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THE BELLS OF MEMORY

The “Final Solution” of the Jewish problem was one of Hitler’s primary goals.
The fate of all conquered European nations was frightening, yet it cannot be compared to the atrocities of the Jewish Holocaust: Jews were destined for total extermination. Artifacts were already gathered in Prague for a future museum of the
extinct race.
The Fascist killing mechanism operated eﬃciently and systematically. Many
people have lost their lives, and among those victims were 6 million of our mothers
and fathers, sisters and brothers, sons and daughters.
They are gone… but us – the ones, who managed to leave the ghettos, ﬁnd a
helping hand, those who escaped the camps, those who fought and survived with
the partisans – we are so few. But we are still here!
We have been silent for many years and for various reasons. Yet our silence was
a crime of its own – it was the murder of memory. We are the living memory of the
Holocaust. This is why it is our duty to tell the young generation all we remember
of the horror our people lived through.
Right now there is a dire need to speak out. Many young people in the world
today have no knowledge about the Holocaust, some know very little. In many
countries the Neo-Nazi movements are on the rise. Anti-Semitic rallies are being
held, graveyards and memorials vandalized, synagogues and Jewish cultural centers attacked by terrorists. Even more – there are some pseudo-historians who dare
to deny the Holocaust.
The ashes of our dead will not let us rest; they demand that we speak up. We
want the younger generation to know, to remember, and to join us in saying “No!”
to Fascism and Anti-Semitism.
In the past 60 years many memorials for those who were killed were created.
Today we need a diﬀerent kind of memorials, the memorials of good deeds.
One of those deeds is the gathering of witness statements from living survivors.
This is the goal of “Zikaron” – a non-proﬁt organization from Ashdod, which consists of over 400 survivors. The times described in this book are long gone, but the
people who survived the atrocities and conquered death will remember what they
went through as long as their hearts are beating. Time passes – and so do we, but
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the future that follows must keep the memory of the Jewish Holocaust. The council
of the Ashdod-based organization took upon itself the noble mission – to gather all
the memories of the local survivors. We had but one goal: to do everything possible
to keep the memory of those who did and did not survive the nightmare. This is the
story of the greatest tragedy of our people. It must never be forgotten!
Let this be our small donation to Holocaust remembrance.
We, the living witnesses of the Holocaust, of mass murder of the innocents, we
appeal to you, dear reader – please do all that within your power so that this will
never repeat!
The council extends heartfelt thanks to all who took part in this project.
A special thanks to Mr. Grigory Lerner who sponsored this book, not only for
his ﬁnancial help, but for his respect and attention. We thank you from the bottom
of our hearts!
President of council of survivors’
organization in Ashdod
"BSPO.PMPULPWTLZ
VPs
1IJMMJQ#BMBOPWTLZ
.JDIBJM1FUFSCVSHTLZ
Members of council
#PSJT#FOFDIJT
4FNJPO#SPETLZ
%BOOJ(VSɴOLFM
"SLBEJ.PTLBMOJL
4FNJPO1BMFT
"OOB4VDIFS
:BLPW$IFMNFS
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Numbers of Jews killed
in European countries
Country

Jewish
population

Murdered by the
Nazis

Poland

3.300.000

2.800.000

USSR (occupied territory)

2.100.000

1.500.000

Romania

850.000

425.000

Hungary

404.000

200.000

Czechoslovakia

315.000

260.000

France

300.000

90.000

Germany

210.000

170.000

Lithuania

150.000

135.000

Holland

150.000

90.000

Latvia

95.000

85.000

Belgium

90.000

40.000

Greece

75.000

60.000

Yugoslavia

75.000

55.000

Austria

60.000

40.000

Italy

57.000

15.000

Bulgaria

50.000

7.000

20.000

6.000

8.301.000

5.978.000

Other countries:
Denmark, Estonia,
Luxemburg, Norway,
Danzig
IN TOTAL:
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Number of Jewish victims in the Ukraine
in 1941-1944 (in thousands)
Total (in thousands)

1944

1943

1942

1941

Region

Lvov

18,7

164

80,5

3,5

266,5

Ternopol

12,5

66,7

46,6

0,5

126

Ivano-Frankovsk

27,3

73,5

8,6

0,2

109,5

Volynsk

6

95

1,5

—

102,5

Rovno

22

76

—

—

98

Vinnitsa

49,3

76

4,4

0,4

130

Khmelnitski

35,2

70,8

0,5

—

106,5

Odessa

54,7

32,2

0,2

0,4

87,5

Chernovtsy

10,5

—

—

—

10,5

Zhitomir

45

4,2

0,6

—

49,8

Kiev

49

0,8

—

—

49,8

Nikolayev

14

5,6

—

—

19,6

Kherson

16

0,8

—

—

16,8

Cherkassy

10,5

6

0,5

—

17

Kirovofradsk

5,9

3,8

—

—

9,7

Dniepropetrovsk

21,3

7

—

—

28,3

Poltava

10

2,4

—

—

12,4

Donezk

10,8

6

—

—

16,8

Zaporozhye

3,5

5,3

—

—

8,8

Chernigov

1,3

1,4

—

—

2,7

Kharkov

1,4

9,6

—

—
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Sumy

2

0,5

0,5

—

3

Crimea

23,3

6,5

—

—

29,8

Lugansk

—

2,5

—

—

2,5

Zakarpatye

—

—

—

95

95

25 regions

450

716,5

143

100

1400000

Thus, at least 1.4 million Jews were murdered in the Ukraine, and with the addition of unreported victims - about 1.5
million Jews. To this should be added the number of victims of the Jews who died at the frontline and in captivity, as well
as Jews who were killed in Russia (mainly in the North Caucasus), where they were evacuated in 1941, and where they
were caught up with by the Germans in 1942. This results in the total estimated number of 1.6 million Jews.
* Reference: A. Kruglov The destruction of the Jewish population of Ukraine in 1941-1944. Chronicle of events. Mogilev-Podolsky; 1997, p. 96.

9

Death camps and ghettos in the occupied
zone of "Transnistria"
(Left bank of the Dniester River, Odessa and part of Vinnitsa region of the Ukraine)

1941—1944
Stanislavchik
Zhmerynka
Zatishye

Tyvrov
Krasnoye
Pechora

Kopaygorod
Sharhorod

Murafa

Shpikov

Bratslav

Dzhurin
Tulchin

Tomashpol

Borovka

Ladijin
Trostyanetz

Mogilov Podolsky

Kopaygorod

Yaruga

Zhabokrich

Myasovka
Dzygovka

Obodovka
Bershad

Kryzhopol

Yampol
Chechelnik

Peschanka

Olgopol
Kamenka

Peschana

Kodyma

Savran
Rashkov

Balta
Rybnitsa

Karlivka

Ahmichetka
Lyubashevka

Kotovsk

Bogdanovka

Ananiev

Domanevka

Krasnye Okny
Ostovoye
Dubossary

Berezovka
Shiryaevo

Vinogradnoye

Grigoriopol
Balaychuk

Ghetto
Death Camp

Tiraspol

Cities and towns where the Jewish
population was completely eliminated
Paths of deportation of Jews to
places of elimination - "The Road
of Death"

Places of concentration and mass
murder of Jews from Bessarabia and
Bukovina
* Reference: Sushona L. "Transnistria - Jews in hell".

Gordanitsy

Dalnik

Vygoda

Odessa

THE NECESSITY
OF REMEMBRANCE
The ancient Greek historian, the "father of history" Herodotus has given us a
detailed description of the battle that no one could conﬁrm. What is covered in
this book, despite the remoteness of the time described, will not save the peace
of mind of the reader. This documentary is evidence of our contemporaries, who
miraculously escaped sixty years ago, the horrors committed by the Nazis and racist genocide. Historians are unlikely to tell us more than this book, placed in the
memories of real martyrs.
This book is a chronicle of atrocities of a monstrous enemy of humanity who
came out on top, but was defeated in the end. The bitter sweetness of victory! It is
soaked in tears of storytellers, creates a picture of suﬀering, oﬀering for the mind
and heart of the reader food for deep thought. From its pages we hear the Stoics
– prisoners of ghettos and concentration camps. Everything here is the brutal selfevident truth. The historian says: “it was so". Yet a witness statement is more ferocious than Dante's Inferno. The fascist hell, the rampant evil has no boundaries, no
circles (nine circles of hell), it is devoid of graduations – the barbaric killing of the
sentenced to death is done calmly, coolly and methodically.
Reading the book, the reader will look for their guide in the ghetto and concentration camps with excruciating diligence. In each of them the inner light of
memory continues to burn on: "Nothing is forgotten, no one is forgotten". This is
how the people's hearts are won, how life and life's lessons are presented.
The great tragedy of our heroic people’s suﬀering shall prevail over humanity’s
helplessness and the corrupt world.
The reader will meet in this book some stylistic imperfections and other deﬁciencies in the evidence of our storytellers. Their power lies in their artless truthfulness.
Remember, mockery is not a manifestation of wisdom.
Do not change the verb before the noun is not understood.
Asya Teplovodskaya,
Journalist, Writer,
Literary critic
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GHETTO BALANOVKA

GHETTO BALANOVKA
20 kilometers from the Bershad ghetto
was the camp Balanovka for refugees
from Bukovina, Bessarabia. They were
placed in sheds, deprived of all means
of subsistence and medical care. Few of
them survived.

Boris Benehis
ROADS INTO OBLIVION
World War II brought much sorrow to the Jewish people.
It began treacherously and very quickly in the western regions of Ukraine, including Bessarabia and Bukovina that
were occupied by the Germans and Romanians. And there
immediately began reprisals against the Jews – the pogroms
and the deportations. Among the Jews deported from Bessarabia was my family.
I was born on July 26, 1930 in the village (shteytale) of Sekuryany. Before the
war, the current Chernivtsi region of Ukraine was densely populated by Jews who
lived in numerous towns and even in villages. This was the area of agricultural
production. Varied craft and trade ﬂourished – the sphere of activity of the Jews.
Sekuryany, the place where I was born and grew up before the war – was one of
many Jewish settlements with a typically Jewish way of life, very patriarchal, where
the Ashkenazi religious traditions ﬁrmly dominated the daily life and were handed
down from generation to generation, and strictly enforced. My father Meir was
a craftsman and earned his living by sewing rough garments for farmers of surrounding villages populated by Ukrainians and Moldavians. In the family, we had
7 people: parents and ﬁve children – 3 sons and 2 daughters. All had to be fed and
clothed. In addition to tailoring my father was also a good Hazan (cantor) in the
synagogue, and in major Jewish holidays it would bring his some more money. My
mother Pearl – a Jewish beauty with black hair – took care of this big family. I often
irritated her and brought her to tears, then she would rain "curses" upon my head.
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If only then, at 6-7 years of age I could anticipate our horrible destiny, would I be
treating my mother this way?
Not always there was bread in the house. One long summer, when father had no
orders, we went hungry. I remember how parents sent me to the store to ask for a
loan of ﬂour for baking one oven of bread. In bad weather and in the winter we suffered from all sorts of sores, abrasions; doctors and medicine were a luxury. There
was a shortage of shoes to go to school. All the boys went ﬁrst to the cheder, and then
I studied in Talmud Torah until 1940, when the Soviets came to Bessarabia. Their
arrival was marked by the fact that the new settlers, like locusts, rushed to clear all
the manufactory, shoe, and other shops. All more or less well-oﬀ Jews and peasants
were dekulakized and sent to Siberia. But the life of poor people has remained the
same. This "freedom" did not last long. Exactly one year later, the Second World
War began. After 2-3 days in Bessarabia, including in our place, the Romanian
troops have returned, and there began pogroms against the Jews, and bullying. From
the surrounding villages, the local Moldavians, Ukrainians (our former neighbors)
rushed to the village, armed with axes, pitchforks, scythes and clubs; they began to
expel Jews from their homes and loot property. On the streets Jews rushed in panic
– young and old, the robbers would catch them on the road, remove their valuables,
stripped them almost naked. In 3-4 days everything was looted and taken the villages. Many of the houses were occupied by local Ukrainians. In the evening, when
the looting orgy subsided, the Jews returned to their homes, but all were empty.
What was hidden before the pogrom was also stolen. No food, no clothes.
After a few days of constant fear, an order was issued by the local prefect: all the
Jews must gather in the area of the Jewish cemetery with a stock of food and clothing. Dragged from all streets there were crowds of destitute people – the elderly,
adults and children – and as rivulets ﬂowing into one stream with tears, groans and
lamentations.
On "the Ukrainian" street where there lived the Old Believers, and where this
thread advanced, there lived an old klezmer violinist virtuoso Koldorar Ivan, who
later became my violin teacher, the uncle of my adoptive father. He was an eyewitness to the tragedy, and wrote the music for "Crying in the exile of the Jews".
Anyone who heard this Requiem could not remain indiﬀerent. As he told me later,
he handed his work later to the Kishinev conservatory. The fate of this piece is
unknown.
The old Jewish cemetery columns of Jews were formed. This was the beginning
of a long journey into oblivion with incredible suﬀering that cannot be described
in words. Each had its own destiny ordained. We were made to move forward by
gendarmes with riﬂes, policemen, Moldovans, Ukrainians with clubs.
This was at the end of June, beginning of July. Highways, roads ... Villages,
small towns – I do not remember the names but of the large settlements: Mogilev-
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Podolsk, Soroca, Cosăuţi, Yampil and others. There were also halts, usually away
from the settlements, to prevent communication with farmers so to exchange valuables for food. We ate that could ﬁnd in the ﬁelds during the halts. Thirsty, we drank
water from the lowlands, where cane was growing, many became sick. The sick and
the slow were left behind, under barrels and blows of gendarmes. Fatal to my family has been a halt in the village Cosăuţi. There we were a few days in abandoned
houses. There was a market where Moldovans exchanged products for things. I had
nothing, so I begged. I remember one father who led his son by the hand, oﬀering
to exchange him for food. Here in this accursed village, my mother and middle
brother Sholem got sick with dysentery. When we drove further away, in the forest
of Kosoutssky, mother lost the last of her strength, she could not move. My older
brother Joseph (who now lives in Hadera) tried to take her on his shoulders, but
under the blows of gendarmes, he was forced to move on, and all of us, the whole
family, left mother in a state of agony – blessed be her memory. We drove in the direction Yampol. On the right bank of the Dniester under similar circumstances was
left behind in his death throes, the family’s favorite, my handsome brother Shalom.
Where are their graves, who buried them – no one knows.
Again, the unknown roads, it was autumn – cold, rain. Barely clothed, almost
barefoot, indiﬀerent to life, thousands of people were walking on. We were left ﬁve
of us. We reached Obodovka, where there was a ghetto. It was already winter –
whether in November, or December, all the days and dates were lost; circumstances
knocked a man of his dignity, life was not worth anything. Here in Obodovka we
made brief halt. We were herded into a long barn – a former cattle barn or stable,
no windows, no doors, where drafts blew away from the exhausted people the last
vestiges of body heat. We lay on the bare ground or on frozen remains of straw.
We, all ﬁve members of the family, were lying together in semi-consciousness. Until
now, I did not know what death is. But then our father passed away quietly. I did
not know he was dead; I tried to squeeze in some candy in his clutched jaw. But his
life was extinguished. Then those who worked in the funeral brigade (Hevrat Kadisha) would come, put him on a coarse canvas and carried to the common burial
ground. None of us had the strength to attend his ﬁnal journey. Where is his tomb,
we do not know. During our stay in the barn these "cleaners" came many times.
Once more, we set on the roads into the unknown, now snow-covered and
pierced with freezing winds. How did we muster the strength to go on! In our exile
this was the last jump to the nearest town – the village Balanovka, near Bershad.
There was founded a ghetto. Part of this column of the persecuted Jews was placed
in the kolkhoz sheds. We were put in some kind of junk kolkhoz oﬃce, where masses of people were closely lying in the same room on the ﬂoor next to each other. We
were eaten alive by lice and could not breathe. I and two of my sisters were ill with
typhus. No isolation, no help. Unconscious, in delirium, we would ask for a drink
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of water. Sometimes it was possible to get some boiled water, and that was all the
treatment. Both my sister never regained consciousness and died at the same time.
Again, some people took away their corpses to a common burial, but I would never
go there – I was afraid of those places, it seemed to me that it is an area where death
was always hovering.
Miraculously, I survived, and we were left alone with my brother Joseph. Winter in 1941-1942 was severe – frost, blizzard, cold. In search of a warm place, we
moved to another, more "comfortable" room, but we were too late to join and had
to settle for some cubbyhole in the hallway. We had to wait until space became
available, for well-known reasons. Finally, a place was "freed" and we immediately
rushed to take it. It was so crowded that you couldn’t move. It was heaven for lice,
which we scraped by the handfuls from our bodies, heads and clothing. We were
not allowed to leave the ghetto to prevent the spread of the epidemic through the
village. We were left to slowly die. I did not want to die of starvation. I made my
way to the village through the barbed fence to ask for anything the peasants could
spare. I would be chased away, hunted by dogs and called a Jew, but sometimes the
farmers would pity me and I would receive bread, potatoes, beets, and it prolonged
our days. Chances of survival were very low, the winter was long, and the walks for
charity were becoming increasingly diﬃcult. All the life reserves of my young body
were mobilized for survival, hence the resistance to diseases, parasites and starvation. Obviously, the innocent victims, the pure soul of our parents prayed for us and
it helped us survive the winter 1941-1942.
Spring came; farmers needed workers in the gardens, in the ﬁelds – to dig, plant,
process, and many ghetto prisoners found employers who paid them with food, and
some food for the family. I was lucky – I was taken in by an elderly couple. That
spring and summer, I worked in the garden, in the ﬁeld, herded the cow -– working out the "norm". I would go to the market in Bershad (15-20 km) to sell the
produce – milk, cheese, garlic, onions. In the meadow I mowed hay for the cows,
ruﬄed hemp and ﬂax soaked in the river on a special machine, and then spun yarn
from these ﬁbers. Winter came, I ceased to be a useful, and I was sent back. Who
needs the extra mouth for the whole winter! But I already knew the neighborhood.
I taken in by a soldiers' widow named Palazhka. My duty was to look after her
young son, chop wood and stoke the stove, and bring the water. There was but one
room, I slept on the stove on a bag of corn. Since the days dragged on, I lived as if in
the darkness, not knowing anything about what was going on in the world, losing
track of the date, the month, and not knowing what awaits me in the future. By this
time I was all alone, without family and friends.
During one of the raids, the occupation authorities began to catch young men
and boys for forced labor. They seized my older brother Joseph and took him away.
Since then, I knew nothing about him – where he lives if at all, since I had practi-
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cally no communication with anybody from the ghetto. About a year had passed –
and no news about my brother. Soldier's widow, who I worked for, could no longer
employ me, as she was too poor. I had to look for a new shelter. Homeless again, I
lived in abandoned barns of the former kolkhoz farms and fed on what I was able
to obtain from the villagers. One day I wandered to the outskirts of the village,
knocked at one door for alms. In this house lived an elderly couple. They let me into
the house, seated me at table and fed me. I looked like a mess – I had no underwear,
no clothes to change, nor shoes. I had already forgotten when the last time I bathed
in warm water was. These people felt pity when they learned that I was all alone in
the world, and invited me to stay with them. I gratefully stayed. They took care of
me: parboiled my clothes to kill all living parasites, seated me in a wooden bucket
with hot water to remove all the calloused dirt.
It was the second winter of my life in the ghetto. I do not know how it became
known to the occupation and local authorities on me, about where I am – in fact
there were never any registration of Jews in the ghetto. However, one winter day a
sleigh horse carriage arrived to the house in which I was sheltered, and two Romanian gendarmes burst into the hut, ordered me to quickly pack up and follow them.
The home owners tried to protect me, but were met with crude insults and physical
abuse. I was taken to some parade ground, where stood two or three carts with more
unfortunate children. We were taken away in an unknown direction. As it turned
out, we arrived in the city of Balta in Odessa region. There was a Jewish center,
which "took care" of such orphans. Nobody told or asked us anything, no registration was conducted. Some functionaries separated us from door to door, and that
was all the “concern” over our well-being. We were left to ourselves. We begged,
rummaged around in search of food. I remember I wandered into the house where
the Germans were quartered. I found a chocolate, waﬄes and other tasty things.
They didn’t concern themselves with the likes of us. They had other concerns – the
front was approaching, gunﬁre was already heard. Several times I have come to our
center, met with kids like me, but nobody was not interested in us anyone. It was
rumored that someone ﬁnanced a campaign to collect Jewish orphans from diﬀerent ghettos to send them to Romania, or maybe Palestine, that one such ship has
already been sent, but sunk in the sea. What information could we have, children of
10-12, and would who share with us? We were homeless. It lasted somewhere between 2-3 weeks. One day, Germans and their henchmen quickly began retreating
over the bridge of the Southern Bug on the edge of the city. I was a living witness to
the stampede of the Nazis. It was some kind of anarchy – the Germans were gone,
but the "red" did not yet show. And what would the orphans do? To my happiness,
the father of one of the boys from our ghetto in Balanovka was in Balta, apparently,
he learned where the children got taken. When he was convinced that the Germans
had ﬂed, he took his son and me. We reached our original ghetto. I returned to the
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same house where I was taken from. It was the end of winter 1943. I returned to
work for the hosts, and got used to my fate: orphanhood and loneliness.
In one of the bazaar days at the end of winter mistress gave me produce for
sale in Bershad. I have well mastered the route. Early in the morning I came to the
market and sold the produce, and before returning stopped in Balanovka to visit a
woman – a resident Sekuryany, who was with my family in Bershad ghetto. When
I came in and warmed up, she told me: "Baruch, you know, your brother Joseph is
in Bershad in the military commandant's oﬃce". It was hard to believe her – he
came back after almost a year of forced labor in Varvarovka of Mykolayiv region,
where the enslaved people built strategic roads and bridges under the supervision
of German building contractors. When I came to the oﬃce and saw Joseph, we
both burst into tears of joy. After he received documents proving his identity we
both went to our ghetto. Night was falling, the way was long, but we were hoping
to arrive safely. Suddenly we came across two Germans from the ﬁeld gendarmerie.
They stopped us, thinking that we are partisans. We showed them the paper from
the commandant's oﬃce, yet they seemed unconvinced. We were taken to the location of the military police and locked in a barn. Lying on the straw in cold frosty
night we heard them mocking us in ridicule: "Ferd, Ferd". We are waiting for a
decision of our fate. At dawn, the gates of the barn opened, two German gendarmes
lead us in the direction from which we came. Their intentions were not known to
us. Around the ﬁeld, high in the sky winter moon, not a soul, not a sound. At any
moment we expected to be shot. But God protected us, heeding to the pleas of the
slaughtered innocents, the innocent souls of our parents and all our relatives. By
morning we were back in Bershad military command for identiﬁcation. After some
time, we were released. We could stay in Bershad in the ghetto, as were nowhere to
be registered, and no one would have searched for us. But I could not go back to
their ghetto – I had my master's money for the sold products. I remained an honest
boy, even in such extreme conditions. We were forced to return to Balanovka, to
joyless servitude.
It was the spring of 1944, the air smelled of freedom. There were rumors of the
approach of the front and the retreat of the Germans. This was noticeable in Balanovka – there appeared some military units, which in all 3 years of my stay in
the ghetto, I have never seen. It was part of the retreating Germans and Croats,
Romanians and Hungarians, Vlasov, Bendera decorated with a trident, and Ukrainian policemen. They run hither from house to house, looting, dragging pigs, cattle
and poultry from the stables, demand milk, bacon, and eggs. All this happened in
front of me, but I still did not understand that these were the signs of their collapse.
Farmers were intimidated and could not resist this plunder. In place of one looter
other looters came along. It lasted a few days. The Nazis and their henchmen ﬂed:
all headmen, informers, policemen, and other vermin. Many of them were running
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away in carts loaded with booty. We, the prisoners of the ghettos, which covered all
of eastern Ukraine with a dense network, were looking forward to the hour when
the enemy will be driven out and we can get back to our homes. In March 1944,
Soviet troops liberated Ukraine, including Sekuryany. I, along with my brother
Joseph, walked to the station Vapnyarka, climbed on the troop train that went to
the west, and at the end of March 1944 we reached Sekuryany. Our life as prisoners, the ghetto life on the brink of death, when the only hope for a miracle of God's
mercy kept our faith in a brighter future, was over. We went back to our house with
no windows, no doors, only winds and dirt. A new page of my life began.
ROAD TO LIFE
It was a cold late spring of 1944, devastation all around. Somehow I have arranged a room in a ruined house, where we spent our childhood. After gaining freedom, it was necessary to ﬁght on for survival. The authorities were only just begun
to set up. The city was full of homeless people and street children, theft and speculation prospered, the streets run hither with suspicious types – a sort of dirty foam
left by the passing front. Where to start, how to live? There was no food, no clothes,
no heat, and no household utensils. Little by little, the survivors began to return,
contacts began to be established. Joseph managed to ﬁnd a job in "Zagotzerno" at
Sekuryany station, 3-4 km from the house. I was alone. It was easy to get into the
millstone of the criminal street, to become a victim of criminals who forced underage orphans to commit various crimes. I avoided dubious acquaintances, stuck
close to Jewish families, our acquaintances from before the war. I desperately wanted to get into some kind of school, a trade schools, or vocational school, where I
could learn, eat and have a roof over my head. Although at the time, these schools
used to be infamous, because they concentrated disadvantaged adolescents. In the
hope of help I began to appeal to the Soviet authorities. Back then the chairman
of the City Council was Vladimir Semenovich Koldorar – a local history teacher,
repressed during the occupation by the Romanians for his sympathy for the Soviet
rule in 1940-1941. My appeal for help and my desire to learn in those early days
after the expulsion of the invaders was a pleasant surprise for the former teacher,
now in power. He took me to his home and, after consulting with his wife, told me
to stay with them to solve my problem. As it turned out, they decided to leave me
at their home. His wife Olga began to take care of me. The next day they took me
to a school that was only beginning to be staﬀed. I returned to the 4th grade. Three
years in the ghetto fell out of my school life and I became overgrown.
My life has returned to normal, I lived in a family, was fed, well-groomed, taken
care of. Those Russian people, intellectuals, they have sheltered me, a Jewish orphan
boy, and became my second parents. Who are these people, who acted so selﬂessly?
Vladimir Semenovich Koldorar came from a peasant family; he graduated from the
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Pedagogical Institute in Chisinau and became a teacher of history. His whole life is
a sample of dedication and selﬂess devotion. He dedicated it to educating children.
During the reactionist Romanian regime, he remained true to his ideals, for which
he was arrested. After the liberation of Sekuryany by the Red
Army he became the ﬁrst chairman of the city council and his cadence lasted
more than 3 years. Honest, fair, he gained the respect of the citizens. His wife, Olga,
a modest, hardworking woman, expertly ran the household, taking care of the whole
family, which I joined. She was an intelligent, well-read, and cultural woman. This
house had a huge library, gathered for many years, which included rare editions
of pre-revolutionary Russian and foreign classics. Olga taught me to love and understand literature. Later, on her own initiative, she created a library that would be
regularly updated with her own books. For her hard work and exemplary conduct,
she has received many awards.
In the autumn my brother Joseph was drafted into the army on the Eastern Front.
He served in Manchuria, and occasionally wrote letters to me. From the army, he returned to the city of Czernowitz. I settled down there to work and started a family.
The times were not easy. In 1947, a great famine erupted in the Ukraine, from
which many died. This year I graduated with honors from the 7th grade. I was at
least 17 years old. I wanted to continue my studies, but since it required material costs, we have chosen the Agricultural College, located at a distance of 2-3
hours away by train, where I was admitted without examination as a high achiever.
Most of the teachers in this College were Moldovan Jews: Associate Professor Lurie, mathematician Mann, special subjects were taught by Dr. Michael Grossman,
still alive in Ashdod, and his late wife, Ella. About 50% of the students were former
soldiers. Students lived 30-40 people in one room. The food was meager: bread
rationings, in the dining room – cabbage, thin soup. On weekends, I tried to go
home for extra earnings. I was a good student, and they have tried to involve me in
the Party, but I refused, citing the fact that I was not ready mentally. Studies came
to an end, and I had to think about going to college. Anticipating the diﬃculties
to come, because of my origins, Vladimir Semenovich oﬀered me to register under
his family name. Already an adult, I could not give up the memory of my parents,
my Jewish identity, although I was inﬁnitely grateful to my adoptive parents. I justiﬁed their excellent care with my studies. I graduated with honors, and in 1950
went to study in Moscow’s Timiryazev Agricultural Academy. Bureaucratic obstacles have prevented me to begin my studies in Moscow, and I was sent to study in
Lviv. A wonderful ancient city, full of students, I was very impressed. Along with
the studies, I soaked up all the culture in the broadest sense; theaters – they had a
lot of them in Lviv, and gallery tickets would cost cheaply – at the Philharmonic
concerts and outdoor areas, there were also many cinemas, not to mention the evenings dancing in the halls and lobbies of the city’s institutions and colleges. What a
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golden time it was! On one of those evenings, I met and fell in love with a beautiful
young girl, my future wife Ina. Only after my graduation, when I stood ﬁrmly on
my feet ﬁnancially, did I propose to her. In August 1955 her parents, who lived in
Kiev, gave the go-ahead, and we celebrated a very modest wedding. We left Kiev for
Kitsman, where I worked as the main specialist in distribution of livestock. In 1956
our daughter Nonna was born. The young couple encountered diﬃculties. Soon we
moved to Kiev, where we lived illegally with her parents in terrible distress. We were
not registered anywhere. During one night the police came, and we were warned of
sanctions for violating the passport regime!
After graduation, I as an honors graduate had the right to enroll in graduate
school. All the years of my studies I was the head of the course, and a Komsomol activist, nevertheless my candidacy (the only Jew) was rejected, although there were
vacancies.
After 4 years of experience in the production I applied to graduate school in the
Ukrainian Agricultural Academy in Kiev, got the call and passed all the exams. It
is also not without bias, but the Dean of the Faculty, Professor P.Pshenichniy and
my supervisor Professor Kravchenko Nikolay Antonovich defended my right to be
a graduate student. That was in 1959. I plunged into the studies; lived in a dormitory, rarely saw my family. I had a goal, a great desire and ambition to become a
researcher, to escape from the daily production routine. 3 years of intensive study,
experiments, work with literature, writing a dissertation, passed quickly, and paid
oﬀ. I defended my thesis at the Lviv Veterinary Institute, where I once studied. My
relatives, my foster parents, with whom communication has never been interrupted,
as well as my friends, were all very happy for my success. I proved to myself that I
can achieve something in life. It was a new stage of my career in research. I was assigned to the Research Institute of Animal Breeding, where I continuously worked
for 30 years. I gained recognition in academic and administrative circles, have published more than 70 scientiﬁc works, and most importantly, have acquired extensive
experience both in science and communication skills in everyday situations. During
this time, my daughter got grown and educated, she created a family. Grandchildren
were born – Alla and Vovochka. We as grandparents were happy to help to raise
them.
Perestroika began, and there appeared centers of Jewish culture in Kiev: clubs,
where children learned songs and dances, groups of Hebrew language studies. Alla
participated in one of these ensembles. At home, she sang songs in Hebrew and
Yiddish, combining singing with dancing in the traditional style. It was nice to see
and hear after so many years of silence, of forgetting our origins. Soon, their ensemble "Pintale" was invited to tour the Jewish communities in Germany, Switzerland and Italy. What an interesting future was opened in front of our children!
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The end of the '80s-early' 90s was marked by a mass emigration of Jews to Israel, the US, Germany and other countries. Simultaneously with the acquisition of
freedom of speech, of the press, the business there began a wave of anti-Semitic
attacks, up to the point of open calls for expulsion of Jews from the country. Let us
recall the notorious anti-Semitic organization "Memory". The attitude toward the
Jews visibly changed, even on the part of subordinate employees. These signs of
anti-Semitism did not foretell good fortunes, and became one of the reasons that
our family decided to immigrate to Israel. The initiators were Nonna and her husband Lenya. No arguments against such a step were taken into account: the old age
of parents, the reaction of the Communist party, the upcoming housing and language problems, the problem of employment in a foreign country ... In May 1991,
we left for Israel. I took oﬀ with my wife on our 8-th model "Lada", loaded with all
sorts of unnecessary belongings, traveling through Europe, then sailing the Mediterranean Sea on a ferry from Greece, and in 10 days safely reached the shores of
Haifa. My daughter left later with her family, ﬂew to Bucharest and then to Israel.
Joining after separation, together we began to build a new life in the Promised
Land. Like many hundreds of thousands of new immigrants, we have overcome a
lot of diﬃculties. But we believed that persistent studies of the Hebrew language,
combined with the need to earn our daily bread will enable us to lead a decent life.
I conﬁrmed my degree and got a job as a scientist in Vulcani research center. By
the end of our second year in Israel Nonna received her Israeli teaching diploma,
completing a one-year course at the Levinsky Institute, and she works as a specialist with mentally disabled children. A year after our arrival Lenya’s elderly parents
immigrated as well. We were six of us; in a 3-room rental apartment in Holon, we
have also given shelter to new immigrants, relatives and friends from Kiev. Not
for a moment we allowed ourselves to relax, become despondent and depressed,
because we understood that we have to overcome the diﬃculties of absorption on
our own. All of the family worked hard, sometimes taking non-prestigious jobs.
Two years later we moved into our own house bought in Gan Yavne.
Life began to adjust, we started to enjoy the work, meetings with friends, acquire
new acquaintances. We traveled a lot around the country, admiring its beauty. The
grandchildren have grown and they delight us: Alla, a student at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem, studying classical science; Vovochka, now called Amir – an IDF
soldier. We have a large circle of friends and wide interests. I devote a lot of time volunteering in the non-proﬁt, uniting former prisoners of ghettos and concentration
camps, serving as a link between the organization and government agencies.
However, the years spent by me in the ghetto, where I was constantly on the verge
of life and death – is a nightmare which is impossible to shake oﬀ. God forbid, no
present and future generations of the people of Israel shall never again go through
what I survived.
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Davber (Weinberg) Celia
I was born July 23, 1940 in the village of Klishkovtsy, Khotyn district, Chernivtsi region.
From October 1941 to March 1944, I, together with my
parents and numerous relatives was held in the ghetto Transnistria in Mitko and then in Balki. I myself do not remember
anything, but my late mother talked a lot about this nightmare that we lived through, surviving it miraculously. When
the war started, I could not yet walk. When we were released,
I could not walk because of past diseases and constant hunger. We "lived" in the
barracks; we slept on the ﬂoor, every morning someone no longer was able from the
ﬂoor. A few kilometers from the barracks was a village where parents sometimes
worked for the rich peasants, receiving for their work little food: potatoes, bread, or
ﬂour. But it was enough for a few days. Sometimes at night the adults went to the
ﬁeld to collect the remains of frozen potatoes, but it was a deadly venture: Romanian police combed the area. Many died. One day my mother went into the forest,
collected mushrooms and almost died from the poisonous mushrooms. Clean water
was not available; people drank water from the ditch. I got sick with dysentery and
barely survived, there was nowhere to get medicine. In March 1944, our camp was
liberated by partisans. The way home was hard and long. Once we stopped to rest
near the location of the army kitchens of our soldiers. They brought us hot soup,
and for the ﬁrst time in many days we ate hot food. But no matter how hard the road
was, the hardest thing for my parents was coming to their village and ﬁnding our
empty house, where everything was looted by our "good" neighbors.
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Gertsenshtein (Gofshtein) Fanya
MEMORIES OF MY LATE MOTHER
We are originally from Moldova, the town of Faleshty. When
the war started, I was 9 months old; my sister was 3 years
old. Dad was mobilized into the army, and my mother who
was left with two young children, has closed the lock on our
front door, hoping to return soon. We took the necessary
things, loaded it all on the cart of my grandfather, my mother's father, and joined in the stream refugees moving in an unknown direction. In
the village Mitrofanovka we were captured by German paratroopers. From there
were chased to Balta, where by that time the Germans formed a ghetto for the Jews.
Local residents were not allowed to come close to the fence, to give us food and
clothing. Yet there were compassionate people who have at least tried to somehow
help us, throwing us food from afar.
We lived in a small room on the street. In this small room there were several families, each in their corner. The hunger, the cold, the sickness. Mom was taken every
day to work. My sister and I stayed with my grandfather, and no one knew whether
mother will return and we whether she’ll ﬁnd us alive. In the ghetto, every prisoner
had to survive as best he could. Many died of hunger, cold and disease. We couldn’t
escape it as well – and we had typhus and typhoid, and pertussis. Many residents of
the ghetto were shot, but apparently God wanted to keep us alive. My mother was
a seamstress, and it saved us from starvation, people paid her with products. My
mother had to wash clothes for the Germans, and sometimes she was able to bring
to us a remnant of a cake of soap, but still it did not save us from lice and other parasites that transmit disease from one to another. Shortly before the end of the war
there was a ﬁre in our little room, I accidentally knocked over a gasoline lamp and
my clothes caught on ﬁre. My left hand and half my back got badly burned, traces
of the burns are still visible to this day. Aside streptocid, there was no medication. I
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vaguely remember the changing of the dressing, from which I terriﬁed, as the gauze
would stick to my skin and they would have to tear oﬀ, to prevent infection. It did
not heal for a long time. And again, our good guardian angel saved our lives, and
we waited for the victory. In March 1944 the Red Army liberated us, and we went
back to our hometown of Falesti. Our house was occupied by strangers, but they
have given us back our property.
My sister and I were so depleted that our neighbors, local Moldovans, brought
us food and wept, looking at the eagerness with which we absorbed it. Later life was
even more diﬃcult: the famine of 1947, sickness, but there is nothing worse than
war. Let fascism never happen again, in any guise.
My mother came with my family to Israel at the age of 87. She died at the age of
89 and was buried in Ashdod. Blessed be her memory!
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Gersher Haim
I was born in Moldova in the city of Kolarash in 1933. In
early June 1941 my mother and two sisters, born in 1935
and 1936, left the city of Kolarash for a visit to Ukraine to
the city of Balta, where a sister of my mother lived. We were
there when WWII began. We were in the ghetto. I do not
recall exactly what month the Germans and the Romanians
arrived and our life turned into a nightmare. We were hiding
in a house of the rabbi and sat in the basement all the time,
and at night we would go out to get some air. The Romanians began to give out
their orders: for any disobedience – beating and shooting. We did not get anything
to eat, each managed as best he could to survive. We were very much hungry. My
mother worked in a bath house, and we sat in the basement. It was cold. I would run
with the boys to the ﬁeld to collect beets and frozen potatoes. We were forbidden to
go outside the ghetto – whoever was caught would be shot on the spot. Adults were
taken to work every day, and usually less than half of the people would return from
work. Once I was caught by the Romanians and they wanted to shoot me. But I was
saved by the fact that I was able to speak Romanian.
It was winter of 1941. It was very cold. The Romanians would loot our homes,
and we would ﬂee into the forest. There were constant new arrivals, and others
would be taken away to other ghettos. Local people often brought us food. They
risked their lives doing so. In 1942, my mother fell ill with typhus, and my older
sister started to swell from hunger. And she was only 6 years old. Younger sister
had frost bites on her feet, she was 5 years old. My mother was lying with a high
fever and seemed to be dying. The Romanians were afraid to approach her. Our
Jews helped her as much as they could. She survived. In the ghetto, we had to wear
armbands with the Star of David. Walking on the sidewalk was banned – only down
the road. It was very hard. At the end of '43 the Germans and the Romanians began
abuse us even more, especially when they began to retreat. They killed my mother's
sister and her two children.
In March, we were liberated by the Soviet Army. It was decided to send all of the
ghetto survivors to Kazakhstan. Some refused, while my mother and I went. Father
found us and brought to Chkalov. From Chkalov we moved to Chisinau. In 1996 we
came to Israel. Now we live in Bnei Aish.
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Gorodischer (Levertova) Clara
I was born in Orhei, Bessarabia in 1928. Before the war I was
in school.
My father, Abram Izrailevich Levert was born in 1897 in
Poland, then he moved to Orhei, where he created a family.
He was the owner of a warehouse of building materials.
My mother Olga Levertova, born in 1897 was a housewife. My brother Solomon was born in Orhei in 1924. Before
the war, he studied at school.
Our whole family tried to evacuate, but the front was fast approaching, and by
August 1941 we were in the Balta ghetto. Dad and his brother were taken to the
construction of the airport in Pereliot. My mother had a stroke, caused by all the
suﬀering, and at 13 years old I was left with my disabled mother without a roof over
our heads. Without medical care, in agony, she died in my hands on April 27, 1942.
Together with other women I walked 15 km. to the barracks, surrounded by barbed
wire, to ask for permission to release my dad to bury my mother. After the funeral,
father and brother returned to Balta. After a couple weeks of Balta a large group of
people, including us was sent to camp Bershad. We were put in a barn, sleeping on
the ground, constantly guarded. In one corner of the barn there was a deep hole,
every day corpses of people were thrown there. The conditions were unbearable,
severe cold and hunger led us to a dangerous decision. One night, when the soldiers
fell asleep, dad, brother and I escaped the barracks and went back to Balta. My
brother and I were ill with typhus, but we survived, and my father died in Balta. My
brother and I were orphans, and continued to ﬁght for survival.
After the war, I graduated from high school and the Pedagogical Institute in
Chisinau, the English Department. I worked as a school teacher for almost 30 years
until my retirement.
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Roytsayd Lev
I was born on April 3, 1928 in Kamenka, Moldova. My father’s name was David Roytzayd. My mother was named
Golda; I had a brother named Gedaliah and a sister Dotsele.
When the war started, we had no time to evacuate and were
taken prisoners by the Germans. November 7, 1941 we were
marched towards the camps in the direction of Podaymitsa,
Podoima, Rashkov, Katerinovka, Kodyma, Slobodka, Borschi, Kotovsk. From Kotovsk we walked to Domanevka. In
Domanevka we found out that we will have to stay there. We decided to run away.
We returned to Kamenka, but were caught and marched to Kotovsk, then to Lipetsk, where on January 2 we were locked in the police headquarters, where we spent
the night. In the morning they let in an attack dog that tore people apart.
On January 3, 1942 in the morning we were taken and thrown oﬀ a slope, they began to shoot us down. My dad, brother and sister were killed. Mom was wounded. I
was lucky; the bullets did not reach me. When things calmed down, I looked around
and saw that everyone were dead. I heard voices and recognized my mother's voice.
I persuaded my mother to get out from under the slope. The two of us went in the
direction of Positsela. We went from house to house, asking to spend the night, and
this is how we survived for a month. One farmer said that they are looking for us
and want to kill us. We learned that there was a ghetto in Balta and ran there.
We stayed in the ghetto up to April 29, 1944. Then I returned to Kamenka. In
1946, I moved to Odessa with my mother, in 1950 I married. I lived in Odessa until
1990, and then my family and I repatriated to Israel.
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Roitman Sarah
I was born in Moldova in Soroca. The family had ﬁve children: Branna, Berel, Sarah,
Polya (Perel) and Froyka. My father Naftuli was a carpenter, my mother Tuba – a housewife. Father was a veteran
of World War I.
On June 22, 1941 the war began. At the beginning of the
war my brother Berel was in Odessa. From there, he was recruited. In 1944, he was killed.
We wanted to evacuate through the river Dniester, on the ferry. There were a lot
of refugees from diﬀerent places. The ferry (there was just one) could not cope with
so many people. When I stepped foot on the ferry, German planes bombed the ferry. Many people have died, and we returned home, because the ferry had stopped
working. After 2 days, the Germans entered the city. So we stayed in Soroca. It
was very scary. The Germans came to the house of the chief rabbi of the city Nyssy
Kolker, demanding that he provides a list of 40-50 most respected Jewish men for
execution. The next day he gave them a list with only one name – Nyssy Kolker.
The Germans had to select men for execution themselves. In front of the column,
they dragged the rabbi by the beard. All those men were shot.
A few days passed, and the remaining Jews of the city were transported across the
river Dniester to the town Yampol (Ukraine) 12 km. from Soroca. We were there
for 3 days, without food, without water. Then the Germans marched us in a column
to Soroca. No one was allowed to return home, and all were gathered at the square
near the synagogue, where we stayed overnight. In the morning we were marched
to Rublenitsky forest 10 km. from town. There we stayed for about a month. Some
lived in huts made of branches, others under the open sky. We eat only what the
locals threw to us, risking their lives. Many died.
From Rublenitsky woods we were taken to the village Vortuzhany. There, we settled in abandoned houses. Our nutrition consisted of soybean mill cake found on
rooftops. There we stayed until September. In September, everyone was marched to
Ukraine in a column of 800 people. On the way people fell, dying from hunger, ﬁlth,
cold. There were less and less people left...
At night we stayed in the villages, in the sheds. Small groups of people went to
ask for bread from local residents. Those who were caught received 25 lashes. Once
I too was caught and beaten. I lost consciousness. Many did not survive after the
beating. In late December, the survivors arrived in ghetto Balta (Odessa region). Of
the 800 people there were not more than 50 people left. In Balta, we were greeted
by our friends from Soroca – the Tsitman family who gave us shelter, helped us to
get cleaned. All of us got sick in the ghetto. We were treated with the help of locals.
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A month later, the Germans issued an order to expel all those who arrived from the
ghetto. One Russian woman, a nurse, tried to help us, as we were sick. She told us
to lie down and not get up, and told the Germans that we have fever. This is how
she saved us from exile. But 2 weeks later there was a new eviction order. We, the
sick, the hungry, were taken out of bed and marched further to a refugee camp
near Balta – the village of Balanovka. There we were herded into a pigsty, with no
windows, no doors, no roof. We were left to die. We covered ourselves with straw.
Miraculously we lasted a month, and together with another family decided to try to
return to Balta, as we had nothing to lose: either die here or be shot on the way.
In one of the villages we were helped by a local resident, giving us the opportunity to spend the night in a barn, fed and warmed. In the morning he showed us the
way. It was snowing, it was hard to walk.
On the way we got to the village Yelanets (Vinnytsia region, Bershad district).
Locals told us that there is a small Jewish ghetto. We went there. We spent the night
in a pigsty. Dad became ill and died soon after.
The ghetto had a law: all the dead were collected in a shed nearby, and until there
were 200 people who died, they would not be buried. We did not want to throw
father in there, and for three days we slept next to his dead body. Then his body
was taken and buried in a mass grave, we do not even know where. He was only 47
years old...
We stayed in Yelanets. After 6 months my older sister died (she was 19), then my
brother died (he was 13).
I stayed in the ghetto with my mother and my younger sister until 1944, when
the Soviet troops liberated the village.
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Tsitman Anatoly
I was born in 1928 in Bessarabia (Moldova) in the town of
Soroca. Our family consisted of 6 people: parents and four
children. Until 1940, I studied at the Romanian school and
attended the Jewish cheder. Under Soviet rule, I studied in a
Jewish school, which was established then. At the beginning
of the war, I graduated from 5th grade.
June 22 the war began, and after a very short time we had
to leave the city. I remember, as we and many others tried
to cross the Dnieper in the village of Tsekinovka (Yampolsky district, Vinnytsia
region), but the German planes swooped down and began to bomb us. To save our
lives, we left everything we had on the shore and drove to the village of Cosăuţi.
Thanks to the eﬀorts of my father, we crossed to Yampol, thinking that here, in
Ukraine, will be our salvation. About a week later they started to bomb us there,
and we went to the Vapnyarka station, where we boarded a freight train (open area)
and went east.
We arrived to Balta station and father told us that here in the city live his old
mother and sister, whom he has not seen for more than twenty years, and the city is
safe. We agreed to stay here. I remember how we met up with my grandmother and
aunt. But the happiness didn’t last long because 10 days later they began bombing
the city, there was panic and urgent evacuation, especially of the elderly and pregnant women.
We got on a cart to the village Yasinov, and there we were captured by the Germans. We sat and waited for the Germans to come and kill us. But some people
helped us (for valuables) to go back to Balta, where my aunt had a ﬂat. Every day
the police took us to work, humiliated us as they pleased. Suddenly, my father disappeared, and a few days later we learned a camp for POW and Jews was created in
the town of Pereliot , and the Jews there built a narrow-gauge railway at gunpoint.
This track was necessary for the Germans to shuttle bombs and shells to the military airﬁeld. Many people died there.
After a short while, all the city's Jews were herded into the ghetto. We were deprived of all human rights, we were forced to work, beaten, raped, and so on, it is
diﬃcult to describe everything. I remember a time a few hundred Jews were herded
into a barn at the Balta station, doused with gasoline and set on ﬁre, whoever tried
to jump out of this hell, was shot.
I remember as well the time many Jews were brought from Moldova, and among
them were our former neighbors from Soroca – dirty, sick, and full of lice. My
mother and I washed them and shaved their hair, fed them as much as we could. A
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few days later they were marched further to the camps. Most of them were killed.
That's how, in terrible agony and fear, we lasted until 1944.
Under the blows of the Red Army, the Germans began to retreat. The Italians
capitulated ﬁrst, and then the Romanians ﬂed. Only the Germans stayed in the city,
they set ﬁre to the town, robbed, raped and killed.
How great was our joy (ﬁlled with tears), when in March 1944 we were liberated
by the Red Army soldiers. I could not believe that I remained alive.
The father immediately went to the front, and we went back to our hometown
of Soroca. Times were hard; I had to work all the while continuing my studies, so
to achieve something in life. I graduated from 7 classes of night school. When my
father was discharged, I left my job and enrolled in college, ﬁnishing it in 1949.
After graduating as an electronics technician, I worked for a year. At this time in
the city there opened a Teacher Training Institute, and I enrolled in the Physics and
Mathematics Department. I graduated in 1952, and was sent to work in a school. I
worked for only 4 months, and was drafted to the army. By this time I was already
married and had a young child. I served a year and ten months, was promoted to
second lieutenant. After the army I worked as a teacher in one of the orphanages
and studied by correspondence at the Teachers College of Nikolayev. For 36 years
I taught physics and mathematics at one of the most prestigious schools in our
city. In 1991, my eldest daughter and her family moved to Israel. In 1996, I and
my youngest daughter came to Israel as well, and now we are living in Ashdod.
My children and grandchildren all work, the younger grandson is in the army. God
grant that they never experience what we have! May the sky over our country always be clear!
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Bershad was occupied by the Germans on July
29, 1941. Soon the Jews were rounded up in the ghetto,
which was fenced with barbed wire.
Going outside was punishable by death. In the ghetto
there were about 20,000 deportees from Romania,
Odessa region, in total in 1941there were about 25,000
people in the ghetto. By August 1942, the ghetto held
about 10,000 people. 150-200 people died every day.
Only in the spring all of them were buried in six mass
graves. In March 1943, there were 9200 Jews remaining
in Bershad, including 2250 local Jews. Bershad was
liberated on March 14, 1944.

Alexander (Kuperman) Polina
I was born in 1941 in Bershad ghetto. Since I was little, I
do not remember anything. Only what my parents had told
me. They were abused, experimented on. They hid me so
I wouldn’t be killed or abused. But I got my share. My father, Kuperman Lazarus, who was born in Balti, Moldova,
was a laborer. After the war we came back to Balti, where
he continued to work. My mother, Sara Kuperman Reiber,
was born in Balti, Moldova. Before the war, she worked as a
seamstress, and after the war she continued this work. After the liberation our family returned to Moldova. In 1987 we came to Israel. Here, my parents are dead and
buried. Blessed be their memory!
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Gralnik Vladimir
I was born in the town of Sokiryany (before the war Khotyn
district), in Bessarabia.
When the war began I was 12, and I was old enough to
remember everything: the arrival of the Russians in 1940,
and the beginning of the war in 1941. Before joining USSR
we were under Romanian rule. In June, 1941, with the beginning of the war all the Jews of this beautiful town were
rounded in a large square.
After keeping us there for almost a day, we were marched to the town of Briceni,
then back over to the other side of the Dniester through Sokiryany and to the Vartyzheny camp near Soroca. In this camp we were held for 6 weeks. Half of my family
died. After 6 weeks, the remaining Jews were marched again toward the Dniester
to the city of Yampol. I remember Romanian soldiers standing on the bridge in 2
rows of and beating everyone. Those who could not stay on their feet fell into the
Dniester and died. On the other side of the river were 2 big trucks: one with bread,
and the other with onions. Everyone got a piece of bread and an onion. After a
short rest, we were sent on.
Prior to crossing the Dniester we were in the woods of Kasautsy. I remember it
was very hot and there was a well of water. But the guards did not allow anyone to
gather water. We had to pay in gold and other valuables. From this forest they took
all the men to work, and they never returned. My father was not taken, because
he was disabled. After the crossing the Dniester we drove toward the river Bug.
It was already cold (around October-November), and we found ourselves in the
village of Kadievka near Bershad. We were left in this village behind the village
limits. The air became frozen and it started to snow heavily. That winter I was 13
years old. I remember how a few elderly men gathered together, and I put on a teﬁllin. At this farm very few people were left alive, many perished in the winter cold
and were buried in the kolkhoz yard. Those who survived ﬂed – we were already
hardly guarded at that time. And we have three children and parents were in Bershad, where we stayed until the end of 1943, when there began a great famine. In
the autumn our parents took us to the village on Bondorovka near Obodovka. In
1944, after the liberation by the Russians, when we were about to go home, German
planes swooped in. The bombing killed my sister Baile. After the funeral, we went
back to Sokiryany. In 1945, my father could not stand the longing for my sister, he
got a heart attack and died.
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Korenman Bella
Before the war, my parents and I lived in the village of Dombrowski MSSR. My father was a blacksmith, and my mother
– a housewife. We had a big family-– ﬁve sisters and one
brother. Two of the eldest were already married. The oldest
sister Chava lived with her family in Beltzi. Then there came
the rumors that the war began. And everyone tried to escape. All the neighbors began to say to my father – in a little
while the Germans will come here too, and kill us all. To this
father replied that they would not do anything to us, we are old people, and they
will not touch anyone. Sister Riva and Clara began to insist to go. But my parents
did not want to. Then the sisters and their families went to Siberia. I refused to go
with them; I did not want to leave my old parents. When the Germans came to the
city of Beltzi, my sister Chava and her family ran to our village. Everyone thought
that nothing would happen. But after a short while, the village council chairman
ran in – he was a Moldovan – and said that should hide. Then my dad realized that
we must evacuate.
Of course, we did not get far. The Germans caught us near the Dniester River.
And then began our suﬀering. For six months, they drove us on foot, never giving
a moment to rest. The supply of food, which we took with us, came to an end, our
clothes and shoes were torn. They marched us through high mountains. Everyone
had to ascend; those who could not were shot on the spot. So we would try, if someone became ill, to push them from behind. If on the way we met non-Jews, who
would give us a piece of bread we were overjoyed, but if the Germans noticed that,
they would be killed.
Thus we walked to the village of Bershad in the Vinnitsa region. This camp was
very scary. I had long hair, a German wanted to cut it. But another German felt sorry for me. We were taken to work every day, in any weather. We’d work in the ﬁelds
picking potatoes, and other kinds of hard work. The Germans would be standing
on both sides. Those who tried to escape were killed.
We stayed in the camp from 1941 to 1944. In agony, fear, not knowing what
awaits us. Do did not think we would survive. But one day the Soviet Army came
and liberated us. After the war, we returned home. Of course, everything was destroyed. I started working in a tailoring studio. I sew overcoats for military oﬃcers,
repaired clothing. Gradually, I began to rebuild my life.
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Levashova (Shinderman) Tatiana
I was born on December 25, 1939. When WWII began, our
family lived in Uman. Father was drafted into the army in
the ﬁrst days of the war, and we were not able to evacuate,
because my grandfather was paralyzed and, in general, he
would say that the Germans are a cultured nation, and if the
Jews will pay them a contribution, they will not touch anyone.
But when on August 1 1941, the Germans occupied Uman,
their ﬁrst order forced the Ukrainians to draw crosses on their doors, and the Jews
were ordered to wear armbands with yellow six-pointed stars and yellow circles on
the chest and back. The Germans went from house to house, as to our house with
a question: "Jude? Jude?" Grandpa tried to talk to them, but machine gun ﬁre cut
his life short. Then we were hiding in the basement. The kitchen had a buﬀet, and
under it was the entrance to the basement. There my mother gave birth to a third
baby girl. One day my mother with me and my older sister went to look for food. At
this time the Germans came into the house, heard the baby cries, found the cellar
and shot my grandmother and the baby.
In late August, the Jews were resettled in the ghetto. How hard and hungry life
was in there, I only know from the stories of my mother, who, speaking of the ghetto always said that even small children would never cry there or ask for food.
In the ghetto we’d have visits from our former neighbor – a Ukrainian. He
learned that the Jews will be shot at the Sukhoi Yar. Such executions have been
conducted before, so he hid my mother and us in a cart under some hay and snuck
us out of the ghetto. The family of my uncle, his wife and three children were shot.
In the Yar my mother's older sister Rosa with her two children were also shot.
We started our wanderings. Once, when my mother was digging for beets in the
frozen ground, a cart approached, and in it my mother's other neighbor, a policeman, and with him a German. They wanted to take us back to the ghetto. My mother begged the neighbor to let her go. My mother, knowing that this is the end, told
him: "When the Soviet rule returns, I’d say that you saved us". He began to laugh,
and then said, "Well, okay, just go that way" – and showed us where to go. And my
mom started walking with us in that direction, but when the cart was far enough,
we turned the other way.
We were wandering, sleeping anywhere and starving. One day a man came up to
us and said to my mother: "Do not be afraid, and follow me". So we went with his.
He led us into a house, where a Ukrainian named Ivan lived, put us on the stove to
warm up, gave us food and told my mother that she should not go anywhere, and
he will come for us. The next day the mother heard some man saying to Ivan: “Ivan,
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people suspect that you are hiding Jews, come the Germans, you will be burned
along with the Jews”
But my mother decided not to leave, better to die here. In the evening came the
same man (as my mother later recollected – a partisan) and took us with him.
We walked very quickly and came to the river bank. There were a lot of people,
all oﬀered him gold, whatever they had. But my mother did not have anything.
Yet he said that ﬁrst he will carry across the river the mother with her children.
He put us into the boat and moved to the other side to Bershad. The Germans have
left Bershad, they would only return from time to time to hang caught partisans.
The Romanians did not slaughter the Jews as did the Germans.
In Bershad we lived in a ghetto, near the synagogue. It was a tiny room, a trough
was our only piece of furniture.
Thus began our life in Bershad. On March 15 1944 the ghetto was supposed to
be liquidated, but on March 14 Bershad was liberated by the Red Army, and we
were saved. Father never returned from the front, he died in November 1944.
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Liebman Michael
I was born on February 10 1929 in Bershad of Vinnitsa region in Ukraine. Before the war, we lived in the village of
Mogilno in Odessa region. My parents were laborers. In
1941, the Germans have taken them to Transnistria, and I
was in the Haschevato ghetto in Odessa region.
At dawn, the Jews were marched to execution. They lined
us above a pit and started ﬁring with machine guns and automatic riﬂes. Some fell into the pit dead, some wounded.
I fell as well. The policemen walked along the moat and ﬁnished oﬀ the living. At
night when all was quiet I hear someone softly asking: "Is there anyone alive?" He
and I got out and ran to the river Bug. The river had already begun to freeze, but we
rushed into the water and swam. While in the middle of the river, the Germans lit us
with spotlights and started shooting, but we swam to the shore and hid in a trench.
Only then did the man with me groaned and died. A bullet hit him.
3 months later I found my parents in the Odessa region in Savran. The next
morning all the Jews were deported to the town of Obodovka in the Vinnytsia region, and placed in an unﬁnished barn without a roof, windows and doors. No food
was rationed. Romanians would line up the Jews, and whoever had gold teeth had
them knocked out with riﬂe butts.
My parents and my 1-year-old sister ﬂed to Bershad, where we lived in the ghetto for 3.5 years. Life was terrible – no clothes, no bed, we slept on the ﬂoor with
20 people in one room. I had been ill with typhus, deprived of food, heat, but I
survived it this time.
Every day, hundreds of Jews died. Once, partisans were hanged on poles outside
the ghetto. People watched with horror and wept. I too went to see. Suddenly, the
commandant Grigorescu arrived on his motorcycle. He was a monster, everyone
ﬂed, shooting started, and I got caught. He tied me to his motorcycle and drove
to his oﬃce at high speed. I ran after the motorcycle as much as I could, and then
fell down, covered in blood. I was thrown into the basement, where there were
partisans. They were taken to be shot in the morning. I was let out by a policeman
named Simon Gonta (now deceased), who showed me how to escape the ghetto.
My father died in 1947 (the ghetto left its mark). My mother died in 1990. I
graduated from Odessa University after the war, worked as a teacher, assistant principal, and school principal for 47 years. In 1948 I married a teacher, a fellow former
prisoner of a ghetto. We had two children, four granddaughters and 2 great-grandchildren. We came to Israel in February 1997, both are cancer patients, but still
alive, and we will live as long as God wills.
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Lyubman Zinaida
I was born on November 14, 1925 in a Jewish town of Bershad in the Vinnitsa region in Ukraine.
My father Isaac Kravets went to America in 1929, planning to take the whole family later on, but the border got
closed, and we have not been released. After the war, his
friends wrote to us that he died there in 1942.
My mother worked as a laborer in Bershad and brought
up us three children by herself.
We studied in a Jewish school. I graduated from high school with honors in 1941,
ﬁled the documents to enroll to a teaching school, but the war began and my papers
got lost.
We did not evacuate and were in the Bershad ghetto for almost 4 years. I remember these years as a nightmare. I remember how they brought Jews from Bukovina,
Romania, Bessarabia and other Western countries. They were called refugees, they
were half-dead people, half of them shot down on the way: barefoot, unclothed,
while it was almost winter, frost and snow. They did not feed the whole way, they
were dying. Bershad is a small town, it was impossible to accommodate so many
people. An epidemic of typhus began. The refugees were placed in abandoned
structures without windows, doors, or ceiling. People were dying under the sky in
the empty abandoned buildings. We were hiding in cellars and attics.
Each time death squads would come and kill anyone found. I remember one incident. It was in 1943, when they started shooting everybody. At night we heard a
knock on our window. We were silent: two Romanians were pounding and screaming outside. The husband of my eldest sister asked what they need. They answered
that they will smash the window and shoot us all, and demanded matches. He
opened the window, to give them a match, they barged through the window into
the house, along with their shepherd dog. They had Romanian shoes, they used
them to beat us on the head, and began to cast us out to be shot. But my sister's
husband knew the Romanian language and begged them not to take us. He gave
them money. And my mother had a golden ring – a gift from her grandmother, we
have given them all we had so they’d go away.
Every night, there was knocking on doors and windows. We hid in the attic, or
in the cellar. They would tear oﬀ the door and take whatever they wanted. They’d
beat everyone, if there was nothing to take. The Nazis caught people to work in
Nikolaev, Balta and other cities. No one came back from there. My sister's husband
was taken to Nikolayev. He returned a year later, barefoot, ragged, and sick with
jaundice and scabies. He said that they forced them to dig a pit, and shot people.
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When the Germans retreated, they mined Bershad and wanted to blow up the
whole town, but did not have the time, and we were released by the partisans and
the Soviet Army. Among the partisans were a lot of local Jews. Before leaving, the
Germans had shot 500 people. They were found in a forest near the village of Byrlovka, a few kilometers from Bershad in a clay mine. The dead bodies were taken
away by relatives, they could not be recognized but by the clothes. Among them
was the husband of my cousin Slavuter Leva.
Every day the dead collected on carts, and were taken to the cemetery. Jews collected the dead, dug ditches, and dumped them in like logs: by the feet, the hands,
the hair. It was a nightmare. 200-300 dead every day!
And how the Germans would unwind! Our house was on the outskirts of the city,
near the Ukrainian streets. The promiscuous girls of the village would point to the
fascists at our house. Often they knocked on the door, the windows, the drunken
Nazis would threaten to shoot us. Next to us there lived some refugees. My older
sister ran out the back door to call for help. A young man named Shay Zhuk came
to our rescue; they grabbed him and began to choke him with a scarf. He got away
and ran down the road, lost his galoshes, and the furious Nazis forgot about us.
There is much to write about, but not enough paper and health.
In 1947 I graduated from Teachers College in Bershad and worked as a teacher
in elementary school. In March 1948, I married my classmate Michael Lyubman.
He was also in Bershad ghetto.
In 1956 I enrolled in the Odessa State Institute of Romanic and Germanic languages, Department of German, and graduated in 1960. All my life I worked as a
German teacher in the Odessa region, in Kodyma district, then we returned home
(to the city of Bershad) and worked there until the collapse of the Soviet Union. I
continuously worked for a total of 42 years. We have two children: son Alexander
and daughter Svetlana.
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Marczak Semen
In July 1941, Bershad was occupied by the Hungarians, the
Italians and the Germans came along later. The Germans
remained in Bershad for a few months. Then it went to the
Romanians, and they remained until our liberation by the
Soviet Army.
The Romanians concentrated here Jews from Bukovina
and Bessarabia.
I was in the Bershad ghetto from its ﬁrst to its last day.
In the winter 1941 and 1942's I saw the carriage that made daily rounds through
our little town, with the people of the "Hevrat Kadisha" collecting corpses. At the
cemetery, there was an open grave, where they were piled. In the spring the grave
would be covered in dirt. Every day 200-300 corpses were taken to the cemetery.
This was due to an epidemic of typhus and typhoid, as well as hunger and cold. My
younger brother Misha perished In this nightmare.
My parents, like many local Jews, helped the poor deportees as much as they
could. My father, Marczak Eli (Eli-Shoikhet – people called him it in Bershad),
saved a lot of lives. Several people whom he rescued now live in Israel.
When Bershad was occupied by the Germans, the Ukrainian police was formed.
One day the Ukrainian policemen decided to rob the Jews. Several policemen drove
on carts to the Jewish district of town, and began to grab all the goods and load
them to the carts. The Jews did not know what to do. The policemen had already
cleared some houses, going from one house to another. Then my father went to the
commandant. He was ﬂuent in German. He explained the situation to the commandant. The commandant ran to the site of robbery with a gun in his hand. He caught
one policeman, the others managed to disperse. He beat him, and ordered to return
everything. All stolen property was returned.
My father went to the commandant, to thank him. He refused the gift and said
the following sentence: «Jch bin ein German". The word “German” he said in Russian. He meant to say that even among the Nazis, in rare exception, there are decent
people.
In 1943, Romanians sent Jewish men to build a bridge across the river South Bug
in Nikolaev. People heard rumors that it was practically a concentration camp, so
they began to hide.
I remember how the Romanian commandant dragged two Jewish men from their
homes. The commandant held a thick stick. With this stick, he began to beat one
of the men until his stick broke. Then he ordered a local Ukrainian woman to cut
down another stick of wood. This stick he broke on the second man. After that he
ordered to tie them together and be sent to the police oﬃce.
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In Bershad district acted a partisan detachment named after I.Bogun. By order of the leadership of the detachment, my father with another 6 people collected
money from the public to help the partisans. The list of collectors and contributors
to the partisans
fell into the hands of the Gestapo. In early February 1944, all the people were arrested, and on 11 February 1944 after enduring terrible torture they were shot. No
one knew the fact that they were shot. There were rumors through the little town
that they were seen here or there. Some people have turned to a major of the Romanian army, a medic, a Jew by nationality, to help release the relatives. Knowing that
they were killed, he said nothing. He took the oﬀered valuables and disappeared.
On March 14, 1944 we were released by the Soviet Army.
After some time, the German and the Vlasov prisoners were brought to town.
They have unearthed the mass grave, dragged the corpses out and laid them out for
identiﬁcation. After the identiﬁcation, each family buried their loved ones.
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Mitsel Abram
I was born in 1931. In the early days of World War II my
father was drafted into the Red Army. My mom and sister
remained in Bershad. Soon, we were evacuated, in a cart of
my mother’s stepfather, but the Germans caught up with us
in the village of Izrailovka in Kirovograd region. When we
returned to Bershad, the Germans were already there. Our
house, where we lived before the war, was bombed. We took
to live with my aunt – my mother's sister. It was a small
apartment. At ﬁrst there were 11 of us living there. Soon Jews from Bessarabia, Bukovina, and Romania were marched to Bershad, the exhausted, hungry people were
placed in the ﬂats of local residents. Overcrowded apartments, lack of proper care
caused an epidemic of typhus and typhoid. Medication and doctors were not available. People died from disease, hunger and cold. I also suﬀered from typhoid. My
sister and my aunt's children suﬀered from typhus. How we survived – is known
to God alone. Shortly after the recovery, already closer to the winter, I was severely
beaten by the Romanians, and permanently injured (the right eye).
The Germans ordered the prisoners of the Nazi ghettos to wear a Magen David
on the left side of the chest, on the back and the arm. Exiting the ghetto was punishable by execution. Once a German commandant caught an “oﬀender” outside
the ghetto, he tied him to the horse, and dragged the unfortunate prisoner to the
commander's oﬃce. He did not survive the ride.
On another occasion, the commandant found some non-Jewish men in the ghetto. They received 25 ramrods blows to the palms. At the poles and the trees there
hung dead bodies with signs: "Perpetrator of the new order".
In such circumstances, my aunt took a risk: she tore oﬀ the patches, dressed herself and me in peasant clothes and we went to the village. There lived a doctor. As it
turned out, he was a veterinarian surnamed Ladunchik. He looked at my mutilated
eye, but could not help. There were no medications. The eye healed, but to this day
it can barely see.
For their work adults received food (grain, vegetables, fruits, etc.). Every day, we
would wait for death. The commandant would send for the community elder and
threatened him with death: he was to bring him jewelry collected from the people,
or everyone would be killed. Commandants were often replaced, and each would
put these conditions: ransom – life, no money – death.
In spite of everything, an underground movement existed in the town. The commander was my cousin Mitsel Nyunchik and the Commissioner was Talis Yasha.
Often they would discuss matters of the resistance in my aunt's house, where I
lived. We would collect stuﬀ for the partisans.
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One of the members of the resistance was a traitor named Buzyale – keeper of
lists of partisan helpers and sympathizers. A few days before the liberation of Bershad the German-Romanian invaders killed about 400 people in the ditches outside
the town. The dead were barely recognizable when their bodies were dug up.
Only the liberation by the Soviet Army saved us from total extermination, as we
later learned from captured documents from the commandant’s oﬃce.
That's how we survived.
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Portnoy Michael
The Jewish people suﬀered great tragedies over the centuries. For two thousand years of Diaspora forced upon the
Jewish people, our fate was bitter. But what happened to our
people in the middle of the twentieth century has no comparison in the history of mankind. The Nazi Germany with
tacit approval and even with direct participation of other
European nations set out to destroy the Jewish people, to set
this bloody crime on an industrial basis. Nazis and their accomplices managed to destroy 6000000 of our fellow brothers. I, a Jewish boy from
the shtetl had become a witness to the bloody crime. That's what I want to tell you
in these memoirs. There are less and less of us, the former prisoners of concentration camps and ghettos, because of objective and natural causes, while the world is
suﬀering from enhanced anti-Semitism, and there are even those who try to deny
the Holocaust.
I was born on August 16, 1934 in Bessarabia in the Jewish settlement of Zguriţa.
We had a farm, my parents were farmers. I remember that June evening when my
father told us that the war began. Mother turned pale. We sat for a long time without saying a word. In the following days disparate groups of the retreating Red
Army have passed through our town. Many Jewish families, including our family
began to prepare for evacuation. Having loaded the cart with household goods, late
at night, we moved in the direction of Soroca with the intention to cross the river
Dniester. We arrived in Soroca in the morning. Across the river Dniester there was
no bridge, and ferries were ﬁlled by the retreating Red Army soldiers, and civilians
were not allowed to use them. We had to go back to Zguriţa.
At the end of June or in early July of 1941 German and Romanian troops entered
our town, and started immediately looting and beating Jews. Our family and some
of our relatives hid in the bushes on the edge of town. We were discovered and
taken under escort to the fold, which was located in a ﬁeld near Zguriţa. Around
the sheepfold lay the bodies of murdered Jews. We were all lined up along the walls
and in front of us laid soldiers with a machine gun who were about to shoot us, but
at the last minute a Romanian oﬃcer galloping on a horse ordered the soldiers to
take all the Jews to the town. The next day all the Jews were gathered in a meadow
near the river Kainar on the outskirts of Zguriţa, and machine guns were placed
up on the hills around us. We stayed there for a few days and then they marched
us towards the town of Soroca. Along the way, we stopped for a few days near the
villages Rublonitsa and Cosăuţi. In these places I witnessed the execution of Jews.
I remember how, in the forest near the village Rublonitsa a Jew was shot, brutally
beaten with truncheons beforehand. I cannot forget the bloody spectacle, when a
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group of Jewish children brought in carts from Cosăuţi and shot, and their blood
ﬂowed down the road. I still remember clearly the faces of the murderers and the
murdered as if it was yesterday. Often these nightmares come to me in a dream at
night, and probably will until the end of my days, as I will not forget and will not
rest. In the vicinity of the villages that I have mentioned there are many graves of
murdered Jews.
After spending about a week in these areas under the watchful guard of soldiers,
the Germans transported us across the river Dniester to Yampol. The beatings and
the abuse continued at all times.
In Yampol my mother was beaten to the brink of death. After a while we were
again marched back to Zguriţa. It was a savage tactic. Hungry, exhausted and sick
people died in hundreds in those incessant and endless transitions. But returning
back home, have probably saved our family. The fact is that just before the arrival of
the invaders my parents buried bag with all sorts of things (clothes, towels, sheets),
and the house burned down and fell, and obscured all traces of the hiding place. I
forgot to mention that on the second day of the occupation our town was set on ﬁre
from all sides and almost completely burned down. We later survived by swapping
our valuables for food.
Soon we were driven to the camp. From Jews captured in Vertyuzhany two huge
columns were formed. In one of the columns there were many of our relatives and
in the other – our family.
For many years, we knew nothing about the fate of our relatives in the other
column. Only a few years ago, we learned that they were all shot. Without giving us a break, the two columns were marched in diﬀerent directions. I remember
that among them were my paternal grandfather Portnoy Ihiel, his daughter (my
aunt), Lea, her husband Hersh, their ﬁve-year-old son Shmulik and a son, whose
name I do not remember. Also my uncle Dunaevsky Meni, his wife Rosa and their
three-year daughter, Miriam, and another daughter, who has not turned a year, and
whose name I do not remember.
Our convoy was sent to the so-called Transnistria, Romanian forces occupied
that part of Ukraine. Along the way, roadsides were littered with bodies of the dead
and murdered Jews. Some were still alive and they prayed sitting on the ground.
Almost all of them were naked and bloodied.
Autumn has come. It was cold and it rained incessantly. People were dying by the
tens of hunger, cold and disease. I became seriously ill, and my mother was carrying me on her back; she herself could barely move. We got to the town of Bershad
in Vinnitsa region. The winter of 1941 was very harsh. We were herded into some
ruined buildings. We were freezing and starving. A few days later we were in the
ghetto of Bershad. After much anguish we settled in an apartment inhabited by 7
more families. The apartment had one bedroom, with many partitioning walls. The
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streets were full of dead bodies. They could not collect and bury them fast enough.
In the whole ghetto was but one horse and sleigh, which was loaded with bodies
and driven out of the ghetto to the cemetery where there were huge graves.
The years 1941-1942 were very diﬃcult for ghetto prisoners, as well as the ﬁrst
half of 1943. Masses of people died from hunger and disease. In 1943, my father,
along with hundreds of other prisoners of the ghetto, was sent to forced labor for
the construction of a bridge in the city of Nikolaev, where very few returned from.
In February 1944, my father, however, returned to the ghetto in Bershad. In late
February, a group of soldiers and policemen broke into the house where we lived.
Some managed to escape, while the rest hid themselves under the bunks. I was
left alone in the middle of the house, almost insane with fear. The soldiers caught
one woman and methodically knocked her teeth out with a gun handle. I still clearly remember the faces of the torturers and the tortured woman; I even remember
what weapons they carried. My younger sister Fanny begged them: "Uncle, I’m just
a little girl, do not kill me!" I was standing in the middle of the room; a policeman
ran up to me and told me to wash his hands, stained of Jewish blood. I grabbed
a tin can with water, standing on an iron wood stove and poured it on his hands.
The water was apparently hot; he yelled and hit me on the head with a pistol butt.
Blood ﬂooded down my face. My mother managed to call out to me in Yiddish: "My
son, run!" And I, half-naked, barefoot, in the February cold, ran outside aimlessly.
An unknown woman picked me up, warmed and hid me. Fortunately, we had no
casualties that night.
I have to mention the glorious behavior of Jewish women. They were real heroines. Simply surviving in those terrible inhuman conditions was a feat; but they still
managed to feed and encourage the family. A huge weight and terrible torments
were placed on their shoulders. Jewish underage girls were raped and some were
shot afterwards. I was personally acquainted with some of the victims and, for obvious reasons, I can not name them. With a shudder I recall the dying mothers. They
could not move from exhaustion. Until their last breath, they gazed intently into the
faces of the still surviving children. Those who haven’t seen the last look of a dying
Jewish mother cannot understand what true horror is. These memories will haunt
me for the rest of my days.
In early March of 1944 liberation was near. With each passing day the ﬂow of
retreating parts of the German and Romanian armies increased. Morning to night
I’d sit on the roof of the forge, that was located near the road which led the retreat,
I watched all this, and my joy knew no bounds. The randomly retreating soldiers
were demoralized, dirty, and hungry, most of them were unarmed.
All the ghetto was elated, overwhelmed by the sense of imminent release. And
the day has come! At dawn on March 14, 1944 the Red Army entered the ghetto.
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But the joy was cut short. Before the retreat the occupants shot 237 people, not
only Jews. The funeral procession went on for several days.
Somewhere in April, a few families from Zguriţa, or rather, what remains of
these families have moved out of the ghetto to head home to Bessarabia. On foot,
sometimes in military vehicles and even tanks, we approached Zguriţa to the ashes
of our homes.
I witnessed how people were shot, hanged, beaten to death with sticks. People
were tied to saddles of horses or motorcycles and dragged on the ground at high
speed. I saw Jewish children with frostbitten limbs that were falling oﬀ. They did
not complain and did not cry; only in their eyes you could see the silent question:
"Why?" I lay for days next to dead bodies because I did not have the strength to
remove them. It is impossible to forget, and it cannot be forgiven. It was not easy to
write these memoirs. Scary pictures surfaced in my mind, my heart ached painfully,
and my eyes ﬁlled with tears. The memorial ﬁre burns forever in our hearts and stirs
our souls. I consider it my duty to talk about the Holocaust to our descendants, so
they know and do not forget what happened to us, so they are vigilant and prevent
a repetition of a new Holocaust.
It is possible that there are some inconsistencies in the chronology of my recollections, but all that I have described is the truth.
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Portnaya Fannya
I was born in the town of Zguriţa in Bessarabia. By the beginning of the war I was 4 years old. It is said that at this age,
children begin to form memories of events that happen to
them and around them.
I remember well the sunny summer day in 1941. For several weeks the town felt some kind of nervousness, excitement, fear, people would whisper about something all the
time. Then t German and Romanian soldiers came.
We were at home when two soldiers came, ordered us to pack up quickly and
leave the house. They gave us 5 minutes. My parents were not ready for such a turn,
and nothing is pre-packed. Mom grabbed a bag and frantically began throwing
anything and everything at hand. Father and my brother also got packing bags. I
got my mother's hand kettle and a tripod for boiling. The soldiers declared that our
time was up, and became to push us out into the street using the butts of their riﬂes.
They told us to go outside and wait. There was already gathered almost the entire
Jewish population of the town. A few minutes later they lit our house on ﬁre.
All of our property, accumulated by several generations was burned. Along our
house half the Jewish homes burned down.
New groups of people joined us on the street. Once they gathered all the Jewish
population of the village, the soldiers arrayed us into a column and led us out of
the town. Thus began our long journey to Bershad ghetto. However, at this point
none of us knew where we were heading. We were taken out of town. The column
was quite impressive in size. On the way, Jews from other towns and villages joined
us. At night, we had a rest in the open ﬁeld, in the morning the procession continued. Next to us were our relatives: my mother's brother (28 years old) with a girl
and a pregnant wife, my father's father and sister and her husband and their two
children.
We tried to stay together. I remember that one day we came to some woods. The
long column was halted. One of the soldiers guarding us announced that now we
are going to move slowly, and he would say, who goes left, and to who goes right.
Thus began a real tragedy, families were parted: fathers torn from their families,
brothers from sisters, parents from children. This tragedy did not skip our family.
We were sent to one side, and all of our relatives to another. To this day we do not
know what happened to them. In the living there is not one of them.
Later someone told me that all the Jews that went to the right got shot in the
same forest. Our column had thinned considerably. At the edge of the forest we
were left to spend the night, and in the morning they stood us up, and began to
shoot into the column.
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Then something happened that I cannot forget for the rest of my life. Next to us
was a family: husband, wife and two children about my age. Because of heat, thirst
and hunger, the children were greatly weakened and were unable to move.
The husband said to his wife: "We’re all going to die anyway; we do not have the
strength to carry them in our arms, so we have to leave them here". The mother
started to cry and said that in that case she would stay with the children.
At this time, a German approached the mother and tore the children away from
her, and the column moved on. But even long after we could still hear the cries of
children: "Mom, Dad, do not leave us here!"
We walked for a long time, weeks, and months. At night we stayed in the open
ﬁeld, and would hunt for food. People dug potatoes, beets, carrots out of the
ground, kindled a small ﬁre of dry grass and twigs, and baked their ﬁndings. My
father would go in search of a creek, or a river, gathered water in the kettle, and we
boiled it on the tripod. People came with mugs and cups, and we gave them a little
boiled water.
With this kettle and tripod I walked all the way to Bershad. If my memory serves
me right, I have brought that kettle with me back to the Zguriţa after being released.
It was hard for the children, they were greatly weakened by hunger, and parents
had to carry them on their arms.
I remember my heart was ﬁlling with pride when some mother would tell her
child, pointing at me – look at that girl, she's no older than you, but she’s not carried in arms. She walks by herself and even carries something. Listening to these
"compliments", I would try to march faster and with more vigor.
Here I want to digress a bit. Before the war, our family lived modestly. We certainly did not starve, but my parents never spoiled us. I remember that, despite our
young age, my brother and I always had our chores. For example, I had to feed
the chickens, and collect cucumbers and tomatoes from the garden. We were more
physically prepared. I think this preparation helped us greatly to survive in this
hell.
During this campaign the most diﬃcult thing for the people was the hunger.
People were weak, and those who have not been able to move on – were shot.
As we passed through villages, compassionate peasant women would approach
the column with a loaf of bread, a jug of milk, some fruit, and tried to pass it to us.
Sometimes they succeeded, but more often the guards chased them oﬀ.
I'm not going to describe all of our pain and suﬀering endured along the way. In
late November or early December, we ﬁnally arrived in Bershad.
The distance between the former Bessarabia and Ukraine is not very large. But
we walked there for ﬁve long months. I remember, many years after the war, I asked
her father why we walked such a long rout, since this distance could be covered in a
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month. My father explained to me that in that part of the Ukraine there was heavy
ﬁghting between the Germans and the Red Army. Therefore, we were made to take
detours until the Germans took Bershad.
We came to Bershad in early winter. Winter came early that year. It was bitter
cold. Our family, along with a small group of people, was placed in the temporary
premises of the church. I do not know why, but there was no furniture in the church:
benches or chairs were missing. It was evening, and everyone lay down on the cold
ﬂoor. Mom got very ill at that time. She had a high fever and severe abdominal pain.
Someone gave a "diagnosis" – typhoid. But fortunately, he was wrong. She burned
up in fever, but no one could help her, there was no medicine.
In the morning someone took pity on her and gave her some cold boiled potatoes. She could not eat it without salt, and there was no salt.
Next to the church there was a house in which lived local Jews from Bershad.
When the ghetto was organized, they were allowed to stay in their house. Father
sent me to ask them for some salt for Mom. I knocked on the door and went in –
and suddenly tears started to choke me. I was terribly ashamed to beg. It seems to
me that never in my life have I experienced this kind of humiliation. They have long
tried to ﬁgure out what I wanted. But because of the tears I could not utter a word.
They gave me some cake, and I returned to the church without any salt.
The next day, they started to distribute us in local ﬂats. We got an apartment, the
owners of which evacuated. The apartment had a small living room and a small bedroom, dark, with no windows. In the bedroom there were bunks, occupying three
quarters of the area of the room. In these bunks slept 8-9 people. In general, in the
apartment we had 14 residents. The apartment was not heated and very cold.
In the ﬁrst winter many people died in the ghetto. Every morning, a cart pulled
by a horse would drive around the ghetto.
2 people sat in the cart. They collected the corpses of those who died during the
night. The corpses were frozen, hard, and they threw them in the cart, like logs.
When the cart was loaded to the limit, the bodies were taken out of the city. During
the day, the cart made several rounds.
During this winter I saw so many deaths that no adult had seen in a lifetime.
Understandably, this has left a deep imprint on the mind of a child.
A few days later my mother began to recover and think about how to get some
food. Someone told her that morning that peasant from the neighboring villages
come to the ghetto and oﬀer to exchange products for clothes and other things.
My mom got involved in this exchange. She began to pull things out of the bag,
and every day brought us something edible: a loaf of bread, a cup of ﬂour, a slice
of bacon and so on. I have to say that we were fed for a long time in this way. Yet
we never ate to the full. The feeling of hunger would constantly haunt us. Still, we
did not starve. Here I should note that my mother was a remarkable woman. If not
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for her, we probably would not have survived. When the bag was empty, and there
was nothing more to barter, some women brought her clothes to mend, old rags
(for money, of course). Later, we told someone that this clothing was removed of
the dead by the grave-diggers and sold. From these garments mom would sew children's dresses, shirts, and blouses.
She had never engaged in sewing before. But she started doing it, and it went on.
It was not an easy task. First, it was necessary to rip the garment, to clean the seams
from the hordes of lice (that was my duty). Then she washed it and cut them. She
had to sew manually, which was very time consuming.
She would do it mainly at night, huddled in a corner, in the light of a kerosene oil
lamp or a candle cinder. I would not to go to sleep, and sat beside her. In order not
to fall asleep, my mother always hummed quietly a song in Yiddish. She had a good
voice. The songs that she sang were very sad, and listening to them, I would always
cry. After a while my mom would put me to bed, and continued to sew. In the morning she had to swap the ﬁnished product for food. Sometimes she got a few marks.
It is said that the Jews are very hardy people, and that they can adapt to any conditions. I do not know how to take it: as the anti-Semitic insult or as a compliment.
But there is some truth to this.
By the end of 1942 and beginning of 1943 there began to develop some "light
industry" in the ghetto. One family started cooking donuts and selling them for 1
mark each. Someone started selling potato pancakes. They had very funny to ways
of advertising their products.
One summer day I desperately wanted to get a donut. I and dad were alone in the
room. I did not dare to ask him for money for a donut. Then I came up with a plan. I
climbed up on the bench, covered myself with a blanket up to my head and began to
breathe heavily. After a while I became very hot. Dad asked me why I do lay down
in broad daylight. I poked my head out and in a weak voice said, I think I got sick.
He felt my forehead and said it was hot, I probably got fever. He added that mother
is not at home, and he does not know how to help me. I said that I think that if I
ate a donut, it would be all over. Dad smiled, left the room and returned holding a
donut. I nearly went mad with joy. I grabbed the donut and ate it for a long time, in
small bites, prolonging the pleasure. Since then, I ate a lot of donuts, but that one
has been and remains for me the most delicious. I remembered another case, quite
a sad one. Not far from our house something like an oﬃcers' club was established.
It had a dining room. The oﬃcers ate there, rested and played. One day they began
to catch ghetto girls, young women, and take them to the club. These girls were not
allowed out again. Apparently, they were greatly abused. One day one of the girls
managed to escape from there. A German and a policeman (a Ukrainian) chased
after her. She ran to the house and hid behind the door of our dark bedroom. The
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pursuers soon broke into the house, but a minute before one of the residents had
warned us that they are running to our house.
A few seconds later all those who were at home hid under bunks. A lonely old
woman lived in the room with us. Whether there was not enough space for her
under the bunks, or she did not have time to hide, but she lay down on the bunk,
covered herself with some rags and told me to sit on top, which I did.
When the pursuers rushed into the bedroom and lit it with a ﬂashlight, apart
from me, they saw no one. The German asked me something, the policeman translated, but I did not understand. I was very scared. At some point the Germans
pulled out a revolver and began to aim at me. He was drunk, his hand was shaking,
and he would constantly lose aim. I realized that he is going to kill me. I burst into
tears and began to plead with him: "Uncle, do not kill me, I'm still young, I want
to live!" At this point my mother's patience was done; she got out from under the
bunk and stood between me and the soldier. Apparently, it angered him, and he
hit her on the head with the gun butt. Blood gushed from the wound, covering her
entire face. The German guessed that she was not alone under the bunks. He shone
his ﬂashlight and told everyone to get out.
When everyone got out from under the bunk, he announced that a few minutes
ago, a girl ran into our house, and we don’t tell him where she hides, all of us will
be shot. I do not know if none of us has seen the girl, or did not want to give her up,
but no one said anything to him.
Here I must make one small digression. In our apartment there lived another
couple, they did not communicate with us. They said that they were from the Transcarpathia. Both spoke excellent German. The husband was a doctor; he practiced
in ghetto. Their twins were born in the ghetto, and they fenced oﬀ part of the living room, so arranging a "private room". The woman, fearing for the fate of her
children, showed the German where the poor girl was hidden. The German and the
policeman grabbed her and left our house. I do not know what happened to this
girl, but I never saw her again.
It is known that the ghetto was guarded by German and Romanian soldiers. But
I couldn’t tell them apart, so I write – the Germans.
Once, the soldiers staged a raid in the ghetto. They said that there are escaped
camp prisoners hiding in the ghetto. A policeman operated together with the soldiers. He’d point to a house; the soldiers went in and dragged everyone out. They
walked around many houses, gathered about 70 people, but didn’t ﬁnd the ones
they were looking for. It was later known, that they took these people out of the city
and shot them all.
In the fall of 1943, my father was sent to Nikolaev, Ukraine, with other young
men. Near that town they built a bridge over the River Bug. We did not have any
connection with him. We do not even know if he was alive.
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He returned only in February 1944. He was very thin and looked aged. He took
oﬀ his jersey, washed himself, Mom fed him, and he went to bed. He laid the jersey
on the ﬂoor to dry. Before going to bed, he told me and my brother, "I'll nap for a
while, and you keep watch on my jersey, so the lice don’t drag it away". His sense
of humor would never leave him.
Thus, it was the beginning of 1944. The Red Army was successfully advancing.
Most of Ukraine has already been freed. From afar, we heard distant cannon roar,
bombs exploding.
In one of those days two Germans came to our house. They didn’t look very
militant; they were wrapped in some rags and blankets, hungry, cold, miserable.
They asked for permission to warm themselves near the stove. Someone took pity
on them and gave them 2 cups of tea and some food. They immediately devoured
the food and warmed their hands holding the glasses of tea for a long time. They
kept saying: "Hitler Kaput! Hitler Kaput! ".
After 2 days the Red Army entered Bershad. Father was immediately mobilized
into the labor army and sent to repair railways in Ukraine. And we began to prepare
for our return home.
My mother was a very cautious woman. Before leaving Bershad, for a few days
she would go to the nearest village and exchange the pitiful remnants of our assets
for small bottles of vodka.
We prepared for the road and headed after the Red Army forces. When we got
very tired of walking, we’d stand on the roadside, and when a truck with soldiers
approached, mother would hold out her hand with a bottle of vodka. It worked
ﬂawlessly. The car would stop; the soldiers would drag us into the truck and drove
us a few tens of kilometers. Then it was repeated with other vehicles. Once we even
drove some distance on a tank. Someone jokingly called the vodka bottle "a stop
sign".
We got to Vapnyarka. There we stayed for a week. It was a very important railway
junction, and the Germans held onto it for a long time.
We got to Zguriţa somewhere in the middle of April. The journey back took
much less time. We were greeted by a destroyed, plundered town, and we had to
start from scratch. But that is another story. Most importantly, we were alive and
free.
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Romova (Farfel) Lisa
When the war started, I was 14 years old and had just graduated the 7th grade. I lived with my mother, my father died in
1937. We lived in the town of Sobolevka, Vinnitsa region, in
the Teplitzky district.
A month later the Germans arrived and immediately they
began to take people to work, and then made a ghetto, where
people were forced to live with two or three families together
in one house. We were told to wear the Star of David in the
front and on the shoulder, to show that you are a Jew. At the club they hung assign
stating that Jews and dogs were not admitted. In April 1942, we, the youth, were
put to work at the camp. They brought us to the town of Raygorod, where homes
were surrounded by barbed wire, opened the gate. This was my ﬁrst camp. We were
raised early and taken to work under guard. I worked in the stone quarry, it was
very hard work, clearing careers with a picker, and then loading the stone into trolleys and pushing them to the station, where we were guarded, so we do not ﬂee.
Some time has passed. We were arrayed and told that children under 17 years are
to step to the other side. I crossed to the other side, but Luba Gendler, who knew me
from back home, pulled me to her and hid me behind her back. Thanks to her, I'm
still alive – all who crossed to the other side were killed. And then there were other camps. At ﬁrst, we were taken to Bratslav, from Bratslav to Mikhailovka. From
Mikhailovka – toTeplik. Everywhere we worked hard on the roads, fed once a day,
walked around barefoot, with rags tied around our feet. In Mikhailovka we lived in
a pigsty, slept on the bare ﬂoor, lining it with some straw. Whoever remained in the
camp, and could not work, was shot. At work, if you sat down to rest for a moment,
the same fate awaited you. One day in Teplik we were working on the road. Ukrainians with shovels went by and told that they were going to dig a hole for the Jews.
I escaped from the camp with my cousins the same day. We were searched for with
dogs, but I stayed alive thanks to my uncle. He hired a man and sent me across the
Bug to Bershad, where I stayed till the liberation by the Red Army. It was in March
1944.
After returning home, I found only ruins. The Germans killed the entire town,
including my mother. She is lying in a mass grave, and was killed Sobolevka on May
27, 1942
With my uncle, dad's brother, I traveled to Baku. He arranged for me to get married. Since 1990 I live in Israel with my husband, our daughter and son in law and
two grandchildren. My husband and I live in a hostel. I wish for my children and
grandchildren to live happily and remember what I went through.
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Rossosher Alexander
I was born in 1936. When the war started, we lived in the
MSSR, in the city of Foltshty. Romania occupied Moldova.
They ordered all the Jews to gather at the horse market. I remember that from the horse market the Romanians marched
us in an unknown direction. I remember the terrible night
in the woods of Kosoutzi. There were heart-rending cries.
There, my baby sister froze to death in my mother's arms. I
remember how my father kindled a ﬁre and heated a kettle to
warm her feet, but, unfortunately, that did not help. In the morning my father took
away my sister and buried her in a common grave.
On the way to the ghetto, we would stop for the night in barns. On the way I lost
my mother, now it was just father and I.
In the ghetto, my father worked as a shoemaker. One day all the men were gathered and sent to the bridge construction in Nikolaev. At that time I was left unattended.
Sometime later father managed to escape from Nikolaev. He said that he wore a
noose around his neck three times, but thanks to the foreman, a countryman of his,
he was left alive.
After my father returned to the ghetto, he was taken to the monastery to graze
cattle at nights. I would go with him. At night, my father would put me to sleep next
to the cattle, keeping me warm with his body from the other side.
During the day I’d graze geese and help to fatten them up. In the monastery there
were two priests. One of them was a very good man, his name was Clement.
I remember how the Romanian commander would beat the Jews, and once he
tied a boy to a motorcycle and dragged him around the town.
Every day they took out a cart full of corpses.
When we were liberated by Soviet Army, the joy was great. Two weeks later, my
father was drafted to the army. He took part in the liberation of Moldova and Romania, and was killed in Hungary near Budapest.
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Seltzer (Wolfenson) Netta
I was born in 1936 in Zguriţa, Moldova. When WWII began, I was 5 years and 3 months old. My own memories are
intertwined with tales of this experience of my mother Frida
Wolfenson. Our family consisted of 5 people: father Haim
(Eﬁm), mother Frida, grandfather Rivne, grandmother
Rachel and I. A short time after the beginning of the war, the
Germans invaded Moldavia. This terrible war has reached
our village of Zguriţa.
The Germans had burst into the town on motorcycles, shooting in all directions.
Soon there was a ghetto. It lacked neither water nor food. My grandparents were
among the ﬁrst to die. The survivors, including my mother, my father and I, were
marched toward the Dniester River. The route went through the Kosautzi forest.
Crying and shouting could be heard. People began to die from hunger and cold.
In the woods they selected the healthiest young men. Among them was my father.
They gave them shovels, forced them to dig pits, and shot them over the pits.
Terrifying screams were sounding through the woods. The remaining were
marched across a bridge on the Dniester to Yampol, and then along the road to
Obodovka, leaving some people there, then we marched on.
People kept walking despite the pain, the cold, they fell, got up, moved on, and
those who could not stand up, were shot, and left lying frozen on the road. Eventually we arrived in Bershad. That part of the city where the Jews lived was surrounded by barbed wire. It was the Jewish ghetto.
We were guarded by the police. People were placed in rooms, 20-30 people in
each. We slept on the ﬂoor on wooden planks. They would make us work in the
ﬁeld from morning till night, picking beets and other farm work, digging ditches –
guarded by soldiers at all times.
Because of the overcrowding, the hunger, the cold, the unsanitary diseases began to spread: pediculosis, scabies, typhus and other infectious diseases from which
people were dying one by one. My mom and I got sick as well. We were treated by
Dr. Fleischman, who was later murdered and dumped in a well.
After our release in March 1944 we went back to Zguriţa. The house was destroyed. Mom started looking for her relatives, who lived in Falesti. But, unfortunately, no one survived. All of them (my grandfather Shechtman Shay, my grandmother Sarah, the brothers Pinchas and Solomon) died.
I described everything that I heard from my mother, who died in January 1991.
After the war, we moved to Beltzi, where I graduated from high school and medical
school. I got married. We have two daughters and grandchildren.
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Taeuber Gregory
When the war started, I was in Bershad, Vinnitsa region. It
was in June 1941.
Immediately there came the Magyars, then the Romanians, then the Germans.
Within a week the town was surrounded by barbed wire,
it was forbidden to go out. The Germans started to go search
for partisans and Bolsheviks.
I remember there were several boys standing. The commander arrived, stopped, opened the car door and commanded his dog to attack. It
grabbed one of the boys, bitten his leg and arm severely. I remember another thing:
it was raining that day. In the morning I went out to the street – and saw dead man
lay in the alley.
We, the children, were gathered around the community center. There stood 25,
maybe more carts – we were to be taken to Balta. I jumped oﬀ from the cart and
ran away.
Men of 60-50 years old were gathered in the park, some were 40 years old. They
were taken to Balta, very few of them have returned, most were shot, many died on
the way.
The Jewish market had little to oﬀer. We had to go to the Ukrainian market. If
caught there we would be beaten with sticks.
My friend and his brother were taken from their beds and shot. We found a pit in
the borough. When excavated, there were 250 bodies of men and women.
2 months before the arrival of the Soviet Army, all prisoners were to be shot, we
were all on the list – from youngest to oldest, all registered in the specially made
lists of elimination. But, thank God, they didn’t have the time to execute us.
Twice I was sick with typhus. Once I saw a 12 dead men hung on poles. A lot has
happened, it’s diﬃcult to talk about it.
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Finkel (Trahtenbroyt) Haika
When the war started, I was 11 years old. My parents, Malka
and Srul wanted to evacuate, but it was too late. We headed
back from the Dniester and drove to my older sister Rose.
The Romanians and the Germans herded us all into an empty house. There were a lot of Jews in there. My sister and her
family were badly beaten.
Nearby there was a river. My sister and her husband decided that it was better to die, and they jumped in the river.
Their son Abraham was left on the river bank. The villagers brought him to us. He
was 3-4 years old. When we were marched, he died of starvation. It was our ﬁrst
tragedy on the road. We moved on, and came to some woods. There were a lot of
people. Here we had a couple of days rest and then marched across the Dniester.
At the edges of the road children and the elderly lay dead or dying. We walked and
walked until we came to some collective farm. We were herded into a barn. We were
barely alive. There was nothing to eat. Soon after that, my mother died of starvation. I slept next to her, but did not notice it. In the morning my father took me
away from my mother, and she was buried in a common grave.
My father hauled water for people, and they gave him a piece of bread or potatoes, or some onions. We cooked “jandra” – onions and water – and ate it, to
somehow satisfy our hunger. I personally was a walking skeleton. I do not know
how I survived. In 1944, the Soviet troops liberated us, and the hellish times came
to an end.
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Teperman (Gertser) Nusia
My name is Nusia Teperman and I was born on 1938 at Yedinitz, Besarabia (former Romania). Nowadays it is the area
of Moldova.
My family was quite wealthy. The name of my father's
family was Teperman and the name of my mother's family
was Broitman (her parents were Ides and Binyamin). They
lived in Yedinitz in a big house in the center of the city. They
had a butcher shop and also a fur warehouse.
I was 3.5 years old when the war started on 22/6/1941. We had a very big family
from both sides of my parents. My father had 4 brothers and a sister, nephews and
cousins. After a few days of the war, the German and their partners (Russian and
Romanian) entered our city. They shouted that all Jews should leave their homes
and come to the streets. My Grand – Mother that was 46 years old, started to kiss
the walls of her home since she realized she will never come back again.
The German gathered all the Jews in the city square and expelled them to Viniza
in Ukraine. Jews that couldn’t walk – were killed.
It was very cold and the Jews were very hungry and walked with no shoes. We
walked all day and all night, sometimes also in the mud. Many people died along
the way. When we arrived to the forest there was a big chaos there. The Germans
and the Romanians hit the people and killed many of them.
After that they separated the people to groups: women and children in one line
and men at the other line. My father succeeded to pass to the women group while
holding me in his arms. He carried me on his back in a sack with holes for my legs.
Many people abandoned their children but my father said that he will carry me as
long as he lives.
There was a time when a Romanian come to my father and wanted to throw and
kill me but I started to shout and cry so he took pity of us and didn’t hurt us. This
story followed us always and my father used to say that I saved his life.
We wandered for many months from one place to another. I was very thirsty but
there was no water to drink. Once I even drank water with soap that somebody left
after he had a bath. I also had lice since we didn’t have a place to wash ourselves.
In the autumn we were expelled to Bershet that was in Viniza, Ukraine. There we
were entered to a synagogue with a lot of people. We slept all the 3 of us (my father,
my mother and me) on 2 boards that we were given. The boards fell all the time and
it was really diﬃcult to sleep like this.
One day my father was taken to somewhere and we didn’t know where he is until
the end of the war. After that we were informed that he worked 9 months for the
Nazis. He built a long bridge on the river. This bridge was called 'Buk' and he was
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in a city called Nicolaiv. The Nazis forced the prisoners to enter the frozen water.
One of the days they forced my father to stand on his knees and then they throw
him into the frozen river.
My father got 25 beatings since he tried to pick some peaches of the tree. He suffered a lot from the beatings he got. His friend helped and treated him, they put on
him cold compresses since his body swelled.
While my father worked for the Nazis, I stayed with my mother in the synagogue.
My mother went to search for food. Sometimes she even asked for a handout but
then she got beaten since handout where forbidden. Since we had no food, we ate
potato skins.
I remember that in the synagogue there was a fortune teller. People used to come
to her and bring her food since they wanted her to tell them their future. She also
slept on a good bed. One day a sang her a song so she gave me an egg.
There was no shower and no bathroom in the synagogue. I don’t remember where
we took a shower. After 9 months my father came back to Bershet and brought
some bread with him. It was really a day of a big celebration for us!
My father was taken one more time before we were released. He was taken to the
Ural Mountains to a place called Svardalovsk. My mother stayed with me and she
was pregnant.
We were set free on 14/3/1942. When I went out from the synagogue with my
mother I saw a dead men lying in front of the door. He had lice on his body. People
removed his clothes and boots and took it to themselves.
I went back with my mother to Yedinitz in a wagon. I remember I ate a
food called 'Makucha' (it is a kind of juice that is squeezed from peels of sunﬂower seeds. It was very tasty for me since I had nothing to eat except it.
When we travelled in the wagon to Yedinitz I wanted to pee so my mother gave me
a pot. I heard the laughter of Russian soldiers that traveled after us in a military
truck.
In Yedinitz me and my mother, we wanted to go back to our house but the house
was empty and there were only a few broken things that were left on the ﬂoor. In
that way we found the cut picture of my grand-mother. I keep this picture till today.
From there we traveled to Stochni where we had a family from my father's side.
Also there we found the house empty and closed. The windows were sealed with
wooden beams. Nothing was left inside the house. The Jews were all gone. The
Germans and the Russians killed most of them also my father's family that used to
live there was killed, including his sister that was pregnant.
My father came back from Svardalovsk in the beginning of 1946. I went by myself to meet him. I only remembered that he was tall and with dark skin tone. When
I saw a tall dark man in front of me, I started to shout: "Dad!" and he took me into
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his arms and went with me to our home. At home he met my mother and my baby
sister that was lying in a cradle.
The only people that stayed alive from all our big family were my father, my
mother, me and my sister.
There are a lot of details and stories that I didn’t write down and didn’t tell. I only
pray that such things will never happen and that our children and grandchildren
will never know what war is.

Shechtman Isaac
I was born in 1929 in the village of Brichevo (Moldova).
When the war began, we were gathered in the forest of
Kosoutzi. There were about 20,000 people. Everyone was to
be shot, but suddenly 2 soldiers rode on horseback, and we
were returned to the forest. The next day we were marched
to Vortiuzhany. We were arrayed in the ﬁeld and they began
to divide families. One column was taken away. To this day,
the fate of those people is unknown. The rest went on the
ferry across the Dniester.
Before that, the Germans seized all men of 16-35 for work. Among them were
three of my brothers, they were never seen again. The rest were driven on foot to
Bershad.
In the winter of the ﬁrst year many died from disease. The dead were piled in
stacks and buried in mass graves. My mother died, I was left with my 3 sisters. Then
I fell ill with typhus. When summer came, my sister and I would secretly make our
way out of the ghetto and beg for food.
This is how we survived until the release in 1944.
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Shteiman Nachman
For me the war began on October 10, 1941. My father was
taken to the front. My mom, sister and grandmother and I
stayed in the occupied territory. Later we were in the Jewish
ghetto, where we stayed till liberation.
In the ghetto, an elder of the Jews was appointed; he collected a tribute to the Germans. Restrictions for Jews were
soon to come – they would not be allowed in the hospital,
at the market, and not allowed to leave the houses in the
evening. When we were completely robbed of all possessions they started the killing. Dead Jews hung from all electric poles.
When the Germans had nothing left to take, they would grab a beautiful Jewish
girl, tie her long hair to a motorcycle and drag her through the streets. Covered in
blood, she’d scream terribly until she died.
In the spring, when the roof was dripping, my mother told my older sister to
break a groove, so that the water ﬂowing from the roof doesn’t reach the house, but
the garden, and she accidentally hit me with an ax on the head. This resulted in a
deep wound that became infected. Mom went to the German doctor and for each
visit she gave him the rings, earrings, yet I was getting worse and worse. Mother
dressed in disguise, took oﬀ the patch worn by Jews in the ghetto, and went to the
hospital. There the Ukrainians shouted: "Get out, Jewess!" But the Ukrainian doctor Yurko was a friend of my father. He led us to the oﬃce and said that one visit
will do no good, the treatment should be continuous. The next time we came to his
house, his wife wanted to send us away, but Yurko shouted at her and helped me to
recover. I am forever grateful to him.
My father died at the front in 1944. We received a death notice. In 1945 I enrolled in the 1st grade of Bershad junior high school №2. In 1954. we went to live
in the Caucasus, where I worked all my life as a hairdresser. In 1991 I immigrated
to Israel with my family.
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GHETTO BOGDANOVKA
In the ghetto in the village of Bogdanovka there
were about 54000 Jews from the Odessa region
and Moldova. In the period from December 21 1941
to January 15, 1942 a mass murder of peaceful Jewish
population was carried out. 44,000 people were
shot and thrown into pits near the grove of the farm
Bogdanovka. In three pigsties, 1,000 people were
burned alive in each. 500-700 people died of hunger
and cold every day. The corpses were burned. Live
children would be thrown in the bonfire as well. Before
the execution all valuables would be repossessed.

Edelman Ella
I was born on September 6, 1938. When the war started I
was 2 years and 10 months old. We lived in the town of Pervomaisk, Odessa region (now Mykolaiv). From the words of
my mother, I know that we were in the Bogdanovka ghetto.
The camp was surrounded by a wire fence. We lived in barracks. We were very hungry. At dawn mom would go to work
(construction, or farm labor). The children stayed and babysat each other. After the ghetto we were in a concentration
camp in the city of Pervomaysk. This period I remember a little. We had a big area,
enclosed by a fence, there stood warehouses, which had bunks in two rows.
There were a lot of children in the camp. Here as well, mother would be taken to
work at dawn, she worked as a plasterer.
Father joined the front from the ﬁrst day of war and came back in 1945. On
March 10, 1944 Pervomaisk was liberated.
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GHETTO BRATSLAV
Bratslav was occupied by the Germans on July
22, 1941. In December 1941 there were 747 Jews in
Bratslav, who were all herded into a ghetto.
On January 1, 1942, most of them were sent to the
Pechora concentration camp, and 50 were drowned
in the Southern Bug. In August 1942 there were two
forced labor camps in Bratslav, with about 1,500 Jews
deported from Romania and Ukraine. The regime in the
camp was strict and its ultimate goal was the elimination
of all prisoners. On September 23, 1942 about 400
people were shot in the forest.
Upon liberation of Bratslav in March 1944 just 230
people were still alive.

Mazus (Gralnik) Betya
I was born in the town of Teplik in Vinnitsa region in 1930.
In August 1941, the Germans occupied the town. There were
several thousand of Jews in town at that time, mostly women
and teenagers. At that time our family consisted of a mother
and three children. I was the eldest in the family. There was
another brother Raphael, born in 1920, he was in the army.
Sister Clara was able to evacuate with her family. Beginning
from August 1941, we were on German-occupied territory.
At ﬁrst the German soldiers treated the local population pretty well, even the Jews.
they paid for any services in products, but it did not last long. By the end of the year
there came SS men, their headquarters were set in Gysin, 20-30 kilometers away.
The coming of the SS changed everything, especially the treatment of Jews. First,
we were required to wear black armbands with the Star of David. We were forced
to perform the hardest labor. Winter of 1942 was very cold and snowy. Under
the guard of local police and the Germans from early morning to late evening we
shoveled snow from the roads leading to the front. We worked in the cold, starving,
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and receiving rod blows. In April 1942, Jews were herded into a ghetto in town, and
in the beginning of May 1942 all were eliminated. Among them were my mother
and my two younger sisters. I was in the village Stepanovka at that time, staying
with friends of my parents, surnamed Rybnik.
Fearing of the danger that threatens their family because of me, Aunt Anna gave
me up to the commandant’s oﬃce, although she was very apologetic about it. There
was nowhere to run. Soon a truck arrived; it already had two other surviving teenagers. I was put with them and taken to Gysin, and from there on, to the station
of Shamshentsy, where there was a stone quarry. We were placed with the Jews in
the Raygorod ghetto. There were 300-400 people in total. We worked in a quarry: crushed the stone, loaded it in trolley and pushed them to the railroad station,
where it the stone was loaded in wagons. The pebble was used to sprinkle swampy
roads leading to the front.
But it did not last long. When crushers got installed, we were no longer needed.
We underwent selection, the disabled were taken to the forest and killed, and the
others were marched to the Bug River to some bridge. This was the German-Romanian border. Each was transferred separately to the other side of the bridge, loaded
onto a truck and taken to the German ghetto in the town of Bratslav, near Pechora.
The ghetto had 400-500 people. We worked on the roads, in a pigsty, in the stables. We were counted twice a day. I was not taken into account. Very often, the SS
would come, taking away people who’d never return. I had to hide where I could: in a
barrel, between bags with bran, and even in a cauldron, in which they cooked food.
Since I was not on their lists, it was easy for me to escape, and in the summer of
1943 with the help of a peasant by the name of Sitnik, I was taken to the ghetto in
Bershad, which was ruled by the Romanians. I was led to a beautiful 18-year-old
girl who was the wife of my brother Raphael. He escaped from captivity and was
hiding in the woods, he joined the partisans. It was he who sent Sitnik to rescue
me. I managed to see my brother several times, but in December 1943 he was killed
while on a mission. I was placed in a shelter for the homeless, set up in the ghetto.
I often assisted the commandant‘s accountant.
It the beginning of March 1944 the ghetto was liberated. People would hurry
home and ﬂed in all directions. My brother's wife Sonia also went to home Moldova, and I was placed in a special orphanage for children of fallen oﬃcers. I knew
that somewhere I have another sister, and I found her, and when she returned from
evacuation, they took me out of the orphanage.
In the summer of 1946 I went to Bershad to look for the grave of my brother, but
found nothing, and applied to the city council for help. One of the councilmen was
a former partisan – Chaim Stern. He reassured me, gave me a certiﬁcate and 30
rubles for a ticket to my sister. On the basis of this certiﬁcate, I get compensations
from Germany.
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GHETTO VAPNYARKA
On July 22, 1941, the Germans occupied Vapnyarka.
The remaining 30 Jews were taken to Tulchin. In
October 1941, a concentration camp was set in town,
in which about 1,000 Jews from Odessa and Ukrainian
criminals were placed. By June 1942 approximately 200
Jews died from cold, hunger, disease, and the rest were
shot. In September 1942 1,200 Jews from Romania were
brought, among them were many prominent activists of
the Communist and the Socialist parties.
In 1943, the camp was disbanded.
Vapnyarka was liberated on March 16, 1944.

Beckerman (Spivets) Betya
Isaakovna
Before the war, my father worked as a mechanic, and my
mother was a housewife. I had siblings: brothers Gregory,
Isaac and Leib, as well as sisters Faika and Jenya. Before the
war, I managed to ﬁnish seven classes of a Jewish school,
and then it was closed, along with all synagogues. One night
my father opened the lock on one of them and took out the
Torah. When the Nazis came to our town, they collected men, tied them by the
hands in pairs, took them to the Dniester River and threw them in. My brother and
sister got lost somewhere on the road. My brother Isaac was at the front while his
wife stayed with her parents. My brother Leib was killed, no one knows where. My
mother and I wandered through the villages and camped wherever we could: in
sheds and barns.
Then I fell ill with typhus. We met some friends, and they said that the wife of
my brother and her parents are in the village of Ribnitsa. We went there and found
them. They were in the ghetto, where we were all placed (8 people) in one room. So
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we lived, with no heat, no light. Once young women whose husbands were at the
front, gathered were and shot. My mother and I worked, wherever they’d send us.
Once all of us were brought to the town square, the young were told to go in one
direction, the elders in the other. They announced that those who will not work will
be shot. They called a foreman and asked who does not go to work. He said that
there is one rabbi who just sits and prays. He was brought to the Germans, questioned and shot.
We were sent to work at the railway station to unload wagons. When in 1944 we
were liberated from the ghetto, my mother and I came back home, our home was
destroyed during the war, and we had to start all over again.
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GHETTO VERKHOVKA
In the fall of 1941, a ghetto was established
in Verkhovka, where the deported Jews of Bessarabia
and Bukovina were placed. There were about 1,200
Jews in the ghetto. The ghetto was surrounded by
barbed wire. In winter of 41/42 there was an epidemic
of typhus, from which 20-30 people were dying every
day. All were buried in a common grave. The village
Verkhovka was liberated on March 15, 1944.

Trupina (Bronitser) Ita
The war began when I was four years old. We lived in Edinitzi, former Bessarabia. All the Jews were gathered and herded
like cattle, marched without food or water. The ghetto was in
Ukraine in the village of Verkhovka in Vinnitsa region.
Many died on the way. The exhaustion made people fall
behind, and then they would be shot on the spot. Some were
shot dead while trying to get food or water. Hunger and cold,
constant humiliation and death. I was a little girl, but I still remember this constant sense of fear, the terror that reigned in the ghetto. We had a large
family, but during this nightmare my grandmother Dobresh died, as well as sister Etl
and my baby brother, who had just been born. He did not even have time to receive a
name. Uncle Schmiel was a tailor; he was taken to the workshops of the Germans, along
many other Jews, to sew for the German soldiers. We did not see him again. He did not
come back. Only later we found out that before retreating, the Germans liquidated the
shops and all the people working there were herded into the woods and shot.
We were lucky. In March 1944, the Red Army freed Verkhovka and we survived.
The Germans did not have time to liquidate the ghetto. I remember that we were
liberated by young men (I believe they were cadets, in any case, they had similar
uniform). I was a child, and unaware of many things. But even what had passed
before my eyes, I cannot recall without a shudder. All those experiences are very
painful to remember. I hope that this will never happen again.
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Gidberg Michael
I was born in 1941 on May 25 in Kiev in an all-Jewish family,
and the word "war" was even more terrifying to us.
There were many tragedies in Kiev in September of 1941,
many heart-breaking experiences to relive. Left alive in our
large family was just I, my grandmother, my mother and my
aunt. Because my grandmother Etya could speak perfect
Ukrainian, she saved us. She hid us behind the barn, which
has already burned. And at night the Germans, tired of burn
and kill, allowed us to go home. Before our eyes, my mom’s entire family was brutally shot: grandfather Shmulik, grandmother Charna, mom’s sister Bail with her
two children and her younger sister Genya.
We ran away from Kiev, but did not get far: we were caught by the fascists in the
Stavropol Territory in the city of Voroshilov. We stayed there for 2 years, and it was
hell: cold, hunger, fear. Adults were working in the ﬁeld, and the children would sit
in basements.
The misfortune that befell every Jewish family should never be forgotten. This
disaster, called the Holocaust, does not ﬁt into the dry line of my short story. This
phenomenon should not happen again. We – the children of war – kept receiving
after the war death notices of our fathers, mothers, and other loved ones. And this
turned our lives bleak. I received a death notice of my father in 1946, in it the sad
lines: "He was killed near Leningrad, in the village of Djakovo".
Children of the Holocaust – are a special page in the history of the war. They are
the memory of the war.
This cannot be forgotten. God forbid that it should ever happen again!
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Grinchenko (Doctor) Shifra
Before the war, I lived in Kiev. We had a large family: mother Czarna, father Shmulik, two sisters Genia and Bela,
brother Borya and I – the youngest. I also had an older
sister Sima, who lived with the family of her husband.
When the war began, the husbands of my three sisters
went to the front, and none of them returned. When the
Germans came to Kiev, our two families ﬂed the city together, not knowing, where we’d end up. On the way, we
were bombed and shot at. We hid in the forest; eventually reaching the city of
Voroshilovsk where we’ve spent some time till the Germans came. We found ourselves on the occupied territory. Some time passed, and ﬂyers were distributed,
that stated that all Jews must gather in the town square, with all their valuables
and food for two days, as they will be taken to work. But we all knew that we
were going to die. We came to the square. We were surrounded by policemen and
Germans with dogs. Gas vans arrived, they were loaded with people and by the
time the van would get to its destination, all passengers would be dead. We have
suﬀered a diﬀerent fate: we were led to the pit and told to strip naked. Those who
disobeyed were immediately shot. We have all been stripped, when suddenly my
sister’s mother-in-law went to the commanding German and said: "I am Russian,
I’m here by accident. I thought the Jews would be taken to work, but it is not so
“ He asked her who else was there with her. She said she’s with kids. Then he
told her to stand on the other side of the pit. She took my sister with her baby
daughter, and my mother called to her, to take me as well. She grabbed my hand
and pulled me aside. Sitting on the other side of the pit, we watched our relatives
being shot in front of us.
After the mass execution of 4,200 people we were ordered to dress in garments that were piled nearby. I dressed in some long dress and shoes. They put
us in a car and drove to the oﬃce. We were put in a cell. In the morning we were
taken out into the yard, where all the clothes had been brought. We worked under the supervision of the Germans, sorting things: shoes, dresses, teeth, etc. All
was piled separately, then loaded on the car and taken away. We were locked in
cells; they gave us water and some bread. I do not remember how long we stayed
there.
There is one story I want to tell. While sorting, I came across a tin can, I hid
it, and brought to the camera, we thought it was canned food, but it was a piggy
bank with a lot of small change. There was no end to my disappointment. I cried,
I was so hungry. That same night we were woken up and put back in a truck. We
thought that now we would be killed for sure. But when they gave us a bucket
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of water and pieces of bread, we became hopeful. We drove for a long time and
came to the city of Salsk. There we were again brought to the oﬃce where we
worked. In the yard of the commandant's oﬃce were cellars, where the partisans
were held. We were placed in one of these cellars. Me and mama-Etya (Anna),
the woman who saved me, were registered every day and worked at the compound. We stayed there until the liberation. When the Germans were retreating,
we were hiding in the deep cellar until the ﬁrst partisans came and said that we
are free. What I have suﬀered cannot be described. I’ve lost 11 family members.
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Brum Gregory
DEPRIVED OF CHILDHOOD
I was not yet seven years old (I was born on July 18, 1934
in the town of Glusk in Belarus), when on 22 June 1941 the
Minister of Foreign Aﬀairs of the USSR. Molotov announced
the war on the. I remember this moment very well. He spoke,
stammering slightly, and my sister and I (she is more than
a year younger than me) listened to him very carefully. We
learned that the war began. No one could say at the time that this will be a very
long, hard war. People thought that it would not last long, and you just have to
wait until it's over. So was the reasoning of my relatives. None of them left Glusk.
Many were convinced that even if the Germans appeared in Glusk, they would not
harm anyone. In fact, in the beginning it was so. When German soldiers entered
Glusk, during the ﬁrst month it was quiet. I remember my sister Tzilya and I sat on
a bench near the house, when a German patrol passed by; soldiers began to laugh,
pointing their machine guns at us. Fear gripped us, but we were then at that age
that we couldn’t fully grasp the danger. Then things changed. They began abusing
the Jews, who were forced to perform the most diﬃcult tasks. Dad also worked. One
day he didn’t come home from work and my mother did not know what happened.
It turned out that he was locked in a barn along with imprisoned Soviet soldiers,
which was near the commandant's oﬃce. In the morning my mother went there and
brought him some food. I was with her. And there we saw father. When the prisoners saw the food, they started to grab it out of our hands, because they had nothing
to eat in several days. A few days later father was sent home.
I remember another episode. We lived in the house of my grandfather Raphael
(Rifol). Near the house there was a well, and a German ﬁeld kitchen. One day a
German came to the house and said that the owner of this house threw meat around
the well, and it became rancid. No one knew who did it, but they wanted to shoot
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my grandfather Raphael. My mother stood up for him, she begged, said that he is
not guilty. And they let him go.
Then an order came: all Jews are to come to the central square with their belongings. To my parents it was clear, what that meant. On the same day, I, my sister, my
parents with a baby (his name was Ephraim) left the house, leaving all our property inside and taking only what is necessary. We passed a patrol that didn’t detain
us. And we got to the house of our good friend Sophia. Knowing what position
Jews are in (she was not Jewish), she decided to hide us in the cellar. Besides us
there were more people, but we did not see them because it was dark. At night, my
mother would come up to feed the baby.
Soﬁa also hid people in the attic. It should be noted that her grandson was in the
police.
For the purpose of conspiracy Sophia covered the cellar lid with a bag. If the
police came and began to question her, if she hides Jews in her house, she’d answer:
"I don’t need the headache, why would I hide them". Meanwhile, father would
support the lid of the cellar, so it does not sag. The policemen left. The hostess
asked my mother to leave the house, because the cry of a baby can give everyone
away, and she’d be shot. My mother left at night with the baby 4 days before us.
The child was seven months old, and he froze to death in her arms near the village
of Hvastovichi. From there, my mother came at night to the village of Kletnoe.
Police spotted her, but decided not to chase her, because it was forbidden for them
to shoot at night.
Four days later, we came out of the cellar. It was in December 1941, and we
headed to the village of Luchky. The winter was harsh. I went on foot, and dad carried my sister Tzilya in his arms. When we saw German vehicles, we retreated to the
side of the road, hid in the snowdrifts, and then continued to walk further.
Suddenly we encountered a cart with two passengers – Dad's pre-war acquaintances. They’d often visit us before the war. We got on the cart and drove further.
Suddenly, a wagon caught up with us, with Germans and policemen inside. Father
and the coachman exchanged their fur hats. We stopped. My sister and I were ordered to lie down. A German in a helmet came up to the cart and asked: "Who are
you driving?". The driver said that these children are sick with typhus and he is
taking them to the hospital. The German was probably very afraid of contracting
typhoid, and he immediately backed away from the cart. But I will never forget the
sight of the helmet leaning over me,
The horse walked slowly, both drivers jumped out of the cart, chatting with the
Germans and the police. Then they returned, embraced my father, kissed him and
said how lucky they were to see him and the children alive.
They were able to take us to the village of Kletnoe. There we met my mother.
From there we walked the village of Slavkovichi. We never spent more than two
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nights in one house. And so we stayed there for ten days, and then went into the
forest. At ﬁrst we were alone in the woods. Father made us a dugout. When the
Germans began to bomb the village, people ran into the forest and they also made
dugouts. We lived near a partisan group, but my parents wouldn’t join the detachment.
Dad helped the partisans: made stoves in the dugouts, was engaged in the construction of dugouts.
But not all partisans would treat us equally, there were also those who hated us,
but father always found ways to approach them. For example, there was one Grisha
Babok – a partisan, who would strike fear even in his friends; he could shoot anyone who’d disagree with him. Yet he treated us well; and even tried to help. Often he
brought us potatoes from the village, for which we were very grateful to him. After
the war, he often came to visit us, and we received him warmly.
When the Germans found the location of the partisans, they had to hide in the
Polesie marshes. Father also wanted to go with them, but one of the partisans said
that he isn’t one of them, so he couldn’t go. My mother was crying, saying that we’ll
be killed, but father said: "What should be, will be". Later we heard the terrible
news. The Germans surrounded the partisan unit near the river Ares, and but a few
people came out of the siege alive. But the partisan, who wouldn’t allow us to go
with them, survived. He had frostbitten feet. He and my father met in the forest. He
told my father that some unknown force compelled him not to let dad go with them.
He added that there is a God.
"Forgive me", – he said before parting ways. Father said that God will forgive
him. His refusal saved us. Before the war, he was the chairman of the executive
committee in the town of Osipovichi.
There were a lot of diﬀerent episodes. But one of them I shall remember forever.
The Germans raided the forest, and all were forced to ﬂee. Everyone had to run
through a swamp. The terrain was very hard. My sister Tsylia had a stick, and she
checked, where it is safe to step. I found a tree stump, sat down and said that I cannot go any further. My mother hit me with a thin stick, and I got up. The people
were disposing of their belongings, so it would be easier to run, and the worst was
when in some cases they even threw down their babies. When we passed the ford,
we were very tired, wet, and hungry.
I remember, people lit a big ﬁre to get dry and warm. Suddenly German planes
swooped down and opened ﬁre. Not even having time to dress, mother put me on
her shoulders and ran away.
And so we spent three years in the forest. In 1944 Glusk was liberated from the
German invaders, and we came back. On the second day father was taken to the
front. I remember very well the assembly point at the church, and how we said
goodbye to him – with a kiss through a gap in the fence.
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I enrolled in the ﬁrst grade that the same year, and my sister in the kindergarten.
I had the only ABC-book to the whole class (not sure how), and everyone read it in
syllables. We learned to write on old newspapers.
In 1945, my father was discharged, awarded with medals. For the medal "For
Service in Battle" he received a certain sum of money. He worked as a carpenter –
built houses, made wheels for carts, did glass work.
Whatever job he would undertake, he always done in it well. His coworkers
always respected him. He always said that you have to be in a good relationship
with people, to be honest and truthful, and then people will respect you. Thanks to
him, we learned about our Jewish roots. He was a religious man. My father always
dreamed about Israel. His dream came true. He lived here for six years and died in
the Promised Land at the age of 92 years.
Concluding this story, I was reminded that I haven’t written all about my grandfather Raphael. He and my grandmother were shot in Glusk on the Myslotyansky
hill.
This is the story of our family. I graduated the Medical Institute in 1970, worked
as a doctor. I also received a diploma in Israel, worked for a while; now I’m retired.
Sister Tsilya graduated from the Institute of Technology, worked as a microbiologist at the dairy plant; now she’s retired.
Once again I would like to note that we survived thanks to the will of God.
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This village is set 8-10 km from Tomashpol.
At the end of 1941, they took all the Jews to the edge
of the village, put up a fence with barbed wire, thus
organizing a ghetto of about 100 people. No executions
were held in the ghetto.

Brodskya (Melamud) Etya
During the WWII I, along with my parents and two sisters
was in my native village of Goryshkovka. In July 1941, the
Germans occupied our village. On the second day of the occupation soldiers (they were Romanians and Hungarians)
started to break into Jewish homes and beating Jews. A
group of soldiers wearing helmets and carrying riﬂes rushed
into our home. A tall, dark soldier hit my father in the face
with his boot. He knocked out two of his teeth and pierced
his lower lip. Dad groaned and fell to the ﬂoor. I fell with him and wiped the blood
oﬀ his face, crying. Another soldier beat my mother. She ran screaming into the
street, fell and he continued to beat her using his riﬄe-butt. The third soldier took
up my elder sister. He wrung her hands and hit her in the face. Mom found the
strength, stood up, grabbed our hands and shouted: "Kimt, Kinder, ankloyft". And
all ﬁve of us ran out of the house, to the garden, and hid in the potato bushes. The
Germans did not shoot at us. Apparently, for now their goal was to toy with us.
Three days later, the Jews began to be concentrated in one large house, surrounded
by armed guards. There was no food, no water. We did not know what awaits us.
Children were crying. It was crowded and stuﬀy. No one was let out. German oﬃcer
came and told us that we will not be killed, but put to work. One woman tried to kiss
his hand in gratitude, and she received a loud slap. Two days later, they released the
women and children, and kept the men and adolescent boys. And the next day all
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of them were arrayed in rows of 4, handed shovels and led to the ﬁring squad. On
both sides were rows of soldiers with machine guns.
But a miracle happened. A German car drove up. It stopped. From it came an ofﬁcer of high rank, and after giving some instructions he left. After that all the men
were released. It’s been rumored that the oﬃcer was a partisan in disguise.
Then there was the ghetto, the humiliation, the hunger, poverty and lice. Our
whole family had been ill with typhus. We were put to work in Galyava (a former
collective farm) 4 km from the ghetto. We worked in the ﬁeld from dawn to dusk.
Behind there always stood an overseer with a whip, he would never let us rest. I was
12 years old, and labored as an adult.
Each week, the Jews were arrayed in the square and their presence checked according to the list. Then the commander would give a command of his shepherd
dog: "Mushka, attack". And she’d rush barking at the crowd of Jews.
Soviet troops liberated us on March 16, 1944.
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Gingold Nina
I was born on October 11, 1934 in the village of Derebchin,
Shargorod district, in Vinnitsa region. In August 1940, together with my parents I moved to the city of VladimirVolynsky in Volyn region in Ukraine. My father was in charge of
the pharmacy there. Then the war began. The city was 7
km from the border with Germany. The Germans could occupy the city within a few hours, but they entered it only in
the evening. This was due to the cleverly organized defense
strategy of the outpost chief. This case was described by the Marshal Zhukov in
"Izvestia" in honor of the 20th anniversary of the Victory.
At 3:30 in the night of June 22, 1941 the neighboring house was hit by a shell,
we all went to the basement. Dad ran to the pharmacy to hand down the management to his deputy– a Pole. He called the city council, the man on duty responded
that there is no one in, but that at the station there are three wagons ready to leave
eastward at 9.30. Families of Soviet and Party workers, families of servicemen and
Soviet specialists were allowed to leave. You could take relatives. Mom asked our
hosts, a beautiful family of Polish Jews, which had three boys, to go with us in the
guise of my mother's sister. But they refused, saying: "We won’t go to Russia to die
there of hunger". All of them were killed.
When we ran to the station, the locals shouted to us, that it’s useless to run, if
the German bullets won’t catch you, our knives will. Dad put us on this train, and
returned to the pharmacy. The train went through the station of Vapnyarka, a few
kilometers from the town of Tomashpol, Vinnitsa region, where dad was born. His
two sisters lived there. Since we left in a rush without any belongings and money,
my mother, believing that the war would last no more than three weeks, decided
to get oﬀ at Vapnyarka to wait it out at my father's sisters. When the mass retreat
began and the Germans were already approaching, my mother, as a medical worker,
requested that the retreating troops take us with them. They didn’t refuse, but said
that they do not know where they are going; they are surrounded, and advised us
not to go with them. And so we stayed in the occupation zone.
A few kilometers from Tomashpol, in the village of Goryshkovka lived my aunt's
in-laws (her daughter was married to a guy from Goryshkovka). My aunt and my
mother decided to go to this village, because it was remote, with roads that were
diﬃcult to access. Dad, after arranging the pharmacy, went on foot to the station
Kovel, on the afternoon of June 22, when the Germans had already entered the city.
There he boarded a train and reached Kiev. He stayed there for two weeks, looking for us. My aunt received two telegrams asking whether we’re at her place, my
mother replied, but father did not get those messages. He decided that we’ve prob-
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ably left east in the evacuation, and also began to travel east. So we lost each other
for three years.
On August 1, 1941 Goryshkovka was invaded by the Germans and the Romanians. All the Jews were herded into three homes – men, women and girls were
locked and guarded. We were held for three days, not given any water or food.
There were horrible rumors that will be burned alive or shot. But three days later
they released us. One street was fenced with wire, and all were concentrated in the
ghetto. The Germans left the village, leaving the Romanians. There was a Romanian Gendarmerie; the Jews had a prefect, a former pharmacist. And there came
three terrible years. We were the only newcomer family, we had no friends. I must
say to the credit of the local Ukrainian villagers that they did not express aggressiveness, and helped to their Jewish friends with food. Yet at ﬁrst our family was
starving. Mom, be blessed her memory, did everything to save us from starvation.
She’d wash the dead, take care of patients with fever, treat the peasants’ gardens,
cook food for the Romanians. My sister together was kept in the ﬁelds with all the
other youngsters, from early spring to late autumn, starving, forced to work hard
from dawn to dusk. Once every few months the Romanians rounded up the Jews
in the square, surrounded by soldiers with dogs, kept us there for many hours in
all weather conditions – rain or snow. Dogs were attacking people; the Romanians
threatened us with execution. The elder would gather everything possible from the
people – money, valuables, and give to the Romanians, to the chief of the gendarmerie, and for a while the Jews would be left alone. After the defeat of the Germans
near Moscow, and especially after Stalingrad, the attitude of the Romanians and the
Ukrainian population towards the Jews changed for the better. I forgot to mention
that we, the children, were forced to work in the Romanians’ kitchen and in the
garden of the former collective farm.
From peasants who went to the market we learned of the coming of the Red
Army, the news spread word to mouth, later came the leaﬂets.
the Red Army arrived in Goryshkovka on March 16, 1944.
Father, once evacuated, sent a few dozen requests to the evacuation center, looking for us, couldn’t locate us and realized that we had stayed in the occupied territories. As the liberation of Ukraine began he wrote letters to relatives and friends
there. Naturally, ﬁrst he wrote his sisters, asking whether we are alive. This letter
was given to my mother. That’s how father found us. In August 1944, he came and
took us away. Fate wanted us to survive.
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Gurfinkel Dani
Our favorite game, as ten-year old boys was the game of
war between the "white" and the "red". Of course, it was
hard to persuade any of my friends to play the role of the
"white". None of us could imagine what real war was. But
very quickly, we have learned the meaning of this word and
its implications.
The town of Gorishkovka in Tomashpolsky district was
but a small place. It lies far from any main roads. This fact
delayed the arrival of the invaders. But still they had time to do their evil deed.
All the Jews were driven to the outskirts of town, closed behind a fence with
barbed wire, and that’s how the ghetto was organized. Our house was on the edge
of town, so we stayed in our own house. Four other families got placed with us. Our
family consisted of 5 people: my mother, my grandmother, my aunt, my sister and
me. So I was the only man in the family, and, of course, I tried as hard as I could
to fulﬁll a man's job. Life was hard in the ghetto. Exiting the ghetto was forbidden.
One hour per day exchange for food with the peasants could be conducted through
the barbed wire. We were deprived of medical care. Every day we were lined up in
the square, checked, and the able-bodied would be taken to work at a nearby farm
under police escort. But the fact that no executions were held gave us additional
strength and helped us to survive.
I distinctly remember two occurrences. The ﬁrst, when the Romanians ﬁrst came
to town. Their uniform was close to the color of khaki. I saw a soldier on a horse
and decided to be courteous and say hello, in response, I received a blow of a whip.
the mark stayed for a long time, not only on the body but also on my soul.
The second event occurred on 16 March 1944. Red Army soldiers came to town
and liberated us.
These terrible days in the ghetto will never be forgotten. I tell about it to my family. I would like them to know about it from stories only.
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Portnaya (Chashka) Anna
In July 1941, the Germans invaded our village. The occupation lasted from 1941 to 1944.
A fence was made, which included a few houses, a former
synagogue, and part of the marketplace. And so we found
ourselves in the ghetto.
All the Jews were registered; lists in German language
were compiled. And from that moment no one was allowed
to leave or be absent.
The Germans and the Romanians would drag away valuables, livestock and so
on from all Jewish homes.
We were forced to sew yellow six-pointed stars on our clothes.
We were humiliated, beaten, kept in hunger and cold. Open wounds would rot.
We, the prisoners suﬀered from various diseases. As a result of the harsh living
conditions there was a severe outbreak of typhus.
We would be gathered at the center of the ghetto in mornings, days and nights
for recounting. We were told that we shall be sent to death camp, located in Pechora.
I remember my father (a disabled man) getting beat up because he didn’t heat
the sauna well enough for them. He barely survived.
Children and adults would be taken to work in the farm. I remember how we
went to work. My mother would take my sister and me, I was six years old, we
would work in the ﬁelds, husking beans, peas, wheat ... For this we received soup.
Despite the severe, inhumane conditions, we, the underage and the adult prisoners of the ghetto, worked to exhaustion.
We were greatly grateful for the liberation by the Soviet troops. We were also
helped by locals. They’d bring us clothes, food, worn shoes, and so on.
In 1957 I graduated from 10 classes of high school. In 1959 I graduated from
college. Then I enrolled in the Kyiv Trade and Economy Institute. For 36 years I
worked as a retail manager.
In 1996, I emigrated from Vinnitsa to Israel with my family.
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Spector (Gorbata) Fira
I was born on August 18, 1927 in the town of Goryshkovka.
A month after the outbreak of the war, Germans on motorcycles arrived in our town from the Yurkovka station. At
night, the area and the entire town ﬁlled with Romanians in
gypsy wagons. In the morning the Romanians began to expel all Jews from their homes. People were herded into two
houses. In the village there were only old people, women and
children. All the men were drafted. For three days we were
kept under the guard of the Romanians, without water or food. Both houses were
doused with kerosene and they threatened to set us on ﬁre. No one knows why they
didn’t. During these days the villagers plundered all the houses.
Every morning, all the inhabitants of the town, healthy and disabled, were gathered in the square under the supervision of the Romanians with dogs for counting.
After a short time the commandant and 18 gendarmes came to the village. With
them came the Romanian mayor. The entire town was fenced with barbed wire.
Each house housed several families. During the entire three years of occupation we
were taken by Romanians with truncheons to work every day in the early morning
to the Galyava farm. In the summer I worked in the ﬁeld from dawn to dusk under
the supervision of the Romanians. In the winter I worked in the cold, operating the
winnowing and the threshing machines. We were fed pea soup once a day. The peas
weren’t visible; some black gnats would be ﬂoating in the soup. In the winter and
in the summer I slept in an abandoned barn on the cold ground. Every Saturday
night, like a ﬂock of sheep, they’d herd us home until Monday. Because of the ﬁlth,
the lice, the malnutrition, all the young people in the town got ill with typhus during 1942. We were my older sister, me, and my brother, born in 1931. My mother's
sister with a small child were killed by the Germans, her two girls lived with us. All
ﬁve of us had high fever and no treatment. Again, I wonder how we survived. The
answer is – miraculously.
Whoever remained at home for any reason would be taken to work in the gendarmerie by the police. It was a very cold, snowy winter. I was forced to shovel the
snow around the gendarmerie. I slipped and fell. Instantly I was attacked by a dog.
Fortunately I had on a lot of rags on – that’s what saved me.
On March 16, 1944, early in the morning, we were liberated. By this time father
had died in captivity. My mother died of cancer. I stayed with my brother. Until
1949 I worked in a school. In 1949, I married a Muscovite. I lived for 48 years
with a 1st group invalid of war. In 1991 we came to Israel with our two sons and
a granddaughter. My sons received higher education back in Moscow. My eldest
granddaughter is in the Israeli army.
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GHETTO DZHURIN
The Germans occupied Dzhurin on 22 July 1941.
The Jews were ordered to mark their homes with
a Star of David and to wear special armbands.
About 3.5 thousand Jews from Bukovina, Romania,
Khotin were deported to Dzhurin. In 1943 the Dzhurin
ghetto held about 4 thousand Jews, about a thousand of
them were local. During the war about 500 people were
killed in Dzhurin – the lowest number of victims among
all the ghettos. On March 19, 1944
the Red Army liberated Dzhurin.

Bronstein (Axelrod) Svetlana
Our family lived in the town of Dzhurin in Vinnitsa region
in Ukraine. When the war broke out, my father went to the
front. We (my mother, me and my two sisters Lena and Faina) remained in German-occupied territory. I was 3 years
old, my sister Lena was 8 and Faina was 11 years old. My
mother was pregnant, and when the Germans were already
in town, she gave birth to a boy. The Germans herded us into
the ghetto and left, and in their place came the Romanians.
There were many refugees. They were Jews from Bessarabia, Bukovina, and Romania. We lived in the house of my grandfather. Besides us, the grandparents and my
aunt (father's sister) three other refugee families lived here. In total, 24 people in a
four-room apartment.
In Dzhurin there was a gendarmerie and police force of local Ukrainians, as well
as the Jewish Committee – Judenrat. We weren’t shot, but people were dying every
day due to overcrowding, poor sanitation and hunger. My sister Lena fell ill with
typhus, and was rescued by Dr. Sabat. He was a refugee from Romania, who lived
in the house of my grandfather together with his daughter Dita. Despite the danger
of contracting the disease, he began to treat her and wouldn’t’ send her to the hospital, because no one would come back alive from the hospital. And he cured my
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sister. 6 years later, when my aunt Anna and her family arrived in Israel, Dita Sabat
tracked them down and received them very warmly.
We lived in the ghetto, and this meant that it was forbidden for us to leave the
village. But the peasants from nearby villages came to us, and in exchange for valuables brought us some ﬂour and other products. My mother used to bake bread
from this ﬂour and sell it on the market. Selling could only be done up to 10 o'clock
in the morning, so the bread had to be baked at night, so it would be fresh. When
there was nothing left to the exchange, my sisters would knit sweaters made of
threads that the peasants brought, and get something edible in return. Despite the
fact that I was a little girl, I also helped the sisters to knit. We’d knit and dream that
the Red Army would come and liberate us. And one day aircrafts with stars on their
wings began to bomb our town. Although it was scary, we were happy that the Red
Army is here, and victory is near.
We were freed by partisans on March 20, 1944.

Burd Faina
Given the fact that I was born in 1941, all my memories are
based on the stories of my mother.
The war caught us – my parents and their three children (I
was the youngest, and the eldest sister was 4 years old) – in
the town Tomashpol of Vinnitsa region. After my father was
taken to the front, my mother gathered us and we escaped at
night to the village of Dzhurin (20 kilometers away) to my
grandparents. There we lived in a living space of 30 sq. meters, with more than 10 other people. But this was less frightening than the constant
rumors that soon we would be shot.
In the ghetto, the living conditions were more or less bearable – in the sense
that there were no executions. But the hunger, the overcrowding and the diseases
were systematically doing their job. We had to produce bread to make a living. And
among us our septuagenarian grandfather was the only man.
But I remember well the day of liberation of Dzhurin. My mother took me to the
intersection (it was now possible to go wherever you want), where the troops were
passing. The marching of the horses was very pretty to me. But when the tanks
passed, I got frightened. Yet all rejoiced and wept with happiness.

86

Burd Leonid
I was born in 1940 in the town of Dzhurin. And, of course,
all of what I tell you here is based on the stories of my mother and other relatives. My mother was alone with me. My
father went to the front. But we’d spend most of our time at
my grandparents. There were a lot of people there: relatives
and refugees from Romania and Bukovina. At any rumor
of expulsion or execution mother would grab my hand and
we ran to my grandmother’s. But such rumors would often
spread through the little town.
Sometimes we stayed overnight. I remember one night we were awakened, we
gathered all together and were told to scream loudly, and Aunt Malka and a refugee from Romania named Faind (I remember that name, because he often gave me
candy) armed themselves with sticks and went out into the night yelling for help.
They managed to detain the thief, who decided to steal what was left of the Jewish
property.
I remember how all began to worry when a Romanian gendarme was killed. It
was commited by a partisan named Radetzky. Much later I understood what the
word "partisan" meant.
Mom told me how diﬃcult it was to survive it all, especially for families with
small children: the hunger, the cold, the epidemics and the constant fear.
And then one day everything was diﬀerent! I was told that the Romanians were
expelled. You could play in the yard without any fear.
All of this I tell my children and grandchildren.
I hope that this will never happen again.
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Vinokur Lyusik
I was born on November 14, 1937. When the war started,
I was 4 years old. Though I was very small, this horrible
time remained in the memory of the child forever. When the
Germans came with the Romanians, they rounded up all the
Jews on one street. The houses were fenced with barbed wire.
Jews were forced to sew a six-pointed star on their clothes.
We were told that this is the ghetto. We had an old house
of two rooms, there lived 18 people. Mother had the three of
us: my big sister, my little brother and I, he was only 2 years old.
We slept on the almost bare ﬂoor. People in the house were ill with typhus, it
was scary.
Mom and my sister would be taken to work at the farm. They worked from morning till night. The Germans would abuse and humiliate them.
I stayed with my brother, I had to feed him and look after him. I remember that
when my mother would manage to bring some grain for us, it would be a holiday.
The Germans would come and forced us to give our clothes, whoever did not
give, would be shot. They shouted: "Yayko-Milko" (eggs and milk) and my brother
and I would hide under the bed, afraid to breathe.
I had a grandfather; he had contact with the partisans. When the Germans found
out, he was caught and they wanted to shoot him. He survived only by chance. He
was saved by the son of the priest.
I remember how partisans came from Rachni and drove the remaining Germans
away. Then came the Russians, one oﬃcer came into our house and saw us, miserable and barely clothed. He took oﬀ his long coat and gave it to us. Then mother
sewed us clothes out of that coat.
That's what I remember from my 4 years of a child's life in the ghetto in the city
of Dzhurin.
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Milman (Benderskaya) Fejga
I was born in 1928. It's hard to describe by what miracle I
survived and got into the Dzhurin ghetto. I was 13 years
old. I remember well how many refugees there were from
Bukovina, Moldova, Chisinau, Beltzi and Czernowtzi. People were placed in the homes of the local residents, who
took them in as their own. While there was still food, people shared every bite. And then began the hunger, the cold,
the diseases, and people began to die, bodies swollen. And
then there was an outbreak of typhoid fever. The fascists didn’t ﬁnd out about it.
Many people had to live in the premises of the sugar reﬁnery, and sleep on the bare
ground. The synagogue was full; people were lying on the ﬂoor and could not get
up. In Dzhurin there was one well; water was distributed on Wednesdays, once a
week. In 1942 it was a very cold winter, we were forced out into the street to shovel
snow, and many people simply froze in the streets. We would be sent to clean in the
gendarmerie, this was incredibly frightening. People who were still healthy would
be selected from the Dzhurin ghetto, and sent to work in the city of Nikolayev; they
wouldn’t come back from there. What horrible, terrifying screams I’ve heard. I can
never forget it.
In the spring people began to sneak to the ﬁelds and rummage for old potatoes.
It was near the sugar factory. I saw how a young boy was shot in the back, he was
17 years old. He laid there for three days before he was buried. Some people took
a job in a former collective farm in the village of Sadkovtsy. We would be given a
few pieces of sugar beet, that would be a great treat, but smuggling them into the
ghetto was not easy.
I will forever remember the fear, the hunger and the horrors of typhus.
On August 12, 1941 in the village of Moyevka in Vinnitsa region, at 10 o'clock in
the morning, the Nazis shot 62 Jews, including my mother, Riva Milman, who was
36 years old, my sister Tanya, 11 years old, and brother Elya, 6 years old.
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Kaganskaya (Barshteyn) Liza
I was born on April 12 of 1927 in Ukraine in the town of
Dzhurin, Vinnitsa region. I studied in a school; in June 1941
I graduated from seven classes.
On Sunday June 22, 1941 war was declared. Sunday was
a market day. We didn’t go to the market that day, as we
had no money. My mother, sister and brother all worked in
the sugar factory. They didn’t get any salary for 3 months,
and when we got a little money and went to the market, the
Ukrainians there shouted: "don’t sell to the Jews!" The same day the Germans started to bomb the town. Though the place was small, it was located on the main road
to Moldova and Vinnitsa. It was terrifying, all windows were shattered, the wooden
houses cracked, and this there were ﬁrst victims.
After that we wouldn’t sleep in our houses anymore, but in cellars and barns.
And for many years to come, till this day, before going to bed, I tell my children –
people should thank God that they can go to sleep in their own bed, undressed.
On July 23, 1941 the Germans came. It was very scary. They arrived to the town
square, where there was a church, on motorcycles and horses. They walked through
the little town, went to houses, people never had to lock their doors before. They
took whatever they liked. We had many observant Jews, and the town rabbi Karelnik. They have collected all of them, cut oﬀ their beards, play the harmonica and
forced them to dance. Massacre, death squad killings around the town, but God
spared us; it was on Yom Kippur of the same year. People were in the synagogue
and heard that the death squad has arrived. Everyone was waiting for death, but the
squad left, and we were spared.
Then it got cold, we were put to work. It snowed heavily that year. From our town
the road goes on to Rahny station, and we had to shovel the snow and carry it to the
ﬁeld, to make a snow roadblock, shaped like a chess board. And when it was almost
dark, we’d walk home. Many Jews were brought from Moldova and Romania, and
many of them stayed in our town. And 5-6 families would live in one in house with
no heating, no water. And they’d live without arguing, supporting each other.
My brother lived in Yampol with his wife and four children (all girls). They died
in the Pechora camp, and my brother – at the front. In Khmelnytsky region in the
village of Minkovtsy lived my sister with her son, the Germans killed them. One
more brother of mine was 17-18 years old; he too went to the front and did not return. In my mother’s family her two brothers and their families were killed, as well
as her sister and her family.
And I was put to work. There was a farm in Sadkovtsy, 7 km away from our town.
And from spring to the ﬁrst snow, I worked in all kinds of ﬁeld work, and we’d walk
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home almost barefoot on the freezing ground. And in the winter, there was a thorn
in my foot that resulted in an open wound and there was no way to treat it. When
today my legs hurt badly, I think to myself, they must be made of iron to withstand
it all.
I could write so much, a whole book wouldn’t be enough!

Elgurt (Roitman) Surah
I was born in 1931. In 1941, we lived in the city of Khotin
in Chernovtsy region. In the early days of the war the Germans burned down half the town, including our house. We
were hiding in the country. There were ﬁre and smoke everywhere. We were left with nothing, but the clothes on our
back. In July, on the order of the Germans we had to appear
at some gathering point, and on July 9 my father was shot
in Khotin, and two hundred more people with him. They
were stripped and told to dig a hole. Now there is a mass grave there. Many more
people have been killed and corpses were lying everywhere. On August 1, 1941 we
were expelled from our homes and marched on diﬀerent roads. We were beaten
and those who lagged behind the column were killed. Many deaths and brutal beatings accompanied us all the way. This lasted until the end of November or early
December – I do not remember exactly. I came with my mother in the ghetto of
Dzhurin in Vinnytsia region. We were immediately placed with some other family.
I remember we lived near the bazaar. There were several families from Romania. So
we lived together, in hunger, cold, and were lucky if we got potato peels to eat. The
police made us to clean up the streets and would take us into the woods, where they
abused us. Once we got out of the ghetto, wanting to earn something, but we were
caught. I do not remember – if it was the end of 1942 or the beginning of 1943 –
when we were taken to Tiraspol. There was a Romanian court, and we were tried. I
was able to speak Romanian, I cried and begged, asking to release us. We were released and taken to back to Dzhurin, where we stayed until the liberation. But how
many times they beat my mother on the way back! In the ghetto my grandmother
died from constant beating, hunger and cold, as well as my aunt and uncle on my
father's side, and on my mother's side all the relatives had been shot. My brother
disappeared, before the war he studied at the University of Kishinev.
I could write so much about those experiences, but they are very diﬃcult to describe – my heart cannot withstand those memories.
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Rozentsvit Lazar
I was born in 1930 on June 15 in the town of Dzhurin inVinnitsa region. My father was a tailor, my mother – a housewife, she raised ﬁve children.
When WWII began, my father and my three brothers were
taken to the front. On the ﬁrst day, when the Germans entered Dzhurin, they started robbing Jewish homes, smashing
everything around.
The Germans entered our house when my grandfather
Shloyme prayed. They tore oﬀ his teﬁllin and started beating him, pulled out his
beard ... my grandfather died shortly from the beatings.
Shortly before the Germans came to Dzhurin, refugees from Bessarabia, Khotin,
Romania were marched into the town. Some of them settled in homes, while the rest
were settled in the synagogue. The synagogue was the last refuge nobody would get
out of there alive. We lived next to the synagogue, and everything that happens
there I have seen with my own eyes. Then refugees from Bucovina and Germany
set up a committee. The chairman of the committee was one named Buksboym. For
us, the local inhabitants of Dzhurin, he was bad man.
Six families were settled in our house with us, while my mother, I and my little
sister were pushed to a small kitchen with three more women. My mother went to
complain about the small kitchenette, where it was impossible for six people to live.
Buksboym said, if you talk too much, you’ll go live in the synagogue.
At ﬁrst, when we could still exchange belongings for products, it was tolerable,
but when we ran out of valuables, it got really bad. We began to help people to dig
for potatoes, for that they’d feed us and give us a few potatoes.
A severe winter came; we had nothing to burn for heat. I would go into the woods
and bring ﬁrewood. It was forbidden to go beyond the ghetto, but I was small and
inconspicuous. I’d take oﬀ my Magen David so they’d think I am Ukrainian. In our
house there was one man from Romania. Seeing how poorly we lived, he said he
wants to help us. He became my guarantee: the owner would give me newspapers
and matches. Every day I reported to him, on what was sold, and he’d take back the
rest of the merchandise. The house became slightly more cheerful, every day I’d
bring home a little money. Now we could buy milk and bread.
But the joy was short-lived. One ﬁne Sunday I took a lot of matches and newspapers for sale. And suddenly I felt a strong blow with a whip. This was the head
policeman named Kostik. He pulled me along while continuing to beat me. But I
managed to get away from him. All of my back was cut by the whip, but I was not
thinking about the pain. I thought of only one thing – where are the papers and the
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matches. But the world is not without good people, I returned to the scene after two
hours, and everything was returned to me.
Rumors spread: the German uniform warehouses are burning. However, it was
impossible to get there, as the warehouses were located outside the ghetto. Several
of us boys gathered, and decided to bypass the bridge and get to the warehouses.
When we reached the place, we saw a crowd of people, certainly not Jews. I was
able to get inside and grabbed a pair of shoes, I ran out immediately – it was hard
to breathe.
Suddenly two Germans and a German woman came, and she asked: "What is this
Jew doing here?" The German immediately shot one boy. Panic erupted, everyone
ﬂed in all directions.
I grabbed the shoes and waded across the river, got home all wet and cold. But I
wouldn’t let go of the shoes.
The Germans retreated at nights. All of us would hide in cellars, the apartments
were empty. There was no water, and I decided to go to fetch some. I went out,
walked about 20 meters, when I heard a German is calling me, "Come, come!" The
German was on horseback, he was pointing at my shoes. He wanted me to give him
the shoes. I immediately started to run. Then he grabbed his riﬂe and opened ﬁre at
me. I didn’t run home, but to the synagogue. The German chased me and continued to shoot. While I was running, I remembered that in the back of the synagogue
there is a window and decided to jump int. I ﬂew in along with the frame, and lost
consciousness. I do not know how long I laid there. When I came to, it was dark
and bitterly cold. There were a lot of dead bodies, and I was lying on top of them.
After I got out of the synagogue, I did not go home. My grandfather Lerner lived
nearby, and he let me into his apartment and hid me under the bed. I asked him to
tell my mom that I'm alive, because there were rumors that I was killed. March 19,
1944 was a joyous day. We could not believe that we no longer needed to hide, that
no barrel of a riﬂe is aimed at you, that no one has the right to beat you.
We were happy and enjoyed our freedom.
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Sklar Polina
I was born August 28, 1935 in the town of Dzhurin. When
the Germans invaded Dzhurin all Jews could still go to the
well, to the river, but crossing the bridge was forbidden. We
were placed in the ghetto. In the beginning of the war, all
the town men went to the front. There were only women
and the elderly. All were forced to work, beaten, mocked by
the Germans. I remember when grandpa Shimon was taken
to wash the Germans’ motorcycles. He wasn’t released for
three days. We’ve lost all hope to see him again. When he returned home, he was
unrecognizable. Beaten severely, his head swollen, even his long beard disﬁgured.
The Germans did not spare anyone. As soon as they appeared in the town, everyone would hide wherever they could. The occupants made pogroms: all of the
apartments were raided, everything looted. My sister Raya was hiding in the attic
to avoid being taken to Germany for forced labor. She was 13 years old. Sometimes
she hid in the cellar, which made her ill with rheumatic fever, which lead to a heart
condition.
In the evenings it was impossible to light a candle or a lamp. The windows had
to be covered with blankets. If the Germans noticed a light in the window at night,
they immediately ﬁred. The worst thing was when a punitive detachment of SS men
would appear in town. People would run out of their homes and hide in the cemetery, or in the cellars. Whoever got caught – was shot on the spot.
We lived from hand to mouth. Grandparents would exchange things for products
with peasants from the surrounding villages. In order not to starve to death, my
sister carried water for a piece of bread, my mother and aunt would agree to any
work. People died of starvation and diseases. Typhoid and cholera rampaged. My
sister and I got very sick, but miraculously survived.
I distinctly remember one episode. On Sundays, when there was a market, farmers would come to sell their products. Around the ghetto there were many forests
where partisans were hiding. A German aircraft ﬂew very low over the market. One
partisan shot and killed the pilot. The plane fell in the ﬁeld near the market place.
The Germans surrounded the market and rounded up all the people in the square.
The partisan disappeared. I was there too with my mother. The Germans were beating and threatening to shoot everyone, but Jews from Bukovina were able to buy oﬀ
the executioners, and miraculously we survived.
I also remember how in March 1944, s the occupiers retreated, trenches were
dug around Dzhurin. Two Germans were lodged with us. One told stories about
how he shot Jews at Babi Yar in Kiev, yet the other was relatively good. He lifted
me in his arms and gave me a string of beads. To my mom he gave soap, blankets,
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and said, "Hitler Kaput! I will never see my own daughter again". At night, the
Germans were raised by an alarm. The partisans attacked them and took them all
prisoners. In the morning they were marched in the street, and all the inhabitants of
the village ran to look at the German prisoners. Everyone was happy, because our
troops were here! Among them was the German who gave me beads. I gave him a
piece of bread.
When I got into the ghetto I was just 6 years old, but my memory preserved these
things forever. When I think of the war, these terrible days as if appear in front of
me.
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Krivoshey Semyon
I was born in 1928 in the town Dzhurin of Vinnitsa region.
With the outbreak of war, only old people, women and small
children were left in the village. All the male population was
drafted. Nearly 200 Jewish families were trapped in the occupied territories. On the third day of the occupation my
grandfather Leib Berman was killed.
The Germans, the Hungarians, the Romanians and the
local police were robbing homes, raping the women. Two
weeks later, my grandmother died. Death squads began to rage, their task was killing Jews.
Some managed to escape from executions. Rabbi Gersh Gural'nik and Ruvin
Moldovan, using money and gold collected from the population, rescued people
from the shootings.
The Ukrainian village council forced the Jews to wear the Star of David in the
front and on the back, and forbade them to go beyond the ghetto, organized within
the borders of the Jewish quarter. It was entirely surrounded by barbed wire. We
were doomed to starvation. But in the center of the ghetto remained the little market. The artisanal production became a way to survive. So, together, the Jews would
save each other.
In autumn 1941 Jews from Bessarabia and Northern Bukovina arrived, and the
population of the town increased in 5-6 times. How to provide people with food,
apartments and more or less tolerable sanitary conditions? A Romanian Gendarmerie and a Jewish Committee with its own police were established. The repression
intensiﬁed. Local Jews shared everything they could with the refugees.
The overcrowding, the dirt, the lice caused infectious diseases. 20-25 people
would die every day. They buried them in common pits. We were joined by inmates
from the death camps in Pechora and Dzyhivka, who managed to escape death.
With the arrival of more people the trade in the market was revived. I sold cigarettes, was caught and beaten by the gendarmes’ whip so hard that to this day doctors are unable to ﬁx my ear. In another incident, ﬂeeing, I jumped into the toilet
and landed on a ladder someone had left there, escaping this way.
I will never forget our neighbor, a Ukrainian woman, who would hide us during
the raids. By the end of my stay in the ghetto, I became ill with typhus. Thanks to
the Bondarchuk family I was stolen away from the typhoid clinic. In the morning
the Germans blew up the clinic to prevent the epidemic from spreading to the retreating German troops.
As I was recovering, I was constantly hungry. Aunt Anna would bring me food
every hour, to the detriment of her own family. How can I ever forget these people?!
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A great contributor to my recovery was my friend Alexander Chernov. He always
came to the ghetto and helped however he could. The Ukrainian partisans played
an active role in the rescue of the ghetto prisoners. Among them was a Jew by the
name of Ilya Kobylyansky.
In the spring of 1944 the Red Army liberated us.
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Helmer Yakov
Ghettos Bratslav, Dzhurin and Pechora concentration
camp survivor
The war caught me, a six-year boy in the town of Dzhurin of
Vinnitsa region (I was visiting my grandmother).
While the adults were frantic and panicking, often repeating the word "war", for us, the children, it did not mean anything. But when the ﬁrst bombs fell on the town and the ﬁrst
houses were destroyed, ﬁrst blood was shed and ﬁrst victims mourned, we quickly
realized that war meant! We matured quickly. Our childhood world now divided
into two parts: the ﬁrst – before the war, and the present – a heavy, hungry, fearful
and despised life.
Soon parents took me home to Bratslav, where we resided. According to my
mother, in July the town was invaded by Germans. I still wonder how a childhood
memory is preserved to this day, when one episode and then another reappear so
clearly...
We had a cellar near the house, with a door that opened onto the street. Bratslav
had been initially shelled, and for some reason, many thought that the cellar was
the perfect refuge. So many of our neighbors we were hiding in our cellar. On the
steps by the door there constantly sat a young man. He peeped through the crack
and informed of what is happening on the street. It was late afternoon when we
heard the roar of engines and the cry of the "lookout": – They are here!
We rushed to the gap, and I saw a lot of motorcycles and the well-fed haughty
faces of the German soldiers in helmets. But it did not last long, as they scattered all
over the little town, ﬁring from machine guns, shouting: "Come all!" Of course, we
sprung back from the door and after waiting for darkness, ﬂed to our homes. Everyone began burning incriminating documents, objects, etc. The ﬁre devoured my
father’s diplomas with portraits of Lenin and Stalin, books, certiﬁcates. But most
of all I was sorry to burn my suit. Shortly before the war, I was ﬁtted with a military
costume with riding-breeches and "wings" on the shoulders. The suit was the envy
of all the boys, because in any game I was dressed as the commander. All my pleas
and arguments were considered irrelevant, and my suit was thrown into the ﬁre.
A few days later several streets were selected, the area was surrounded with
barbed wire, and the ghetto was done! All the Jews were immediately concentrated
inside. Terrible overcrowding, hunger, disease and death – that's all there was. I
couldn’t understand – why did we have to leave home, why we could not go beyond
the barbed wire to another street, why don’t we always have food and why they are
shooting at our windows at night.
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Soon the Germans left, the Romanians and the Polizei were left in charge of
guarding the ghetto. For days they looted the remains of the "Jewish goods" and
at nights got drunk and shot at windows. They showed their beastly nature on the
night of November 7 – after another night of heavy drinking they staged "ﬁreworks" on all the windows. My mother woke me up and laid me down on the ﬂoor
– it was safer this way. For many Jews, this was the last night of their lives.
But there was no rest even at day. Rumors about executions of Jews were spread.
It turned out that not unreasonably so. One morning (it was already snowing), after a sleepless night, we saw the ghetto surrounded by policemen and Romanians.
All of us with our belongings were dragged out of the houses, and those who could
not walk, were killed on the spot. In the square there parked a few horse-drawn
sleighs and guards on horseback. When all were gathered, a command was given:
all the belongings and the children are to be placed on a sled – and the column
began to move. There walk long and hard. As it turned out, they marched us to the
infamous Pechora concentration camp, later named “the death loop". On the way,
you couldn’t not to keep up or fall: a guard would at once approach on his horse
and after the strike of a whip you had to get up quickly – otherwise you’d be shot!
Our entire path was strewn with corpses.
And so we ended up in the concentration camp. Thousands of people were
thrown behind the barbed wire without food, without heat, without medical assistance – for ﬁnal elimination. People were dying by the hundreds. Corpses piled in
the barn, and then "the funeral team" harnessed to the sleigh took them outside the
camp. I saw half=frozen corpses dumped into the sleigh, saw how someone pulled
a piece of dry bread out of the hand of a dead man, I saw a beast policeman killing a
young man who, standing on the fence, exchanged some belongings for a bucket of
cherries. I will remember this young man’s "ﬂight" forever. With arms outstretched,
like bird’s wings, he fell to the ground, the bucket of cherries fell by his side, the
cherries spread around him like drops of blood, and the executioner stood smiling
proudly. Someone ran to get the boy’s mother. She came running, and when she
realized what had happened, began to cry hysterically, and then to laugh.
Only a miracle has helped me stay alive. This is due to my mother's relatives and
others people, blessed be their memory, thanks to all of them! Our two attempts to
escape, with the help of a German oﬃcer, (now I know his name – Willie Arem,
blessed be his memory) were unsuccessful. The third attempt was successful, and
we returned to Dzhurin!
Yes, Dzhurin was a ghetto, but in comparison to Bratslav, not to mention Pechora, it was heaven! There was no barbed wire and everyone lived in their homes.
Of course there were limitations and restrictions. It was impossible to go beyond
the village, overcrowding (there were about 3,000 refugees from Bukovina, Bessarabia, Romania in town), famine, epidemics. The Germans, often passing on the
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road, would rush to the village to have fun abusing Jews, yet there were guardian
angels like the priest of the local church, the village elder, and some policemen, as
well as heads of the Jewish Committee, who did everything to save the town. And
the town has survived!
I want to tell you about some bright, joyful moments. These were the moments
when rumors about the next execution would be declared "clear", or an unexpected
bombing by a Soviet aircraft, as well as the killing of a policeman by the partisan
Radetzky, and of course, two memorable events.
The ﬁrst occurred on March 19, 1944 – the day of Liberation of ghetto Dzhurin
from the Nazis. The night before, a rumor spread through the little town that tomorrow we will be released. We weren’t sure whether to rejoice or be afraid – for
two good reasons. A week earlier, the German command decided to organize a line
of defense in our town, using the mountainous terrain and the fact that the top
point of the town (by the veterinary hospital) provided a good view of the road
Moscow-Chisinau. A German artillery unit proceeded through town. We, the boys,
with great curiosity, tried to watch (the Germans were too busy to deal with us).
The cannons proceeded out of town limits, but a German unit stayed in town, insisting to live only among the Jews (apparently for fear of the partisans). We gave
room to three Germans. Among them, one spoke some Russian, and another was
a member of the Fascist Party. They were no longer the Germans of 1941. They
were miserable and could clearly imagine their fate. During the days they’d go to
dig trenches, and in the evening came to spend the night. They’d rest their machine
guns and grenades in the corner, on which we, the boys, would gaze with envy. One
of the Germans lifted my sister Polina in his arms, and said with tears, that in Germany he’s got a wife and two children, and it is unlikely he will ever see them again;
He gave her a string of beads, which he planned to bring home to his daughters. He
told us to be careful around the red-haired German, who bitterly hated Jews. They
left in the morning on March 18, explaining that their oﬃcer had left them, promising to come back with tanks. They didn’t get far. On March 20, 1944, were marched
back in town, already as prisoners, and placed in a barn. My brother Michael came
running and said: "Mom, I saw the prisoners, and among them was the" good German!" He grabbed a piece of bread and ran to pass it the German.
The second reason that held back our joy was the fear of provocation. There
were cases when other towns, when such rumors were spread on purpose, and
when people would begin to cheer, the Romanians and the policemen would swoop
in and kill the celebrators.
However, it all went well in our case. The night passed quietly. In the morning
people began to emerge from their homes, carefully looking and listening. The day
was cloudy. It didn’t snow, but it was chilly. People began to gather in the center
of town, expecting a miracle. And then we saw our liberators! It was a group of
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10-12 people, badly dressed (an array of rags, from
sweatshirts to German overcoats), dirty, exhausted
– the partisans of the nearby detachment and one
half-blind horse. At ﬁrst we were taken aback. This
was particularly apparent in the faces of the Romanian Jewish refugees. They could not grasp, who
made the dreaded German army, armed to the teeth,
to ﬂee in fear. Only when the regular units of the Red
Army appeared on the road to Chisinau – all doubts
and questions were gone. The town cheered! We all
congratulated each other, hugging, kissing, rejoiced
in the happy liberation with tears in our eyes, thanking our liberators. Although the day was cloudy, for
me it was the brightest, warmest, most joyful and unforgettable day. I consider it
my second birthday!
The day was not without its oddities. The partisans caught an Italian (we distinguished them by the overcoats – they were lighter than the German ones), and
led him to the symbolic headquarters. Some old woman ran out, not understanding who was who, rushed to hug the prisoner and began to thank him. Then the
real partisans said to her, "Grandma, it's a German!" – "Oh, yes?!" she replied, and
gave him a powerful slap in the face, cheered by the laughter of the crowd, Further
violence was prevented by the partisan, who explained that this is a prisoner of war
and there will be no lynching.
Many wanted to go beyond the boundaries of the town, which was previously
punishable by death, and they (myself included) rushed across the bridge. But this
impulse ended quickly, as 28 aircrafts appeared in the sky. Many people did not pay
attention to this fact, thinking it's our aircrafts. But intuition and some experience
(we learned to distinguish the planes) caused many to turn back. And for good
reason! The planes, turning over the borough, lined up and began to swoop on the
sugar factory chimneys and the factory buildings, which hadn’t been active during
the war. I clearly saw the ﬁrst plane’s "belly" opening and something began to fall
out, tumbling (a beautiful sight until the bombs touched the ground) and then – a
powerful roar, a cloud of dust and smoke. I buried my face into the ground, trembling with fear. Aircraft bombed and ﬂew away, without hitting the pipe. During the
bombing one person was killed. Later, we learned that we were bombed by mistake,
instead of the active plant, located 12 km away, which the Germans did not have
time to blow up during the retreat.
A few days later the movement of troops began – preparing for the Iasi-Kishinev
operation. It was a grand spectacle! No one has had to question: "who made the
German army ﬂee?" We, the boys, spent days and nights at the track. We were
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proud to have observed the movement of the troops. The infantry marched on foot,
tanks and artillery drove by with a roar, the "Katyushas" moved majestically, covered with a tarpaulin.
There were no rest stops. The troops marched day and night. We did not have
anything to give to the soldiers, but we waved and shouted "Hurrah!" to each passing unit. Something went wrong with one of "Katyushas". They drove it into the
yard and began to repair it. One of our adults recognized the commander of the
"Katyusha" as a Jew, and as it was Passover, we invited him to the Seder. He told us
about his war path. He thanked us for the invitation and said that it brightened his
soldier life and it felt like home. Unfortunately, I do not remember the ﬁrst or last
name of this oﬃcer.
It was little more than a year till the ﬁnal victory! The town began to rebuild its
life. Every day the mail brought happy and sad news. The wounded began returning
home. The town was shocked by the following case. Before the war the Herman’s
daughter Rosa married Artem (a Ukrainian). Of course it shocked the Jewish shtetl.
But the feelings of the young couple were deep and sincere, and they did not pay
attention to the opinions of others. They lived in great love and harmony, and they
had three children. In 1941 Artem went to the front, and there were no news from
him. When the town was liberated, there came a letter from Artem with no return
address. In it, he described some details of his last ﬁght. His tank was blown up by a
mine, and the crew saved their commander with great diﬃculty. His face and body
have been severely mutilated. So he does not want to be a burden on his family and
asks them not to wait and not to look for him. But Rosa – a beautiful and energetic
woman, still deeply loving her husband, found the address of the hospital where
Artem was, brought him home and nursed him till he recovered. He began to work
and they lived happily. They are long gone – be blessed their memory, but the way
they lived and loved became an example for many future generations.
The town was not yet completely peaceful. Dzhurin is located 40 km from the
station of Zhmerynka and 30 km from the station of Vapnyarka. These were nodal
stations, and there were always many troop trains stopping there. The Germans
constantly bombed the stations, and the glow of the ﬁre could be seen in the town
for hours. But another element was far worse. In the dark, cloudy nights before the
bombing they sometimes ﬁred parachute ﬂares, and depending on the wind direction, they would ﬂy above the town. Imagine this nightmare, when the night suddenly becomes as light as day, planes are buzzing over you, but you can’t see them,
and you don’t know what will happen next. Initially, we got very frightened and ran
away from our homes to the ﬁeld – but then we got used to it and stayed at home.
Gradually the front moved farther and farther, and life became calm, but every
day there were reminders that there is a war. With great excitement we listened attentively to reports from the front narrated by Levitan (we had a radio), and then
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passed on the content to the neighbors. And then came the happy, long-awaited
day. It was the second most memorable date in my life. It was May 9, 1945! In the
morning Levitan announced that Germany had surrendered and the war was over.
We were glued to the loudspeaker and tried to remember every word, but in my
ears there rung but one word: Victory! Victory! Then we ran to the neighbors to
share the good news. The day was warm and sunny. Lilacs bloomed, which gave
this special day even more joy and beauty. The town exulted. Everyone congratulated each other. We were school students. The school held a celebratory ceremony.
Who could study on this day? – Victory!
Soon the victors began to return home. We again "occupied" the track. A regimental band stood by the road, and the cavalry marched solemnly and majestically.
The infantry returned in vehicles. We threw them ﬂowers and shouted to them, and
the soldiers threw us candy, pencils, pens. This celebration lasted for a long time.
Many events have passed before my eyes in my lifetime, but these two days –
March 19, 1944 and May 9, 1945 will forever remain in my memory.
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Dzygovka was occupied at the end of July 1941.
Around a hundred Jews deported from Romania were
placed in town. A ghetto was created. Jews were used
as forced labor in the fields, a large group was taken to
NIkolaev to work on the construction of a bridge. At the
time of the liberation of Dzygovka in the spring of 1944
the community had a few hundred survivors.

Burstein Lazar
During the war I was in the Dzygovka ghetto, which was
fenced with barbed wire. None of the Jews had the right to
leave or to approach the fence. For disobedience the policemen would savagely beat us with whips.
Once while playing, we approached the wire fence. One
policeman noticed us and started to chase us away, beating us.
When he was about to hit me, I jumped to the fence abruptly
and ran into the barbed wire. Three wire pins stabbed me in
the face and pulled out a piece of ﬂesh below my right eye. Of course, I was scared,
because there was a lot of blood, but I managed to reach home. My mother and other
adults began to assist me, applying bandages from torn sheets, soaked in some herbs
to somehow stop the bleeding. Obviously, not everything was sterile; no medication
was available, so I spent a few days with a high fever and almost got blood poisoning. I was saved by the fact that the wound was not too deep, but for a few months I
had a swollen, inﬂamed face. I still have a scar under my eye.
Some moments resurface in memory. At ﬁrst, our village was occupied by Germans, who created the ghetto, and then the rule was transferred to Romania. The
Gendarmerie often took children and adults for a variety of forced labor.
Once we, boys aged 8-12, were gathered in the gendarmerie and forced to sandclean bullets coated with copper coating. While cleaning, the head of one of the
bullets ﬂew oﬀ and the gun powder spilled out, and to hide it, we ﬁlled the cartridge
with the spilled powder, mixed with sand and placed the head back on the bullet.
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In the future, in such cases, and there were quite a lot of those, not aware that we
are facing if caught, we continued to ﬁll the cartridges with gunpowder mixed with
sand. The result was a sort of unconscious protest. We worked for a few days, but
this sabotage was never discovered.
Only when our parents found out about it, they explained to us how dangerous
our doing was.

Burstein Sofia
With the beginning of the war, our family decided to leave
our village of Dzygovka to a distant village in the Tomashpolsky district, where the family my mother's sister lived. On
the way we got under a bombing, but having barely escaped,
eventually got to the place. The next day the Germans entered the village, gathered all the Jews in the square near the
village council. We the children did not understand what was
happening, but the adults already knew what we are facing,
especially when they heard the order: "Shisn" (as they knew Yiddish) and realized
that we will be shot.
Parents covered children’s faces with handkerchiefs, so we wouldn’t see how we
are shot. We were surrounded by policemen-riders. I remember that I broke away
from my mother's arms, grabbed the bridle of a horse and began to shout to the
rider in Ukrainian: "Please don’t kill me, I am young, I want to live!"
We sat on the ground for several hours. Then we were herded into a small hut,
and, as we later found out they wanted to set us on ﬁre. We were saved by the village
priest who spoke ﬂuent Yiddish. He somehow managed to persuade the command.
The priest later told us, that the Germans received an urgent order to leave. And
this time we were saved.
After a while we managed to get a permit to return to our village of Dzygovka.
There was already a ghetto. From time to time we were allowed to leave the ghetto
to fetch water from a nearby spring. One day my mother went with a bucket to fetch
water. She was gone for a long time, I was very afraid. Then she came all beaten up,
mutilated. A boy pointed her out to a Romania and said "Jewess", and the soldier
began to beat her with the butt of his riﬂe. For a whole week I, an eight-year child,
had to take care of my mother. She barely survived these beatings.
There were many such cases during the war. But, thank God, we have survived,
and I wish for this never to happen again.
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Geybuch Semyon
I was born on 02.11.1932 in the village of Dzygovka in the
Yampolsky district of Vinnytsa region, Ukraine. When the
war began, my father (due to his health and age) was drafted
for defense labor, and since the end of 1941 to 1945, father
was in the Sverdlovsk region, where he worked at a defense
plant.
In late July came the German troops. The Germans did
not kill Jews while passing, but soldiers and oﬃcers engaged
in looting. They took food, bedding, clothing items, Soviet money and gold jewelry
(earrings, wedding rings), etc.
A village headman was selected, there was a local police. In September 1941, a
death squad appeared in the area, their job was the mass murder of Jews. Within a
radius of 25 km the entire Jewish population was shot and buried in pits.
One day in September, the death squad appeared in our village. Escape was impossible. People prayed to God, these were hours of horror and fear. Soldiers rampaged and abused people: beat them to death, regardless of age and gender, burned
the beards of the elderly.
On the second day in the morning, we saw a crowd of 30-40 local peasants by
our house. They were like a pack of jackals, waiting for the signal. Soon the signal
followed. Someone threw a rock through the window, and the crowd rushed into
the house. They took away everything that we had. The most valuable thing we had
was a sewing machine, which my grandfather and my mother used to support our
family: me, my5 year old sister and our grandmother. We were left without a livelihood. The Germans left, and after a while there was the Romanian commandant.
Jews were told to sew a yellow Star of David on their clothes. The area where the
Jews lived was surrounded by barbed wire, and we were in the ghetto.
It was around October 1941. We were allowed to go to the market only at restricted hours. We were forced to work. The men were taken away to work in construction. I was about 10 years old, but I worked as an adult. I worked in the ﬁeld.
I helped in the Romanian ﬁeld kitchen, chopping wood, carrying water, etc. The
occupiers had a big piece of land where they’d grow vegetables and potatoes. Every
day we were taken to work there. We could eat anything that grew there and sometimes managed to bring some of it home.
Each month, the entire Jewish population was forced to gather in the square in
front of the commandant's oﬃce. And every time we’d say goodbye to our homes
and our lives. During these actions the soldiers and the local police would beat us.
They’d hit us with ramrods, riﬂe butts, whips, and if someone fell, he’d be kicked
with boots.
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How did we live on? Most of the local population, the Ukrainians and the Poles,
treated us with compassion, providing moral support and any assistance they could
muster. There were cases where Jews were hiding in peasant homes. We would go
to our friends’ farms, helping farmers during planting and harvesting. Grandfather
and mother would tailor manually.
One night we heard shots coming from our neighbors’ house, but after a while
we heard knocking on our door. Local policemen came to take away what was left.
I was 11 years old; two gendarmes took me to the gendarmerie. On the way we
met a Romanian oﬃcer, who asked what did I do, and where are they taking me?
The answer was that they are leading me to the cellars of the gendarmerie. I became
very scared and pale, as I knew people are being beaten to a pulp in those cellars.
The oﬃcer apparently took pity on me and waved his hand, saying, – run.
We lived in constant fear, suﬀering from cold and poor nutrition. No medical
care was available. Many could not stand it, went insane and committed suicide.
But we never lost hope.
In March 1944, we were released by the Red Army, and our suﬀering ended. I
ﬁnished school then served in the army. From 1957 to 2004 I lived in Leningrad. I
am a process engineer, for 44 years I’ve worked in the bread baking industry.
Soon after the war my grandparents died. My mother suﬀered from terrible back
ache until the end of her days, caused by the beatings she endured. In the ghetto, I
hurt my left leg. The leg did not heal for several months, because it was an atrophic
ulcer. I had to endure a complicated operation.
On October 20, 2004 my wife and I arrived in Israel for permanent residence.
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Ingel (Shterenberg) Polina
When the war began in 1941 I was not yet 10 years old, and
I lived in Dzygovka in Yampolsky district, Vinnitsa region.
2-3 days before the arrival of the Germans, my mother's
brother stopped by to say goodbye to us on his way to the
front, and he told my mother, my brother, my grandmother
and me: "Good-bye, it’s unlikely that we’ll see each other
again" My father was imprisoned in 1937. We were unable to
evacuate, but we took whatever we could carry and walked
10 km to the village of Filitsianovki, where grandmother once lived with her family. In 1917 grandfather was hung between 2 trees, in front of the whole family,
by Petliura soldiers. My grandmother suddenly recalled everything and said to us:
"Come what may, but we must go back home, we won’t get far on foot, and we’ll
be killed anyway". The Germans bombed the area. On our way back we hid in the
ﬁelds with corn and eventually got home.
That same day came the Germans, and everything was looted. I remember how they
tore pillows and duvets, and feathers ﬂew around like heavy snow. The Germans’ stay
was short; then came the Italians, who were also quickly replaced with the Romanians.
Our house burned down, it was the winter of 1942, we ran to the street naked and barefoot, so later we all got sick. We lived in inhuman conditions, I walked around barefoot,
hungry, there were various rodents and the lice ate us alive. At this time, I learned to
knit items (gloves, socks, sweaters), and once a week we were allowed to go to the market – there were some peasants I knew, who’d give me woolen thread, and I would knit
whatever they ordered. For this I’d get some beans, potatoes, corn, sunﬂower seeds.
We were constantly recounted by the representative of the parish and by the Romanians. We waited for death every hour of every day. Adults and children would be forced
to work in the kitchen, shovel snow and perform various ancillary jobs.
It was in March 1944, they announced that we all must gather in the central
square in the evening. Naturally, we expected that this was the end of us, but there
is a higher power (God, luck, etc.). Partisans and Soviet troops took Dzygovka, and
we were released. The battle continued most of the night.
I wish that any Jewish children may never experience a childhood like mine. We
must be thankful to the Soviet army, in which there were many Jewish ﬁghters, for
the liberation of the nations from the fascist yoke. Thanks to them we are now living
in our land. Many thanks to the State of Israel, which have received us, and takes
care of us at our old age. I came to Israel in 1990, my grandson and granddaughter
both served in the army. My grandson graduated from the Tel Aviv University, both
in theoretical physics and electronics (2 diplomas), my granddaughter is studying
law at the university.
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Klapouh Leonid
and Tzap (Klapouh)
Rosa
We’ve spent our childhood in a
Ukrainian village of Dzygovka, Vinnytsia region. Our childhood was a
terrible one.
We’ve felt all the fear and horror of
war. I, my two sisters and a brother lived with our mother in the ghetto. I remember
very little. I was constantly hungry, but my mother had nothing to give me. I remember that mother wouldn’t let us out to play, afraid that we might get killed.
First, the village was held by the Germans, and then they moved to Yampol and
we were under the Romanians. From the stories of my mother I know how all Jews
– women, girls, old men, were forced to do the hardest work. In the winter cold,
boys were made to make holes in the ice and catch ﬁsh for the Romanians. My
mother did not get paid for work. We lived only on the food that my mother managed to exchange from the local Ukrainians for clothes and household utensils.
Mom told me that Jews were not allowed to even go the market, to get some food,
they’d say that it is too early, not yet noon, as we were allowed to go to the market
only at 12 o'clock.
Often the Germans would raid Dzygovka, going from house to house, demanding eggs, and if there was none to give, beat all the inhabitants. When it would get
dark, no one would light a candle in the house, everyone sat in the dark.
I remembered a policeman, who worked for the Germans and the Romanians.
Mom would talk about him. He’d beat people with a whip while marching them to
work, and liked to scare them, shooting above heads. There is a lot my mother told
me about our life in the ghetto – the memories are terrible.
The main thing is that our health, undermined during the war, though long ago,
aﬀects us to this day.
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Roif Benya
I was born in the Jewish village of Dzygovka in Vinnytsia region on September 2, 1927. Before the war, there were about
5,000 thousand Jews in the village. There was a Jewish collective farm "Arbayn" where my parents worked. My mother
worked in the ﬁelds, and my father was a carpenter. We had
a Jewish theater where my mom played in Yiddish, as well
as a Jewish school, but then the war began. The Germans
were approaching our little town, and my parents decided
to leave.
My father Zolman built a cart, bought a horse in the military unit, and we set oﬀ
in the direction of Tulchin. My mother's sister Shpryntsa and her two daughters
came along. One of them was born on June 6, 1941 (she now lives in Ashkelon) –
her name is Rosa Shoemaker, their father died in the war. In Tulchin we were greeted by the Germans, and were forced to stay. We lived in Tulchin for about a month,
and when the mass executions started, my parents decided to return to Dzygovka.
My father said that it is better to die our own home, and we decided to return, but
alas. Our house was already occupied by Ukrainians, who refused to vacate it. We
stayed in the basement, where 7 people lived. The Germans came and went, and
the Romanian Gendarmerie took control. Everyone, from children to adults, wore
yellow Magen David patches.
The Romanians set their rules. They’d demand contribution pay for any violation. They would hurt a lot of beautiful women. As a child, I went to work in the
gendarmerie, and if the gendarmes didn’t like something, they’d beat me with a
rubber whip or a butt of a riﬂe. I was beaten severely more than once. I remember
when they began to collect children to take to the death camp, then for a solid
ransom, which my parents gave, they were told the time and the date. My father
secretly took me into the woods – it was winter, and I sat out there, while my friend
Arkady Meyerson was taken to death camp. He miraculously survived, for another
ransom, of course, and when they brought him home, he looked like a dead man.
We were held in the ghetto from 1941 to1944. It did not pass without leaving a
trace; it aﬀected the health of all of my friends as well as my own. When we were
released, I was drafted into the army.
My only wish is that my grandchildren and all our Jewish children will never
experience these horrors, and that the Star of David will be their pride, not a reason
to fear for their life.
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Toyberman (Vodovoz) Liubov
I was born in 1935 in the village of Dzygovka, Yampolsky
district, Vinnytsa region. In 1941WWII began, and for three
years of war we were in the occupied territories. In the beginning of the war we were invaded by the Germans, they
fenced oﬀ the street with barbed wire. We’ve lost the right
to go outside, this continued for several months. Time and
again they would gather us at the square – old men, women
and children, keep us there for hours, and then send home.
Later came the SS, they’d kill people, take people to Germany, rob the apartments.
We were hiding in diﬀerent households, at nights we’d creep away to the villagers.
Not far from the village gunshots were heard, people were killed or buried alive in
a pit, the earth would rise there for three days.
At the end of the war the Romanians came to our village, and so began our new
servitude. They threatened to kill us, pits were prepared. The community elderly
went to negotiate, so we wouldn’t be hurt. They went house to house to collect
valuables, gold, carpets, and so we were spared. It was very hard, the hunger, the
cold, and I don’t know how I survived. We were all asked about it later – I think
that was just luck, people were being killed all around. Our village was lucky. In
1944, our village was liberated. I went to school and graduated from seven classes.
Then I studied at the Teachers College. In 1955 I got married and lived in Kishinev,
Moldavian SSR, and now I’ve come to my Homeland, to live safely with my children
in our own land.
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Bekman Naum
I was born in the village of Dzigovka in 22/10/1938. I remember that when the war started my father was already
gone. Older family members told me that he was drafted into
the Red army.
In the beginning of the war the German soldiers arrived in
the village but soon they were replaced by Romanian ones.
I remember the ghetto being set up, fenced by barbed wire
and us being told that that we cannot leave without the soldiers permission. There was also a big square where we were rounded up for special
announcements.
My brother, who was older than me began working for the local villagers and
sometimes took me with him to help and we worked for food.
I remember the Ukrainian villagers coming with their wagons to take the bricks
from our house that was demolished. Some of the Ukrainian families also took
some of our things with them.
When the Romanians needed workers they would go from house to house, select
the people and beat everybody up.
Once, hiding in the Polish church we saw a group of soldiers, a ﬁring squad, that
were ambushed by partisans and a huge gun ﬁght broke out. We, the kids, hid in
the closet and the bullets ﬂew all around us. We learned from the adults that bribes
for the soldiers were an everyday thing to get something or to avoid punishments.
In our village were many refugees from Bessarabia.
When the war ended, we went back to school, were I've studied from 1945 to
1955. We had no notebooks so we used old newspapers as a writing paper.
Salt, Ink and notebooks had to be bought in the market. In 1947 there was a big
famine.
I wish that no-one will know the sorrows of war anymore.
As I was recovering, I was constantly hungry. Aunt Anna would bring me food
every hour, to the detriment of her own family. How can I ever forget these people?!
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Arhangorodskaya (Hodos) Rita
I was born on November 7, 1939 in Leningrad (now St.
Petersburg). In May 1941, my mother Rachel Hodos (nee
Kaspina) took me to spend the summer with my grandparents Isaac and Sarah Kaspin in the city of Dmitriev-Lgovsky
in the Kursk region of Russia.
But soon the war began, and in October the city was invaded by German troops, and a few days later all the Jews
of this small town were herded into a ghetto, banned from
going out, humiliated in every way and punished for the slightest disobedience.
We were saved by a miracle, as on the eve of the so-called "operation" (the Germans were supposed to kill everyone in the ghetto, which they did) grandfather was
warned by a doctor, who knew our family, and at night I was carried in a bag out
from the ghetto, and we ran into the forest to the partisans.
When the town was liberated from the Germans, we were found by my father
Hodos Aaron, who wrote a detailed letter to the city council with the Leningrad
front and speciﬁed mother’s address, she was evacuated from the besieged Leningrad on the "Road of Life" to the city of Omsk.
We returned to Leningrad in 1945, where I studied, became a doctor, brought up
my son Valery and in 1997 moved to Israel, where I live now.
And now, thank God, we are alive and well and are not afraid of the horrors of
war and the Holocaust.
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In Domanevka there was a transit camp. There Jews
from the Odessa region and Moldova were concentrated.
They came in separate columns from 1500 to 5000
people. Despite the harsh winter of 1941-1942, people
were placed in stables and summer tents or even with no
shelter at all. In total there were around 120 thousand
people. In a pigsty, which previously housed 200
pigs, there were more than 2,000 people. They were
completely deprived of food and water.

Zanvelevich Maria
I was born on December 27, 1925 in the village of Malaya
Bagachovka in the Krivoozerski district of Odessa region.
My whole family worked on a collective farm. I was a student
in the elementary school.
On June 22, 1941 there came the terrible news – war. But
we did not yet know how much suﬀering, hunger, cold, beatings, abuse and torturous deaths awaited us. And on October 10 our village was surrounded on all three sides, and the
persecution began. Many were killed on the spot, and some managed to escape.
I ran towards the village of Sekretarka. There I laid in someone’s garden till the
evening, and in the evening the owner of the house let me inside, she gave me water
and food, and I stayed there in the cellar for two days, and on the second night she
told me to leave. A raid began in the village, so she had sent me to another village
beyond the forest – Bogachovka. She told me where good people lived. They were
the Tkachuk and the Pshennyi families. There I met with my sister and learned that
my mother and another sister with two kids were taken toward Domanevka, and
we never saw them again, they were killed. My sister and I ran away six times from
Ahmechetka. When we ran away the last time, we got into the home of Gorgun
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Abraham, whose wife and daughter hid a little boy, who was found in a glacier near
the school. They hid him for 8 days and when the raid and murder began, he was
found, and the Gorgun family – the mother, the daughter and the husband were
beat and thrown to lay amongst the sick with typhus. The mother and the daughter
survived, but Abraham became infected and died.
We were marched to Domanevka, starving, treated like cattle. In Domanevka
they put us to work, we carried stones and laid a pavement. From there, they took
us to Ahmechetka. There were mass shootings over a precipice, people were pushing each other in, and the machine gun went on and on. My sister and I fell under
the dead bodies. At night, when the killers left – we got out, we ran, we walked,
not knowing which way to go. We went to a small village of Kopani, knocked on a
door, and heard an answer: “Come in, the door is open". As soon as we entered, we
saw a riﬂe in the corner. The man saw our confusion and terror, and said: "Girls,
come on in, the riﬂe does not shoot by itself". He fed us, but before we had time to
talk, we heard swearwords near the house; the man’s colleagues came to call him
for work. He hid us under the bunks, and told them that he was sick, probably with
typhus, and they immediately left. He kept us till the next night, and then walked
us through the whole village under the barrel of his riﬂe, and moved us to another
location. There we were taken in by a woman, who sheltered us for a few days, and
then we went to the forest, because there was a raid in the village.
We’ve found ourselves in Bogdanovka, where we were severely beaten and
thrown into cages for pigs. Then we got to the village of Semihatki, once more for
forced labor, and we were there until March 28, 1944. One named Grigorenko was
in charge there. We are forever grateful to all the good people who saved us, risking
their lives.
This is a brieﬂy written recollection, if I had to write in detail, my whole life would
not be enough. People, especially the young, be kind to each other and read this, do
not forget us. And let our grandchildren read it as a legend, as a bad dream.
After the war, my sister and I with a few other former prisoners put up a monument to the killed and tortured at the former site of the village of Malaya Bogachevka, at our own expense. I go there every year to visit the tomb. God, please do not
let this happen again.
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Suher Anya
Memories, memories, memories... How many? How many
years have passed?
It was a long time ago. Bessarabia. On the bank of the
Dniester there is an ancient fortress, around it spread the city
of Soroca, a quiet, comfortable, very clean place, surrounded by orchards and vineyards, forests and a scenic descent
to the Bekirovski Bridge. And what springs there are here!
The water is cold, clean as a tear. The air is intoxicating. We
lived and worked along people of diﬀerent nationalities: Russian Moldovans, Jews,
Ukrainians, Gypsies and Bulgarians. Many called it a Jewish town. The large Jewish
community was noticeable and well respected. Among these respected people was
a young family: Boris and Lea Eksler, who in April 1936 had a baby girl. Relatives,
friends and acquaintances of the girl called her Enutsa, Nutsa, Nutsika. The young
parents were overjoyed.
Everything collapsed in a single day – June 22, 1941. My father and other men
of the family were drafted into the Red Army. Father served on the ferry across
the river Dniester, which held the evacuation of the city residents. On the bank of
the Dniester River, hundreds of people gathered: women, old people and children
– with knapsacks, bags with the most necessary items. There was screaming and
crying. Panic and chaos everywhere. People were inconsolable; they did not know
what to do. And in the sky appeared an enemy aircraft – bombs fell on the ground
and the crossing was destroyed. My worst childhood memory is the sight of the
huge bombers ﬂying over us and sowing death. Dad only had time to tell us to not
stay in the city, get out any way we can. And so the 4 women: my mother, her sisters
Lyuba and Dora Skupinski, my father's sister, Rosa, along with my cousin brother
Avrum Mogilner, an orphan, and me on a cart pulled by horses, left our hometown
in the direction of Rybnitsa. As we approached the Rybnik Bridge, soldiers took our
horses (horses were needed in the army in this situation). Crossing the bridge, bypassing Rybnitsa, we got to the "Der Stern" kolkhoz. It was a Jewish collective farm.
People did not believe that the fascists would pass the Dniester. An elderly couple
took us in, and we stayed here, with no time to evacuate. The Red Army was retreating through the village, among the soldiers was my mother's brother Moshe. The
encounter was unexpected. Uncle only had time to shout: "Save the child. Flee!"
But it was too late. The bombing started. I remember how we hid in the cellar, I still
remember the ﬁres and the bomb explosions.
And so we found ourselves in the occupation zone. We have suﬀered the fate of
millions of Jews: expelled from our village, and marched on foot to Domanevka,
Odessa region (ex. Nikolaev region.). The condemned were escorted by Romanian
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soldiers, and the policemen rode in the back of the column. The sick, the elderly,
the children could be put on a cart, but it was a death verdict: he policemen would
shoot them, as ballast. During daylight we would be marched from one point to
another, many died on the way from disease, hunger and tormenting thirst. Often
the guards would not let us drink water at the wells. We’d spent nights in dilapidated sheds without windows or doors, in barns; the locals would secretly bring us
whatever they could: a few potatoes, some raw beets, a piece of hominy. However,
the locals also had looters, who for a piece of hominy would strip the defenseless
Jews from coats, dresses or shoes.
At one night stop (I can’t remember the name of the village) they gathered all
the men, including my beloved cousin Avrum (he was only 15 years old), took them
to the outskirts of the village to dig a ditch, and then shot them all. Our way to
Domanevka was long – through Balta, Kodyma, Ananiev.
None of us knew what would happen to us in Domanevka. We got placed in
rooms; people were lying on the ﬂoor like sardines. And then something incredible
happened: on the territory of the ghetto my aunt Luba met our countryman Moishe
Shimilehis, who was there with his daughter Yentale (she was 10 years old). He
was appointed a brigadier. This meeting was of great importance for our family:
Shimilehis could know ahead if there was an execution planned. Often they would
sort people: the craftsmen and the professionals would be left in Domanevka, others would be gradually taken away to nowhere, or sent to other ghettos, mostly to
Karlovka, Bogdanovka, Ahmichetka. My mother was a seamstress – it saved us.
Life was very hard: cold, hunger, disease, lice and dirt. Mother would be very happy
when Yentale Shimilehis would bring us a cup of boiling water, to warm us up a little bit. This small, thin woman, who’d been constantly sick before the war, stoically
endured the hardships of life in the ghetto: she not only worked, but sometimes
secretly snuck out of the ghetto, to go to her clients for whom she sewed, and they
would oﬀer her some heat and food. Mom was also supported by a female doctor
from the hospital (unfortunately, I can’t remember her name), she was a member
of the underground. People were forced to work in deconstruction of dilapidated
houses, and in construction of the road. Our main tool was the stretcher. Even when
my mother's body was almost completely covered with boils, she went to work,
working in all weather conditions, otherwise – death. She was my protector, my
only hope and salvation. Fighting for life was hard, but we wanted to live – and we
stayed alive till we were freed.
What about other kids like me? We would submerge into our inner world. We
could not grasp the danger and the threat of death. Fear, cold and hunger would
not leave us. My frostbitten legs are a remainder for life. The life of a child, who has
seen the horrors of war, can’t be compared with the life of a child who only saw the
war on TV or in a movie theater.
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We’ve endured our full measure of sorrow. Only by caring about each other, by
keeping our faith and hope have we survived in these extremely diﬃcult conditions.
The Jewish ghettos in Transnistria revealed many truths, real and false friends
showed their true faces. The local residents witnessed the “cleaning” operations of
the Jewish ghetto. They saw young children, trying to escape from the gendarmes
and the policemen, they saw how a policeman named Kazakevitch beat my aunt
Luba mercilessly just because she’d asked for a little salt; they saw the rape of defenseless girls and young women. Kazakevitch was especially hateful and cruel to
the prisoners of the ghetto. He spared neither old men, nor women, nor children,
operating his whip, which he used to "talk" to the Jews. Many of the villagers sympathized with the Jews from the ghetto, shocked by the Nazis’ inhumane treatment
of prisoners. Risking their lives, they’d steal children from the ghetto, ferrying people to safety.
Mid-March 1944. Rumors increasingly spread in the ghetto, about the end of the
occupation. In panic, the Romanian troops are retreating; running away with them
is a group of policemen, those who have robbed, beat and murdered.
March 16, 1944 under the window our room stopped a young rider on a horse; he
jumped oﬀ to the ground. It was a Soviet spy, the ﬁrst messenger of joy: "Freedom!"
The Jews of the ghetto Domanevka were released. Former prisoners were afraid to
express their joy; the fear in which they lived for over 3 years was too great.
Where to now? Obviously, everyone wanted to go home. But we went to Krivoye
Ozero, and lived there for a few months, with a Jewish family, who were with us in
the ghetto, as in Moldova there was still was heavy ﬁghting at that time (Kishinev
was liberated on August 24, 1944). Only at the beginning of October we ﬁnally
went home. On the street where we lived before the war, not one house was left
standing. We had no apartment, no clothes, no plates or cups. But it was not important. We were alive, and that meant that we will live.
Despite diseases and hardships my mother lived till the age of 91 (today is her
birthday). It is of course, a great fortune that she was reunited with her husband
that returned from the labor front, that they have raised their only daughter, helped
her to pursue higher education and to create a lovely family. We could have stayed
in one of the ditches along the roads that we marched on to the ghetto, we could
have died of hunger or been shot in Domanevka, stay forever young (in 1944 mother was only 30 years old).
On the eve of the 60th anniversary of the Great Victory we, the former prisoners
of ghettos and concentration camps, are experiencing a sense of extraordinary joy,
as we have in March 1944 when released by the soldiers of the Red Army. And fate
has helped us to reach this glorious day.
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GHETTO ZHABOKRICH
In this ghetto 435 people were killed,
among them – 61 children.

Saltzman Michael
Prior to WWII our family lived in the town of Zhabokrich in
the Kryzhopolsky region, Ukraine.
In the evening, on July 23, 1941 the Germans entered
Zhabokrich. On July 27, 1941 the Germans left and the Romanians came. A day later, the Romanians had concentrated
all citizens of Jewish nationality in four cellars. Among these
people were Zhabokrich residents and refugees from Bessarabia. The execution began. There were terrible screams.
But the barbarians did not pay attention. The shooting lasted as long as two days.
Romanian soldiers walked through the little town and caught more Jews in the
streets, throwing them into the cellars and shooting. In the evening, at the end of
the second day of shooting, the Romanians took a day oﬀ, and people who miraculously survived, but were seriously injured, began to get out of the cellars from
under the corpses. Among the survivors was my cousin Hanna, who now lives in
Israel.
Our family escaped to Kryzhopol before the shooting. So we survived. Two weeks
after the execution our family returned to Zhabokrich. The house was looted. The
Romanians would not allow burying the dead, it was very hot, and the smell of
decomposing bodies ﬁlled the streets. In the town there was a paramedic named
Voskobojnik and he gave the order to start burying the corpses. There was a glacier
near the general store before the war, and after the execution they have used this
glacier for burying the dead. After the war, the surviving Jews made a tombstone at
this site, and since all the names of the killed are not known, this place is the biggest
mass grave.
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A month later, all the survivors were herded into the ghetto, surrounded with
barbed wire. Once a week we’d be released from the ghetto two hours so that we
can buy food from the local farmers. Every day the able-bodied adults and children
were taken from the ghetto to work. In the summer we worked in the ﬁelds, in the
winter we’d shovel snow on the roads.
In March 1944, the Red Army liberated us from occupation. We came out of the
ghetto and went back to our house. Gradually, life began to improve.
I take this opportunity to thank all the survivors of Zhabokrich who currently
reside in the United States, Israel, Germany and Australia for the collected funds to
build a memorial to the victims at the site of the mass graves. All former residents of
the town of Zhabokrich would like to express a special gratitude to Marat Vilshanitski and Gregory Shmulevich for their personal participation in the creation and
maintenance of the Memorial of the victims of fascism.

120

GHETTO ZHITOMIR

GHETTO ZHITOMIR
On July 9, 1941, the Germans occupied Zhitomir.
A ghetto was organized immediately. It was located
in the center of town and was surrounded by barbed
wire. Initially, it was possible to get out of the ghetto
freely, but then it became more and more restricted.
Mass executions began. There were about 35 thousand
people in the ghetto.
It was decided to eliminate all. The killing took place
near Dovzhik farm. Children were thrown alive into the
pit; the wounded were thrown together with the killed.
They killed about 20 thousand people.
The earth was still moving for a long time after the
shooting.
Zhitomir was liberated on December 31, 1943.

Leonid Grips
For many years, I’ve pushed away the memories associated
with the ﬁrst months of the war and the horrors I’ve witnessed, like a bad dream. But as I’ve started to write the ﬁrst
line, it is now necessary to try and write it all.
I was born in Zhitomir on November 5, 1936. My mother,
Grips (nee Kamenir) Tatiana (Gitl by birth) was born in
Zhitomir on November 15, 1913 in the family of a cabinetmaker Kamenir Avrum, a native Zhitomir resident. My dad,
Gregory Grips (Gersh), who was born in the town of Troyan (20 km from Zhitomir) on June 15, 1907 in a simple Jewish family, where he was the youngest of 14
children. My parents were married in February 1936 and lived in the same apartment with the parents of my mother in a small house, a former aide of the mansion
of a General of the tsarist army Minchenko. My parents' neighbors in the nearby
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houses were people of diﬀerent nationalities. All got along very amicably and all
respected my grandfather, a devout man, who could speak ﬂuently in several European languages, and who knew the manners and customs of people of other faiths.
My mother had a wonderful relationship with the children of the neighbors, her
peers. In 1941, father worked as a foreman in a car repair factory, and my mother –
as an accountant in one of the town organizations.
On June 23, 1941, my father volunteered to go to the front with conﬁdence in a
swift victory, and my mother stayed home with me and my sick grandmother. Circumstances were such, mainly because of the illness of my grandmother that we did
not have time to evacuate.
On July 9, 1941 the Germans were already in Zhytomyr. My grandmother, my
mother and I were registered, and we were ordered to move to the ghetto. It was
organized in the city center, enclosed by barbed wire. During the day you could go
to the city almost freely (but with an armband) to get food and supplies, as there
were rumors that all the Jews would be sent to Odessa by train, and from there – to
Palestine. This was presented as our salvation, as we were told that the Ukrainians were going to kill all the Jews. Our neighbors insisted that my mother and I
wouldn’t go there, but remain at home and wait for what would happen next. But
my mother always went to the wire fence with me – in there remained my immobilized grandmother.
After a few weeks the Jews were allowed to leave the ghetto less and less. At that
time a place for the executions was already chosen, and the Jews who dug pits in a
town suburb of Bohun, were the ﬁrst to be killed.
And then came the day when the decision was made to kill thousands of Jews. We
were already starving, the elderly were dying, the policemen would beat people in
the ghetto for no reason and started to rob and abuse people – they already knew
that our fate is sealed, and we are sentenced to die. They would hang innocents.
Mom would not let me look at the dangling feet and the blue tongues hanging
out.
But many people would approach the barbed wire and throw in food, bread;
some would look for their imprisoned friends. On the day when the people were
taken to be shot, I was with my mother outside the ghetto. She managed to persuade a policeman to release us into town to get the gold she’d allegedly concealed
in the house, but in fact she was going to look for medicine for my grandmother.
When we returned to the ghetto, we ran into two girls 12-14 years of age. They
managed to escape from the column of Jews led to the slaughter and got lost in
the crowd of people standing on the sidewalk. They were in tattered dresses, with
bloodied faces. One of them held a torn lock of hair in her hand, and her head was
covered in blood. My mother ran to search for my grandmother, but we were not
able to ﬁnd her. People who could walk were arrayed in columns and led out of the
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city, and the weak, the sick, the old were thrown into cars and taken away. When we
arrived in Bohun, it was almost dark. The distance from the city center to the place
of execution is 6-7 km. The whole road was guarded by Germans and policemen.
Long before the edge of the forest continuous gunﬁre could be heard. When my
mother and I were brought into the woods, it was immediately clear what to expect.
We’d be shot immediately for the slightest resistance or disobedience.
We came to the pits, waiting for our turn to be killed. My mother put me on her
back. Later she explained to me several times that the reasoning behind this was
that if they would kill me, she did not wish to live, and if she is killed, I should not
suﬀer alone. The location of the shooting was illuminated by car headlights. When
everyone around us began to fall dead, my mother jumped with me into the pit and
crushed me with his body, so I would not cry (a bullet scared my leg). More dead
bodies fell on top of us. When all or almost all was ﬁnished, we were covered with
dirt. It became quiet, no one was shooting and shouting, but there was the groan of
the dying wounded.
Mom, a very strong woman, dragged me out of the grave, and we crawled out of
the forest into the ﬁeld. All day we lay in the bushes in the swamp, while hearing
the Germans and the policemen continue to "work" in the forest, shooting people.
At night we went to the town of Troyanov, my father's hometown – in the hope
that it will be possible to hide there. We walked for two nights and we’ve spent the
day hiding in the bushes. In Troyanov there were no Jews left alive – they lay dead
in the tomb on the outskirts of town. People gave my mother some food for me
and she was advised to get to Zhitomir as soon as possible, where, it seemed it was
easier to hide.
A day later, in the evening (it was after curfew hour) we came to our neighbors.
Our house stood near the churches, in the so-called monastery garden, next to a
deep ravine overgrown with shrubs, and a cemetery. Our neighbors – the Mayer
family – could not believe we are alive. On order of the Nazi authorities, people
who gave shelter to Red Army commanders, political commissars and Jews were to
be shot or hanged. Our neighbors were well aware of this and nevertheless, took us
in, fed us, washed us, took care of my injured leg and let us hide in the attic. Anastasia and her husband were very afraid that we’d be discovered by the Minchenko
family, but other neighbors – the Pilecki – were told about us. The Mayer family
also hid partisans and another Jew named Kirshon, but I learned about it after the
war.
These were terrible days. We lived in the attic of the Pilecki house, in the basement of Anastasia Ivanovna, then would spend several days in a hen house in the
ravine. There were many henhouses and rabbitries in the area. As the days passed,
the Red Army was retreating further to the east – all the more dangerous it became
for our neighbors to hide us, and the food was scarce. And when the Germans oc-
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cupied Kiev, the neighbors decided that we should try to catch up with the front.
We found my mother's friend Alla Schwartz. Her father was a German, her mother
a Ukrainian, her husband – a military doctor, whom she divorced before the war.
It was a beautiful woman and a close friend of my mother’s. She knew people who
were able to forge my mother a passport – a passport that instead of: "Grips Gitl
Avrumovna" read: "Grepsunova Nina Andreevna", The passport was forged with
great craftsmanship, and in the repeated inspections by the Germans and the policemen it never caused the slightest suspicion.
There was still one problem. When I was a baby, my grandparents, without my
father’s permission, but with his tacit consent, had circumcised me. And so to conceal my Jewish nationality, I was dressed as a girl and forced to urinate like a girl. I
knew the prayer "Our Father ..". better than many present-day Christian believers;
my hair was long and light. I have never caused doubts among others that I was a
girl. The slightest mistake in my behavior would have cost lives. And "bad" habit
to urinate (excuse the frankness) in the above-mentioned manner haunted me till
I was in 3rd grade. Since then, I constantly suﬀer from frequent blinking in critical
situations (the frequency of the blinking matches the frequency of shots ﬁred at our
execution) and a scar on my right leg.
They gave me the name of Alla (in honor of Alla Schwartz, the organizer of
mother's fake passport), and we hit the road.
Mom was on foot, with me in her arms, and sometimes also on foot. Sometimes
peasants would give us a ride, sometimes – the Polizei (but my mom would only get
on a cart with one person), even the Germans would sometimes give us a ride. We
walked on back roads, as far as possible from the central roads, as far as possible
from the more or less large settlements, completely avoiding the railway stations.
Mom spoke Russian and Ukrainian, but self-preservation made her build her
speech in a way so that the words would not have the letter "r" – afraid that her pronunciation will give away her nationality. For a long time after the war her speech
did not contain words with the letter "r". My mother was an unusually intelligent,
observant, cautious, shrewd, unspoiled, physically strong, hardy, patient woman,
who would analyze any situation with lightning speed. She was afraid of nothing
and no one. Sleeping in the cellars, in haystacks, in the ﬁelds, already covered with
snow, she’d throw oﬀ her a mouse or a huge rat, and would not make a sound – it
could cost us our lives. She's loved the sun, even in old age she would not hide in
the shade; she’d had enough cold in her youth hiding in basements, woods, huts,
dugouts, trains. She remained scared of "the big water", and did not like to swim
or travel in boats and ships. Late in the autumn of 1941, when we were transported
across the Dnieper, I silently pointed to her to a riﬂe barrel peeking from a pile of.
It became clear that the carrier was a soldier, what side was he on was unknown,
and that alone – was extremely dangerous. 2 or 3 people waited for him on the left
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bank, it was the end of the day, and they were in a hurry to get back to the other
side.
We were released, after they talked about something among themselves and
checked my mother’s passport. When we were alone, and they set sail, we expected
shots to be ﬁred in our direction at any moment. We were already "experienced"
and did not stand up for long; we quickly dropped to the ground and crawled away
from the water. And suddenly we saw signs around: «Achtung! Minen! "-" Caution,
mines! ". We had to get out of there as fast as possible, but the beach was mined and
it was the cold of October or November. Mother pulled me closer, to keep my body
warm, sheltering me from the freezing wind, and thinking how to get out. We’ve
spent the night on the river bank, and in the morning we retraced the footsteps of
the people who sailed to the opposite shore, reached the country road, and once
again we were saved.
When we happened to spend the night in houses, people would usually give
something for my mother to give to me – a few potatoes, a slice of bacon, bread,
baked beets. My favorite place to sleep was the hay in the barn next to the cow. The
cows’ bodies would emit heat, we were well-hidden, and I could whisper with my
mother. And my mother would tell me for the thousandth time, what I have to say,
and what to do in a given situation.
I was scared when compassionate people would invite us to sleep above the brick
stove: if Germans or policemen broke into the house, the ﬁrst place they’d look
would be the attic, then the cellar, and then they’d kick out anyone sleeping above
the stove, and climb up there themselves to sleep. There were all sorts of people –
some wouldn’t let us in the house, while others threatened to call the police. They
were not the worst, at least they would warn us, there were those would let us in,
say "sit, relax", while they snuck out the door and run to the policeman. Mom
would usually enter a village in the thick twilight, and ask to stay the night only in
houses on the outskirts of the village, as close as possible to the forest or a grove,
so we could get away at any time. Once we would determine that someone had left
the house, my mother would immediately take me for a minute to the toilet, and we
would run to the ﬁeld, to the woods, away from this house and from this village.
There were many more kind, compassionate, decent people, and it helped us
a lot. There were people who were willing to let us stay at their homes, we would
gain strength for a day or two at the most, and continue further to the east. Neither
my mother nor I at that time had not been sick (it is only later, when I was in 4-5
grades, my leg joints hurt so bad that I could not walk or stand up from my chair
and was cured only when my dad took me to Odessa for two consecutive years to
be treated with mud). On the road, though my mother would feed me three times a
day, even a small piece of bread. It was normal for me to drink water from a puddle
or a swamp, the main thing was not shaking up the water so that dirt doesn’t rise,
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and I’ve learned to do it perfectly. The Germans poisoned the wells, and drinking
out of them was dangerous.
There were a lot of terrible events, but the most terrifying to me were the hanged
people, the decomposed corpses of cows and horses, and posters that sought for
"Yuda" – Jews. But the hunger, the cold, and the dirt were perceived as normal. To
spend a night awake in a grove or a haystack, or in a burned-out Soviet tank, and
listen, listen, listen in to the slightest whisper – that was normal.
At dawn, we were usually on our way. The Germans would not pay much attention to the lonesome poorly dressed woman with a girl in her arms. The real
danger were the Polizei. They saw a source of proﬁt in any stranger. But my mother
behaved wisely. She studied their habits and would not give reason for unnecessary
questioning, giving information in advance.
A terrifying incident occurred at a crossroads. It rained heavily. There were a lot
of cars, the Germans and the police. They were looking for escaped prisoners of
war and those who were found would be shot on the spot. A pile of corpses grew
very large. The policemen did the “work”, and the Germans sat in the trucks under
the tarp. When a policeman checked my mother's passport, a drop of water dripped
from the hood of his cloak and on the passport, right in the spot where the name
was written. He folded the passport and gave it to my mother, they took pity on us,
put us in a truck with the Germans, and took us to the next village, where I began to
ask to use the toilet. We were dropped oﬀ, the truck left – I was sitting there for too
long, having a “tummy ache”. And when my mother looked at her passport – she
was horriﬁed. The name was smeared. This was the last time my mother’s passport
was checked.
The ﬁrst time in my life that I saw my mother cry, was when we clearly heard the
roar of guns and realize that we’ve reached the front line. There were hardly any civilians, food was scarce, but there were a lot of soldiers, in the afternoon we’d sleep
in empty huts, and at night we’d move closer to the front.
It was later, after dozens of years, I, already a career oﬃcer and having seen a lot
in my life, when I realized how much self-control, courage, intelligence it took to
survive the deprivation of our wandering, to lose her own mother , to crawl out of
the grave, to ﬁnd the only true way through two front lines, through the mineﬁelds,
through the barbed wire, to ﬁnd the path to salvation, to life.
Our path went through Berdichev, Bielaya Tzerkov, Kremenchug, Kharkov. In
the district of Kharkov mother caught up with the front, crawling with me across
the front line near the railway station of Valuiki, where they took her for a fascist
spy and wanted to shoot her. Only when my mother showed them that I was a boy,
not a girl, they took some pity, but I was interrogated separately from mother for
a long time, whether she’s really my mother. The Soviet counterintelligence would
not believe her; they dragged her to the forefront so she shows them the path. Ac-
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cording to her story, spies were sent to the German occupied territory, and only
when they returned, we were sent to the evacuation center in Voronezh.
Before we got to Voronezh the Germans defeated our troops near Kharkov and
came near Voronezh. Mama did not wait, and got us to Astrakhan in supply trucks
and empty wagons. There were typhus and dysentery, piles of corpses at the transit
point. Mom and I escaped to Nemchepovolzhe. There she was, ragged, half-dead,
when at the post oﬃce, where my mother came to send a letter to Buguruslan in
search of my father, a military man recognized her as the wife of his cousin. Greipel,
my uncle Grisha saw my mother only once before the war, when he was in Troyanov on vacation and stayed with my parents. He was an oﬃcer in the Air Force.
Through Buguruslan we found the whereabouts of my father at the front.
We were back in the front line. We lived with the family of my uncle. He, his
wife, Rosa and their two children lived in a dugout. My uncle was serving in a ﬂying school, which once was in the rear, and has now become a front-line area. My
mother worked as a civilian in the military unit, and later got a certiﬁcate of participation in WWII and many awards. Father arrived for a week on a leave, and my
uncle, taking advantage of his position, transferred him to his unit. But dad said
that if he lived through the horrors of the ﬁrst year of the war, he’ll share of the fate
of his wartime comrades until the end.
He returned home in November 1945, alive and well, and died senselessly in
1973, in March, killed by a drunk driver. We buried mother on November 6, 1994.
She lived 9 days short to 81 years. Both are buried in Zhitomir. They lived a life
together in peace; never spoke aloud about the terrible war years, but very much
respected each other’s courage and perseverance, loyalty and devotion.
In 1944 we returned to Zhitomir, where I ﬁnished 10th grade and the Naval Aviation School. My coursework commander – a kind man – encouraged me to list my
nationality as "Russian". I did not go for it and I do not regret it to this day: though
it had cost me a lot in my career as an oﬃcer, yet my conscience stayed clean.
We were saved by noble people who risked their lives for us. They did this not
because of the material beneﬁts, but for reasons of conscience. We continued to
support each other after the war. They are no longer alive. Their descendants are
alive.
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GHETTO ZHMERINKA
In July 1941, the Germans occupied the town,
where there were about 1,200 Jews. All Jews were
ordered to wear distinguishing marks on the chest
and the arm.
In late October 1941, a large number of refugees from
Bukovina and Bessarabia were brought to Zhmerinka.
In November 1941, the ghetto was surrounded by
barbed wire. Workshops were organized: soap, leather,
nail, rope and more. There was a canteen for the
homeless, a hospital, and a hostel for the disabled. In the
ghetto, there were about 3,000 Jews.
In August 1942, 286 people were taken from the
ghetto, brought to Brailov and shot.
In March 1944, the ghetto was liberated.

Zeltser Semyon
The town of Zhmerynka has one of the largest railway stations in Ukraine. It’s located about 200 km from the capital
of Ukraine – Kiev. It is a small town, where until 1941 there
were about 5,000 Jews, representing approximately 18% of
the total population.
At the beginning of the war in 1941, many Jews were
evacuated, and 1,200 people were left. During the war, the
number of Jews increased, and in 1943 there were already
3,300 people. (The numbers are approximated roughly).
From the very ﬁrst days of the war the Germans bombed Zhitomir. In July 1941,
Zhmerinka was also bombed. Supporters of the Germans (there were, unfortunately, quite a lot of them), their agents, have managed to penetrate the local air
defense. When the German planes ﬂew bombing, our anti-aircraft guns were si-
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lent, and when our ﬁghters ﬂew – they opened ﬁre on them. There was even a case
where our anti-aircraft guns had shot down our own ﬁghter.
At the beginning of July 1941, Soviet troops left the city, and a few days later the
Germans occupied it without a ﬁght. The Germans marched triumphantly, rode on
motorcycles, in cars and armored vehicles through the city.
Even before the arrival of the Germans, in the ﬁrst days of the occupation, looting began. The Jews suﬀered most of all, robbed by the Germans and the Ukrainians.
When the Germans occupied Zhmerinka, a German commandant issued an order. According to this order:
1. A local police of Ukrainians was to be organized.
2. The looting of the Soviet organizations was banned, the robbery of Jews continued.
3. Concealment of Soviet oﬃcials, partisans, underground ﬁghters and Jews was
punishable by death.
4. All Jews were ordered to wear distinguishing marks on their chest, and on
their arm (the yellow Star of David on a white cloth).
5. The Jews were forbidden to go out in the evening, at night and in the morning
before 8 o’clock. It was forbidden to go to public places; markets, shops, etc.
6. The violation of any of these rules was punishable by death.
There were many more orders and appeals to the locals, which had the nature of
collaboration with the Germans. The looting of Jews by some locals, the Germans
and the police continued. The Ukrainian police would take special care to ensure
that all Jews wore the patches not only on the streets, but in the backyards and even
in homes. People would be beaten to death for violation.
A little later, on the orders of the German authorities, a council of Ukrainians
and a board of the Jewish community of local Jews were was formed. In early August 1941 all the Jews of the city were ordered to move to the quarter, adjacent to
the bazaar. It was a block of a few streets and alleys. Thus the Zhmerinka ghetto
was formed. At the end of August, the German administration began to transfer
their authority of Zhmerinka to the Romanian Gendarmerie, the head of which was
Ionescu. Thus, the town was included in Transnistria. The railway junction with the
station stayed in the hands of the Germans.
With Romanian rule the Jews now had to wear a bandage not on the left arm and
the chest, but a distinctive sign on the left side of the chest, a black circle with a sixpointed star of yellow cloth. At the end of October many exiles from Bukovina and
Bessarabia came to Zhmerinka. In November 1941, the ghetto was surrounded by
barbed wire, and one could only exit through the gate guarded by the police. Life
was getting worse and worse. The cold in 1941 began early. The cold, the hunger,
the endless looting had brought people to despair.
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Me and my cousin Yasha Zeltzer decided to go on foot to the town of Stanislavchik (8 km from Zhmerinka), where he lived before with his mother, and they
had a lot of potatoes remaining in the cellar of their house. Returning with the valuable cargo (as much potatoes as 2 teenagers could carry), at the entrance gate to the
ghetto we saw a dead man hanging on the barbed wire, and next to him a sign: "This
will be done to anyone who tries to enter the territory of the ghetto!" As I wrote
before, many exiles from Bessarabia and Bukovina came to Zhmerinka.
The head of the administration of the ghetto was a lawyer from Chernivtsi, Dr.
Gershman, who spoke Romanian, German, French, English and Russian.
Many believe that thanks to Dr. Gershman the Zhmerinka Jews survived. He and
the head of the gendarmerie Ionescu had both lived before the war in the city of
Chernivtsi, and Gershman the lawyer saved him from going to prison for bribery
on a fairly large scale.
Ionescu has not forgotten the favor. In addition, Gershman had good organizational skills. However, he was quite oppressive. People who did not carry out his
orders, risked to be beaten to death.
Thus, according to his instructions, the former chief of police (the ghetto had its
own police) was hanged, for complaining about Gershman to their gendarmerie. A
few days before that, he forced him to pass through the streets of the ghetto with a
sign on his chest that read: "I’m a Jew snitch”.
The mother of my future wife, Doni, was imprisoned by him only because, coming back exhausted from work, she failed to come to the community center and
register her return from work. My dad was beaten half to death, because returning
from work, he did not go through the gate, but through another place where the
wire was torn.
Contribution was imposed on the Jewish Ghetto. Regularly Ionescu would hand
down a list of required items. It had everything down to shoe polish. The community police went from house to house, collecting all there was. However it could not
continue for long. After the repeated robberies, the Jews had nothing more to give.
Then Dr. Gershman and Ionescu agreed on the following: opening workshops of
manufacturing and processing, giving the lion's share of the revenues to Ionescu
and leaving some for us.
And so workshops for soap, leather, nail, rope, soda water and others were organized. That part of the revenues, which remained in the ghetto, though shared
with Dr. Gershman, gave the opportunity to have a small soup kitchen, a hospital,
a home for the disabled.
Many people from places of total extermination, the orphans, the sick and the
disabled would come to the ghetto. Gershman wouldn’t take everyone in. Many
were not even allowed into the territory of the ghetto, some were sent away.
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With great diﬃculty we managed to persuade Dr. Gershman to take in my cousin
Sema Goferman, born in 1927, who miraculously survived after a mass shooting
in the town of Bar. He fell down into the pit before the shooting began. He has no
recollection of the night, but when he awoke, he crawled out of the pit, and with
another teenager got to Zhmerinka, traveling by night.
My cousin Mania Goferman miraculously survived as well, and with great difﬁculty also got to Zhmerinka. Sema worked on the railroad, he made ties with the
local underground organization and cut the brake lines between wagons. There
were cases of train wrecks, the Germans began to carefully monitor the workers and
caught two of them. After torturing them, the Germans gave them to the Romanian
gendarmerie, and they were shot at the gates of the ghetto. From Sema’s words, we
learned the details of the death of our relatives in Bar, where three of my mother’s
brothers lived with their big families.
My cousin Dunya was shot with her baby. On the way she threw the bundled
child in the rye. Noticing this, Ukrainian policemen came running with the dogs,
threw the baby in the air and began to shoot at it, and then the Germans tore the
child by the legs and threw it to the dogs. The mother, in front of whom it all happened, immediately turned gray and insane. One of my cousins, Etya, wanted to
hide at her brother's Ukrainian wife (the brother was at the front), but she wouldn’t
let her in. In despair, she went to die with everyone else.
About 7 km from Zhmerinka there is the small town of Brailov. In March 1942,
the Jews of the town were shot; as usual the Germans left alive some craftsmen,
who were shot later. About 300 people were saved in diﬀerent ways and reached
Zhmerinka. Dr. Gershman took pity on them and took them in. They were placed
among the locals.
Among the fugitives was Bronya, an elderly woman who made living by bartering at the market. For this purpose she’d buy a pass for 2 marks at the community
center. With this pass, you could exit the territory of the ghetto and walk only on
the path speciﬁed in the pass.
Once at the market Bronya was called by a familiar voice. "Oh, Paraska!" – Bronya was delighted to see her former neighbor from Brailov. Bronya told the neighbor, how she and many others were saved from death and got to Zhmerinka. Bronya
asked Paraska to take out some silver utensils from a hiding place in her house,
where she lived before in Brailov, sell them and share the revenue.
Paraska went back to Brailov and reported everything to the German authorities,
who sent an angry letter to commandant Ionescu’s oﬃce, demanding the immediate return of the fugitives.
All fugitives were summoned for a medical examination, which proved to be a
trap. They were held in a former incubator for several hours, and then they were
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driven out, lined up in convoy and marched to Brailov, where they were shot the
same day.
The screams, the moans, the prayers and the pleas to God could not drown out
the dogs barking, the shouts of the gendarmes and the policemen. They led to the
shooting women, who’d turn gray before their eyes, children and the elderly. Many
tore their clothes and hair in despair, many have gone mad. Only a few managed to
miraculously escape. Two children hid in the rafters of the building of the incubator. You imagine how thin they were, if they could go unnoticed behind the rafters.
One boy escaped from the convoy, as it passed along the Uritzky Street, and hid in
a chest with feathers in the yard of Ezri the Shoikhet (butcher).
In the early summer of 1943, almost a year after the hĳacking of Brailov Jews,
a mandatory attendance of all the inhabitants of the ghetto for re-registration was
declared.
In the morning, the whole ghetto was surrounded by Romanian gendarmes and
police. A group of gendarmes led by the Praetor Ionescu entered the ghetto. They
went from house to house, dragging everyone out to re-register, lining them up in
a column. The column slowly crept down Gorky Street to the intersection with the
Timiryazev Street.
There sitting at the table were Ionescu, Gershman, Teﬂer (Gershman’s deputy)
and the head of the Jewish police. While passing the table, people would raise their
identity card high above the head and shout their name. Whoever had documents
was recorded in one list, those who did not – in another. Some were lined up in a
column to the left, others – to the right, immediately surrounded by gendarmes.
We already knew how such activities would usually end, escape was impossible.
The atmosphere was terrible.
Suddenly a messenger on a motorcycle approached Ionescu at high speed. He
said something and handed him a telegram. He read it and showed to Dr. Gershman, who sighed with relief, smiled and told everyone to go home. People stood
in a daze and could not believe their ears, while the chief of police shouted into a
megaphone: "disperse!" In our minds, each of us has already said goodbye to life.
Before this incident, we have been collected a few times for medical examination
or to verify documents, or for re-registration, but, thank God, it all ended well. The
teenage Romanian King Mihai vigorously protested against the extermination of
Jews, but the Romanian Prime Minister Antonescu didn’t concider his opinions. In
regard to the Jews of Mogilev district, which included Zhmerynka, the order was
this: Jews live until they are able to contribute in physical labor and not sabotage
the orders of the Romanian administration; otherwise they face the fate of their fellows in South Transnistria.
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Zhmerinka ghetto Jews worked on sites that were in Romanian, German and
Ukrainian ownership. The work was hard, often accompanied by abuse, beatings
and murder.
For our work we sometimes received soup, rarely some food stamps. Working
in the Ukrainian institutions and the police was especially humiliating. Policemen
abused the Jews as much as they could. There was hard work on the restoration
of railway bridges. Many Jews worked on the railroad. Almost everyone worked,
including the young children. Small children were working on farms, for example,
assembling tracks for tanks. I remember one case. After a thorough check of the
assembly of crawler tracks, for each neglected track part boy would receive a whip
lash, and girls "mercifully" were forced to swallow the spare part. In short, the attitude towards the workers depended on where they were working. You’d be placed
to work duty under the order of the Board of the community, and woe to those who
was late or did not go to work. Dr. Gershman always walked around with a cane,
which was said to be completely full of gold.
His assistant Teﬂer was armed with a rubber truncheon, which often landed on
the backs and on the heads of ghetto inhabitants.
In January 1944, the Soviet tanks almost came to Zhmerinka (up to Sedovo), but
without infantry support, were forced to retreat.
The Romanians were ﬂeeing frantically, Gershman had ﬂed with them. Then all
of them were forced to return, and in February the Romanians handed over the rule
of the city to the Germans.
Many residents of the ghetto, who had Ukrainian friends, began to hide at their
houses till the arrival of the Soviet troops, and the rest hid in cellars, hidden rooms,
etc.
The state of the ghetto was terrifying. Imagine, if it’s possible to imagine, the
deserted streets and the empty houses – dead silence.
In the second decade of March, just days before the liberation, the Germans hung
posters around the city, ordering, under the threat of execution, for men of a certain
age are to come in the morning to the building of the German commandant's oﬃce,
opposite the former Lenin monument. Many thought they’d be taken to work, and
so they came. The Germans shot them all. The whole park was littered with corpses,
and after the arrival of the Soviet Army, 2 days later, people huddled weeping over
the dead bodies, trying to ﬁnd their loved ones.
In mid-March, the Germans decided to exterminate all of the Jews of the ghetto.
Ukrainian policemen were mobilized to dig trenches in the area of Penka. There all
the Jews were supposed to be shot. The rapid advance of the Soviet troops changed
the plans of the Germans, they had to get out quickly, and they shot the policemen
digging the trenches. So, thanks to the rapid advance of the Soviet army, and a
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great panic among the Germans, on March 18-20 Zhmerinka was liberated and the
inhabitants of the ghetto were saved, and I am a living witness of those events.
The 975 days of the ghetto life, if it can be called living, had ended. 975 days
and nights, that only animals in the guise of people could come up with, were left
behind. And ahead of us was a new life, the life of a Jew, which is a completely different story.
I could recall many more painful memories. God forbid, my dear readers, for
you, your children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren to go through what we
have gone through. I want you all to be alive and well, may troubles, sickness and
never haunt you, and may you dream only good dreams at night. Be lucky and successful, to our delight and in spite of all our enemies.
After the war I graduated from the 10th grade. In 1947 I went to study at the Kiev
Polytechnic Institute in the mining department and graduated in 1952.
On 26 July 1952 I married. My wife, Donya Zeltzer is a survivor of the Zhmerinka ghetto after the war she too ﬁnished 10 years of high school, and graduated from
the Vinnitsa Medical Institute. We have two children, a son and a daughter, four
granddaughters and one great-grandson. In 1999 we came to Israel. It is home to
our children, granddaughter and great-grandson.
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Lokshina (Dikaya) Rachel
I was born in May 1940 in the town of Zhmerinka, Vinnitsa
region, Ukraine, in a Jewish working-class family. When the
war broke out, my father was drafted into the army.
In June 1941, our city was occupied by the Germans. All
the Jews were herded into the ghetto, which was surrounded
by barbed wire, and could be only exited with a special permit. On the territory there was a prison and the gendarmerie
headquarters. I was in the ghetto with my mother and sister.
Mother was forced to work at the railroad station, and we were hungry and cold, it
was very scary, security was everywhere, watch dogs would howl. One dog chased
me, I fell and was injured, and the scar still remains. I grew up a sickly child; I used
to stutter for a long while. We were in the ghetto for almost 3 years, up to March
1944.
We’ve endured many hardships during that time, but continued to live in our
town, without resources, there was devastation everywhere, there was not housing. My father died at the front in 1942. My mother was left without support, her
parents also died in the ghetto in Brailov, Ukraine. I graduated from high school,
studied to be a seamstress in the vocational school in Odessa. This profession supported me and my family for many years. After my marriage, from 1961 to 1989 I
lived and worked in Riga. In 1989, my mother died of cancer. I immigrated with my
family to Israel in January of 1990, worked for many years. Now retired, I live with
my husband in the city of Ashdod.
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Mashket (Kilshtok) Eva
In early November 1941, a ghetto was established in Zhmerinka. Since then, the Jews of the ghetto turned into most
powerless and humiliated prisoners. To leave the ghetto, it
was necessary to obtain a special permit. Our family was in a
very diﬃcult situation, due to the fact that my father was at
the front, and we had no means of livelihood.
In order to survive, my mother went to work for the German company "Glek" and also for the company "Walter
Shihler". There she manually unloaded open platforms with sand, gravel, coal,
gravel. My mother worked very hard, but we still did not have enough even for
food. I was still a little girl, helping my mother however I could, as she had to take
care of my little sister and grandmother.
Even at that age I went to wash the ﬂoors in the Romanian institutions and carried water, for no pay.
In order to somehow feed the family, I had to go to the Russian territory to seek
help from families of my school friends, such as Slawinski and others. It was risky,
both for me and for those who helped. This is how Melamud the dentist and Lyulkin
the doctor were shot.
At the time of the organization of the ghetto Dr. Gershman, a native of Romania,
was appointed as head of the ghetto. He was among the 500 Jews relocated from
Romania. Even before the arrival of Gershman, Jewish police was created to bring
order to the ghetto. It consisted of: Ochakovsky – Chief of Police before the coming
of Gershman, Belikovetsky Matwey – Chief under Gershman. There were others:
Michael Adler, Buchbinder, Gluzman, who abused the ghetto prisoners nearly as
well as the Romanians.
In fear, hunger and cold, we were tormented until liberation day.
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Molotkovsky Aaron
I was born on November 8 1931 in the village of Kordelyovka, Kalinowski district, Vinnitsa region.
We were three children in the family: Sema – the oldest,
Gedalyi, and I. Our village, like many others in the Vinnytsia
region, had many lush fruit orchards. There were woods, a
sugar factory, a park, ponds, and a motor road connecting
Vinnitsa and Kiev passing through the village, which gave
the village importance in Ukraine.
My great-grandfather, grandfather and father were hereditary villagers, who
were well-known for their kindness and sympathy towards people not only by the
local villagers, but also by people in the entire area. Our family has always enjoyed
respect and goodwill of the people around.
Our ﬁrst ordeal was in 1939, when my father died, I had not yet turned 8 years
old, the eldest brother Sema was a student of the Kiev Military School of Communications, the middle brother began to work at the sugar factory, and my mother had
to work to support the family.
We learned about the beginning of the war that fateful morning of June 22, 1941.
German planes howling in the sky, bombs exploding that could be heard from the
military airﬁeld outside the village, shouting and panic among the neighbors – the
ﬁrst signs of the disaster approaching upon the peaceful innocent people. A few
days later the factory began to prepare for the evacuation of people and equipment
to the east, the lists of evacuees were being prepared in secret, and when we found
out about it – it was too late. My mother decided to ﬂee to the east on our own, but
my brother Gidaly enlisted voluntarily into the army, although he was not yet 18
years old. And so my mother and I were left alone. My big brother was in Kharkov
at the railway station, on his way to the military school. Later, we learned about his
death from severe wounds received in his ﬁrst ﬁght with the Nazis.
Mother bought a horse and a cart, took the most necessary items, and we, having joined the general ﬂow of refugees and retreating soldiers, went east in hope of
salvation. The old and the young, everyone who had any strength left, were trying
to get away from the impending plague, day and night.
Two days later, we were forced to stop our movement; rumors spread, that in all
settlements ahead of us the Germans have poisoned all the wells of drinking water,
and groups of Germans are shooting anyone who moves to the east. The roads were
ﬁlled with the exhausted and wounded retreating soldiers of the Red Army; panic
was all around.
I cannot remember the name of the settlement, where we stopped, it was still
in Vinnytsia region and, as it turned out, we’ve only traveled 25-30 km. We could
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clearly hear bombs exploding; the roar of the artillery, the ranks of the ﬂeeing to
the east became scarcer, and soon appeared the motorcyclists, the ﬁrst spies of the
enemy. On the streets of the village were tanks, vehicles with the Nazi soldiers. Foreign speech, laughter of the enemy soldiers, accompanied by shots from automatic
weapons – it all pointed to the fact that the enemy had occupied the village, and
all who could not escape were captured. Soon the enemy showed its brutal face.
Two days later, they hung out ads, which stated that all men and boys – Jews over
the age of 14 years – are required to arrive at a certain hour to the square near the
church. Failure to comply with the order of the German commandant is punishable
by death, same for those who try to hide Jewish men. In a short time a lot of people
gathered in the square, there were also peasants from the surrounding villages that
were brought by cars, something terrible was being prepared.
What went on in the square cannot be described, and even after many decades it
is still very painful to remember. God forbid that such a thing would never happen
again in the world. The duty of memory obliges me to tell future generations about
the atrocities of the Nazis, the things I had witnessed at the age of eight.
A lot of the clay was brought on carts to the square, broken glass was mixed with
clay, and then water was added to the whole mass. Jewish men and children were
stripped naked, arrayed in a line and made to march through a gauntlet of policemen armed with batons and gendarmes. The clay that the barefoot people stepped
on mixed with the blood of the exhausted Jewish people. With blows of batons and
riﬂe butts on the back and head the bloodied men were forced them to move forward faster and faster, and those who fell – were shot on the spot.
Some people present in the square fainted; not many could remain indiﬀerent.
Those who survived the humiliation at the square were shot at the end of the day on
the outskirts of the village. Machine-gun and single shots were heard for a while.
During what was happening at the square, mother grabbed my hand, quickly put
some food into a pouch, and ran into the ﬁeld in the hope of hiding in the wheat.
More people were running on our right and left. The gendarmes and policemen
raced in pursuit on motorcycles, shooting and killing all those who ﬂed. We fell and
lay face down to the ground, trying not to move. Luckily for us we weren’t noticed,
or if they have noticed – perhaps considered dead. We were lucky to stay alive. Late
into the night, we stayed in the ﬁeld; the high wheat hid us from the enemies. When
it became dark, we got up and walked away from the place where many hundreds
of people were shot. Some unknown force led us to our own home, in the hope that
salvation awaits us there. During the days we would hide in the woods and in the
ﬁelds, and at night we’d continue our way home. Sometimes, after exploring that
there is nothing suspicious around, I’d go to some house on the outskirts of a village, pretended to be an orphan, who ﬂed a bombed orphanage, and begged for a
little food from the peasants. Mother would watch my every move from afar.
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Exhausted, we ﬁnally came to our native village of Kordelyovka. Neighbors told
us that the Germans weren’t in the village, only the local policemen are in charge.
In the village live the families of a doctor, a tailor, a shoemaker, a barber, and other
professionals. In the district center of Kalinovka was created a ghetto for the Jews,
but there were no executions and abuse in Kalinovka, it was rumored that the military commandant there was sympathetic to Jews. Killing squads came repeatedly to
exterminate all the Jews, but the military commander would not give his permission. Some relative of the commandant was someone with particular inﬂuence in
Hitler's headquarters, so he enjoyed support from Berlin.
My mother and I remained in the village – in our own house. My brother Gidaly
returned home as well, after escaping from a siege, and a few days later, he returned to work in the sugar reﬁnery. They said that before the war the commandant
worked in Leningrad, so that’s why he was so friendly. It lasted until an order came
for the commandant to take a leave to travel to Berlin to see his family.
The very ﬁrst night the Jews were concentrated in one place and in the morning
the extermination was prepared. By this time all the ghettos in Ukraine have already been exterminated, Kalinovka was one of the last ones. The interpreter of the
previous commandant tried to run, he was hung upside down and while suspended,
they cut oﬀ his ears, nose, and gouged out his eyes, taking out on him their anger
for the many times the mass shootings were canceled by the former commandant.
We know of what happened in Kalinovka from a teenage girl who ran away from
there; her entire family was killed in the ghetto. I do not know the fate of this girl.
My mother sent a message to my brother in the factory that he must come home
urgently, and then we decided to escape at once, because they could come after
us any minute. We quickly prepared for the road, my brother said goodbye to us,
and went to his friend in a neighboring village of Gulivtsy. Years later we learned
that the friend gave my brother his certiﬁcate of birth. Based on this, he became a
Ukrainian, survived, was a partisan and fought on the battleﬁeld until the Day of
Victory over the enemy.
Mother decided to ask the headman of the local police for asylum, it was a family that my father repeatedly saved from starvation before the war. It was the right
decision, although very risky. The headman of the village (his name was Marusich) kept us a few days in his house, risking his family, but this could not last
long. Policemen of the district and Germans who came to the village often stayed at
the Marusich home. After some time, he sent us to another village to his relatives.
Again, we were forced to hide and get by on our own, sometimes staying overnight
with the relatives of Marusich. I was dressed as a girl, mother was pretending to be
a deaf-mute – it was made to somehow protect ourselves. One day we were invited
to the home of the relatives of Marusich and told that they can no longer risk their
family. It was very dangerous, many were caught, and those who hid Jews were
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shot. We were told that beyond Brailov, beyond the river Southern Bug, in Zhmerinka there is a ghetto for Jews, but no one will be killed, because the territory is
controlled by the Romanians that do not kill Jews. There was no alternative, and we
decided to go on foot in the direction of Zhmerinka, though there was about 3 days
to go. We took with us some food, and having joined the stream of people, going to
the market on their day oﬀ,
We headed out in the hope that God will save us, and we will reach the safe place
unharmed.
The passing years do their job, and many things are erased from memory, but
one episode I remember well. The sun was almost setting, there was a cold and dark
night ahead, we had no more strength to move on, and we decided to ask for shelter for the night in a house on the outskirts of the village, close to the forest. Only
I spoke because mother was "deaf and dumb" (she used to lisp). We’ve invented
a story that we're looking for my brother, who had escaped from captivity and is
hiding somewhere near the village. We learned from the hostess, that her husband
works in the police and, if we have the documents, we can wait for him and then
stay the night. Mom pretended to take oﬀense at the rudeness of the hostess to the
exhausted people, and decided to get away from this house at once (after all, we
might be arrested by a policeman). We left. A few minutes later we were called by
the husband’s voice, warning that ahead of us is the forest, and in the forest there
are bandits and partisans, but we kept walking away from the trouble. So once
again we have been saved from arrest.
Riding behind us was a cart on which sat men that were traveling to replace
shepherds grazing a herd of cows ahead. We were invited into the cart. Arriving at
the place we ate by the ﬁre and went to sleep in a tent. At night, one of the drunken
shepherds tried to rape my mother, but mother pressed me to her, and pushed the
shepherd away. At dawn, we ran away, when everyone around were still asleep.
After 3 days, we came to Brailov, where purely by chance we met a little girl, my
former classmate. The family of the girl –Kozyrski – moved to Brailov from Kordelyovka before the war. The girl’s name was Geltsya, she led us to the house of her
parents. The Kozyrski family were our friends, so they kindly invited us in, fed us,
allowed us to wash and change clothes. Then it was decided to transport us to Zhmerinka, where Jews lived and apparently nobody was being killed. A friend of the
family came to the house and agreed to show us the path where we could go across
the river to the side where the territory controlled by the Romanians. We learned
that the so-called border was not guarded during the changing of the guard, and at
this time one could cross the river ford unnoticed. This is how people from Brailov
would cross to Zhmerinka to engage in petty trade, to earn a livelihood. Our escort
walked a few meters away in front of us, every time she’d gesture to let us know
about an upcoming turn. On the opposite bank, near the place where we had to
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cross the river, there was some other village, whose inhabitants often took the road
along the river to the market in Zhmerinka. After crossing the river ford, we were
supposed to pretend to be the residents of this village and if met by Romanian soldiers, were to say hello in Romanian. Usually, the river was shallow at the junction,
but this time a dam burst, and I almost drowned. Someone's strong hands caught
me and dragged me out of the water and to the opposite bank. My mother and I
walked on the road in the direction Zhmerinka, and after a while we met a Romanian guard, walking to the border. Due to hot weather our clothes were already
dry; we greeted each other, and without arousing suspicion, proceeded further. On
the territory of the market, we saw people who had a bandage on their hand with
yellow six-pointed stars – they were Jews. As it turned out, people from the ghetto
could go to the market – passes were issued periodically.
Life went on, and no one in the ghetto was being executed. I, when no one noticed, went up to a Jewish woman, selling some household things, and told her that
my mother and I are also Jews who’d escaped from the German side. The woman
gathered her belongings and quickly led us through a disguised passage in a wire
fence of the ghetto. We were led into the premises of the Jewish committee; there
they have oﬀered my mother to undress the girl so we both are checked for lice and
infectious diseases. What a surprise it was, and what tears of pity followed, when
everyone saw that I was a boy, and admired the ingenuity of my mother. We were
checked, fed and dressed in clean clothes, and then settled in a house. We got a 10
days permission to stay in the ghetto, and then we had to leave the ghetto and go
out into the territory occupied by the Romanians, because the authorities acted on
order not to hide fugitives from the German side.
What luck! We were saved, and were among the Jews. Fate was gracious to us,
and we were in the ghetto until the liberation by the Red Army. Life in the ghetto
was very diﬃcult. Disease: typhoid, pneumonia and other infectious diseases –
would often put us on the brink of life and death. We had to ﬁght to survive. Mother
would sometimes get a job in a bakery; we worked with others cleaning the Road
station, carrying food for the paid workers. We had to be especially careful not to
tell anyone how we got to the ghetto, because at any moment we could be sent back
to where we came from. The main thing was that we have survived, and we waited
for the day we’d be released.
And this happy day has come, we have been saved, Ukraine was liberated from
the Nazis. The day came and we returned home to Kordelyovka, and a few months
later we learned that my older brother was killed, and the middle brother came back
after a while, wounded.
Our happiness was immense, that God gave us a second birth!
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Spivak Maria and Shtalman Sophia
All Jews were gathered in a designated area – the ghetto,
fenced with barbed wire. The ghetto had several outputs that
were guarded by German and Romanian soldiers.
The Jewish community board was organized, which was
engaged in sending people on forced labor and in keeping
the order in the ghetto. People would go to and from work
under the guard of German soldiers.
Our family consisted of seven people. My father, my older
sister and brother worked on very heavy road works. My mother and the two of us,
me and my younger sister Sonia, also worked at various jobs. We can never forget
one of the most terrible incidents: during the mass executions in Brailov ghetto
many children and adults ran to our ghetto to escape from death. After some time,
they were ordered to come to the community, and then they were taken under escort outside the ghetto and shot.
Another incident has to be mentioned. All residents of the ghetto were ordered
to report with their documents. When all were gathered, we were arrayed under
the escort of the Germans and taken outside the city to dig trenches, and we realized that it was our death. At this time, when we started digging the trench, Soviet
planes suddenly swooped down and bombed the site. German soldiers left us and
ran away, and the prisoners who were left alive after the bombing also ﬂed in all
directions, and so we survived and returned to the ghetto, and soon we were liberated by the Soviet troops.
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Tokmakova (Schatz) Maria
I was born on March 29, 1934 in the village of Krasilov of
the Khmelnitsky (former Kamenetz – Podolsk) district. I
was born in the family of a craftsman. My father, Pinchas
Schatz worked in a fur workshop, and then a fur factory,
sewing sheepskins in the town of Zhmerinka, Vinnitsa region. Mother, Dora Schatz, was a housewife. In 1939 father
was called up for training, he fought in the Finnish War, then
was called up to ﬁght against the Nazis and was killed at the
front. By the will of fate in May 1941I was visiting my father, as the war began.
In June 1941, my mother wanted to take me back, but there was no traﬃc toward
Zhmerinka, and the train which mother was traveling on was sent to Russia, the
Saratov region, where my mother stayed throughout the war.
My parents were divorced, and I sometimes lived with mom, and sometimes with
dad. So I found myself in the ghetto in the town of Zhmerynka, Vinnitsa region. I
was there from August 1941 to March 1944.
My father had a large second family, four children including me. Thus, I was
among strangers, an orphan. No one paid attention to me. I was always hungry and
cold, wandering through the ghetto, which was fenced from all sides with wire and
guarded by German soldiers and local policemen at the gate.
We lived in the house with 3 more families; all had a lot of children. We were
crowded into a single room. It was cramped, cold and hungry – no bread, no heat. I
was the oldest, 7 years and 4 months old. I would be sent to the Ukrainian territory,
tying a head scarf like a rural girl. I’d climb through the wire on the opposite side
of the central gate, go to the market and stand there with hands outstretched, begging. People would be merciful and often gave me a slice of bread, some potatoes,
or a single mark coin. Sometimes when the Germans or the police approached, a
Ukrainian woman would take me aside, so they wouldn’t ﬁnd out that I was Jewish.
I’d make my way back to the ghetto, put on my yellow star, and go home, where
children and adults were waiting for bread. They eagerly devoured whatever was in
the bag, and even the little kids nibbled on raw potatoes. This lasted for 3.5 years.
I lived unattended and wandering through the streets of the ghetto I saw a lot
of terrible, terrible things. Once I saw and heard the cries of girls (aged 15-16)
rounded up by Germans in helmets with horns, guns and dogs and taken outside
the territory. There was terrible screaming and crying, these women have not been
seen again, they did not return.
I want to tell you of some terrible incidents that I remember. One day I ran the
streets on the outskirts of the ghetto with a group of children of diﬀerent ages, and
suddenly we heard a moan from a collapsed house. It came from a man in the base-
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ment. We crept up to the window of the basement and saw a man with a broken
face, standing waist-deep in water, and his hands chained above his head. We were
frightened, we wanted to run away, but he begged us for a drink of water or even
a piece of bread. Some of the kids ran home and brought food. But it was impossible to feed him, and it was still scary. One of the older boys took a board, put the
food on it, jumped into the water and walked (the water came up to his chest), he
fed and watered the chained man as best he could. We went came back there for a
week, in secret from the adults (otherwise they would not let us), and supported the
man. I do not remember what he told us, what he asked for. But we were afraid to
be caught by the Germans or he policemen. One evening I heard one roommate say
that today in the square they shot a partisan who was chained in the basement.
... In the house where we lived, there was a family named Gitis, with four children. Their father was a barber. He wasn’t drafted due to poor health. One day a
policeman and a German came and took him away. In the evening he was brought
back beaten. His entire back was slashed by a ramrod (a ramrod is a rubber club,
with twisted barbed wire). With our little ﬁngers we pulled out jammed pieces of
wire from his skin. They beat him because he could not cut hair of the half-dead
people, beaten in the basement of the prison.
We have always lived in fear that the adults would be taken away and be beaten
or shot. Often by order of the headman Gershman we’d be gathered at the square (a
long wide street) with our belongings and documents. We would line up, guarded
by Germans with evil scary dogs. They’d make us stand for a long time, and then
order to go home. Later it became known that the Romanian authorities have not
given their consent to the execution of all the Jews of the ghetto.
... Near Zhmerinka there was a village of Brailovka, the Romanian authority did
not extend there, and we have seen how the Jews of the village were shot by the
Germans. I can still see the condemned walking before my eyes – the children, the
babies in the hands of older siblings, the women, the men and the seniors in Thales
thrown over the head, with books of prayers in their hands...
I could recall much more, there is a lot to say and tell. But this is impossible. It
hurts my head, and gives me a whining soul and heart ache...
After the war, in March 1945 I sought out my mom, and we went to Krasilov,
Khmelnitsky region, where I went to school I was 11. That's how I spent my "happy
childhood". At 22, I graduated from high school, at the age when others ﬁnish
college. Then I graduated from college, got married. I kept in touch with my halfbrother and sister.
I have a daughter and a granddaughter. For my daughter, I did everything that
she would never feel need and misery. We had no luxury, but we lived well. My
daughter graduated from medical school. She is a doctor.
I ask God for peace, prosperity, happiness and joy for our small country.
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Feldman Meir
I was born in 1929 in Zhmerynka, Vinnitsa region. In 1929
we moved to the village of Orynin, Kamenetz-Podolsk region (now Khmelnitsky region.). Orynin is located 20 km
west of Kamenetz-Podolsk.
My father, Moisey Feldman was born in 1903, my mother
– Esther Feldman was born in 1904. We were three brothers: Meir, Anatoly and Alexander. My childhood years were
spent in Orynin. We had the river Zbruch that skirted the
place so we lived on a peninsula, and bathed there in the summer. In the barn we
had cows; we also fed a pig for sale. My father worked on the farm, and as the eldest
son I’d prepare the cow food, pouring chaﬀ and rubbed beetroot, stir and feed the
cow, clean out the shed and take the waste to the dump in a wheelbarrow. I was a
good student, despite the fact that I was occupied by household chores. Before the
war of 1941-1945, I had many friends: Blom Tolia, Tolia Kraydman, Kleiner Joseph
Leiser (do not remember the name), Gitler Kosya, Kuperman Nunia, Lola Kramer
(from 1939 he studied music in Odessa with Stolyarsky) Groyser Rachel, Rekhtman
Olya, Fejga Kuper and others. All of my friends and classmates were killed by the
German Nazis and the Ukrainian policemen, none of my friends and classmates
survived.
The town (shteytl) of Orynin was mostly Jewish; on the edge of the woods near
the river lived some Ukrainians. Before the war, I graduated from 6 grades of high
school. In December 1940, the management of the school gave me a ticket for
a one month stay in a children's health resort in Kuyava, Yarmolinetski district,
Kamenets-Podolsky area.
On the ﬁrst day of the war my father was enlisted in the army, all were the drafted
men were gathered in our woods. Father fell ill with malaria, and was placed in the
hospital.
On July 3, 1941 we left Orynin, and traveled on country roads that bypass the
cities that were being bombed. We passed the settlements of: Dunaevcy, New Ushytsya, Yaltushkov, Bor. At Bor station we got on open railroad cars and rode for 15
km, then came under bombing at the railway of Mateynovo station, and barely got
to the large railway junction of Zhmerinka. We arrived in Zhmerinka on June 7,
1941, and disembarked at the railroad tracks near the locomotive depot.
At the station, my father met a girl named Mina Sternberg, who invited us to
spend the night with her family. Yacov Sternberg, his wife Etya and their children
Mina, Paulina, David and Firochka have taken us in, and we have decided to evacuate with them.
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On July 12 father appeared at the Zhmerinka draft board and was drafted into
the army. My mother, I and two other younger brothers remained in Zhmerinka. On
July 17 the Germans occupied Zhmerinka.
LIFE IN THE OCCUPIED TERRITORY
From the very ﬁrst days the Jews were forced to work. Washing cars and motorcycles, cleaning premises, occupied by the Germans for their own organizations
and institutions of governance. A few days later the city commandant was founded.
During the retreat the Soviet troops blew up a railway bridge that led to Vapnyarka
and Odessa. Jews were taken to the construction of the bridge, people carried heavy
stones on the mound of 15 meters high, the heavy stones would make people trip,
the rocks would fall on the heads of the people working at the bottom, killing them.
A few days after the occupation, the Germans shot two Jews by the names of Barash
and Kolesnik. Since the beginning of the occupation a Jewish community board
was established, which organized the setting of people to work and the reparations
payment to the Germans. The Chairman of the community was a man by the name
of Yukelis. Since in the ﬁrst days of the occupation people did not have money,
meaning the German marks, people began to exchange items for food from the
peasants of the nearby villages. They’d change food for salt, soap, kitchen utensils,
clothes, and other items. The Ukrainian police was established, there was an announcement which read: "All the Jews, men and women, are to wear a white armband on the sleeves, and in the middle there should be drawn in blue a six-pointed
Star of David, Magen David (Shield of David) "– later we were instructed to wear a
yellow six-pointed star on the chest.
In October and November of 1941 some streets were allocated for the transfer of
the Jewish residents to the ghetto. The streets allocated for the Jewish ghetto were
surrounded by posts and barbed wire around the perimeter, the signs read "Juden
ghetto", entering and exiting the ghetto was prohibited.
Many Jews that were expelled from Bessarabia and Bukovina arrived in Zhmerinka and were resettled in the ghetto, several families in each apartment. Over
time new leadership of the Jewish community was created, headed by a former ofﬁcer of the Romanian army, whose name was Dr. Gershman. Dr. Gershman was a
strict man and he demanded observance of discipline. For violation of discipline,
for simulation, people were punished by 25 ﬂoggings, the beating would be done
with rubber whips on the back, the signs of the beating s would remain for a long
time. Members of the community board were Yukelis, Polyak, Tefner, Buchbinder,
Belikovetsky. A Jewish police was established, headed by Belikovetski.
No one could go out from the ghetto without a special permit. To go to the market, it was necessary to pay a certain sum of money for 1 hour. It was very diﬃcult
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to live in the ghetto for our family. Firstly, we were outsiders in Zhmerinka, we arrived during the war, with no local friends and relatives.
The ghetto had a bath house, workshops for the production of soap and beverages, a pharmacy, a small hospital in the former hall of culture, a school was opened,
I studied there for about 2 months, then dropped out of school due to our diﬃcult
ﬁnancial situation.
Whatever we’ve brought along, that was of any value, was exchanged for food.
We began to starve, left with no money and no clothes and shoes. We began to swell
from hunger, my mother was left with three children, my youngest brother was 2
years old. She started working in washing ﬂoors, the pay was meager, then she’d go
to the people who baked bread for sale, and knead the dough for a piece of bread.
I, as the oldest, left school, went to saw and chop wood, and I too began to earn.
Then, in 1942, I was hired by the tanner, I carried water in buckets (for tanning
you need a lot of water), and then I cleaned the skins, beating the hairs down from
the skins, the stench was unbearable, it was work in hazardous conditions. For this
work I was paid 30 marks a month with no days oﬀ. For 30 marks, I was able to
buy 15 loaves of bread. Mother earned some, and I earned some, so we have ceased
to starve. Once a day, we got lunch in the soup kitchen for the poor. Workshops
manufacturing leather and shoes were established. Sometimes the poor were given
shoes. The clothes I had were made from my father's underwear, my mother made
it into a pair of pants and a shirt, dyed them black, and I wore this suit.
In 1943 they started to take me for forced labor. First I cleaned the trash on
the roads, and then unloaded diﬀerent goods and products from train cars. Then
I unloaded coal from wagons. loaded the coal in trolleys, pushed to the overpass,
poured the coal into the dipper, lift it up and spilled coal in the tender of the locomotive. I worked in two shifts. From 7 am to 3 pm was the ﬁrst shift, the second
shift worked from 3 to 12 at night.
Since Zhmerinka is a major railway junction it needed a huge labor force, so people would not be sent away from Zhmerinka, but only worked on site. There were
many cases of killings at work. The Germans would beat the Jews at work and ask,
"Why are you a Jew?" In the ghetto there were doctors Lyulkin, Drobner, Lapsker
Yevsei and his wife, Esther, nurse Zeifman, Matz and others, who helped the sick.
In the ghetto there were a leather workshop, a shoe workshop and a soap factory.
The soap ensured that there would be no typhus in the ghetto. A special commission went checking each home, ordering to kill insects – the carriers of typhoid.
The ghetto had a bath house.
There was an underground group working against the Nazis. Arik Hefter was
imprisoned and executed in prison in Tiraspol. Max Farber was released from prison.
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LIBERATION. POSTWAR PERIOD.
On 18-20 of March 1944 Zhmerinka and the large railway junction were liberated from the Nazi invaders. The ghetto fences were taken oﬀ; the barbed wire
was rolled up and discarded. The people cheered, happy to be liberated, they could
see the German and the Vlasov – Nazi henchmen prisoners, being taken into the
Sidovsky woods to be shot. I saw how Germans were being smoked out with shrapnel shells from the school building, ﬁghting the railroad station still continued.
People began to feel free, going to places where for more than two years they
were not allowed to go. After 2 months, on 20 May 1944 the Germans launched
massive air raids, they bombed the city and the railroad. The bombings continued
until August 5, 1944
On September 1, 1944 I joined a leather factory as a worker. Till January 1, 1964
I worked as a foreman at a fur dyeing factory. In 1971 I graduated from Kazan College of Light Industry. I quit my job in 1989 due to retirement.
After the war from July 1 to July 10, 1945, I took a vacation from work and went
with my mother to Orynin. We arrived in Kamenets-Podolsky, the city was devastated, and the old town was completely destroyed, it was terrible to see. In the
evening we arrived at Orynin, 80% of homes were completely destroyed, including
our home.
The entire sidewalk was paved with stones removed from the cemetery tombs.
I began to read the names of the dead, it was horrifying. My father did not return
from the war, and we decided to stay and live in Zhmerinka.
During August – September of 1942 all the Jews of the town Orynin were killed.
Only one Jew survived, a man named Goldfarb, who was hiding in a Ukrainian
house. None of my friends and classmates survived. Many evacuated, but returned
back home after a couple of days, and were killed.
In 1980, my mother and brothers left for the United States. In 1984 my mother
died. My brothers and their wives got jobs and live in Brooklyn.
In 1956 I got married. My wife is Elizabeta Feldman. In 1957 our son Ilya was
born. In January 1980, he married. His wife’s name is Rosalia Feldman.
On November 18, 1990 my wife and I, our son with his wife and three grandchildren came to Israel for permanent residence. On December 18, 1995 my wife died.
My son graduated from programming school and works in Tel Aviv. My daughter in
law works as a pharmacist in Ashdod. My grandson served in the Israeli army, my
two other grandchildren, the twins, are in school in the 10th grade.
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Shleyfman Michael
I was born in 1927. Before the war I lived in the town of Vinnitsa with my mother and my younger sister. My father died
in 1938. I was 14 years old, and my sister was four. In the
second half of July 1941, German troops entered the city. My
ﬁrst acquaintance with the Germans happened the next day,
when I went to look at them. Passing the German cars, I got
hit on the arm by a riding-crop of a German oﬃcer.
The Judenrat was created, which directed the work of
Jews. All Jews were obliged to wear the yellow Star of David. The ﬁrst mass campaign to exterminate the Jews took place on Friday, September 19, 1941. Jews were
taken from their homes and on the streets, and taken away to be shot. They were
shot in Pyatnichansky forest, on the outskirts of the city. My mother's brother, who
was going to work, was shot that day. Now in the place where the Jews were executed, there are three mass graves.
At the end of 1941 we were evicted from our apartment and settled in one apartment with several other families. On April 16, 1942 all of the city's Jews were herded into the stadium. Many, including children, were marched to the Pyatnichansky
forest, where they were shot. This was committed by the Germans, the Ukrainian
police, and a team of Lithuanians, who were brought from Lithuania. The place of
this execution has two mass graves. In one of them are children.
From the stadium I was taken with a group of men who were chosen to work. We
were loaded into a car and taken to Zhytomyr. There was a fenced two-storey building, which housed Jews from diﬀerent places. We were put in this building.
The elder was a Polish Jew who tormented us more than the Germans. They
forced us to disassemble houses that once belonged to Jews. I stayed in the area for
a few days and then ran away and walked 120 km to Vinnitsa. I came to the district
center of Kalinovka, and then boarded a narrow-gauge train. Halfway between Kalinovka and Vinnitsa they’ve built Hitler's headquarters. I did not know that. My
intuition saved me. I skipped this place on the train.
In Vinnitza, I learned that all the Jews were shot. I went to my mother’s friend,
who was a student in a medical school with my mother. Mother left there some
things and documents. She told me that she received a note from my mother, and
that she is in Letichev, Khmelnitsky region. Letichev is located 70 km from Vinnitsa. I walked there for 2 days. On the outskirts of Letichev there was a forge and the
house of the smith, a Jew. He said that in Letichev there is a ghetto, and explained
how to get there. At night, I snuck in under the wire. There I learned that no one
was brought to this ghetto. I left the same night and went back to Vinnitsa. I realized that this woman just wanted to get rid of me.
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In Vinnitza I slept in attics, empty houses in ruins, gradually getting used to a
homeless life. Then I joined a company of homeless kids. At ﬁrst I had some money
that my mother shared between us. Then I had to get by. With the boys, I traveled
by train from Kazatin to Odessa. I learned to cross the border between the Germans
and Romanians.
In Zhmerinka there was a ghetto. I went to the ghetto, and stayed there for a
week, but knowing that the Germans might kill oﬀ all the Jews any day, I decided to
leave. During the occupation I lived in Vinnytsia, Kazatin, Zhmerinka, Odessa, Slobodka, Kotovsk and many other places. Several times I was detained. Twice I was
arrested by the Gestapo, several times by the Ukrainian police and the Romanian
Gendarmerie. Twice I was checked if I’m circumcised. My circumcision was done
by my grandfather’s brother. Apparently, he didn’t do a good job, and I was able to
deceive them. It saved my life. In my book of fate it was written that I am to live. I
was lucky.
It is very uncomfortable to write about those experiences that are painful to remember. It could be a whole book.
I can add that in Zhytomyr there was the father of one of my friends. When I
returned to Vinnitsa in a couple of months, I met his son and told him where his
father was. He and I went to Zhitomir. We came to a place where Jews were kept.
There was nobody. They were all shot. My mother's cousin was also in this camp, he
was also killed. From Zhitomir we returned to Vinnitsa. This boy, who was traveling
with me, was also later killed.
For two years, from April 1942 to March 1944, I had to go through a lot; I had
to travel a lot. I traveled all over the Odessa and the Vinnitsa region. These were
diﬃcult years, but I believed that the Germans will be defeated, believed in victory.
And in March 1944, the Red Army liberated us. I returned to the city of Vinnitsa.
Our neighbors returned from evacuation, and I lived with them. In July 1944, I met
my relative, and he took me in. I lived with them till I was drafted.
In the army, I enrolled in a military school, from which I graduated in 1951. In
the army I ﬁnished 10 classes and enrolled in the Polytechnic Institute, from which
I graduated in 1968. I retired from the army in 1962. I worked as an engineer at a
plant.
I have two daughters, two granddaughters and two grandchildren. I’m currently
living with my wife in Ashdod. We came to Israel in 1990.
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Melsky Alexander
I was born in 1937 in the town of Ilintsy, Vinnytsia region, in
a family of public servants.
In 1941, when the war broke out, my father went to the
front. We: my mother, my sister, my mother's sister and my
grandmother stayed in the occupied Ilintsy.
In 1941 they organized the ghetto, we were among the
ﬁrst to be put there. 3-4 families lived in one apartment. We
lived with two other families.
The ghetto was on the bank of the river, each day, the police and the Germans
took people to work: cleaning the streets and working in the ﬁelds, and in the winter – to shovel snow. One morning they seized 42 men and forced them to dig pits
near the forest, and 2 days later they dug a big hole separately, where they were
shot. It was our ﬁrst "baptism" in the ghetto. Panic erupted, people searched for
hiding places. One day, my mother woke up at 4 o'clock in the morning and saw
armed Germans in the window. Mom immediately woke up aunt Raya, and then it
was decided to hide in the cellar. Raya said that she could not get into the hiding
space, as her little children will weep and give us all away. We got into the basement,
10-15 people. Aunt Raya put a locker with the dishes at the entrance. My mom laid
by the locker. She heard how they came into the house and told aunt Raya to get
ready. She said that her husband is Russian, but they insisted. My mother heard the
children crying as her saying goodbye, and taken away. Later people told me that
her youngest child was snatched from her hands by the policeman and thrown alive
into the pit. Many people were shot on that fateful day.
After that, those that remained in the ghetto scattered in the nearby villages. My
family and I went to the village of Nemanka. My mother left me with a farmer by
the name of Muravskiy. She gave him a leather coat. I do not remember how long
have I stayed there, but after the getting drunk he kicked me out into the frost, and
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left me half-naked on the street. I went from house to house, and no one would let
me in. I sat on a rock and had begun to freeze to death. At this time, one man saw
me and took me to his home. He had no family, and he let me stay.
After a while my mother, sister and aunt came along, and it was necessary to dig
a hole under the stove. We climbed in there and sat there for 13 months.
One day this man came and said that my grandmother was killed, she was extradited by the owner of the place where she was hiding. The policemen tortured her,
so she’d tell where we were hiding, she knew, but she said nothing. They tied her
legs with wire and dragged her till early morning. She died, telling them nothing.
This is but a small part of what I’ve experienced. To describe everything I’d have
to write a book. It's all very hard to remember and describe.
In 1944, after the liberation we returned to Ilintsy, people lived in dilapidated
houses. We settled into our pre-war apartment, naked and barefoot. I went to the
ﬁrst grade.
We received notice of the death of my father. My mother worked and brought the
two of us on her own. In1954 I graduated from high school and went to work as a
carpenter apprentice. In 1962, I enrolled in a correspondence college and in 1967
I graduated.
I worked as a chief of a site in Moldova, and in 1991 immigrated to the State of
Israel, where I live to this day.
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Stelmaher (Gelerman) Sarah
Before the war, I lived with my parents and brother in the
village of Paladya and when the war started, we have left
everything and went to Brichany, where my grandparents
lived. When the Germans came, they gathered all the Jews
and marched us to Ukraine, my grandfather could not walk
– he was 96 years old, and he was shot.
When we came to Sekuryany with us were my grandmother, my mother's sister and her husband with two children. In Sekuryany grandmother died, and then my sister's husband died also. We
were marched on to the Dniester. We were kept for 3 days on the shore until they
built a pontoon bridge and ferry us across the Dniester.
We walked to Zhmerinka. Here we were for a few days, hungry and exhausted;
then we were divided into groups and marched further into the village of Katsmazov. We settled in the barracks in which we lived in summer or winter. It was cold,
there were no heating stoves. We began to build stoves; in each room there were 4
families; we insulated the walls with clay.
There was nothing to eat, people were dying of hunger, we were not allowed into
the village, but if we snuck in, people would feed us, and that was what we lived on.
Next to us was a potato ﬁeld where the potatoes were already harvested. We dug
out tiny potatoes out from the snow and ate them frozen. Many died when we came
to Katsmazov.
In 1944, in the month of March, the Soviet troops arrived and liberated us, but
we were so frightened and sick, they we couldn’t believe that we were free. A week
later, we were sent home, but my parents did not go to Brichany, but returned to the
village where we were born.
In 1991, we came to Israel.
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In the ghetto, there were about 5,000 people.
During the period of 1942-1942 2808 people
were killed in the ghetto. The ghetto was liberated
in March of 1944.

Ackerman Moisey
I was born in the village of Klishkovtsy, Khotyn district,
where lived about 150 families of Jews. All kept the Jewish
traditions.
By the beginning of the war I was 3 years old. I don’t have
many memories of that early childhood; the majority come
from the stories of my mother, which I remember vividly.
At the beginning of the war my father and his brother were
taken to the army. Father went missing, his brother reached
Hungary. Both have not returned. When the Soviets withdrew, the German and the
Romanian troops entered the village, expelled all Jews from their homes, gathering
them in a large meadow. Anything of value that they had, was brutally taken away.
And we were herded somewhere, like cattle, for a long time. Whoever didn’t
have the strength to go on was killed on the road. I don’t remember, when we were
taken – in the autumn or in the early winter.
Some children were put on carts. Mom ran after the cart so not to lose me. The
cart capsized on thin ice, and I found myself in the icy water. We broke away, went
into the thicket, one woman took us in, fed us, but in the morning she asked us to
leave. I was sick and carried by my mother. We joined another group. Under police
escort we walked for a long time, some, exhausted, left their children on the road.
Eventually we’ve arrived inVinnitsa region, the town of Kopaygorod. My mother
and aunt were ill with typhus; they were almost shot in a group of ten people. We
had to go on living, and my mother, to get food, became a fortune teller.
In 1944 we returned home, everything in the house was destroyed.

154

Belenky Ilya
I was born on February 23, 1940 in the town of Kopaygorod,
Vinnitsa region USSR in a working class family. My father
was Belenky David Ben Gersh, and my mother, Belenkaya
(maiden name Kilimnik) Sonya was a housewife. I was the
fourth son, my sister was born in 1949. My older brother
Michael, born in1934, is living in the United States with
his children. Aaron, born in 1937, died in 1999 in the city
of Hadera, Israel. Simon, born in 1938, lives in the city of
Akko, Israel. Our father died in 1992 and is buried in Akko; our mother died in
1995 and was buried there as well.
Shortly before her death, my mother decided to tell me about the period of our life
from the beginning of World War II until the return of my father from the war. Somewhere at the end of August 1941 a month after my father was called to active duty,
the German army appeared in Kopaygorod. Our family lived in a rented apartment
of Hoskel the shoemaker. In Kopaygorod also lived in a very large extended family
of my father, at least 10 families with the surname of Belenky, and others related by
family ties. Despite such a large kin, my mother was left alone with four small children without any support, not including the assistance of her younger sister’s husband Gitsilevich Mikhail, according to my mother, he was left to work in the rear.
After some time, perhaps a month, in September-October of 1941, the Germans,
supported by local policemen gathered all the people of Kopaygorod and marched
them to the Kopay station. In the woods adjacent to the station, a camp was established, fenced from all sides, guarded by Germans and policemen. As autumn
came, the weather became rainy, the night got cold. Adults began to build huts
using whatever they could ﬁnd. We were left without clothes and food, and this led
mother to despair. The chowder, which was distributed to the prisoners, was more
suitable for pigs, and would lead to a variety of diseases.
But the world is not without good people. The rumor that the Germans rounded
up all the Jews of Kopaygorod and their fate is unknown, reached the local Orthodox priest. The village where the priest lived was about 5-6 kilometers from the
station. We are forever grateful to him and to all who weren’t afraid to collect food
and clothing. The station employees told the priest, that the Jews will be sent to the
mines. The Germans were organizing thoroughly; it was obvious that the camp was
long term.
Slush, cold, ﬁrst snow without ﬁre and warm clothes – the inhabitants of the
camp were desperate. This went on till January of 1941. Then the Germans decided
to send everyone back to Kopaygorod and create a ghetto there. This news quickly
spread among the inmates of the camp and the local community.
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My father’s relatives wouldn’t take our family in, because of lack of food and
shelter. Uncle Misha Gitsilevich found out about it, and asked a local man named
Leshchuk (according to my mother, he was an underground activist) together with
the priest to secretly sneak our family out of the camp and to the village of Luchinets to my mother’s relatives.
The details of this operation, according to mother, were worthy of respect. A
recess was prepared, through which mother was to crawl under the fence with each
of the children, and then go back for the next, until we all found ourselves on the
other side. Leshchuk stood at a distance behind a tree, to help in case of failure. But
God was merciful to us, and all of us got to the other side of the fence.
Leshchuk saw that we hesitated, not knowing where to go, went out from behind the tree and mimed to follow him, my mother took the small children in her
arms and older ones, holding the hem of her dress, we walked behind Leshchuk,
who walked at a distance, having the ability to browse the path up to a cart drawn
by horses, where instead of a driver sat the priest who helped the prisoners of the
camp. My mother was overjoyed when the priest put us all on the cart with straw
and gave us boiled potatoes in their skins and pieces of bread. With this pure joy
in our hands, we fell asleep. we were covered with straw and it was warm, we slept
more than half the way, which was the priest was very happy about, as we drove
through places occupied by the Germans or the policemen. We drove a great distance. My mother later told me that they would exit roads on which the troops were
moving, and continued their journey on unfamiliar roads only during the day, to
avoid a clash with the hostile henchmen of the Germans. In the evening we arrived
to the house of my grandmother Meni Dorfman and my adoptive grandfather Ashleyb Dorfman, the tailor. When my grandmother saw the carriage that my mother
jumped out of, the ﬁrst thing she asked was: "Where are the children?" – And began
to cry from fear of loss. But the priest smiled in his beard and raised the straw, and
there we lied embraced, looking at the light and the happy faces around us.
After the war, my father and the whole family would meet with our savior, we’ve
kept in touch with him for a long time. Leshchuk was shot in 1943 after someone
ratted on him. Thus ended the ﬁrst part – the beginning of the war and our liberation from the temporary concentration camp in Kopay station, and waiting ahead
was the uncertainty of the Luchinets ghetto.
At the center of the village of Luchinets was a square, with houses around it, all
inhabited by Jews. The sister of my grandmother lived there. Because they were
afraid for us, it was decided to dig a hole in the basement and hide there from
unwanted guests in case of need. This shelter came especially handy at ﬁrst, because we did not know anyone. At this time Luchinets, including the ghetto, was
under the supervision of the Romanian troops. Having many local relatives, my
mother was considered local, and thanks to the children of our relatives that lived
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in Luchinets (grandmother would bring them to us to play) – our voluntary imprisonment was bearable. We joined the cohort of our peers, cousins, various relatives,
neighbors' children. The Kilimnik family – Misha, Niusia, Borya, Spector Grisha
and Lev, Bronstein Sema, Zbarovsky Volodya, Grisha Palatnik, Edik Shmukler and
many others. Our food was almost always boiled sugar beets, pumpkins, potatoes
(the one that remained after the harvest for the Germans), and in winter – fried
potato peel, husks of sunﬂower oil – cake, and if we were lucky, husks of cereals.
The husk was given to us by the owner of the scourer – where we, the kids, would
lead blind horses in circles. The Germans and the Romanians would not chase us
away from the scourer, when the owner gave us husk.
The tragedy occurred in 1942-1943. The Germans solved the Jewish problem
by collecting all Jews and forcing them to dig a big hole. Then of people would be
lined up with their back to the pit and shot. This fate awaited the Rekhtman family:
husband, wife, Michael, his sister and his one year old brother.
During the shooting, Misha's father, being a man of uncommon strength, almost
2 meters tall, shoved Misha into the pit, so he laying under the dead body of his
father. At night, with incredible diﬃculties he managed to get out from under his
father who was killed, and after wandering, hiding from everyone, he snuck into
Luchinets to his grandmother. The nervous strain caused him to lose his sight and
is now blind, living with his children and grandchildren in the United States.
In the Israeli city of Akko, in the same house with my brother lived a former
Romanian soldier, who was in Luchinets and when my parents arrived in Israel, he
recognized my mother and asked for her forgiveness for everything.
In Ashkelon lives a Russian-speaking family that was in the Luchinets ghetto,
and remembers many of its residents, I am friends with this family.
My life in our historic homeland is relatively good. In Israel I was declared an
invalid, I’ve raised children, I am a grandfather. I do social work among the former
ghetto prisoners.
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Binshtok Zunya
I was born on January 21, 1929 in Kopaygorod, Vinnitsa region. At the beginning of the war, when the Germans came
to our town, we were all gathered in the forest near the Kopay station.
Here, in a former summer camp of the Soviet Army, we’ve
spent about 2 months.
I was a young boy, and one of the ﬁrst days in the camp
stayed etched in my memory. On the premises there was only
one small barrack, so we decided to build lightweight huts made of branches and
trees in the hope to have a shelter from the storm. And when one Friday it was
ﬁnished, rain suddenly poured with gale-force wind, and all of our huts were destroyed, we could only hide under the trees.
Life in the camp was diﬃcult and dangerous, in the open air and without food.
We would make our way to the village for food, risking our lives.
One day, while we were returning to camp, the locals warned us that we shouldn’t
go there, because the Germans were preparing a ﬁring squad. Indeed, approaching
the camp, we heard shots. As we learned later, a man and a little girl were shot that
day. Many people died in the following weeks.
Later we were transferred from the camp to the ghetto of Kapaygorod, we found
that our home was destroyed, and had to reside in one house with several families.
Here in the ghetto, one of my sisters died.
After the liberation of our town my father joined the army. Later we received a
notice that he was killed.
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German Yefim
I can never forget these terrible years... I’ve spent my childhood in the town of Kopaygorod, where more than 70% of
the population was Jewish.
I was 9 years old, but I remember those terrible days when
the Nazis came to town. The Jews were forced to wear yellow
six-pointed stars. Five km. from the town, in the forest a concentration camp was organized, and most Jews were moved
there. Jews from Bessarabia and Bukovina were brought
in great numbers. The concentration camp was surrounded by barbed wire, and
guarded by gendarmes and Ukrainian police. We lived in huts, ate whatever God
would send (food exchanged for valuables, and anything that could be exchanged).
Men were forced to cut wood and clean the roads. What is embedded forever in my
memory is the shooting of a 12-year-old girl by the camp guards. We were dying of
hunger, cold, disease and systematic beatings.
At the end of 1941, my brother was born; fortunately, there was a medic in the
camp, Dr. Koifman from Bessarabia, who delivered the baby. 30 years later we’ve
met Dr. Koifman. The camp existed until the late autumn of 1942, when all of us
were herded into the ghetto, which was located in the town of Kopaygorod. The
ghetto was also fenced with barbed wire. Each small room held 20-30 people. Frequently we’d be visited by special squads. They abused, beaten, raped ... shot anyone who dared to go beyond the ghetto.
At the beginning of the occupation three huge pits were dug in the Jewish cemetery, where the murdered Jews were brought on carts pulled by Jews instead of
horses. Some Ukrainian residents of the town risked their lives to save Jewish families from death. Such is the family of Anastasia Gorbulska, honorary Righteous
Among the Nations, whose children converted to Judaism and live in Israel.
Everyone in the ghetto were looking forward to "ishua" (deliverance) which occurred on March 18, 1944. In the nearby town of Snitka all of our relatives were
killed. Many years later, now that in the "Yiddish shteytl" of Kopaygorod there are
no Jews left, the memory of the Jews who lived in the town is kept only at the graves
of the Jewish cemetery. Former Kopaygorod residents, now residents of Israel, the
US, Germany, Canada and Australia, organized a fundraiser for the construction of
a monument in memory of the victims of Kopaygorod. The initiative group consisting of: Rulya Zus, David Gelin, Simon Wasserman, Lida Koifman, Yeﬁm Herman,
Hayunya Goloborodko (Israel); Rum Firer, Raya Gelman (USA); Koifman Alexander (Germany) raised the necessary funds for this worthy cause. The memorial
monument was built and installed at the city cemetery in Be'er Sheva. The opening
of the monument took place on April 30, 1998. Under the monument rests an urn
with soil from the mass graves of Kopaygorod.
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Kordit Clara
I was born in the beautiful town of Kopaygorod, Vinnitsa region, Ukraine, on February 28, 1934. We lived well together.
My father Abram, mother Esther Rukha, brother Yacov, sisters Rosa and Celia, aunt Zlota, cousin Rachel, and me.
In 1941, my grandmother Miriam died.
In July 1941 came the Germans on motorcycles. They
began looting, beating people. They took everything of value, and the rest was plundered by the locals when we were
sent to the ghetto at the Kopay station, 5 km away from the town. We lived behind
barbed wire in the open air. The Ukrainian people would treat us in diﬀerent ways:
some threw a couple of potatoes over the fence, and some would throw stones.
Sometimes, people would creep back home to take some food or clothing. We were
guarded by Policemen. The Germans came only for extermination actions. A father
and his daughter – our neighbors – were killed in one of these raids in front of the
mother. The mother of the girl, who was turned mad by the trauma, was taken in by
my parents took us to the house when we left the camp. We were helped by friends
of my father – the Kruk family.
It was a cold, rainy autumn. We were very cold and hungry. Closer to winter, we
began making our way back to our homes. In the town, a ghetto was organized. But
the area was already ruled by the Romanian authorities and that saved our lives.
The way home was very scary and dangerous, Germans were all around. On the
way I repeated the word "corn", to learn to pronounce the “r”. We came to a ruined
hut. My mother was a seamstress. The sewing machine was taken, so mom and my
sister Rosa began to sew by hand to earn a meager living.
After some time, some refugees from Bessarabia were settled in our house. In
front of our house was a little market where people earned a meager living anyway
they could. Once came policemen from the neighboring towns (where all the Jews
were killed). They made a real pogrom. People rushed helter-skelter in panic, many
ran to our house. The policemen tried to break in. The people inside were extremely
frightened. Then I, along with the youngest son of our neighbors got out through
the window and ran to call for help. The local policemen and the Romanian soldiers
chased the strangers away, and once again we were saved. But we were not saved
out of mercy, but only because strangers came to their territory.
I do not remember what year it was, when one night terrible shooting began.
All of us lay on the ﬂoor. I crawled under the bed. Suddenly, there was a knock on
the door, and then they broke the door down. "Where is the gun?" – Policemen
shouted as they burst inside. Father was badly beaten and taken away. Many young
boys who have not yet reached military age and old men were taken hostage. They
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demanded ransom for them, otherwise they would be shot. We are very grateful to
our fellow-Ukrainians. They, organized by one, if I’m not mistaken, named Kushnir, had collected the necessary amount, and the beaten people were released.
I also remember the case when two German soldiers broke in. (This was just before the liberation), me and my sisters had to ﬂee, and we hid at the neighbors’.
In March 1944 we were liberated by the Soviet troops. My sister Celia went to
the front as a volunteer. My brother Yakov joined the front in the beginning of the
war and was killed in the vicinity of the Dnieper River. My mother asked God her
whole life to see her son for at least an hour, but that never happened. How we survived after the victory – that's another story. But for a long time the most terrible
dream for me was a dream where I was running away from the Germans, and can’t
escape. These dreams haunted me for decades. So now always I ask God to help
my grandchildren (I have four: one granddaughter, three grandchildren and one
great-grandson) so they never know the word "ghetto", and keep them safe from
the horrors of war. Let there be peace!
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Lermont (Lerman) Igor
Some I remember and some I was told by friends of my parents. I found these friends in the years 1955-56.
We lived in the district town of Nemyriv in Vinnytsia region. The family consisted of my father, my mother, me, my
sister and my newborn brother. Living not far from us was
my aunt, my father's sister.
When the war started in 1941, I remember that we were
dragged out of the basement, where we were hiding, and detained with many people behind barbed wire in the ghetto. Dad and my aunt were
taken to a work camp. I remember that they’d come back from time to time, accompanied by a German and something bring us some food and something to wear.
Before the war my father worked in a shoe shop and my aunt – as a tailor shop
seamstress. One day came a lot of Germans with dogs, and we were taken out of
the ghetto and brought to the center, it was close to some church. Then they ﬁlled
out some forms for a long time. I remember two old men who resisted being shot
in the yard before our eyes. After that, I became greatly afraid of the Germans.
Then we were marched to be shot, women, children and the elderly. I remember
that we were led on the street where we lived. Near our house there was a bakery,
there were carts with booths that transported grain. As we passed our house, and
a crowd of people (not Jews, of course) was standing on the sidewalk, my mother
pushed me into the crowd and said: "Run, Israylik, I'll ﬁnd you!". I got into a barn,
it was full of sacks of ﬂour, I wept for a while and fell asleep. I woke up during the
night, someone was calling me softly: "Israylik". I got out and saw Pavlik – a boy
of 15-16, he was my father's shoemaking apprentice. He put me in a sack and carried out of the city to a cornﬁeld. He told me that I must lie down and wait for him.
In the morning he came back and said that my father knows that I ran away, and
brought me a bundle of food and clothing. Then he led me through some woods
and said, do not go into the villages, look at telephone poles and walk away from
the roads. He said that I need to go as far as possible, there the Romanians will save
me and my father will ﬁnd me. I walked for a long time; I met a boy in a ravine, who
herded goats. He called me to come with him, and put me for the night in a bush,
where there was hay. He said that in the morning he will bring me food, and show
me the way further. When I was separated from Pavlik, he told me to say that I am
Kolya the Moldovan, because I did not speak Russian well, only Polish and Yiddish.
Early in the morning a policeman pulled me by my foot out of the bushes. I cried
and said I was Kolya the Moldovan, but they removed my pants and said – "Little
Jew". They threw me into some room, where there were two more women with
children, also Jewish. Then the Germans arrived, we were taken, put on a cart, and
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two policemen took us to the camp. It was also surrounded by barbed wire, in some
forest, full of people. At ﬁrst I was delighted, thinking that I’ll ﬁnd my mother and
my relatives. But then I wandered through the camp for a long time, weeping. One
of the women with whom I was brought, began to take care of me, her name was
Fanya or Fira, and her three year old girl was named Sonia. After some time, we
were transferred from the Kopaycamp, which was near the railway station, into the
town of Kopaygorod. My ﬁrst memory from there are some foully smelling sheds or
barns. The winter was very hard, I had frostbitten feet, I remember wrapping them
in diﬀerent rags. We slept on straw or on leaves. I remember that someone has died,
and I was given an old, heavy, but very warm black coat. Some things I remember
in detail – what edible weeds we ate, what swill we ate. So we lived until the spring
of '44. When we were released, I wanted to run away immediately, to look for my
relatives. But the lady with whom I was in the camp told me that I will be picked
up and sent away to a faraway orphanage. She persuaded me to stay with her, and
promised we'll look for my family together. So I went with her and Sonya. We settled near Kopaygorod. I kept reminding her that she promised to help me ﬁnd my
family, but she couldn’t do it.
Autumn came, it was getting colder. One day, when she hung my rags out to dry,
she said: "What am I going to do with you in the winter?"
The fact was that I would wet my bed, but in the camp I was never scolded. One
day I dressed warm and ﬂed. At ﬁrst, I wanted to get to Nemirov, to look for my relatives, but then I met with orphans like myself, and we’d ﬁnd shelter in cellars and
attics. We slept in haystacks, or in the hayloft. When the winter came, we decided
to travel to Odessa, people said that it's warm and one can live oﬀ the markets. We
got to a station, it was already snowing, we couldn’t go into the train station or we’d
be stopped by the police, so we climbed into a locomotive with a heap of slag, it was
warm, and fell asleep in the slag with our heads poking out. But in the morning
policemen dragged us out – smoky, dirty, and into the children’s detainment room.
There were three of us. One of us said that we were from Odessa – so they decided
to send us back there. We were brought to Odessa and placed in a children’s home.
I do not know how long we were there, but in February of 1945, I was sent to the
Liman orphanage, Odessa region, Razdelyansky district, village of Lishanskoye.
There I stayed until the summer of 1946. I was sick with dysentery, typhoid fever,
and then I was very weak, and spent a long time in quarantine. Then I and some of
the sick children were sent to the Shirokovskii orphanage, Odessa region. I didn’t
stay there too long, as I contracted a hard case of malaria. And in 1947 I was sent
to the Dubchansky orphanage, located in a beautiful oak forest. In 1949, I got sick
with trachoma, I was sent for treatment to the trachomatous children's home. I was
treated there for two years, and then was sent to a dispensary, under the supervision
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of doctors from the Institute of Filatov. It was in the Odessa region, Ovodnopolsky
district, villages of Marental and then Yosifstal.
In 1952, after long-term treatment, I returned to the Dubchansky orphanage,
where in 1954 I graduated seven grades and entered the Odessa railway school №
1. I’ve spent a long time in orphanages due to the fact that I was so ill and couldn’t
ﬁnish my studies.
Now, this is what I learned about my family and myself from the people who
knew my parents. In 1955, I was preparing to go in search of my relatives and after
school I’d carry charcoal, chop wood. I worked anywhere to raise money, and over
the winter holidays I traveled with a boy from my school, Gregory Kushnir. We arrived at Nemirov, and I immediately remembered the way from the former ghetto
to the graves of my kin. I went to ask the old-timers. The diﬃculty was that before
the war, we haven’t been living in Nemyrov for long. But I was told that there is a
former shoemaker, maybe he knows something. The name of the shoemaker was
Shunya Vinnitzky. I found him, he was very hospitable. He told me that he remembered a family of Polish Jews who came to the village before the war from Chernivtsi – the aunt previously worked in a sewing workshop in Nemirov and called
her brother and his family to come to Nemirov. I told him that it was our family. M
brother went to the front and returned after the war. The shoemaker told me that
all the Jews that remained in town were shot. Only one boy got away, that’s me, a
young girl and a few people from the working camp. He’s met one of them, a shoemaker from Poland – at the mass graves. He lives in Vinnitsa. And he gave me the
address. I thought it was my father, and was stunned. But the address had the name
of Geyzner-Leyzner, and I realized that wasn’t my father. But I still went to Vinnitsa
immediately. I found uncle Leiser, he already had a new family of 6 children, 3 of
them are now in Israel. We’ve spent the evening weeping together when I arrived.
This is what he told me.
I come from Poland, the Lublin province. My name is Lerman. My father is Samuel, my mother – Sara, my aunt – Golda, he remembered me, because I’d often run
into his studio. He told me that everyone was killed. He said that my father knew
that I ran away from the shooting, and the rest of the family was shot, as well as
uncle Leiser’s family. My aunt was killed on the spot, the Germans tried to rape her,
and she killed one German with an axe, and was immediately killed. So her name is
engraved on the memorial monument to fallen soldiers.
Uncle Leiser said that after the execution, father and three others decided to escape to the partisans, but they were caught and taken in a gas wagon to a ravine.
Uncle Leiser miraculously escaped to the Romanian side and survived. He told
me about Pavlik, the boy that saved me. He went missing in 1947.
My parents were people of faith. My father and mother observed all the religious
customs. Father wore a hat, and I wore a yarmulke. When we moved to the Ukraine,
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the rest of the family, except for my aunt, was sent to the Urals. I remember in 1940
or 41, when my brother was born, and they too, in the Urals, had a son, I remember,
there was a lot of talk about it, and my parents would send them parcels. When I
was already an adult I was told that the Jews from the Urals left for Israel. In over
60 years I’ve found no one, not knowing their names, and nothing else about them.
In the last orphanage I was given a metric and a passport. Here's what they read in
1954.
Place of birth and exact date of birth – unknown; born in 1936; nationality –
unknown, parents – unknown; surname – Lermont; name – Izzy; patronymic –
unknown.
With the help of the KGB I managed to get repetitive documents. With the previous ID, I was nobody. And so I got documents with the following data: surname
–Lermont; name – Igor; patronymic – Michailovich; nationality – Ukrainian; date
of birth – May 12, 1936; place of birth – the orphanage where I was brought up.
While my real name is Lerman Israel, born in Poland, the Lublin Silesia.
My wife and I arrived in Israel on November 8, 1990. Our eldest son, Alexander
is married, has 2 children and lives in America. Our younger son Vladimir lives in
Israel in Ramat-Gan with his wife and two children. My wife and I worked, and
bought an apartment in Ashdod, where we currently reside.
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Moskalnik Arkady
I was born in 1927. My family: mother, Chaya Moskalnik,
born in 1908, my father born in 1907, was in the Soviet
Army, brother, Moskalnik Shun, born in 1935, sister, Cyla
Moskalnik, born in1929.
I will forever remember what great fun we boys had in the
summer of 1941. This serene paradise of ours was suddenly
shattered as the war came to Kopaygorod, Vinnitsa region.
The Germans held the town for a while then handed it to the
Romanians, and settled 5 km away at the Kopay station, where they organized a
concentration camp for the Jews. From July 3, my family was in the camp-ghetto.
Later our family was returned to the ghetto of Kopaygorod, which at that time
was guarded by the Romanian troops. I, like others who were in the camp-ghetto,
was recorded in the book of registration, and my mother's brother and his two sons
were shot by the Germans at Kopay station. The warden of the Jewish community
was one named Gorenstein, resident of Romania, and the translator at the gendarmerie was a man by the name of Abeche.
We were starved and subjected to abuse. They’d harnesses us boys in a wagon,
and race us three times a day, and when the Germans came, they’d hide us in pits
covered with branches. The Germans would pick several dozen people and take
them away, these people would not return. It was hell.
Refugees from Romania and Bessarabia settled in the ghetto. They declared the
Jewish Committee of self-government. This contributed to some extent to the fact
that the town survived.
Miraculously, we managed to escape from there. But tragedy did not pass my
family: my uncle and his two sons were shot by the Germans.
In the spring of 1944 the Red Army liberated us. The joy was enormous! I want
the younger generation to remember what we went through, and to do everything
so this never happens again!
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Raif (Namts) Liubov
I was born on May 1, 1936 in the village of Murovannye
Kurylivtsi, Vinnitsa region, where we lived in 1941, when
the war began.
Before the ﬁrst pogrom we have been evicted from our
homes and placed in a ghetto. With me were my father, my
mother and my two brothers. Our house was occupied by
the council secretary, a former teacher named Belanchuk,
who helped us escape before the second pogrom. Perhaps
Belanchuk was associated with the partisans.
My father had 5 brothers and 3 sisters. And in each family there were 5-6 children. My father and his brothers died at the front, and all seven families (even the
infants) were brutally killed during the ﬁrst pogrom.
We survived because in our family we were all able-bodied. After a month or two
the second massacre was held, after which no stone was left unturned. Belanchuk
warned us about the beginning of the second pogrom and helped us run. His father
accompanied my mother, his sister accompanied me, my brothers and father ran
individually. I remember that we walked through the forest, when we sat down to
eat, she took a loaf of bread from a bundle and when she broke it in half, it oozed
glue, but to me it was so delicious that after the war I would ask my mother to bake
it for me.
I also remember that to cross the German-Romanian border, we had to cross the
river, and I was afraid of the water, so this woman shouted, "Go, or the Germans
will kill you!" And I went in. We all met in Kopaygorod. We lived in a barn – hunger, cold, typhus. In 1944, our territory was freed, and we went back to our home.
Father was taken to the front, and he died the same year. My brother, born in 1926,
was also drafted to the front and served from 1944 to 1950.
My younger brother was present at the excavations of the mass graves. The earth
was breathing with blood for a long time after the massacre. One of my father’s sisters had three children with ﬁery red hair. The Nazis threw the children into the pits
separated from their parents, but the three red heads were with the adults.
The war has no feminine features.
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Shmukler Semyon
I’d like to take advantage of this opportunity to share my sad
and happy memories of what Jews had to endure in Kopaygorod ghetto during the Nazi occupation.
My memories are based on childhood experiences.
Looking back 60 years or more, Kopaygorod of the Vinnitsa region was famous for prosperity, as well as its good
and decent people. It was a real piece of paradise, surrounded by forests and orchards. We only drank spring water that
ﬂowed from under the rocks in an endless stream. The nearest train station was 5
km from the center.
The house where we lived was inherited to my father from his grandfather, a hereditary blacksmith, who had 9 daughters and 2 sons. All the children had moved
out of town. Dad – the youngest son – was the successor of the dynasty. Our family
consisted of 8 people. My parents, blessed be their memory, were people of great
responsibility to God and men. My mother and her sister Etya were raised in a
religious family, and kept the Jewish traditions. Our family has always practiced
understanding, involvement and sympathy towards everyone.
On May 30, 1941, our family has replenished, as my sister Fania was born. Our
joy knew no bounds, since my parents were already aged. But our joy did not last
long. The peaceful life came to an end. On June 22, 1941 the beginning of the War
was announced. The report said that the enemy is strong and cunning. There were
posters announcing the bloody atrocities of the invaders, with a picture of Hitler
holding an ax in his hands; "Motherland Calls!" – with a picture of a mother calling to defend the country, etc. Military units were formed, they were sent to the
front with the song "Arise, great country, stand up, ﬁght to the death". Nazi planes
dropped leaﬂets with appeals not to resist. Rumors of impending trouble spread
like wildﬁre.
On June 20 at noon, came a German intelligence oﬃcer armed with a machinegun, conﬁdently minting his forged boots on the pavement of the central streets. He
was followed by the regular units. On the same day shops and oﬃces were looted.
Late into the night the oﬃcers were placed in local apartments. We got two lodgers. I remember them sitting at the large table in the lounge. A large kerosene lamp
suspended from the ceiling. They opened canned food, ate and talked. Father was
invited to join them at the table. They behaved peacefully. They expressed regret
about the outbreak of the war.
That evening, my mother was baking bread, when three SS men came in. One of
them saluted the oﬃcers and asked are they happy with the arrangement. The rest
went to the kitchen and took away all the bread.
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I ﬁnd it diﬃcult to comply with the exact chronology of events, not all the facts
are authentic, but the events remained in my memory for life. These experiences are
impossible to describe. From the very ﬁrst day German order was established, and
a mayor was appointed. Ukrainian police was formed. It was headed by a former
member of the Communist Party, the head of the ﬁnancial department named
Krushinsky. There was a curfew. Movement was limited. Jews would step out into
the street with great caution.
All Jews were ordered to sew a yellow Star of David on their clothes, as well as
mark the houses with the same image. The Jewish community was ordered to collect contributions. Before night fall several collections would be made.
They ordered to make the streets spotlessly clean. Clean and whitewash all houses, clean the attics. Once, some Cossacks on carts arrived in town. They broke into
houses, robbed and hit people. Another day, the Germans ordered to carry out all
the archival documents and all the books from the library and made a big bonﬁre.
The Torah was thrown in the same ﬁre, the rabbi was forced to watch it burn.
Here is another episode. The police chief and his supporter Vasilishin who had
the experience of orchestrating pogroms in other areas of the region, came up with
a new idea. They opened ﬁre from machine guns and riﬂes through the windows.
It was at night. Until the morning we sat anxiously, waiting for the unpredictable.
The next morning Jewish men were arrested. A Jewish policeman came for my dad.
During the search he planted bullets and father was taken to the commandant's ofﬁce. He was interrogated, beaten, demanded to surrender weapons, which he, of
course, had none of; he was released for a ransom.
The autumn holidays came. In some houses the observing Jews gathered for
prayer. A patrol happened to notice this and beat the worshipers, tearing the teﬁllin, cutting oﬀ the beards of the believers.
At the end of September of the same year the Romanians came to replace the
Germans. The community of Kopaygorod was informed of the arrival of Romanian
Jews in stages. I remember the ﬁrst stage. The community organized a collection
of products from the population, in order to somehow support the misfortunate
refugees.
My parents have decided to prepare a meal. My older brother Chaim carried two
buckets of soup. He was 14 years old. My sister Sarah was carrying a bucket of porridge. I helped them. The spectacle is diﬃcult to describe. A crowd of thousands
under the pouring rain, noise, screams, shouts. Someone got lost, someone was
being called. Weeping and crying everywhere. But the halt did not last long. The
police marched the people further. So they marched: from point to point.
Then came the cold, and further refugees were placed in the local apartments.
The population of the town had to make room and share with these people what-
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ever was possible. There were more people than apartments, and the rest had to occupy the buildings of institutions. These were horrible, unbearable conditions.
It was the harsh winter of 1941-1942. An epidemic typhus broke out. Our entire
family had been ill, and miraculously my father and mother had kept us alive. In her
delirium, my aunt Etya would shout: "Long lives the Soviet Army! Victory will be
ours!" We were very worried that she’ll be heard and they will ﬁnd out that we are ill
with typhus. Many died from cold, hunger and typhus. People would lose their dignity trying to survive. They’d take oﬀ clothes from the dead, to warm themselves.
A funeral team was organized. The corpses would be carelessly thrown on a sleigh
and taken to be buried in a mass grave.
In August 1942, the entire Jewish population was gathered at the square. Under
the hot sun, surrounded by policemen, we waited for the German commandant. His
speech announced that we must urgently collect our necessary belongings and that
we would be led to an unknown destination. We hastily gathered some belongings
that could be carried. Mom was carrying the baby in her arms.
The 5 km to the Kopay station was a long walk, I was hungry and thirsty. By the
evening we came to the forestry area. It was a camp surrounded by two rows of
barbed wire. We were housed in the open air. In haste, we had built some sort of hut
of branches and twigs. The hot day foretold rain. It poured hard. In the morning
there were many corpses. I recognized an orphan boy (his parents died of typhus),
who was lying, face in a puddle, in death throes.
At the camp there was no water. The well was located far outside the camp. To
get to the well, one had to endure a long line at the gate. They’d release groups of
10 people and admitted as much.
The need and the hunger forced us to take risks, to exit the camp and go into
town to get food.
One day we heard the Germans shouting and gunshots. A father and his daughter of the age of twelve, surnamed Nahman were caught outside the camp, and they
were killed.
On this day, my brother Chaim with a friend also went outside of the camp. They
did not return for a while. We were very worried, but in the evening they returned
safely.
We shouldn't forget the residents of the surrounding villages who sympathized
with us and shared our sorrow, taking the risk of being despised by their own fellow villagers. They gave us help, support, bringing us food, though they didn't have
much for themselves. Among them was aunt Paraska (her son was a policeman).
Meanwhile, a big hole was dug in the camp for the next massacre, which, fortunately, was not carried out.
Gradually, at the discretion of the community, small groups of people began to
return from the camp to the ghetto, for cash. Our house was torn down, and we

170

were left without shelter. We have settled in an abandoned house without windows
and doors. We blocked the windows with planks from another destroyed house,
and began to live there. Without warm clothes, we were sleeping on the ﬂoor, with
nothing to cover ourselves. Hungry, we would eat whatever we could ﬁnd. We
warmed ourselves with a wood stove.
In autumn 1943 a raid was held. The able-bodied were captured and sent to
work in the city of Nikolayev. It should be noted that our Jewish community representatives honored their responsibilities just like the Ukrainian policemen. Our
countrymen named Nyunchik looked very impressive with a whip in his hand. In
Beer Sheva, at the opening of the monument for the tortured innocents, a fellow
former prisoner named David told me that he was also caught to be sent to work in
Nikolayev. But he bribed Nyunchik who helped him to escape. This story has a sad
sequel. On the same night Nyunchik came and took my brother, who was not yet
17 years old, to be sent to forced labor instead of David. I am forever grateful to my
parents for saving us while maintaining their dignity.
The liberation. The Romanians ﬂee in haste. Anarchy in Kopaygorod. Men are
armed with clubs and axes, for protection from of looters attacks. It was so for several days. Then our liberators came. The joy was immense.
Six months later my older brother Joseph returned, receiving a leave after an
injury, in the rank of Major. My other brother – Abrasha, a sapper, went missing
in action.
The victory: on May 8, 1945 the local radio announced that at 4 am there will
be an important message. We could not sleep. At exactly 4 am the end of the war
was announced. We, the barefoot boys, grabbed sticks with cloth dipped in oil, and
with these torches we rushed to notify everyone about the good news. Me and my
three friends ran to aunt Paraska and knocked on the window, shouting: "The war
is over!" She came out, and gave each of us a boiled potato. She was sobbing, after
all her son was a policeman and was about to be convicted.
I remember a lot. I do not hold grudges. It is important that this never happens
again. God grant that our children and future generations never have to go through
ordeals like that. By telling my story I have fulﬁlled the will of my parents and all
those who are not with us.
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Yalonetsky Arkady
I was born on November 14, 1938. God alone knows how I
survived. Out of 4 brothers I alone was left alive.
I was born in the village of Kosnitsa, Yampolsky district,
Vinnytsia region in a family of a public servant. In the city of
Yampol lived my grandmother, and I was visiting her at the
time of the arrival of the Germans. I hid in the attic and saw
everything from there, as they went from house to house and
took the Jews away. The bulldozer, which has already dug a
pit, stood and waited for the next command. The Jews were arrayed in two rows
and doused with gasoline. The roar of the dogs barking could be heard from far
away. Then ﬁre was set with a torch, and command was given the bulldozer to cover
all with dirt. After seeing this, I quickly left Yampol via ferry to the city of Soroca,
and then to Kosnitsa, to my mother. After a while the Germans came to the village.
We left our home and went to my grandfather's. He lived with my grandmother in
a village, where at this time dysentery, malaria and tuberculosis were raging. The
Germans together with the Ukrainians robbed the houses: in my house they took
the cow, the horse, and all that was inside. Then an incubator for the breeding of
chickens was organized the house. The Russians helped them. After a certain period, the Germans established a ghetto in Kosnitsa. The ghetto was small; it was a
so-called gendarmerie, because there were few Jews in this village. We were supposed to serve the gendarmerie. My mother was responsible for heating, and I was
the messenger. In order to survive, we had to carry out all their orders, and I had to
work hard for a piece of bread. For untimely performance of tasks they would beat
us with a whip. I have a mark on my face – a scar 2 cm long. I wish that our young
people will never have to go through what we went through, so they need to know
and remember.
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Fuchs Simon
I was still young, when our troops left the town Krasnoye,
Tyvrovsky district, Vinnytsia region, and the bombing started. My mom, with my younger sister in her arms, dragged us
to the basement. There was our bomb shelter. On the way I
lost my shoe. More and more people arrived to the basement.
Seizing the moment, I ran out to ﬁnd my shoe. After ﬁnding
it, I went down to the bridge, where there was a fountain, to
get a drink of water. I remember seeing under the bridge one
of our townsmen pulling boots oﬀ an injured man. It was Denis the policeman.
And at the ghetto, formed in 1941, life was hard. Barbed wire all around, exiting was forbidden. Despite the harsh living conditions, when in the spring of 1942
prisoners of war were marched through our town, my mother threw them boiled
potatoes. One of the policemen hit my mother on the head so hard that she lost
consciousness and died a few months later. She was only 37 years old. Father was
forced to work at the MTS as a mechanic tinsmith. He worked there before the war.
In the ghetto we were always cold and hungry. I would wade through the barrage to
my father's workplace, to get something to eat and to bring home. The Ukrainians
and the Poles from the nearby villages, former employees of my father, would give
me bread, milk and sometimes a piece of sausage or some eggs. There I'd grab various pieces of iron that served us, the youngsters, as toys.
In the spring of 1944 came the Soviet soldiers. Leading them was the wounded
man, whose boots were stolen by the policeman in1941. He was a major, and he
brought the villain to justice.
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Michael Schneider
I was born in the Jewish ghetto of Krivoye Ozero in 1943.
Before the war, this village belonged to the Odessa region,
and after WWII it was referred to the Nikolayevsky region
of Ukraine.
My parents: Aaron Schneider, born in 1915, and mother,
Liubov Schneider, born in 1924 (maiden name Sirota). My
father was drafted into the Red Army and got into a siege
near Odessa. My mother, with other villagers, moved on
carts to the station of Lyuboshevka, Odessa area, to evacuate. The train station was
bombed by German planes. The surviving Jews were captured by the Germans and
taken to Krivoye Ozero. In this village a Jewish ghetto was organized. My parents
met there. My mother's father Isaac Sirota was drafted into the Red Army in 1939
for the Finnish campaign and served in the army until 1945.
In the village of Krivoye Ozero my mother had brothers and sisters; before the
war, she had a very large family. I was very young and, of course, I cannot remember all the events of that terrible time, but I can describe what my mother has told
me. I can hardly remember my father, immediately after our liberation in 1944 he
was drafted into the army. Father was killed on April 16, 1945 in Germany. Many of
my father's letters from the front I remember to this day. In these letters, he wrote
about his hard everyday life and hoped that he would remain alive after all the horrors of the camp. He'd ask mother to look after me, and asked to send him pictures.
In these letters, he recalled how he swaddled me and warmed me in the ghetto,
how they would look for some frozen vegetables in the frozen ground, to prepare
something to eat; how I was surrounded by care of our exhausted neighbors in the
ghetto when I was sick.
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He wrote to my mother: "Lyuba, I have to get home alive after all that we have
experienced and suﬀered in the ghetto, and raised our son". To my great regret, we
never got to see him again. The cursed War prevented this. As you probably know,
in the Soviet Union after World War II one could not write or tell anyone of spending time in a concentration camp, ghetto or in captivity.
Therefore, for a long time my mother did not tell me anything, especially because
after the war she worked in a military unit as a hairdresser.
In one letter, father wrote that for his bravery in battle he was awarded with a
medal "For Courage".
But, unfortunately, I have none of his medals or certiﬁcates. I keep his front-line
triangle-shaped letters; I often re-read them and picture this life, which took place
at the time of the war.
Also, mother simply could not relive these terrible events for health reasons.
She never watched movies about the war, because all these memories would cause
her heart trouble, high blood pressure and hysterical screams. Therefore, everyone
have tried to protect her from the unnecessary pain of those memories.
When the Germans entered the village of Krivoye Ozero (it was a little Jewish
village: there was a Jewish school, where my mom studied, and all the inhabitants
observed the Jewish traditions), they orchestrated a mass execution of Jews. The
Germans shot my mother's entire family in front of her, and her youngest sister was
bayoneted and thrown into a well. The names of her perished relatives are kept in
Yad Vashem museum.
Here are a couple of episodes of her life in the camp, as she described them to me
when she was over 60 years old.
The Germans and the Romanians marched all the prisoners to forced labor, my
mother was pregnant, and she could not move fast enough, it was very hard. One
of the policemen kicked her in the stomach with his boot. My father lost his nerve,
and he lashed out at the policeman, choking him by the throat. Father was barely
torn away from the policeman; they wanted to shoot him immediately. Mother successfully launched an attack on the policemen and blocked my father with her body.
Fortunately, everything worked out that time.
... My mother and many other Jews from the nearby villages: Krivoye Ozero,
Domanevka, Golty – were to be shot. When they were brought to the trench and
the Germans began to shoot at them, she jumped into the trench and lay among the
dead bodies. After the shooting the Germans came to the trench and began to kill
oﬀ those who were still breathing. It is impossible to imagine her condition at that
time. At night, when the Germans had left, she crawled out from under the bodies
of executed prisoners and went on foot to Domanevka. There she was hiding in cellars and attics for a long time.
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After the liberation from the ghetto, we lived in Krivoye Ozero for a while. Then
we moved to the city of Nikolayev. After the war mother often went to the graves of
her relatives and fellow villagers. The residents of Krivoye Ozero collected money
and put a monument of concrete in the form of a menorah at the cemetery on the
spot of the mass grave of all the murdered prisoners of the Jewish ghetto. For all
the villagers who died during the Great Patriotic War a granite stele engraved with
the names of victims was set in the village center. In the last years before leaving
for Israel, I often went to my hometown, and my mother showed me the place of
these terrible events. I tried to ﬁnd survivors of the former ghetto and help them
somehow.
Through the Nikolayev synagogue, the Jewish cultural society and the society of
former prisoners I delivered food, clothing, books.
Some I helped to issue and receive a pension from Germany, through the Swiss
fund and the Ukrainian Fund "Reconciliation".
Some of the survivors of the ghetto went to live in the United States, Germany
and Israel with their families. In Krivoye Ozero remained only lonely old women,
and their life there is not easy.
I took my wife and children to see my birthplace. My mother died in 1996. She
was seriously ill, she had two heart attacks. We have all suﬀered this loss with difﬁculty. We lack her maternal aﬀectionate hand, her life experience, her care.
We want our children and grandchildren never to know what are war, fascism,
and ghetto – or rather, never to experience it for themselves. But in any case we
must not forget all the things that our grandparents, mothers and fathers had to go
through.
My father's name was entered in the Book of Remembrance of the Murdered
Jews, published in Russia.
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On July 22, 1941, the German troops occupied
Kryzhopol. The Jews were moved to a quarter on Budgos
street, where a ghetto was organized. The population
of the ghetto consisted of 1200 local Jews, and 74
deportees from Romania. They were used for forced
labor. Kryzhopol also served as a transit point for many
thousands of Romanian Jews. Kryzhopol was liberated
on March 17, 1944.

Shleyferman (Milstein) Evgenia
I was born exactly two months after the war began, on August 21, 1941, in the town of Kryzhopol, Vinnitsa region,
in Ukraine. Our family consisted of parents and 5 children.
The elder brother went directly to the front from the Odessa
Medical Institute. My two sisters and a brother were adolescents ages 12 to 16.
I learned about the years of occupation from the stories
of my family. We were living with 3 large families in a single room in the ghetto, near the train station. All family members also worked in
loading wagons. They’d take me with them, wrapped in a blanket, and I’d be left
on a bench nearby. Mother would chew grain, and it was my food instead of breast
milk.
The windows of our house in the ghetto overlooked the station; a yellow sixpointed star was painted on the house. When German trains would be approaching,
and it was several times a day and even at night, everyone had to hide, because the
Germans would shoot at our windows.
I, being a one-year-old child, hearing a locomotive whistle, would hide under
the table. Toddlers can already understand and feel fear.
I was the smallest in the house, so a lot of people remember stories about me.
Recently, at a meeting with compatriots in Ashdod, I heard the following story.
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Loading grain in wagons, older children would stuﬀ it in their pockets, it was
our only food. I would run out to meet them with a sieve, when they’d come home,
collecting the grain. The town mayor, a Ukrainian by nationality, noticed it and
warned us that if one of the occupants sees this, everyone will be shot, even the
children.
Before the end of the occupation, somewhere in 1944, they arrested my brother.
Someone reported that he was associated with the partisans. He was sentenced to
100 cane strokes. Father managed to persuade the Romanian, which was to carry out the sentence, to punish him instead. Do I remember this, or maybe stories
about this inﬂuenced me so much, but I still dream of my bloodied father, water
being poured on him to revive him.
The hard years of occupation have left their mark. After the war, my father and
mother were sick all the time and did not reach their 50th birthdays. None of my
siblings are alive, and I am a woman of poor health.
A child deprived of everything in the early years, even of food and clean water,
who knows all the horrors of war, the enslavement and humiliation of the occupation regime, cannot grow up to be healthy.
Our only wish, us the former juvenile prisoners of ghettos and concentration
camps, is that our children will never experience what we had experienced.
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Burd (Markman) Eva
I was born in 1923. Our family lived in Ukraine, in the Vinnytsia region, in the urban village of Kryzhopol.
A month after the beginning of the war, the Germans
were already in town. Due to the lack of transportation we
were evacuated too late and had only reached the railway
station of Zhabokrich, 12 km from our town. In Zhabokrich
there were many Jews from Romania and Moldova. All wagons and horses were conﬁscated. The Germans did not understand that we are Jews, and allowed us to return to the occupied territory. Our
family walked back to Kryzhopol. Some "well-wishers" informed the Germans that
these were Jews, and the next day no one was released. 400 people were herded into
cellars and shot with cannons. The only survivors were: a 4-year girl named Tanya
who was hid in a barrel by her mother, my old uncle (deaf), my friend Raya who
got out with a fractured leg, and a few others. In Kryzhopol everyone was put in a
ghetto. Our family lived in a small room next to other families. The Jewish headman
was ordered to send people every day to various, most diﬃcult, dirty work. Men
gathered wood into a pit, sawed and cut it. My sister worked in a team of stevedores
loading corn, she’d bring some grain in her pocket, and we would grind it with a
homemade sheller and cook it. The peasants would exchange various items for potatoes, or some ﬂour. Some peasants would give us food. In winter, in the cold, we’d
be forced to shovel snow. For the entire three years we were waiting for liberation,
we could not understand how we are still alive, because during the retreat the Germans burned houses down, killed people. But God has saved us. At the Bug River
the Germans were defeated and they retreated to the Dniester. On March 16, 1944
Kryzhopol was liberated. Our happiness knew no bounds.
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Hasia Aronaite-Gitlin
My father, Chaim Aronas, moved to Kaunas from
Jonava, a small Lithuanian town, and worked in the
famous Kapulsky shop and cafe. There he met my
mother Michle, nee Katz, who was also originally
from Jonava. Both my parents were Communists.
J was boirn in 1936 in Slobodka; two and a half
years later my brother Motele was born. When the
Germans invaded Lithuania, father's parents and
three of his brothers were killed in Jonava. My parents tried to retreat to Russia, but were stopped by
Lithuanians and forced to return to Kaunas. I remember very well the long and tiring journey we
made on foot. Our cart turned over and German
Chaim Aronas and Hasia,
soldiers helped us to put all our belong¬ings back
1946
in order.
When we reached Kaunas, we found our home
occupied by our former housemaid; she did not let us in. It was a German oﬃ¬cer
who ordered her to leave our apartment. In the cart accident I had badly wounded
my leg. It was bandaged, and whenever my parents left our apartment, they used
to hide money and jewels beneath the plaster. Once, when my parents were not at
home, several Lithuanians came in. They searched every corner of our house, but
found nothing. Eventually they undressed me, tore my plaster and took the money
and jewels. They beat me and then left me there naked and frightened.
Although our house was in Slobodka, it was not within the ghetto borders. We
were forced to move to the ghetto. I was a very agile and mischievous child. At time
of the 'selection' during the 'Great Action' I constantly moved from one column to
another until a German soldier shouted, 'Stay still!' Eventually we were selected to
join the 'good' line, but my Uncle Moshe Aronas, his wife and two children were
sent to the Ninth Fort.
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I can remember my birthday celebrations in the ghetto
and even remember receiving a very special present from
the neigh¬bour's son: it was a bandage glued with pieces of
coloured paper to wear as a crown on my head. These days I
always celebrate my birthdays; if we could celebrate it in the
most terrible conditions of the ghetto, it is a Mitzvah and
duty to celebrate now when we are free and well.
From our house we could see Jews being led to the Ninth
Fort. I also saw the escape of prisoners from this fortress;
one of them, our relative, came to our room. My mother was
terribly anxious: if he was found, we would all be punished
by death. After maybe only a day my father led him someMichle Aronas,
where else.
mother
of Hasia
When my parents went to work, they always left us some
Aronaite-Gitlin
food on the.table. My father used to say, "The food does
not belong to the one who gets to it ﬁrst, but to the one who
waits patiently". I always sent my younger brother ﬁrst, and then reminded him
what our father would say.
Though my mother protested, my father joined the anti-fascist underground organization. He would let me distribute procla¬mation leaﬂets in the ghetto. I was
a naughty girl and would play snow ﬁghts with the neighbours' children, with the
leaﬂets hidden under my dress. Motele was a much more responsible boy; he would
pull me by the sleeves saying, 'Come on, we have chores to do'.
During the 'Children's Action' Motele was hidden in a bunker together with several other kids. They were discovered by the Germans, led to a laundry and there
burnt alive, while the distraught parents were forced to watch their execution. My
father told me, that when the ﬁre caught Motele, he shouted, 'Mother, Mother,
when I burnt my ﬁnger, you would blow on it so it would not hurt!'
My mother ran towards him to throw him out of the ﬁre. A Ukrainian policeman
struck her with the handle of his riﬂe. She lost consciousness and suﬀered a bad
backbone injury in her fall. My mother never recovered after this incident.
I was smuggled out of the ghetto twice; I think at that time I was already aware
of what was going on. The ﬁrst time there was an arrangement with a woman who
lived in the central part of Kaunas. She was paid generously for hiding me.
I was told to crawl under the barbed wire of the ghetto fence at a strategic moment and to walk in a certain direction where a Lithuanian woman would be waiting for me. After successfully getting past the fence I walked in the darkness until
suddenly a strange woman called to me. She brought me to another woman's apartment where I was hidden for some time. I remem¬ber that if there was a round-up,
I would be locked in a basement. I was only 6 years old, but I sat there quietly talk-
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ing to rats that wandered around me. I do not think I was afraid! Today I am afraid
of spiders, insects, you name it!
I did not stay in that apartment for long. One day I heard that a Jewish girl had
been discovered and killed together with a Lithuanian woman in this neighbourhood. I ran to my 6-year-old cousin Cilia Katz who was being hidden nearby with
another Lithuanian family. I told her, 'We are going back to the ghetto'. We walked
a long way through the Kaunas streets, and it was evening when we reached the
ghetto. I stood close to the fence and saw my mother come out of our house. I called
to her. She looked around but saw nothing in the darkness. She entered the house
and told my father that she thought she had heard me calling. My father thought
this was nonsense, but Mother insisted that he should go check outside. I called
him and he saw us. I chose the right moment to slip under the wire fence; Cilia
crawled next. She was a little bit clumsy and tore her new coat on the barbed wire
and cried bitterly.
Cilia Katz disappeared for ever during the 'Children's Action'. She was exactly
my age, the daughter of Hanah and my Uncle Yosef Katz. Yosef was a very good
carpenter. Before the war he built a wooden house in Slobodka. The house is still
there, but Yosef, Chana and Cilia are not with us. Only Volodia Katz, the youngest
son in this family, born in the ghetto on 21 September 1941, survived.
After receiving a shot of Luminal, Volodia was smuggled out of the ghetto in a
suitcase. It was agreed that a Lithuanian carpen¬ter whom his father had known
for many years would transfer him to a priest. Volodia stayed with this priest for
some time but fell ill and was transferred to Dr Baublys, who ran an orphanage and
saved many Jewish children. Volodia stayed at the Baublys orphanage until the end
of the war. Dr Baublys was able to keep him because he was not circumcised.
Before the liquidation of the ghetto, a group of about seventy Jewish men and
women, including Volodia's parents, escaped to a forest, and hid there in a bunker
which they had dug for themselves. A man who was paid to take care of the food
supply turned out to be a traitor. The group was surrounded by the Gestapo and
burnt alive. There were only three survivors, who were not in the bunker when the
incident occurred.
My father was asked by the underground leaders to stay in the ghetto and not to
join the detachment. He passed his days in a workshop but at nights he would sew
boots for the partisans. Once during a meeting of the underground group to which
he belonged, Dr Kutorgiene told my father that he was lucky to have come that day:
a shelter had been found for me.
Dr Kutorgiene was a most courageous and noble woman. Endangering her own
life she would enter the ghetto to arrange contact between the underground members and the kind Gentiles who were willing to rescue Jewish children. This time
they were talking about a monastery in Zhemaitĳa. My father asked me if I was
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prepared to leave the family to go there and I agreed. My mother was against the
arrangement, but my father persuaded her. When I think about it now, I am surprised at myself. How could a girl at that age agree to leave her parents and go to an
unknown place with complete strangers? The reali¬ties of the ghetto presumably
made us mature enough to understand these situations; we felt the dangers and
behaved in a way not typical of normal children's behaviour.
This time, just a day before the 'Children's Action', I was carried out of the ghetto in a sack of potatoes and transferred to our contact. She led me to a location in
Kaunas, from where orphan girls were taken to the Girenai nunnery, located near
the town of Reitava. I remember how petriﬁed I felt on this journey. I was warned
not to speak in Yiddish. During the long journey by train to this orphanage I was
afraid I'd get my languages mixed up, so I kept silent.
I was registered in the orphanage as Maryte Radzevichiute. As far as I remember,
I lived there for almost two years. I mostly worked in the kitchen, and because I
worked well and very fast, the adults praised me and often gave me extra food; I was
clever enough to share it with other girls. During my leisure time I would knit, a
skill I had learnt at a very young age. I understood very well that I was diﬀerent, and
using wits beyond my years, I bribed other girls with extra food and knitted clothes.
All the orphans in the nunnery were supposed to pray every evening. I would pretend to pray, but actually every evening I'd repeat to myself, 'I am Hasia Aronaite,
my father is Chaim, my mother is Michle, my brother is Motele', and so on.
When the front approached our nunnery, all the nuns escaped, leaving us without any supervision or food. We would wander through the buildings and garden,
abandoned, cold, hungry and dirty. At the end of 1944 a young Jewish man in Soviet Army uniform appeared in the orphanage; he had heard there might be a Jewish
girl being hidden in Girenai. He talked to a priest and then met me, asking me who
I was. I told him the words I had repeated so many times in my 'prayers'. He wanted
to take me to his relatives in Rietava, but I refused to go. He also posted a notice
to the Kaunas synagogue notifying my whereabouts. This man was later killed by
Lithuanian bandits, called 'Zhaliukai', the so-called 'forest brothers'. According to
the descriptions I heard later, this young man was probably Shmuel Peipert.
My mother died in Stutthof from disease and starvation. My father was released
from Dachau, mobilized into the Soviet Army and came back to Lithuania only in
1946. He found the notice in the synagogue and went to collect me from Rietava.
By then I was living with Peipert's relatives, who had eventually persuaded me to
leave the orphanage. I remember I was lying in bed and saw my father's reﬂection
in a mirror. I jumped on him with joy, asking, 'Where are Mom and Motele?' 'We
will talk about it later at home', was his reply.
Father took me to his home, where he was living with a woman called Malka.
Once we went to Vilnius to see my aunts Sonia and Riva. I saw a woman in the
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window and was sure it was my mother. I ran towards her shouting, 'Mama!' However, when I got closer I saw it was Aunt Sonia, who resembled my mother. My
father married Malka and adopted her two daughters. They had another daughter
together. To this day we all maintain a very warm and close relationship. However
I never called Malka 'Mother'.
My father was the most kind and generous person. Despite Mother's reservations, many people would stay with us for couple of days in our crowded room in
the ghetto. After the war friends and even strangers could ﬁnd shelter and a meal
in our house; my father helped others as much as he could. He used to give pocket
money for sweets to the small children from the Jewish orphanage and money for
cigarettes to the older ones. He especially supported those who wanted to study and
helped others ﬁnd employment.
I went to a Jewish school where I was the favourite pupil of Sheinale Gertneriene,
our beloved teacher. I was married, very young, to Yakov Gitlin and we had two
children. We emigrated to Israel in 1972. Yakov passed away comparatively young;
he neglected his health, would not complain and by the time he went to see doctors
it was too late, he had advanced cancer.
I am not lonely. My children and ﬁve grandchildren are with me through the
hard times.
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DEATH CAMPS:
MAUTHAUSEN, TREBLINKA,
"ADMIRAL BROM" – CONCENTRATION
CAMP IN BREMEN
Sergei Vitkun
Among the heroes of the day, which were celebrated in
"Zikaron" organization’s event in January this year, was 80year-old Sergei Vitkun. With great emotion and tears in his
eyes, he told the audience the tragic saga of how he survived
being a prisoner of the Nazi camps. A native of Skvira in the
Kyiv region, in the beginning of the war he graduated from
the 8th grade and dreamed of becoming a pilot.
But the war broke out, and his plans went awry. Incredible suﬀering began for Sergey and his family, as well as for all the Jews who have
been under the German occupation. At ﬁrst, the students dug defensive trenches.
Then the military enlistment oﬃce has mobilized children born in 1923-1925 to dig
anti-tank ditches in the area of Popelyansky in Zhytomyr. On July 6, 1941 under
heavy bombing and shelling they were evacuated on foot to the Dnieper, and then
by train – to Stalinsky (now Donetsky) region, where he and three other children
– Isaac Katz and two Ukrainians, Anatoly Verpahovsky and Ivan Olshansky, have
been put to work at a collective farm. Several months later, they, along with the
collective farm brigade were sent to the Zaporozhye region for the construction of
defense facilities. Under the pressure of German forces they had to return to the
farm. A cavalry regiment was located in the area.
– We asked to enlist in the service as volunteers – says Vitkun. – And we were
accepted. From September to December 1941 we constantly took part in military
operations. In late December, our division, incurring heavy losses, retreated to the
area of the city of Chistyakov. In these battles I lost my friend Isaac. But as it turned
out, he was carried from the battleﬁeld, still alive, and treated in hospitals of Pyatigorsk for a year and a half. As the completion of the division arrived, due to lack of
horses and weapons for us – the volunteers – we were sent to the village Belovodsk
of Voroshilovgradsky region to work on a farm. In June 1942, as the German troops
approached, the kolkhoz tried to evacuate the three of us, along with a group of
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farmers and their livestock, to the rear. We managed to get to the city of Millerovo
of Rostov region. The Germans caught up with us, and we have witnessed the inhuman cruelty the Nazis. Before the eyes of the surrounded people, commanders,
commissars and Jews were detected, beaten and shot. I was not suspected as a Jew,
and my comrades didn’t give me up. We were locked along with other captured soldiers and evacuated families in a ﬁlthy cattle feedlot. At night, within a few hours
we dug a burrow in the sand and managed to escape unnoticed.
For six days we traveled to Belovodsk: we knew people there and could count
on help. For four months the three of us were hiding from the Germans, getting
by as best as we could. At night, on October 26, 1942, we were caught by the Germans and the Russian policemen. The next day, along with many other adolescent
boys, we were locked in boxcars without light, water, or toilet. A day later, the train
started moving in an unknown direction.
On the way many fainted or died from hunger, cold, and not being able to relieve
the organism. We were taken to Bremen, Germany. We were placed in the camp where
I stayed for two months. Working in the stone quarries I lost consciousness from hunger and abuse, and was placed in the barracks for the dying. In this camp I was fortunate to meet a classmate of mine named Chikirinda. We were delighted with each
other, but I had a lurking fear – what if he gives me away. But this never happened.
After some time at night the alarm drove all the prisoners into the square, 25 people were selected, including me. That night we were brought into a large camp named
"Admiral Brom". Here we were placed in a hut of 100 m without a ceiling, with four
rows of bunk beds. The living conditions were inhumane. The Germans and Russian
policemen were raging. Armed with guns and with iron-tipped truncheons which
tore the skin, they punished us for the slightest fault – for not bowing, not saying
hello, not giving way to a policeman with a dog. Public ﬂoggings were held – Commander Martin would be sitting in the middle of the barracks with two German shepherds on the sides and several policemen. The victim was forced to move squatting in
a circle covered with a thick layer of sand, to the point of exhaustion. He’d be made to
continue with riﬂe-butts and whips until the unfortunate would lose consciousness.
The food was scarce – a soup gruel, 200 g of bread-substitute made of unknown
substance, a glass of tea. Up at 6 am, work would start at 7. The labor was hard– at the
quarries, in construction of roads, in loading and unloading wagons and ships. Working in clearing the ruins of entire neighborhoods bombed by the Anglo-American air
force was considered prestigious; often in the ruins we’d ﬁnd leftover food or clothing.
When unloading wagons with ﬂour we’d envelop our clothes in it, shake oﬀ the residue at the camp, mixed it with water, and dried those cakes on our bodies during the
night. In the morning we ate the raw dough, which often gave us stomach aches.
The greatest torture for me was the bathhouse, the stripped-down periodic
inspections, and body disinfection procedures, as I could be unmasked as a Jew.
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According to the stories, one day they’d discovered a Jew in the bathhouse – his
was dragged with hooks into the lobby, doused with gasoline and set on ﬁre. I was
surrounded by good people – Russians and Ukrainians, I spoke both languages,
as well as a little German. This allowed me to get acquainted with a German – a
ﬁreman named Otto Beutler, who would always pass me information about the
victories of the Soviet troops at the front. When asked whether he is a communist,
Otto remained silent. After the camp was liberated by the Anglo-American troops
Otto invited me to his home, gave me all sorts of treats and a picture of him with
his address. He asked me to intercede with the authorities about him moving to the
Soviet Union. But in the KGB I was advised not to think about it and was forbidden
to conduct any correspondence with him.
During my stay in the camp "Admiral Brom" I've lost several friends – Gordey
Tverdohleb was shot dead during the loading of wagons; two more friends, starving, overate on pressed warm rice and died. On Gordey's bunk under his pillow
I found a patriotic poem, probably written by him. Subsequently, I contacted his
family, gave them some of his personal belongings, I was invited to visit in memory
of their son.
The city, which housed the camp, was subjected to heavy ﬁre, and on April 26,
1945 the Anglo-American forces liberated us. Our contact with the liberators was
friendly – we embraced, they treated with all sorts of delicacies, cigarettes, asked
for memory cards, a photo, a Soviet asterisk – but we did not have anything to give
them. For two months the Americans have kept us in an equipped camp in the town
of Nienburg – feeding and treating us, so I was even able to play football with them.
Then we were transferred to the Soviet zone. We went through State monitoring
and worked in harvesting, dismantling of factories and plants, the equipment was
sent to the Soviet Union.
At the end of 1945, we were transferred to the Soviet Union to the city of BrestLitovsk, and enlisted in the 17th Labor Battalion, and I as the most competent,
was appointed to be the scribe. In the middle of 1946, I returned home to the city
of Skvira. Then I learned that my parents and 20 of my relatives were shot by the
Germans in September of 1941. Only my sister Sheva survived –a doctor, the wife of
a General-Major, she'd spent the war at the front. She lived in Rovno, and I moved
there to live with her. Only when receiving a passport, I indicated that I was a Jew
by nationality.
My future life passed safely – I've received education, raised a family, worked
and received public recognition. In October 1995, together with my family, I've
immigrated to Israel. Here I live with my children and grandchildren. However, the
years spent in the Nazi camps, on the brink of life and death, are a nightmare that
is impossible to forget. God grant that the present and the future generations of the
people of Israel shall never experience them.
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TREBLINKA
Galina Mordechai
I was born on February 15, 1920 in the
town of Pultusk, 30 km north of Warsaw.
In 1927 our family moved to Warsaw. My
father Galina Moshe was a merchant, my
mother was a housewife.
By the beginning of the war I was eighteen and a half. Within 7 days Warsaw was
surrounded by German troops. On September 12, 1939 the Polish government left the
city and ﬂed to London. This was the era
of government in exile. On September 17,
1939 the Red Army and the army of Hitler
divided Poland. Central Poland remained
in the hands of the Germans. On September 30th the Germans occupied Warsaw,
the Polish army surrendered. For almost 30
days, the city was bombed continuously. The Jewish quarter of the city got most of
the heavy ﬁre.
In mid-1940, the Germans began to think about how to exterminate the Jews of
Warsaw. The city had about 5,000 Jews. They were herded into a ghetto. The Jewish and the Polish neighborhoods were separated, we were forbidden to leave the
ghetto. Those who violated the order were killed. It was very crowded, as a lot of
people were gathered in the ghetto. By means of deception, Jews were transported
to the Poniatov camp that was led by Domenyuk. My aunt, my mother's sisters and
brothers (6 sisters and 4 brothers) went there, and they received good living conditions so that they'd write to the rest how well the Jews lived here.
In 1942 the camp "Treblinka" was built – a place of extermination of the Jews
of Warsaw. 80 thousand people were killed there. To do this, especially in Warsaw,
the Judenrat was created, which was obliged to deliver from 5 to 10 thousand Jews
for slaughter.
Father and I went out of the ghetto to work on the construction of the railway
near Warsaw.
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In the morning we\d be driven to work by the SS with guard dogs and brought
back the same way. When my father and I were gone, the Germans entered the
ghetto, where my family lived. They took my mom (she was forty years old), my
brother Zoellick (13 years old), and my sister (16 years old) to Treblinka (90 km
from Warsaw). On this day, people were put into gas wagons, they died on the way
to the camp, and the corpses were burned.
When we returned from work, they were no longer alive. My father had connections with some Polish people (he'd done business with before the war). My father
told me: "We are going to be killed". – He was then 50 years old, and I was 21 years
old. "You know the Polish language, you must get to the Polish side, and they will
help you survive".
I managed to crawl out through a hole in the fence. I went from village to village
posing as a Pole, working and surviving. This went on until the liberation of Warsaw in 1945 by the Red Army.
Father remained in the ghetto and survived the uprising. He got to another death
camp, Majdanek, where he'd built an airﬁeld for the Germans. He was killed shortly before the end of the war. May the blessed memory of all the victims of Warsaw
shine forever! Let this never happen again!
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Eisenberg Gregory
I was born on June 1, 1929 in the city of Wlodawa in Lublin region of Poland. The city of Wlodawa is still a part of
Poland. In 1939, our city was occupied by the Germans,
and the railroad – by the Russians. Since the sawmill, which
belonged to the company, where my father was one of the
partners, was on the Russian side, the company has decided
that to keep all this wealth, our family should move to the
other side, where the plant was located. Back then everyone
thought it will be over and back to normal soon. We've moved, but soon the Soviets
conﬁscated everything and sent us back. Our family had no right to live closer than
100 kilometers from the border. We moved to the city of Lakhva, Luninets district
(then it was the area of Pinsk, now – Brest). My father worked, and we – the children – went to school. We were four children; I went to the fourth grade. In 1941,
our city was invaded by the Germans; we had no time to evacuate. (Everyone knows
that after the war, one could not write and even think about these things). We were
driven to work, to build a railway bridge. Through Lakhva runs the river Smerd.
When the Soviets retreated, they blew up the bridge. We were driven to work on
the construction of a new bridge. Soon, all the Jews were herded into a ghetto. Jews
from the surrounding villages were also brought there. At ﬁrst I worked with the
adults, and then I was forced to watch people. In the ghetto there was a famine, a lot
of people, children and elderly were dying of hunger. Many swelled from hunger.
Every day somebody got killed or looted, especially by the policemen who came to
the ghetto and took whatever they wanted. The policemen had to have a black uniform sewn, the capotes worn by the religious Jews were perfect for this, and there
were many of them in Lakhva. Soon the Jewish police, the Judenrat, was organized.
The head of the Judenrat was a very famous person in the city named Lopatin. Then
the policemen or the Germans would rarely go into the ghetto, they would give an
order, and the order would be carried out, because the local men, especially Lopatin, knew who had what, and where to take things from. The men from the Jewish
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police would sometimes exit the ghetto. They learned that in many places the ghettos were already exterminated, and that on the outskirts of the city, in the woods,
they've dug a pit for the execution of our ghetto. The commander of the Judenrat
Lopatin, as well as many residents of the ghetto have decided that when the Germans come to the ghetto to take people to be shot, ﬁres are to be set to the houses,
and people are to attack the Germans and the policemen. Even if one person manages to escape, it will be good. And so they did. They set ﬁre to the houses, causing
a temporary confusion, the Germans and the police were bewildered, they came to
plunder, but everything was on ﬁre. At this time, people rushed to the gate, killed
two Germans and began to run out of the ghetto. However, the Germans soon managed to close the gate, and they began to march people to the pit to be shot. Only
100-120 people managed to escape from the ghetto, mostly those who were close
to the gate. They ran to the river Pripyat, 9 km from the city. After the Germans
shot all the remaining people in the ghetto, they rushed to catch those who escaped.
Many managed to cross to the other side. I remember well as four adults and I came
to one farmer who mowed the grass because it was haying time, on September 3,
1942. He put us on a boat and took us to the other side and gave us all the food that
he had with him. He wished for us to get to the partisans. He was a very good man,
because he risked not only his own life but also the lives of his whole family. Nine
days later, we got to the partisans, where I met with my father, brother and sister.
They, too, had ﬂed the ghetto. All ﬂed separately, and no one knew who was able to
escape, until he met at the partisans'.
The partisans could not accept us, the partisan movement in Western Belarus
had only just started. The partisans gave us directions to go to the Minsk region,
Lubań district, where there already was an established partisan movement. It took
us a month and a half to get there, but they wouldn't accept us either. However, it
was possible to live near the partisans. The Germans would not appear there. We
lived with the locals, I was a shepherd.
At the end of 1943, when the front came close to Belarus, the partisans would
not allow the Germans to retreat. They'd undermine railways, set up ambushes
on the roads. The Germans staged a raid on the partisans and ﬁred at night at the
swamp and forest area, advancing during daytime. Many partisans were killed, as
well as the locals, because everyone ﬂed into the forests or swamps. And we have
ﬂed as well. In April 1944, the Germans caught us; this is when I've lost my father
and brother. I also got caught, but I was dressed as a peasant boy – in makeshift
pants and bark sandals. It saved me. We were taken to the village of Lyaskovichi,
and kept there for two days. The Germans soon withdrew from the village, and we
all went back into the forest.
At the end of June 1944 the Luban area was liberated by the Red Army. After the
liberation we went to the town of Luban in Minsk region. I got a job in the dining
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room, peeling potatoes and be fed in return. Soon a shoe shop opened in Luban,
and they took me in as the shoemaker's apprentice, where I worked until February of 1946. In February 1946, I went to a trade school to be trained as a turner. I
was sent to work at the Schmidt plant. In 1951, I was drafted into the army. After
demobilization I went to Minsk and went to work for MAZ (Minsk Automobile
Plant). In 1957 I married. I have three children: two sons and a daughter. In 1990
we came to Israel.

192

GHETTO OF THE "LENIN" COLLECTIVE FARM

GHETTO OF THE "LENIN"
COLLECTIVE FARM

Ginzburg Boris
TROUBLE AHEAD
On June 22 1941, Molotov made and announced that at
night the Germans bombed Brest, Kiev and other cities, suddenly attacking the USSR.
On the 23rd in the morning many of people (refugees)
arrived in vehicles from Brest, Pinsk, Luninets, everyone
wanted to cross the border at the frontier and the bridge
over the river Sluch that were in our town. The head of the
frontier Aristov would not to let anyone pass, only with a permit. In the following
days, in the center of the town, in addition to refugees, soldiers and oﬃcers of the
Red Army began to appear, which had already retreated. On June 26 they blew up
two bridges on the border and the big bridge in town, in nearby houses all the windows were shattered. We, the boys, ran to look what happened.
On the 27th the Germans appeared, and immediately Kuzma the sculteus started
going from house to house and calling the Jews to go to work on the bridges. The
Germans arrived and began to shout: "Faster, cursed Jews". Then it became clear
what torments lie ahead. This was told to me by my father, who came in the evening
from work at the bridge.
Initially, the village Jews thought that the Germans would seek out and punish
only the Bolsheviks and the Young Communists, but it was not so.
Directing the work on the restoration of the bridge was the old builder Yankl
Kravets, the Jews started to work at 6 am, the Germans came later. Within four
days, the wooden bridges have been restored, and they carried the German tanks
and military vehicles.
One day Kuzma the sculteus shouted in the middle of the street that all the Jews
of the town must be gathered at the commune. Everyone quickly gathered; whole
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families with children stood frightened. The Commandant, the biggest thug of all,
climbed on a chair to be seen by all, and loudly declared: "Starting from today, according to the orders of Hitler, the Jews will live by the rules of the ghetto:
1. Men aged 13-60 years should appear every day to work (absenteeism is punished by execution).
2. On the bottom of the left arm all must wear a white band, on it – a yellow
"Magen David" (non-compliance is punished by execution).
3. Jews are forbidden to walk on the sidewalks (non-compliance is punished by
execution).
4. Once it gets dark, the Jews are forbidden to go out into the streets (non-compliance is punished by execution).
5. In the evening, all houses should be dark (non-compliance is punished by
execution).
6. Before work everyone must gather here, at the municipality, whoever thinks
not to work, will also be shot.
He also ordered the Judenrat to be selected. Heroic, handsome guys volunteered
and stepped out from the crowd: Aaron Milner, Isaac Kolpanitsky, Yankl Lazebnyk, Joseph Rubinstein, and Moshe Galenson. They would now be responsible for
transmitting orders to the community.
There was a shoe-sewing cooperative in town. The German sent to call for the
chairman Mordechai Kravets. They broke down the door of the warehouse, and
then the locals looted everything: leather, materials and textiles, and machinery.
On the second day the Judenrat was ordered to bring 125 men to work with
shovels and rakes – to repair the road to Mikashevichy, and another called Lysya
road; 15 people worked at the hospital on the outskirts of town, a few people were
to clean up around the municipality and the surrounding streets.
Those who dared to rest a little at work on road repairs, the Germans would beat
with whips.
FIRST VICTIMS
One night in the yard of the commune three young Komsomol activists were shot
by the Nazis: A.Plit, Shimon Galenson, Isaac Beredetsky.
At night the bandits awakened members of the Judenrat – Aaron Milner, Isaac
Shusterman, Shimon Shusterman and the builder Yankl Kravets, told them to take
a wagon without a horse and drag it through the sand to Stiblevichesky road (about
two kilometers from the village), to bury the corpses there. They were not allowed
to bury them at the Jewish cemetery.
When they returned, the bandits yelled at them that it took too long, called upon
Shimon Shusterman, brutally beat him, dragged him bleeding into the courtyard
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and shot him in front of his family and friends, then ordered to take the dead man in
the same carriage to the place where they buried his friends and bury him there.
As it was later explained to me by my fellow townsmen about Isaac Beredetsky,
when he was brought, and shown that his comrades were killed, he ran oﬀ to the
bridge. Someone was coming towards him, he had nowhere to go, and he threw
himself oﬀ a bridge into the river. A few days later his body emerged, Judenrat representatives went to the main thug-commandant asking for permission to get the
body, he allowed it, and they managed to bury him.
The Nazis assigned a man named Max (he was German) to manage the town,
along with his in-law Olszewski and the infamous local bandit called Gergelihes;
the police had a lot of men from our town and the surrounding villages, the Germans dressed them in black uniforms. Despite the fact that hundreds of Jews would
go to work every day, their situation did not improve.
By the way, Max, the young German who came to our town from nowhere, used
to work as a surveyor for Agarkov the landowner. The Germans awarded him with
the rank of General, dressed him in a special uniform, which was sewn by Mordechai Kravets the tailor. Admittedly, he helped the Judenrat to avoid many troubles from the Nazis and the local policemen. When the ﬁrst punitive battalion came
to the farm, he was able to persuade them not to hurt the Jews, as they faithfully
carried out all the orders of the commandant. He also informed the Judenrat that
they were leaving us on the second day in the evening. Surely, as a token of gratitude for his good deeds he received a lot of Jewish property.
The second supervisor – Olszewski (Max's in-law) worked under the Polish rule
in the commune, and now has become probably the dumbest manager, he did not
help the Jews, he was two-faced; however, he'd demand bribes from the Jews. His
daughter suddenly wanted to get the best fur coat, and he demanded it from the
Judenrat. They had to go to all the Jewish families and search, until the fur this
piece of garbage liked was found; this is just one example of how the hapless people
were robbed.
The third supervisor was Boris Gergelihes (this was not his surname, but a nickname of his grandmother), he was the head of the police, and he did whatever he
wanted.
Every day he collected 5-6 fugitives of any nationality, who escaped from the
Germans and came to our town; if their hear was cut short – he ranked them as
Bolsheviks, gave them shovels, and marched them to the Polustevicheski hill to dig
a pit, where they would be shot. He walked around, as I recall, with a large pipe
and a thick stick in his hand. Whenever he wished, he would go into Jewish homes,
demanding vodka and tobacco. He’d grab a package with the most valuable items,
and ordered the Jews to keep quiet, threatening to shoot them otherwise. To carry
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the loot, he’d take with him one or two peasants, but mostly he’d show up with two
Germans.
On Fridays and Saturdays the Germans and their collaborators the policemen
would be engaged in looting and pillaging (sometimes on Sundays as well). Once
two German came to Chaya Kraine and demanded bribes, and she began to shout.
Then they shot her husband in the neck, injuring him. The next day she went to
the commune to ask the doctor to provide assistance for her husband; these two
Germans also came there and shot her in the head, killing her.
A wealthy Jew named Yudul Levin lived in our village. He decided to hide some
of his best golden jewelry at his best friend’s, a Belarusian named Denis Shoshkes,
who lived down the street from him. The wife of Dennis’s brother found out about
it (they quarreled with each other), and reported to the policeman Borisko. The
Germans came, took the farmer away to Polustevichsky hill and executed him. A
short time later, the same day, these same Germans arrested Levin, led him to the
oﬃce, and beat him so hard that the screams were heard from far away. Then they
threw him, half dead, in a bus, drove him to the hill and shot him dead.
It was the Nazis’ system: one would be led to the commandant, ﬁrst beaten half
to death, so hard that the cries could be heard all over town, and then taken away
and shot. Out of despair, many Jews, both male and female, threw themselves from
the big bridge into the river to drown themselves.
The Judenrat received an order to promptly collect 50 men's and women's most
elegant suits, including stockings and shoes, to dress a group of youth, who were
taken from the villages to be sent to Germany. There was no way around it, they
had to go from house to house, begging, persuading people to give up their best,
otherwise it would end badly for all of us.
Escaping from the siege on Brest, former Red Army soldiers, Chaim Shuster’s
son Yudke and his son-in-law Vadzes, came to our Judenrat. The representatives
reported to the commandant that these men do not wish to ﬁght against the German army, and that they returned home. The commandant said that this is very
good, so all the relatives were happy. A few days later both of them were summoned
to the oﬃce, two Germans put them on a bus. Peasants who worked in the ﬁeld saw
them digging a hole, pleading before the Nazis, kissing their feet – but to no use,
they were shot.
As I mentioned earlier, all the Jewish men were put to the heaviest work, each
received only 300 grams of bread.
One day in late September of 1941, the Germans organized a supply convoy of
peasants’ wagons. Since we also had a horse, and my father was warned by the
sculteus to come and join the convoy. My father was already an old man, and we
decided at home that I should replace him.
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All 20 wagons were loaded with stolen grain poured into bags, and headed to the
Lakhva railway station (about 30 km away). On the way, one of the attendants – a
young Nazi-SS man learned that there is a Jew in the convoy, i.e. me, and got on my
cart. My half-starved horse began to tire, because the road has been hard – a deep
sand track. Then the fascist began to beat me with a whip, and continued to do so
the entire way. At a farm near the village of Sinkovichi I saw a woman with a grazing horse, and I begged her tearfully to substitute the horses for the rest of the way,
and she rescued me. Arriving at the Lakhva station (at early dusk), the carts began
to unload the grain. The same fascist began to run among the convoy – looking
for me, shouting: "Where is the Jude!" Next to my wagon was the wagon of Maria
Tsarikevich, a woman from our street, she shouted: "Berko, hide under my skirt!”
She saved me from certain painful death. When it was dark, I quickly unloaded the
wagon and headed back, without the Germans.
At the end of September of 1941 an order came for the Jews to gather at the
square and the courtyard of the commune all livestock, i.e. cows, horses, goats,
geese and chickens, in one day. In short, the Nazis decided to starve everyone to
death, small children in particular. In addition, they enforced a rapid movement
into the ghetto, which was deﬁned in the houses between two streets, mainly in
Jewish homes. 2-3 families settled in each room, making bunks in three or four
rows. Whatever property anyone had brought with them was forbidden to be driven
in wagons, only to be carried and dragged on foot. The ghetto was surrounded by a
high wooden fence, which was covered on top with several rows of barbed wire.
Before the command to move to the ghetto was issued, one farmer was driving a
cart of ﬁrewood for sale. Ethl the Redhead (nicknamed after her husband) bought
the ﬁrewood from him. A local bandit named Khil'kevich, who worked at the commune, saw this and reported to the Germans. When it was dark, several thugs came
to Ethl’s. Her daughter Chaya had two 3 year old twin boys, and Ethl had a 15 year
old son. All three children were taken into the yard and shot. The mother and the
daughter were dragged into the middle of the street and also shot in front of the
house of Peisach (the stove-maker). The next morning, on learning of the tragedy,
men of the Judenrat went to ask for permission to remove the corpses, but got
turned down; they said that they shall lie there for three days. During this time, the
bodies of the children were torn to pieces by mice and cats. They allowed removing
the women’s bodies after the remains of the children were buried. Chaya’s surname
was Gorodetsky.
It was the cold and very snowy winter of 1941– 42. We were forced to do hard
labor, shoveling snow in the courtyards of the municipality and the hospital, the
Gebietskommissar headquarters, the police station, as well as cleaning the roofs of
the houses. It was very diﬃcult to work half-starved. Each day we’d only get 200300 grams of bread and a few spoonfuls of soup of potato peelings and water. Some
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people would succeed, while on forced labor, to exchange with the local farmers
some garment for a piece of bread, but it had to be done secretly, unnoticed by the
guard.
Once, driving along the main street, there was a convoy of sleigh carts. Each
sleigh carried 3 Germans; they were heading to the woods. A few hours later the
convoy returned, and the sleighs were carrying bandaged wounded people. It
seemed that the Germans were ambushed by partisans. On the second morning
after the incident the Judenrat received an order to report to the hospital. For a
long while, the people waited in the cold. Out came the ringleader with two other
Germans, and said that yesterday Jews attacked the convoy, and as punishment, the
entire town Jews shall be shot today along with the Judenrat. Aaron Milner plucked
up courage and asked to express a few words in defense.
At ﬁrst, he was not allowed to speak, then he tried again, and when the leader allowed him to speak, Aaron said, "You have a list of all the Jews of the ghetto, check
to see if anyone is missing, and if so, carry out your orders". Thanks to the courage
of this man the looming threat was delayed for a while.
One morning they brought 60 women with small children from the village of
Wulka that's near Luninets. Barefoot, hungry, and they had to be placed among
the doomed inhabitants of the ghetto. For the Judenrat it was a tough challenge for
our living conditions were already unbearable. The husbands of those women with
older children were taken into the Luninets ghetto.
THE GANTSEVICHI CONCENTRATION CAMP
On Easter eve of 1942, i.e. by the end of March, the Germans sent 60 young
people to a concentration camp in Gantsevichi, after some time a team of specialists
was also sent there; in April in Shavuot all able-bodied men up to 60 years (total of
150) were sent to the same concentration camp. Lakhovsky Street, from there we
walked 18 km. to the railway station of Mikashevichi. There we were put in cattle
yard in the open air, and in the morning we were loaded into two cattle-wagons and
driven to Luninets. There we were put in a ghetto, inhabited only by some women
and children, the men were taken long ago in an unknown direction, and probably
killed. Then we were marched back to the station, loaded into wagons and taken to
Gantsevichi.
The obvious question is why, when 150 people were marched from "Lenin" to
Mikashevichi, didn't we try to kill the 10 Germans and as many policemen guarding
us and escape?
With such manpower we could destroy the security several times larger, and such
conversations were held on the way. But the problem before us was that we were
tied to our relatives who remained in the ghetto, our actions would immediately affect them. This is the main reason which hindered us from taking action. For some
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reason we believed that the suﬀering that befell the Jewish people will soon be over.
But fate decreed otherwise, and for us it ended tragically.
The concentration camp in Gantsevichi was in the old building of a hotel and in
the nearby buildings. Inside three-tiered bunks were made, set in a short distance
from each other, covered with wood shavings. The camp outside was surrounded
by a high wooden fence, with several rows of barbed wire on top. It was guarded
around the clock by policemen and the Germans.
We'd receive 300 gram of bread per day, in the afternoon we'd be given a serving
of soup, it was prepared in the kitchen by a prisoner cook. The camp commandant
was a Jew by the name of Greenbaum, a refugee from Poland, who spoke German.
Through him the Germans would pass along all their orders. We were marched
to work every day under guard; builders built the barracks, some people worked
in building a boating road with wooden ﬂooring, a group of young people, which
included me, would be taken to a brick factory in the country. Here, on unicycle wooden wheelbarrows we hauled clay from the quarry to the mountain, to the
molding presses. We'd get terribly tired, because we worked half-starved.
This lasted from March to the 14th of August 1942. The prisoners were planning an escape with a simultaneous attack on the Gantsevichi garrison, in order to
destroy it and capture weapons. All the younger prisoners were divided into dozens
of lists; each group was assigned a senior.
Every evening, after returning from work, the Germans would line everybody up
and perform a roll call. God forbid for someone to be absent.
But our plan to defeat the garrison failed because we were responsible for the
fate of our loved ones who remained in the ghetto. On August 14, 1942 in the
evening, hearing that that morning all the relatives who remained in Lenin were
killed, on the same day after returning from work, the whole camp attempted an
escape, as it was clear that in the coming hours or days, the Germans will shoot us
all. People ﬂed aimlessly in groups, and, of course, many fell into the hands of the
Germans and the Polizei in the ﬁrst hours, many have died, running through the
railway, which was heavily guarded. The older people remaining in the camp 60-70
people) were shot the next day. Of 500 Jews of the Gantsevichi concentration camp
who had ﬂed that day, half died under diﬀerent circumstances, about 300 people
managed to escape, joining the partisan groups. They fought against the fascists
together with all the patriots of our great country.
Having got over the railway, I found myself along with Isser Gregory, a classmate of mine (now living in Israel), his younger brother and the son of Kravets the
builder, whose name I do not remember. When we reached the forest, it was dark,
and the shooting, which accompanied us all the way, quieted down, we realized that
we are free, and we need to get to the forest close to the Leninsky district in search
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of the partisans in order to join them, ﬁght and take revenge on the Nazis for the
atrocities committed by them on our families and all of the Belarusian people.
We moved through forests and marshes, mostly at night, at dawn, we'd go to
farms and outskirts of villages, and people would point us in the right direction,
give us food. On the 8th day, reaching Hvorostovsky forest, we met with a division of partisans named after N.T. Shish, which came on a mission to Puzichi and
Horostovo to ﬁnd out what forces guard them, for the purpose of their subsequent
defeat. Me and Issers were sent to the edge of the forest go through half a kilometer
in a ﬁeld to the villages in question, to ﬁnd out everything about their guard, the
number of Germans and policemen stationed there. All this was in broad daylight.
We went there and got our ﬁrst baptism; the Germans and the police did not allow us to approach the estate, opened ﬁre from 50 meters away, which was lucky
for us, because they could have allowed us to approach closer and taken us alive.
We rushed back, the partisans opened counter ﬁre, and we were able to come back
alive.
THE PARTISAN DETACHMENT OF N.T. SHISH
In August of 1942, I was enrolled in the above-mentioned detachment. On the
second day, when I was already acquainted with the situation in the unit, I was sent
with a whole company on a mission to defeat the guard of the estates, I was armed
with two German grenades with wooden handles. We snuck closer, attacked from
all sides of the estate. We set ﬁre to structures and stacks of straw, loaded the grain
onto carts, took the cattle. On the way to the partisan detachment we gave a lot of
the supplies to the population, some of the cattle, ﬂour and grain we brought to the
squad camp, adding food supplies. The Germans and the police ﬂed in panic, leaving behind a few riﬂes and grenades; here I got my ﬁrst riﬂe.
In September 1942 our partisan detachment, which consisted of former soldiers
and oﬃcers of the Red Army that escaped captivity (in the areas of Kobrin and
Brest) attacked a large German garrison in the village of "Lenin". According to
intelligence reports, there were about 100 Germans and policemen, 5-7 machine
guns, plus automatic weapons, riﬂes and grenades. Here, on Lakhovsky Street
where I used to live, was the residence of the Gebietskommissar and his deputy.
Leading this operation was entrusted to the deputy commander Peter Patalakh. For
its implementation 100 partisans has been allocated. It was carried out according
to the plan of the former Board Chairman Chopchitsa, who submitted data on the
location of the SS, the SD, and police Gebietskommissar headquarters. I, as a local
resident, took an active part in directing the units to the objects of the Nazis.
The battle began at dawn with a red signal rocket. I was part of a unit of Vasily
Tikhomirov numbering 9 persons, we crawled to the house on Lakhovsky street,
the residence of the Gebietskommissar Grossman and his assistant. The task to de-
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stroy them has been implemented. The leader himself tried to jump out the window
into the yard, but was immediately shot down. Then I jumped over the fence into a
neighboring yard, where the family of Sidor Chopchits lived; their daughter-in-law
Lydia Stepanovna taught us Russian and literature in school. The whole family hid
from the shooting. When they saw me, they were confused because they thought
I was dead for a long time. I asked if they know where the deputy of the Gebietskommissar is. They said that yesterday he went to the Provincial Center in Gantsevichi and they do not know if he has returned. It turned out that the assistant,
the so-called "Belgian German", a healthy, tall man, was hiding under the bed in
their bedroom. Jumping through the window into the house with a semi-automatic
riﬂe, I scoured the rooms and immediately noticed the giant German crawling from
under the bed with a gun in his hand. I instantly jumped to him and kicked the gun
out of his hand. I grabbed him, and with the help of Vasily Tikhomirov managed to
subdue him. By the way, Chopchits and his wife now live in the city of Grodno.
At this time, the rest of the partisans of our detachment engaged in loading carts
with the stolen property of these executioners, as well as weapons and ammunition.
As a result of the battle, which lasted until 10 am, three oﬃcers, 12 policemen, the
Gebietskommissar and his assistant were killed, the rest ﬂed.
The result of this operation was the liberation of 30 Jews – professionals and
artisans, whom the Germans kept alive for their services, all local German facilities
and institutions were destroyed.
So, I fought in the partisan unit from August 1942 to April 1944 – when we connected to the advancing Red Army. After connecting to the Red Army, I volunteered
to join its ranks, and fought till the Victory Day in May 9th 1945.
I was seriously wounded during the battle for the city of Riga in October 1944,
and was treated in various hospitals for 5 months until complete recovery. And
again, I went back to the front. In March '45 I joined the 3rd Ukrainian Front, and
on April 22 with the 20th Division, I fought for 19 days in the attack and conquest
of Berlin till May 2nd of 1945.
After the Great Victory I continued to serve in the army and was discharged from
its ranks in February 1947.
I was decorated with 22 awards and medals, including two medals of the State
of Israel.
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Voldman (Portnaya) Maria
I was born in 1925, in Snitkov of the Mur-Kirilovski district
in Vinnytsia region.
In 1927 my parents moved to the Kherson region. In 1932
we moved to the town of Bar in Vinnytsia region, that year
my father died of typhoid fever. Mother was left with 2 children. Before the war, my mother my sister and I lived in a
very diﬃcult ﬁnancial situation. We could not be evacuated
because of the illness of my sister and the ﬁnancial conditions. The Germans came to our town on May 16, 1941. We hid wherever we could;
my mother guarded me especially, she was very worried about me. I remember it
was already cold; we were kicked out of our home and moved to the country, to the
ghetto. This site was fenced with barbed wire, and there was a gate through which
we went to and from work. At the gate there was a shutsman on duty, and if someone would not return on time, he'd order him to stretch his hands out and beat him
with a ramrod until the palms would turn into pillows. We worked in the ﬁeld in
the Jewish collective farm. In winter, we worked on diﬀerent tasks at the Shutscommendature. On August 19, 1942 at dawn, we were taken out of the apartments
and gathered at the stadium. There was a terrible massacre, young men were taken
separately. I was torn from my mother and sister and taken to the side and then out
of the city, to some abandoned barracks, where we were kept for three days, and
then during the night we were loaded onto vehicles and driven away. Three days of
torture without food, without water. In the morning we arrived at the place. There
were old three-storey barracks with bunks. The bunks were covered with straw,
which was moving from the insects that swarmed in there. There was a wire barrier and Germans with huge Shepherd dogs, snooping around everywhere. Later
we learned that this is the village of Yakushentsy, near Vinnitsa. We worked on
the highway, from Kamenetz-Podolsk to Kiev. Our food was dead horsemeat and
whatever else we could ﬁnd. I did not stay long in the camp, and escaped all alone.
To this day I do not understand how I managed to do so. How I got back, I also
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cannot explain: through the woods, across ﬁelds, through unfamiliar places. I slept
in the ﬁeld, eating whatever there was, but two days later I was on the outskirts of
the city of Bar, in the territory of the collective farm, where I used to work. There I
met some people and they told me everything that had happened. My mother and
my sister, along with 300 Jews were killed the day when we were gathered at the
stadium. No one wept for the dead; everyone envied them that they have already
passed this stage, which was still ahead for the rest of us.
With these people, whom I met on the farm, I went back to the ghetto and decided: whatever happens to everyone shall be my fate as well. Where did I live, what
did I eat – this period is completely erased from my memory.
I remember I once walked down the street in ghetto and met a group of people
who were marched from somewhere. One of them called me and asked whether I
was the daughter of Portnoy (I look very much like my father). I said yes, and he
told me that he was from one of the places where my father and mother once lived,
and he knew all of my relatives.
It so happened that I met my former neighbor. She invited me to help her dig for
potatoes. The next day after work, I went to her to spend the night, and to go with
them to the ﬁeld in the morning. When in the evening I was sitting on a chest with
her daughter, a girl my age, their friend who worked as a coachman for the commandant came to visit. He told the hostess that today he traveled with the Germans
to pick a site for the killing of the remaining Jews – after the ﬁrst pogrom some
artisans were left alive. They were going to be killed the next day. After he left, I
was crying, I did not know what to do. They told me to go in their barn, where they
made a hole under the hay. I spent the night there, but they knew that if a Jew is
found on their premises, they would be killed. They told me that the stories are not
true, and I can return safely to the farm, as they will not dig for potatoes today. I
went back, but near the collective farm I've met an acquaintance who was probably
hiding in the territory of the farm, who told me to run away, that a pogrom is being
held, and disappeared. Later I learned that he had a hiding place, where he could
not take me, but I was still grateful for the warning. I did not know where to go,
so I went back to the neighbor. She told me that she was afraid for her family and
can't keep me at home, so I should go to the plant, where people would often cross
the border.
The fact is that near the plant there was a rivulet, which served as a border between the Germans and the Romanians. It turned out that the city of Bar was in the
hands of the Germans, and the Bar station was held by the Romanians.
I went to the plant; I stood near the river and did not know where it was shallow
enough to cross. Katsaps lived near the station. They learned that there's a pogrom
in town, and rushed to the city with large bags, to plunder. I saw where they crossed
the river, and went ahead. So I got to the station, on the Romanian side. I knew
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that my uncle and brother were in Luchinets and began to ask how to get there. In
Luchinets I met with my relatives and with them I was taken to Tulchin. There we
were digging peat, up to our knees in water, and if the guards got bored, they'd pull
us out, arrayed us in a line, and each prisoner received three or four ramrod lashes,
then pushed back into the water. We ate the same dead horse meat and cakes of
corn residue.
In such conditions we have spent the summer, and in the autumn we were held in
a shed for a whole night and beaten, and in the morning they put us in calf-wagons
and sent us to Mogilev. Here my brother fell ill with typhus, and I was sent back to
Luchinets, where I lived until the liberation on March 19, 1944.
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Gonta (Tokar) Rosa
I was only ﬁve years old, and of course, I was with my mother, sister and brother. He was a just a baby. We were in the
ghetto from 1941 to 1944. When the Germans occupied our
village, the ﬁrst thing they did, was gathering all the Jews in
the center of the village and reading aloud the order: "All
Jews shall be required to wear an armband with the Jewish
star". This mark had to be worn on the back, chest and arm.
Everyone had to embroider a yellow Star of David on black
cloth. It was necessary to ensure that we would be marked and singled out, for they
did not consider us human beings. We were kicked out of our house; they took everything, even the keys. We were placed with all the other Jews. We slept on the ﬂoor,
clinging to each other. We tried to hide my little brother with some rags we had.
Mother, as everyone else, would be taken to work in the ﬁelds, and we the children
were with her, afraid to be alone, for we were very hungry, and afraid that our mom
would not come home.
Jews were tortured for the slightest disobedience. I remember one day my mother
was rushing to work in a hurry, because she had to bring her children along, and she
had forgotten to put the patch on her arm, but she did put them everywhere else.
When she was returning home, they began to beat her with a rubber truncheon. I
clung to her; it hurt me that my mother was beaten. I also got my share of blows.
There was nothing to eat, we ate nettles, potato peelings – and it was a special
day when we would receive them. There was no bread at all. Ukrainian peasants,
who were working in their ﬁelds, were very sorry for us. And whenever being close
to us, they fed us, though fearing being punished by the guards watching us. I was
very swollen, and went barefoot until late autumn. My soles were oozing blood.
Everyone would tell my mom, your Rosa will die soon. Some days we did not have
any food and we’d only drink hot water. Perhaps God wanted to give me life, and I
survived.
Another incident is well-remembered. A German wanted to take my sister. She
was very beautiful, she was 16 years old. And then mom pleaded him not to touch
her, I was crying, and miraculously, my sister managed to run away. Angry, he
pointed his riﬂe at my mother and me and was ready to kill us. But perhaps, again,
it was a Jewish miracle, a German oﬃcer called him and we survived.
It is impossible to describe on paper the torments of hell that we went through.
Only in March of 1944 the Red Army liberated us. All the people were crying of
happiness, hugging each other. And thank God that my children and grandchildren know of it only from me. And God forbid that this black plague ever happens
again.
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Friedman Alexander
I am a former juvenile prisoner of the ghetto, born in 1932. I
was born in the town of Edintsy, MSSR. In June of 1941, we
were visited by my aunt and uncle with their children from
the village of Marculesti. In early July, they had to go home,
and I went along to visit them. And then the war was declared, and all the Jews began to be gathered by the old Romanian prison. There were many Jews there. By the end of
the month all the Jews from this village and the surrounding
towns and villages were gathered in one place. Thus began our torment. Every day
we were marched to work in the stone quarry, in gardens, and many other forms of
forced labor. For me it lasted until August of 1942. My uncle arranged an escape
for me and another boy. For many months, we were making our way past cities and
towns. It lasted until January of 1943. Our torture and starvation had no limits.
We often recalled the Marculesti ghetto. There was a headman named Mendel,
who would report everything to the Germans, be it true or false. In 1943, we’ve
spent more than a month in Stalingrad. From there, after the liberation, we were
sent by train to Altai – to the city of Biisk. Once more, some people helped us, and
we got sent to the Marushenski hospital, because we were ill with typhus. A month
later, my friend died, and I was sent to an orphanage. There I was helped to ﬁnd my
family. In 1944 I found my mother and brother in Central Asia. Only in 1944 we
returned home, to Edintsy, MSSR.
Our house was not there anymore – it was bombed. We moved to Beltzi, where
we lived until 1990, until we left for Israel. I'm one of the few prisoners who failed
to receive compensations from Germany.
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From the first days of occupation of the city
of Minsk (since June 27, 1941) a place for the ghetto
was assigned. All Jews, according to the order of the
German commandant, had to settle there.
On November 7, 1941 came the first wave of executions,
and on March 2, 1942 – the second.
More than 5000 people were killed. All were buried in a
mass grave at the Jubilee Square in Minsk.
In May, the Germans decided to kill off the survivors,
but to do so in Trostyanets, away from Minsk.

Vernitsky Aaron
The years pass, but my memory has retained the ordeals of
my childhood.
In 1941, I, a Jewish boy, was just 5 years old, and I had
everything – mom, dad, sister and relatives.
I was born on June 21, 1936 to a Jewish family in Minsk,
Belarus. My father – Davyd Aronovich Vernitsky, born in
1905, was an engineer; mother – Sarah Abramovna Vernitsky (nee Bankovsky), born in 1907, had a degree in teaching; my older sister’s name was Masha Vernitsky.
On June 21, 1941 we celebrated my birthday; it was my last celebration and the
last day of my happy and carefree childhood. At dawn of June 22, 1941 the War
began, and it immediately reached our home. In the early days of the war the German fascists bombed Minsk. The whole city was on ﬁre, smoke, burned houses, the
house where we lived burned down. We moved in with our relatives. My dad was
drafted to the front, and soon came the news of his death. I, along with my mother
and older sister remained in the occupation zone.
On June 27, 1941 Germans entered Minsk, and a new order, a new way of life
was immediately introduced. A little later the Minsk ghetto was formed. Every day
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life was becoming more frightening, dangerous and hungry. Under the rule of the
Nazis, my mother and sister worked as laborers for the Germans, in particular, in
the German soldiers' canteen. But this was a share of luck. In this canteen worked
a German cook who helped us to survive, helping us with food. Unfortunately, I
do not remember the name of this person, but thanks to him, the fate of the ﬁrst
pogroms has been delayed for us.
However, soon after the New Year of 1942, the German chef was sent to another
place of service. And when on March 2, 1942 the second mass shooting of Jews occurred, this time we were unable to avoid the sad fate. During the raid mother heard
footsteps, the clatter of German boots in the yard of the house where we lived. My
mother and sister knew that they have come for us. Inside my jacket mom sewed
a locket with my data. Along with other Jewish people we were herded us into the
column and led in an unknown direction. No one knew where, but no one had any
illusions. I asked my mother: "Where are we going?" And she, furtively wiping her
tears, pressed me to her and said that everything will be all right, that I shouldn’t
be afraid, and I should remember the medallion. When we were at the edge of the
moat, the shots did not take long to come. With the ﬁrst shots mom pushed me
down into the ditch. I fell and lost consciousness, apparently hitting my head. How
long did I lie under the corpses, I do not know.
But when I regained consciousness, it was late in the evening, I probably started
to cry, and my sobs were heard by an elderly woman. She was looking for her relatives, or acquaintances. She pulled me out from under the corpses, brought in some
village, but did not let me in the house, because she learned that I was a Jewish boy.
She hid me in the barn. After a while she gave me bread, potatoes, and told me to
go into the forest, as the Germans and the police were here, and they might shoot
her because of me. Thus began my life of wandering.
A six year old child, I wandered alone, hiding in the woods, hiding in barns,
in hay stacks, in hen houses, stealing potatoes, chickens, being in constant fear,
avoiding the Germans, the policemen and even ordinary villagers. More than once
villagers would catch me in their gardens and sheds, beating and chasing me away.
In short, I had to endure a lot.
I was lucky, as some time after the beginning of my wanderings I met in the
forest a Russian boy Misha, an orphan like me; he was 12-13 years old. We began
wandering together, supporting each other, and Misha became my older brother.
We ate whatever we could ﬁnd: we’d gather weeds, potatoes, beets, catch birds, eat
the carcasses of cows and horses. In the advancing cold, it was becoming harder to
survive. Exhausted, hungry, suﬀering from severe pediculosis, we probably would
have died, would not have survived the winter, if one cold December night in 1943
we wouldn’t be found. These were the soldiers of the communication unit of the
75th Infantry Division, who took hay for their horses and found us in a haystack.
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They took us to their camp, and ﬁrst of all washed us in large boilers. All our clothes
were burned, out hair was shaved because there were so lice-ridden that the hair
was covered in lice like in wax, we were fed and dressed. It was a new life for us.
Misha and I were supposed to be sent to the rear, to an orphanage. But for me, it
could mean death, as I was very weak and could not stand up for myself, ﬁght for a
piece of bread in the far from friendly conditions of children's homes of those days,
where only the ﬁttest survived. Also, washing in the bath together with other boys
was not the best idea for me, a Jewish boy. Fortunately for me, Misha and I stayed at
the communication unit. And starting from January of 1944, Misha and I oﬃcially
became the Division’s foster-children.
We both received uniforms, sewn of soldiers’ clothing, they surrounded us with
love and care, treating us like their sons, because many had families and children
behind the lines, in the rear. We, in turn, tried to be helpful in any way we could. We
were the messengers, we brought food and tea to the trenches, we helped to restore
the connection, twisted bandages in the medical battalion, cleaned shells, worked
in the kitchen, all in accordance with our capabilities.
I was lucky that serving in the division there were many Jewish oﬃcers, who
knew what would be waiting for me “out there”. I received special care and attention from the head of the political division Boris Pakin, the instructor of the political department Boris Milner, and many others.
In between battles I had been taught to read and write, because I was illiterate.
There were no textbooks or notebooks. I was taught to read using newspapers,
writing on the newspapers as well.
The war was rolling westward. Belarus, the Baltic States, Poland. In one battle on Polish soil in January 1945 Misha was killed. A German shell hit a dugout
where there were some soldiers and Misha among them. I was outside the dugout,
and that saved me. I escaped with a concussion, temporary losing my hearing and
vision.
And then there was Germany, ﬁerce street ﬁghting in April. The long-awaited
victory, the Victory Banner over the Reichstag and my inscription in clumsy childish handwriting on the wall of the Reichstag building: "Mommy, we have taken
revenge!”. On June 24, 1945 I had the opportunity to observe from a distance the
Victory Parade on the Red Square with my fellow soldiers. On July 20, 1945, according to an order of the Division, I enrolled as a pupil of the musical division, and
at the same time I went to day school.
In 1949, I was sent to study at the Voronezh Military School of Music, which I
graduated in 1953. In 1956, for health reasons I was demobilized from the army,
and I was sent to live permanently in the Crimea.
My career began in the Crimea, as a counselor at the pioneer camp "Artek". I
was later sent to the Leninsky district of the Crimea, where I worked as a senior
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counselor of the district school, and since 1958 – as Director of the Regional House
of Pioneers.
As the years passed, the peaceful life returned. Continuing to work, I studied,
increased my expertise in the ﬁeld of organizational work with children, recreation
and leisure activities, including rehabilitation of children and adults. Since 1962, I
was appointed as head of the district summer camp, since 1977 – as director of the
family resort, where I worked until 1997, before immigrating to Israel.
I have the documented proof of combat, as well as awards and medals, including – the Order of the Patriotic War of 2nd degree, certiﬁcate and medal of Fighter
against Nazism and Veteran status of WWII, and juvenile prisoner of the ghetto
certiﬁcate. By order of the Board of Veterans and my division I was recorded in the
annals of the division as the adopted son of the division. I was a part of the 75th
Guards Bakhmachevski Red Banner Order of Suvorov 2nd degree Infantry Division from Minsk to Berlin.
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Galershteyn Lev
I was born in Minsk, Belarus in 1930. Prior to WWII I lived
in the city with my parents, my sister Sonia, born in 1925,
and my brother David, born in 1933. My family was a simple
one. My father was a blacksmith, my mother was a housewife.
Before the German invasion on Minsk we did not have
time to evacuate, and we remained in the besieged city. My
father was killed instantly, a few days after the arrival of the
Germans, and I, my mother, sister, brother, grandmother and many relatives were
put in the ghetto. At that time I was 10 and a half years old, but all the horrors and
atrocities still live in my memory. I want to share some episodes of that life.
From June to November 1942 was the period of resettlement of the Jews to the
ghetto. The ﬁrst pogrom which I experienced was in the October holidays. I hid
mom with my sister and brother in the attic of the house where we lived, but I myself was in the massacre, as I had to carry my little cousin, she was 5 months old.
Still, I managed to escape. I went to the end of the column, where the Lithuanians
guarded us, and I suggested to one of them some jewels of gold.
The people who were led to be shot, gave me rings, watches, whatever they had.
I gave the guard everything, he hit me with a riﬂe butt, and I remained lying on the
ground until the column passed. Then I went back to the ghetto.
When the massacre was over, I took my mother, sister and brother and we returned home. I would go to work with my mother, lifting sand in wheelbarrows. I
had to sneak to the "Russian" side and exchange items for food. On one of those
trips I was caught by the children of the policemen – it was winter, there was a
strong frost. They pushed me into a dustbin, poured water on me and kept me there
for an hour and a half, locked wet in the garbage can. Then when they went away, I
ran back to the ghetto, but they took my food.
The next pogrom was in the month of January. People were taken to be shot. A
large pit was dug, the people were arrayed naked, and shot with a machine gun.
I didn’t undress; I slipped into the pit and hid under the corpses, and lay there
all day and night. At night, the Germans and the police ﬁnished oﬀ the people who
were still alive. At dawn they went away, I and another boy crawled out of the pit
and decided to run away into the forest, but as my mother, sister and brother remained in the ghetto, I decided to go back there.
When I came back to the ghetto, my younger brother was not there. Someone
took him, and we never saw him again. My sister insisted to leave to the partisans,
but since we had no connections, I said there’s nowhere to go. She did not listen
and at ﬁrst light went out of the ghetto, went to the "Russian" side, when shelling
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began, and we never saw her again. I stayed with my mother. Then I fell ill with
typhus, and was taken to the hospital, which was located on the territory of the
ghetto. I do not understand until now what happened to me there. The doctor, a
German woman, nursed me, feed at a time when patients were dying of hunger. So
I survived for the third time. I could tell a lot, it's all stored in my memory, but it's
hard to experience it all over again.
There was another incident where we were put in German trucks; the body of the
truck was tightly closed with tarpaulin. They let the exhaust gas in, so that people
would suﬀocate, and again someone pushed me out of the car, as I sat at the edge.
This are the most terrible episodes, and if I was to describe everything that happened to us, I would not have the strength and the health to do so.
Eventually, I managed to escape with my mother to the partisans. There have
been all sorts of incidents, when they wanted to murder us, but now they were our
own people.
Yet we survived.
We were at the partisan division led by Zorin. There we went out to gather intelligence, mowed hay for horses of the partisans, sawed wood, in general, do any
work to survive. We were there until the arrival of the Soviet Army.
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Kleorin Michael
I was born on August 28, 1929 in Minsk, Belarus, where I
lived with my parents.
On June 22, 1941 WWII began. Upon order of the German commandant of the city of Minsk, all persons of Jewish
nationality were to be placed in the special areas of the city
of Minsk. This decree is kept in the museum of the Great
Patriotic War in Minsk.
I was in the ghetto was from July 20, 1941 to May of 1943.
The camp was surrounded by barbed wire with electrical current.
In November of 1941 there was a big pogrom, and after this nightmare I was left
with my father – my mother, brother and sister were killed. The pogroms continued
throughout the whole period.
On March 2, 1942 there was another large massacre, which took the lives of more
than 5000 people, including my father. They were buried in a mass grave, which is
on the Jubilee Square in Minsk. Currently there is a monument at the spot.
And so I was left alone. I tried to escape many times: I was hunted by dogs,
caught, beaten and thrown back in the ghetto.
On May 7, 1943 we were loaded in a "gas wagon" and taken to be shot in Trostyanets, near Minsk.
The pits were ready for the dead bodies.
We were ordered to undress and stand on the edge of the pit, and the shooting
started. I fell into the pit, but serendipitously survived. Late at night when they were
done shooting, I woke up in a pile of corpses, barely got out of the pit and began to
run. On the road I met a few teenagers who survived the shooting. From the local
people we learned that somewhere in the area there were some partisan units. We
got to one of them.
It was the 106th separate operating unit, consisting of 2 groups – combat and
family. The commander of the detachment was S.M. Zorin. This detachment was on
the territory of the Ivenets-Nalibotsky forest in Baranovichi region. One of the duties of the unit was the rescuing of people from the ghetto, as well as participation
in military operations. After the liberation of Belarus and the city of Minsk from the
Nazi invaders, I returned to Minsk along with my detachment.
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Pales Semyon
I was born on March 24, 1935 in the Byelorussian SSR. For
three years I was raised at home under the care of my mother
and my grandmother on my father's side. Then I went to a
kindergarten across the street from our house. There I was
happy and well. So I spent my pre-war childhood, my ﬁrst
six happy years. And then the nightmare of the Minsk ghetto
began.
When the war began, Minsk was one of the ﬁrst cities to
be bombed. In Belarus they were awaiting for the arrival of wagons of grain, but
instead these trains brought elite SS troops. They were armed to the teeth. They
immediately opened ﬁre from machine guns and automatic riﬂes. It was so sudden
that they conquered almost the entire city in a single day.
Some people managed to escape, but the majority remained in Minsk. Many of
those who’ve ﬂed were forced to return.
The Germans began immediately to establish their own rules. First they handled
the Jewish population. The ghetto area was being prepared. They evicted the Russians, the Tatars and the Belarusians from the Jubilee Square, from the Tankovaya
and the Respublicanskaya streets and the nearby alleys. This territory was fenced
with barbed wire, and the Jews from the area were moved ﬁrst to the Jewish cemetery, and then sent to the outskirts of Minsk according to profession. Some were
sent to the 1st hospital in Minsk, this is where I was with my parents. I can’t say exactly how long we stayed there, I do not remember. My parents were working there.
And only when the ghetto area was ready, all of us were gathered there from all the
places of Minsk. It was very crowded. The one-story and two-story wooden houses
were packed with people. This caused outbreaks of diseases.
At the same time we had to ﬁgure out how to build a “malina” (a place to hide
during raids and pogroms). In some houses there was a Russian brick stove, or a
cellar, an attic, a made in a closet, etc. Of course, to understand it, one must see it
with their own eyes.
Later the Germans passed an electric current through the wire fence, and then
the food situation got really bad. Before that, people could at least exchange their
belongings for some food. On the territory of the Jubilee market gallows were built.
The ghetto had an employment bureau and a police station. Outside the city of
Minsk an oven was built, in which they would burn people. Often 2-3 trucks would
drive up to the employment bureau, people would be forced in and driven away,
and poisonous gas would be pumped into the trucks. The corpses would be then
burned. This place is called Trostianets. Today there is a monument there, though
not at the exact place but some distance away.
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Now I’d like to mention the pogroms. The mayhem always began suddenly, with
the howl of sirens. The Germans would set out their specially trained dogs, and
begin to ﬁre at anyone who was out in the streets. In addition, they’d go into our
homes, and those who didn’t have time to hide, were either killed or mauled by a
dog, or put into a car and taken to Trostianets to be burned.
The worst massacre occurred when people were thrown alive into the pit, and
shot with machine guns and automatic riﬂes. They were covered with dirt almost
alive. The execution was carried out by the policemen and the Germans. I saw this
with my own eyes.
After the liberation of Belarus and Minsk, three pilots – Heroes of the Soviet
Union, and the people of Belarus contributed donations, as much as they could,
and put up a monument. Later, with the help of the Belarusian government, a different, very beautiful monument was erected.
A raid – is almost the same as a pogrom. Only here more policemen participated, committing atrocities that were often worse than the Germans’. Women
and children would suﬀer especially, because most of the men were at work in the
mornings. When they’d hang people involved with the partisans, all of us would be
forced to watch, and whoever resisted was beaten or killed. They wouldn’t care if it
was a woman or a child. The condemned person would have a sign on their neck:
“For communication with the partisans”. They’d read out the order and hang them.
The order would usually end with these words: “The same fate awaits anyone who
helps the partisans”.
In April 1943, my father woke us up early in the morning, at 6:00 am, and said
that the three of us should be at the employment bureau. A column of 50-60 people was arrayed. It was marched in the direction of Brick Factory N2. The column,
guarded by policemen, exited the city freely. We passed through ﬁelds and woods.
We were told that we should wait for our guide in the forest. But it turned out that
our guide had been killed, and in the woods there was an ambush. Fire opened
at the column from machine guns and automatic riﬂes. Everyone scattered in all
directions, many got killed. I got separated from my family members. I fell into a
funnel that remained after a bomb blast, and I’ve spent all day and night in there.
In the morning it became quiet, I was trying to get out of the pit for an entire day,
but couldn’t do it ... Finally, I succeeded, I waited for nightfall and walked out of
the woods. It was dark, but suddenly I saw a light near the forest. I came closer and
I saw a hut with a small window lit by a kerosene lamp. I approached the window
and looked inside. I saw our neighbor and another man. Then I boldly knocked on
the window. I noticed how they grabbed their weapons, and a woman opened the
door. Fortunately, our neighbor Yankel Dumsky recognized me and shouted: "It’s
Sema!" I was covered in dirt; my hostess washed, dressed and fed me. I told them
everything that had happened. And in the morning we went to the partisan detach-
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ment of Parkhomenko, where I stayed until 1944. In May 1944, I got to the Zorin
Detachment in Nalibotsky forest of the Ivenetsky district.
My father found me when he was returning from a mission and stopped to rest.
So we were reunited once again by fate. My family thought I was dead, and I too
was sure that they were killed.
The Parkhomenko Partisan detachment was a combat unit, which performed the
most complex, most responsible tasks of the partisan movement. In this detachment
I was a shepherd. I herded the cows – and there were ﬁve of them, and did everything so the 20 horses would always be ﬁt. I was loved by all the adults. Returning
from a mission, they’d always bring me something – a piece of candy, a sugar cube,
etc. With the Parkhomenko Detachment I lived through a siege, when for 2 days
we had to sit up to our necks in a swamp. The Germans wished to destroy the partisans. The partisans disturbed them very much both at the rear and at the front.
Even during the siege, battle groups from the Parkhomenko Detachment were out
on assignments away from the unit. This detachment attacked and smashed whole
German garrisons, and railroad combat was their main task.
I stayed in this squad until April of 1944. In April, a group of sappers returning
from a mission made a halt in the Parkhomenko Detachment base. In this group
I’ve found my father. I was walking along the partisan base, saw some people, and
suddenly I heard: "Sema!” I turned around – and saw my father, I rushed over to
him. Can you imagine the thrill of that reunion? The good news quickly spread
around the squad, everybody came to congratulate us. A few hours later we left the
Parkhomenko Detachment, and after 4 more hours, I met with my sister. I stayed at
Zorin Detachment for 1.5 months, till the liberation of Minsk. There I also enrolled
in school, where ﬁve people had to share a notebook and a pencil.
After the liberation of Minsk, I enrolled in the 1st grade. My teacher was the
same one who taught us at the partisan base. I studied for 2 weeks, and I was transferred to the second grade. After ﬁnishing high school I enrolled in the Polytechnic
Institute, the evening department, while working on construction sites in Minsk,
working until 1990. On June 7, 1990, we left the Soviet Union and ﬂew from Kiev
to Israel.
I wish for my children, grandchildren and all future youth to never know what
war is, to never have to endure the humiliation, the hardships, the abuse, the horrors that were the fate of the entire the European population under the German
occupation.
I advise you to show a little more respect for your neighbor, be caring, assist one
another, show more kindness and cordiality. Always respond to any call for help,
and you will always have a shining sun and clear sky.
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Tretyakova Asya
I was born in 1918 in Minsk, Belarus in a working class family. My father Moses Kazakevitch was a military tailor and
worked in a military unit. My mother worked as a seamstress, and was a costume designer for the artists of the Opera House in Minsk.
The family had six children. When the war started, my
older brother, born in 1914, was a professional soldier with
the rank of Major, and my two twin brothers served in the
military. We were 3 sisters. We stayed with my parents. The bombing of Minsk
began in the ﬁrst days of the war, and we left home, but got to some village and
returned home, because we were stopped by the Germans.
They made us go back; luckily our neighbors guarded our apartment. In June,
Minsk was taken, and in August of 1941 the Germans began to expel all Jews into
the ghetto.
In August was the ﬁrst massacre, in which my father was killed, in February of
1942 my sister, born in 1916, was murdered in a gas-car, with her two children – 5
and 2 years old.
On March 2, 1942 in a terrible massacre my mom was shot, and her remains rest
in the so-called "pit", and it was an actual pit into which faeces from toilets, as well
as paint, wallpaper glue and other waste were poured, because across the "pit” there
was a wallpaper factory.
I miraculously survived the terrible massacre of March 2, 1942, with my 3-yearold son. We were hidden in a cellar, littered with debris, and in the evening, when
this nightmare was over, our surviving relatives pulled us out of the cellar. We lived
next to the "pit". From the pit one could hear the cries and moans of the wounded
people. It was already night, and some managed to climb out of this pit because she
was not yet covered with soil. I was living with someone else's passport, which was
brought to me by our neighbor, before the ghetto was surrounded by barbed wire.
The passport belonged to her dead daughter; unfortunately, those people are long
gone. This passport saved my life.
I was born a blonde, and my son was blond, we both knew Russian and Belarusian languages. For the Germans it was a major factor: blond meant you’re not
"Jude".
After the terrible pogrom of March 2, 1942, with the help of relatives, I decided
to escape, having a Russian passport. On June 22, 1942, my uncle and his brother
went to work in a unescorted convoy. On purpose, they were walked in the back
row, taking oﬀ the strapped yellow patches, and snuck away to meet their pre-war
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friend Ludmila Magulenko who used to live in the area of the ghetto before the
war.
There we hid in the barn for a day and a night, and the next morning I was
guided out of the city, where I could walk to the Belarusian villages. Finally, with
calluses on our legs, tired and exhausted, we reached the ﬁeld where some women
and children were working. The men were not there. We approached them, they
asked who are we and where are we from, and I said that I’m from the city, where
our house burned down in the bombing.
They oﬀered me to stay and work, and I agreed immediately, of course. They
gave us food. I herded cows, gathered harvest in the ﬁelds, did everything possible
and impossible for a woman, just to save my son from starvation. I lived in a constant fear for my son, as seeing Germans he would immediately start to cry, and it
was very scary.
And so I worked in the village until April of 1944, and would have worked on.
But suddenly, one day in April of 1944, the Germans surrounded the village, and
everyone without exception, both adults and children, were loaded into boxcars
laid with straw. We thought we were going to be shot, but we were taken to Germany for forced labor. If the Germans only knew that they are taking to Germany a
Jewish woman and her son, imagine what they would do to us.
We were brought to Germany. On the same night we were marched to a village,
where there was a factory. There from bauxite (a kind of sand) we melted metal.
The heat was unbearable, we unloaded cars with bauxite, separated the iron from
the sand. We learned of the end of the war one early morning at the same factory,
and on the 22 of April 1945 we were released by the allied forces. Then we were
transferred to the Soviet authorities, and on September 1st, 1945 we were taken to
our hometown of Minsk.
Before our return from Germany our surviving relatives and friends thought we
were dead.
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Kazarnovskya (Kredo) Zinaida
I was born in Belarus, in the city of Mogilev, where I lived
before the war. We did not have time to evacuate, so when
the city was occupied by the Germans, we remained in the
same place.
When the ﬁrst raids began, the Gestapo took my parents
and my 2 sisters. The parents and one of the sisters somehow
managed to escape, but my older sister was shot.
We could no longer live at home, because we were afraid
that the neighbors will give us away. We lived in abandoned houses, changing them
often, but it did not save us. After some time, another raid began, and we were taken to the ghetto. We had to sew yellow stars on our clothes, exiting the ghetto was
not allowed, the parents would be taken somewhere to work, and in the evening
they would return. After a while there were rumors that some people did not come
back from work, which meant that the mass executions had started again, and my
parents decided that we have to somehow escape from the ghetto.
Somehow we got out, I do not remember how, but I remember that we were
hiding in some ruins of homes that had been destroyed by bombing. We ate frozen
potatoes and beets, which we managed to dig up in the empty gardens.
One night we heard dogs barking nearby, and then the Gestapo men came. We
were taken to the Gestapo, they began to question my parents, who we are and
what were we doing in the abandoned house. My father said that he does not know
us, that we’ve met there by chance. Mother identiﬁed us under a diﬀerent name,
said our name was Grablevsky, and we see this man for the ﬁrst time. Father was
immediately taken away, and we were thrown into the basement of the Gestapo,
where there were other arrested people. We were detained for several days and then
released.
The Gestapo was very scary, we heard the cries and moans of people being tortured, but we did not know who they were, because they wouldn’t bring them to
our cell after questioning. When we were released, it was cold; we had no place to
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live. We had no warm clothing. Somewhere we learned that the city has a children’s
shelter, and me and my sister went there. Where mother lived at that time, I do not
remember, but I remember that we would meet in the town cemetery. Then mother
had stopped coming, and we realized that she, too, was killed.
One day in early summer Germans came to the shelter, herded us all into one
room and started to call us out one by one. Then we were told to stand on the left
or on the right: my sister and I were put in diﬀerent groups. My sister understood
everything and began to silently call me, to sneak into her group. Slowly, taking
small steps, I moved aside and stood behind my sister.
When the checking was over, we were taken to another room and locked with a
key. The rest were put in a van and taken away. They said that it was a gas-van.
After that we were afraid to stay at the shelter, so with my sister and another girl
(she was also a Jew, but didn’t look like one, like my sister) we decided to go to
another town, where no one knew us. We went to the city of Gomel. We walked for
many days; at night we’d go into villages, where we’d ask to spend the night.
Entering the village was also dangerous, as we could run into a headman, or the
police, but we tried to approach the smallest houses, or a vegetable garden where
some old woman would be gardening. In the villages we would be fed and given
more food for the road.
In Gomel, we also got into some kind of shelter, where the children had to feed
themselves, so they’d get a job somewhere, or go begging.
When the Red Army began to bomb Gomel, our building was bombed. No one
was hurt, but it was impossible to live there any longer. It was warm, and the children scattered. My sister and I went to the villages, and in the village of Uvarovichi
a woman took us in and we lived with her until the arrival of the Red Army. My
sister and I were taken to a unit by the commanders, they sewed us overcoats, boots,
because we did not have any clothes, and we went along with this unit. And when
the unit was sent to the front line, I was put into a children's home that opened in
Gomel, and my sister remained to serve in the army. Their unit reached Germany.
And I was brought up in an orphanage in the town of Dobryanka of the Gomel
region, where I lived until August of 1949.
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GHETTO
MOGILEV-PODOLSKY
In July of 1941, the Nazis seized Mogilev-Podolsky.
Soon the invaders began to "solve the Jewish problem”.
All the Jews were resettled in designated streets fenced
with barbed wire. Then the martyrs of Bukovina and
Bessarabia were brought there as well. It was especially
hard in the winter, without food and heat. Hunger and
disease have led to many deaths. In addition, there were
raids. Some Jews were sent to work, and some – to the
Pechora camp. In March of 1944 Mogilev-Podolsky
was liberated. In this ghetto there were 5000 prisoners,
4394 of them didn’t survive.

Eisinger Ernestina
I was born in the city of Chernivtsi (part of Romania until 1940) on April 28, 1919. In 1940, I graduated from high
school of Chernivtsi and was supposed to go to the university, but then the Soviets came. During the Soviet rule I was
a teacher in the Romanian school.
In 1941, when the Romanians returned, all my relatives
were shot near the city of Chernivtsi.
My parents and I were sent to the camp-ghetto in Mogilev-Podolsky (Ukraine), where I stayed until April of 1944. Exactly one year after
arriving to the camp my parents died from hunger and disease.
I was left alone and miraculously survived. Hunger, cold and disease always accompanied me. To survive, I had to dig in the trash at night to ﬁnd some food:
potato peelings and other waste. I remember one episode of my life in the ghetto,
which I will never forget. Winter 1942, father was already gone, mother was very
sick, not a crumb of food in the house. Not far from Mogilev there is a small town
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of Yaruga. Many, risking their lives, would go there to look for a piece of bread. So
I decided to do it. A few women gathered, and we went to the road in the evening,
so we would not to meet anyone. Walking just 2-3 km, we were met by 3 Romanian
gendarmes. We got very scared and tried to ﬂee. But it was to no use. The ﬁrst question was where are we going, and the second question was whether we have a pass
to exit the ghetto. Since we had no pass, they said they would shoot us.
There wasn’t a single house in sight. We were very frightened, began to cry and
scream. I explained to them in Romanian, that I have a very, very sick and hungry
mother. They threw us to the ground, began to beat us severely with riﬂes and
whips, trampling us with their feet. We returned home without food, covered in
blood and bruises. My mother got very scared when she saw me, and a few days
later she died.
After the war, I graduated from the Pedagogical Institute and worked as a teacher.
I taught Romanian and German in high school not far from the city of Chernivtsi.
In 1994, we immigrated to Israel and settled in the city of Rehovot. In 2000 we
moved to Bnei Aish, where we live today.
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Brodsky Samuel
Dedicated to the blessed memory of my parents, from
their grateful children.
In mid-July of 1941, the Germans had bombed the railway
bridge across the Dniester and entered Mogilev. There are
no words to describe the horror and the panic that swept all
of the city's Jews. The Germans immediately set up a ghetto
with barbed wire, and fenced the area from the railway station to the city market, including Staviskaya and Rybnaya streets, and other areas.
This is where our house was, so we were right in the center of the ghetto and witnessed all the subsequent events that took place there.
In the ﬁrst days of the war the German planes often bombed our town, blowing
up vital objects and the retreating troops. In one such air attack my mother was
wounded in the leg, and she lived all her life with a bullet, suﬀering from pain. With
heavy ﬁghting our forces retreated to the east, providing resistance to the German
occupiers. I remember being a 3-4-year-old boy, standing in the courtyard, where
there were four anti-aircraft batteries, dug into the ground, that ﬁred on the German planes ﬂying at such a low altitude that I can still feel the roar of the antiaircraft shells and the howling of the planes, sowing destruction and death. Not
staying in the town for too long, the Germans rushed forward, to invade the whole
of Ukraine as soon as possible. Bridging the "new order" in the occupied territories
was delegated to their staunch allies, the Romanian troops, whose cruelty and devotion to the Germans did not diﬀer from them.
The Romanian administration headed by commandant Barbalesku started looting, beating at the slightest pretext. Every Jew would be summoned to the oﬃce
through torture and abuse Romanians would extort money, valuables and documents, gold. On one of those diﬃcult days my father Shloyme Brodsky was called
to the oﬃce. He endured brutal torture and abuse, which lasted several days, the
Romanian sadists demanded gold, which he didn’t have, and beat my father to such
an extent that after that he was ill and died in January of 1942.
The entire burden of the loss, the pain, the horror of that time fell on the weak
fragile shoulders of my mother, who was left with 4 small children in such a terrible
time, without any means of subsistence. The elder brother was 12, the sisters were
7 and 6, and I was 3-4 years. The abuse by the Romanians knew no bounds. With
the help of Jewish lackeys, who tried to please their masters in every way, they completely robbed all Jewish families, taking everything possible by fraud, marching us
barefoot and naked in the winter to heavy work, from morning until late evening.
In our house, which consisted of three bedrooms, in two of them the Romanians set
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up a stable with 8-10 horses. And we, the four children, huddled in a small room.
Suﬀering from cold, hunger, overcrowding and disease, from morning to night we
waited for the return of our mother from hard labor, she’d bring us the rest of her
working rations. We’d eat bread and drank hot water with a cube of sugar, divided
into four parts. So went many days, weeks, months...
Once in the fall of 1942 it was announced that tomorrow all Jewish families are
to gather with their belongings near the collective farm market, and from there we
were marched to the station where everybody were put in boxcars and taken to the
village of Pechora. After unloading we were arrayed in a long column, and surrounded by local policemen brought through the gate, which had an inscription in
German: "To each his own". It was the gate of a large concentration camp, known
to many under the name "Dead loop".
We were all put in a large stone room, and each family had to sit on the cold
stone ﬂoor. These small pieces of ﬂoor were the permanent place of residence of
each family. Food was out of the question. Local farmers would bring to the fences
pittance of food (potatoes, beets, bran) in exchange for clothes, shoes, etc. And despite the fact that the Romanians and the policemen would chase the peasants away,
not allowing passing these crumbs in, it was the only way to somehow survive. On
the whole, the camp was intended to slowly kill of all those living there. Often, the
Germans came with their cars, selected the young and the strong ... and took them
away to be shot. So were taken my cousins and Mania and Ada.
Local farmers would be forced to dig ditches for burying the killed; they would
inform us about an upcoming execution. One night people decided to ﬂee. Not everyone was able to escape, but we successfully ran away with some others.
At nights, we walked barefoot on the frozen soil, through ﬁelds and ravines, during the day we’d hide from the policemen, who diligently searched for escapees. It
was hard for my mother, who was barefoot in late autumn. Her feet bled. With me,
the youngest, in her arms, and the other three – my brother and sisters – clinging
to mother's skirt, we made our way to Mogilev-Podolsky.
But there, too, we had to hide, so that the local police wouldn’t give us up to
the Romanians. But it did not help. In one of the many raids in the city, we were
arrested and with many others re-sent to another concentration camp of Druzhelyubovka, in the Odessa region, Anan'evskĳ district. It was the summer of 1943.
Everything happened again: marching, abuse, beatings, life in barracks, disease
and executions. Yet luck was favorable to us once more. We were able to escape
from this terrible place. And again we walked many kilometers at nights, trying to
get to our corner, our home. One night we accidentally met a German, who ﬁred an
entire clip from his gun at us, but only wounded my mother in the leg.
Soon we wandered into a yard, where a local Ukrainian woman took us in. She
bandaged mother’s leg, gave us some clothes, fed and put us children, above a large
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Russian brick oven. This joyful moment I remember well. Saying goodbye to this
lovely woman, we thanked her and went on our way. The kind hostess really wanted
to keep my sister Sonya with her, as she was much weakened, but mother would not
agree.
With great diﬃculty we reached the Vapnyarka station, and from there we
traveled to Mogilev-Podolsky by train, where we awaited the end of the war.
On March 19, 1944 the city of Mogilev-Podolsky was liberated.
Life goes on, and I hope that all these painful memories will remain just memories of the distant past.

Wasserstein Mania
I want to tell you about my family. Before the war, it was
a happy and loving family. Mom and Dad loved their three
daughters.
We lived very happily, but soon it was over. The war began. We left our house in the city of Beltzy, MSSR. But we
managed to reach only Mogilev-Podolsk, where along with
other Jews we were detained in a ghetto. In the early days of
the war, father, along with 27 young men, was shot. Mother
had witnessed it with her own eyes. There, she vowed that no matter what, she
will raise the children, save us from starvation. All the men were buried in a mass
grave in the village of Ozaryntsi. After the execution the Germans left, the ghetto continued to be guarded by the Romanians, and so began terrible and hungry
times. We were very cold and very hungry. My mother worked from morning to
night. The children had to mature too soon, my 10-year-old sister and 5-year-old
brother would knit from morning till night. I remember that we survived thanks to
the courage of my sister Raya. She watched over us, wouldn't let us freeze, and fed
us. My mother was a very courageous woman. Dressed as a Ukrainian, she managed to get to the camp, to bribe the guards get my grandmother and grandfather,
they were starving. All these years we were together. After the war, we went back to
his city Beltzy. Everything was in ruins, there was hunger and cold, but my mother
managed to raise her children, to give us all education. The dream of her life was to
go to Israel and meet with her brothers, who moved to Israel in 1945. Until her last
day she was full of optimism, of love for children, grandchildren and great grandchildren. She always supported us in diﬃcult times. The grandchildren adored their
grandmother. But, unfortunately, on May 30, 1990 she died. Let her memory be
blessed. Mother's name was Hardak Genia Pinkasovna.
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Brodsky Simon
and Peter
I Brodsky Simon, born on February
15, 1932, from my own memory and
the stories of my mother, wish to tell
about World War II. On the eve of
the war, our family lived in the city of
Mogilev-Podolsky, Vinnytsia region.
We were a family of eight people: father, mother, two sisters (Manya – 16 years old,
Ada – 14 years old), 2 brothers (Monia – 7 years old, Petia – 4 yearsold), and my
grandmother Hanna aged 57 who lived with us.
Before the war, the city of Mogilev-Podolsky was a green and charming place –
located on the border of Moldova and Ukraine. There were enterprises of light and
food industries.
Through the city runs the Dniester River, across which there were two strategic
bridges. One bridge was a railway bridge, the second – for all other transport. The
Luftwaﬀe subjected the bridges to frequent bombing, along with the entire city.
When the Germans occupied Mogilev-Podolsky, we were expelled from our home
and into the ghetto. A few months later our family was taken to a concentration
camp "Pechora" near the town of Vinnitsa. We were told to go to the train station
and whoever will refuse will be shot, as cautioned by the Romanian commandant.
At the station they put us into boxcars, and then at arrival we were unloaded
from the train and taken to the camp on foot. In the camp we lived in large barracks,
where each family occupied a space on the ﬂoor for their suitcases, where 4 people
would sleep.
There was no food rationing in the camp (this was a death camp). People went
to the stone fence with their belongings (the camp was surrounded by a stone fence
and barbed wire), behind the fence there was a ditch, and on the opposite side –
the river of Southern Bug. At the gates of the camp stood sentries, guards walked
around the camp, and inside the camp there were barrack seniors, like policemen,
with armbands and whips.
By the fence, the prisoners would exchange with the peasants valuables for food,
and it was the only food source. The guards would chase the peasants away from the
fence. People lived as long as they had things that could be exchanged for food.
Many died in the barracks from hunger and disease; no one was treated, so they’d
die more quickly. They’d poison the drinking water, so then those weaker would die
of bloody diarrhea. The dead were piled on a wagon as if they were ﬁrewood, one
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atop the other, taken away from the camp and buried somewhere. My grandmother
Hanna died of bloody diarrhea at the age of 57.
Then they decided to shoot everyone. The farmers told us: "Flee if you can. We
are forced to dig pits, where you will be shot. "
Soon Germans with trucks came to the camp. We were kicked out of the barracks.
We were told not to take our belongings, they said: you no longer need them.
The able-bodied were put in cars and taken to other Nazi camps, the old and the
disabled were left for the shooting. My father and my two older sisters were killed
in the camp. My mother and three small children, including myself, were left to be
shot. Older Jews wore tallit and started praying.
Two trucks were loaded with people and taken to be shot, half an hour later the
trucks returned with the people. The Germans and the Romanians argued about
the execution (as it was told later). They let us go to the barracks.
A few weeks later, we ﬂed the camp during the night. We walked at nights, lived
without any documents or money, yet got back to the ghetto of Mogilev-Podolsk.
While we were in the camp, our house was completely dismantled for ﬁrewood,
everything was looted.
We lived in a barn, then in a room with an earthen ﬂoor at our friends’ house,
until the liberation of the city.
The city was liberated by the Red Army on 19 March 1944.
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Deren Zema
I was born on April 12, 1940 in the city of Mogilev-Podolsky, Vinnitsa region. My father Michael Dronovich Deren
was born in Mogilev-Podolsky in 1907.
My mother, Deren Golda Oyzerovna, was born in the city
of Mogilev-Podolsky in 1909. All of us lived together in
Mogilev-Podolsky, Vinnytsia region.
My father Misha went to ﬁght in the war with Finland in
1939. After the war, he came back to Mogilev-Podolsky, and
in 1941 he voluntarily joined the Red Army in the war with the Nazis.
In 1941, the year when the Germans invaded Mogilev-Podolsky, I with my
brother and mother were in the Mogilev-Podolsky ghetto, where we remained until 1944. In the ghetto, my mother had it very hard with us. She had nothing to feed
us with, and my brother and I cried a lot and did not understand, asking my mother
for food, as we were very hungry.
My mother told us that sometimes kind Ukrainian families would help us, throwing a little bit of bread under the wire fence, cooking us soup from potato peels.
In the ghetto we were rarely given food and water, and whatever food we would
be given was inedible, and we sometimes drank water from puddles of rain. Mother
always told us that it was very hard in the ghetto; she was forced to launder for the
Germans and watch over us.
In the ghetto, the Germans would come in white coats and carry out medical
tests on children and on adults, these injections were very painful.
Mom always worried about us. There was a pit near the ghetto where Jews would
be shot, both adults and children. If some would survive the shooting, they would
be buried alive.
In 1944, when the Red Army arrived, we were freed, and so our suﬀering ended.
And we began to live happily.
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Vengerik Yitzhak
I was born in 1926 in the town of Popovtsy, Kopaygorod
district, Vinnytsia region. My father – Vengerik Abram
Solomonovich, was born in 1890 in the town of Zakavale,
Poland. Before the war he worked as chief accountant of the
Culture center of the city of Mogilev-Podolsky. My mother
– Vengerik Rachel Haymovna, born in 1893 in Popovtsy,
was a housewife.
We were prisoners in the ghetto of the city of MogilevPodolsky. After the war, I worked as a chief mechanic of the Chernivtsi glove-knit
association.
It is not easy to recall after so many years the events experienced by our family
in the ghetto of Mogilev-Podolsky during WWII. I was born on 01.10.1926 and till
1932 I lived in Kharkov, and later we moved to the city of Mogilev-Podolsky. My
father, Abram Solomonovich Vengerik died on 07.19.45.
While in the ghetto, in the hot month of August of 1941, when a large group
of men and boys were taken on road repairs by the Distilleries, the Germans beat
people with animalistic cruelty and photographed all of us, the Jews working in the
East. That day father sustained lung injury due to the beating. He was 55 years old.
He was born in Poland in 1890 and was an educated person. It values his name and
reputation. Since not all the staﬀ had received their salary, father would not leave
the city. In early July, we were able to reach the city of Sharhorod that in the ﬁrst
half of June was already held by the Germans and the Magyars (I cannot vouch
for the accuracy of the dates). My ﬁrst acquaintance with the Germans took place
when one of them entered the house in Shargorod, where we were sheltered by
my mother's friends, and saw a bike in the corner (of the "Torpedo" brand of the
Kharkov Tractor Plant), back then it was a luxury, he took it and was going to leave.
At this point, I grabbed him and immediately received a kick of his boot. The German pulled a pistol out of his boot, and if my mother hadn't pulled me away from
the bike, I would have been killed on the spot.
By various roundabout ways we've reached Mogilev-Podolsky, and there we've
found our looted apartment with smashed gramophone records on the ﬂoor. (By
the way, my sister later managed to get a certiﬁcate from the Vinnitsa State Archives
about the damage in the amount of 79,200 rubles. The very fact of this document
is interesting in itself. It is unlikely that anyone could get any reinstatement). A
former teacher of painting and drawing of our school, where I ﬁnished 7 classes,
Starozhuk Aleksey Vasilevich, was a particularly savage looter.
I had to see him in the commandant's oﬃce, where we were brought, beaten,
in August of 1941. We lived on Erman Street, on the second ﬂoor. The house was
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made of stone, it managed to withstand the ﬂooding in the spring of 1942, when the
Dniester River overﬂowed its banks, causing a lot of extra trouble.
I remember well the "Chervona Zirka" hotel in front of our house.
In early 1942, Jews from northern Bukovina, the former Romania began arriving
to the city. Erman Street was not yet a part of the ghetto, which was later organized in the former barracks on Pushkin Street and the adjacent streets. And now in
our apartment of 2 little rooms there were 17 people: Dr. Gottlieb and his family, a
noble man, a selﬂess doctor, who later died of typhus; his brother, his wife and their
two sons Hayyim and Ziggy; a family from Rodeutsy – the Riglers, the father was a
religious man, a prominent merchant; and the Gandelman family. We communicated in Yiddish. But what a relationship between human beings it was! Unfortunately,
today one can hardly ﬁnd a worthy example.
Here's an interesting detail of my conversation in Tel Aviv on June 18, 1996 with
the head Israeli representative (to conﬁrm whether or not you were in the ghetto).
This man, whose name I do not remember, after a series of questions (in particular,
what was the name of the hotel), hearing the name of Dr. Gottlieb, learning about
his family and his death, remembered that he used to know him in Vienna, small
world.
I had to work on the construction of the bridge across the Dniester River, in caissons, stamping concrete, from which I once was barely pulled out, and just barely
saved.
The construction of the bridge was organized by the German company named
"Tod", taking us to work were the Romanian soldiers and the Ukrainian policemen,
led by the Romanian lieutenant Barbulesku.
Much could be described further: the catching of Jews for forced labor, my mother's skull cracked by a Ukrainian bandit from the village of Serebria, who snatched
a bundle of salt from her hand, and wanted her to ﬁnish her oﬀ, the plugging of
chimneys with rags, so that people would suﬀocate, the hunger and the various
forms of abuse.
The descendants, and not just ours, need to know and remember the disaster
that befell our people.

230

Gershenzon Lev
The war began. German planes bombed our town of Mogilev-Podolsky and the rail and the pedestrian bridges. We hid
in a deep cellar. In the morning the boys would go to pick
up the shrapnel oﬀ the road. Then there came the order to
evacuate to Russia. We hired a cart, loaded our belongings
and hit the road. There were a lot of carts, and they were all
moving in the direction of Shargorod. Along the way German planes swooped on us. We ran to a ditch, and some had
already been killed, then we realized that it's serious.
We arrived at Sharhorod and rented a room. But the next morning the Germans
caught up with us, and our way further was stopped. There was not a soul in the
street. The Germans smashed all the store windows, and drove people out to loot
shops. When the German authority was established, the police put us in jail. I was
a kid and my dad pushed me through the window, I went back home, but the house
was robbed. The next day, my parents were released and told to go back to where
they came from within 24 hours. So we sold our belongings, bought a cart with a
horse, and went back to Mogilev-Podolsky. On the way, we had a broken wheel.
And the local villagers told us that if you sleep in the ﬁeld, you will be killed. And
we have agreed with one person to give him the cart and the horse, and he took us
to Mogilev-Podolsky. Arriving in the city, we were robbed by the local police. We
went home, the house was robbed, and everything was broken. There was nothing
to eat. Dad was a shoemaker, so he sat down the street near the house and repaired
shoes for food. But after a while, we were taken to the Pechora camp. It was very
hard to live in the barracks. There were fellows that at nights took people back
home, we arranged it, and they took us. They were German Mota and Shtarkman
Arkady.
In Mogilev-Podolsky, there we were herded into the ghetto, where we were 3
families in one room. It was a very hard life. My father worked as a shoemaker, my
mother cleaned the bath house, and I with my friend Mone Shtarkman would go
out with an ax and a bag, cutting down trees to sell to people, and this is how we got
by. In the ghetto many people were ill with typhoid, so there were a lot of corpses.
Our house was occupied by a Ukrainian. When the war ended, we moved back into
our house.
In 1953 I enrolled in a college, in the sports department. I've served in the Army
from 1950 to 1953 in Kamchatka. In 1990 I came to Israel.
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Szasz (Shetman) Hanna
My mother, Shetman Dvoyna Mordkovna was a very good
housewife. The children were always neatly dressed; she'd
cook every possible Jewish dish, especially chicken, jellied
ﬁsh, sweet and sour roast, ﬂudnleykih.
During celebrations and weddings she'd be called "Mother-Heroine" because she was the soul of the company, good
at dancing and singing. The entire city of Mogilev-Podolsky
knew her. My mother died in 1982.
My dad, Shetman Motel Berkovich, was born in 1899, and died in 1975. He was a
very hard-working man, a woodcutter. Together with my older brother, Grisha, and
later with Yasha, he provided for the whole family. A lot of time was devoted to the
children. He'd teach us how to be real citizens, and his sons – how to be real men. My
sister Bella was born in 1922, and in the ghetto she worked with our mother in a laundry. After the war, she gave birth to six children, and brought them up to be outstanding people, who we are proud of. They live in the United States. Bella died in 1966.
My brother Gregory (Gidalya) was born in 1924, he was helping my father. In
the ghetto they worked together, chopping and sawing wood. My sister Bella miraculously pulled them out of the crowd, which was about to be taken to the Pechora
concentration camp. He currently lives and Israel (in Natania), he's a grandfather.
My sister Evgenia was born in 1926. She helped my mother in the ghetto. she
currently lives in Israel, Ashdod. My brother Yakov was born in 1928, he was an
assistant to my father. All his life he was a lumberjack, a very good man, simple and
sincere. He died in Israel, and was buried in Haifa. My sister Tatiana was born in
1930. All her life she worked as a nurse in a children's sanatorium. She currently
lives in Haifa (Israel). My brother Boris was born in 1932, he also went through
the hell of the ghetto. He served in the Army, worked as a welder at a plant. He currently lives in Brooklyn (United States).
My brother Simon was born in 1937, also a former prisoner of the ghetto. He
worked as the head of supply at the plant of Kirov in Mogilev-Podolsky. He currently lives in Haifa. My sister Rosa was born in 1940, in the ghetto she was with my
mother. After the war she graduated from the Lviv Polytechnic Institute, worked as
a chief engineer in Batumi at a medicine plant. She currently lives in Haifa (Israel).
My sister Niusia was born in 1942, she worked in Moscow as a master at a garment
factory. She's currently living in Ashdod (Israel). Alexey (Aaron) was born in 1943,
he lived in Vinnitsa, and for 30 years he worked as the head of a major furniture
company. Before her death, my mother gave me her award – the Order of "MotherHeroine". I keep it as an heirloom. After all, I'm the tenth child. I am proud of my
heroic parents, brothers and sisters!
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Israilova (Shechtman) Evgenia
I was born on March 1, 1933. Before the war, we lived in
Moldova, in the Ocnizky district, in the village of Ataki.
Ataki and Mogilev-Podolsky were divided by the river
Dniester. When the war broke out, my father was immediately drafted into the army, and I with my mother and aunt
ﬂed to Mogilev-Podolsky, Vinnytsia region. Across the Dniester there was a railway bridge, and through this bridge,
many people, including us, were trying to ﬂee. So we ended
up in Mogilev-Podolsky.
From that moment our agony began. We did not know where to sleep, we’d
spend the nights anywhere: on the street, in sheds; we didn’t have anything to eat.
When we ﬂed, we grabbed a few things, but it didn’t help us for long. We exchanged
things for food, and then we ran out of valuables. But the world is not without good
people, they helped us a little bit, feeding, hiding us. When, a ghetto was formed in
Mogilev-Podolsky, all of us were taken in. There was a high fence. Many wanted to
run away, but those who were caught, were severely beaten.
The Jews suﬀered much abuse, there was no food. They’d make us work. My
mom and aunt also had to work. We performed diﬀerent jobs, while the Germans
would beat us with whips and threaten us. Many people became sick and died.
There I fell ill with typhoid and jaundice. Miraculously, I survived.
In the ghetto, we were tormented until the liberation of Mogilev-Podolsky on
April 19, 1944. We returned to the village of Ataki. a pontoon bridge was built
across the Dniester, and on it we went to the village, but even there we had no place
to live. All the houses were destroyed. We found some shed, repaired it and settled
there. That's all I remember.
In 1995 I moved to Israel.
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Kisheniovskaya Enya
When the war began, I was 3 years old. My memory keeps
isolated episodes. Everything that I know comes from the
words of my relatives. I lived with my family in the Ukraine,
Vinnytsia region, in the city of Mogilev-Podolsky. The family consisted of my grandparents, parents and sister. On the
eve of the war my cousin from Kishinev came to visit us, he
was 9 years old, and because of the outbreak of the war, he
stayed with us.
At the beginning of the war, we all ﬂed to Chernovtsy, as Mogilev-Podolsky was
under German ﬁre. There we’ve spent a couple of weeks. Then the Germans came,
and we went back to our home in Mogilev-Podolsky. Grandpa had gone beforehand, to see whether we could return home safely, but on the way he was killed.
Our house was occupied by the police; they gave us half of the house. We lived there
until March of 1942. Then we were sent to the concentration camp in Pechora.
In Pechora nobody was fed, mother exchanged belongings for food from local
farmers. I remember how she took out the gold crowns from her teeth (in order to
exchange them for food). We’ve stayed in the camp for 3-4 months. The Germans
would take the able-bodied men for construction of roads in Vinnitsa. I never saw
my father again. I do not remember his face, but I remember how he waved from
the truck, saying goodbye.
We were helped to get out of the camp by our relative, a doctor by profession,
he treated the Romanian commandant. He helped us organize an escape from Pechora. Naturally, the commandant knew all about it. After we’ve escaped, we were
in the ghetto of Mogilev-Podolsky, where we remained until liberation.
A large part of our house was destroyed, and all our property – furniture, tableware, jewelry – was looted.

Krehl Abram
I was born on May 23, 1937 in the city of Mogilev-Podolsky
Vinnitsa region in Ukraine. My father was disabled (blind),
he worked in the Association of the Blind.
My mother Krehl Brana was a housewife. When World
War II began in 1941, in June, we were in the ghetto of
Mogilev-Podolsky. I remember the executions of people
who were unable to work, and then we’ve ran away.
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Pizman David
What can a child of 2-6 remember? – One might wonder.
When the war started, I was just over 2 years old. According
to the stories of my mother, my father was drafted into the
Red Army on 23.06.43, and sent to the Western Front. He
was from the town of Chernivtsi of Mogilev-Podolsky district, Vinnytsia region, Ukraine. After my father was drafted, our family went there – my mother, grandmother, older
brother and me, in the hope that in a small town it will be
easier to stay safe.
Our troops were quickly retreating, and a unit in which my father served, while
retreating, passed through Chernivtsi. Father asked the commander for permission
to visit us for a few hours. He had no time to rest, or wash. We went to see him on
the outskirts of the village, saying goodbye, my father took me in his arms. This
moment remained in my mind forever! I'm with my dad, I feel so good close to his
chest, where have he been for so long? I have never been that long apart from him;
it’s so good to have him back. He presses me to him, kissing me, his beard pricks
me, the odor coming from his uniform is unpleasant, but I feel so good, and all
around me everyone is crying – mother, grandmother, brother, and all ﬁve of my
father's sisters. Silly people, why are they crying? After all dad is with us. I did not
know that they were right. This was the last time I saw my father. He was killed on
the outskirts of Semyonovka village, Rzhevsky district, Kalinin region on 6/8/42.
The death notice came in 1944 after the liberation of the city of Mogilev-Podolsky
from the Nazis.
The Germans entered the town, and from the ﬁrst days of occupation, they have
shown their intentions. Groups of Jews were herded to the bridge over the river
Murafa, and shot before the eyes of the residents watching from the attics. People
fell from the bridge, and those who were only wounded died after hitting the rocks.
The horror was indescribable. And then my mother and grandmother decided that
if we are to die, better that it happens at home, in Mogilev-Podolsky. And among a
few groups of refugees like us, we went home on foot. The distance was 30 km.
My mother carried me on her shoulders, bags in her arms; my grandmother and
brother were also carrying bags. As we would pass outposts, Mom would ask me
to recite "Kri-Shma". This prayer, as well as "Mode-Ani", I knew by heart, as my
parents prayed daily. And somehow the Germans would not pay attention to us.
We walked through ﬁelds, but soon we detached from the main group, unable
to stand their pace. My legs were very sore, chafed on mother’s clothes. On one of
the meadows my10 years old exhausted, trudging behind brother was attacked by
four shepherd-boys, who kicked him with their boots. When kicked in one leg, he
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abruptly raised it, writhing in pain as they would hit the other leg. This "dance"
has led them to wild delight, and he bit his lips till they bled, without uttering a
sound, trying to dodge the blows. Our grandmother, looking back, saw the abuse
and rushed to the rescue with a terrible cry, "Fear God!” This chilling cry still rings
in my ears. I did not know that my quiet, aﬀectionate, loving grandmother could
scream so terribly. At this time, from behind the hill appeared a group of villagers,
who made the shepherds to disperse.
When we returned, we found our apartment completely looted: the ﬂoor was
strewn with a thick layer of down from torn pillows and featherbeds – the robbers,
our Ukrainian neighbors – were looking for stashed gold. There was only a broken
oak wardrobe that did not ﬁt in the door because of its size and weight.
A ghetto was soon created in Mogilev-Podolsky. We were "lucky" – our house
was within the boundaries of the ghetto, so we did not have to seek shelter at someone else’s house. On the contrary, we had to house people, whose houses were
outside the ghetto limits. They were mostly relatives or friends of my mother. Each
would bring something with them: a table, a couch, and even just a board of wood,
of which bunks were made. In addition to them there were a few families from Bessarabia and Bukovina.
One family from Bukovina was named Dorfman, someone was called Pepi, one
of them – Adolf, was a hairdresser. He helped me a lot. The fact is that during the
transition, I was sitting on my mother's shoulders, and on the inner sides of both
my legs huge blisters appeared. The hairdresser heated curves pointed scissors and
carefully cut oﬀ all the blisters, then treating the area with ointment. The pain was
horrible, such pain is impossible to forget.
After some time raids began in the ghetto. The Jews, who failed to hide, were
caught and sent to the camp "Pechora". Our house was "r"-shaped and owned by
three families, the ﬁrst part belonged to us, the second to Shaliya Gitl and her sons,
Lenya and Srul. The third part belonged to Moshe Altman and his wife Manya and
daughters Ida, Zhenya and Sima.
We kept the bill of sale dated 1938. This design allowed the wall up two small
rooms of 2x2 – so called "secrets". One could only enter in them through the attic.
These two "secrets" saved us from raids.
Hearing the loud barking of the huge German shepherd, which was always accompanying the Romanian plataner Barbulesku to raids, everybody would rush to
our part of the house, up the stairs to the attic, and ﬂee to the secrets. We’d stand
there literally on top of each other, there was not enough space. Mom held me on
her shoulders, begging me not to cough. The shepherd dog barked at the walls, the
soldiers checked all the rooms, but they were empty. Once catching the required
number of Jews, Barbulesku would stop the raid for a few weeks.
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These were hungry days, ﬁlled with anxiety of expected raids. Jews were not
allowed to go beyond the territory of the ghetto, the Romanians would severely
beat whoever disobeyed with whips and riﬂe butts. The Ukrainians were allowed
to go anywhere, even into the ghetto, but they were not allowed to sell food to the
Jews. The Jews were condemned to death by starvation. In 1942, on top of all the
troubles, the Dniester ﬂooded from heavy snows in the Carpathians after the harsh
winter of 1941. As a result of the ﬂoods, our part of the house was severely damaged, and we were taken in by the Altman family for the time of repair.
Due to overcrowding and unsanitary conditions an outbreak of typhoid fever
began in the ghetto. All four of us fell ill with high fever: 39,9-40,0 degrees. We are
grateful to the families of Altman and Shamis, who took care of us.
My grandmother could not cope with the disease and quietly died. A few weeks
later, when my mother was able to move, she went to the street her last elegant
dress, in the hope to exchange it for milk. Peasant woman carrying milk was passing by.
– Would you take this for milk? –mother appealed to the villager.
– Sure, – she replied, poured mother a 4 liter jar of milk and saying – I want to
look at the dress – began to examine it closely for holes.
At that time a Ukrainian woman passed by, a resident of the Poltavskaya street,
and said – Why are you giving this Jewess milk, don’t you know the orders, I will
tell on you to the authorities ...
With these words, she kicked the milk jar, and briskly walked away...
The milk, gurgling, spilled out onto the grass ... When she disappeared around
the corner, my mother quickly took the jar, and it still had of a little milk on the bottom. Crying, my mother went home. The dress, of course, was left in the hands of
the villager. Approaching the door, she heard a quiet voice: "Hey lady, come here,
let me pour you half a jar" There were all sorts of people.
It should be noted that after the ﬂoods we were provided with a one-time government "aid" in the form of 6-7 kg of "lynty" (lentils). My brother Aaron received
the "ration" from Ivanov the headman. Aaron, 11 years old, was so emaciated and
weak that he could not carry the "treasure" home. At the cost of an enormous eﬀort
he dragged the burden home and was proud that he was able to feed the family. He
had one more test ahead of him.
Now it was necessary to restore the damaged house. Mother has replaced my father and Aaron took hers and grandmother’s place. I had to make huge homemade
"bricks" made of clay, sand, straw and manure. My brother’s job was to collect the
dung, and he took it from the stables on Pushkinskaya Street.
For a few days, he freely collected the manure from under the horses, and the
Romanian soldier guarding the stables was watching silently and did not intervene.
Aaron believed that he was doing nothing wrong. But one day another soldier was
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on duty. Aaron quietly began to collect from the valuable raw material" from under
the horses. Suddenly, with words of which Aaron knew only the word "zhidane”
(Jew), the Romanian ﬂogged my brother on the back with a whip. From sudden
pain Aaron fell, the bucket rolled back, and the soldiers continued to whip the poor
boy. Fortunately, the ﬁrst soldier appeared and stopped the execution. Unable to
move, Aaron barely got home, crawling on his knees. He did not go out again for
these building materials; the straw had to be enough. Mother would use the bricks
to put up walls and ceiling, placing them between the logs.
My job was to remove shards of glass from the sand and clay, and there were
many, and I wasn’t very good at this task. One day mother was plastering the ceiling, smearing the clay by hand. Standing on a ladder, she smeared a huge portion of
the solution and cut her hand deeply a piece of glass. I was standing at the bottom,
watching her fast precise movements. Suddenly I saw her hand bleeding, blood
dripping from the elbow to the ﬂoor. "Momma, – I cried – your hand is bleeding!"
– I know. It’s all right, – she said, trying to hide the tears ﬂowing down her cheeks,
without interrupting the work. To this day, I can’t forgive myself, and to forget the
blood and the tears!
Finally, the apartment was restored and the former free tenants began to return.
Our family occupied one small room of 6 meters, the three of us slept on a trestlebed. The other rooms were full of people.
Before the war, we’d always get milk from a milkmaid from some nearby village.
I do not remember her name. Hearing about the plight of the Jews, she decided to
visit us. She brought some milk, a little bit of soft cheese in a rag, and a pat of butter, pressed between two leaves. I could not hide my hunger and greedily pounced
on the soft cheese, my mother took the cheese away, fearing drastic satiety. Later I
understood why, but then!
Seeing our condition, bearing in mind, in what prosperity we lived before the
war, and how nice mother was to her, she said: "I'll be back!" And indeed, the week
or two later she came, bringing, in addition to dairy products, little bags of millet,
corn meal and corn grits. It was a great help! When we ﬁnished the dairy products,
mother cooked us "zhondra" – a few liters of boiling water, dressed with 2 tablespoons of ﬂour – a daily ration for our family on a weekday. On Saturday, three
spoons of meal were allocated.
Saturday! The Shabbat was observed during the war, ﬁre would not be lit. On
Friday evenings, as raids would not be carried out the evenings, people would feel
more relaxed. They read prayers and sang: "Lecha Dodi .". – Everyone: both men
and women.
Schmiel Vasﬃrer – the husband of my mother's sister, aunt Raya, was a cantor
– he had a wonderful voice, his performance was amazing, he sang better than Kozlovsky and Lemeshev. Among the tenants there was the Reise-Snitman family who
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had two sons – David and Lyusik. David was a 16-year-old boy: tall, blond, blueeyed, but more importantly, he had a beautiful lyric tenor, even in all registers. We
enjoyed listening to "Amida" performed Schmiel – his "Simshalan" was so touching, the women couldn’t hold back the tears. But when singing "Adon – Olam",
David’s voice stood out, covered all our voices. Aunt Rosya, my mother and my
brother sang very beautifully, I would mutter under my breath. David got invited to
parties, arranged by the Romanian oﬃcers. After the party he’d bring back bread,
sweets, fruits. He was generous.
After the liberation of Mogilev-Podolsky, he was sent with his peers to the front.
They were sent into battle without weapons and killed.
Our city was liberated on 19.03.1944. The joy was immense! Gone was the threeyear hungry nightmare, the fear to step outside, the fear of raids, of Bortlesku with
his huge shepherd, of every Romanian and Ukrainian policeman.
Our tanks moved slowly on the road parallel to the Dniester River. All the survivors came to greet the liberators. The soldiers smiled at us in response to the warm
greetings. One of the soldiers threw me a piece of chocolate. After so many days
of hunger, dreams were a particular torment – dreams of various dishes, which
couldn’t be reached, and I’d wake up with a terrible sense of unsatisﬁed hunger.
And suddenly – chocolate! Nothing I ever ate had tasted better!
Second day after our release: My mother and I are on the street near the house,
enjoying the quiet on a clear sunny March day. Across the road there was a twostorey house with a balcony. Suddenly, there appeared a group of four Germans
with their hands up, who were led by some man at gunpoint. He arrayed them
under the balcony...
In the early days of the German occupation, before the transfer of power to the
Romanians, the former were especially cruel. They would go into houses, drag Jews
out and shoot them on the spot. This happened to the family of one of our neighbors. His family: his father, mother, wife and two children were shot in front of him,
while he was in the outhouse in the yard and saw everything through the cracks in
the boards. After that he couldn’t exit the outhouse on his own two feet.
Then he disappeared. It was rumored that he went crazy, and was killed. It was
that man. Mom knew him and understood his intentions, so she called out to him
and said, "What are you doing, hasn’t there been bloodshed, what if they have children?"
He turned his whole body towards us pointed the machine-gun in our direction,
his face contorted with rage, and he said: "Didn’t I have children; you are forgetting
what they did to me? I'll start with you! "His eyes sparkled with an evil light.
Mother, covering me with her body, picked me up and ran into the house. There
were shots ﬁred....
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There are “clever” people who reproach the Jews for going meekly to their death,
like sheep to the slaughter. I am a witness to how the German soldiers, instead of
quickly disarming the Jew, while his back is turned, stood speechless under the
balcony, obediently awaiting their fate. And these were the soldiers of the vaunted
German army!

Tubis (Goldenberg) Sonia
I was born in the city of Mogilev-Podolsky in Vinnytsia region on November 17, 1935.
In 1941, the city was occupied by the Germans; in September of 1941, a night raid was held in the city. We were
kicked of our houses, with no things or food, out into the
street, where many people converged from all the houses
and were being herded into the ghetto, including me, my
parents (Gersh Davidovich and Rosa), and my little brother
Dima, born on November 17, 1937. In September of 1941, the whole family was
herded into the ghetto, and we stayed there until the liberation of the city of Mogilev-Podolsky from the Nazi invaders on March of 1944. After the liberation of the
city, we returned home.
The house was destroyed and looted, all the furniture was taken by the neighbors; the ﬂoor boards were ripped away, they used them for stoking the stove in the
winter, all of the windows were smashed, the doors were ripped from their hinges
and burned. Complete chaos, mayhem and misery, hunger and cold reigned in the
house. The Ukrainian neighbors had robbed and destroyed everything.
The ghetto was on the Stavinskaya Street, where today there’s a new hotel "Kolos", as well as on the Komsomolsky, Poltava and Pushkin streets, enclosed by a
stone fence and barbed wire. The exit was near the hotel. The market was where
there’s now a ﬁrehouse, near Lenin Street. From 1941, we lived in the ghetto, sheltered in a shed, in poverty and misery, until the end of the war. The head of the prefecture was a Romanian. The Romanians did not kill the Jews. Policemen were Jews
and Ukrainians: Gelman, Danilov, Kunis Shuhmahster, Barbulesku, who walked
around with a cane. In June, the Germans entered the city of Mogilev-Podolsky,
blew up the ﬂoodgates. In 1941, in the fall there was a great ﬂood, the entire city
was ﬂooded. The men were driven to heavy hard work. Women, girls and children
would work in German clinics. The old men would do agricultural work, collecting
the harvest; the children would clean the ears of wheat. There were Bessarabian
Jews living in Mogilev-Podolsky. In 1943 there was a typhus epidemic. My entire
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family had been ill with typhus, and we continued to work with a high fever. We
were all treated by Dr. Blank. We were all starving, had frost-bitten hands and feet,
the whole body was swollen from hunger.
People would come to the ghetto fences to bring potatoes, ﬂour, grain, fruit,
vegetables. The food was exchanged for things: jewelry, cutlery.
We would gather old sacks, light a ﬁre, warming ourselves. When the Germans
retreated, the bridge over the Dniester was heavily bombed. On March 19, 1944
Mogilev-Podolsky was liberated. In 1944, in April, Dima and I went to school №2.
The teacher was Raisa, director Tsirulnik walked with a cane, his wife Nina was a
mathematician. We studied with kids from the orphanage.
I am currently living in Ashdod (Israel). My health has been irreparably damaged. Since that time I suﬀer from chronic hypertension, diabetes, depression, vascular disease of the feet, disease of the heart vessels.

Rosenberg Lisa
I was born in the ghetto, the city of Mogilev-Podolsky of the
Vinnytsia region on September12, 1941.
From the words of my mother, I remember that the whole
market square was surrounded by barbed wire. The people,
and I among them, lived in barracks, in hunger and cold.
There was a terrible lack of sanitation. We slept on the bare
ﬂoor. They took away all the things that people brought with
them.
They were forced to work, and those who could not work, were terribly beaten.
And despite the fact that I was a baby in need of her mother, she had to leave me
with my grandparents, so they wouldn’t be beaten, because they were severely malnourished and sick and unable to work. My grandmother died there. We’ve suﬀered
severe abuse. We had no clothes to keep us warm. I miraculously survived, but was
covered with festering boils. Everyone who lived in the barracks tried to help in any
way they could, in order to save my life.
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Tenenboym Boris
I was born on May 12, 1928 in the town of Yaltushkov, Barsky district, Vinnitsa region. Now I live in Israel, Ashdod.
Before the war, I went to school and lived with my parents
in Yaltushkov. My father, mother, sister and brother were
shot by the Germans during the occupation of Yaltushkov.
The Germans occupied Yaltushkov in August of 1941. The
ghetto was immediately established, and we had to go live
there. Anyone able to work, including the children, would
be taken out of the ghetto to hard work: service, building and cleaning areas and
roads. In the ghetto, they’d collect taxes (indemnity) for ensuring that we would
not be shot. But in August of 1942 the ﬁrst mass shootings began. My mother Tenenboym Rosa Moiseevna had been shot, as well as my sister Lucya Aronovna, born
in 1923.
My father was taken to road construction of in the village of Yakuschentsy, Vinnitsa region. During the winter of 1941-1942 I worked clearing the roads leading
to the district center – Bar, and then in August of 1942, when the Germans began
preparing the mass executions, and we heard about this, my brother Izya and I ﬂed
and hid in the home of a Ukrainian family by the name of Dzemchik. Kyril Dzemchik was a good friend of our family, and thanks to him I was able to stay alive.
By the winter, when they began to prepare for the second mass execution, we ﬂed
again, with the help of Kyril Dzemchik. Travelling at nights, we went in the direction of Kopaygorod. In the spring of 1943, my brother Izya was caught by policemen. He was shot, but the place and time of his execution are unknown to me.
In April of 1944, I was liberated by Soviet troops in Mogilev-Podolsky, after
which I returned to Yaltushkov. The village council helped me get a job at the sugar
factory where I worked until September. And then I received a letter from my sister,
who found me, and went to Moscow. I found my sister, and then got a job. I lived in
Moscow up to Victory Day, and then went to live in Dnepropetrovsk, where I lived
until April of 1997, when I left for Israel, where they live to this day.
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Shlyufman (Gebel)
Karla – Sarah
Shechtman (Gebel)
Raya – Ruth
Due to the fact that when the war
started, I was 9 years old, and my sister was four, I don’t remember much.
Before the war, we lived in the city of Chernivtsi, near the airport. Our house was
destroyed, and we were forced to move in with our aunt (mother's sister). After a
while, all of us were taken into the ghetto. Then we were loaded into boxcars. They
took us to Ataki. I remember a very large train, and a lot of mud. There were so
many people. We were escorted by military men. They marched us to the Dniester,
we were transported by ferry across the river, and so we got to Mogilevev-Podolsky.
First we were placed in ruined houses without windows and doors. I remember it
was very cold and we were hungry. Our father, Goebel Berl, born in 1902, worked
in construction, until he fell ill and died on May 30, 1942.
My mother, Eva Goebel (Frankel), born in 1906, worked in the laundry. A photo
of our father is kept in Yad Vashem.
Not far from us lived the chief of the ghetto, his name was Miroschnik. He would
abuse the Jews. When the Soviet Army started advancing, the German and the Romanian troops began to retreat. Between them there were many traitors, there was
a big shootout. We were hiding in basements. At night they blew up both bridges
over the Dniester.
And in the morning when we came out, there were already 3 Russian tanks before us. The chief of the ghetto did not have time to escape, he was immediately
captured.
I remember that we were ill with typhus. Since my sister Shlyufman Karla Sarah
(Gebel) was only 4 years old, and she does not remember anything, we decided to
write together.
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GHETTO MURAFA
Murafa was occupied by the Germans
on July 20, 1941. The town had about 800 Jews.
During autumn and winter of 1941-42 about
4,000 Romanian Jews were deported here. In early
1942, a community council(of Romanian Jews) was
established in Murafa , as well as the and Jewish police.
For money and resources sent from Romania, a free
kitchen, a hospital with 25 beds, a pharmacy, a school
and a kindergarten were organized,
as well as an orphanage for 300 kids.
On March 19, 1944 Murafa was occupied by a partisan
detachment, led by two local Jews.

Okin (Kalisher) Faina
I was born on November 18, 1932 in the village of Yeﬁmovka, Shargorod district, Vinnytsia region. My father: Kalisher
Naum Isaakovich was born in 1904 in the village of Yeﬁmovka. My mother: Kalisher Adel Eﬁmovna (nee – Gass)
was born in 1902.
My father was taken to a concentration camp, where he
died – he was hanged in 1943 in the area of Pyatikhatki. My
mother died in 1979.
Before the war, my father worked in trade, and my mother was a housewife.
First, we were herded (in the village Yeﬁmovka there were 5 Jewish families)
into my grandmother's house, and every Monday men from the gendarmerie would
come.
All of us (21 people who lived in two rooms) would be arrayed in line, lined up
according to height, and checked with a list in front of the villagers. Each time no
one knew, would we return inside alive.
Then we were transferred to the Murafa ghetto, where we were until our release
(March 20, 1944).
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After the war, I went to school. I graduated from the College of Soviet trade. I
worked as a store supervisor, a senior saleswoman.
In 1995 I immigrated to the state of Israel.

Tomashpolsky Dora
I was born in 1918; today I live in the city of Ashdod.
I used to live in the town of Murafa, Shargorod district,
Vinnitsa region, Ukraine. My family consisted of my father,
mother, four sisters and one brother.
The war began. I went outside and saw the Germans entering the town on motorcycles, taking it without a ﬁght.
There began the terrible, unbearable life. Hunger, cold, humiliation, Germans would spend nights in our house.
We were terribly frightened, but had to endure the inhumanly diﬃcult conditions. They would mock us, shouting: "Juden kaput!” They’d make us work, we
were forced to dig for potatoes with our bare hands, clean the barracks, wash the
toilets, while being whipped by Nazis. My sister Tatiana looked like a Russian and
was able to go outside, while we stayed in the cellar, and only got out at night. One
evening the headman named Mikita knocked on our door and took my father and
sister to the police station. My sister took her 3 year old daughter and went to the
police. The policeman asked her: Which hand your husband used to write with?
She said – Right. He began to beat her with a whip on her right hand. The child
began to cry, my sister had to go home, leave the child, and return to the police. She
had received terrible beatings, her entire body was black, and my father was in the
same condition. But no one died.
We were joined by Jews from Bukovina and the Romanian Jews with their children. When the Germans retreated, the Romanians, too, did not miss their chance
to abuse us.
My sister and I gathered the children, there were 30 of them, washed and dressed
them. The clothes were brought by farmers from the nearby villages, they also
brought food. A lot of people died of hunger and cold. Not a day went by without
a burial.
At last, came the long-awaited day of March 1944, we were liberated, but the war
continued for more than a year. And when Victory Day came, everyone rejoiced,
they celebrated with tears in their eyes. Let this terrible tragedy never happen again.
Let there be peace!
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GHETTO MYASKOVKA
In July, the Germans occupied Myaskovka
after an intense firefight.
Then they handed it to the Romanian authorities,
and the nightmare began. Raids, the Jews were caught
and sent to forced labor, abused and humiliated.
In March 1944, the town was liberated.

Deren (Popovskaya) Polya
I was born 04/12/41, in the town of Myaskovka (Gorodnovka) in Vinnitsa region, Kryzhopolsky district. My father
Angel Popovski Moszkowicz was born in 1894 in the same
town. My mother Ponovskaya Leyka was born in 1895 in
the same town. My sister Feiga Angelovna Ponovskaya was
born on June 18, 1926. My sister Sima was born March 5,
1932. Brother, Boris was born February 10, 1935. Brother,
Fima was born March 11th, 1939.
All of us were in the ghetto of Myaskovka in Kryzhopolsky district, Vinnytsia
region. from 1941 to 1944. According to my parents, they did hard labor the entire
time.
They would be abused and humiliated; the children would be taken away from
them, and also subjected to abuse, various medical experiments, injections and
other procedures. They would hardly give the inmates any food or water, and whatever was given, was some inedible swill. Time and again there were executions and
torture. Many Ukrainians worked as overseers for the German and gave Jews away.
Many Jewish families were sent to Germany.
When in 1944 the Red Army freed us, we started a new and happy life.
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Lozver (Lehter) Surah
I was born on January 9, 1930 in the area Synzhiry, Moldova. When the war began, we tried to run away, walked a long
distance, and ended up in a ghetto in the village of Myaskovka, in the Kryzhopolsky district of Vinnitsa region.
From 1941 to 1944 I was with my parents, my brother and
sister and her husband. My father, Lehter Yutka Isaakovich,
was born in 1898, my mother, Lehter Nessya Leylovna (nee
Zekirovich), was born in 1905, my brother Lehter Itsik was
born in 1925. There were also my grandparents and my aunt with her children, but
they were killed by the Germans.
They’d force us to work; we were starving, naked, barefoot in the snow. I was 9
years old. The men were taken to build a bridge, beaten and abused. We would be
marched to the ﬁelds. We weeded, and harvested corn and sunﬂowers.
One time they locked us in a wheat warehouse, and wanted to burn us alive.
Often men would be taken to the commandant's oﬃce, beaten and then released;
my father was also severely beaten. He came home covered in blood, and so this
continued until 1944, until the Russians came and said to all the families to go
home, rebuild all the houses, and then all the men went to the frontline.
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GHETTO OBODOVKA
On July 28, 1941a German tank unit entered
Obodovka, and in August 1941the Romanian
administration was established. The Jewish quarter was
turned into a ghetto, and surrounded by barbed wire.
In November 1941, about 10,000 Jews deported from
Romania arrived to Obodovka, they were housed in
barns and stables. In the winter of 1941-1942, several
thousand prisoners of the ghetto died of the typhus
epidemic. In the ghetto there was a soup kitchen and
hospital for 12 people.
The inhabitants of the ghetto were forcefully used in
construction and agricultural work.
The ghetto contained about 11,000 people,
5,000 of them died.
Obodovka was liberated on March 14, 1944.

Balanovsky Philip
I was born on October 3, 1938 in the town of Obodovka,
Trostenets district, Vinnytsia region.
Prior to World War II, my parents worked as laborers at
the Obodovsky sugar factory. At the beginning of the war
in 1941, my father Balanovsky Moses was called up to the
front, where in 1944 he went missing in action.
I, along with my mother and my sister (born in 1934), as
well as my grandfather and grandmother, did not have time
to evacuate and remained in the German-Romanian-occupied territory.
Immediately after the arrival of the invaders a ghetto was created in Obodovka,
where Jews from Bukovina, Bessarabia and local Jews were rounded up.

248

The ghetto was in a former cowshed. The ghetto was surrounded by barbed
wire.
All Jews, even the children, were forced to wear yellow stars on their clothes.
Jews without a yellow star would be shot.
My mother, along with others who were still able to stand on their feet, was
taken daily to work at the former state farm of "Dubina", located 7 km away from
the ghetto.
The conditions in the ghetto were terrible: we had to sleep on straw; we were
constantly cold and hungry. Due to such intolerable conditions typhus raged, hundreds of people died. The sick and the dead would lie side by side with the healthy.
March 14, 1944 was happiest day for the Jews of Obodovka: the Red Army had
surrounded the German and the Romanian troops stationed in our town. The Nazis
did not have time to deal with us, while in the neighboring villages, when the Soviet
troops began to approach, all Jews were murdered.

Once a man from the partisan group had come to the ghetto and took six of us to
the forest, for the protection of bridges, mills, bakeries, where I stayed for 6 days.
Then we joined the Red Army.

Nadler Schika
I was born in 1921; in 1941 I lived in the village of Ryshkany
in Moldova, close to the border with Romania. A week after the beginning of the war, Germans and Romanians occupied Ryshkany. All Jews were gathered in one place and
sent to Marculesti, from where we marched into the woods
of Kasautsky. Then we marched to Ukraine. I ended up in
the ghetto of Obodovka. It was around October of 1941, and
from there we were marched to Bershad and other places,
and ﬁnally, we were put in barns outside Obodovka.
In this ghetto, we were up to April of 1944. I remember how we lived, or rather
existed there, hungry, cold and sick for the longest time. Dozens of Jews died every
day from disease and starvation. When the rains and the night frosts arrived, we’ve
left the barn at night and went to the village of Obodovka, to the area surrounded
by wire. We asked the residents of Obodovka to take us in. I remember an elderly
woman named Malka – her son was a hairdresser and was drafted– who took us
in for a few days. Then we were chased away again, and we went from house to
house begging for bread, for we were starving and sick. I sometimes worked and I
survived. In March 1944, we were released
by the Soviet Army, and we returned to
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Gaiman Semen
I was born in the town of Balta, Odessa region in 1927, in a
working class family. My father, Joseph Gaiman worked as a
glazier in an industrial factory. My mother, Gaiman Sonia,
was a housewife. Our family had 5 brothers and a sister. Our
family lived in prosperity, and the house was always full of
peace and comfort.
When the war began to rage, in mid-July, German and
Italian paratroopers appeared in Balta.
Immediately, a commander's oﬃce was established and orders were hung out for
all the Jews to round up in the square next to the oﬃce. People hid wherever they
could, knowing that soon the repressions will begin. Those were days with no food,
the spreading diseases aﬀected everybody. Because of hunger and disease, I and
my brother Sasha were hospitalized. Meanwhile, my mother and my other brothers and sister were sent on foot to Obodovka, Vinnitsa region, where a ghetto was
established.
After the stay in the hospital, my brother and I made our way on foot from Balta
to Obodovka to join our family.
We have suﬀered a lot of grief in the ghetto. We worked from early morning until
late at night. There was no food; we’d exchange anything that we could from the
local farmers. We had to get out of the ghetto before we’d be dead of starvation and
overwork. One night we were able to get out of the ghetto and secretly get back to
Balta.
In 1944, I was drafted into the army, where I stayed until the end of the war. In
1951 I married, and for 52 years my wife and I, together, raised two children and
ﬁve grandchildren. in Israel we already have great-grandchildren. My wife and I as
well as one of our daughters live in Ashdod. Another daughter lives in Beer Sheva.
Our life proceeds well.
We are grateful that God has given us prosperous and happy years of old age.
Peace and happiness to all the people of Israel!

250

Gelman (German) Molka
I was born on November 7, 1939 in the village of Druitory,
in the Riscani district of Moldova. I myself do not remember
the beginning of the war and our stay in the ghetto, but I
know a little from the stories of my parents. My father, German Haim Itskovich was born in 1910; my mother, German
Golda Moiseevna was born in 1916.
When the war broke out, my family lived in the village of
Druitory which is 4 km from the border with Romania. In
this village, there were 12 Jewish families; all of them were my father's relatives.
5 families including us tried to get away on carts, we even took a cow. I was 1 year
old, my mother was pregnant. We had driven away from the village to a distance of
about 30-35 km. We got to the village of Brichev (it was a purely Jewish village).
There were a lot of Jews there (over 100 people). And there we were caught up
with by the German army. All the Jews were driven out of the village, and there was
an order to "Shoot them all!” The soldiers have already prepared their riﬂes, but a
horseback German rode in and shouted: "Stop, everyone go home!” It was our ﬁrst
lucky break. We went back. On the way villagers from Borobia had robbed us. We
continued on foot, trying to go through the ﬁelds, avoiding the villages.
When we were at a distance of about 20 km from our village, one night a peasant
ran to the police of the village Zaikany to tell that there are Jews coming. We were
all taken to the police. But we were lucky again. My uncle Toivo Vinkelshteyn (my
father's sister's husband) gave the chief of police some gold, and he let us go.
We continued our way. In the village of Vorotik we were locked in some house,
and there was again an order to shoot, but apparently, our fate was to survive, the
police chief knew my parents did not want to shoot, as he put it, good people. And
then, ﬁnally, we got to our home village. There are all the Jewish men were rounded
up in the house of my uncle Toivo and the women in another house (the two biggest houses). The Romanian policemen guarded us. There we were for about 10-12
days. And once again we were saved from being shot by the police chief, a Romanian. Unfortunately, I do not remember his name, but he saved a lot of Jews in
Druitory and other surrounding villages. He is Righteous among the Nations, and
they planted a tree in his honor in the alley of the Righteous in Jerusalem.
And then there came the order to send us out of the village. The police chief
warned us that we should take food and clothing with us, but we had nothing. My
father went to the oﬃcer – a Moldavian, who lived in the house of my father's sister
Surah, he took out of our house wheat, corn and all that was stored there. When my
father came to him and asked for something to eat for the child (i.e. me), he replied
in Moldovan: "Hey Jew, see this riﬂe, I'll shoot you down right now".
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Dad came out, sat down and wept, another Moldovan saw him – Yeremey
Tsurkon. He took my father to his home and gave him a whole bag of food.
One day they rounded us up and marched us forward. We reached the village of
Ryshkany, where we were placed in a former estate. All of the Jews of the area, who
did not evacuate were herded there. There were about 500-600 people. We lived in
one room with 30-40 people, so that it was impossible to even turn around. In this
estate we spent about 3-4 weeks. And every 2-3 days two peasant would come from
our village and bring us food, which was collected by all the villagers.
And when we were marched from Ryshkany, they brought us clothes, some cups
and plates, some food. These peasants were Irenya Kulyak and Vladimir Tsurkan.
They saved us from starvation. From Ryshkany we were marched through Beltzy. in
Beltzy – mother told me – they rationed us with hot water, there was a long line, my
mother was pregnant, with me in her arms, she held out her cup, and the Romanian-policeman instead of pouring the boiling water, suddenly lashed her with a whip
on the face, on the stomach. Mother dropped me from fear, and luckily my father
was standing behind, he grabbed me. There were a lot of cases such as this.
And so we came up to the Kosautsky forest (in Moldova). Rounded up there
were thousands of Jews from all over Moldova.
Mass executions began. Father told me how it went. All of us were divided into
groups: the men dug a pit, and everybody would be put on the edge. And the men
from the next group were forced to shoot and then to bury all the dead and the still
living. People were falling in stacks.
Our family was in the 4th group. Dad had to dig, shoot and bury people alive.
When our group was going to be shot, an order came to cancel the execution. Again
(for the 5th time) we got lucky.
We survived. Many people were saved, how many – I do not know. And we marched
on. On the way we’d come across good kind people, peasants who brought us food,
though they were not allowed to feed us. They threw us bread, and we would catch it
or pick it up from the ground, as we were starving. Finally, we came to the village of
Obodovka in Vinnitsa region, where the ghetto was located. There we lived in terrible
conditions until the liberation. My brother was born, he lived only three days. The
baby was delivered by the wife of my father's father, at home by the stove. As soon as
the baby was born, they started ﬁring at the house. The stove saved my mother and
aunt. My baby brother suﬀocated during the night, someone apparently accidentally
stepped on him, because everyone slept on the ﬂoor, very close to each other.
I do not know much of life in the ghetto. I know that dad was forced to work, I
know that among our Jews, too, were traitors.
I was saved from starvation by the father of my uncle Toivo, my father's sister's
husband, I called him Grandfather Abraham. He had golden jewels, he was able
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to exchange them for food, and he fed me. Many have probably written about the
Obodovka ghetto, because there were a lot of people left alive.
In our family my grandmother, grandfather, baby brother, my aunt and her son,
my uncle and aunt and my father’s uncle died, as well as a few others. Mom's family
was in another ghetto, and almost all of them were killed.
Mother remembered that we wore yellow stars. She has worked in diﬀerent
houses of the Ukrainians, she and others would be let it outside the ghetto under
convoy. When the Soviet Army liberated us, we walked back home.
And again on the way home, we met both evil and good people. This is my own
memory: I was already about 5 years old, we walked along a Ukrainian village,
dressed in rags, as we were, skinny, scary, I was almost naked, covered in boils and
wounds. One old woman, she, too, was poor, took a ﬂoor mat, made me a semblance of a dress, treated my wounds, fed us with great warmth. I remember a yard
of a wealthy house in another village, where I went with my cousin to ask for food,
and the owner set dogs on us.
I was still young when I realized that there are no good or bad nations, there
are only good and bad people. The good ones prevail, because the Romanian – the
chief of police saved us from death and another Romanians – hit mom with a whip.
Demian the Moldovan robbed us and nearly shot my father only because he asked
for food for the baby. But another Moldovan, Ivreniya Vladimir, and many other
villagers did not let me die of starvation.
And when after the war we returned to our empty house, and we had nothing, we
were again helped by good people. I remember very well how our neighbor Aunt
Eftiniya Brigach (Demian the villain’s sister) used to feed me all the time, although
she was poor, and she also had two children. When they had food, she’d call me to her
house and sit me at the table, she would aﬀectionately call me "Molkushoara". Another neighbor, Aunt Helena. A woman from a neighboring village, I called her aunt
Voynichha, surname Yantselovskaya (there were Poles living in this village), she had
two daughters Mila and Olga, they took me in, fed me, gave me clothes and a piglet.
I cannot forget the kindness of Aunt Killena Kulyak and Aunt Natasha Tsurkon (the
wives of peasants, who brought us food to Ryshkany at the beginning of the war).
I am very grateful to all of them.
And when I was an adult, studied at the Institute, and then worked as a teacher
in Ryshkany, every summer I would go to visit them (while they were still alive)
and bring them gifts. And then I continued to visit their graves. Even while already
living in Israel, last year I went to Moldova, and, of course, I went to Druitory to
visit the graves of my dear Moldovan women, met with their children and grandchildren. People need to remember the good, the evil is of course hard to forget, but
it seems that evil is eventually punished by a higher power, by God.
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At the beginning of these memoirs I have written of a peasant from the village
of Borobia who had robbed us. In 1997, I was talking with an old man from this
village (he was born in 1929), which recalled the events and said that the people
who robbed us, robbed many Jews, they got rich at ﬁrst, but their lives ended badly.
They were punished for their evil deeds.
I keep asking myself: how we managed to survive this hell?
Apparently, that was the destination of our fate. And thank God for that!

Dubirny Michael
I was born on January 3, 1926 in the town of Obodovka,
Vinnitsa region, in Ukraine. In 1941, I graduated from the
8th grade of the Obodovsky high school. In 1941, on June
22 the war with Germany began. We did not have time to
evacuate and remained in Obodovka. We were a large family: four children and an ailing father.
The Germans entered ﬁrst, but did not harm anyone.
Then they were replaced by the Romanians. We were herded
into a certain place, 5 families in each house, and surrounded by barbed wire; they
called it the "ghetto". No one had the right to leave without permission; we’d be
working at a farm harvesting peas, and, everyone had to wear a big star of cloth on
the chest and back.
I often snuck out of the ghetto to the mill, to chop wood for the portable engine,
for this boys would be given a bottle of oil, or a little ﬂour – and so we got by. Once
we were rounded up and sent to the Zherebkovo station for work. The work was
hard, and 5 of us have ﬂed. A few days later we were caught, and the policemen
drove us back like cattle, in running pace. In Zherebkovo we were taken to the police, and the night we were locked in the bathhouse with water up to the waist, so
we wouldn’t sleep. After working for some time, I with a friend had ran away once
again.
In 1943, we were taken out of the ghetto to work in harvesting at a farm named
"Dubina". I, as the youngest, was attached to the mower, mowing the wheat, driving the oxen. I was barefoot, and running through the beveled wheat, I’d cut my feet
till they bled, and in the evening my feet would swell up like bricks.
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GHETTO OLGOPOL
Olgopol occupation lasted from July 26, 1941
to March 22, 1944. The Romanian authorities have
turned the Jewish quarter into a ghetto,
where there lived 100-150 local families and
a few families of Jews deported from Bessarbia and
Balta. Many inhabitants of the ghetto died of typhus
in November-December of 1941. In May 1943, about
a hundred Romanian Jewish patriots were brought to
Olgopol from the "political" camp of Vapnyarka. They
created a ghetto Council, organized child care, open a
free soup-kitchen, a bathhouse, a hospital. According to
Romanian statistics, in 1943, the ghetto had about 700
Jews, of whom about 500 were locals. the ghetto was
liberated in March of 1944.

Meylgender (Vishkautsam) Fania
I was born in the town of Wad-Rashkov, Cotiujanschii district, Moldova. In 1941, in the month of June, the war started.
The ﬁrst bombs fell on Moldova. Our family: father, mother
and four children, got on the cart at 4 am and moved across
the Dniester to Kamenka. In the morning we were captured
by the Romanians. We are arrayed in line, and since I was
the smallest, my mother held me in her arms. At that time,
one of the Romanians took a shot, and the bullet ﬂew close
to me. My mother began to scream, to which the Romanians replied: "One Jewess
less". A few days later me and my sister were taken from our parents, taken to some
village and left in a barn. There were a lot of children.
A few hours later we heard the voices of our parents. We started screaming,
"Mama, Mama!" And so they found us.
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On the second day we left that place and went from village to village, spending nights on the street, in stacks of hay. In one village a local resident, a Ukrainian woman, took us to her home, allowed us to wash, fed us and let us spend the
night.
At night, someone knocked on the door and in came a man with a gun. The
woman reassured us by saying that it was her son.
It turned out that he was a partisan. He said that we must leave immediately,
because the Romanians have learned that we are here.
And so we went, and at night the Romanians caught up with us. They took everything we had. We started to cry, and they let us go. We walked to Olgopol. We
met a man who asked us where are we from. We said that we’re from Wad-Rashkov.
Then he told us that the elder of the ghetto is too from Wad-Rashkov. And he, Yasha Peltz, took us into this ghetto, and said that here you will live and work, but we
need to "grease" the owners: the chief and chief of the oﬃce. We need to give them
a little bit of gold and lend your elder daughter for the night to the oﬃce chief. My
mother was appalled, and we left. Yasha laughed at us, saying that we were crazy
people. We walked away and suddenly saw a man in dark glasses. He called us, inquiring what had happened. Dad told him everything, and then he sent us back to
the ghetto, saying to tell Yasha not to dare touching us, otherwise, he would have
to deal with the partisans!
And so we remained in the ghetto until the end of the war. When the war ended,
the Romanians took our father and all the men with them. The women and children
walked back to Moldova to Wad-Rashkov. Our house was burned down, we found
some other little house to live.
A year later, my father came back from Romania.
I graduated from high school, and the medical school in the city of Beltzi. Then
I married in Floresti.
In 1982, my husband died and I was left with two sons.
In 1991, we came to Israel and we live in the city of Ashdod.
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Schwartz (Perelbert) Eva
I was born in the village of Olgopol, Vinnitsa region
(Ukraine) on March 18th, 1930.
Before the war my father, Meer Fatelevich Perelberg,
worked as a shoemaker, my mother, Feiga Mortkovna,
worked as a dressmaker. Before the war, until 1941, I managed to ﬁnish the 4th grade, and then my education was interrupted. In the early days of the war my father was taken
to the front, and my mother with 3 children remained in the
village. When a ghetto was formed in Olgopol we were put there. I don’t remember
much, and not only because of the young age, but also because my mom was constantly hiding me from the Germans and the policemen. She would dress me sloppily on purpose, not that we had anything to wear anyway, wouldn’t not comb my
hair, smear my face with cinder, etc. Perhaps this is how I remained untouched in
the violence and atrocities that reigned in the ghetto. My mother initially worked in
the kitchen for the policemen, she was a good cook, and I washed the dishes there,
sweeping the ﬂoors, tables, etc. In late autumn we were gathered to the beet ﬁelds.
Later there was a rumor that my mother was a great dressmaker, and she began to
sew for everybody, this saved us.
After the war, I graduated from 7 grades and began to work, because father came
back from the front wounded and disabled.
In 1951, I got married, my husband – Zinovich Schwartz, I gave birth to two
children, and in 1990 immigrated to Israel. My husband died in 1989, and since
then I live alone.
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In August 1941, the ghetto was established. All the
Jews were forced to wear the hexagonal stars. In January
1942, refugees from Bukovina and Bessarabia were
brought here. Jews used for various work, and fed a
little. This made it possible to survive. The ghetto was
liberated in March of 1944.

Verozhinskaya (Groisman) Rachel
I was born on January 4, 1931 in the village of Kotyuzhany,
Bessarabia. When the war started, I with my parents – father
and mother Groisman Haim and Groisman Feiga, my sister
Tuba, my brothers Schmiel, Levi and sister Malka evacuated. We arrived at the village of Rashkov (Ukraine) and were
captured by the Germans.
We were marched to a place called Zenitkovo (Ukraine),
our family was placed with more families in a 3-bedroom
apartment. At night came three Germans and began to take the men to be killed by
a ﬁring squad. Our father was to be taken as well, but we the children had an idea
and put him on the ﬂoor, and all ﬁve of us sat on top of him. Thus, we saved him
from execution.
The same night, a deaf-mute girl was raped in our house, in the presence of everyone. She screamed in a voice I will never forget.
Then we were marched on. We walked by many villages many kilometers over
several months, and then we were put in a ﬁeld. The place of our residence was a
stable with dirty bedding, a stall for cows. People were taken away straight to the
crematorium.
I do not remember the name of this village, but it was in Ukraine in the Odessa
region. Among the taken was my grandmother Shlafton Zlota, which was burned in
the crematorium. There were few of us left in the stables, awaiting our turn.
One night we were suddenly visited by three men who told us to run away, for
those people who were previously taken were burned. These men named the vil-
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lages, where there were no Germans but only Romanians. That night, everyone had
scattered in diﬀerent directions.
My family has gone through many villages, until we reached Puzhonkovo in the
Odessa region. Our family was taken in by the family of Zhivoch Dmitri and Maria.
They hid us above the Russian oven. But soon all of us became ill with typhus, and
the village elder checked every house, suspecting that there are ghetto runaways
(ghetto Peschany was located just 4-5 kilometers from the village of Puzhonkovo).
We were found and sent to ghetto Peschany of Odessa region, where our family
was from 1941 until March – April of 1944, i.e. until the ghetto was liberated by
the Red Army.
After the release, we returned to the village of Kotyuzhany, Bessarabia. I graduated from high school and then from law school in the city of Kishinev. I worked in
the court, and then moved to the city of Beltzi, where I lived until immigrating to
Israel in 1991. I am a widow; I have one son, Verozhinsky Eﬁm. I live in Ashdod.
I wish for no one in the world to experience what we, prisoners of the ghettos,
had to go through.
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Segal Yosif
I was born in 1928 in the village of Peschana, in the Savranski district of the Odessa region. Our family was large, with
many children. My father was a tailor, my mother – a housewife. In our village there was a Jewish school until 1937;
there were about twenty Jewish families in the village. There
was a synagogue.
The War caught us in the village. Seven children, parents,
relatives – we did not have time to evacuate.
In August 1941, immediately after the arrival of the Nazis to the village, a ghetto
was formed. All the Jews were forced to wear the six-pointed stars. Life became
unbearable. In winter of 1941 our whole family was forced out to the town square.
It was the dead of winter, and along with other Jews, we have stood there till the
morning, and then for another day. We were not allowed to leave the square even to
go to the toilet. People were freezing.
Then all of us were loaded onto carts and driven away. Where to? No one knew.
With us was my younger brother Abram, born in 1941. He was still a baby (8
months). We drove for two days, accompanied by policemen. On the way many
froze to death. Corpses of people were lying all around. My sister Betia had frostbitten toes, and she was crippled for life.
They brought us somewhere deep in the night and we were thrown in barracks.
Rather, in unﬁnished pigsties. The barracks were some distance away from the village of Obodovka (Vinnytsia region), so we did not even have water. In the barracks
we were all together – the living and the dead. Typhoid fever was raging. The very
ﬁrst night local policemen came to our barracks, started beating us, demanding
gold jewelry. I do not remember how long we were in such inhumane conditions.
My sister Raya (3 years old) died of starvation. My mother had no milk; she had to
somehow feed the baby.
We ate whatever we could get on the ﬁeld at night: frozen potatoes and beets. A
month later, we decided to run away at all costs. Otherwise, we were just waiting for
death. My older sister Polia found an old man she knew – a Ukrainian, and at night
he took us to Bershad. There we are temporarily hidden by a teacher in a school.
We were crammed in a small room. We did not go out, because outside there were
fascists and policemen.
The teacher brought us whatever food she could. In the school we’d spent a few
days. We decided not to risk it any further. If anyone told on her she could lose her
life. Our family decided to get to our home in Peschany on our own. We walked
only at nights. The older children carried the little ones. On the way there were
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people who felt sorry for us, giving us something to eat. But they usually wouldn’t
let us in the house to spend the night – they were too afraid.
The house where we used to live was looted. We immediately got into the ghetto.
I began to work for the Germans in the oﬃce. I’d groom the horses, do the hardest work. For this I’d get leftovers. Whatever was given to me, I brought home to
somehow save the family from starvation. My older sister Polia washed clothes for
the Romanians. One day on the way home I met a policeman who wanted to shoot
me. But I miraculously escaped. Everyone in our family had been ill with typhus.
In 1943, the Germans took my father to build a bridge in the village of Varvarovka, Mykolaiv region. During this construction work he got severe frostbites on
his legs. He came back an invalid. For a long time he could not walk.
The Red Army liberated us in 1944. The next year I went to study in Odessa at
the vocational school, where I received my diploma as a painter-plasterer.
Now I live in Ashdod, along with my wife Ida.
It’s been awhile, but my childhood memories are always with me. Many times I
was on the verge of death – by shooting, hunger, cold and disease. But my fate was
such that I have passed through all the trials alive.
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Soibelman Riva
I was born August 28, 1928 in Wad-Rashkov, in the Kostyuzhansky county of Bessarabia.
During the bombings in the summer of 1941 our home
was destroyed and our family: mother, father and three children have crossed by boat across the river Dniester.
We got to Rashkov, then – to Kamenka, where we were
robbed, all our property was taken away by the robbers.
The retreating Romanians marched us through villages
under escort, and banned the local residents to give us water and bread, and if we
tried to take the bread they’d beat us with whips. The roads were littered with bodies of children and adults. We got to the Ukrainian village of Savran.
In Savran a Jewish woman warned us to quickly go into her house, because Germans catch men in the streets and take them away in an unknown direction. We
went to her for the night and in the morning, at 4-5 in the morning we left and came
to Peschana where there was a ghetto. We stayed in a ruined house, my father found
some straw, and made us a bed on the ﬂoor. There was no food or water. My father
hoped to ﬁnd work, but he did not succeed, so we had no food, no shelter. After half
a month, in January 4, 1942 my father died of cold and hunger.
After another 2 weeks my mother died, she was 38 years old, dad was 42. After 3
months, my 7-year-old sister died because of her frostbitten feet.
In the summer my brother and I were begging in the surrounding villages, but
people were afraid of typhus, and would not let us into the houses. A few months
later, we began to live in a house in one room. At night the Germans would be looking for girls. I managed to hide. 3 times we were going to be executed, children were
separated from adults. And 3 times the execution was canceled.
In the summer, the Germans forced us to work in the ﬁeld, we piled bales of hay.
I also worked in people’s houses.
In 1944, the Germans retreated, we were liberated, and my brother and I returned home. Our house was destroyed.
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PECHORA
CONCENTRATION CAMP
In the village of Rogizna there was a camp,
and in August 1943 it was transferred to Pechora, where
539 people, including 166 children were killed.
In Pechora there were 11,000 Jews. 9,450 of them
died. About 1,200 Jews survived and were freed
by the Red Army in March.

Becker (Mugerman) Sonia
I was born in the town of Shpikov, Tulchinsky district, Vinnitsa region. Our family consisted of six members: father,
mother, brother, two sisters and I, the youngest. Our life was
carefree and serene.
The war began. We did not have time to evacuate, although everything was ready for departure. The war came to
us. We just felt it. It started with a loud noise of motorcycles,
and shouts in German. The Germans arrived, capturing the
sidewalks and the streets, ﬁlling them with clamor and smoke. There were many
of them. Shootings began. Immediately, the Germans began to search for Communists, Komsomol members and, of course, Jews. Those who failed to hide were
immediately captured. Many, including my brother and sister, managed to escape,
thanks to my uncle (my father's brother). He hid them in one of the rooms of his
large house, concealing the door behind a wardrobe. What also saved them was the
fact that our uncle had no adult children, so no one could point to the house. My
father hid in the attic of our house.
Many were taken; I do not know what happened to them. Suddenly it was quiet.
Our parents told us that the Magyars entered the town. Their stay was short-lived.
They didn’t bother anyone. Then the Romanians came. They settled for a long stay.
They did not kill, but weren’t sympathetic. After some time, they gathered all the
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Jews in the square and marched us under convoy. Those who could not walk were
beaten with truncheons; people were robbed of anything that would attract their
attention: shoes, clothes, etc. I remember that they took my brother’s warm coat.
I’m not sure how long we walked, but we arrived in the village of Rogizhny.
There were only two buildings there: a former club and a pharmacy, plus outdoor cellars. This is where we pitched our camp. It became our haven. That camp
was at some high ground. My family got especially "lucky". We were settled in a
cellar without doors. no paper can withstand the description of how we had to exist
under these conditions, , but we withstood it. How? – Is another question. Around
the camp there were police with riﬂes and truncheons.
People were dying of hunger. I can still see the faces of these people before my
eyes. It was terrible to look at this likeness of a man. When these poor people
scraped dead horse meat from the ground and wanted to cook it (in the street), the
policemen kicked this "brew" to the ground, mocking them in every way.
How many people are left there forever?!
My father risked his life for the sake of his children, sneaking several times to the
village, bringing food to support us, but he was caught and badly beaten. He wasn’t
able to do it again. And as I wrote above, I was the youngest and the most dexterous. it was only possible to get out by rolling down a hill, so the policemen wouldn’t
notice, and there ﬂowed a river, and a bridge that was leading to the village.
I thought, if I get caught, they wouldn’t hurt a child, but I was wrong. More than
once I managed to get into the village. The villagers gave me bread, potatoes and
eggs, until one day I got into the clutches of the Polizei. My uncle (my mother's
brother) was able to protect me, but I never went to the village again.
I do not remember how, but we managed to escape. At night we walked, hiding
during the day. We got to the Jewish town Krasnoye in Tyvrovsky district. Local
Jews lived in their own homes, nobody was bothered. Our family divided into three
groups: my father and brother (they followed a funeral procession, to avoid getting
caught), my mother with my older sister, and me and the middle sister. Nobody
would let us in. We slept (without my father and brother) in the attic of a school,
which began to be built before the war, there were only roof and walls, but we did
not stay there because we were found by the watchman.
He told us to give him the eldest daughter. Mother, appalled, knocked him with
a big whip. He went away, but we couldn’t stay there anymore. We had to sleep in
the thick reeds, in the ﬁelds, in haystacks, not to mention the hunger. My sister and
I worked for the local Jews. I cleaned, and my sister carried water. For this we’d be
given a piece of bread. We also worked at the butcher’s (shochet). They gave us
oatmeal, but rather than oats it was just straw, food more suited for horses. But
they ate on Saturdays that Jews usually eat to celebrate Shabbat: chicken soup and
all sorts of delicacies.
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One day my sister and I were caught in a raid. They were seeking out those who
escaped from the camp. We were checked for documents, but we did not have any.
The local families kept to themselves, also they were not threatened, but my sister
and I were defenseless. I do not know how it would have ended if it had not seen a
basement, and my sister and I crawled in there and hid. this time we avoided being
sent back to the camp. The starvation was terrible.
Jews traded all sort of produce in the market. I asked them for at least a piece
of bread, they chased me away like a leper. The things I had to go through are impossible to describe. My brother and father was caught and sent back to the camp.
(Their fate was unknown to us).
When they were brought to the camp, each of them received 25 ramrod lashes
(as my father told me). My brother chose to receive the blows instead of his father,
so he was beaten and kicked so hard that he was beaten to death. Father was not
even allowed to bury him.
He was probably buried like a dog. We never knew where he found his ﬁnal resting place. He was only 19 years old. His short biography consisted of normal prewar life: teachers' institute (physics), friends, swimming in the river, riding a bike
and a horse, playing soccer, loving his family, being proud of it. No one imagined
that there would be such a tragic ﬁnale.
And when my mother found out that her beloved boy was dead, she's just went
mad, tore her clothes, and, without thinking about the three of us, little kids –
homeless, hungry, she returned to the camp, where she received her share of lashes
and was thrown in an attic with a tin roof. No one helped us, no one sympathized.
What were we to do?
And so we have decided to return to camp. We had nothing to lose. To stay in
Krasnoye? We were dying of hunger and cold. To be killed on the road? So we be
killed, we had no other option. And so we went back. How much time we were
walking, how did we get back, I do not know. When we returned, we were not
beaten, there was nothing to beat: a couple of dystrophic bodies.
But my mother did not recognize us. She sat on the ground and wailed: “Moshe
Gershaly, Moshe Gershaly". On our return to the camp, all three of us fell ill with
typhus. How we survived, I do not know.
My mother gradually began to recover. After some time we were sent to another
concentration camp located in Pechora. It was a Death Camp. We lived in a threestorey building. Before the war, it was a military sanatorium. There was a high concrete fence. Policemen guarded the two gates.
Farmers would come to the gate, throwing bread, fruit, and whoever caught anything was lucky, because the policemen would disperse the farmers. There was no
way to get out of there. We starved terribly. My sister and I collected plum kernels.
We would break them. That was our entire meal, until we started to faint from hun-
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ger. Once I saw men and women weeping. They hugged each other and said goodbye. It turned out that in the camp pits had already been dug, for all the inhabitants
of this camp to be thrown in and buried alive like in Babi Yar.
A truck drove up, and they left. I was standing there, not understanding what
had happened. And after some time, I heard noise, laughter – they’ve returned.
People said, Antonescu would not let his people to be slaughtered. This is what
saved us, we were destined to survive, not to die such a horrible death. All my relatives were in this camp, except one of my aunts and her three children. They lived in
Nemirov. This aunt was the ﬁrst victim, her one-year-old girl was thrown into the
river Bug, and the two boys (8-10 years old) tried to reach us, but bullets caught up
with them on the bridge.
The Romanians did not kill Jews, but created such conditions that not anyone
could survive. In the second camp there was nothing to count on, no hope. People from the ﬁrst camp (Mogilev, Tulchin) still had some strength, some means
by which they could get out of there, paying the Polizei who stood at the gate.
What could we do without any strength, without any means? And my father, to save
his family, oﬀered to smuggle these people to Mogilev, Tulchin, Bratslav, for a fee,
of course. It was hard work, and very risky. And thanks to several such missions,
shortly before the liberation, we too managed to escape from the concentration
camp, but just the ﬁve of us, without my brother.
Again, the torment, the night travels, the beat legs covered in blood, walking by
night, hiding by day.
Now we wandered into another Jewish town – Murafa of the Shargorod district.
In Murafa it was the same: poverty, hunger, cold. Here too, no one allowed us in the
house. We were taken in by a man named Adiloko (a Ukrainian). His wife worked
for the local Jews, so our services were not needed. The Jewish community distributed some soup, but not every day. My sister and I would go into the ﬁeld, found
beets, potatoes here and there, we ate them raw, as we had no place to cook them.
Once again, no one lent a helping hand; on the contrary, we were humiliated.
The parents went to the nearby village to make a living. My mother sewed, knitted, my father worked with wood. On weekends my mother would come, bring some
food, but it wouldn’t last long. She brought ﬂour, but there was no way to bake it.
Mother would make us ﬂat pancakes for the week, but we couldn’t hold back. We’d
pinch a piece after a piece, and by the end of the week there was nothing to eat.
The Ukrainian peasants helped us. My father got a job in a neighboring village
of Derebchin. It was a working-class village, a beautiful, green place. Once he took
me with him. He was a great woodworker.
So many years have passed, but the voice of the hostess, her question, is still ringing in my ears: "Donja, what would you like to eat: macaroni with milk, macaroni
with bacon, or maybe some egg?" What could I say to this wonderful woman (and
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she wasn’t the only one) when I was starving for over 4 years. So, thanks to these
people, we survived. We stayed in this village. We didn’t wish return to Shpikov,
where everything reminded us of my brother, and our house was destroyed anyway.
At ﬁrst we lived in rented apartments. I remember the ﬁrst rented room. Part of the
room had an oven and a bed, knocked together out of wooden boards. To us, it was
paradise. It was a roof over our heads, where no one chased us.
My father worked for a man named Chernenko, thanks to him we were able
to buy a 6-room house. Father worked to pay oﬀ the debt, and the creditor did
not rush him. We grew up and studied. Gradually, we restored our lives. All of us
got married. Each has her own family, her own home. My older sister worked as a
nanny in a kindergarten. The middle sister was an accountant, and I went in the
footsteps of my brother and became a teacher. Currently, there are only two of us
left: my sister, who is very sick, and myself.
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Boguslavsky Abram
When the war started, we wanted to evacuate, the family (father, mother, brother and I) drove 60 km by car to the town
of Shargorod. Because of the bombing we stayed in this
place for a month and then returned to the city of MogilevPodolsky.
We returned to our apartment, where we lived until September of 1941. Then the persecution started. Jews were
herded into a certain territory of the city, where the ghetto
was established. One gate was placed on the Rybnaya Street (former Ermak), with
an entrance from the Red Square Street. The second gate was on the Stavisnsky
Street (now Dzerzhinsky), close to the Central bazaar.
In June of 1942 our family was sent to a concentration camp. Isaac Gelman the
policeman came with his assistants and said that we have to pack some belongings,
and sent us to the village. There were wagons, we were put there and driven to the
Rachny station. On arrival all baggage was loaded onto carts, while we went on foot
to the village of Pechora to the concentration camp, where the policemen would
beat and abuse us.
When we got to the gate of the camp, it had a sign saying "Welcome!" We were
housed in barracks and thus our camp life began. We tried to escape. The senior
policeman Smetansky Sasha would let us out, and then ambush us, beat and kick
us back. The Germans would come, taking people for forced labor. Then took my
father, but a miracle happened: the mother was able to snatch him from the crowd.
After that we ran away again, and were caught by a policeman, taken to another
concentration camp, and because we were not partisans, we were marched back to
our camp under the supervision of the policeman. Along the way he kept demanding money, searched us, beat us, and when I got sick with paratyphoid, he said to
my mother: "Let me shoot him or take him in your arms, we will reach our destination faster". After returning to the camp, 2 days later, the Germans came to shoot
us. 3 giant pits were prepared and the Germans came in 13 cars to take us all to the
cemetery. But the commandant of the camp didn't allow us to be shot, sending a
telegram to Antonescu in Romania, and 2-3 days later we've escaped.
My father died of starvation in the camp. Barefoot, we came to Mogilev-Podolsky in December. There we've starved until the end of the war.
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Binshtok (Kroytman) Sonia
I was born on May 4, 1931 in the city of Mogilev-Podolsky,
Vinnytsia region. At the beginning of the war we, the residents of Mogilev-Podolsky were put into wagons and sent
to Pechora. Even to this day, I can see before my eyes the
barracks, or stables for horses, where we had to live on the
earthen ﬂoor. Many people died of cold and hunger.
My two sisters (aged 6 and 8) died in the concentration
camp. My mother, seeing this situation, decided to escape
from the camp. Carrying in her arms my brother (3 years) and me, she got out of
the camp. However, our attempts to escape ended in failure. We were caught, beaten and returned back to the camp. At the next attempt to escape, we were returned
to the place where my father worked as a carpenter. Here, life was a little easier,
there was food, as my father worked, but the great fear for the lives of the children
forced mom to ﬂee again. The attempt was successful, and we had traveled home to
the city of Mogilev-Podolsky. Not knowing the road, we often encountered military
patrols, but with the help of local residents we still managed to get to our home.
Here in the ghetto, life was not easy, my brother died of starvation. Mother was
looking for a job for a long time, and ﬁnally, she was able to get a job cleaning toilets. For this work she received 0.5 kg of bread, and she had to take me, a ten-year
girl, on the job as well, to somehow feed ourselves. So we managed to survive until
the liberation of the city. Of all the children I alone have survived.
To this day, I remember well those terrible years, when he had to eat waste.
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Budyanskya Mania
I was born on March 1, 1929 in the town of Trostyanets, in
Vinnytsia region, Ukraine. In 1936 I went to the 1st grade
of the Trostyanets school and graduated from 5 grades until
1941, when the War began.
My mother Budyanskya Sima born in 1907 worked as a
proofreader of the regional newspaper "The Collective Life".
My father Budyansky Gregory Izrailevich, born in 1904,
worked as a technologist in the "Zagotzerno" grain factory.
When WWII began, my father was drafted into the Red Army, and my mother and
grandmother tried to evacuate to Russia, but did not have time to go far, because
bridges and railways were being bombed, and the retreating troops returned us
back. We returned to Trostyanets, ﬁnding our apartment plundered by looters. In
August Trostianets it was occupied by the Germans, the Romanians and the Magyars. Violence and abuse against Communists and Jews began.
Not far from Trostyanets in a town of Lodyzhene all the Jews living there were
gathered and shot. We have also expected this fate any moment. People wandered
through woods and ravines, hiding from the violence and the abuse. The cold autumn weather arrived, so at night we would return to our homes, several families
would gather together. Often the local policemen along with the Romanians held
night robberies, violence and murder in these houses. One cold autumn morning
the entire village was surrounded by the police, we were driven to the marketplace,
and like cattle, herded to the town of Ladyshev, where there was a ghetto. Every
morning, healthy people were taken to farming, working under guard, and we were
forced to wear on our sleeves a hexagonal yellow star. We have managed to survive
the hunger by begging, stealing beets, potatoes and other foods in the ﬁeld. Many
old people and children died of hunger and cold.
One cold rainy morning the surviving Jews were gathered and marched to Pechora, escorted by policemen and Romanians, who shot people on the road like
dogs. Many young women and girls were raped and ﬁnished oﬀ in front of everyone, it was hell. We marched for a few days, and at night we'd be herded into
stables of Mageta, Palanka, and other villages. The local people, pitying us, threw
us potatoes, beets through the stable windows.
In Pechora we dispersed in basements, boiler rooms, wherever we could ﬁnd
some space to wait, and at that time Pechora was the largest concentration camp
where Jews from Tulchin, Shpikov, Bratslav, Rogizhna were rounded up. Those
were even more diﬃcult days of our existence, for one cannot call it life: without
food, clothing, beds, under the threat of starvation. Typhoid and typhus fever began raging.
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For the entire winter I was ill with typhus, my mom had only melted snow to
give me, how I survived – is a miracle, obviously, I was destined to live. I absolutely could not walk, thanks to two girls from Tulchin, Raya and Maya Spivak, who
would take me by the arms and move my legs, I began to walk again.
In the spring of 1942 the Germans arrived and began to take young men and
women to construction works in some village near the city of Gaysin. My mother
and I were also in the car, but we heard rumors that the children will be killed and
disposed of on the road, and my mother was very brave, she grabbed my hand and
we jumped oﬀ from the car and joined the crowd. The Germans started to shoot at
us, but the bullets didn't reach us.
In the summer of 1942 the local population of Pechora was made to dig ditches
in the woods for the execution of Jews. Rumors spread around the camp. One beautiful warm morning, the Germans drove a truck to the gate of the camp, forced
some people to climb in the truck, the rest had to walk behind the car to the place
of execution. My mother and I were also on the truck, so to die ﬁrst, without seeing
the suﬀering of others. This day is forever etched in my memory, because I really
wanted to live, to eat and to wait for our freedom. The intention of the German
executioners did not materialize; we were told that we got saved from death by the
Romanian authorities.
And so we suﬀered until the liberation of the concentration camps by soldiersliberators in March 1944. There were many diﬃcult moments in the occupation,
but it is impossible to describe everything, our survival was truly a miracle.
In 1944 I returned with my mother to Trostyanets, I graduated from high school,
then from the Odessa Institute of National Economy.
I live in Israel with my husband since December, 1994. We have a son, Fenorman
Arkady Mikhailovich, born in 1954, two grandchildren, living in Ashdod. I have
kept my maiden name. After the war, I worked as an economist in a car park in the
town of Tulchin, Vinnitsa region.
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Burban Frida
I was born in 1932; I am a former juvenile prisoner of the
concentration death camp "Dead Loop" in Pechora, Vinnitsa region, Ukraine. Before World War II I lived in the small
town of Shpikov, Shpikovsky district, Vinnytsia region.
In June 1941, the German invaders entered Shpikov. They
broke into houses, robbed, took people to forced work, beating people to a pulp. On December 7, 1941 the entire Jewish
population was ordered to gather near the commandant's
oﬃce with their belongings. We marched for an entire day, accompanied by policemen and dogs, and arrived at the village of Pechora. We were placed in an unheated
room with cement ﬂoors. We lay on the cold ﬂoor undressed. In this room there
were a lot of people from the Vinnitsa region and from Moldova. The area was
enclosed by a high stone fence and guarded by Nazis with dogs. A rampant typhoid
outbreak began immediately, as well as dysentery and scabies, people began to die.
They wouldn't let us out, wouldn't feed us, and abused us in every way. My grandparents died from typhoid fever. In winter of 1942, my father Vilger Pinya Moiseevich died of a heart attack. A month later, my mom Vilger Riva tried to get out
from the territory of the concentration camp to ﬁnd us something to eat, and was
brutally beaten by the Romanians, Nazi collaborators, and two days later she died.
And I and my older sister Vilger Frima were left all alone. We had nothing to eat,
the winter was harsh. Soon my sister became ill with dysentery and died in March
of 1942. I was left completely alone.
From hunger and cold, I fell ill with rheumatism and a stomach ulcer. Every day
people were dying in the concentration camp. The corpses would lie in the rooms.
The burial brigade would come get them, stripped them naked, dumped them on a
cart, and take them to the forest, where large ditches were dug and the remains of
these unfortunate people were dumped.
My aunt Manepis Genia Yalovaevna saved me from death, she accidentally found
me there. She lost her two year old son in the concentration camp, and was left with
her daughter. The three of us had stayed together in the "Dead Loop" concentration camp. My aunt Vilger Heyved Moiseevna was also killed.
Before the liberation of the concentration camp, "Dead Loop" was surrounded
by the Nazis. They wanted to shoot all the survivors, to cover up the traces of their
crimes, but did not have enough time. By the day of liberation of the "Dead Loop"
concentration camp there were 200 people left alive, out of thousands who were
taken there in the winter of 1941.
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After the liberation of the concentration camp one woman from Shpikov said
that our house in Shpikov was destroyed, and in the place of the house there was
but a large pit. Our property was looted, and we had nowhere to go.
With us in the camp was a woman from Tulchin, Yaroshever Isakovna Riva,
which has agreed to shelter the three of us: me, my aunt Genya and her daughter
Leah Manelis, in her house that survived the war. In the concentration camp she'd
lost her two sons and her husband. She was left with a daughter of 9 years.
And we went on foot to Tulchin. We walked there for 3 days through mud, cold
and slush. On the way we stopped in villages, and the people gave us food and let
us spend the night.
Currently, the forest of Pechora there is a Memorial – a monument to the victims killed in the Pechora concentration camp "Dead Loop", it was established by
charitable funds.

Vinogradskaya Raisa
I was born on November 13, 1937 in the city of MogilevPodolsky of the Vinnytsia region, Ukrainian SSR.
I, along with my mother, grandmother, aunt and her three
children, was in the ghetto of Mogilev-Podolsky from July
1941 to January 1941, and then we were sent to a concentration camp in Pechora.
It's hard to describe our suﬀering. In the camp my grandmother Feiga Shkolnik died, we were in the cold barracks,
starving, without food or water. When we miraculously escaped from the camp,
we made our way through the villages by nights, and during the day we'd hide in
the woods without food or water. We miraculously survived, suﬀering humiliation,
abuse, cold and hunger.
I was a little girl, but I remember that when we got to the village of Juric and the
locals gave us food and water, my throat was so dry that I could not drink or swallow. From the words of my parents, in autumn we received an injection, and for a
few days we were under compulsory supervision. Then they let us go, and soon we
felt fever and severe malaise – it was typhoid fever with complications. My health
has been irreparably damaged, but, despite this, we have survived and lived to see
the day, when we came to Israel.
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Dolyar (Dragobetskaya) Haya
I was born in the city of Mogilev-Podolsky, Vinnytsia region.
In 1941, our city was bombed from the ﬁrst days of the war. We
as a family went have left town, and came to Ozarnitsy, there
we were given a cart and we rode to the town of Sharhorod.
The Germans immediately invaded the town. And they said
that all the outsiders must return to their towns. We had no
choice but to walk back to Mogilev-Podolsky.
From there we were sent to the Pechora camp. We were
put into boxcars and taken to some station, and from there we marched to Pechora.
Entering the yard, we saw a terrible sight, dying people lying on the ground, bodies swarming with lice. We were settled in a barn, with many others, and left to
starve to death. One day the Germans arrived and began to select people, my father
among them, took them to Ananiev, where my father was shot.
After a while, the Germans came to select people again. And my sister and I got
in this truck, because my mother said – maybe this way you may stay alive.
We were taken away from the camp, and before us were Germans in white gloves
with machine guns. They were about to shoot us. I was hysterical, and my sister,
who was 5 years older than me, tried to comfort me. One woman tried to comfort
me as well, and said– it’s not over till it’s over.
Stuman came to the truck and told us that we had been saved by the Romanian
commander, and that we will be returned to the camp. After that we decided to
escape from the camp. Along the way there were many adventures. We walked at
night, and we hid in the woods during the day. We returned to Mogilev-Podolsky
and began hiding in dirty, smelly basements, because they were searching for escaped camp prisoners. When they had stopped looking for us, we moved to the
ghetto into a ruined house with no windows and ﬂoors, and we lived there from
1942 to 1944, until we were released.
In the ghetto we were starving, we’d gather potato skins and bran and made
cakes, it was all we had to eat. Once I went outside the ghetto and to a Russian
friend to get some potato skins. I was spotted by the Romanian commander and he
set his dog on me. I don’t know where I found the strength to escape. Like a bird, I
ﬂew to the ghetto and saved myself.
In 1943 my sister and I began to be taken to farming labor. I worked in the potato and the sunﬂower ﬁelds. Sometimes it was possible to stash some potatoes or
seeds. And it has supported us a bit. In 1943 they started to build a railway bridge
across the river Dniester. We, the youngsters, had to unload boxcars with cement,
gas cylinders and beams. We also worked by the river. We were paid 2 marks a day.
And now we could buy corn ﬂour and cook a thin stew.
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Zhelyazko (Yaroshever) Valentina
I was born in 1936, in Tulchin, Vinnitsa region. When the
war began, my father enlisted in the army. My mother had
to take care of three children: my older sister Pesia (born in
1925), my brother Lev (born in 1928), and I, a ﬁve-year Valentina, with us were my grandmother Elka and my father’s
younger sister Molka. My mother was only 38. We did not
have time to evacuate.
The city of Tulchin is located away from the railway, it
was necessary to get to the Vapnyarka station. For mother it was impossible.
Also, it seemed that the Red Army will quickly defeat the Germans, and we won’t
have to abandon our house and all our belongings, earned with hard work.
But in July of 1941, the Germans and the Romanians occupied Tulchin and all
the Jews were rounded up in the ghetto. In December of 1941, we were marched on
foot to the village of Pechora, where the territory of a former tuberculosis sanatorium a death camp called "Dead Loop" was established.
Tulchin is 45-50 km away from Pechora. It was bitter cold, snow, frost. We
walked for two days, spending the nights in the cold, in the open ﬁeld. Those who
couldn’t get up, remained forever on the frozen snow. The sanatorium, designed
for 200 beds, held more than 10 thousand prisoners. The camp was fenced with a
brick wall 2 meter high. It was guarded by Romanians and the Ukrainian police.
The entrance to the camp is etched forever in my childhood memory: the gate with
2 arches and the long lane leading to the hotel. Maybe it’s because the window of
our room on the 2nd storey, where we lived on the ﬂoor, was facing the entrance.
And skipping ahead, I will say that it saved our lives, we were the ﬁrst to see the
Germans trucks driving into the yard. Those who were put in those trucks would
never come back. But we had time to hide in the thicket of nettles, in the rocks on
the bank of the Bug.
People were not fed, the rooms were not heated, and fever was raging. My grandmother was the ﬁrst of our family to die, it was in January of 42, and in April Levochka, my brother died of typhus, he was 14 years old. Corpses lay everywhere: in
the rooms, the hallways, on the stairs, in the yard, inside the fountain. It was terrifying.
From time to time wagons came, the prisoners themselves collected the bodies,
which were loaded in piles and taken to the ravine. Many years later, approximately
at the spot where the dead were dumped, for money collected by the community, a
monument was placed. May their memory be eternal!
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After visiting the Yad Vashem museum in 1995, I ﬁlled out a form to perpetuate the memory of those killed in the Pechora camp: my grandmother, brother and
aunt.
My sister and mother and I were alive, thanks to my mother, and some sort of
miracle. Mommy, risking her life, would bribe policemen and make her way to the
village, where she exchanged rings and other valuables for food, and often get it
from the villagers for free out of kindness and just out of pity. Many times she was
bit with whips.
Once she was particularly severely beaten by a policeman named Smetansky. We
barely revived her. Until her death, my mother was tormented by pain in the back
and the waist, and she died in 1981 of a heart attack.
Before leaving for Israel, my sister and I visited the village of Pechora and, of
course, the former camp. There is once more a resort there, a beautiful park, the
same arch at the entrance, the lane and the path descending to the Bug River. Only
then had I found out that it used to be the estate of the Count Potozki, that it was
an historical site protected by the state. But in my mind it is a place associated with
horror, hunger and cold, and going up the lumbering stairs to the 2nd ﬂoor, to
glance at "our" ward, I cringed, it seemed that any minute I’ll be stepping on a dead
body. Memory is a tenacious thing.
And let us remember, not just those who survived this nightmare, but all of the
people of the earth, that terrible time, and never allow its repetition.
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Karshenboim Mania
The war caught me in Lipcani. My family: father, mother, two sisters and a grandmother
moved from Lipcan to Brichani. We were
saved from shells and bullets, but, alas, only
for a few days.
In the early days of the war Romania occupied Moldova and thus began our ordeal.
They herded us like cattle, looted our property. Those who could not march were murdered. In 1941 my grandmother died, as well
as my little sister, who was just 2 years old.
Grandmother was shot by the Romanians
and my sister died of disease. They marched
us through the cities of Moldova. I remember an episode: near Sokiryany there is a
forest, which, if I remember correctly, is called Dublen. There I saw thousands of
corpses lying near puddles, from which we drank water, if we were allowed to rest
and drink. The next episode that I remember is the bloody walls in Yampol, a sea of
blood on the ﬂoor. It was a place where they tortured Jews.
Next on the route was Mogilev. We walked day and night. Robbery and murder
were happening everywhere. In the open ﬁeld, it would be accompanied by the
Romanian soldiers.
At the end of 1941 we got to the Vinnytsia region, to a village, the name of which
I do not remember. We were there until spring. As soon as the snow began to melt,
dogs would drag out a leg, a hand, or a piece of a head of the dead bodies.
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Korsun (Muchnik) Lubov
Can a Jew stay in a Nazi concentration camp for more than 4
years, and remain alive?
Of course not, – any sane person would say, this cannot
be. But there are wonders in this world: people who were in
a camp for 4 years and stayed alive!
In the small town of Bratslav, located on the Southern Bug
River near Vinnitsa, 70 percent of the residents were Jews.
There was no Anti-Semitism before the war. The neighbors
– Jews, Ukrainians and Russians – lived together in peace. The Jews were ﬂuent in
Ukrainian, and the Ukrainians understood Yiddish. In this town I was born, a second child in the family of a tinsmith. The children grew up happy and healthy.
In 1941, the Germans began the war with the Soviet Union and occupied Vinnitsa. Not far from the town, later they’d built Hitler's headquarters on the eastern
front, called the "Wolf's Lair". Several concrete spherical domes are still visible on
the surface. Hitler’s bunker goes deep into the ground.
At this time the family of Muchnik Vladimir who was then just 29 years old,
consisted of his wife Muchnik Genia (29 years old), his son Misha (5 years old),
daughter Luba (2 years old), and daughter Sarah – a newborn, as well as our disabled grandfather Muchnik Grisha and grandmother Muchnik Haya. Many Jewish
families of Bratslav managed to evacuate the city, ﬂeeing to the east. They survived.
Others could not leave, and some even choose to stay deliberately. These people
were destined for a tragic fate.
The Germans entered Bratslav in August. First there came the motorcyclists with
machine guns, then several staﬀ cars arrived, and then the infantry trucks. On the
second or third day after the arrival of the Germans the commandant ordered: all
the Jews are to wear a yellow six-pointed star made from a dense material, and on
the sixth day the order of the establishment of the Jewish ghetto was posted and
announced. The living conditions in the ghetto were such: we were allowed to go
to the market only in the mornings from 9 to 10 am, in the evenings the houses had
to remain dark, and we weren’t allowed to appear in the streets after 9 pm. There
were about 60-70 families in the ghetto. The men were taken to work in the city of
Tulchin, extracting peat. On December 30, 1941 an order was announced: all the
inhabitants of the ghetto, all the Jews, must gather in the central square of the town
with belongings. On the morning of December 31, after arraying us in a column,
they declared: the Jews are to be sent to the Pechora camp. An escorted column
of 200-300 people set oﬀ on the long marching path, the road was covered with a
layer of fresh snow.
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We were walking almost knee-deep in the snow, those who fell, were ﬁnished oﬀ
by the policemen. The front and the rear were guarded by the Ukrainian policemen,
on one side – several Germans with dogs, on the other, several Romanian soldiers.
Escape was not an option. And where would we run?
We walked for a long time, arriving only in the evening, covering 15-20 kilometers. What was the Pechora concentration camp, named "Dead Loop"? It was a
vast territory of a former Soviet a holiday resort, or sanatorium, on the one side it
reaches the Southern Bug River, the other side has a main entrance with a beautiful fence. Guarding the camp were Romanian soldiers, as the territory on the right
bank of the Southern Bug was generously "presented" by Hitler to his faithful ally,
the ruler of Romania, Marshal Ion Antonescu.
Along the perimeter of the camp – except for the bank of the Southern Bug – it
was surrounded by several rows of barbed wire. In the center of the territory was a
three-storey building – the former sanatorium, but when the column from Bratslav
arrived at their destination, the building was overﬁlled with tenants. The Bratslav
Jews were placed in a large shed, an unﬁnished building of the cinema. There were
no ﬂoors, several window frames were missing, and there were no doors. Our ﬁrst
priority was to somehow to keep warm at night. In the camp there were no executions, no furnaces for burning corpses. People died intensively of natural causes
– of cold and starvation. The Romanian administration did not feed the prisoners,
leaving them to solve these problems on their own. Every day 40-50 people died of
hunger. Due to the cold and the hunger, as well as the cold drafts, my brother fell ill
with infantile paralysis. There was a team that picked up corpses and took them out
on a cart under supervision to the forest, where there were huge burial pits. Until
now, there is one empty pit there. When my father resisted, the Germans beat him
so hard, that for 30 years he did not have any teeth, and all the bones in his body
have been broken.
A new batch of prisoners arrived at the camp every 2-3 weeks. They were brought
from Moldova, Poland, Ukraine and Western Europe. Their life in the camp would
be short, not accustomed to the local conditions, the people died quickly. Most of
the inhabitants of the Pechora camp would survive until their death on whatever
they exchanged, belongings or money (if they still had some), through the barbed
wire for potatoes, bread and other food products, with the inhabitants of the nearby
villages who came to the camp for this purpose. The Muchnik family breadwinner
was my father; he was collecting garbage near the waste bins and feeding us. In the
rooms, where people were sitting, it was dirty, smelly, and swarms of bugs fell on
our heads and sucked blood.
By the end of the war anti-Semitism has increased dramatically, especially among
the young people and children. It was probably an aﬀect of the German propaganda. The "expeditions" were dangerous – often those who tried to escape from the
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camp were shot, but the Romanian soldiers would pity the children. The Ukrainian
police – they were much angrier.
The population of the camp "updated" continuously. Some died (buried by a
funeral team of Jews). A new batch would be sent in their place. In March 1944,
rumors about future changes spread in the camp. The sound of the approaching
cannonade increased. German soldiers arrived. Everyone was expecting an execution, but the Germans were suddenly gone, no one was shot. The next night the
Romanian security evaporated as well.
Then the shooting stopped, and there came a few passenger cars, partisans came
to the concentration camp, and said, "Do not be afraid to go out, you are liberated".
During the war about 30,000 people from diﬀerent countries have been killed in
the Pechora concentration camp. At the time of liberation there were only 300 living inhabitants.
My grandparents were killed by the Germans, my father's sister Muchnik Khova
was thrown into the Southern Bug, Fimochka, her child, just 9 months old, crawled
on the ice, a German pierced him with a bayonet and threw him under the ice.
My father, Muchnik Vladimir, a disabled deaf man, died on 14 January 1992 in
Bratslav, he is buried in the Jewish cemetery.
Mother, Muchnik Genia, is buried in Israel in the city of Ashdod.
I, Korsun Lubov, disabled, am living in Ashdod.
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Kuperman Gregory
I was born on May 10, 1930, in the town of Shpikov, Vinnitsa region, Ukraine. In 1941 WWII began, it took almost a
month to reach us.
Before the arrival of the occupants my father, like all other
men, was taken to the front, where he died in an unknown
location. I stayed with my mother and older sister. First the
Germans came to town and immediately took with them a
couple of trucks with people, to kill them on the way. Then
they were replaced by the Romanians. The Jews were immediately rounded up on
one big street, ordered to wear the Star of David, and not allowed to exit the territory. After some time we were ordered to bring along some food and other things,
and to stand in line along the fence. Of course, we thought that we would be shot.
Especially because on the sidewalk near the fence there were carts harnessed with
old Jews and driven by policemen. After that we were counted, arrayed in a column
and marched in an unknown direction. Only in the evening, we realized that we
were brought to a camp near Pechora in the village of Rogizhna.
On the way Ukrainians looters stripped people of their the last crumbs, bags with
belongings, saying that we wouldn't need this as we are to be shot anyway. The
security, which led the column, ﬁred in the air, but the looters did not care, they
did their dirty work. On the way to the camp old women and old men were falling,
children were crying, but they were beaten and forced to go further. On arrival at
Rogizhna we were herded into a large country club, fenced with a large stone fence.
No one was given any food; people began to die from cold and hunger. Sometimes
they tossed us corpses of horses. The only thing that could save people's lives, were
their meager belongings that could be exchanged for food, it was still possible to
go to the village to do so. Then, many have learned that there are areas where there
were Jews deported from Romania, and there the local Jews weren't harmed. As
people began to disperse, the Romanians decided to put heavy guard the next day.
We found out about it and started to prepare in the evening to escape from the
camp. It was already the month of December and it snowed heavily. Once we got
to the fence, where there was a small gap – we were caught by policemen. Mother
pleaded, saying that we weren't going to run away but were heading to the village
to exchange things for food. She begged them, gave them some money that she had
left, and they had let us go. Thinking that they may soon catch up with us and take
us back, we ran across a ﬁeld covered with soft snow, ran to a stack hay or straw,
and rested for a while, not noticing anyone chasing us.
Mother's heart ached, she became very ill, she asked us to leave her to die, and to
carry on without her. Throughout the night we walked to our native village, where
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it was not safe to appear. About 10-15 days earlier some Jews were running away
along the same route, they were caught and severely beaten.
We knocked on the ﬁrst house on the edge of Shpikov, and a Ukrainian woman
let us in, without asking where we come from, she fed us, gave us milk and asked us
to cross the town as fast as possible, before sunrise .
With pain in our hearts we passed through our hometown, where we saw the
empty houses, ransacked by looters. It was almost dawn when we reached the village where my mother and her sister were born. Before the war, we knew a good
Ukrainian woman in the village; she let us stay all day in her house, while she went
to work. Then we were told that men came from the gendarmerie and beat this
woman. Apparently, someone saw me, I was 11, I went outside and began to play
in the yard.
In the evening, we left on a cart to the town of Dzhurin where we lived together
with local and Romanian Jews. The entire town was considered a ghetto, but still it
was paradise compared with what we previously had to endure.
After the liberation by Soviet troops in 1944, we have returned to our homes,
ﬁnding bare walls, my mother soon died due to the hardships endured, and I was
left an orphan because my father never came back from the frontline.
In 1996, I and my wife with our two sons and their children arrived in Israel and
we are very happy with our fate.
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Lutsker Lev
Before the war, my parents lived in Tulchin, Vinnitsa region.
My father, Lutsker El Haskelevich worked as a stove-maker,
and my mother, Lutsker Esther Nusikovna was a housewife.
I Lutsker Leib Elikovich was born in Tulchin on March 25,
1931.
The hand that's used to hold a hammer and chisel, is
shaking, my heart cringes and pushes away the attempt to
return to the past, to my childhood. I feel my blood pressure
sharply rising, my body is burning. It's hard, very hard to describe what is kept in
my heart for so many years, what I have experienced with my family and friends.
From the ﬁrst days of the war there was the question of evacuation. All relatives
who have not been called to the army, gathered at our grandmother's to discuss the
issue, she was the main authority for the whole family and relatives. Insisting on
evacuation was Itsik Burban, the brother of my grandfather Nusik Burban. Unfortunately, all his arguments were not taken into consideration. He and his family left, we
stayed, and only when the Germans bombed the city (there were two military units in
the city), my grandmother decided to go. Urgently buying horses and carts, it was arranged by Berl Yarmolinsky (our relative). Finally he was able to buy two horses and
cart, in terrible confusion. It was decided that he will take the relatives to my grandmother, and it turned out that we were thirteen people, six adults and seven children,
not including the baggage. It was clear that the one cart can be loaded only with the
most necessary things. We took some belongings, food, a barrel of water and set oﬀ,
locking our houses. We thought that the war would last a month or two.
We joined the ﬂow of retreating troops and moved along with them. German
planes bombed and shot continuously at the troops and at us. Wounded soldiers
were put on our cart. With great diﬃculty we reached the town of Trostyanets. We
stopped at an apartment of a family. During the bombing our horses were killed,
and we were forced to stay in this city. After 2-3 days the city was bombed. Everyone ran outside. The town was burning, we ran into a ravine between the house and
the sugar factory, which was also burning. The shelling continued. When things
settled down, we came out of the ravine, and returned to the house. After a while,
the Germans entered the city.
Everything changed at once: people were afraid to go out, hiding in basements.
Often Germans, Romanians, Hungarians would break into the houses and loot everything they'd come across. Over time, people began to go out into the street; we had
to get food and water. We, the children, were told that in case of soldiers entering
the house, we must immediately run out of the house and ﬂee to hide in the ravine.
One day I was standing near the house, and I was approached by a Magyar. I was
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frightened and wanted to run away, until I heard him asking me in Yiddish: "Boy,
you're a Jew?" I froze up until I managed to utter a "Yes". Then he asked me to get
one of the adults. I went into the house and told the owner that there's a Yiddishspeaking soldier asking for him. He came out; they talked for a long time. In the
evening a few soldiers came, and they told us that they were Hungarian Jews; they
were very grieved, that they were drafted into the army by the Germans, and that
they must serve the Germans. They said they were warned that if they desert, their
families would be shot, but they were convinced that their loved ones are no longer
alive. Coming to pray with us, they hid the Thales under their clothes. They brought
us food. They warned us not to go outside. Soon they announced that their unit is
being moved to the front, they said goodbye, crying. We never saw them again.
My parents asked the host to buy us horses. Finally, the horses were bought, and
we were ready to go home. We tried to go at night, since on the roads there was a
great movement of German troops. We did not have enough food for the entire
way, and we decided to stop in a village to buy some. When we were leaving the
village some guy jumped at us with the words: "Jewish scum, you've drank enough
of my blood" – and tried to unhitch our horse. Uncle Berl jumped oﬀ the cart and
began to ﬁght him, we wept, and the women began to scream.
At this time a convoy of Germans was passing nearby, and this bastard said that
now he'll call for the Germans, and with these words he took away our horse. We
had to help haul the cart. With great diﬃculty, we got to Tulchin. Our apartment
was occupied by a former neighbor of ours named Terekhov. We settled in the house
of my grandmother. The house was completely looted. Every day soldiers broke into
the house, demanding jewelry. We lived in constant fear. One could not go out into
the street without a sewed-on Magen David, the city center was closed to Jews.
In October, the Jewish community people went from house to house, demanding
jewelry for the commandant of the city, so we wouldn't be harmed. In November there
came an order: all the Jews who live in the area of the Jewish school must go there with
their belongings. We were among the ﬁrst to be there. We were held in the school for
a week, and when there were a lot of people gathered, we were built into a column
and led through the city towards the Russian cemetery. Everyone was frightened; they
began to cry, to scream, thinking that we are to be shot. Some tried to escape, but they
were immediately caught and beaten to a pulp. We were taken to the ﬁelds. It was very
cold, it was snowing with rain. So we marched all day. Many elderly people who could
not walk were shot. People panicked; in the evening we came to some shed in a ﬁeld.
We were exhausted from such a transition, and fell on the frozen ground. In the morning we were arrayed again and marched for the entire day. At night we arrived to the
city of Pechora, where they opened the gate and drove us into the camp.
The building was almost empty, we settled on the second ﬂoor, for a day or two
it was spacious, but then new people began to arrive every day, and gradually 15-
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20 people were settled in every room, which were designed to hold just 4 beds.
They said that there used to be a sanatorium for the higher ranks of the Red Army.
Opposite the gate of the camp, across the street was the Romanian commandant's
oﬃce. They guarded the camp and would beat everyone terribly. The Romanians
took people out of the camp to clear the roads of snow. Not everyone would return
to camp alive after work.
In December, there were also policemen added, from this moment the camp became a hell, they killed several people every day. For them, it didn't matter if it was
an old man or a woman or a child. Whoever was caught was doomed. Those who
were shot with a riﬂe were lucky, as they liked to maim to death ﬁrst. They were
armed with metal rods with a knob. The beatings were monstrous. If someone was
trying to get away from them – they'd throw the rod at their legs. The victims fell,
knocked down – and then they were ﬁnished oﬀ. My aunt Gita Yarmolinskaya was
caught by the Romanians when she begged for alms in a village; she was brought
back to the camp, and beaten by the policemen Smetansky and Semerenko beat.
When she fell down and lost consciousness, they pulled out her gold teeth with pliers. Killing people was the Polizei system. These are the names of the monsters:
Smetansky – murderer, rapist, thug, the worst of them all.
Semerenko – murderer, rapist, thug.
Rozhilo – murderer, monster.
Mishka the Kuban cap (no one knew his real name) – thief, monster, rapist.
In the camp there was no water, no light, we'd go to fetch water from the Bug
River, but it was not easy to do. The fact was that across the Bug, which is about 60100 meters wide – there were Germans stationed in the village of Sokolec. As soon
as anyone came to draw some water, they immediately shot and killed that person.
People were swollen from hunger and cold. There were diseases, lice, typhoid. I
contracted scabies and my head was one big abscess formation, my face and hands
were infected, I scratched my entire body till it bled, especially behind the knees.
People in the ward were afraid to catch the disease from me. I always sat squatting
in the corner. Because of this, the skin behind my knees had fused and I could not
stand and straighten up. When people were taken away for work, I was able to jump
around some, squatting like a monkey. People were afraid of me, but felt sorry for
me. Before getting sick I supplied the ward with wood and water. When there was
a raid and policemen were snooping around the wards, people would hide me, covering me with all sorts of rags. There were cases when sick people were killed oﬀ.
The camp had a doctor from Tulchin, named Wisniewski, we appealed to him for
help. He saw me and was frightened to see my state. My grandmother and mother
asked him to help me; he said that there is no way to help me, as my entire body was
rotting, and that I should be put in quarantine. My mother began to cry, scream,
"How can you say that, you're a doctor", to which he replied: "I am not a doctor,
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I'm an executioner". After the war, he was tried. It is possible that he was involved
in an incident when two policemen came to the ward, grabbed me and tried to put
me into a sack. My mother rushed up to me, grabbed my hand, and no matter how
hard they hit her, would not let go of me. There was much screaming and crying,
someone ran into the hallway and began to call for help. People came running and
began to pull me out of the hands of policemen, and they succeeded. Leaving, the
policemen said: "We will drown him anyway". Mother was lying on the ﬂoor with
broken arms and a broken skull; she remained disabled until the end of her days.
Due to my illness, I did not leave the room. But I heard talk, that many people are
dying, and they are left to lie in the corridor.
The camp had a group of men who were obliged to take the dead out of the
building to a barn, and when15-20 corpses accumulated, they would take them for
burial. One day my grandfather was taken to the commandant's oﬃce, to repair the
furnace there. Grandpa was a stove-maker. He did his job, but when he was about
to leave, he was approached by a woman (she worked at the commandant's oﬃce)
and told him that the stove in her house wasn't working, and she asked him to ﬁx
it. When he did so, she wanted to feed him. He turned to her with a request: "Can
I take the food with me to the camp; I cannot eat it myself, as I have a family and
my grandson is seriously ill". She asked, what's wrong with his grandson? He told
her all about my scabies, and my legs that have grown together, and that the police
wanted to drown me. She reassured him, gave him food and said: "In 2-3 days, I'll
ﬁnd you, and don't worry about the police, they won't touch you". And a few days
later my grandfather was called to the gate of the camp, the woman brought some
ointment and fresh sunﬂower oil; she explained that for a week it is necessary to
smear the body with the ointment, and another week with the oil. Within a month
and a half my disease went away. I started to jump out into the hallway, because I've
spent so much time hiding in the ward. Once I jumped into the yard, the street was
covered with snow, the air was frosty, and with my ﬁrst breath of cold fresh air, I
fainted. I was picked up by a man and carried to his basement.
It turned out that there were three men living there. Since then, I began to come
to visit them. One day they say, "Leva, we wrote a song about how we were brought
here, try to sing it". I sang it, and they said, you must sing it to other people as well.
Despite all the horrors of this terrible life, the tragedy in which we found ourselves,
people were trying to help each other as much as possible. On the ﬂoor there was a
lobby. Sometimes there women would gather there and reminisce about the life of
the past. That's when I sang this song.
After that, I often sang them Jewish songs. After all, life, no matter how terrible,
continued, and nobody knew even more terrible times awaited us ahead.
Once came my new friends and two other men came to my room. They brought
with them two poles and some ropes. I did not understand and continued to sit in
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the corner. One of them said: "Leva, come here, we have brought you food". He
put a bowl with something on the ﬂoor in the middle of the room, and suspecting
nothing, I jumped to it. And then they piled on me, two grabbed my torso, two
grabbed my legs, and they stretched me with all their strength. This pain I can feel
to this day. They tied me to these poles, smeared something on the wounds where
the skin was torn. In this position, I spent a few days. Then they brought homemade crutches and said, enough lying around. They untied me and helped me to
get up, but my legs would not obey, I could not stand, I did not feel my legs. Many
days passed before I began to move, with the help of my family members, ﬁrst in
the room, then the corridor. Soon I began to go out into the yard of the camp. I was
immediately struck by how dramatically people have changed, they were thinner,
haggard, especially the elderly, they moved with great diﬃculty. The winter was
severe: extremely cold. People tried to sit it out in the rooms; this has led to the fact
that they became very weak. The food was very scarce.
I want to tell you about the location of the camp and what it represented. Starting at the gate there was a wide road-alley to the main building. In front of the
building there was a fountain with a ﬁgure of a girl on a pedestal in the center. On
either side of the alley there were trees, to the left and to the right of the gate was an
openwork metal fence with square columns of bricks. On the right side of the gate
stood a checkpoint booth, from which the metal fence stretched to 50-70 meters
and connected at an angle to a fence built of stones, which stretched to the Bug
River. To the left of the housing was a kitchen-dining room, and a little to the side
was a collective farm. Ahead of the collective farm and the dining room, close to
the corner of the park was an old house with a tower, which housed at that time the
commandant of the town of Pechora, the Praetor Lev (as he was called). Under the
Soviet regime the estate was used as a health resort and operated only in the summer. There were no ovens or steam heating. On the back side of the Bug stairs of a
hundred steps went down at a steep angle. On the right side of the collective farm
was a spring, where we took water. After a while I secretly began to sneak to the
nearby village, to ask for food. It was very scary, because if the police caught a Jew
in this village, he was immediately shot. But, despite all the fears, it was necessary
to take the risks; otherwise my family would die of hunger. Lucky were the families
with children of eight to fourteen years old. They were the main breadwinners. No
one could get over the fence as well as children. It was easier for them to escape
from the police. Many times I was beaten, forced to eat earth. It was particularly
dangerous for girls; they were raped, attacked by dogs.
How many of them were killed – may they rest in peace.
A delegation of three members from Tulchin came to the camp. They explained
that they had come to see the conditions in which we live and are willing to help,
and if anyone wants to go to their ghetto, they can do it. Many begged to take them,
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many joined a list, some paid them money to join. They eventually took the strong
and the healthy ones. Many had parents left in the camp; they were promised that
they will soon be joining them. About 110-200 people had left. And later we heard
rumors that all of them were sent to peat quarries, and later they were murdered.
After the war, these three representatives were tried.
New people were constantly brought to the camp. They were from Moldova,
Romania, from Poland. I remember two Polish brothers. They were never discouraged, always helping everybody. And then a tragedy occurred. A crowd of people
stood by the fence, some exchanged valuables for food, others were begging. And
the two brothers were talking with someone on the other side of the fence. At the
time of the conversation one of the brothers climbed on a brick pillar and sat down
on it; Rozhilo the policeman immediately jumped out of the booth with a gun, a
shot rang out and the young man fell dead. Every day people died, but this death
was especially shocking for everyone. A song was written about this occasion.
Skipping ahead, I will say that when the Reds liberated the camp, the second
brother asked a soldier for a gun and shot Rozhilo dead.
Once I made my way to the village of Volyshki, about ﬁve kilometers away from
the camp, and went from house to house. Going to one home, I began asking for
alms. A woman came out, holding something in her hands, and when she approached, she fearfully whispered: "A policeman is coming, run!" I did not have
time to turn around, before getting hit by a policeman. The woman began to shout
at him: "What are you doing, he's just a child, let him go!" This made him even
angrier. He began to beat me even more with the butt of his riﬂe, and he said to the
woman, "Shut up you old hag, or I'll arrest you as well, you feed the Jews". He took
me to the police, where they were more policemen. And each tried to hit me. Then
one of them said, take him into the ravine and end him. I cried and begged to let
me go, saying that I will never go begging again. The one who brought me in said,
come here, and he approached the door. I was overjoyed, thinking that he is about
to let me go, and he said, give me your hand, I stretched it out, and suddenly he
closed the door on my ﬁngers. Blood spurted from my ﬁngers. I fainted and woke
up from being hosed with water. They beat me with sticks so I get up, when I got
up, the bastard told me to come with him and took his riﬂe. As he led me through
the village, an old man of small stature walked toward us, in his hand was a bottle
of some drink. When we approached, he asked policeman: "Where are you taking
him?" He said that he's taking me to the ravine. The old man became agitated and
said, – Let's go back, I got some moonshine, let us drink ﬁrst. The policeman gladly
accepted. And here we were again at the police station, and I heard the old man asking: How much brew you want for him? They agreed on two damasks, and the old
man took me with him. He took me to his home, washed and fed me, put me to bed.
After a while he began to ask me who am I and where is my family. I replied that
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I have a mother, two brothers and grandparents, and that they are in the Pechora
camp, and he asked to tell him my full name. I replied: Lutsker Loew, and he said,
if someone asks for your name, say it's Alexy Luchkin. He began to teach me how
to recite Christian prayers, how to cross myself, and explained that it's necessary
for my survival. He said, – When you have learned it all, I'll talk with the priest,
he may agree to baptize you, and then you will be recorded in the church book as
baptized, and it will be easier for you to help your family, and later we'll see. He told
me that he was a believer of the old faith, a Subbotnik, and that he wants to save
me because the Jews are God's chosen people, and God holds them in the palm of
his right hand.
After about 20 days of living at his house, one day I heard someone begging at
the gate. Normally, when the owner was home, he would come out himself, and I
was strictly warned not to dare going outside, and God forbid letting someone in
the house when he's not home.
I took some bread to give to the beggar, and stepped out, and saw that it was my
distant relative Schulya Fleischman. His mother taught us to sing sad songs that we
used to sing in the villages. I led him into the yard, fed him, asked about my parents. He said that they are heartbroken, thinking that I was no longer alive, because
many days have passed, and I did not show up in the camp. I led him into the barn
and warned him not to appear until the morning, when I call for him.
But it turned out that my elderly host went early in the morning to the shed and
saw him. When asked, how he got there, he said that Leva let him in. This was the
end of my stay with the old man. I am still very grateful to him; he saved me from
certain death.
Another case, which could have ended tragically for me, was when I got caught
by the ﬁeld gendarmerie. I've almost reached the camp; I was about two kilometers
away. There were three gendarmes. One was a monster, he just wanted to kill me,
the other was sitting on the ground rummaging through my bag, and the third one
wouldn't let the ﬁrst one to shoot me. He kept arguing something and pulling on
his riﬂe. Finally, they agreed on something, and the kind one approached me. I was
trembling with fear. He showed me in gestures, that I must run like this, in zigzags,
and he will shoot: bang-bang. He grabbed the riﬂe with one hand, preventing the
other to shoot, and strongly pushed me in the back, and I ﬂew into the wheat. Soon
there was a shot – ding – and a bullet ﬂew near my head. He took another shot, and
the bullet ﬂew by me again. I fell, my heart jumping out of my chest, and it seemed
to me that the ground was shaking under me. So I lay there till the evening, afraid
to get up. Then I returned to the place where I was caught. The food was scattered
on the ground; I gathered it back in my sack and walked to the camp.
Every such trip outside the camp and back would always pose a life risk. Every
time I had to ﬁnd a loophole to get out without catching the eye of a policeman, who
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would immediately ﬁre. I often used the tree that grew near the fence of granite, its
branches run over the fence to the other side. I'd sit for half a day in the branches
of the tree, and when the policeman went 40-50 meters away, or went around the
corner of the fence, I'd jump oﬀ and hide behind the boulders, and then run back
30 meters, where he could not see me because of the mound. The return was diﬃcult and dangerous, because of the bag of food, weighing at 10-15kg. I would have
to crawl for about 100 meters between boulders and down to the Bug, where there
was a pool of backwater, where it was possible to get to the camp, having walked
through 30-40m of stagnant water, but in the water I'd be at once surrounded by
water snakes and tadpoles. I had to move in a way that wouldn't disturb the water
surface; otherwise the snakes would immediately sting me. It was terrible to see
these wriggling bodies swarming next to me. At this point, I would forget that from
the other side I could be seen by the Germans and shot. I used this backwater only
when it was impossible to climb in elsewhere. Close by there was a bridge that connected Sokolets and Pechora and was guarded by the Germans. It was necessary to
pass it by, which was fatally dangerous, and then to run across the road, and reach
the Jewish cemetery, which was located on a hill near the forest, where one could
hide. After that it was a matter of luck.
A rainy autumn came, it became increasingly diﬃcult to get out of the camp;
my wet clothes would cling to the skin, and this had to be endured for 5-10 km.
through the ﬁelds, while getting stuck in the mud. The wheat had been harvested;
bushes and trees had shed their leaves, and I had to walk as far as possible from the
roads, avoiding meeting anyone. In the ﬁelds there were stacks of hay, I’d make a
hole in the stack, climb in as deep as possible, this allowed me to dry and warm up,
and I would spend the night in there.
In the autumn I had to make more often attempts to get to the village, as family’s
life depended on it. In the villages the harvest was already over, and the people were
a little kinder, and were more inclined to help. I thank all of them, thanks to their
help we survived.
Then it came the terrible winter of 1942-1943. In summer, people somehow
managed, it was warm, they would come up to the fence, exchange something for
food, others would beg, and now winter drove everybody into the wards again,
cramped, dirty, with shortages of ﬁrewood and water.
That winter our family suﬀered a great grief. The Romanians came and announced that our grandmother is a Komsomol (Young Communist Organization)
partisan, and took her away. Where, why, what Komsomol? Grandma was 65 years
old, and they took her away, a little puny woman, in the cold, into the unknown.
No one was hoping we'd ever see her again. Death took dozens of people every day.
They died of hunger, cold and disease. The childless elderly were dying, without
help. Dying were the children who were left without parents. They were swollen,
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delirious, not knowing who they are and what happened to them. How is it possible
to forget what I've experienced in my eleven years of age?!
The winter was harsh, time of the hardest frosts. We hardly went to the villages;
there was no strength to go. Many children froze to death on the way. I had to sneak
into the ﬁeld at night to dig the frozen ground and steal beets, frozen cold and
clanging like pebbles. The beets were our food for part of the winter. On the way
back from the ﬁeld, many would get tired and sit down to rest, fall asleep, and that
would be the end, they all froze to death.
A month and a half has passed from the moment my grandmother was taken,
and one day there was a cry: "Reyzele is here!" We ran out into the yard and saw
our grandmother being brought in. After she regained her strength, she told her
story. It turned out that they sought after one named Burban Rosa, a young 20year-old, who was member of the Komsomol, and my grandmother’s name was
Burban Reizl. She was taken to Tulchin. From Tulchin she was sent to Tiraspol. In
Tiraspol, they saw that it was not the right woman, an old one instead of a young
one. Grandmother was sent back to Pechora, they brought her exhausted, frostbitten, barely alive.
The end of the winter was hard; it took the lives of hundreds of people. There
were days when 3-4 carts of corpses would be taken out. Despite the diﬃcult conditions in which we lived, the beatings and the murder, the hunger, the cold and
the disease, we continued to ﬁght to stay alive. Spring came with its warm sun, and
people began to leave the building and step into the yard to get some air. Many
could hardly stand on their feet, and we were hoping that the summer would be
easier. There were rumors in the camp that the Red Army is advancing. Everyone
was waiting and hoping that soon we will be liberated.
But there was a terrible grief waiting ahead. It happened on the eve of the Russian Easter. We stood at the fence and saw a column of people with shovels, a woman shouted from the column: "People! Run away, we are digging the pits, you will
be shot! “ I told about this to the inmates in the ward, but what could be done in
those circumstances?
In the morning vehicles arrived at the camp, Germans jumped out and surrounded the inside of the camp, another group of Germans broke into the building, and
began to cast out men to the yard and put them in the trucks. When the cars were
loaded, they left. After that, policemen announced that the remaining inmates are
to go out into the yard. At the exit of the building people were arrayed in a column.
By the fountain, there stood a group of German oﬃcers. The column was sent to the
group, and then the Germans started to perform a selection: the young in one direction, the elderly and the children in another. There were screams, hysterical crying.
Machine gunners stood in two rows, and through them people passed down a corridor, and no one could escape. Even before stepping out into the yard, we heard
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gunshots, screams, heartrending weeping. And when we came out of the building,
we saw that the Germans were tearing babies from the arms of mothers, grabbing
one leg, whirling the babies above the head and smashing them on the statue in the
fountain. Other children were tossed into the air and shot with pistols; the fountain
was full of corpses and covered with blood. Mothers tore out their hair, went crazy,
lost consciousness, some were immediately killed. Next to us were: grandmother's
brother Sirota Kiva, his wife, Malka, his son Shaya, who was a deaf-mute, and his
daughter Fania with a child in her arms. When they saw the horror, it was decided
to hide the child on Fania’s chest under her clothes. A killer-fascist who threw children in the air saw this, and when Fania passed by him, he snatched the child and
smashed it against the fountain, then drew his dagger and ripped Fania’s stomach.
She fell down covered in blood, her brother Shaya rushed at the German, and he
waved his knife, cut his throat, and then cut oﬀ his head, lifting it in the air. It is
impossible to convey in words the horror that gripped the people. Everyone went
numb for a second. And then there was a cry of the whole mass of the people. It’s
impossible to describe. And the killer thugs, laughing, photographed themselves
with the severed head and a fountain with corpses of children in the background.
The Germans came to the camp and raided before, taking away dozens of people,
but we’ve never seen such terror and horror.
Our relatives who were killed on this terrible tragic day:
Fania Sirota – Shames with her child and her brother Sirota Shai.
Hĳacked and subsequently shot in the Voronovitsky woods of the Vinnitsa region: My older brother Lutsker Osya.
Relatives:
Sirota Kiva.
Sirota Malka.
Sirota Avrum.
Burban Feiga.
Yarmolinsky Berl.
Yarmolinsky Abram.
Yarmolinsky Sema.
Rabinovich Haya.
Fleischmann Simon.
After the Germans have sorted the people, the selected men and women were
taken to the right side of the camp under tight security, and the children and the
elderly to the left. And then we saw all those who could not move by themselves being dragged by the arms and legs from the building, taken behind the building, and
then shots were being ﬁred.
We were ordered to remove our outer clothing and put it in a pile. When we removed the clothes, they set ﬁre to the pile, and then we heard some Germans guard-
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ing us speak in Russian between them. They were the Vlasov soldiers. When the pile
burned out, they began to search for gold in the ashes. Trucks arrived; they loaded
the selected people in and took them away. After that, we were under tight guard.
After a while another car arrived and they began to load in the rest. At this time,
there appeared the commandant of the city of Pechora with his soldiers, who began
to explain something to the Germans, they couldn’t agree on something for a while,
and then a command was given to the guards and the cars left without the prisoners.
The camp was deserted. Near the fountain laid the bodies of adults, in the fountain
the bodies of children, and behind the building dozens of people, shot and dumped
in the basement windows. There were 200-250 people left in the camp. People were
looking for their loved ones and relatives among the corpses. The bodies of the executed were pulled out of the six basement windows. Orphaned children wandered
around the camp. For a long time, cries for the murdered and kidnapped could be
heard all around. Even the police subsided for a few days after that horror. The
camp mourned and buried the dead. Later there were rumors that the commandant
phoned the King of Romania, who has forbidden to execute the people.
Some were lucky, as they were not in the camp on that day, including my middle
brother Sema. Later he told me that approaching the camp, he heard the shots and
the terrible cries, he hid and seeing the trucks leaving the camp with people inside,
he realized that the camp was being exterminated and so he ﬂed. After some time
he decided to go back and see if any relative has survived, and when he saw that
the camp is guarded, he realized that there are still people in the camp, and so he
returned. As time went by, no matter how terrible the grief, we had to think about
getting food. Once more I had to sneak out and go from village to village in constant danger.
After the tragedy my brother invited me to go with him to Tulchin, he wanted to
show me the way in case I need to escape from the camp without him. He showed
me the route; it was far away from populated areas, in forests, ravines, valleys. After
that I was able to make my way to Tulchin. We knew that upon retreat, the Germans
will destroy the camp, so we were ready to break out sooner.
Once, when I was in Tulchin, I saw Terekhov (he now lived in our apartment),
he invited me in, fed me, asked me about my relatives, gave me several marks, and
I left. And I was immediately detained by the police. I'm not sure whether to blame
Terekhov, but his daughter was working as a translator in the commandant's oﬃce,
and she was not surprised to see me. I was questioned, then beaten and thrown in a
basement. This went on for several days; I was beaten every time, especially by one
sadist: he’d beat me with a whip with knots tied on the ends.
Finally, I was taken out, and an armed policeman took me through the city. The
fact that he was with a riﬂe wasn’t a good sign. When we passed Nesterovka Street
and went into the ﬁeld, he said to me: “I know you, you’re Edik’s son, I used to work
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with him, he was stove-maker”, and said that when he volunteered to escort me,
saying his sister lives in Bratslav, knowing that the other policeman would kill me
on the road. As far as I remember, his name was Ponomarenko or Bondarenko. We
passed the village of Tarasovka, passing the village of Kryshnitsy near the bridge
we saw a local policeman stacking three people on top of each other, two men and
a woman, climbing onto a log and putting a gun to the head of a woman, and when
she saw us he shouted: "Give this little Jew here, I’ll kill them all with one bullet, the
Jews aren’t worth wasting bullets"– to which the guard replied:" I’m taking him to
jail" Behind us, a shot rang out.
It was already dark when we came to a large building, which had been lit along
the fence. I thought it was terrible, gray.
"This is the Bratslav prison. I must turn you in "– the policeman said, adding that
they may send me out of here to a camp. He gave me a loaf of bread and led me to
the checkpoint, where he handed papers to the attendant on duty. The escorting
policeman left. The attendant picked up the phone and called, soon a policeman
came, and from the look he gave me, I realized – I’m not getting out of here alive.
He took me to some building, opened the heavy door, snatched the bread out of my
hand and pushed me inside. Inside it was dark, I did not see that this was a cellar,
and fell down the stairs. I lay until the morning, afraid to move. I thought I heard
someone breathing, but I was afraid to speak, and those who were there, were apparently too afraid as well, not knowing who was thrown in. At dawn, I saw that
there are people inside.
The room was very large. There was one small window near the ceiling, where
the light fell from, and a stair of twenty steps to the left of the window.
In the corner sat two men, with such overgrown beards that one couldn’t see
their faces, by the other wall – a woman, three children and a man, a husband or a
relative. They kept whispering between them. I sat away from everybody, and so I
spent the whole day. Nobody spoke to me, and I was silent. In the two years in the
camp I got used to silence and solitude, they did not ask me who I am, and I kept
silent. For the entire day, no one came; I was tormented by hunger and thirst, and
the need to go to the toilet. I had no choice but to go right there in the room. It was
getting dark; there was a noise of a motor at the door.
I thought, this was it, they came for us. Suddenly, above us the metal grille in the
window was opened, a chute made of boards inserted, and beetroot began to fall
into the cellar, spilling a whole pile, apparently, it was a big truck.
Children rushed to the beets and began to chew them eagerly. Then the men
some as well, and so did I. Baked beetroot is delicious, while eating it raw makes
you sick, but we had no other choice.
The next day they brought more beetroot, and the pile by the window grew larger. Again, the children began to eat it, but not as eagerly: taking a bite and throwing
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the beet away. The door opened on the stairs appeared a gunner, who saw the children gnawing on the beetroot; he ﬁred at the wall and began to scream. The man,
who was with the woman jumped up in fright, and pointing to the woman, began to
scream that those are her children, look: she hides a girl under her skirt. The German left, and I felt very sorry that this bastard didn’t catch a bullet.
The following evening beetroot was brought again, and when it was poured, it
often got stuck in the chute because the heap was already quite big. We were forced
to shovel it away; I crawled up to the window and emptied the chute.
At some point I got out of the window. There was no one by the cars; I noticed
that under the body there is a place where you can hide between two canisters and
the fuel tank, in a place of the spare wheel. I went down to the chute and began
to throw beetroot down into the basement, to let them know I was up there, but
as soon as the engine purred, I was under the body of the car. The car moved and
having traveled a bit, stopped. My heart turned to stone: they’ve discovered me. But
there was a creaking of a gate and we drove away. I did not know where we were
going, it was dark. Finally the car stopped, the driver got out to relieve himself and
then drove on, but without me, I was already lying on the ground, kissing it. I had
to get out of there quickly, knowing that if in the prison they will discover that I'm
gone, they will be looking for the car and combing the area, not because they need
me, but because of the fact of an escape.
I walked all night, crossed some rivers twice, possibly, the same one, I was afraid
to look for a bridge. At dawn, I saw some woods. I hid and watched, afraid going into
the woods right away. After lying there for a long time and not noticing anything, I
went into the forest. It was important for me to understand where I was, and most
importantly, where to go to get to the camp. I was very tired, sleepy, so I went deep
into the forest to rest, and if possible to collect some berries, apples, etc. In October,
the forests are always plentiful. I came across a spring: the water was cold and delicious. I went away quickly, because the spring could attract people. After a while I
came to a large clearing. It was a recently harvested watermelon ﬁeld, I immediately
became hungry and began to search, hoping to ﬁnd a watermelon, but alas, the ﬁeld
was emptied. On the edge of the clearing near the woods I saw a tall stump overgrown with green leaves. I walked over, pushed the leaves away, and joy, there was a
large watermelon. I had no knife, had to split it with a stick. I ate half and left half for
later. I wanted to sleep and was afraid to leave the watermelon. I thought, if the watermelon was hiding here, why can’t I, so I crawled under the leaves and fell asleep. I
woke up from the cold, it was night, it was necessary to get out of the woods, as the
afternoons in the forest were humid, and at night is was very cold, and I was completely undressed, and in the ﬁelds I could get warm in the stacks of hay.
After a while I heard barking, which meant there was a village nearby, I went
towards the dog barking, I needed to know where I was. From a distance I saw the
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forester's house. The dog, sensing a stranger, was ripping its chain. The lady of the
house stepped outside, looked around, said something to the dog and returned to
the house. I approached, but did not come out of the woods. The dog began to bark
more, the door opened and the woman appeared again, for me it meant that no
men are in the house, otherwise the second time a man would come out. I came out
of the woods and turned to her with a plea to give me something to eat. She came
to me and asked, "Where are you from?" I replied: "From Tulchin". She of course
realized that I was a Jew. She invited me in the house; I was afraid to go in and asked
to bring me something outside. She looked at me and said: “Come on, do not be
afraid, I will not do you harm". I came in. God, what a nice and warm life people
lived at a time when thousands were dying in hunger and cold. She fed me, gave
me clothes and a bag of food for the journey. When asked where we were, she said:
“Near the city of Nemirov, but you shouldn’t go there, the Germans are there". She
showed me the way, telling how to go further in the direction of Voronovitsy.
I got to Pechora. The situation in the camp was terrible. The roof, the boards and
the rafters on the right side of the building were ripped away by policemen, and the
autumn rain ﬁlled both ﬂoors with water. And now with the ﬁrst frosts everything
was turning to ice. People had to move to the left wing of the building. There was
a terrible cold inside the building. People covered themselves with all sorts of rags,
but it didn’t protect them from the cold. The dead were stripped of anything that
could keep the living warm. The inmates were facing a hungry and cold death. The
policemen committed especially brutal atrocities during that period. The impression
was that the goal was to ﬁnally put an end to the camp this winter. With the onset
of severe frosts, people who died of starvation or froze to death, were dragged into
the right wing of the building, which served as the morgue. There were especially a
lot of children. There was no one to bury them. The famine of this winter was unprecedented.
In December, there was a terrible event. A man was lying in the hallway, and one
day, when in the morning people came out of the rooms, they saw that the man
was dead, lying in a pool of blood, and the soft parts of his body are cut oﬀ. People
screamed, horriﬁed. This has not happened before, despite all the terrible years
in the camp. People were dying of starvation, but never came to this. The rumors
reached the commandant. He came to see this horror, and gave the command to
remove the corpses from the building. On the next day, from a farm near the camp
they brought hominy, and each prisoner was given a piece of hominy. Since that
day hominy was brought 2-3 times a week.
We decided to escape from the camp. In January, when there was a heavy snowfall, we exited through a hole in the fence and got out of the camp, bypassing Pechora, walking through ﬁelds, we moved in the direction of Tulchin.
In March of 1944 we were liberated by the Red Army.
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Malinina Niusia
Our suﬀering and humiliation began when our family and
other residents living in the city of Tulchin, were deported
to the concentration camp Pechora. Escorted by Germans,
Romanians and policemen with dogs, we were herded into a
school building. Then we were taken to the bathhouse.
In the yard of the bathhouse we were ordered to take oﬀ
all our clothes in the presence of a doctor named Beletsky
(who, after the war, was convicted for his experiments). We
were injected by two women in white coats, with one unsterilized needle.
The baths did not work, we were ordered to get dressed and marched to the camp
of Pechora. Doctor Beletsky, who at his graduation swore the Hippocratic Oath,
was doing his duty. He was interested in the number of deaths among the prisoners.
For three days without food and water we walked to the destination. On the
way a lot of people were shot: the elderly, the sick and the small children were not
spared. In the camp our clothes were taken, they were searching for valuables.
From the ﬁrst days in the camp, everyone was trying to survive as best they could,
there began outbreaks of infectious diseases. In each room instead of 10-15 there
were more than 40 people. Head lice and scabies tormented the people. Even cold
water was scarce; there was no place to bathe.
Behind the camp there was the river Bug, but coming down there to get some
water could cost one their life, being shot on the spot without warning. I had been
ill with typhus, typhoid fever, allergy, a severe form of scabies.
I was saved by one woman, a pharmacist named Celia Weiner, with her help I
partially got rid of scabies. I was grateful to her. Unfortunately, she’d passed away.
My life was hanging on a thread. But I had to survive, and I tried to stay strong.
Our family was torn apart in the camp; my older sister (born in 1922, diseased)
was taken to a German camp. Mother and my younger sister were taken to work in
another camp, and I was left alone.
This was a turning point in my life. I vowed that I must survive. I begged for help,
people would feel sorry for me, otherwise I would die. I fought for life and began to
help people bringing water from the Bug, not thinking of the danger, and it helped
me a lot.
We would be taken on carts to the village of Rachny to work, harvesting fruits;
we’d be paid only with rotten apples. After the work we wouldn’t be allowed to take
a rotten apple, our clothes would be checked and shaken down.
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I helped the adults to clean the premises, carrying the dirt to a landﬁll. Then,
like an adult, I removed the dead out to the hallway. I was of course helped by their
relatives, but I was not scared, for this work was my struggle for life.
Until the last days of my life I will not forget Yom Kippur. All the prisoners
stepped out into the long corridor; the old and the sick people held up the Torah
and recited prayers on their feet for the entire day. This day has remained in my
memory. I wept with everybody else, asking God for our salvation.
But unfortunately, the next morning the Germans came to the camp, expelled
everyone into the yard, taking the young and strong men, took them in an unknown
direction and shot them dead.
One unfortunate day I was beaten up by the Nazis in the presence of other prisoners, they beat me with outmost cruelty, despite the fact that I was still a child.
I received injuries of the spine and the lower limbs, beaten until I lost consciousness.
But once more, I fought for life. Upon release from this hell I was in complete
exhaustion. The death camp has turned me into a real invalid.
Throughout my life, and after working for 50 years in a medical facility of the
city of Tulchin, my diseases qualiﬁed me for a 2nd group of disability. Those are the
residual eﬀects of my stay in the German death camp.
It is a tenth of what I could remember.
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Penchevskaya (Furer) Gella
I was born on 01/01/38, in the city of Yampol, Vinnytsia
region. My father Furer Isaac was the chairman of the farming council of the city of Yampol, my mother was a housewife. We were three children – the older brother Boris, born
in 1933, the middle brother, born in 1935, and I the youngest.
There was also my grandfather Moishe Jaroussky, my
grandmother Madyr Jaroussky, and my aunt Heyvyd Jaroussky. The family spoke Yiddish and Ukrainian. They observed the Jewish traditions.
My mother was ill and she died in 1940. Before her death, she made aunt Heyvyd
promise that she would take care of us. Therefore, after my mother's death, we lived
with my grandfather.
In 1941, father went to the front and went missing in action, we received a notice.
When the Germans entered Yampol, people began to be sent to camps. But since we
had a diﬀerent surname than our grandfather, they were sent to the camp, and we
were left in Yampol. People advised us to seek help from a woman, who, before the
war, used to sell us milk. She had a big house with a basement. We hoped to wait
out this diﬃcult time in the basement. But she refused us, because she was afraid
for her family.
As we were walking away, we were spotted by some policemen and Germans. My
brothers pinned me to the fence and told me to be quiet. But it was very cold, snow
was falling, we were badly dressed, and I began to weep. The Germans saw us, we
were captured and taken to the barracks, where they held the people who were to be
sent to the camp. Marching to the camp, we were hungry, cold, and scantily clad.
When we came to the Pechora camp, we met up with my grandfather, grandmother, aunt, my father’s sister Brenet Esther and her children. Many people died
of cold and hunger, including my grandfather. I suﬀered of all the diseases including typhoid fever. My older brother Boris was ill with typhus, he was placed in a
separate, small room, and we run to check, whether he is alive. Due to hunger and
cold we were severely depleted and ill. I had frost-bitten and severely swollen feet.
I remember when the Germans came to select children to take to Germany and I
got selected as well. At night, my middle brother Petia hid me, but the next day we
were found, for which my brother was severely beaten. Throughout his life he has
been sickly. We were in the camp from 1941 to 1944.
After the liberation we returned to Yampol. In 1945, I was adopted by the family of Frimtsis Basia and Abram. For a while we lived in Kishinev, where my foster
mom worked. In 1947 we moved to the city of Chernivtsi. The family treated me
as their own; they raised me and gave me education. I graduated from 10 classes
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of school, and the Chernivtsi Medical Institute. In 1969 I got married and moved
to live in the city of Grozny, where I worked in a hospital until 1991, when I came
to Israel. I have a wonderful family and two ﬁne sons. They served in the Israeli
army, and every year they do retraining. I would like to wish for all people of the
planet, that no child should ever know what we have gone through, that no one is
orphaned, nothing but clear skies for all.
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Rusovskaya Adele
I was born on March 7, 1934 in a small town of Tulchin in
the Vinnytsia region.
My ancestors the Rusovskys and the Shtaybmans lived in
this town since the beginning of time. All our relatives always lived in great friendship and love. My childhood memories are very optimistic – the house was full of peace and
prosperity, and there were no signs trouble.
In the early days of the war, I still could not assess the
extent of the troubles that befell us. But soon it started. We evacuated, drove to
Gatchin. There we were bombed for the ﬁrst time. Close by, a fuel storage exploded,
but thanks to a miracle we survived. Soon my father was ordered to return to the
recruiting oﬃce in Tulchin, for the organization of supply for the troops.
In early August of 1941, when the Germans were already close to Tulchin, we
tried to evacuate again. But we were only able to reach Bershad, when the German
troops entered. The roar of engines, the power and the might of the advancing
troops horriﬁed everyone. On the very next day, my parents were taken to work –
my mother was forced clean for the soldiers, and my father was taken to restore the
bridge over the Bug that had been blown up.
They worked until late at night, up to their necks in water, and when they were
supposed to be lifted up the steep slope to the shore, the Germans, mocking them,
wouldn’t allow them to catch the rope loop with their hands, throwing the loops on
their necks. For my parents, it was the ﬁrst experience with the Nazi atrocities.
And then it got even worse. We returned to Tulchin. Soon all Jews were forced to
wear yellow six-pointed stars on the back and on the sleeves.
In October 1941, we were ordered to gather in the center of the city with our belongings. We were counted like cattle and, escorted by the Romanian soldiers and
the Ukrainian policemen, marched in an unknown direction. It was terribly muddy
and cold. The shoes sunk in the mud, but it was impossible to lift it – stragglers
were beaten and shot. On that day I saw the ﬁrst blood, the ﬁrst corpses.
I don’t remember how long it took us to walk 90 km. We ended up in the village
of Pechora. On the banks of the Southern Bug was the territory of a former sanatorium. By this time it was enclosed with barbed wire, and we were forced in.
For two and a half long years, from October of 1941 to March of 1944, lasted
the nightmare called Pechora "Dead Loop" death camp. There were tens of thousands of Jews from the surrounding areas of Ukraine, Moldova and Romania. Behind barbed wire prisoners died from hunger, cold and epidemics. Both my grandmothers and a grandfather died of typhoid fever. Our family (me, mom, dad, sister,
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grandfather and aunt) were also ill, but were able to hold out. The famine was terrible; my parents said that there were cases of people eating corpses.
We have survived miraculously. Mom would sneak out through a hole in the
fence to the village and exchange jewelry for food. Father’s employee, a Ukrainian
named Mazurkiewicz, would come to the camp and secretly pass dad some food.
In the summer at the camp territory, we gathered sorrel and grass and cooked soup
on bonﬁres.
I remember one case: the whole day we stood by the ﬁre, waiting for the soup,
and then a soldier walked by and deliberately knocked over our pot. That day, we
had nothing else to eat. On another occasion, passing soldiers knocked father’s two
teeth for no reason.
Every morning, policemen conducted a "sanitary hour" – when the living carried corpses out of the barracks and disposed of them in ditches in a ﬁeld near the
camp.
Periodically Germans would appear in the camp. They selected the youngest and
took them away to work in the German occupation zone. The exhausted people
were dumped in ditches, covered with lime and electric current passed through
them. The land above them moved for several days. This was told to me by an escaped man, whose name I do not know.
In the spring or summer of 1943, the camp ﬁlled with rumors that they are digging a trench in which we are going to be murdered.
One day the policemen and the soldiers kicked us out of the barracks, told us to
leave our things and led us to the gates. We were just 300-400 meters away from
our grave. People walked in silence, but suddenly a miracle happened. We were
stopped and ordered to return to the barracks.
I think that the thanksgiving for our salvation lasted about a week. Even the
Romanian soldiers said that God stretched out his hand over us.
Soviet troops liberated us in March 1944, we were so exhausted, crushed mentally and physically, that people did not have the strength to rejoice, my memory has
not kept this fateful moment. Soon we were back in Tulchin.
In 1948, at the burial site of more than 8,000 people a monument was erected
for the donations of the Jews of Tulchin. The initiator of its construction was my
father Rusovsky Samuel.
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Rabinovich (Zhytomyrskya) Zylia
I was born in the Ukraine in the town of Pliskov, Vinnitsa
region, on January10 1924. Our family consisted of ﬁve people. Father's name was David. My mother's name was Sonia.
We were three sisters, Gitl and Basia (8 years old), and I the
eldest. On the eve of the German invasion, we decided to
evacuate, with a single horse and a wagon. As soon as we
left, our horse was taken from us, so we harnessed ourselves
to the cart, and moved forward somehow. When we got to
Uman, the Germans were ahead, and we went back to Pliskov, where we found the
house completely looted. It was the beginning of the dark days.
Germans arrived and announced that the Jews would be sent away. On October
18, 1941 in the early morning Ukrainian policemen began to expel Jews from their
homes, not allowing us to take any belongings. Until October 23, we were kept
without water and food. Then we were taken to the edge of excavated trenches,
forced to strip and shot. The murdered and the wounded fell in. All my family died,
I alone miraculously survived. The Germans covered the pit, but for a few more
days the earth was moving, and the place of execution was covered with blood.
The surviving Jews were placed in a ghetto. We were driven to work every day,
we were starving, suﬀered great abuse and humiliation, we could not go anywhere
without permission. After a short time, the Germans surrounded the ghetto again
and marched us to the death. Of the town population only six survived, including
me. In late 1943, the Red Army liberated us, and I went to the front.
After the war, he went to live with my aunt in Moscow. There I graduated from a
ﬁnancial institution by correspondence. I worked in the State Bank. I am married;
I have a daughter and a son.
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Grinboym (Revich) Anna
Pogrebysche, Pogrebysche. My heart aches at the memory of my native village, where I was born, where I spent
my childhood, my adolescence and the terrible days of the
German occupation.
1941. I ﬁnished high school № 1. In early June a graduation ceremony was held. I remember my classmates. What
an evening it was! We celebrated all night, saying goodbye to
our favorite teachers. It was our last meeting actually.
It's only been a week since the graduation: so many hopes and plans. And suddenly, the war broke out. Oh God! Our boys were drafted into the army: Sasha
Sapozhnikov, Pinia Polishchuk, Shura Gerasimov, Itzik Brusilovsky and others. All
of them still live in my heart. I stood by the road and said goodbye to them, believing that they would soon return. A few days later my mother and I left for Kiev. I
was to apply to the University of Taras Shevchenko. My mother's sister lived there
with her family and her brothers and their families. My father was in Kiev; he was
employed and was temporarily registered in the city.
Who would have thought that a month later the Germans would occupy our
beloved beautiful place?! It happened on July 21, 1941.
We haven't stayed in Kiev for long, as my brother was with my father's sister
Clara. Even before July 21st my school director warned us: "Do not fall into the
hands of the Germans!" But we didn't believe it; we were convinced that "not an
inch of motherland will be given to the enemy".
The evacuation began. My mother decided to go to Pogrebysche, while father
remained in Kiev. We also decided to evacuate. We had to leave on July 10th, and
on the 9th father came with my grandmother. Her feet were swollen, her sewing
machine strapped to her back. My father said: "It is impossible that the authorities
would treat us this way. I am unable to go now" What a mistake we made!
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The worst thing happened. Without ﬁring a single shot the Germans occupied
our town. On motorbikes they entered as winners, it was too late to escape. And so
it began...
Robberies, abuse by the Ukrainian police. Like mushrooms, they came from
many areas, hired to serve the Germans. People hid in cellars, some were running
away from the village to the outskirts. We lived in our own homes through August
and September. During this time, the Nazis shot 40 of the strongest men, fearing
resistance, but no one knew of it. The locals claimed that they were taken to work
on road construction, and are asking to send warm clothes, soap, salt and money.
This is how many Ukrainian provocateurs served the Germans. Policemen wouldn't
allow us to buy food in the shops. And if Ukrainian friends brought us something,
they tried to take it away. We lived from hand to mouth, only from stocks that were
stashed in the homes. We were ordered to sew yellow stars on our clothes and pursued at every turn.
Several times there were rumors that the Gestapo would come and shoot Jews.
Jews scattered to the outskirts of town or to the countryside. In panic and fear,
holding the children, people lived through this terror for hours and days on end.
One day I was standing in line for vegetables at the store. The policeman, a former
active member of the Komsomol, who was friends with two girls, sisters Rosa and
Riva Fraerman, saw me and asked how many classes I graduated from, and went to
get a broom. I realized that he will make me clean the store and I immediately left.
The Germans began to enter the houses. One day a hefty fascist entered our
house. I was with a girlfriend Genia Lifshitz. He closed the door to the room, kicking my friend out. And I was left alone with him. In the kitchen, grandmother began to scream; he approached to her, put a gun to her temple and then left. Let the
blessed memory of my deceased grandmother Feiga. She saved me. This "peaceful"
life lasted for 2.5 months.
On October 7, 1941 the worst has happened. In the evening there were again rumors that there will be a pogrom. Not everyone believed it. In the evening the four
of us: my father, mother, brother and I ﬂed to our friends’, which was prearranged.
My grandmother refused to go, she did not want to leave, and she has decided
that no one will touch her.
During October 18-20th 1941 mass executions of the Jewish population continued: children, old people, women. It all took place near the pine forest on the way
to the Rzhevskaya station.
We hid at Ivan Kravchenko’s, near the forest, in the attic. Until this day, until the
end of my life, I cannot forget these terrible screams and shots being ﬁred.
We were prepared for the same fate. We were there for 3 days, and then we were
transported to Gavrin Ivan, a neighbor.
When the shots ceased, Motrya, Ivan’s wife, came up to us and told us to leave.
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The rain fell in torrents, the sky was incessantly crying along with us. We went to
our home, knowing what awaits us. But there was no alternative.
The Gestapo dispersed to other towns, continuing its atrocities. Almost all Jews
were killed, about 2,000, with only about two hundred Jewish survivors. Eyewitnesses later told us about the atrocities of the killers. Children were taken from
their parents and thrown alive into this smaller version of Babi Yar. The land rose
for 2 days. Those who remained alive, on the orders of the commandant, had to settle on the small Lekkert Street in a few houses, so in every little house there lived 25
people. We were ordered not to leave day or night. Father was allowed to work, and
I worked as a cleaner and at the egg storehouse. It lasted for 9-10 months. It was a
hard life, hungry, cold, unwashed. I had to carry water from the well in the yard. In
winter it was freezing and we had to collect snow to get some water. And so we lived
in the ghetto for the entire year of 1942.
There were still some of "our" people in the police, who were sympathetic to
us and helped however they could. They were Vadim the translator and Vasily the
policeman. At the end of June or in early July, we were warned in secret, that there
will be a pogrom again, and all remaining Jews will be killed. What to do? Where
to go?
Of course, in these hard days the fact that Jews have lived in friendship with
the Ukrainians played a huge role. We’ve studied together. My father has faithfully
served his customers, and he was very much loved and respected by them. And we
were sheltered by father’s acquaintances for a few days. But soon we had to leave
again, people were afraid to keep us.
For 2 days we were hiding in the dark in the dense forest. My father then went
to his friends, was caught and taken to the police. He was sent to a concentration
camp, where he worked. With great despair, we learned that he and other men
from our town died, they were shot by the Gestapo. We do not even know where
his grave is.
Of the 180-190 surviving people, after the second massacre, only 18-19 remained.
Wanderings began. The police sought out those who survived, and killed them one
by one. I repeat: there were only 18-19 people left. Our family – Revich (without my
father): mother, me, my brother, the Segal family (4 people.), the Tokar family (5
people), as well as Dora Hanis, the Platintzin family (3 people), and 5 others. Four
of them live in America, I'm here.
I wanted to get a permit and to get to the partisans, but it was only a dream. I
have repeatedly appealed to inﬂuential people, but I was chased away. After what
I’ve experienced, I was not afraid anymore, and wandered as a stray sheep, and
people sometimes gave me food.
At school I was friends with the girls: Marusya Chernous, Frosya Khomenko,
Volovik Shura and her sister Mila, and many others.
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And so I went to Marusya. Her father, Fyodor Emelyanovich, was a postal worker.
Maroussia was very kind, sympathetic. They could not refuse me. But I begged to
shelter my mother and brother as well, or they will fall into the hands of the police
and be killed. "I could have taken in just you, Hanna, but I do not know what to do
with all of you", – said aunt Katia, a very decent, deeply religious woman. Yet they
took them in, hiding them in an annexe in the afternoon and in the attic at night. I
stayed with them for a few days and went away to wander aimlessly. I had to hide in
old abandoned barns, wandered through the woods, hiding in dense thickets, even
in a deep abandoned well.
Dark evenings I often made my way to the attic to see my mother, I’d stay with
them for a while, and leave again at dawn, and never know whether I'll see them
again. But at least I knew my mother and brother were relatively safe.
Once in August, I had nowhere to go. I went into a yard and approached a woman I didn’t know. I tearfully asked to take me in. I had two ﬂannel blouses (mine
and my mother’s), I gave them to her, and she took me in till the evening. Suddenly
a young man came to see her, and she told me to climb up on the stove.
I quickly climbed up, sat there for a few hours, and then she told me to leave. I do
not know who it was coming by, but she could have easily given me up. I came out,
the sun was shining mercilessly. Across the road lies there was a ﬁeld of ripe wheat
or rye, I ran across and lay down. Suddenly I heard the sound of the German language and the roar of motorcycles. Well, I thought, this is it. Such days and nights
were plenty, too many to count. I often dream that I'm hiding from the Germans
who are chasing me; I climb through a narrow slit and suﬀocate. Today I ﬁnd it
hard to understand how it was possible to go through all of this. But my youth and
my desire to survive prevailed. And, of course, I got help from my school friends. I
must mention Frosya Khomenko and her family, which helped me a lot in the winter
days of 1943. These were very diﬃcult days. I crossed the frozen river, a tributary
of Rossi, in the evening, and asked for their help. They let me in, warmed me up. It
was near Chernousy. It was a very poor family, but they shared with me whatever
they could, and if I had to hide when someone came, they would open a window for
me to get out, and they secretly brought me potatoes or bread. My dear friend and
schoolmate Yefrosinia Ivanovna is now dead, let her memory be blessed.
For about 9 months, from March to the end of December, with frequent interruptions in times of danger, I was hiding in home of the Volovikov family. Next to
them lived Ladyzhenski, a policeman. This, of course, was a big risk for the family
and for me. I hid in the attic, and in the shed. The barn had a cow with a calf, and
I slept above them. Valovki Anton Ivanovich, the father of my friends from school,
was the chief of the postoﬁce. He and Chernous listened to the Soviet radio and
reassured us, especially when the Germans were defeated at Stalingrad. It was a
cultured family, sensitive, kind people. I remember them, and I will always remem-
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ber these righteous people who risked their lives and the lives of their children to
save my family.
We stayed in the town of Pogrebysche for another 2 weeks after our release on
December 30-31, 1943. I voluntarily served the wounded in the hospital, to somehow help our army. But we soon left for Kiev, as Vinnitsa was still in battle. Life was
very hard. My older brother Boris Revich, who went through the war, gave us a sign
of life. He began to send money to my mother. We went to Kiev on carts, on freight
trains, and gradually began to recover.
Kiev was released in November of 1943. When we arrived there in January of
1944, the ﬁght for Western Ukraine went on, and I voluntarily went to the front. I
was in the army till July 1945. Our regiment fought in Western Ukraine, Poland and
Germany, where we saw the long-awaited Victory.
I returned to Kiev and went to the university, graduating in 1950.
On December 30, 1990 my family: I, my husband and the children arrived in Israel. I set a goal: to ensure that our saviors gained the well-deserved title of "Righteous Gentile". It was not easy. I sent materials to Yad Vashem; it took a long time
to achieve it.
All of our dear saviors received the title, some posthumously. The living sisters
Volovik, Chernous, Khomenko receive ﬁnancial aid.
I am happy that we managed, at least to some degree, to thank our saviors.
I appeal to current and future generations. Dear children, grandchildren, greatgrandchildren! 64 years passed since those terrible days of the massacres in Pogrebysche and other towns and cities. Since the days when people just like you, children, women and old people, were ruthlessly murdered by the Nazis.
Do not forget this! Let the blood and the ashes of the slaughtered innocents resonate in your hearts! Remember the women with babies, the grandparents, who fell
into the ravine killed by the bullets of the Nazis! Remember!
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Tribun Mania
I was born in 1921 in the city of Polonnoe of the Khmelnitsky region.
The Great Patriotic War found me in the city of Vinnitsa.
I was a student of the 2nd year of the Medical Institute. I was
married. My husband, Zalu Gregory Haimovich, was also a
student at the Medical Institute.
My husband was drafted in the ﬁrst days of the war, and
I went to my parents in the city of Polonnoe so to evacuate
together, but 2 days after my arrival, the city was occupied by the Germans.
In September of 1941 the mass pogroms began. All the Jews were rounded up
in the cinema by the Germans and the policemen, and from there trucks took them
straight to the pits. It lasted the entire week.
Before that, on July 25, a punitive squad took 50 men, young and healthy, supposedly to work, but later it became known that they were taken to the forest not far
from the railroad, to dig ditches for future victims. When the pits were excavated,
they brought Jews there in trucks, stripped them naked, arrayed them over the pit,
and shot them with machine guns and new victims brought in their place. Infants
were thrown in alive. Witnesses said that the ground was rising over the pit for
several days; the moaning could be heard from afar. In December of 1941, all the
Jews who survived were taken to the ghetto. The ghetto was a former Soviet prison,
which was fenced with barbed wire and a high fence. We were guarded by Ukrainian police. We were not allowed to go out from the ghetto without escort. There was
no water in the camp, no well, and in order to bring water, we would be escorted
by the police outside of the ghetto. We wore the green circles on the front and the
back. We were forced to work, bearing headstones from the Jewish cemetery, and
paving the road with them.
Once a heavy stone fell on the feet of a girl and she was severely injured, and a
policeman, in the presence of my parents and the rest of us, shot her and made us
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dig a hole, and bury her half-dead. In 1942, in the month of September my sister
Zhenya Moiseevna Tribun and I escaped from the ghetto and hid in the village of
Kotemnik, we were sheltered and hidden in diﬀerent places by a Ukrainian named
Yapyuk Rodion.
Once at night, when outside there was a big downpour, Rodion brought my sister
to me, and we met in a dark shed, as my hostess Yapyuk Katya knew nothing about
my sister. We met, but couldn't see each other, because of the complete darkness,
and only recognized each other's voices.
There was a case when partisans came to the village, and someone gave them
away, and a lot of Germans and policemen came to the village. They held a raid;
my hostess immured me in the chimney, where I was for 3 days, until the Germans
left.
There was a case when my hostess went out and said that I should open when
she knocks on the door, there was a knock and I opened it. Yet it wasn't my hostess,
but a neighbor, who recognized me, she did not tell anyone about me, but I urgently
needed to get away from this apartment. My savior Yapyuk Rodion found me another apartment. I was hiding at the house of Yapyuk Vasily; his wife's brother was
the village headman.
I was hiding in the attic and in the morning the wife climbed into the attic and
found me, she got very scared and started screaming, I tried to calm her down and
said that I was hidden here by her husband, but at night I had to go to another
apartment, to Yapyuk Katia, where I was hiding until the liberation of the village
by the Red Army.
In 1942, in the month of September, all the prisoners of the ghetto Polonnoe
were killed, and "the Jewish problem" in the city was fully resolved.
My sister and I were still alive. In the entire city only 5 people survived. They
were being hidden by their Ukrainian spouses.
100 Jews were killed. In my family my mother, father, brother, uncle, aunt, cousins – 50 people were killed.
After the end of World War II, I continued to study in the Vinnitsa Medical Institute and graduated from it in 1971.
My husband Zalu Gregory Haimovich was also a doctor. We worked for 30
years in the city of Ilintsy, Vinnytsia region. My husband died and I, along with my
daughter came to Israel and now live in the city of Ashdod.
My savior Yapyuk Rodion was killed at the frontline. He and his family are acknowledged as Righteous Gentiles. I'm keeping constant communication with the
family, I am I will be helping them ﬁnancially for the rest of my life.
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The ghetto was established in August 1941.
It held the deported Jews from Bessarabia
and Bukovina – about 1,000 people.
About 790 were killed.
In March 1944 the ghetto was liberated.

Stelmaher Joseph
When the War began, we lived in the city of Briceni, Moldova. The Germans arrived; we were kicked out of our homes
and marched on foot to Sekuryany – Ukraine.
We only took a duﬀel bag with a few things and some
food.
On the way Romanians have told us: "Those who cannot
walk, can stay, we will pick them up on carts". The old and
the sick were left behind. After a couple of hours of walking,
we heard shots. All those who could not walk were shot and buried on the spot. In
Sekuryany we spent a few days and then we were marched on foot to the Dniester
River. On the bank of the Dniester River near the town of Mogilev-Podolsky we
were kept for 3-4 days. Then we were marched on foot to the Vinnitsa region, Kopaygorod district, to the village of Popovtsy. There we were placed in large collective farm stables; we were then more than a hundred people. In the village there was
a large cannery. We would be marched to the orchards, where we collected fruit for
the canning factory. My relatives died there from hunger and cold.
After the victory of the Red Army over the Nazis, we returned to Briceni, Moldova. We now live in Israel. I only wish for health and peace. We are content with our
fate.
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Mester (Schwartzman) Macia
I want to tell about the life of my wife. According to the stories of my wife about her childhood, in 1941-1944 during
the Nazi occupation she was in the ghetto, in the Vinnitsa
region, Bershad district, village of Pyatkovka.
She was born in Moldova in the village of Koguronny,
Floreshtsky area, in 1928. My wife Macia, along with her
father, mother and sister were on the occupied territory of
the Romanians in this village. They were hidden by a family
of Moldovan neighbors. Then they were transferred to the ghetto by the Romanian
police, where they remained until 1944.
She remembered this all her life and spoke about the inhuman conditions in
which they existed. They were settled in the former stables, where the air was saturated with manure, rats running around and gnawed at people at nights, she had
scars on her back from rat bites. Inside the stables they would light bonﬁres of
straw to warm up, and the space was ﬁlled with smoke. Once a week they took
them to various labors: shoveling snow, cleaning the yard by the commandant's
oﬃce, working in the kitchen, for this they received meager food. They would be
repeatedly counted and checked whether everyone is in their places. Every day, they
were waiting for death, sick, starving, walking around naked and barefoot. The
unsanitary conditions led to diseases: colds and typhoid fever, there was no way to
wash, the lice was swarming. Thanks to the Soviet Army and the partisans, amongst
whom there were many Jews, they were saved.
The dream of her parents (father Srul and mother Ruhi), and her sister Zili to go
to Israel – has come true. In 1973, with her family, me, her husband, and our two
sons, she came to our historical homeland, and lived here for 28 years. The sons
have served in the Israeli army. I personally served in the reserve forces, happy to
serve our country. I've participated in the wars of Israel.
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Zablotskaya (Gordon) Sofia
I was born in September of 1937. I and my family lived in the
city of Radoshkovichi, Minsk region, Belarus. We were there
when the war began.
All of us, including myself, witnessed the air battles of
the Russian pilots. Once we saw a Russian plane burning
and falling on the road along which a German convoy was
moving. After the war, we learned that it was the plane of
Gastello's crew.
We did not have time to leave the city as the Germans came, and that was a dark
day for all the Jews. There have been many diﬀerent degrading actions. For me, a
child, it was associated with fear. I was afraid to walk down the street; I didn't even
want to play the usual children's games. All Jews were ordered to wear the Star
of David on the clothes, whoever would not comply was shot. The Germans went
from house to house, identifying the able-bodied and taking them to work. Much of
what was done at that time, I did not understand. I was still a child. But I remember
well, and this memory will stay with me forever, the ﬁrst action when the Germans
killed my grandmother Hayota and my mother's brother Nosela. There were a lot of
dead, I would hear about it from the adults. I was very scared at nights; everything
bad was done during the nights. Jews from all over the town were herded into one
lane, there were a few houses. It was very crowded; we lived from hand to mouth.
On March 11th, 1942 the ﬁrst mass execution was held, in which 860 people were
killed. After that, the alley where the Jews lived was surrounded by barbed wire. No
one was allowed to exit the ghetto. Every morning people were lined in the square,
everybody wore the Star of David. And God forbid, if an inmate number went unanswered. They would keep people standing in the square until that person was
found, whether an adult or a feeble old man, or a baby.
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Our family suﬀered a tragedy. My older brother Icha with our cousin Chaim
somehow went beyond the ghetto, and there he was killed, and Chaim ﬂed. He was
11 years old.
We lived in fear and horror until March of 1943 when the Germans held another
mass execution.
Here I must say that my parents have been preparing for this in advance. Inside
the house they dug a hole under the ﬂoor, a so called "cache". Where did they put
the sand from the dig, I do not know. Moreover, this was done secretly from the
children and away from prying eyes. And when the killing action began, when the
Germans together with the policemen started to round up everyone in the square,
I, my mother, my mother's brother and sister, a boy named Misha (Iskovich) and
my aunt Chaya went to hide in the hole. My grandmother and grandfather put a
heavy chest of drawers on top of this hole, and we sat there for as long as the raid
lasted. I remember that I was very thirsty, and my mother gave me sour milk from a
jug. Through the house foundation we saw the shining lights of bonﬁres, in which
people burned. I could hear the screams and cries of children, the Germans yelling
orders. It was very scary. Germans came into our apartment, looking for a cache,
but they did not ﬁnd it.
When everything calmed down, the adults, with great eﬀort, pushed the dresser
away, and we climbed back up. We did not know if anyone from the family has survived. It was night, my mother dressed me in father's white shirt, and we went away.
I did not know where we were going. We got to in a civilian camp in a partisan
zone. There we met with my grandparents and aunt Zila with Chaim. Dad joined
a partisan squad of Ponomarenko, a part of the "People's Avengers" brigades of
Voronyansky. He died during the breaking of the blockade in the area of Lake Palik
on June 28, 1944. We were told so by a witness of this event.
All the survivors waited for the liberation of Radoshkovichi and returned there.
There I graduated from high school, enrolled and graduated from college and
worked for 40 years as a dentist.
In 1997, my family and I arrived in Israel to the city of Ashdod, where we are
living today.
After the war two monuments to the Jews who died during the war were erected
in Radoshkovichi. One monument was dedicated to the 860 Jews who died during
the ﬁrst action; the second monument was erected on the site of the execution of
900 people.
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The Rybnitsa commandant sympathized
with the Jews and he organized a ghetto.
In order to save some of the Jewish families,
he found work for them.
The job was to demolish the homes on two streets
and create a park named after Antonescu.
And when the order to shoot came, the commandant
delayed the order as much as he could, and for good
reason, as the order was later canceled.

Beckerman Betya
I was born in 1924 in the village of Malaya Bogachevka, Kryve Ozero district, Odessa region (now it's called Mykolaiv).
There was a Jewish collective farm named "Five-Year
Plan", where my parents worked all their lives. Then it came
the unforgettable day of June 22, 1941.
On October 10 our town was surrounded by invaders.
They gathered all the Jews who did not have time to escape.
I and 13 others were placed over a pit and shot. There was
a woman with a child in her arms, she was forced to throw the baby alive into the
pit, and when she refused, the child was shot dead in her arms, and then she was
shot as well. This was done by the former Komsomol members Kochanowski Mytko
and Orgun Michael. When it came my turn, the local German mayor Arent began
conferring with the policemen, saying that I have be left alive temporarily, as he put
it, so that I help organize the kolkhoz documentation, because everyone else were
killed, and so I survived. My mother with my two siblings – a boy of 3 years and an
8 months old girl were taken somewhere, apparently they were killed, and I never
saw them again.
The younger sister managed to hide somewhere in another village. On the second
day my sister found out what happened, she found me the policeman’s house. First
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he told her that he had killed me, and then he said that I was in his barn. We met together at night to search for our relatives to perish with them. We were caught and
sent with another group to the district center of Krivoye Ozero, where we hauled
stones for a long while, clearing spaces of ruins after the bombings. Then we were
sent to Domanevka. While marched I and another 5 people lagged behind the convoy, and the policemen began to shoot at us, killing everyone but me. I got up and
waited for my turn, and suddenly I heard a drunken policeman scolding me: "You
bastard, what are you waiting for?" I was waiting to be killed quickly, without abuse
and torture. But they said: "Get on the sled with us". And I sat with them, without
realizing what was happening. And my sister, she saw me with the policemen, not
believing her eyes that I was alive. And so that night we reached Domanevka.
They put us in a building that was hit in the bombing. And later they announced
that at 6 o'clock they will hold a pogrom, will shoot and kill us all. My sister said to
me, let's ask together, maybe we will be able to get away and somehow escape. And
we approached a policeman and said, "Let us go out to drink some water before we
die" – and he let us out. I had a high fever and was terribly thirsty, and I immediately sat down in the snow, eating the snow without end, and my sister begged me
to get up and leave, but I could not stay on my feet. And so we did not have time to
get away, as we were caught.
When shot from a machine gun, everything was trembling, people fell into the
pit, and we got pushed and we fell under the slain people. At night, when everything
got quiet, we barely got out of the pit, covered in blood, and went to seek shelter.
We got to the village, went through it, but no one would let us in, they set their dogs
on us. There was only one house left, we decided to try our luck, or freeze to death
on the street. And as we opened the door, we saw a riﬂe in the corner of the kitchen.
We looked at each other and burst into tears, for death was stalking us. The host
looked at us and said: "Stop your crying, girls, the riﬂe does not shoot by itself".
It turned out that he was a partisan and he became a policeman on purpose. The
owner of the house removed our frozen bloody clothes, washed and fed us, and we
stayed there for 4 days in the cellar. He could not keep us any longer, so that there
was no suspicion, and at night he sent us to his sister, she lived alone. She would go
to work, and we would lock the door. After 2 days, she told us to leave because of
an upcoming raid, so we left. And again we fell into the hands of the police, and we
were sent to the ghetto of Semihatki.
Every morning, people were lined up for work, the sick and the weak got set
aside to be shot. I was very sick, I had an abscess formed on one side of my body,
and I could not stand. The administrator (his name was Frizhoy) saw it and told
the interpreter to ﬁnd out what was happening; I showed him the abscess, and suddenly a miracle happened. The administrator – a beast of a man, a killer, decided to
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treat me. He explained to the interpreter how to make an ointment, and then even
sent me to a hospital in Domanevka.
Apparently, I was destined to stay alive, and every time God removed me from
danger. And so we lived in Semihatki until the arrival of our troops. There were
120 people left alive. The commander wondered how we survived. Only youth has
helped us to survive, as well as the headman Grigorenko, who told us during the
retreat to ﬂee in all directions, to avoid being killed. I am also grateful to the good
people who risked their lives, hiding and feeding us during each escape. These people are the family of Tkachuk M., his son-in-law Pshenny Maxim and the family
of Orguny Abram. I will never forget the 3-year nightmare of endless wandering,
hunger, cold, which left me disabled.
Now I ask God to never again let the echo of war to ring out.
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Barabak (Berenstein) Evgenia
I was born October 15, 1927 in the village of Rashkov, Kamensky district. My family consisted of my father Berenstein
Azril, and my mother Tselikman-Berenstein. Both were born
in 1896.
When the war started, we had no time to evacuate. We
were immediately robbed, the house was burned, and my
father with 40 other men was tied and thrown into the Dniester River by the Germans and Romanians. We were chased
away: my mother, me, 11 years old, my second sister Ada, 7 years old, and the little
one (born in 1941) she was just 6 months old. Thus began our unbearable torment.
We learned that at Kodyma railway station you can get on a train, but we were on
foot, naked, barefoot, and starving. We've reached the railway. There the Germans
were brutally murdering all the Jews. The men were immediately rounded up at the
square and forced to dig a pit, they were shot there. We ran away during the night
and got to camp Bershad.
We were all rounded up in an unﬁnished building of a bathhouse, we heard the
cries of the dying people, children were dying in the arms of their parents, and some
even had to give birth in this horror. My mother was able to bribe a Romanian,
and we ran away, but on the way the Germans caught us again and returned us to
another camp. I forgot its name, we were tortured there for a long time, and suddenly we heard that there is a ghetto in Rybnitsa, where one can live. Our exhausted
mother with the baby in her arms, barely alive, went out at night, along with another family. It was dark, cold – and we walked, the other family got away from us,
we could not walk so fast. We walked alone through some woods, and in order for
the Germans not to know about the baby, my mother made holes in the bag, and
when Germans were walking by, I would carry this bag on my back, so the Germans
would not have guessed that there is a baby with us. My legs were getting weak, my
sister Ada wept, her feet were sore, she was asking mother to stop to rest, but it was
impossible. Rybnitsa was still far away, we were fed by Ukrainians, who threw us
chunks of polenta at the ﬁelds.
As long as I live, I can't forget one incident. The little one was already barely
alive. There was nothing to feed the baby, we would press raw beet juice into her
mouth with a spoon, when one Ukrainian woman came up to us, and said that living nearby there's a good family, they have no children, and they want to secretly
take the baby girl. Mother said, let's give her up, for she will die anyway, and if I
stay alive – I remember this village, I will get her back. And I went with my mother
to the woman, and as she was about to pick the baby up, the baby began to cry, as if

318

saying, don't give me away. My mother hugged her and said, no, I cannot give her
up, whatever happens to us, shall be her fate as well.
And so we got to the Rybnitsa ghetto. When we arrived, no one would let us into
the house. The Jews, who had no residence permit, were being taken back to the
camp. But there was an order to cancel the camps, and to take people to Germany
to the gas chambers. And so we were left in the ghetto, living in a small room with
two families; I was immediately taken with my mother to work, pulling stretchers
with stones, building a monument for Antonescu. We had to sew white patches on
our torn, dirty clothes, so it was evident that we are Jews. We loaded wood, wheat,
seeds. A Romanians stood and watched us so we won't take some with us. For six
months, I worked in the ﬁelds, in the autumn my feet got red, swollen, but I had to
keep working, otherwise they would kill me. Two sisters took me in – aunt Hinya
and aunt Sosya: "Girl, we feel sorry for you, let's work together". I remember their
surname – Buryi.
I also remember how the colony warden came to check on the workers. One
woman took a minute's rest. He told one policeman to punish her with 25 rods. She
was half-dead.
Then in March 1943 we were released by the partisans, and we couldn't believe
that they were our soldiers. Mom and I knitted socks for soldiers and used the money to buy bread. And so we grew up and survived. All of us received an education:
I – as an accountant and economist, both my sisters are doctors. Mom taught us
a lot. Both sisters worked at the Children's Hospital of Kishinev. My mother lived
with us till the age of 95. We very much appreciate her care and devotion.
I wasn't lucky in my life: my husband and I divorced when my son was 2 years
old. I never married again, but I dedicated myself to my mother. My son also lives
in Ashdod; he has a good wife and a daughter. My sister Ada is sick; she lives with
her family in Ashdod. Maya, who was 6 months old, lives in Rishon Lezion with her
son. Her eldest grandson is named after our mother. My son was named after my
father. We've survived; we live in our holy land, asking God for good health, and
peace for the state of Israel. I could write a lot more, because my memory is good,
Baruch Hashem, I write, read and compose in Yiddish – my mother's tongue.
I wish for all the Jews to be healthy and enjoy a peaceful sky!
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Bronnberg Haim
I was born on 06.07.1922 in the city of Kishinev. At the beginning of the war we were drafted into the army, they did
not have time to give us uniforms and we were taken to the
recruitment oﬃce in Dubossary.
We came under bombing, and we were taken to a kolkhoz
to harvest. I drove a cart with grain to an elevator, but the
Germans came close to the farm, and we were to be evacuated of the east. The farmers have begun to return home to
their families, and I they said to me – take a cart and ﬂee, and I got to the city of
Berdyansk on the Sea of Azov, but Germans were already there.
I was put in a convoy with the local Soviet soldiers. Then we were locked in a
barn, where it was impossible to even turn around. The 5 of us decided to ﬂee. We
climbed over the barbed wire and ran to the bomb shelter, but I and another soldier
were caught and returned. We were severely beaten with a handle of a revolver. We
were put in a barn, facing the wall on our knees, and were about to be shot. But
they didn't kill us and led us to the kitchen, and said not to feed us, taking away our
bowlers, but I had a metal mug, I went to the kitchen, wiped the blood from my face,
turned my away, so the chef won't recognize me, and I got some broth in the cup of
some on my hands. The Germans have begun to ﬁlter the prisoners. They hung a
large map, asking everyone where are they from. If one named a city, occupied by
Germans, they were taken to one side, and if not – to another. I said that I was from
Kotovsk, and they started asking me where exactly I lived, and one soldier shouted
at them – Leave him be, every living soul wants to live. They began to call us up one
by one to a room. There they asked me for my name and surname. I replied – Petro
Bondarenko. They gave me a pass and I was let go along with others.
We got to a village, but it was necessary to register. We spent the night there,
and in the morning went to register in the village council, and one policeman had
guessed that I was Jewish, but the other policeman forced him to remain silent.
I came to Nikolaev. Crossing the bridge was forbidden, but we found a man who
made it possible to spend the night at his place, and said that early in the morning his daughter will get us to the other side on a rowboat. We were helped by a
Pole and a Romanian. They gave us a loaf of bread and released us. With me was
a wounded soldier. I walked to Kishinev. People would help me with some food,
though realizing that I was a Jew. I wandered around and ended up in the Rybnitsa
ghetto, where we worked, building highways. I began to suﬀer from pain in my legs,
developing abscesses. We were there until the Red Army liberated us. I was drafted
into the Red Army, where I served until 1946. Later I've worked as a builder.
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Greenberg Semyon
I was born on February 14, 1928 in the village of Izvor of the
Orhei district in Moldova.
At the beginning of the war evacuation was held, but the
Germans were advancing rapidly, and we found ourselves on
the occupied territory, wandering for a month and a half,
hiding in the forests and the cornﬁelds, and then moved towards the city of Rybnitsa (Ukraine). It is here that we were
in the ghetto (from September 1941). I was then 13 years
old. I worked at various jobs in the ghetto: the railway station, the sugar factory, on
the construction of the park.
On March 8, 1942 all the inhabitants of the ghetto were brought to the square
to be shot, but at the last minute came the order from "above", and this action was
canceled as free labor was needed. In the ghetto, I lost a lot of close relatives; fortunately, I, my sister and my parents stayed alive.
On March 18, 1944 all the Jews of Bessarabia and Bukovina were evacuated, we
marched in columns toward the city of Beltzi (Bessarabia), but we were freed by
the advancing Red Army. On March 26, 1944 we have returned to our homeland
in Izvory.
In 1947 I graduated from high school and in the same year I enrolled in the medical school in Kishinev. I graduated, became a surgeon, and then for many years was
the head physician. I worked until the last day, when I retired. Since January 19,
1995 I live in Israel, all these years – in the city of Ashdod.
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Gruzmarg Alexander
In September 1943, an order came from the gendarmerie to
the ghetto Rybnitsa to collect 100 male prisoners to be sent
to the labor camp. 80 people were gathered, and sent immediately to a concentration camp in the village of Varvarovka,
Odessa region, and from there they were transported to the
city for the construction of a bridge over the River Bug. To
complete the quota, 20 teenagers were captured, including
me. We were brought to the camp in Varvarovka, Odessa
region. And from there we were taken to Nikolaev. The camp premises were barracks, surrounded by barbed wire, guarded by Vlasov soldiers. Near the Nikolskaya
Street, descending to the crossing of the Bug River, to the village of Varvarovka,
on the right side of the crossing were workshops, a sawmill, cabins, driveways, etc.
Wood beam rafts were brought to this bridge alloy. Every morning we were forced
to roll the wood ashore. We would separate the beam from the raft, throw rope on
both its sides, and 2 groups of 10 people would pull the rope – wet and plastered
with sand, in the cold, without gloves, roll the logs out to the beach, and pile them
up.
November 7, 1943 was a Sunday. We weren't taken to work that day. At 11
o'clock in the morning 2 trucks drove into the camp. Two SS men, with skulls and
crossbones on their caps, demanded to line everybody up in the yard of the camp
in columns of 5. One SS man counted people from the beginning of the column –
14 rows. They opened the gate, and everyone was put in the trucks. Soon we saw
that the trucks took us to the Nikolaev jail. They counted us again on arrival and it
turned out that there were 71 people. The SS man said, "We got one extra", – and
laughed. Another SS man said that it’s just enough for one magazine of his machine
gun. Everybody was taken to a cell on the second ﬂoor, and told to wait for future
orders. In the evening, they opened the cell door: "Get out!", and everyone was
chased running outside, where we were again lined up in rows of 5. One prisoner
named Misha (he was from Kamenka) – dropped his hat to the ground while running. An SS man with a whip demanded: "Whose cap is this?" Misha ran up and
grabbed his hat, and the SS man slashed hin with his whip all the way back to the
row.
We were led out the gate, where there were the same two trucks. They opened
the back side: "Get on!" Everyone got in, and I could not push myself up into the
truck, as I was short. The SS man said, "Oh, you stinking dog, you're still down
here?" – and he whipped me on the head. Then two men grabbed me from above
by the arms and pulled me inside. Soon we saw the familiar Nikolskaya Street, and
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stopped at the gate of the camp. "Get down!" – they opened the gate, and all of us
went back to the barracks.
Two hours later the camp commander came to the barracks, and said that he immediately called the front-fuehrer, and complained that there’s so much more work
to be done, and his people are taken away to be shot. And so he ordered to retrieve
the prisoners, thanks to him we were still alive, he's like our second father, and that
we should pray for his health.
Let this never happen again!

Krivoy Olga
I was born in Ribnitsa in March of 1930. My parents: father
– Genipel Simcha Toyvovich, before the war he worked as
a shoemaker in Ribnitsa, mother – Genipel Rosa Berkovna,
was a housewife.
After the war, I worked as a nurse.
We are approaching a momentous date in history – 60
years since World War II. I and people of my generation remember with great emotion and heartache the years of inhuman suﬀering (being 12 years of age), that fell on our fragile child shoulders.
Our only fault was that we were born Jews, and for that we did not have the right
to live, and eventually, have been exterminated. I can cite many examples of abuse
that have been used by the occupation authorities towards the ghetto inmates. I
want to remind everyone living today, of the suﬀering we endured as small children
in the ghetto, homeless, suﬀering from cold, hunger and infectious diseases. We
would be severely punished for the slightest violation of the curfew. In one such
case the Nazi-monsters caught and shot several teenagers, 12 to15 years of age.
I wake up from nightmares caused by the traumas that remain from the war, and
I think what a price we’ve paid for the victory over evil, and that the horrors of war
can never be forgotten. We constantly have to educate our children, grandchildren,
and great-grandchildren.
Let the bright memory of all those who died in the concentration camps, ghetto
remain forever in the hearts of present and future generations!
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Litvak Naum
I was born in Rybnitsa, MSSR in July of 1937. My childhood
passed, like all my peers, – playing games, surrounded by
love and happiness.
My father, Yeﬁm Kopelevich Litvak, was a shoemaker, my
mother Olga Naumovna Litvak was a collective farm worker.
On the outskirts of Rybnitsa there was a collective farm that
was called the Jewish kolkhoz, because 90% of the Jewish
population of Rybnitsa worked there. My mother worked in
the cattle farm, her brother, Shloyme was the foreman of the grape brigade, mother's sister's husband was the accountant, etc. They lived quietly and happily, like all
Jews of this beautiful town.
In 1941 the war broke out! For us boys, it was marked by the fact that playing,
we started using the words "Fascists" and "Red" or "Soviet", but the game went on!
And one day of August there were Germans, Romanians and Italians in the city. It
was the end of our childhood games. The Germans settled in our house, and we
evicted to the barn. We, the children admired the German gear: portable kerosene
stoves and burners, powdered soups, ﬁzzy drinks, sweets, chocolate, etc. I remember such a case: my brother, he was one and a half years old, came out into the
yard. In the yard there were several Germans, all of them were constantly chewing
something, and we stared at them with hungry eyes. One of them threw my brother
a candy. Brother picked it up – it was empty, nothing but a wrapper, and of course,
he began to cry. The German turned and kicked my brother with his boot.
Then there was the ghetto. It was worse. Hunger, cold and constant fear. Exiting
the ghetto was allowed 2 times a week and not later than 11 in the morning. People
went out and sold or exchanged anything they had time to take with them from
home. One day, when exiting the ghetto was forbidden, two men quietly got out
of the ghetto and headed to the market – they were immediately shot down before
our eyes.
I remember brawls between children over a rotten apple, over a stale crust of
bread. Antonescu, ruler of Romania, decided to put a monument in Rybnitsa in the
form of high quadrangular columns with portraits of himself on all four sides. The
women were put to char stones, and the men were sent to the death camp "Varvarovka", almost all of them never returned. After the war, we, the boys enjoyed ﬁring
from slingshots at the portraits of Mr. Antonescu.
In the end of March, shortly before the liberation of Rybnitsa, the Kalmyks, as
they were then called, raided the town. We did not know who they really were, but
they indulged in looting, violence and rape. The ghetto scattered overnight. We
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were sheltered by a Moldovan named Georgi Plugar, we were hiding under the
summer kitchen.
March 30, 1944 was the liberation day of Rybnitsa. We went out into the street.
Brother had to go "number two", and he ran to the far corner of the garden. As
soon as he sat down, a shell landed right beside him! Luckily, it did not explode!
After a while, the owner Georgi Plugar decided to see what is it and just as he
took a couple of steps back and the shell exploded, Georgi was slightly injured.
This was the end of the war for us, but not the end of its consequences. The war
ended for me with pneumonia, dimming in the left lung, and long years of treatment and torture to this day.
Then it was school, college, and work. In 1990, I immigrated to Israel with my
family, where we live to this day. My family consists of a wife, two children, and
three grandchildren. I survived two heart attacks, an open heart surgery – that's the
result of the war! Yet one must live and we will go on living!

Miller Sarah
I was born on 12.19.1926, in Moldova (town of Falesti) in a
working class family.
My father Pinchevsky Srul was born in 1897 in Faleshty.
My mother Pinchevsky Hanna was born in 1893 in
Faleshty, she was a homemaker and raised ﬁve children.
Our family lived in Faleshty. In 1934, I started going to
school. In 1941, the war broke out. In August 1941, upon the
invasion of the Germans, all of us left our home. We walked
on foot for days and nights. My mother and my brother were soon killed by the
Germans during an air bombing; I was left with my father, continuing to move on.
Soon we were caught by the enemy, and driven to the Rybnitsa ghetto. We stayed
there from 1941 to 1944. My father worked. I also worked on the construction of
the park (dragging stone) and all sorts of other unbearable labor. I was subjected to
great humiliation and suﬀering.
I witnessed a terrible massacre. In 1944, when the Germans were retreating, they
set ﬁre to a military camp, all and everything turned to ashes, only one man survived hiding in the chimney. I pray so this does not happen again ever.
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Portnoy Vladimir
Before the war (June 22, 1941), our family (me, my mother, younger brother and sister, and our grandparents – my
mother's parents) lived in the village of Zybulevka in the
Dubosarov region (Moldavian SSR). By the beginning of the
war father wasn’t with us. He was shot for treason in 1938 by
a verdict of a NKVD troika during Stalin's repressions.
When the war broke out I was at my aunt’s (my father's
sister) in Rybnitsa (Moldavian SSR). Somewhere in the middle of July 1941, we, I, my aunt with a small child, the grandparents (my father's
parents who also lived in Rybnitsa) rode a cart out of Rybnitsa for the purpose of
evacuation. We reached the town of Krasnye Okna of the Odessa region (Ukrainian
SSR). There we came under bombing, during which the horse was killed. We had to
stay in Krasnye Okna, looking for transportation for further evacuation; there we
were captured by the Nazis in the beginning of August of
941. For two weeks we were hiding in the vicinity of Krasnye Okna, as at this
time there were mass executions of Jews. In the second half of August, we returned
to Rybnitsa, after learning that there is a Jewish ghetto. Rybnitsa center was burned
down. Jews were forced to clear the ashes, on the ground that was intended for the
Antonesku park.
In early September all Jews of Zybulevka (including my mother and siblings,
and my grandparents) were taken to the town of Dubossary and shot. I found this
out from Rybnitsa villagers who came to the ghetto. During these ﬁrst days of September we were joined in the Rybnitsa ghetto by another aunt (another of father's
sisters) with my uncle and two children from the village of Zhura, Rybnitsa district.
The children stayed with us, and my aunt and uncle decided to return to Zhura for
their belongings. We never saw them again. As we learned later, they, too, were
taken to Dubossary and shot.
It was still the beginning of September, when the order came – all old people
must gather on the square with belongings. We did not know why. We (me, my aunt
with a child and my two cousins – brother and sister) decided to come along with
our grandparents. The gendarmes accompanied the column of Jews in an unknown
direction. Those who lagged behind were immediately shot. A few days later we
arrived at the village of Yasenovo, Ananiev district, Odessa region. At the center of
the village was a square (former collective farm) with a well, surrounded by barbed
wire. We were rounded up in this square. There were many Jews. They ordered everyone to sit down. No one was allowed to get up. Those who tried to get close to the
well got shot. We were not fed or given water. Sometimes drunken oﬃcers would
“fool around”, shooting people at point blank range. Soon people began to die of
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\thirst, hunger and cold (the nights were getting cold). The only this that kept us
going was that sometimes at night we managed to climb over the barbed wire and
bring some water from a stream that ﬂowed nearby. Occasionally, at night as well,
it was possible to exchange with the locals (who, under the cover of darkness, approached the fence) and get a couple of potatoes, a beet, a piece of bread. It started
to rain. There was nowhere to hide. We sat in the open air. People were dying. The
dead were stripped naked, loaded onto carts and taken out to the tank ditches (near
the village) and buried there.
The ﬁrst to die was grandfather. Others were severely depleted. Somewhere at
the end of October 1941 some local woman, for promised valuables, took my aunt
and cousin under cover of darkness out from the guarded area. Some people died,
others were brought in their place. By early December, we were hardly guarded.
And by the end of December – the guard, in general, was removed, since there was
no one to guard. Everyone was dead or half dead, unable to move. In late December,
early in the morning, I left the camp at the insistence of my grandmother (where did
I get the strengths, I do not know, since I’ve been laying for almost a month without
moving), no one else could get up. I decided to get to Rybnitsa ghetto. I was helped
by local residents, some fed me, some allowed warming up, spending the night. On
the way, posing as a Moldavian (I spoke Moldovan well).
I got to Rybnitsa. There I found my aunt and cousin. By the time my aunt had
received the news that her husband was killed at the front. She met a man in the
ghetto (Isrul Boyarsky), who worked as a tailor. Neither I nor my aunt and my
cousin were registered in the lists of the ghetto. The ghetto warden demanded us
for gold or other valuables; otherwise he threatened to hand us over to the gendarmerie. There was a real threat to get shot. Isrul Boyarsky actually saved us from
death. First of all, he helped us ﬁnancially, and then we were registered in the Rybnitsa ghetto under his name. He and my aunt married. And I with my cousin were
considered their children. So I temporarily took the name Boyarsky. It was sometime in February 1942. So we lived in Rybnitsa ghetto.
In 1944, during the retreat, the Romanians decided to take away the Jews of Bessarabia with them to Romania. Isrul Boyarsky was a native of Bessarabia (town of
Rezina – close to Rybnitsa, but on the right bank of the Dniester River). Together
with him, we were among the Jews who were sent to Romania.
On March 28, 1944 we, a column of Jews, were marched on the ice across the
Dniester River and sent on foot in the direction of Romania. One night a couple of
dozen people escaped from the guards, including my aunt, uncle and sister. I did
not succeed. And I got to the city of Lesy (Romania), where I was assigned to an
orphanage for Jewish children from Bessarabia under the name Boyarsky. It was
at the beginning of April 1944. The Red Army was advancing, and some time later
I was moved to an orphanage in the city of Fokshany and then to Buzeu for the
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purpose of sending us to Palestine under the banner of the "Red Cross". Around
June 1944, a batch of children went to Palestine on three steamers sailing from the
Konstantsa port. As I later found out from the newspapers – two of the three ships
were sunk. The others did not have time to be sent.
On August 6, 1944 the Red Army liberated Buzeu. I with a friend escaped from
the orphanage and began making my way back to Rybnitsa. On September 12,
1944, I returned to Rybnitsa, where I found my aunt. My uncle was in the army
at this time. In September, I went to Zybulevka, and got a certiﬁcate in the village
council, to restore my name Portnoy.

Rosh Isaac
I was born on October 30, 1942 in Rybnitsa, Moldova, where
from 1941 to March 1944 there was a ghetto. I do not remember this time, but I can tell you a lot of stories I heard
from my parents. In 1941, my parents were in the ghetto,
also, for 6 months my father was in a concentration camp
of Varvarovka, where virtually no one would return from.
There he worked on construction of roads and bridges, as
well as other hard labor. A great number of people were shot.
Miraculously surviving, he got to the ghetto. He was hard to recognize, even for his
own relatives. My mother worked at diﬀerent jobs, including unloading wagons at
the station.
I was born in such conditions that my chances of survival were almost zero. I
should be grateful to doctor Naumenko (not a Jew by nationality) who, risking
his life, came at night to the ghetto to treat me, and brought the necessary medicaments. Huge eﬀorts have been made my parents. My father would take a bottle, ﬁll
it with snow, and warmed it against his chest to give me a drink of water.
I could tell you much more, for example, how on March 8th 1942 (according to
my parents) everyone was led to face the ﬁring squad, including my family. But at
the last moment came some high-ranking oﬃcer, who decided to spare their lives
due to the fact that he had heard about the success of the German troops at the
front. Since that day, for my family March 8th is our second birthday.
On March 26, 1944 Soviet troops liberated the ghetto.
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Reznik (Rimboym) Raisa
I was born on May 30, 1938 in the city of Rybnitsa, Moldavian SSR. Father: Rimboym Alexei Yeﬁmovich, born on
February 21, 1914 in Rybnitsa Moldavian SSR. He died on
Jan. 5, 1997 in Israel.
Mother: Rimboym – Garbuz – Fania Alterovna, was born
on October 10, 1915 in Rybnitsa Moldavian SSR. She died
on Dec. 15, 1984 in Rybnitsa.
The outbreak of war in 1941 caught us in Rybnitsa, and
my parents, relatives, fellow countrymen have decided to evacuate. My father was a
soldier in the Finnish War, where he was wounded and shell-shocked. Preparations
were short, and we set oﬀ on carts and on foot – just to make it, but when we got
to Ananiev, the war there was in full swing. Bombing, shooting, murder, complete
turmoil, people did not know what to do and where to go. Bug River was bombed,
the bridge was blown up. My parents decided to go back to Rybnitsa, but it was not
so easy to reach, all around us they bombed, killed, corpses everywhere. When it
got dark, my parents, with me in their arms, embarked on a road, walking in the
ﬁelds and the forests.
We walked for a long time without food, water. While preparing in frenzy I was
dressed in woolen boots and a summer dress, this attire was very uncomfortable in
the month of June, I lagged behind, crying, begging to eat and drink. Father collected dew in the morning, to get me water, while they bombed all around us.
But one day we were detained by the Romanians and taken to their station, and
they abused my parents. Father was ordered to take oﬀ his clothes and boots, and
beaten unconscious, doused with cold water and beaten more, while threatening
to kill him with a gun. Then my mother was told to take me and leave, and to leave
father behind, but she refused, she sat on my father’s lap, sat me in her lap, and
told them to shoot us all. This torture continued for the entire day, I cried a lot,
then they decided to show mercy and give me some food, but I did not want to
take it from their hands, and one of the Romanians took me by the throat and said,
"She has a Stalinist spirit" – and threw me to the ground. Then there appeared a
Magyar in German uniform, whether he had in any rank or not – I do not know,
but he stood up for us and said that if the Romanians won’t release us, he will complain about it to the German commandant. The threat worked, and in the evening
we were released. People, who lived nearby, said that this never happened, that
someone was let out alive. Continuing our hard journey, we got to Rybnitsa, where
there was already a German ghetto. Every day spent in the ghetto – is a story that
is impossible to retell or write down. Fences, barbed wire, being rounded up at the
square several times a day, and every time they would count less people left alive.
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People would be killed for the slightest infraction, thrown into the Dniester, neither
elderly nor children spared. When the bell rang, alerting about the gathering in the
square, I would try to hide somewhere and climbed under the bed, thinking that it
would save me.
At the heart of the ghetto a monument for Antonescu was being built, and before
his arrival the prisoners were forced to crush large stones into small ones and lay
the gravel in lanes where Antonescu’s coach would pass. Prisoners were forced to
climb the trees and shake them and others to collect the leaves oﬀ the ground.
So we spent the entire four years of occupation. When the Soviet troops began to
liberate the territory, and the Germans were retreating, we were hiding at the house
of a Russian family named Bantysh. Their house served as the German headquarters, the Germans listened to reports from the front, and we listened in and knew
where our troops were attacking. Retreating, the Germans drove the prisoners of
war – hungry, naked, exhausted, and at night my mother with the lady of the house
boiled potatoes, beets, corn and threw them to the prisoners of war to pick up.
Helping prisoners of war was punishable by death.
On March 30, 1944 we were liberated, and we continued to live in Rybnitsa. In
1991, we went to Israel, where we live today in Ashdod.
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Chait (Trost) Hayunya
I was in the Rybnitsa ghetto with my parents, who had besides me three other children. With us, there lived a family named Katsap with three children. With us in the same
house was the sister of my mother with three children and
two elderly men, Katsap grandparents. It was very crowded,
and we lived every day afraid to die. We stayed in the ghetto
from the beginning to the end of the war. It is impossible to
describe everything I remember, but I want to tell you about
the 4 days of the German retreat.
The ﬁrst day. The Germans were retreating; we sat up all night with no light,
looking out the window at the moving carts. Suddenly, around 2:00 in the night,
there was a knock at the door, we were afraid to open, but we had no choice. The
Germans broke in, furious; there were 3-4 of them. They began to beat everybody
up, and put all the men in one room. They put a gun in my father’s mouth, and
then my old grandfather fell to his knees, he spoke a little German, and begged
not to shoot him, as he’s got four children. If you did not kill him, you’ll go back
to see your children. And a miracle happened; he didn’t ﬁre, but said: "Don’t lock
the door, we'll be back". But they never returned. And that father said: "We have
to move to another place, it is dangerous here – those didn’t kill us, the next ones
will".
The second day. In the lower part of Rybnitsa lived our relative, and we all moved
quietly to her place, she was bedridden. There was a Russian stove, whoever ﬁt slept
above it, father made him a place under the large bed. At night there was a knock at
the back door, it was the SS, narrow-eyed men, saying that they are Kalmyks, Germans collaborators, they spoke Russian. All night in front of everyone, they raped
the women. One approached my mother, she pinched the baby, he began to cry and
the man left her alone. My mother smeared my face with soot and whispered in my
ear: "Roll in a ball, don’t let them notice you".
Day Three. Dad decided that here it was too dangerous. He found a Russian family outside the ghetto; they have agreed to shelter us. All of us slept in one bed ﬁtting across it: mother, father and four children. The Katsap mother and sister found
another shelter. At night here too there was a knock. The Germans rushed in, they
wanted to get warm; they drank schnapps, and then fell asleep. Mom whispered
to my father that he should hide while they sleep, so he quietly made his way into
the yard, found a barn and stayed there for the entire night. In the morning, thank
God, their convoy moved on, they left us, nobody was hurt. My mother looked like
a Moldavan, and we were hidden away.
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Day Four. Dad found a Russian family, they lived far away from the place where
the carts were moving, and they gave us shelter. At night we heard shooting. Apparently, across the house, there was a prison with political prisoners, the Germans
poured gasoline and set ﬁre to the building in all directions, and ﬁred from machine guns, shooting people who jumped out through the windows. We watched
it all night through the window, heard people screaming, heard the shooting and
watched as people were burned alive.
In the morning carts appeared on the road, we saw men with riﬂes, dressed in
jerseys, they were the partisans.
Father jumped into the street shouting: "Our boys, our boys!", My mother ran
after him, shouting, "Come back, it’s a provocation". But, thank God, they turned
out to be ours after all. We went back to our house; there were soldiers in each
house, after the partisans the Russian troops arrived. Russian songs could be heard
everywhere, accompanied by the sounds of harmonica. Every soldier was hugged
and kissed. We’ve never been happier.
I’ve told only about 4 days of what we've been through, but to describe 3 years,
one book is not enough.
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Ehrlich (Becker) Zina
Born in 1921, August 20 Rybnitsa Rybnitsa district of the
Moldavian SSR. I was in the Rybnitsa ghetto from August
1941 to March 1944.
The ghetto was a separate area where the prisoners lived;
it was guarded day and night by German and Romanian soldiers. Ghetto prisoners were not allowed to go outside of this
area, once a week we were allowed to enter the market for 2
hours, but if a prisoner was 5 minutes late, the soldiers took
them and led away, and that person would never be seen again. Such was a case of
8 prisoners who were 5 minutes late and never returned to the ghetto.
The bell rang, and it meant that all the prisoners must go to the square. When
everyone gathered, we heard the order that we are to be sent for temporary work.
One party going of people is going today, and the rest tomorrow, we are free to
choose when to go. Many decided to go today to secure a good place. My sisters and
I decided to go tomorrow.
People gathered their belongings, and under German escort they were taken out
of the ghetto, then locked in a barn, and at night kicked out of the barn, out of town,
walking across ﬁelds and forests, until eventually everyone died, no one returned.
On the second day they prepared two groups of prisoners. Early in the morning everybody went to the square, but the headman declared that the order was
canceled. Soldiers constantly came to check whether all the prisoners go to work.
In two houses women were found, they were taken to the area where people were
working, and received 25 whips, they could not walk home after that.
One day in the early morning the bell rang, everyone must go to the square: the
elderly, the young and the children. Anxiety spread among the prisoners – why so
early, and why with the children. When gathered in the square the selection began.
Old people were placed separately, young children separately, middle age separately. Our family had 3 sisters and a 4 year old boy, and we were all placed separately,
everyone was worried, children were crying, an armed convoy by each column,
talking to each other was not allowed; we were standing and waiting, thinking that
all of us are going to die. The headman appeared and read out an order, that on this
day all the prisoners of the ghetto were to be executed, but the order was canceled.
Everyone was crying of happiness, overjoyed.
In the ghetto, I became ill with typhus. That was in 1941, already in late autumn,
the ﬁelds were already covered with snow. Prisoners were sent from the ghetto to
the farm to clean corn. One of my sisters and I got also included in this list. On the
ﬁrst day we worked in the cold, with no warm clothes or shoes, sitting on the cold
ground, and that night I had a high fever, a rash appeared. Three more women
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became sick. In the morning we had to be taken home on a cart. The typhoid was
rampant. There were no hospitals for Jews; there was no medication, the homes
were cold. They allocated a separate room for the sick. Very many people have died;
many have survived, including me.
One day the prisoners were sent from the ghetto to unload coal. Everyone tried
to go because it was an opportunity to gain a bucket of coal; I also took a bucket
and went out. I do not know why, but the guard did not want to take me, I ran
forward, he chased me until I fell, smashing my knees and hands, and he gave me a
lash that I could feel for a long time, and I had to go back home empty-handed, and
for a while, I was inconsolable.
Rybnitsa had a prison for Jewish Communists and for people who were hiding in
the villages and came to Rybnitsa when the ghetto already existed.
On the last night, when the Red Army liberated Rybnitsa, this prison was burned
down along with its inmates. One man managed to escape, he jumped through the
window into the street and managed to hide in the toilet, so he survived and still
lives to this day. On the second day my sisters and I went to the jail, helping to collect the remains, and we also went to the funeral. That's what fascism really is.
During the war in Rybnitsa we started to build a church. For that purpose two
rows of houses were demolished to get stone for the construction. The ghetto prisoners were forced to transfer the stones to a speciﬁed location.
Once I with another girl was carrying stone on a stretcher. We loaded the stretcher and carried it, when suddenly a guard caught up with us from behind, and, saying
nothing, gave us both a whip on the legs. We did not understand why, we dropped
the stretcher, and behind us the German was laughing and shouting that we loaded
too little stones.
Each passing day I thanked God that we were not killed. Every day I have been
waiting for death, in constant hunger, cold and fear. The humiliation, the necessity
to kneel before anyone, to be afraid of everybody – all because I'm Jewish.
There is so much more to tell. If I was to write everything that we have experienced in the ghetto during the period of 1941-1944, I could write and write and
write entire books. And now, when I start to think about the war, I cannot believe
that I could survive and go through so much fear, hunger and suﬀering.
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In the Savran ghetto about 100 people were killed.

Blyakher (Shilman) Sheyndlya
I was born in the town of Savran, Odessa region. Before the
war, many Jews lived the town.
Savran was a very picturesque location, between the conﬂuence of two rivers: the Bug river and Savranka. About a
kilometer from the city of Savran were forests. (The partisan
struggle in the woods of Savran was described in the book
"Partisan spark"). The downside was the lack of a railway in
Savran. To get to Odessa and other cities, we had to go 40
km on carts (horses) to the station of Zaplazy. With the beginning of the war this
turned out to be fatal for many people, including our family.
Before the war my father worked in Savransky Industrial Factory as a smith, my
mother was a housewife. In the family, except for me, there were two older brothers.
When my father came to his supervisor (incidentally, a Jew) to request horses to
get to the station, he told my father to come the next morning, and promised to give
him a cart for our family. The next morning, he had vanished. The factory had one
car – a lorry. During the night, all bosses and their families have left on this lorry.
My father was simply deceived by the supervisor.
Time was lost; we decided to go to the station on foot. But we had to return after
making half the way, as it became known that the station was already occupied by
the Nazis. Few had time to leave Savran, most Jews stayed. The ﬁrst weeks of the
war there was a bombing, from which we were hiding in the thickets of trees, away
from home.
In early September 1941, the Germans entered Savran. It was rainy and cold. On
the main street, opposite the cinema and the District Party Committee, there was a
huge puddle. The Nazis gathered 30 Jewish men, including my older brother, drove
them to the puddle, made them wallow like pigs, and then drove them to the river
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Bug, making them go into cold water in their clothes. Fortunately, later they were
let go. This "procedure" had severe consequences of on my brother's health.
Much to the happiness of Savran residents, the Nazis quickly left, handing power
to the Romanian occupation authorities. So we were in the Romanian zone of occupation, and it saved us from being shot.
In late September, the remaining Jews including all of us were rounded up on one
street, this street was fenced with wire, and no one was allowed to go beyond this
street, except those who were taken under police escort to perform various labors.
This was the ﬁrst time I heard the word "ghetto". All of us were in the ghetto, surrounded by barbed wire. We lived in terrible distress, 10 families in each house.
There was not enough food or water. But this was not the end of our trials. At
the insistence of the local population (many of whom have become policemen and
headmen) in early December 1941, when the cold and the snow began, all the Jews
were expelled from their homes once again, put on carts and taken to the town of
Obodovka, Vinnitsa region.
I remember people were running after the carts (our former neighbors, acquaintances, the Ukrainians), and tearing from our hands the small parcels that we were
allowed to take with us. Along the way, from the villages we passed, people ran with
big sticks, beating on whoever they could get.
We were not allowed in Obodovka itself, the local population was against it.
While it was unclear – what to do with us – we spent a few more days and nights
sitting in the ﬁeld in the carts. It was very cold, we lit bonﬁres, warming up, and
there was no food. The local Romanian authorities could not decide what to do with
us for a long time, since there were no orders concerning the Ukrainian Jews.
On the ﬁeld, away from the town of Obodovka was kolkhoz farm. There were
two large barns on two sides with no doors. Between them was a silo.
These barns held the Romanian Jews who were expelled from Romania by an
order of Antonescu. The stables were packed with people. They were suﬀering from
cold and hunger. Many have died, and their bodies were thrown into the silo. Since
we were already brought, one barn was freed. The Romanian Jews occupied one
barn and we were put in the other. It's terrifying to recollect what went on afterwards. The terrible cold, freezing winds around the barn, the outside was warmer.
Dirt, lice and starvation. The Jews of Savran began to die. People began to ﬂee –
wherever they could. Father gave a local farmer his wedding ring, and he drove us
to Bershad. On our way, looking around was horrifying. On both sides of the road
there were frozen corpses of people.
We arrived in Bershad in the evening. Mom found a friend of her brother's,
and he gave us shelter. I remember the owner's name was Ruhale, she baked small
breads and sold it at the Jewish market. We did not have German Marks or Romanian money, and for one piece of bread mom gave her wedding ring. That same
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night I had a fever, I fell ill with typhus. I do not remember whether it was typhoid or typhus. And what's the diﬀerence? Ruhale began to chase us away. She
was afraid of being infected, and said that in the morning we must leave. The next
morning my mother went to look for housing. A family, who had a large house felt
sorry for us. But there were already Jews from other towns in the house, who were
in the German zone of occupation, and who managed to escape. Those who did not
were shot.
We were given a corner in the house, while I was unconscious, delirious. During
the time that I was sick, my older brother died, aﬀected by swimming in the cold
waters of river Bug and the freezing journey to Bershad. There was no medical assistance, and he died of pneumonia.
I brieﬂy came to my senses and asked for onions, but my mother had none: there
was no money or valuables to buy them. My ravings were heard by the owners' son
Misha. At night, he got into the basement of their house and brought me some onions. I ate all of the onions without any bread, and in the morning my temperature
dropped. Misha then began to bring me a piece of bread, or a cube of sugar. Misha
has saved me from death, and I began to recover. I shall always remember it, never
forget my savior. May he rest in peace (he died at the front in 1944; he was the only
son in the family).
In January 1942, my father died of starvation. No one needed a blacksmith,
and he could do nothing else. I remember a sleigh driving every morning to every
house, and taking out the dead. The corpses were thrown on top of each other and
taken out of the city into a common grave. So my brother and my father were taken
away. And they lie in a common grave in Bershad.
When it became warm, my mother would leave me with my second brother at
nights, making her way on foot to Savran, where good people gave her money and
food.
We have lived in Bershad up to September of 1943. Representatives of the Romanian authorities from Savran came to Bershad, and began to take Savran Jews
who were trained in crafts, in order to bring them back to Savran. Since my mother
was able to sew, we were added to the list. In Savran they didn't let us return to our
own homes, but placed us out of town, across the river Savranka, and later we were
again herded into a ghetto. We were there up to April of 1944. During this time
there have been many tragic events, but there's not enough paper to describe it all.
On April 24, 1944 Savran was liberated from the invaders. How it went – is a
diﬀerent story. Everyone returned to their homes. However, our house was gone.
We were told by the neighbors that the local headman took apart our house for ﬁrewood, and he lived in a neighboring house that belonged to a Jew named Zingerman. Later the headman was caught, tried and sentenced 25 years. We were left
with nothing – no family, no roof over our heads. We wandered for a long time,
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staying in other people's quarters, while my mother earned money to purchase a
small house.
In April, my second brother was drafted into the army, and in December 1944 he
was killed at the front.
One could tell a lot about our hard life, about the great famine in the Ukraine
after the war. About how the neighbors saved me from starving to death again, although at that time it was hard for everyone. The main thing we were free.
In 1953 I graduated from 10 grades of school in Savran. I married and moved
with my husband to Tajikistan, Dushanbe. Immediately I went to work, while graduating in absentia from the State University in Dushanbe. My mother died in 1982.
Out of our large family, I was left alone, and I began to create a family of my own. I
have two sons, two granddaughters and two grandsons.
We arrived in Israel in 1993. For 9 years we lived in Bat-Yam. Now we are living
in a hostel in Ashdod. All is well, as long as we got our health.
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Fleischer Naum
I was about 1.5 years old, when on the fourth day of the war
the Germans entered the small Belarusian town of Slutsk. I
cannot be a witness to those terrible events, but my chances
to be killed during those events were no smaller, and in some
cases even bigger than the adults'. Our family fully endured
the horrors of the ghetto: abuse, massacres and executions.
That's what my mother told me about one of them. On a cold
day in October 1941, soul tearing cries of women, machine
gun ﬁre and single shots were heard in the town square, where surrounded by a
death squad, the police and raging attack dogs, the residents of the ghetto were
waiting for their turn to die. Among the crowd, holding me in her arms, on shaky
legs, was my mother. Pressed to my mother's legs, seeking protection, were my
three older brothers. All of us cried from fear, hunger and cold. With her free hand
mother was stroking the heads of my brothers, saying: "Weep, my children, weep
away. Soon your eyes will shut forever, and you will cry no longer" The wait was not
long. But something went wrong in the well-functioning German death machine.
The action of murder of defenseless Jews was temporarily postponed. 55 years
later, looking through a collection of documents stored in the "Yad Vashem" Institute, published in 1991 under the name "Soviet Jews during the German occupation
(1941-1944)", on pages 145-147, I read a report of Carle the Gebietskommissar of
the city of Slutsk, to the General Commissioner of Belarus V. Kube from October
30, 1941 titled: "Concerning actions of extermination of the Jews of Slutsk". In his
report he wrote: "As for the action, I should mention that it is borderline sadism ...
and it is held on the outskirts of the city ...".
So that is why we were saved! Carle demanded that the killing be moved away
from the city. They had to dig new pits, and this took time. By the evening male
artisans who were taken away for unloading railway wagons returned to the ghetto.
They saw the dead bodies on the streets of the ghetto, litter, broken or open windows and doors of houses, and realized that the worst had happened. The men
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rushed out of the ghetto, but were chased away from the closed gate by shots and
screams. My father didn’t run to the gate, but to a hole in the fence and out of
the ghetto. Openly, he came to the square, where he found us alive in the thinned
crowd, and turned to the gendarmes with a request to let his wife and children go.
The gendarmes grabbed my father and began to push him into the crowd. The noise
drew the attention of an oﬃcer, who ordered my father to approach, leafed through
his papers with disgust, and suddenly ordered the guards to let go of him and the
whole family.
– Let them live for a while – he said with a grin. What caused the Nazi to make
such a decision? Perhaps the executioner was fed up with Jewish blood, or he liked
the desperate courage of my father, and maybe something human awakened in him?
But my parents could ponder about that later, at that moment, afraid that the oﬃcer
might change his mind, father picked up some of the children in his arms, took him
wife’s hand, and accompanied by barking dogs, we ran from that terrible place.
Pogroms were being repeated with increasing frequency. The inhabitants of our
home would hide in the so-called "malina" – a pit dug by my father under the ﬂoor
of the house. And in case I should cry and give everyone away, someone of our
family, at the demand of the neighbors, carried a cushion, so to suﬀocate me in case
of danger.
In the early summer of 1942 rumors spread through the streets of the ghetto,
from house to house. Unaccustomed to good news, people whispered to each other
that in the swampy Naliboksky forests, 80-100 km from Slutsk, there is a partisan
group, and that this squad accepts Jews, because their commissar is a Jew. For the
ﬁrst time the doomed people had some hope.
Soon people began to disappear from the ghetto. Some would contact with the
partisans, and then return for their family and friends. Passing through the wire
barrier was dangerous. The Germans ambushed and killed those who attempted
on the spot, or carried out an exemplary execution, with a sign "Partisan" on the
chest of the victim. My father was constantly looking for an opportunity to contact
the partisans. How he did it, I do not know, but one of the days in August of 1942
a peasant with a cart was waiting for us at the edge of the city. Before escaping,
father made an opening in the fence, but we escaped from the opposite side of the
ghetto, where the Germans were not expecting us. In accordance with the archival
certiﬁcate issued by the National Archives of the Republic of Belarus, my father,
Joseph Fleischer, born in 1907 was accepted to the partisan detachment named
after Komarov on September 15, 1942. My mother and I were sent to the village of
Troychany, located in the partisan zone. (I often heard from my parents the name of
the village). For our family it was a new phase of the struggle for survival.
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As soon as we got used to the new situation, the Germans gathered a large force.
They pushed the partisans into the impenetrable swamps, blocking all exit routes.
Few partisans managed to get out alive from the siege.
After the defeat of the detachment we had to hide in a dilapidated cellar. A German oﬃcer lived in the house, kicking our hostess with her 13-year-old son out
to the barn, and we were hiding in the cellar. At night, the hostess’s son helped
us out of the village and into the woods. For a month we lived under the roots of
a fallen tree, feeding on cranberries and roots of marsh plants. We survived only
because the son of the hostess repeatedly risked his life to bring us something of
food and clothing. He also led our father to us. We didn’t think we would ever see
him again.
It was the autumn of 1942. Before the liberation of Belarus from Germans we
had to endure another twenty long months, ﬁlled with many dramatic events. Many
years later, I found the village of Troychany on the map of Belarus, and sought after
the man who used to be that boy. He remembered my father, mother and my brothers Leva, Fima and Grisha’s names. His name is Soyko Nicholai. I also learned that
the farmer, who brought us by cart to the partisans, was his father – Soyko Fedor.
He was a partisan and was killed during the seige. In July 1998, in Minsk, in a solemn ceremony, the Israeli Ambassador to Belarus awarded Soyko Nikolai Fedorovich and his mother Soyko Aksenia(posthumously) with certiﬁcates of Righteous
Gentile.
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Waldman Yacov
I was born on March 28, 1929. In July, the Germans occupied our town. For a year and two months, we as a family
have been in the occupation zone. The Germans drove us to
forced work. All winter I worked harvesting ice in the village
of Sypovka. In the summer, I helped feed the pigs for the
Germans. For this I was given pig bowels, and that was the
entire family’s food. They drove us to work at the collective
farm. We were constantly beaten and abused. On August
20, 1942 in the morning all the Jews were expelled and marched to Murkurilovka,
where we were assigned to local Jewish homes.
On August 21, 1941 in the morning we were gathered at the square, where men
and women were separated. We were taken out of town, about 4 km away, there
4 pits were dug, and we were made to strip naked. Above the pit there were thick
planks, like little bridges, and they began placing10 people at a time on the board,
and shooting them.
When the Germans occupied our territory, they brought refugees from Western
Ukraine and Romania. During the shooting, I was standing next to my father. Next
to us near the pit there were two young men from Romania, and they were saying
to each other, that they should try and get away, as they had nothing to lose. I said
these words to my father, but father refused and said he will not leave the family,
but he oﬀered me to run with them, and said, maybe you will be the one to remain
alive.
I began to run with these guys, gunners sitting in the tree opened ﬁre at us. We
ran for about 100 meters, one of our guys was shot down, and I and the second guy
fell in a sand quarry. Then we went to Kurylivtsi, where there were many young
people left alive by the Germans – cobblers, tailors, etc. I was there for three days.
I met one man who was going to Kopaygorod. I went with him, because my aunt
lived there (my mother's sister Tzipa). From Kopaygorod I went to the German
territory. Nearby was the village of Dolynyany, where my father had a very good
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friend, his name was Casimir. Father gave him valuables to hide, and since I was almost naked, I decided to go through the German territory to Casimir to take warm
clothes. In the morning he gave me his coat, and I went back to Kopaygorod. I sold
the coat and bought clothes. From Kopaygorod I went to Yaruga, where there lived
my mother's sister. I stayed with her since the place was under Romanian rule, and
all the Jews worked on the Petrovsky kolkhoz. I was there until the arrival of the
Red Army.
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Pudinok (Lanzmann) Pearl
I was born in 1928, on May 18, in the village of Stanislavchik,
Zhmerinka district, Vinnytsia region. My father was Lanzmann Meilakh was born in 1898 in Stanislavchik, and died
in 1972 in Zhmerinka. My mother – Rava Lanzmann (maiden name Kizhnerman) was born in 1904, died in 1969, and
was buried in Zhmerinka. My sister – Shave Lanzmann was
born in 1923 in Stanislavchik, died in 1991 in Zhmerinka.
Sister – Neudelis Hove born in 1936 (maiden Lanzmann)
died in Israel in 1995.
Before World War II, I graduated from the 6th grade of the Stanislavetsky school.
We did not have time to evacuate; we were encircled by the Germans. Our house
was destroyed in a bombing, as the Germans bombed the city of Zhmerinka, where
there was a railway junction, and we were left homeless.
During the war, in 1942, we were taken to the ghetto of Stanislavchik, as the Romanians were in need of tailors. My father suﬀered abuse, they beat him with a yoke
and broke his arm, he could not work with his hands for a long time.
On March 18, 1944 we were liberated from the Germans. In September of 1944
1 went to the 7th grade. It was hard to study. Starving, unclothed, I left school and
went to work in diﬀerent jobs. I worked some in the military unit – sorting letters.
During 1945-1946 I worked in the House of Culture in Stanislavchik.
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Pudinok Mikhail
I was born in 1929 in Stanislavchik, Vinnitsa region. I studied at the local school,
before the war, I had graduated from the 5th grade. The war began. On June 22,
1941 planes bombed the city of Zhmerinka, the main railway junction.
In 1941 the Germans invaded. I remember the regular troops arriving on motorcycles, in cars. First, the intelligence, and then a lot more Germans came to our
town of Stanislavchik. They looted shops and homes, arranged a ﬁeld inﬁrmary
inside the school, brought many wounded. My mother, Pudinok Baila Abramovna,
was taken to work at this hospital. There, she washed the clothes of the wounded,
cleaned toilets and ﬂoors, coming home barely alive. Then we were sent to a camp
(Zatishye), there, in the barracks in the woods, we suﬀered, until we were liberated
by the Red Army. During our stay in the camp we buried my grandmother and my
little cousin. I went around the nearby villages, gluing galoshes, digging gardens
for people, to earn potatoes to feed my sick mother and my 7-year-old brother. I
had to get permission from the chief of the camp Shtivelman Levy, a resident of
Stanislavchik. After the war, he was sentenced to 25 years by the military court.
I remember a night that the Germans came and took young men to work in Kazachevka. We realized that we are going to be shot. I quietly stalled behind and hid
in one of the barns. I was wearing woolen boots, it was mid-winter, my feet froze to
the boots, and in the barn there was cow dung, I stuck my feet in to warm up, and
took oﬀ my boots with the skin. The wounds are left in my memory to this day. I ran
home, on the way I was beaten by boys with rods. Bloodied, I got to Stanislavchik,
where my mother's sister was living, she now lives in the city of Krivoy Rog – Basia
Abramovna Winokur, today she is 79 years old. She fed me, and I wanted to stay
with her, but the deputy chief of the ghetto Bazin beat me bloody and kicked me
out of the ghetto. On the road from Stanislavchik to Zatishye (120 km), I was just
barely alive. On the road I was again beaten by boys with sticks and stones, and I
barely made it alive to my mother.
I remember one woman from Romania, Martha, who was brutally beaten by the
Romanian police – she received 25 ramrods. Then she lost her mind, leaving her
2-year-old child. Many Jews from Stanislavchik were sent to the Zatishye camp.
Typhoid fever was raging in Zatishye, my family and I were sick with typhus – we
miraculously survived. I remember when I was 12, I built a slab of stone, clay and
manure, on which people were able to make soup or potatoes. Everyone was grateful to me. I was very sick, and to this day I have a heart defect.
I happened to meet a woman in Israel, which was also in the Zatishye camp, deported from Romania, and Martha (who was whipped with ramrods) was her niece.
In 1943 our family was moved back to Stanislavchik to the ghetto, because our
father was a tailor, and the Germans were in need of tailors. I remember very well
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the chief of the ghetto. It was Dr. Akkula, his wife worked in the kitchen of the
Praetor. His assistant, one named Bazin, both were from Romania. Bazin was a terrible person. He beat and humiliated people. I remember when my father was told
to come to work in Zhmerinka. He did not appear soon enough, he was severely
beaten, they broke his hand with a yoke, and he could not do anything with his
hands for a while.
I also remember a guy who came to us, a Ukrainian, a student of the 9th grade,
someone gave him away, and they took him to the gendarmerie, where he was severely beaten, tied a chain to the car and pulled all the way to Zhmerinka. Along the
way he died, and then he was buried like a dog. After the war he was re-buried in a
mass grave in the park.
I remember my neighbor and classmate Tavursky Boris, he became an interpreter for the Germans, and then for the Romanians. He traveled with them in the
villages, robbing and looting along with them, he did not have time to escape, so he
was tried, and sentenced to 25 years for treason.
I remember the ﬁrst intelligence unit of the Red Army. We were very afraid,
thinking that they will be chased away by the Germans and we will be killed. But,
thank God, the regular army arrived; everyone was very happy, but still a little worried. The war was not over; people began to get drafted into the army, and after a
month or two death notices already started to arrive. So many boys died.
In Stanislavchik institutions started working again, and I went to school to the
7th grade in 1944. I remember very well how we celebrated the Day of Victory.
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On July 20, 1941 a German infantry unit entered
Tomashpol, and on July 25 the first six Jews were shot.
In August of 1941 240 Jews were killed. Then Tomashpol
was included in Transnistria, and in December all Jews
were forced into a ghetto. The government used the Jews
in hard labor in the construction of roads, in the quarry,
clearing roads of snow, chopping wood, carrying coal.
The inhabitants of the ghetto were crowded into a small
area and did not have the right to go beyond its borders.
They suffered from exhaustion and disease. In 1943,
there were 1128 Jews in the ghetto. Tomashpol was
released on March 16, 1944.

Kramer Naum
I was born on July 12, 1938 in the town of Tomashpol, Vinnitsa region in Ukraine. My mother – Kramer (Lehel) Ida –
was an accountant and my father was a hairdresser.
At the beginning of the war my father was called up to the
front, and we – my mother, my brother Roman born in 1930,
and I stayed in Tomashpol, not having time to evacuate.
We got to Mogilev-Podolsky, and then returned to Tomashpol. While we were away, everything in the house was
looted, right down to the furniture and the clothes. We returned to an empty house,
and we had to live on. I remember that night we saw the glow of ﬁre and heard the
bombing of the Vapnyarka gateway station that was near Tomashpol. And then
came the Germans and the Romanians, and all of us, the remaining Jews, were
herded into the ghetto, behind barbed wire fences, and they began to force people
to work. Since my mother had two children, and was very weak, she would get the
job of cleaning, laundry, washing ﬂoors and toilets in the commandant's oﬃce, and
my brother and I helped her.
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We collected waste from the dining room, where the Germans and the Romanians ate, and it fed us, also our neighbors helped however they could.
There were no news from my father, and until the end of the war my mother did
not know whether he is alive. My father was wounded; he was awarded with medals, and ﬁnished the war in Berlin.
At the end of the war in 1944, before leaving Tomashpol, the Germans and the
Romanians began to drive all Jews from the ghetto towards the cemetery, including
us – mother, brother and me.
Along the way, passing through the alleys of the town, my brother and I wept, as
though sensing the end, a young Romanian soldier took pity on us and pushed us
into a basement, where we hid. Mother covered our mouths, so our crying would
not be heard. We sat in the basement for 3 days without food and water. Everyone
else was shot, and today in Tomashpol there is a mass grave and a monument. Part
of this story I remember myself, and the rest comes from the stories of my late
mother, who had died at the age of 62, after a severe and prolonged illness from all
that she had experienced.
After the war, my father returned home and began working to rebuild our broken home. In 1947, we experienced a famine. In 1945 I went to school, graduating
in 1955 and enrolling to study at the Kemerovo Chemical and Mechanical College,
graduating in 1958 with a degree of Electrical Technician.
I’ve worked at the Kuznetsk Metallurgical Combine, and then I was drafted into
the army, serving in Brest.
After the army I arrived in Kishinev, where I worked and studied. After graduation, I worked as chief power engineer of the CCP "Promstroy".
In 1977, with my wife and daughter, I have applied to emigrate to Israel, but was
rejected, and only in 1979 I was allowed to leave.
From 1979 to 2000 I worked as a shift supervisor at Ben Gurion Airport in Lod,
and since 2002 I am retired.
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Lihinina Raisa
It was the summer of 1941. I was 11 years old. A person's
feelings are diﬀerent at diﬀerent times, as was in my case as
well, but the prevailing feeling was that of happiness and joy.
I graduated with honors from the 4th grade. In a large room
of our house I had my own corner. It proudly exhibited my
4 diplomas in 4 years in school, album cards, photo album,
boxes of paints, a decanter (instead of a pitcher) with fresh
ﬂowers and a framed portrait of Stalin, bought in the shop
by one of my girlfriends for my birthday . My parents were young and healthy, they
were working, my grandmother ran the household, my brother and I grew up well
and in general, we were more pleasing to our parents than upsetting. My brother
was 5.5 years old. I taught him to read and write. He was a very apt pupil, which
pleased all of us.
Despite the fact that the war was constantly talked about, just hung in the air, the
sudden German attack on our country was a surprise. For me, for my personal life
and for my self-consciousness – it was a tragedy. I knew that it was the end of our
joyful hopes. Our entire life has changed dramatically. Turmoil began, factories began to evacuate, the authorities evacuated. Father got drafted from the ﬁrst day of
war. Without him, our whole life seemed suddenly orphaned. A group of old Jewish
worshipers went to the Rabbi to ask for advice – should the Jews evacuate, or can
we stay, and the Rabbi told them that the Germans are cultured, civilized people,
not some kind of gang. The Rabbi did not believe that they would kill Jews.
But time passed quickly, the Germans attacked. Soon they came to our town
of Tomashpol. On July 22, 1941 several soldiers entered the home of the Rabbi.
He was grabbed by his beard and dragged into the street, humiliated, beaten and
dragged through the streets until he died. This became known to all the Jews of the
town. Of course, we lived in fear.
From the 1st day of the invasion the Germans began to loot Jewish homes. One
day 3 young oﬃcers came into our house, opened the door of the cupboard, where
there was all that I've received for my birthday. They stuﬀed their pockets with
pretty packaged soaps, perfume, cologne, father's gold watch, my mother's jewelry.
We only spent the nights in the house, and in the mornings we immediately went
out, wandering somewhere behind the houses, where there were hills and hollows,
where we could hide. So we hid for days. We saw the soldiers opening the door of
our home and throwing our things into the street. The Germans grabbed the hands
of some passing peasants and ordered them to take our things. Then we saw a crowd
of people nearby. We approached. It turned out – the Jews were being kicked out
and sent all at once down the street. We ran with them: my mother and brother and
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our neighbor Leah with her three children. Mother told me to hold Janik's (my
brother's) hand. I realized it was serious. More and more people were driven out,
and the running terriﬁed crowd became more and more numerous. Everyone from
small to large understood that there is something terrible going on. Someone said:
"Are we being taken for work?" Our mother cried out: "We are being taken to be
killed, we are running to the cemetery!"
We were driven so fast that it was impossible to turn and look back. I let go of my
brother's hand, so it was easier to run for both of us. I thought, "The executioners
are planning to murder us, and we do their bidding, we must run away, why don't
we run away?" Of course, I was not sure that we will be able to escape, but it was
worth a try. And then my mother gave a command – by the house of our relatives
there's a street to which we shall ﬂee, and from there run to the village. And as soon
as we reached the designated place, mother ran right to the alley, my brother and I
ran behind her, then aunt Leah with her children. We ran across the river, marched
through the masonry, and ran to the farmhouse, hiding in the wheat. Behind us
was a pursuit. 3 soldiers came to the river; they stopped and began to scream at
us, that we must approach them. We did not move, but we understood that we
are seen. They opened ﬁre, bullets ﬂew above us. And my mother said: "We have
to go, or they will shoot us here like chickens". And we went back and faced the
Germans – two women and ﬁve children. We began to tell them that we are Russians, and crossing ourselves. One of them, apparently a senior, showed us how to
make the cross the right way, and, waving his hand toward the trails along the river,
said: "Go!" We went down the path; to our left was the river, on the right – the
gardens and houses of the Ukrainian families. We walked quietly, very carefully,
completely silent and stopped when the road was blocked by a garden fence, which
went down to the river. At this point, we have crossed the river and intended to
continue our journey on the other side of the river, in the same direction, but suddenly we were stopped. On the other side on the hills were armed men who began
to shout threats, demanding that we go back. We stood there, tried to move further
a little, but they began to throw stones at us, screaming. Mom slowly went forward,
but they wouldn't let her.
And then we saw a woman walking towards us, a farmer. It was my mother's
friend. Her name was Tanya. Mom took a few steps toward her, and she stopped.
The women began to talk in low voices. The armed men stopped their screaming
and raging. Aunt Leah entered the river and began to wash her feet; one of the children followed her. The atmosphere was peaceful. But for us, every second lasted
an eternity. Finally, while talking, Tanya continued her way towards the town, and
we, slowly, as if we were not afraid of anything, continued to move in the direction
of the village.
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We went in the direction of the village of Yalanets, where my mother's sister lived
with her husband – the only Jewish family in the whole vast village of Yalanets.
There at the house of aunt Heikka and uncle David the 7 of us hid for a few days.
Then the women walked to Tomashpol (20 km) and we found out that the Germans
with the help of their Ukrainian companions killed 1,000 Jews, they were shot at
the pre-dug large pit and ﬁred so that they immediately fell into the pit. Those who
remained alive were living each in their own house, and for several days they are
not touched. Hearing this, my mother and aunt Leah returned to us, and we all
went to our house, which we found completely looted and dilapidated. We began
to live as best we could.
We were starving. In the ﬁrst days after the return, my mother went to the village, tying a peasant headscarf, and appealed to women, her friends, her clients,
and they would give her something to eat. Those who lived in homes that weren't
completely looted exchanged things for food.
In October – November the ghetto was established. We were rounded up in a
small area – one of the streets and part of another parallel street, surrounded by
barbed wire. A Jewish council was established; they served as a liaison between the
ghetto Jews and the Romanian commandant. After the mass murder of the Jews,
the Germans went away and only the Romanians were left. They plundered mercilessly. The commandant used to call the elder of the Jewish council, and demand
money and valuables. He collected them from all of us. Our family was left completely destitute, and we were totally naked and bare. And yet almost every day the
authorities came and demanded something. In addition, there was the Ukrainian
council, which also went around the ghetto looking for something to take. Some
still had some furniture, some had dishes. From us, for example, they took a sofa
that we bought before the war. They didn't leave anything. Even when we thought
that there's no furniture left to take, the head of the Ukrainian council took the
garden bench, which has served us for sitting and sleeping. During the creation of
the ghetto to our 2 room with a kitchen two more families were added. And so we
lived in crowded conditions.
We did not know anything about our father after he was drafted into the army.
Father, along with his military unit, was under siege near Dnipropetrovsk, where
they were surrounded by the Germans, and everyone began to surrender. Dad told
me that they had nothing to fend oﬀ the Germans, the Germans were attacking on
tanks, and our soldiers had nothing but riﬂes. Once captured, father saw that the
Germans are separating the Jews, which boded him no good, and he didn't admit
that he was a Jew. After separating the Jews, the Germans forced them to stand on
their heels with their hands up, and to march in this position, humiliated them, and
then took them somewhere, never to be seen again. After identifying as a Ukrainian
or a Russian, father received a certiﬁcate stating that he was in captivity, and he was
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allowed to go home. Dad walked at nights on foot through the whole of Ukraine,
and when he came to us, we were in the ghetto.
The Jewish council immediately appointed father to work. All of us had it very
hard at the ghetto, but my father had it the worst of us. He was paired with another
Jewish man, working in the barnyard, days on end without breaks, without dinner,
forced to perform unbearably hard work. Our father worked hard his entire life; he
was a collective farmer, used to working all day in the sun. And when we moved to
Tomashpol father worked in a sugar factory as a loader, and later as a mechanic, but
he never had to work this hard. He was terribly thin, all skin and bones. And one
day he came home from work and went to complain at the council.
At the council then there was a deputy (I can't remember his name) and his two
adult sons, all of them were chatting, eating seeds, are generally relaxing. My father
began to tell them about how hard his job is, about the diﬃcult conditions, but here
are three men who spend their time in idleness while others like him are forced to
perform such hard work from morning to night. They did not like what he had to
say, and the three of them began to beat him. "If you do not want to work hard, –
said the deputy, – no problem, I will make you a policeman". In the ghetto there
was no Jewish police, but men were assigned to guard the ghetto, they wore red
armbands and called policemen. The next day, father went out with a red armband,
guarding a large area of the fence. It was not a diﬃcult job, but at the end of the
week all the guards would be summoned to the oﬃce and brutally beaten. The executions were carried out in the stables. All of them were stripped naked and beaten
with heels. After these beatings father would crawl home barely alive and bleeding
all over, he tried not to show us the red bloody scars on his body. He was saved by
the fact that the Ukrainian headman needed a driver; he came into the ghetto, opted
for a long time and chose my father. Father knew how to handle horses and had
worked for him for a long time. It was beneﬁcial to the supervisors to take workers
from the ghetto, they were unpaid slaves. The Jews weren't paid with money, or
with food. Mother actually fed us all.
The Romanian authorities did their best to ignore the fact that Jews are getting
food as they can. One could go to the market only on Sunday and only for 2 hours
from 12 to 14. Those who still had things to sell were selling, some women bought
dyes in bulk and dyed wool, made powders of paper and sold them in the market.
Of course, such an income was a mere pittance, but it was all we had. My mother
was engaged in sewing clothes, it was her specialty. She served the same customers
as in peacetime. But not all of them, many people were afraid to go to the ghetto.
Those who came knew where there's a hole in the fence, lifted the barbed wire and
passed through. My mother worked, and we the children served in diﬀerent easy
jobs – street sweeping, washing windows in public buildings, and helping in the
kitchen – peeling potatoes, washing dishes.
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Manusis Michael
I was born in 1927 in the town of Tomashpol, Vinnitsa region. My parents: father – David Manusis born in Tomashpol, worked as a blacksmith for hire. Mother – Manusis Itta
was a housewife.
I ﬁnished the 6th grade of the Jewish school. In 1941 I
was on the occupied territory. I've stayed in occupation for 2
years and 8 months.
German troops carried out genocide against the local
Jewish population. In the autumn of 1941 the Jewish ghetto was established, where
the entire Jewish population of our village was herded to terrible living conditions.
The Jewish ghetto was guarded by German soldiers and Ukrainian policemen who
served the German Wehrmacht.
In the ﬁrst months of the occupation (in August 1941) about 200 residents of
Tomashpol were shot. I was in one of the groups of people who were to be shot.
Passing the pond on the way to the place of execution, I was able to jump from a
small bridge across the river and hide in the reeds, sitting in the water until late at
night, until it got dark.
During the subsequent occupation I had to experience for myself all the sophisticated methods of abuse towards the local Jewish population.
After the liberation of the occupied territory by the Soviet troops I was drafted
into the Red Army. During the period from autumn of 1944 until the Victory on
May 9, 1945 I participated in battles for the liberation of Soviet territory and the
territory of the countries of Eastern Europe.
After demobilization from the Armed Forces, in February of 1952, I went to work
at a shoe factory in Tulchin, Vinnitsa region, where I worked until 1994, when I immigrated to the state of Israel.
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Sandler Asher
I was born on October 30, 1930 in the town of Tomashpol,
Vinnitsa region. near Kiev. Before the war, a lot of Jews who
worked in the Jewish collective farm and in the furniture factory lived in Tomashpol, children attended Jewish schools.
Tomashpol was famous for its youth, which gave the country a lot of famous people. In late June 1941, the Germans
captured Tomashpol, in which there were 1,200 Jews. On
August 4 the German Sonderkommand committed mass extermination of Jews, killing 242 people, including women, old people and children.
Many families were hiding in our house; the house had two exits, and when the
Germans came in one door, people jumped into the yard out the other. When my
relatives were to be shot, they called us with them, but we did not go, we were hiding in the basement, so they all died in the Jewish cemetery in the ditch.
We, boys of 10-12 years old ran to the cemetery, we saw how the earth was still
breathing. One German boasted after the execution that he shot people through the
heart, so that they do not suﬀer. I would recognize this man even today. In 1941, in
the month of December, all of us survivors were herded into one place in Tomashpol surrounded by barbed wire, so the Tomashpol ghetto was formed. Nobody was
released, there was no food, people swelled from hunger and cold and died.
At night, my friends and I would go out from behind the barbed wire and collect
food, passing it to the starving. We were humiliated and beaten; we wore rags, were
constantly hungry and were waiting every day to be sent to the furnace.
After the Battle of Stalingrad the situation slightly improved, they began to let
us out once a week from behind the barbed wire. With the Germans there were also
Romanians, who abused us just like the Germans, because we wore the yellow star.
Who would have thought at the time, that we will survive and end up in Israel, and
live in a free country where no one can abuse us for being a Jew. Thank you for taking care of the former prisoners and not forgetting us.
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Zinger Pavel
I was born in the village of Banilovo, Storozhinitsky district,
Chernivtsi region. For our family the war started two days
earlier – on June 20, 1941. I remember it was a Friday; we
were sitting at the table, when stones were thrown in our
window, shards of glass rained down.
The next morning the local nationalists, under the leadership of the Romanian gendarmes, began to expel all the
Jews into the center of the village, to the club. In the village
there lived many Jews, there were 3 synagogues. The sight was a terrible one: crying
children, the elderly and the sick. The column marched to the district center, walking on foot the entire time (my brother was 3 years old). They gathered all the Jews
from all over the region, and marched us to the village of Ataki (Bessarabia), next
to the river Dniester.
Almost half the people were left lying in the ditches. Those who could not walk
– were ﬁnished oﬀ on the spot. We were herded into the Dniester, only those who
could swim were miraculously saved. The survivors got to Mogilev-Podolsky. The
column was sent to the village of Tropovo. Everyone was taken to the building of
the country club surrounded by barbed wire.
The winter of 1942. Cold, hunger, epidemic of typhus. Death decimated dozens
of people. The dead were taken on carts on the edge of the village, covered with
straw. The next day, dogs pulled out body parts of the dead. Those who could stand
on their feet were taken to work. After the repair of the bridge over the Dniester, all
the workers were shot; such a fate befell my father. My mother and I worked in the
ﬁelds, harvesting the potatoes and beets, that would be sent to the German and the
Romanian troops.
During the retreat of the German troops in 1944, all those who survived were
hiding. We were saved by the partisans and the advancing Red Army. With great
diﬃculty we reached Chernivtsi, and then Storozhinets. It was in October 1944. I
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was 14 years old and I began to work in a print shop, got bread coupons, it was a
big deal back then.
It has been 60 years since the end of the war. Until now, I cannot forget those
horrors, which sometimes come to me in dreams.

Zinger Yuri
Before the start of WWII, our family lived in the village of
Banilov, Storozhynets district, Chernivtsi region, where I
was born on June 22, 1938
As soon as the occupants entered the village in June of
1941, all the Jews were herded into the center of the village.
After a while, everyone was marched in the direction of the
village of Mezhdurechye, and then – to the city of Storozhinets. Then the column marched in the direction of MogilevPodolsky, and then placed in the clubhouse in the center of Tropovo. The area was
fenced with barbed wire; no one knew what fate awaited us. Diseases spread, many
died, and the corpses were collected and transported on carts. Healthy men were
taken to work. After the repair of the bridge over the Dniester, a large group of men,
including my father, were shot. Women would be forced to work as well, and my
mother would take me with her, because she had no one to leave me with. I helped
her at the ﬁeld. The villagers were not allowed approaching the camp: they could
be shot. Good people still threw over the wire bread, potatoes and other foods. We
were in Tropovo until 1944, and after the liberation of the village by the Red Army,
with great diﬃculty, we got to Chernivtsi and then to Storozhenets.
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On July 23, 1941 the German troops
entered Tulchin. They rounded up all the Jews
in several areas of the city, this was a ghetto.
The town was ruled by Romanians, Magyars and local
policemen. They made the Jews wear a black circle,
and on it a yellow Star of David. Tulchin became the
center of the county. The city was the headquarters
of the gendarmerie legion. The governor was named
Aleksyanu. According to orders of the governor on
December 13, 1941, 3,005 Jews were deported to the
Pechora death camp. In Tulchin were left 118 specialists
and the deported from Bukovina and Yampol –
500 Jews in total. A large group of deported Jews was
placed next to Tulchin in the village of Nestervarka
in a work camp. Upon the liberation of Tulchin on
March 15, 1944 only 227 Jews survived, in Nestervarka
there were 1590 survivors.

Zhornitski Michael
In the beginning of the war of 1941-45 we lived in Tulchin,
Vinnitsa region. Our house was opposite the old Jewish
school. After the establishment of the Romanian authority, one night four people arrived to the school, they were:
the Romanian commandant of the city, the prefect, an interpreter and the doctor-pediatrician Beletsky, who used
to treat children. They stood near the fence of the school.
At that time I listened to their conversation out of curiosity.
Beletsky suggested to gather the Jews in groups in the school and send them in
groups, but did not say where to. The commandant suggested establishing a ghetto,
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so they'd have free labor. But Beletsky said: "No, they should be isolated to prevent
infection". I ran home and told my mother and my brother. And my mother said,
let's wait until the morning.
Early in the morning we heard gunﬁre, screams, cries of small children. After
some time they came for us, breaking down the door, two police oﬃcers and one
Romanian stormed in. They wouldn't let us dress and gather our belongings, and
led us across the street to the school. There were a lot of Jews there, mostly children,
women and the elderly.
After an hour or so we were taken out of the school (300 people) and accompanied by police and Romanians, marched like cattle.
On the way those who lagged behind were shot. We walked somewhere for days
with an overnight stay in a barnyard. And here in front of us there appeared a beautiful gate, it opened, and we went in. It was a resort with a beautiful park and a large
main building, but with broken windows and without many doors. After some time,
they brought more batches of people from Tulchin, Mogilev-Podolsky, Trostyanets
and other towns.
Pechora was a death camp, because people were condemned to death by starvation.
We were guarded by policemen. They didn't take us to work, no one would go inside, and coming out was impossible, as on the three sides was a high fence and on
the fourth was the Bug River and the village of Sokolec, occupied by the Germans.
It was autumn and then winter, people began to die in masses from starvation
and infection. There was no water or electricity; we used the water from the Bug,
boiling and eating leaves and tree bark, which led to dysentery and other illnesses
and death.
We had to survive somehow, and we, the boys, would take a long stick and cross
over to the other side of the river at the end of a fence, and go from village to village,
begging. This was the only way to get food. Once I got into the house of a deacon
in Pechora. He fed me, asked me questions, and suggested that he may give me a
pot of borscht for my mother and brother. He continued to help me until the spring.
One day he told me that we should run away, because the Germans plan to take the
Jews out of the camp and shoot them all. At night, with my mother and brother, I
escaped and came to his house, he hid us in a shed, and we were there for two days.
When he found out how and where we should go, he gave us food for the road. We
walked only at night, and three days later we were in Tomashpol, where there was
a ghetto and a Jewish community, which carried out the application of the Romanians to work. The Romanians allowed working for food. This was a heaven after
the hell of the camp.
The deacon's name was Ivan, he had a wooden leg.
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Zemelshtern (Burban) Rivka
I was born on February 28, 1936. I want to write down my
meager memories of the war. I lived in Tulchin, Vinnitsa region. When the Germans came, the ﬁrst thing they did, was
taking people to the concentration camp. I was standing by
the road and saw old people who could not walk being shot.
People on our street were herded into a ghetto.
It was very cold, rain was falling down, and we were put in
an empty scary house. My parents were taken away to work,
and I with my little brother stayed at home. And so it was every day. I immediately
became an adult, and I was just 6 years old. With me was my 2-year-old brother. I
had to deal with the household chores, ﬁring the stove. There was virtually no food;
I do not remember what I fed my brother. We were starving. We were surrounded
by policemen. But good people, the local peasants, brought us bread, potatoes,
some ﬂour, had they not we would have died of hunger.
One day dad was taken to the farm to work, where there were two people ill with
typhus. Mother barely got some medicine. She had to cross part of the street to
meet to the person who came to pick up the medication. She was caught and beaten
by policemen for the entire day and night. When they found out why she was in the
area, she was released. They feared the terrible illness.
Soon mother became paralyzed. Then I was even more diﬃcult. I remember people who escaped from the camp and came to us, I would hide them. We shared our
food with them, and would lead them out through the gardens, so as not to catch
the eye of the Polizei. How we survived, I do not know. But despite the fact that we
were starving, when prisoners of war were being led through the town, my mother
told me to separate a piece of bread and hide it under my arm, and give it to the
prisoners. And so it went for many times. I took care of my paralyzed mother for ten
years. My three older brothers were at the frontline.
These are all of my childhood memories.
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Krasner Inna
It is with a heavy heart I write these memoirs, imbued with
horror, of my stay in the ghetto, even though I was 3.5 years
old when the war began. I know of this time more from the
stories of my late mother – Krasner Leah and other older
people, who were with us in the ghetto.
At the end of July 1941 the city of Tulchin, Vinnitsa region was occupied by the Nazi invaders. Deep in the fall on
a cold rainy day all the Jews were expelled from their homes.
Before the transition to the ghetto we with other Jewish families were in the socalled "quarantine". We were put in a dilapidated building with broken windows.
We slept on cement ﬂoors. The small room was very crowded, containing 20-30
people. There was no food, warm clothing, lice was swarming.
Our friends and neighbors – Ukrainians, tried to save us from starving to death
as best they could, by throwing us food over the fence. After a month of "quarantine" we were raised in the dark of night and, rushed by blows of riﬂe butts and accompanied by dogs, herded into the ghetto. For this purpose, a street was allocated,
which used to be called Volodarsky. In the middle of the street there were bonﬁres.
All the houses were open and looted. In the darkness, each family found refuge.
Several families were in each small room. The ghetto was constantly guarded by
gendarmes and policemen. No one was allowed to leave the ghetto. For the slightest oﬀense we would be facing the death penalty.
The occupiers and their lackeys – the policemen, forced the Jews to carry out
diﬀerent works: digging trenches, washing the ﬂoors, cleaning toilets, porterage,
etc. If something wasn’t to their liking, they’d kick and hit people in the head with a
stick. The unbearable labor was paid with peas, lentils and bread made of sawdust.
The policemen ingratiated themselves before the invaders: brutally beating people up. At night, there were frequent raids, searches for the escaped from camp
Pechora. Showing me traces of blows on her body, my mother often named the
policemen Szczerba, Budey, Nadarkin. One day one of them hit my mother in the
abdomen, in the area of the liver. Her entire life she suﬀered from the damage done
by this blow, and she’d died too early.
My Father Krasner Aaron was taken by Germans to the commandant's oﬃce.
There he was severely beaten. For twenty-four hours he lay in a wet basement on
the concrete ﬂoor. He was then dragged, as he couldn’t walk on his own, and tossed
in the territory of the ghetto.
My father died of illness from the beatings and the heavy physical work on October 8, 1943. They buried him under police surveillance. My father's body rests in
Tulchin Jewish cemetery.
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We were saved from death by a Ukrainian woman. We called her Aunt Marya.
She put crosses on our necks, so that we wouldn’t be recognized as Jewish children,
and led us to a village, and she hid our mother in the stables, with the horses of the
Germans.
With great gratitude, I remember those ordinary people who, risking their lives,
shared bread with us and hid us from enemies. My generation, the children of the
ghettos, was deprived of childhood. This experience has left its mark on my life.
In March 1944 Tulchin was liberated from the occupants. After the war, I graduated from high school and then received a secondary education. In 1994 I came to
Israel. Hunger, cold, fear, inhuman conditions experienced in the ghetto, led to the
loss of health. Now I am retired. I’m often sick, underwent several surgeries.
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Bogomogolnaya Anna
I was born on December 8th, 1936 in the town of Justingrad
Mankovsky district, Kyiv region. Justingrad was a Jewish
town. When the Nazis came, it was already a ghetto for 300
people, and almost all of them lie in two mass graves. Justingrad died, and now this geographical name doesn’t even
exist. The whole settlement is named Sokolovka, and since
1954 – Zhashkovskiv district of Cherkasy region. Our family consisted of four people: Bogomolniy David Isaakovich
– my father; Bogomolnaya Olga Volkovna – my mother; Bogomolnaya Svira Davydovna–my sister; Bogomolnaya Anna Davydovna – that's me. My childhood ended
in 1941. You’d think, what can a 4.5-year-old child remember. My father was taken
to the battlefront, and we moved to live with our grandfather – Volka Cooperman,
his house was standing almost on the outskirts of the village Justingrad. On a July
Sunday afternoon the Germans entered the town. During the bombing we were
hiding in the grandfather’s house, there was more than one family there. I remember how that day the Nazis broke the door in our house, and broke in shouting "Juden". They started beating everyone with the riﬂe butts. All Jews were immediately
ordered to sew yellow patches on their clothes, on the back and on the chest. It
was so humiliating. I was a little girl, but the feeling of anxiety, fear, had never left
me. Once I had to face death. Mom brought home unconscious, bloodied. She was
beaten by policemen because she dared to say something in defense of a woman.
Our Mom was dying. My sister and I cried and screamed, "Mommy, do not leave
us, do not die!" We cried so loudly, and my sister and I thought she heard us. God
helped her, and she gathered the last strength and survived.
A few weeks later, my mother was returning home from work with the women,
still very weak. Towards them was walking a crowd of elderly men and boys, the
police was taking them somewhere. Among going, mom saw her father, our grandfather, a handsome blonde with blue eyes. My sister and I loved our grandfather.
Grandpa saw my mother and asked her: "Oltochka, where are they taking us?"
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Mom looked at her father with pain, and said goodbye to him with her eyes. If you
only knew what these monsters did. They forced the elderly men and the boys to
dig their own grave. Then they were all pushed into the pit and buried alive. The
moaning was heard for a long time. Overnight, our mother, a 23-year-old woman,
became a gray old lady.
A year of Nazi captivity went by, but we didn’t know that the worst was still
ahead. My mother had a dream that her father came to her and said: "Oltachka,
get up early in the morning, dress the children and leave. You have to save the
children, my grandchildren”. "What if someone sees us leaving?”,mom asked. And
grandfather answered, "No one will see, Oltachka!". And she immediately woke
up; it was three in the morning. She start to rush: "What should we do if someone
asks?". Suddenly, she came up with an idea: "We are refugees!". Mom woke us up,
dressed us, and we all went into the woods. When it became dark, mother told us:
"Everybody, speak only in Ukrainian. From now on, Hala, your name is Ganna,
and you, Fira – Maroussia. Not far from there was the village Popivka, where my
aunt Maria lived. She hid us in the attic under some straw. That’s how we spent the
night. In the morning, policemen came. We heard screams: "You are hiding Jews!".
Aunt Maria answered: "Here is a ladder, climb and look". The policemen believed
her and left. Staying at Aunt Maria’s was dangerous. In the morning, a friend of
aunt Maria showed up with terrible news: all the Jews of our town were taken to
the Canella forest and executed. The next morning, at dawn, we left. Aunt Maria
gave us a little food for the road. Then there came the terrible days of wandering.
As a refuge we used thickets, stacks of straw, bushes. We were afraid of people,
and of our own shadow too. Every day could be our last. We were at the end of our
rope, our stomachs started to swell from hunger. We had to go to the nearest village
and ask for bread. Mom had the pretended to be dumb, so that she doesn’t have
to answer questions. Around people, we communicated with mom more through
the eyes than through silent gestures. Mom kept saying to us: "Under no circumstances, children, do not admit that you are Jews. You will get shot ﬁrst". One day,
we were in a village, at a woman’s home, mom was altering her coat. Suddenly, a
police oﬃcer walks in with a woman. He called my sister, she was older than me,
she was about seven years old. Suddenly, the woman turns to my sister in Yiddish:
"If you're Jewish, we will not hurt you, but if you are Ukrainian, we’ll execute you!".
My sister pretended to not understand anything. When the woman repeated the
question in Ukrainian, my sister burst into tears. Then the policeman shoved her
and said: "Go!".That’s how my sister Fira saved us all from being shot. Staying there
was dangerous, and soon we left the village.
Wandering from one village to another, we suddenly found ourselves in Uman,
my mother saw the Sophia Park. My mother’s brother lived in Uman. He was a very
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respected and wealthy man, Uncle Isaac. He had a large family: three sons and a
daughter.
That’s how we got into the Uman ghetto. We were there from July to October
1942. Our uncle, his wife, their three sons and daughter all lie in Sukhoi Yar. We
were helped to escape, and again we were back to wandering.
My sister’s feet were very swollen feet, and mom, who was exhausted to the limit,
had to carry her on her back. My mother wanted to throw herself oﬀ a bridge in
despair, in the hope that we, the children, will be picked up good people, and we
shall be saved. We begged mother not to do it, "Mom, you'll see, the Almighty will
help us and our suﬀering will end". While we tried to persuade my mother, a wagon
approached us and stopped. Two women came up to us. We repeated over and over:
"We are refugees, we have no documents", etc. One of the women said, "Come on
in, we’ll help!". We stayed with them for a long time, mom sewed for them.
I remember when the Nazis retreated, they raged terribly. We sat in the very wet
basement, it was hard to breathe, and we didn’t have enough air. Then there was
silence and we went out into the fresh air. I made friends with a girl, her name was
Nura. We stood next to each other, holding hands. Her uncle was standing next
to her. Suddenly, not far from us a shell exploded. A splinter of it killed the uncle,
Nura’s right hand gets torn oﬀ, and my left hand drops. I was shocked.
There is one more terrible picture like this in my memory. We were at the house
of an elderly woman. At night, we were awakened by the roar of motorcycles. The
Nazis went through all the houses, looking for something, made everyone go out
to the street, beating them with riﬂe butts. When a very tall German ran into the
house of our hostess, he ordered everyone to leave, but for some reason told our
mom to stay. My sister and I screamed so much, cried so much. Mom could not
scream because she was "dumb". We were saved by the fact that another German
came running in and immediately ordered them to leave. As a goodbye, he hit us all
very hard. He hit me on the head. I was sick for a long time after that.
That was how suﬀered through the remaining time until the release. In the warm
seasons we hid in the forest and in the ﬁelds, and in the winter we hid at good
people’s homes. When, in March 1944, the Soviet troops liberated Justingrad, we
returned home. Many tears of joy were shed – "We're alive!”. At home, a letter from
father was waiting for us.
How lucky that we all survived the horrors of this terrible war. Our family was
the only Jewish family from Justingrad whose all members survived. In 1944, my
sister and I went to study in the1stgrade and by the end of the war were moved to
the 2nd. Then we moved to Uman, where we ﬁnished 2nd grade. In 1946 the family
moved to Chelyabinsk.
What our mom had to go through! Pretending she was dumb for almost the entire war. She is an amazing woman! She managed to maintain herself as a person,
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while remaining kind, tolerant and courageous, and most importantly – not angry.
She was ill a lot and passed away early. She's been gone for nearly thirty years.
I still have the same dreams: "I am being killed, and I'm drowning in the river!".
I'm still afraid to swim, afraid of water, can’t cross the bridge, I lose consciousness.
Years went by, decades, the old people have died, and we, the children of those
hard times, have become old. And our memory has retained the horrors of war.
I hope none of this will happen again.
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The Chernevtsi occupation lasted from July 21st,
1941 to March 18th, 1944. On July 24th, 1941 the
massacre of local people began. They were thrown from
a 12 meter high bridge. On the rocks. 12 people were
killed. On July 27ththe Germans executed 13 Jews. Then
the ghetto was formed. There were 1500 local Jews and
several hundred deported Jews. By the end of 1943 there
were 170 Bessarabian and 279 Bukovina Jews left.
The occupation authorities used the Jews to agricultural
operations and construction. Going beyond
the ghetto limits was forbidden.

Korenblum Izjaslav
I was born on October 31st, 1924 in Chernevtsy village,
Vinnitsa region. Chernivtsi was a district center. It was inhabited by Jews. It is surrounded by the Murafa river form
three sides. The village is surrounded by Ukrainian villages
– Gotsulivka, Mazurivka and Hrenivka.
Until the 7th grade I went to a Jewish school. At ﬁrst, the
school was across the bridge over the river. The building
was very small, and sometime in the mid-30s a new school
was built behind the Polish church. I remember our respectable teachers: Kvasha
Boris Abramovitch – physicist and mathematician. I have always received excellent
grades. From the 8th to the 10th grade I studied at night school in Ukrainian the
Mazurivka village near the post oﬃce, since during the day I worked at the knitting
factory in accounting as a book keeper. The factory’s director was Mayaskovsky
Haskell. His wife, Busia. The manager was Feldman –a hunchback, short. Chief
Accountant – Burd Gedaliah, deputy Ch. Accountant – Korenblit Misha (almost
my namesake), but not a relative. By the way, he was unhappy that the director
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took me to work in the accounting department. EliaDimantwas the caretaker. His
father's name Lipa.
The Head of the Planning Department was Murakovsky Grisha, he lived just
across from the factory – an old bachelor.
My father died in 1932, when I was 7 years old. I still have photographs of him,
when he served in the imperial army cavalry. The family had four children, my
mother raised us herself. We barely got up on our feet, as they say, and then the
war started.
I was not drafted to the army, but sent to the rear with a group of young men,
i.e., reservists, and all on foot. Somewhere in the vicinity of Voroshilovgrad, ahead
of us we encountered German troops. That’s how we found ourselves in occupied
territory. Our group broke up and fell apart. All the guys headed back home. I did
too. I returned home, and in Chernivtsi there was no authority. The place is dead,
the streets are empty. Then the Germans came, followed by Romanians. All our
drafted soldiers, many of whom did not even have enough time to put on a military
uniform, surrendered on the ﬁrst day of the war since virtually there was no ﬁghting. The Germans occupied the towns and villages literally marching, i.e. without a
ﬁght and without ﬁring a shot. They were literally on parade. I remember conversations among the drafted Ukrainians: "We are not afraid, we are at home, we are on
our land, let the Jews be afraid".
My ﬁrst baptism took place when the Romanian policemen grabbed me and sent
me to work on cleaning the church. During the Soviet era, the church was turned
into a warehouse of building materials, all paints, plaster, cement, etc. Imagine that
for many years the above mentioned materials were stored here, and now it was
necessary to clean the dirt from the ﬂoor, walls, ceiling, etc. without any devices and
water, with the gendarmes standing back and beating us with riﬂe butts. We were
scraping this with our ﬁngernails for several days without food or water, and it was
already in the month of August, in the heat. Not only that, we were in this position,
we were also not allowed to go home. And when a few days later they let me go, I
didn’t walk, but crawled. In sort, I survived. When the Romanian authorities were
established, a town council was created, and an old Jew became the council head,
nobody knew him before. He lived on the street which led to the bridge, literally, the
second house from the corner, I think, across the street from a shoemaker named
Bitler. This guy really showed himself – he abused all the Jews. He always walked
with a whip in his hand. I suﬀered from him more than once. Sometimes, when we
would see him coming towards us, we looked for any corner to get behind. And if
you did get caught, he would whip you, and you’d have no way out – he’d be sure
to ﬁnd a job for you or give you into the hands of the Romanian Gendarmerie. It
should be noted that throughout the period of occupation, I was used for forced labor. In the summer I was constantly sent to the village Borovka, where I worked on
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a farm on all agricultural and construction work. We were digging, sowing, weeding, harvesting, worked as porters, loaded grain to send to Germany. Deepening the
pit pond up to 4 meters. Carrying dirt on stretcher, sand in wicker baskets. In the
autumn and winter, I used to repair the Mogilev-Podolsky–Vinnitsa highway.
It was from Chernivtsi to the fork, about 810 km, in any weather, because the
German troops constantly used this road, with vehicles and military equipment.
That's how we worked, always hungry, because there was nowhere to get food from
and nothing to buy. All the things we had we bartered with the peasants for a few
potatoes, or corn, or ﬂour. Sometimes I was able to escape to the Gotsulivki village
to work for the peasants, and I would do any work: digging gardens, harvesting,
construction work, building fences, basements. I worked as a carpenter for the village residents Martynyuk Constantine and Szczerbiy Ivan. They had a workshop
for manufacturing wheel rims, and that's where I worked, chopping oaks, processing them with an ax. Then they were hovered and bent, and round rims were made.
This workshop was in the yard of Ivan Szczerbiy. Although his neighbor was a policeman also named Szczerbiy, he did not give me in to the Romanian gendarmes.
If he gave me in, I would not have been alive. I even have a letter from the Embassy
of Ukraine, stating that I worked during the occupation in Gotsulivki village for 2
months.
After the liberation by Soviet troops, I was drafted and deployed to the battlefront. I served in the 2nd Ukrainian Front of the 78th division. I reached Budapest
ﬁghting. I participated in the Jassy-Kishinev operation. On November 10th, 1944,
I was badly wounded in the left leg, left arm and left eye. I was treated in a military
hospital, then called "the NKVD-2". I still have the referral.
This is brieﬂy what I had gone through. To describe everything, you will need an
entire book. But I can’t do that. Everyone should mind their own business.
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Litvak (Sadetskaya)
Raya
and Finkel (Snitman)
Betty
From the stories of our mothers,
Paulina Galperina, and Sarah Sadetskaya, we would like to tell you about
the small Jewish village of Chernivtsi, on the Podolye, Vinnytsia region. On the second day of the war, the Germans bombed Mogilev-Podolsky. One of the bombs hit
the bridge over the river Dniester. The ﬁre was seen in Chernivtsi.
On July 21st, 1941 the Germans entered the town. Motorcycles rode down the
main street, it was deserted, and not a soul was in sight. The next day the policemen were appointed. In Transnistria the Romanians were formally in charge, but in
fact the massacres were committed by the Germans, the so-called "death squads".
A German army major became the commandant. The commandant's oﬃce and the
gendarmerie have jointly developed a series of humiliating prohibitions to Jews and
established the limits of the ghetto. All were required to wear armbands with the
Star of David, without which it was not allowed to go out.
13 shtetl activists were executed. A few days later came a punitive detachment,
and 12 Jews were thrown oﬀ the 12-meter high bridge into the river Murafa onto
rocks. The clean river water turned red, the Germans stood on the bridge with machine guns and looked for those who raised their heads and were still breathing.
Among this group was old Rabbi Abraham, they ﬁrst pulled out his beard, and then
shot.
After the war, a monument to those killed was raised. The stele was placed on the
bank of the river Murafa, near the bridge. These words are forever engraved on the
granite: "On June 27th, 1941, Hitler's executioners have thrown 12 Jews from the
bridge into the river Murafa shot them with machine guns.
The initiators of the construction of the stele were our countrymen, and the
money was sent by Chernivtsians, living in many countries around the world.
It was diﬃcult times for the remaining Jews in town who ended up in the ghetto.
There were many refugees from Romania, Moldavia, Bucovina and Poland in town.
Everybody had to make room, living in groups of8-10 people together. The ﬁrst
winter was terrible. People were starving, the homes were terribly cold.
Dozens of people were dying every day. They were thrown like logs on a cart and
taken out. Life in the ghetto was becoming more and more unbearable every day.
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Every day, early in the morning all adults were sent to diﬀerent works by Romanian soldiers. You were supposed to walk in formation. The soldiers and policemen had braided leather whips, which were used to chase people like cattle. The
Romanian senior major was distinguished by special cruelty (no one remembers
his name). He would tie a long rope to a Jew, spin him around himself, like a horse,
and whip him until the man fell to the ground. The Romanian Stanciu was no less
cruel. This man-beast used to hit the Jews with his riﬂe butt. In addition, parents
and children were driven out into the street, where the Ukrainian scum were waiting for the command of the gendarmes, and "spring cleaning" would begin in the
houses. Within just a few minutes there was nothing left in the house. We slept on
the ﬂoor; they took everything and carried it all away.
For the slightest infraction, people were beaten, women raped.
In early 1943, in the town there was a clandestine organization that was distributing leaﬂets with a summary of the Soviet Information Bureau and helped with
food to starving children. They gathered at our house.
On March 17, 1944, Soviet troops liberated Chernivtsi. Soviet soldiers were met
with enthusiasm, people cheered. But the joy was marred by grief. Planes with
swastikas ﬂew in and subjected the town to bombardment, leaving a terrible site.
Everywhere laid the corpses of soldiers and oﬃcers, and a number of corpses of
children and adults. During the bombing, without having time to run to the porch
of his house, with a piece of shrapnel, that went straight to his heart, our grandfather Sadetsky Gershon was killed. To live such a diﬃcult, intolerable time of occupation, losing in the war his two sons Shloyme and Joseph, his son in law – Snitman
Pinchas, and to die on a day when it seemed that everything is already behind. For
three days the locals buried their fellow villagers and soldiers who died during the
bombing. After the war, a monument was set near the Pavlovsk School.
During those days a tank column moved through our town, and many young
men have gone with them as volunteers to the front, to ﬁnish oﬀ the fascist enemy.
Unfortunately, many did not return from the battleﬁelds instead death notices arrived in the homes of our fellow countrymen. We have lost our fathers; they left in
the early days to the front and did not return. Sadetsky Shloyme Gershenovich, was
the secretary of the village council (Raia's father), he was 30 years old. Snitman
Pinchas (Betty's father), fought in the last Finnish war was wounded and not having recovered from the wounds he went to the war with the Nazis. Our fathers did
not know that they had daughters born in 1941 in the ghetto. Our poor mothers,
widows, and our grandmothers who have lost their beloved sons, managed to survive the grief, to save our lives. We were born in the same house with a diﬀerence of
one and a half months. Under the windows there were Romanians who demanded
silence, so that our mothers did not cry and that the crying of the children wasn't
heard, or everyone would be shot. And our mothers withstood silently the physi-
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cal pain, and our relatives covered the doors and windows with their bodies, so no
sound is heard out on the street.
In our families, all the men were killed, leaving young widows with small children in their arms, and poor mothers who have lost their beloved sons. Blessed be
their memory. We remember you, our dear, our beloved !!!
1. Grandpa – Sadetsky Gershon
2. His son – Sadetsky Shloyme (Solomon)
3. His son – Sadetsky Joseph
4. His son-in-law – Pinchas Snitman (husband of Sadetsky Sarah)
5. Raia's mother's brother – Naum Galperin born in 1921
And yet many more close relatives, whom we do not remember and cannot
name.
Finkel Bettty, after graduation, worked as a nurse in Tyumen. Litvak Raia worked
as head of the savings bank in Kishinev.
The parents of Betty Finkel before the war worked in their own shop in Chernevtsy. Raia's mother worked as an accountant, her father was the secretary of the village council.

371

GHETTO CHERNEVTSI

Shafir (Lecht) Faina
I was born in the town of Chernivtsi, Vinnytsia region in a
working class family Father – Michael Shaﬁr worked as a
tailor. My mother Itta was a homemaker. They had two children – my brother Boris and me. They lived in peace and
prosperity, as well as all the inhabitants of the town. The
town was 90% Jewish. There were a weaving industry and a
club, where there was always a lot of fun and where we held
all parochial activities.
And when the war broke out, we realized that tragedy has come to our house. A
month later, the Germans broke into town. Immediately the town was surrounded
by soldiers with dogs. Everybody was herded to the village council. They selected
8 Jews from the crowd (of all ages), and put rope nooses around their necks, tied
stones to them and threw them into the river from the bridge Upyst.
Then people realized that they were all going to die, and people began to hide
wherever they could, in basements, in cellars. Many hid in the basement at the house
of the shochet Favl. But this was not enough. Many locals Russians and Ukrainians
went to serve as policemen for the Germans. They knew very well where the Jews
lived, and Jews caught in the continuous raids were facing certain death.
In the town there were 6 synagogues. Immediately upon the arrival of the Germans they were doused with kerosene and burned to the ground. People hid in
cellars, in the cold, without food. I remember my grandmother Ruhl Dryalyuk dying from cold and hunger in the basement, and it was impossible to even bury her
somewhere. The policemen were engaged in looting, they beat my grandfather Shimon Dryalyuk only because he did not want to give them his tarpaulin boots. My
mother shaved her head, pretending that she is ill with typhus, so the Germans did
not touch our house. Raids followed raids, people were taken in the mornings, not
knowing whether they would come back, or would be killed. After the Germans
there came the Romanians, who also committed atrocities, but not as much as the
Germans.
Liberation came on March 24, 1944. After many months we left the cellar, ﬁnally
able to at least see sunlight. The nightmare lasted for 3.5 years. During the liberation my cousin Dvoyra was killed.
After the war, we moved to Medzhibosh, Proskurovsky region. From 1950 to
1990 we lived in Kamenets-Podolsky, Khmelnitsky region. In 1990 we moved to
Israel. My husband died in 1990 in Budapest, on the way to Israel, he was buried
in the city of Lod in Israel. My son lives in Ashdod. My daughter lives in Brooklyn
in America.
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Yablochnik (Gelman) Adel
I lived with my parents and sister in the small town of Chernivtsi, which is located on the banks of the river Murafa.
On June 21, 1941 the Nazis, without any resistance from
the Red Army, came to our town of Chernivtsi. Upon entering the town, they shot 13 Jewish activists, and after a while
12 more Jews were thrown from the bridge into the river
Murafa, ﬁnished oﬀ by bullets. It is terrible to recollect.
In our town there were many refugees from Poland, Bukovina, Romania and Moldova. Life in the ghetto was becoming unbearable with
every passing day. People froze to death on the streets. Hunger, cold, poverty, fear
overcame everyone. Each family sheltered a family of refugees. People were constantly driven to work, they were not fed.
I forever remember the instances, when twice we were all driven to the market
square, leaving the house unlocked, and told to bring along our documents and
valuables. My sister and I and our parents were close to each other.
Our parents ﬁrmly embraced us, crying, and said that our two brothers went to
war, but we're also suﬀering and do not know what will happen to us. It is very difﬁcult to write about their experiences, because I have high blood pressure. Steven
Spielberg has my in-depth interview, and I received a tape and a letter of gratitude
for my detailed story.
On March 17, 1944, Soviet troops entered Chernivtsi without much resistance.
Suddenly, in the sky there was a roar of motors and planes rained bombs. After a
couple of hours, people took to the street and saw a terrible site: corpses of soldiers,
oﬃcers, local residents and children everywhere. The survivors mourned and buried the dead. I went outside and saw a whole family: a mother with three daughters
dead. Their father was killed at the front. When their grandmother went outside to
look for her daughter and three granddaughters, and saw them dead, the grandmother suﬀered a heart attack. They buried them all in one grave. The entire town
saw them oﬀ on their last journey.
And I still remember what I once saw: we lived near the bank, near the wall of
the bank sat a frozen soldier with a bowler hat in his hands. It was very scary to
look at.
Now ﬁlmmakers from Kiev, St. Petersburg, Moscow, and even in Paris, come to
ﬁlm the emptied Chernivtsi, for the Jewish theme is in fashion.
Every year in March, former residents of our village gather in Israel. People come
from America, Canada and from all the cities of Israel.

373

GHETTO CHECHELNIK

GHETTO CHECHELNIK
The ghetto was organized in the Jewish Quarter,
which housed about 1,000 Jews of Chechelnik,
Kodym and Peschany. In addition, in autumn 1941 more
than a thousand Jews from Bessarabia and Bukovina
arrived in Chechelnik. In 1943, the Romanian
Authorities sent 60 young Jews to work in Nikolaev,
15 of them died.
On March 17, 1944 Chechelnik released.

Belotserkovskaya (Farber) Riva
I was born in a large family on February 1, 1932 in Rybnitsa,
Moldova. I had 3 brothers and 6 sisters.
My father – Farber Shaya (1883-1967), worked before
and after the war as a glazier on a collective farm.
Mother – Khaya Farber (1886-1983), raised the children,
kept the house, helping father to take care of our large family. We lived together in peace, helping our parents. Before
the war, I graduated from 3 grades of a seven-year school.
The elder brother, Abram Farber born in 1913, at that time, after getting an education, served in the Red Army, was the commander of a tank unit in Shepetovka. He
went missing in action.
When they began to bomb Rybnitsa, my parents tried to evacuate on their own
with 9 children. Mom had it in a dream that if we come to the ghetto of Chechelnik,
we will stay alive. But on the way to Kadyma, Odessa region, we were seized by the
Germans, along with other refugees.
On the ﬁrst night boys and young men were taken and shot in front of everyone.
Among them was my brother Hershel. He was 18 years old. He had just graduated
from high school. The next night, all detainees were led to execution. We were lined
up at the edge of the pit. We kept close to each other. Immediately after the ﬁrst
shots my father shouted that we must jump into the pit. Bloodied human bodies fell
on top of us. So we lay until the morning, miraculously surviving. That night up to
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80 people managed to save themselves. Father was the ﬁrst to climb out of the pit
and he began to call us, pulling us out from under the piles of dead bodies, one by
one. But my twin sister Betya (born in 1932) and my brother, Joseph (3 years old)
stayed in the pit forever.
Now the 6 children with their parents went on their way towards Chechelnik,
walking through ﬁelds, avoiding the roads, stopping for the night in the stacks of
straw. We ate frozen beets, potatoes. I was exhausted, could not go on. We decided
to leave me with a strange woman, given her all that my parents had: watches, silver
spoons, to bury me in case I die. And they themselves went on. The woman took
care of me, but she was afraid that she'd be caught, and so she asked me to leave.
For a long while I walked through the village in search of my parents and sisters,
asking people, if they had seen a father with children. And I went in the direction
Chechelnik. I got stuck in the snow when I heard my name. It was my dad, he was
walking towards me. Sometime in December of 1941, we reached the camp-ghetto
of Chechelnik, Balta County. Father found an empty house on the Jewish street
with no windows, no doors. He closed the window with boards. And then began
our life in the ghetto.
The Germans took Jews to various ﬁeld and loading works. We were permitted
to draw water from a clay pit for 1 hour per day. This water we used for cooking
hominy or soups and for drinking. And there was another problem – typhoid fever.
Everyone got sick, lying on the ﬂoor. Somehow I found somewhere an old kettle,
made a brick "stove", boiling the water, wetting everybody's dry lips.
Again, miraculously all of us survived. Recovered, I went to work. My mother hid
my older sisters Eva, Paulina and Zina from the eyes of the Germans. And I worked
for them and for myself.
I remember once I was carrying hominy for dad for lunch. The Germans caught
me, beat me and for some reason took a blood sample. After that I laid for 3 days in
some building, until father has found me.
We were released in April of 1944. We returned to Rybnitsa. We restored the
destroyed house; I graduated from 7 classes, and immediately went to work.
In 1950 I married, continued to work at a knitting-linen factory, where I worked
until retirement. I raised 2 children, 2 grandchildren, 3 great-grandchildren.
I came to Israel with my husband Belotserkovsky Shapsha in 1998. Soon after, in
1999, my husband died.
Currently, my sisters Paulina and Zina, former prisoners of the ghetto, are living
in America, Lisa lives in Israel. Raya and Eva passed away.
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Aronis (Shapovalov) Lubov
I was born on March 17, 1928 in the town of Wad Rashkov,
Cotiujanschii district, Bessarabia (Romania).
In July 1941 began the evacuation of our town. Our family rushed to evacuate with the others, but we didn’t go far.
In the town of Peschanka we have caught by the Germans.
Everyone was told to return to their homes. Our family has
had time to reach Olgopol. In the town of Olgopol there were
German and Romanian units. It was a complete mess. They
were seized 20 people, including my father, older sister Sonia and her husband.
These people were taken to Lyubomirka, where they were shot.
After a while the remaining were ordered to return home. With little baggage,
we have come to Chechelnik, where Jews from Moldavia and Bucovina were concentrated. Two streets were closed-oﬀ, everyone was rounded up in one place and
the ghetto was created.
In the ghetto there was an outbreak of typhus, we all got sick. First my mother
and my sister, Golda, and then me and my brother Michael. In the ghetto, no matter what age, everyone had to work. I worked on clearing the railway from snow,
in the ﬁelds – digging frozen beet for the sugar factory. We were dressed in rags,
and it was frost and snow above the knee. And so every day we were marched to
diﬀerent works: the sugar and the spirits factories, harvesting, unloading of freight
wagons at the railway station. Nobody cared if we had the strength or not. There
was not enough food. We only ate whatever we could get oﬀ the ﬁeld, or on the way
to the ghetto after work. After the liberation by the Red Army on March 17, 1944,
we returned home to Moldova, to our native town, and found only emptiness in the
place of our house.
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Gelman Yacov
A month after the outbreak of the war after a night battle the
Germans entered our town. My grandfather, Gelman Froyka
took a shovel, and I, a 12-year-old child, went after him.
And for the ﬁrst time I saw how the old buried Red Army
soldiers who died young.
Thousands of Germans in cars, tanks and on foot, moved
on the highway in the direction of Balta, Odessa, where there
was ﬁghting.
Later the place ﬁlled with Germans, Italians, Spaniards, and Romanians. They
established ﬁeld kitchens and a bakery, where children of 12-14 years were forced
to work with the adults. The Germans went from house to house and took away
beds, sofas, chairs, etc. for their needs. They took women for cleaning of schools,
streets, etc.
One night we were expelled from our homes where in the borough there was a
pit, and we were about to be shot. I remember, from nowhere, rode a motorcycle
with two Germans, who ordered to let us go, after seeing us naked, frozen. Later
they said that they were partisans.
In the fall of 1941, Jews from Moldavia and Romania were brought to the ghetto.
It was awful; every house had 100 and more people. We were herded into the right
half of the town and thus the ghetto was made. Hundreds died daily. It was a cold
winter; the dead were thrown into a special wagon and taken to the cemetery. There
was an outbreak of typhoid fever. How we survived, only God knows.
People from Kodyn came to us, where all the Jews were shot. They climbed out of
the hole after the shooting, when the policemen left. One day, the Germans handed
out waste from slaughtered cattle. I stood in line, received a portion of intestines.
My mother was very happy, because there were three of us, and my father was at
the front. I went for a second time, the German recognized me, and hit me with his
leather boots. I think it hurts to this day.
During 1942-43 I remember getting up at 3-4 am, going to the village and begging, or exchanging some things for food. Later there was the Romanian commandant; our Jews knew the Romanian language. I remember Dr. Weizmann, thanks to
whom our family survived. I worked the entire time – digging, washing, chopping
wood, doing all the dirty work.
The second time, during the retreat, I was about to be executed by Vlasov soldiers. They walked through the ghetto armed and collected everything they came
across. They have taken everything, and I was taken to carry the loot. With us, there
was one guy from Bessarabia. When we loaded it all on the wagon, one of them
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loaded his riﬂe and took us aside. The guy that was with me began shouting in Romanian, calling for help, Romanian gendarmes came running and we ﬂed.
Everything cannot be described. At nights I still dream of it. Then in March 1944,
our troops arrived. It was pure joy and happiness.

Kopyt Elik
I was born in 1937 in the town of Chechelnik, Vinnitsa region, in Ukraine.
My mother – Kopyt Riva, was born in 1913. My father
– Kopyt David, was born in 1908. We lived at my father's
parents. They had 3 sons and 3 daughters.
When the Germans entered the town, the house was in
turmoil. Mom picked me up; we looked out the window into
the street, where in a rising cloud of dust and rumbling, the
German patrols drove on sidecar motorcycles. They were all dressed in gray, with
iron helmets. They had guns.
A Jewish ghetto was organized in Chechelnik, where we were detained from July
1941 to March 1944, suﬀering from pogroms and looting. Stones were thrown in
our windows. My father, my uncle and all the men were mobilized into the Red
Army. There were only women, old people and children. It was forbidden to go
out into the street. The Germans took all the gold and valuables. I remember how
my mother went out and ran into the Germans. They beat her with a whip, leaving
lifelong scars on her body.
People were taken out to be shot every day, many were killed. In the ghetto,
we were tortured by hunger, they abused us, forced us to do the most unbearable
work. For the work the gendarmerie paid a pittance of rotten vegetables – potatoes, cabbage, beets, that even the cattle refused to eat. Accompanied by policemen,
we cleared railroad tracks at the "Dokhno" station. We worked from early morning till late evening. In such unbearable conditions we lived until March of 1944,
when we were liberated by Soviet troops. Many of my fellow countrymen: children,
women, the elderly – all innocent, were killed by the fascist ﬁends. Only a miracle
has helped us to stay alive.
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Ferdman (Shapovalov) Golda
I was born in February 1927 in the town of Vad-Rashkov,
Kostyuzhansky district, Bessarabia (Romania).
In July 1941, when the war began, there was an evacuation. Our family rushed to evacuate with the others, but we
didn't get far. In the town of Peschanka we were caught by
the Germans. Everyone was told to return to their homes.
We managed to reach Olgopol. In Olgopol there were German and Romanian troops. It was a complete mess. They
seized 20 people, including our father, Ilya, the elder sister Sonia and her husband
Abram. These people were taken to the village of Lyubomirka, where they were
shot. After a while the remaining were told to go home.
We have come to Chechelnika, where they drove the Jews from Moldavia and
Bucovina. Two streets were enclosed; everyone was rounded up in one place, thus
creating a ghetto. In the ghetto there were outbreaks of typhoid and other diseases.
Everyone got sick, including my family.
In my family only my mother Riva, my brother Michael, my sister Luba and I –
Golda were left alive.
In the ghetto, despite the young age, everyone had to work. I worked on clearing
snow from the railway, dressed in rags, in the frost, in deep snow above the knee.
And so every day we were marched to diﬀerent work: in the sugar factory, at the
distillery, cleaning ﬁelds, digging for beets, loading grain shipments at the railway
station for the Germans and the Romanians. No one cared, how old you were, if
you're a teenager, whether you’re healthy or sick. This went on for three years.
There was not enough food. We would eat only what we could "get" or the ﬁeld or
on the road in the ghetto after work.
After the liberation by the Red Army, we have returned to our homes in Moldova
in Vad-Rashkov.
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Schneider (Tsipkin) Hanusya
I was born in 1927. I remember that from August 1, 1941
I was in the German ghetto in the town of Chechelnik,
Chechelnitsky district, Vinnytsia region, with my mother
Tsipkin Raisa, born in 1903, and sister Maria Tsipkin, born
in 1937. My father and brother were killed at the front:
my father, Tsipkin Ruvin, died in January of 1945, and my
brother, Micha Tsipkin on April 4, 1945.
Mother with two children did not have time to evacuate.
Although 64 years has passed since the day, when the punitive detachment came
to town, I can never forget it. We were all rounded up in the square, the men got
separated, and they were given shovels and ordered to dig a pit. The old men were
immediately shot. They held us all day, and then the survivors were herded into the
school, with soldiers guarding us, and constantly shooting at us. The dead were lying among us for days, and then we were sent home. We had to step over the bodies
of the executed.
Returning home, we found ourselves destitute, the windows and the doors were
broken and everything was destroyed. We are all driven into one street. Many of
us were crowded in each hut: hungry, dirty, cold. I fell ill with typhus and scabies.
People were dying by the hundreds, and they were lying among the living. The Jewish community was established, which knew perfectly well that under the guise of
supposed work we are driven to be killed. I was afraid of the Germans, of policemen
and of community workers alike (when we were released, the head of the community Yoska Zaslavsky was convicted and sent to labor in the mines of Donbass).
After a long illness, I could not walk for six months – a complication of typhoid.
When I was sick, in the winter, barefoot and underdressed, I was marched to work
at the piles of sugar beet plant sorting rotten beets. This was an opportunity to feed
on the beets, if the patrol did not notice. It was dangerous, many paid with their
lives. From there, many did not return. The policemen also abused and killed. We
had a well-known policeman named Pavlo, who had a huge stick a meter and a
half long; in this stick he scored a nail. When people would hear that Pavlo is coming, everyone hid, and those who did not have time to hide, would be pierced by
this stick, and it was a painful death. When the policemen could feel that the end
of the war was near, they had to get rid of all the Jews at once, because they were
witnesses of their robberies, murders and abuse. To do this, they killed a Romanian
and tossed his body in the ghetto, so that the Jews will be punished and killed. But
they were so drunk that they fell asleep near the murdered Romanian. German
patrol came across them. They were all taken to Yalta, and all of them, including
Pavlo, were put to death for the murder of a Romanian. Apparently, there is a God,
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because the policemen admitted to their complicity, we were spared that day, and
we got rid of this cruel "man" – Pavlo.
Once, when we were driven to work, a German in glasses pointed at me. Mixing
broken glass with soil, he made me eat it. I tearfully began to chew. This German
was staying at the apartment of a Russian woman, her name was Anastasia. My
mother ran to the woman and, on her knees, persuaded her to save me. Anastasia
came and started talking to him, while nodding to me, shouting: "Run away!”
Many times I got into a raid, but by some miracle, I managed to survive, thanks
to good people. We found out that we are to be executed. And then we and a few
more people got together and walked to Bershad. We walked for a few nights, hiding, it was scary, but I wanted to live. Residents took us in with pity, but the hostess looked at me and said, "Girl, I'm sorry, you have scabies and I got children, so
you should look for another place to stay". I understood that I won’t ﬁnd shelter
anywhere.
One woman, who worked at the sheller, felt sorry for me, she took to the hospital
and asked the paramedic – an old man for help, he made me some ointment (tar
and kerosene), smeared me for a few days, and I improved. This person did this at
great risk, because if the doctor learned that he was treating a Jew with scabies, it
would be the death of him.
It took some time, but in Bershad as well there began mass executions, and it
became dangerous to stay there, and I went back again to Chechelnik. Along the
way I met a lot of nice people. I was in the village of Verbka, Chechelniksky district; there were people with great compassion, who took away food and clothing
from their own children and gave to me. They would tell me in which apartments
there are policemen, and how to get through the village without stumbling upon
the Germans. Hiding no longer made sense, it was very dangerous, and I came back
to the Chechelnik ghetto, deciding whatever happens to everyone, shall be my fate
as well.
There aren’t many of us left, but we still come together as a family.
On March 14, 1944, we were released by the Red Army. And who knows, maybe
if the army was a few weeks late, we wouldn’t be alive. Yes, it was the end of the
great suﬀering that lasted nine hundred and three days. Hundreds of thousands
were killed by hunger and torture, humiliated, abused people, in most, the elderly,
women and children, including minors and infants. Eternal memory!
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Yanovska Donja
I was born on August 2, 1932 in the town of Chechelnik,
Vinnitsa region. The composition of our family: my father,
mother, older brother and grandmother. My father died at
the front during WWII, and my brother was hĳacked to work
in the city of Nikolaev, where he was considered a prisoner
of the ghetto. In the area where I was born, as well as my
mother and my grandmother, was a ghetto, they drove us to
work hitting us with whips, humiliated us. I had long braids,
and the Germans constantly ripped my hair out of my head. It was very painful, I
cried, and my grandmother tried to protect me. After that, she was beaten almost
to death, and she was lying on the ﬂoor, and died 10 days later. My mother caught
a cold; she too, was lying on the ﬂoor and died.
I was left alone, and was in the ghetto until our area was liberated. The house in
which we lived, the Germans looted and destroyed. And I was left naked and barefooted, had to beg for help from strangers, and they helped me ﬁnancially. I went to
school and continued to study.
So I went through the war, and, thank God, that I am still alive, although my
entire family was killed during the war.
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The occupation of the village Sharhorod lasted
from July 22 1941 to March 20 1944.
In occupied Shargorod there were about 1,800 Jews.
They were gathered in the unfenced ghetto are required
to wear a yellow badge on their clothes.
During the autumn here were deported about 5000
thousand Jews from Bessarabia and Romania.
The Shargorod ghetto, the third largest ghetto,
was known as the most organized.

Gratch (Kertsburd) Dora
The years of war. My childhood – a childhood of hunger,
fear and horror. Endless rumors that the pits are ready. The
daily expectation of death. What could be worse?! All this
is a terrible echo that reverberated not only on the health
of adults, the children's nerves were under great pressure.
Adults tried to distract us from the shadows of fear.
In Shargorod lived a teacher Celia Josephovna Groisman.
Around her children gathered. Her apartment was our
center. Here we were taught to read, write, and play. We've been kept busy. There
was no time or desire to play pranks, or do mischief. Along with our mothers we
went to work in the village of Lozova collecting tobacco leaves. We cleaned for the
Germans, and then for the Romanians. Such daily life brought us together. We're
friends until now: we call and write each other. We had friendly relations with the
Ukrainians. Many of them held out a helping hand, risking their lives. My father
had a friend named Semka Sokolovsky in the village of Barabolivka. He settled us
into his home. Not far from them was the housing of the worst policeman – Sava
Bogatsky. He was the devil incarnate for all inhabitants of Shargorod (both Jews
and Ukrainians). Someone must have informed him, or maybe he could just smell
it. He hovered like a vulture over the house. At night Aniska (Semka’s wife) took

383

GHETTO SHARHOROD

us to her sister Hanna Krizhanovsky. Unfortunately, Semka’s family died of tuberculosis. There was one daughter left, Vera. Such actions are unforgettable. The
memory of them still lives in my heart.
Jews were deported to Sharhorod from Romania's Suceava, Kimpolunk, Dorogay and other Romanian cities. Those who had time to settle in houses, were relatively safe from epidemics. The rest settled in the synagogue. Naturally, these were
no conditions for life. The unsanitary conditions claimed countless lives. The dead
were counted by the full wagons. Physicians, following the Hippocratic Oath, assisted the sick, risking their own lives. I would like to mention a doctor from Kimpolunk – Shnayh Ziggi. He remained in a mass grave in Shargorod.
During the spring, while freeing the land of Romania, father met with the Shnayh family. It was a touching and emotional encounter.

Deutscher (Goltz) Flora
I was born in 1933 in Chernivtsi. In 1941, all Jews were gathered in City Camp. After a certain time, in about November 1941, our family, that is, father, mother, brother, and I,
like other families, were sent under escort to the place that
is called Ataki. It rained heavily, the mud was deep, and
when taking a step, one couldn’t pull the foot out. I could
not move, despite the fact that my father held my hand and
those who could not walk, were shot. My father took me in
his arms and carried me to a boat on the bank of the Dniester, and people held on
as best they could, so not to drown. I remember the nights were very dark, for me,
anyway. I do not remember exactly when we arrived in the city of Mogilev; from
there we came to Sharhorod. We were many people all sleeping on the ﬂoor of clay.
During the day, looking into the street, I saw an SS man shooting every living thing
that was walking or running by. And there we were until 1944. Then we got out and
walked somewhere. I do not remember much since I was a child.
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Krivovyaz (Zubkov) Tunya
Sharhorod is the regional center of Vinnitsa region. In this
place our ancestors were born, it was a big part of our lives –
me, my brother Senya and my sister Raia Zubkov.
Our parents Zaivi and Malka Zubkov were born and lived
in Shargorod their entire lives.
We had a very nice family. Before the war our father
worked as th manager of a canteen, my mother was a housewife. For that time, we lived quite well. My brother and I
even went to kindergarten and then to school. We studied in Ukrainian schools
(there was no Jewish school by that time). I graduated four classes, brother graduated two. I forever remember the Sunday of June 22, 1941. My mother came into
the house and told us that the war began. My dad had reservations up to a certain
date, and my mother began to prepare for evacuation. A month after the beginning
of the war my dad was summoned to the military commissariat, he was given a
horse and a cart and allowed to leave. On the same day the bombing began, and on
July 22 Germans entered Sharhorod.
I was 11 years old. I see before me this horror and fear my entire life. We hid in
the cellar. The road was above us, and we heard the clatter of hoofs of their horses
– loaded on carts was all the loot stolen along the way, guarded by sheepdogs. We
could hear the roar, and German language.
Thus, the occupation began. The ghetto was immediately arranged, in which
thousands died. Our dad became a member of an underground organization. At
the head of the organization was a man left in charge by the Central Committee of
Ukraine, a Jew by the name of Naum Malinsky, and one named Greceanii (don’t remember his ﬁrst name). They, unfortunately, died in the dungeons of the Gestapo,
they have been betrayed.
Father went through a lot in the ﬁrst days of the occupation. His life was threatened with death several times. His former chief Karpenko, head of the general store,
from the very ﬁrst day went to work for the Germans. The canteen, where father
worked was looted to the ground. And this Karpenko called up my father and gave
him 48 hours to restore the entire canteen: all the goods – plates, forks, spoons, etc.
Otherwise he threatened to shoot him.
The residents of Shargorod were very friendly people, even though all were different. In times of trouble they came together and helped. So they helped my father.
Our neighbors gathered and went from house to house, and the people gave what
cutlery they could. During the 48 hours the Germans with policemen came twice to
our house, taking whatever they wanted. But my father was saved that time.
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The fascists stayed in Shargorod for a few months; passing through the city were
also Hungarian and Italian troops. We lived in the center. Opposite our house there
was a one-storey hotel. One morning we heard a noise in the street. We looked
out the window and saw a column of people near the hotel, surrounded by the
Germans and the dogs, saw people being thrown out of the houses: women, old
people, everyone. With us lived my grandfather on my father’s side. Father and our
neighbor (we shared one house), were taken early in the morning to work in the
farm, harvesting tobacco.
Seeing this site, my mom told me that I – the eldest – should stay with the small
children and grandpa, and she would go out towards them, so they won’t go into
the house and drag out my grandfather, he was hardly walking, very sick. Mother,
she was then 40 years old, born in 1901, and was beginning to turn gray, turned
completely gray seeing the Germans, worrying about my father, and her hair turned
white. And my mom joined the column, and we knew it was certain death.
At work, father heard that something is going in the town, but he could not get
away from work, he would have been shot there.
When the column was marched away, the three of us stood and cried, our neighbor came down, and she also began to cry. Several hours passed, and suddenly
mother appeared. The Germans took from the column a certain number of people
to work, the others were released. My mother was saved by her gray hair. But, thank
God, there were no more of this.
Then the regime of Romanian occupation was established. Sharhorod was on the
territory of Transnistria.
Assembled in the ghetto, we were forced to wear a badge – a yellow Star of David, and every house had to hang a sign with the image of a six-pointed star.
It was a small township. They began bringing in cars Romanian and Bessarabian
Jews. First they were settled in homes, and those who were driven on foot, reached
us in the winter. The winter of 1941-1942 was terrible. Ragged, starving, these people looked terrible, and had nowhere to live. They were put in the synagogue, in
cellars with access to the street. There were a lot of people, lack of food, soap, clean
water, heat – and a terrible epidemic of typhus began.
People were dying in the streets. The bodies were piled up and buried in mass
graves.
Our house had a large copper samovar. All day long our mother boiled water and
whatever we had in the house she divided and shared with the misfortunate ones.
Then there was created a community that is very helpful and saved people.
The community was headed by a Romanian Jew, Dr. Teich. Shargorod ghetto was
known on the territory of Transnistria as the most reliable. Many Jews ﬂed from
other places of the German occupation and found refuge here. There was even a
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children's home. After the release of Shargorod (in spring of 1944) these children
were taken to Romania and then to Israel.
After our release, we have lived hard for a long time. Still ahead of us were the
famine and the terrible surge of anti-Semitism after the war. Our family was very
much aﬀected by it. Our father did prison time for no crime at all. But, thank God,
Stalin died, and it saved us.
Later, working in Lvov, our brother Senya was attacked by anti-Semites. He
joined the party, but it did not help.
In 1970, he decided that to go to Israel. His was tormented for a long time, and
ﬁnally released there as a traitor.
He arrived in Israel in 1973. Learned the language, worked, and was delighted
with the country. He was calling all of us, but we were unsure for a long time. My
brother became ill and died there of a terrible disease. Our parents died there as
well. I'm very sorry that for such a long we did not dare to come. God grant that our
country should live and prosper, such small, yet such big and beautiful country, so
that our children and grandchildren can live here in peace and be happy.

Kreditor Zinovy
Born in 1940, juvenile prisoner of the Shargorod ghetto.
From the memories of my mother Kreditor Dora I remember
one moment from the life in the ghetto.
My father Srul Kreditor was at the front, and my mother
stayed with 3 young children in Shargorod – my elder brother, David, born in 1932, the middle son – Arkady, born in
1935, and I, born in 1940. We lived on the street of Rosa
Luxemburg, 17, near the river Murashka, and across the
bridge there was the village of Sloboda-Shargorodskaya, also called called Barabolivka.
My mother loved us very much and feared for our lives, one day she moved us
across the river to Barabolivka and hid us in the basement of the house of her friend
by the name of Maria, I do not remember her last name. It was cold and damp, I was
crying, my brothers reassured me, but it did not help, because I was very young and
did not understand, and my mother was forced to close my mouth with her hand,
and my brothers were happy that I have stopped crying, and we won’t be found.
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Petersburg Mikhail
I was born in the town of Sharhorod, Vinnitsa region. The
township led a quiet, provincial way of life that the war violated. We, the boys did not understand at ﬁrst what was happening, but after the ﬁrst bombing, it became clear that this
is not a game, and we matured instantly. Soon there were
Germans on horses and cars. ﬁrst they noted their arrival
with the murder of a woman. We felt a lot of stress in everything: food became scarce; a ban was placed on free movement in the little town, although there was no barbed wire around the village. In the
evening, it was necessary to close the window curtains.
To our town were herded Jews from Romania, Bessarabia, and we, the locals had
to double up and share with the refugees, not only shelter. Grandma took in two
homeless men. By the way, one of them soon became a member of our family. The
overcrowding, lack of nutrition, lack of medical care – all this led to the emergence
of epidemics. Especially scary was the typhoid fever! It mowed down dozens of
people every day. My mother became ill and died soon after. All the rest, except for
me and my grandmother, got sick as well. Only thanks to a neighbor, a Ukrainian,
a woman of good heart, we have been able to survive.
And life went on! In our family consisted of 10 people: grandparents, two aunts,
and a nephew , and us – 4 brothers and a sister: Lenya – 13 years old, Lucya – 9
years old, Misha – 7 years old, Shunya – 4 years old and Haim – – 8 months old.
My grandmother used to bake bread and sell it, a good friend of the family gave us
salt, paint, yeast, and we sold it as well, exchanging old clothes in nearby villages
for food. Bread baking was a troublesome, diﬃcult business. It was necessary to
prepare the fuel, the ﬂour, the water and other components. So everybody contributed. Commanding the operations was Aunt Ida (mother's sister). I was engaged in
the delivery and packaging of salt for sale. And Lenya, who didn't look like a Jew,
went to villages and exchanged old things for food. Not always these outputs ended
successfully.
We were placed in the following way: Shunya and I slept above the stove (we
always felt warm), Haim slept by his grandfather, Lucya slept by her grandmother.
Soon the Germans evicted us from our house, and we had to move to the basement. I, as an orphan, was placed in an orphanage, which was organized in the
ghetto with the help of refugees from Romania. Food was scarce, and some could
not stand it, contriving to facilitate their situation. One boy got caught stealing in
the warehouse, they took him outside, and he was shot in front of all the children. I
also remember such an episode, when many rushed to the mill to grab some grain.
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A German appeared, and everyone ﬂed. One deaf and dumb man didn't manage to
escape, and was immediately killed.
The most joyful day was the day of March 19, 1944, when patisans entered the
town and announced our liberation.
Often at night I think of this nightmare, and still cannot believe how we, virtual
orphans, have managed to survive this hell.
Unfortunately, Lenya is no longer with us – blessed be his memory! All of us
got families, we are living happily in Israel, maintaining close ties with each other,
but we'll never forget those hard days and we tell about them to our children and
grandchildren.

389

GHETTO SHARHOROD

Pizman Haim
I was born on May 17, 1934. WWII for its scale and brutality is deeply imprinted in my childhood memory. Fascism,
which spread throughout Europe, quickly rolled up to a
small Jewish town of Sharhorod and aimed, ﬁrst of all, for
destruction of the Jewish people and world domination. The
German army and its allies quickly occupied the whole of
Europe.
June 22, 1941 was heavy day in my childhood memory.
My father Pizman Schicka went to ﬁght on the front to defend his homeland, and
my mother, Rosa Pizman, remained in the occupied territory with three children.
My father returned at the beginning of 1946, his life and battles with the Nazis area
separate page of his fate.
At the beginning of the war I was 7 years old. I had a sister Rivka, 4.5 years old
and a brother Srulik, 3.5 years old. It's hard to describe all those years, the diﬃculties and the tragedy of our people. When the fascist army occupied Shargorod in
September of 1941 a ghetto was created that divided the locality into two halves.
One half of the Jews were on the side of the new stadium and the old synagogue and
the second half – in the direction of the river Murashka, where we still lived in our
own homes. All Jews were ordered to wear armbands with a yellow Star of David,
so everyone knew that we were Jews. Appearance without the armband would carry
a severe punishment by the occupiers.
Cold, hunger, poverty and disease accompanied us the entire period of the occupation. It's hard to recollect. In the cold late autumn of 1941 tens of thousands of
Jews were driven from Bessarabia, Bukovina, and northern Romania, temporarily
placed throughout the Vinnitsa region of Ukraine. We had a small two-bedroom
apartment without running water or toilets. In this apartment they settled two other Jewish families. People slept on the cold ﬂoor without a bath, food and warm
clothing. People suﬀered from lice, skin diseases, etc. I remember all the names of
the Romanian Jews who lived with us. The Bokalu family – Moshe, Itzik, Dina, the
Rose family – Shlome, Rivka, Yankel, Tema and others. Shlome Rose was my age
and Itzik Bokalu was 5 years older. My late mother helped them to survive and told
them how one can get food and not die of hunger and disease in the ghetto. German
soldiers and Romanian thugs rampaged in the ghetto, the Romanian administration was established: Pretoria mayor, police and other services that were under the
authority of Transnistria and Romania. The Romanian henchmen struck even the
German soldiers and the Ukrainian policemen for their brutality and corruption.
During the occupation, all our little property and the house had been looted by
the Romanian invaders. Mother had it very hard, my sister and brother were little,

390

and I helped my mother, who would be taken to forced labor: working in the beet
and the tobacco plantations and on the Sharhorod – Murafa road construction and
at the railway station.
I collected apricot pits, rotten potatoes, and such so that we won't die of hunger.
We went to the nearby villages, and Ukrainians gave us food and helped us however
they could.
I remember the Ukrainian families: Samborski, Kukharenko, Divogrits and others who helped and hid Jews. For that we are forever grateful to them.
Going beyond the ghetto was forbidden and severely punished. But we, the children, would break this rule and pass under the guise of Ukrainians before the corrupt Romanian and Ukrainian policemen. I remember how mercilessly Jews and
my relatives were beaten by a Romanian policeman named Lyatsa and a Ukrainian
policeman called Stakh, showing their pathological hatred of the Jewish people.
Here's an episode of my life. On the territory of the Romanians there was a Christian monastery where the administration organized production of soap for the Romanian Army. Involved in the work were the local people. The soap was placed to
dry in the summer in the windows in the sun. And we, the children, including me,
went to steal soap to wash clothes by the river to get rid of lice. The ﬁrst campaign
was a success, and the second time we were noticed, they started swearing and
shooting at us. We got away without the soap, and bullets whistled over our heads,
but we miraculously survived. For three days my speech was paralyzed out of fear.
And yet another episode. In the fall of 1942 I was with my brother, the Romanian
policemen drove us into the building of the former sanitary station and took us to
disinfection. We changed clothes and then released, I remember it well. After that,
we become seriously ill. We were accompanied by various diseases: paratyphoid
fever, lung disease, scarlet fever, and other illnesses. The Romanian Jewish doctors
said that only a hospital can save us. And in the former children's home there was
a Romanian hospital where Romanian soldiers, policemen and their families were
treated. With the help of a Ukrainian women aunt Ania, me and my brother, under
the guise of Ukrainian children, were admitted to the hospital and treated for scarlet fever. For 12 tablets of streptocide mother gave away all of my father's things
and his watch, which she was able to hide in a shed from the invaders. Thanks to all
those people, the Ukrainians, we were saved from death and disease.
The things I've seen with my eyes of a child. These are just two small episodes
from the time of our hard life in occupation. And there were many such episodes.
Hard work, infectious diseases, hunger, cold, and constant fear mowed people
one by one. It was not necessary to kill people, they died on their own.
People got so accustomed to death that the dead bodies could be near the living.
Romanian soldiers pulled out gold teeth from the corpses and removed their clothing. From toil and disease people wouldn't even wake up. A very high mortality
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rate was among the Romanian and the Bessarabian Jews. Thousands of Jews were
buried in the Jewish cemetery. All this partly happened before my eyes. With my
own eyes I saw naked corpses stacked on carts and buried in the deep and frozen
ground.
Three years of nightmare, abuse, humiliation, and fear didn't pass without leaving a mark. Not everyone has survived this hell. I was left with stomach and lung
disease. After the war, I was diagnosed with an open form of tuberculosis. I've been
treated, and the Soviet doctors saved me.
In March of 1944, we were released by the Red Army. I remember how the people cheered and danced. Near the executive committee a meeting was held, at which
there were both the liberators and the liberated, talking about all the horrors of the
German and Romanian occupation and about the plans of the Red Army for the
liberation of the whole of Europe.
During the German and Romanian occupation in a number of villages in the area
there were groups of partisans who learned through established links all the news
from the front, engaged in subversive activities, and after the release joined the
ranks of the army. Joy knew no bounds, and Romanian Jews left to their homeland
with songs.
Immediately after the liberation Soviet rule was restored. In September of 1944,
I went directly to the second grade of Shargorodsky School. After graduating from
high school in 1953, I got a part-time secondary education, and then in 1968 I
graduated from the Kyiv Trade and Economic Institute.
I cannot describe all the details speciﬁcally. I have described only a small part
of what I have seen and heard, as well as what learned from the stories of my late
mother. But I always knew that Victory Day is honored and remembered in our
family and we always raise a glass to those who have not lived up to the Great Victory. Eternal memory!
I am currently living in the State of Israel. I've repatriated in 1994.
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Rosenkranz Tanya
I was born in 1936 in Shargorod, Vinnitsa region, in a large
family. We were seven children. I remember, when the war
started, we were about to leave the city. Just as we left, we
were caught up with by the Romanians and the Hungarians,
and we returned home. We stayed in Shargorod. A few days
later they began to enclose the city with barbed wire, and
formed a ghetto. It was impossible to go outside the ghetto. There was no market, and my mother had to go to the
Ukrainian market. At ﬁrst, we exchanges valuables for food, and then my older
brother would make his way to the mill. He was 13 years old; he helped to load bags
of ﬂour, and was given 1 or 2 kg of ﬂour. My sister worked at the police station,
cleaning. Then we all got sick with typhus, there were no doctors and we treated
each other. Then Jews from Bessarabia were brought and placed in local apartments, we had a 2-bedroom apartment, where they put 16 people. God knows how
we've suﬀered. In the evening, we weren't allowed to go out, only up to 16:00.
Whoever was caught was beaten.
My mother told me that we had a distant relative who lived in Uman, there was
a pogrom, and so she ran away with her 5-year-old boy and lost him on the way.
In Haschevata there was also a pogrom; people had to cross the river Bug. Only a
small number of people survived. My mother told me a lot, about the towns of Ternovka, Gysin and other towns and villages, where people ﬂed wherever they could.
There have already been lists, according to the talk in the community, that a death
squad was about to arrive, and kill us all. My heart hurts when I think about the
stories of my mother.
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Futoryan Joseph
I was born in 1932. When the war started, I was about 9
years old; my friends and I were picking cherries and berries. Suddenly we heard a roar, as if iron barrels rolled on the
pavement, and then we saw airplanes with black crosses, ﬂying low, we got terribly frightened and ran home. The house
was full of screaming people and turmoil. My mother saw me
and shouted to me that my brother, who was only 1.5 years
old, got lost. I set oﬀ running to look for him. I found him
on another street, knocking on the door of our aunt. I grabbed him in my arms and
ran home. At home, the neighbors would not disperse, scared of everything, and
since my mother was an educated and highly respected woman, everyone stayed the
night in our small-sized one-bedroom apartment and my mother comforted them.
The next morning the Germans came. It was very scary. They wore black uniforms and carried machine guns. Their sleeves were rolled up to the elbow. The
barking of our dog Jack was met with machine gun ﬁre, and the barking stopped.
That night they came to us, and took our mother to the hospital to carry water.
Mom told that they gave them leaky barrels. The Jews carried water, poured it into
the barrel, and the water poured out. They were tormented this way the entire night,
until one of the oﬃcers kicked and broke all the barrels. I was forced to bring in our
iron bed to the hospital. I dismantled it and carried piece by piece.
We were afraid to go out into the street. While the Jewish community was being
organized, the town was a mess. Then, when the German units wanted something,
they demanded it through the community. The representatives went from house to
house and collected everything. The same Germans, who were in our town, were in
the town of Brailov earlier, where all the Jews were murdered because they could
not deliver the desired goods. Our family was well oﬀ before the war, many knew
about it. And when the police was organized, they took the Germans to us, and they
robbed us, taking away everything that they desired. After these visits, my mother
could rarely ﬁnd anything to barter for bread.
In our town of Shargorod there lived only about 3 thousand people. When
the refugees arrived from diﬀerent parts of Romania, Bukovina and Bessarabia,
Sharhorod became a very densely populated place. We lived in a small apartment
with three other families. All of us were forced to work, including children. They
took us boys to the melon ﬁeld and lined us up, and demanded that we undo our
pants and show them, and then they laughed terribly.
We were also taken to the ﬁelds to collect tobacco leaves, stringing them on twine
and drying. Then there came the diseases. I fell ill with typhus. My mother ﬁrst hid
me above the stove, and then was I found and taken to a type of a hospital that was
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organized in the outskirts of Shargorod. From there, each day corpses were taken
to the cemetery on a sled in the winter and buried in a common grave. I managed
to survive thanks to my mother, who waded at nights through the patrols to take
care of me.
When they brought me home, I was thin as a rake. My hands and legs trembled.
But gradually I began to rebound. So time went on, and the people, and especially
we, the children, became strangely accustomed to the fact that every morning we
saw a sleigh full with corpses of women and men taken to the cemetery. And ﬁnally
we have reached the time when one spring morning we saw soldiers in quilted jackets, our Soviet soldiers.
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Schneider Aaron
I was born on March 10, 1926 in the town of Ataki in Bessarabia, Romania.
In 1940, Soviet troops occupied Bessarabia and we joined
Moldova. In 1941, the war broke out. My parents were born
in Ukraine, and we ﬂed to the town of Ozaryntsi in Vinnytsia
region, MogilevPodolsky district, hoping to meet with our
relatives.
On July 21, 1941 Germans entered Ozaryntsi. On the same
day all the Jews were herded into the synagogue and held for several hours. Then
they took a group of young men, allegedly to work. Among them was my father,
Schneider Aba Haimovich, born in 1898. We never saw him again. On that day, 23
people were killed and on July 28, 30 more people were killed. They started carrying out mass executions. Our family – mother, Schneider Guzya Solomonovna,
I, Aaron Schneider, born in 1926, my sister Schneider Hanna, born in 1930, my
brother Mikhail Schneider, born in1932, and my brother Simon Schneider born
in1939, ﬂed Ozarinets to Sharhorod in Vinnytsia region. We were immediately
placed in the ghetto.
The grief of losing her husband, the father of her children, made mother turn
totally blind. I, as the eldest son, had to work very hard – cutting and chopping
wood, the heaviest work.
The winter of 1942-43, was very harsh. Many froze and starved to death, many
were ill with typhus. Everyone in our family had been ill. We were lying on the
bunks or on the ﬂoor. Miraculously, we’ve survived. I cannot describe everything
that we’ve experienced.
After the liberation by the Red Army in 1944, we returned to Moldova. Our
house was destroyed.
My father is buried in Ozaryntsi in a mass grave. Among the names of the dead
on the stele is my father's name – Schneider Aba Haimovich.
In May 1991 I went to Israel with my family and I now live in the city of Ashdod.
The hard years of occupation, the diﬃcult childhood had an eﬀect on me. It will
never be forgotten
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Usim Simon
"In the camp-ghetto of Sharhorod, Vinnytsia region
during 1941-1944 torture and starvation claimed thousands of lives of adults and children. "
7JOOZUTJBSFHJPOBMBSDIJWFGSǫ PQ E 
QQ 
Such sad conclusion was reached on July 11, 1945 by the
Extraordinary State Commission whose goal was to identify
and investigate the crimes of the German fascist invaders.
What happened in Shargorod ghetto? It is known that there were no mass executions of Jews in Shargorod. The only ones shot were Ermis’s brother, the wife of a
tailor Stekel, Motja Dub, underground activists, the brother of Moshe Malinsky
and Greceanii. Where did thousands of dead come from?
When the Ukrainian police was organized, it issued an order on curfews. Jews
had to wear a white armband embroidered with the yellow Star of David. Borders
of the ghetto were deﬁned.
Soon Sharhorod began accepting refugees from Bessarabia, Bukovina, and Romania. We’ve welcomed my mother's brother and his family, a sister from Chernivtsi and my cousin Motja Shkolnik (underground activist, killed in battle in the
Carpathians in 1944). The population has increased dramatically. In each house
the number of residents has increased by 2-3 times. Almost all houses were adobe,
without basic amenities, inherited from grandfathers and great grandfathers.
The lack of basic hygiene and the overcrowding caused mass typhus outbreak.
The Jewish community, led by Dr. Teich, allocated a cart, which toured the streets,
collecting corpses and taking them to the cemetery. There were cases when within
a week whole families died. I remember, a doctor from Romania going from apartment to apartment, and treating patients with his medicines.
Also people were without livelihood, the majority were half-starving. We were
not allowed to go outside the ghetto. Ukrainians and Poles would come with their
produce and make exchange. There was a small bazaar. Very often the policemen
did not allow Ukrainians to enter the territory of the ghetto, destroying their produce. Sawa Bogatsky was especially noted for his brutality. After the liberation of
Shargorod he was convicted.
Raids were often held. During one of the raids they took my brother Tolya and
send him to road construction near Trihatin. He escaped from there. In another
night raid he was taken to the police, repeatedly interrogated, beaten and demanded to tell who is a member of the Shargorod underground, then they threw him in
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the basement, tossing in the hat of the executed communist Ermis, and told, "Soon
you'll be there too!" However, a few days later he was released.
The SS repeatedly visited Sharhorod for shares punitive actions. once we were
visited by Shmulevich of the Jewish community, who told my dad that the Germans
demand to see the best tailor. Father parted with us forever, but surprisingly, he
soon returned with an armful of trousers for ironing. When he took the pants back,
he was beaten for poor ironing. I'll never forget how he stood there and cried.
A sad incident happened to me. We would get loose cigarettes from Romania
brought by 100 pieces in a pack. I sorted them in batches of 10, wrapped in paper
and sold. Once a policeman came up to me and said, "Give me the cigarettes". I told
him: "Give me money". Fearing that he will take the cigarettes away, I ran into an
alley, and at this time a shot was ﬁred.
I can tell you some about Shargorod underground. A lot of Jewish children took
part in it, the Burman brothers, Aaron Wiener, my cousin Motja Shkolnik, my
brother Tolya, Yasha, Clara, and others.
I will never forget the last day in the ghetto. The Germans were retreating. We sat
at a table, drinking tea. My brother came in and said: "This is the last day. I agreed
with the Burmans. You will hide in their basement, there will be a raid". We went
to the Burmans and crawled down to the basement. There were a lot of people. We
also got a niche. Water was dripping from the ceiling. It was March 19, 1944. In the
morning the liberators arrived.
Going through family photos, I found a photo from 1945, which shows the graduating students of the 4th grade of the Shargorod junior school. Most of them,
more than 20 people, were Jewish children. They are witnesses of the events described. Some of them have died too soon.
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Kalika Anna
I was born on September 25, 1924 in the town of Labun, Polonsky district, Khmelnitsky region. The Germans quickly
occupied our area – on July 1, 1941, and deprived me, like
all the Jews of our town, of the right to life.
On 05.07.1941 they took all the men, especially the elderly, to the monument of Lenin and began to poke fun at them.
They pulled and cut their beards, made them wash cars with
toothbrushes, etc. The procedure was photographed by the
Nazis. On August 14, 1941 the Germans shot my father. All the men, under the
guise of performing excavations, were put in covered trucks, and shot in a forest.
They were mostly young and middle-aged men.
On August 29, 1941 they shot my mother. Left alone, without parents, I lived
with my aunt, and was repeatedly subjected to harassment, abuse, threat of execution by the Germans and the local policemen. On December 14, 1941 I and all the
Jews were taken on foot in frost and snow from our town to a ghetto in Polomnoye
under the escort of fascists, dogs and policemen. Those who lagged behind were
killed on the spot. The ghetto was a 3-4 barracks outside the city, fenced by barbed
wire.
Before the war it was a limestone quarry. At the time of passing through the
gates of the ghetto everyone was beaten with truncheons and searched for valuables, and the guilty were shot for all to see.
every day we were taken to work in the Jewish cemetery, rolling out tombstones,
and those who lagged behind got shot. The operation was led under guard with
dogs. We lived in huts, 30-40 people in one room. We slept on boards, starving. On
06.25.1942 a punitive detachment arrived at the ghetto, rounding everybody up at
the square, lit by electricity. A few people were shot at close range to frighten everyone else. One woman was thrown alive into a well on the territory of the ghetto.
The Germans sorted out a group of craftsmen and 14 young people, including me.
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All others, including the children and the elderly, were shot in the woods near a
quarry.
On 06/27/1942 the selected group was sent to the ghetto of Shepetovka, Khmelnitsky region. Every day, all of us were led to heavy work under the escort of policemen and dogs (rolling tombstones at the cemetery, etc.).
On 09.10.1942, the punitive detachment arrived once more, and loaded everyone into cars, taken out of town and shot. I managed to escape death by hiding in
a trench, where there was no food and water until 09.13.1942, as from 09.10.1942
to 09.13.1942 the Germans were searching and killing the survivors. I miraculously
escaped into the forest on 09/13/1942, barefoot, cold, undressed. I was hiding in
the woods, going from village to village, closer to the front lines. I lived on the alms
of kind people of the surrounding villages.
From November 1942 to January 4, 1944 I was in the Bogdanovsky forest cottage of the Yanushpolskogo forestry. Good people have sheltered me, and I served
them by working. However, twice I was in danger of being shot by policemen. And
thanks to the approval of the forest people that I was Russian, I was saved. They
managed to convince the German gendarmes that I was not Jewish.
January 3, 1944 during the retreat of the Germans once again ran into the forest
because of the threat of execution.
January 4, 1944 with the release of the territory by the soldiers of the Red Army,
I was once again granted the right to live, learn and work.
In 1944 I graduated from the Odessa Medical Institute. For 43 years I’ve worked
as a doctor. I was married. Currently, I am a widow. Since 1994, I live in Israel in
Ashdod, I am a pensioner.
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The ghetto contained 340 Jews.

Boroda Seraphima
I was born in the colony Novo-Vitebsk of the Stalindorfsky
district, Dnepropetrovsk region in 1920. I graduated from
the Pedagogical College, and I was sent to work as a teacher
in the village of Novyi Put. I worked there as a teacher of the
1-4 grades from 1936 to August of 1941. I got married in
1940. My husband was taken to the army, and I was left to
live with his mother.
When the Germans occupied Novyi Put (on August 28,
1941), the Jews were rounded up in several houses, 5-6 families in each house,
and thus the ghetto was made. We worked in the former collective farm: harvesting corn, cleaning it, shoveling snow on the roads and the railway tracks, until 14
January 1942. Then, children and old people were gathered in the school and shot,
and the able-bodied were driven to concentration camp-ghetto in the village of
Shirokoye, in the Sophia district of the Dnepropetrovsk region for the construction
of the highway Krivoy Rog-Dnepropetrovsk.
Me and my mother-in-law carried stones and sand on a stretcher and the men
were paving the road. We lived in the stables, where the cattle used to be, which was
evacuated. We slept on straw in cold and hunger. We’ve suﬀered much humiliation.
At night, after a day of hard work in the cold, they’d make us march and would
whip us. We were in the ghetto-camp from 1.15.42 to 01.15.43, in appalling conditions. Miraculously, we’ve survived.
We were saved by the track master Peday, who before the war worked with me as
a ﬁnancial agent in the village council. He got us Ukrainian documents, clothes, as
ours were torn and lousy. He arranged our escape. With great diﬃculty, we walked
to the village of Vladimirovka Kursk district, Kamorensky region, pass the front
line. In Vladimirovka I got a job as a teacher of a primary school (without docu-
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ments), as the teachers were all drafted into the army. In this school, I worked until
July 1943, until the liberation.
During the time that I was in Vladimirovka, through Buguruslan I found out
where my family was: my mother and my sisters. They lived in Krasnoarmeysk,
Saratov region. I was accepted to work in the Education Department and sent to
Krasny to work as a teacher of 1-4 grades, where I worked from 1943 to March
194. Then I went with my family to live with my relatives in the Lithuanian SSR in
Vilnius, where I’ve worked until 1993
Since 1993, we live in Israel. I did not know of my husband’s fate for 3, 5 years.
When Novyi Put was released, we found each other. Now we are both sick. It is
impossible to describe everything that we’ve experienced.
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The occupation of Yampol lasted from July17,
1941 to March 17, 1944. From the first days the
shootings started. 9 people were shot. Then the
executions repeated on July28 and on August 2.
On July 29, the Germans shot 1265 people.
On September 1st, 1941 Romanian control was
established in Yampol. In the center of town a ghetto
was established, home to several hundreds of the
surviving local Jews. They also received more than
500 Jews from Bessarabia and Bukovina.
The authorities used prisoners for forced labor
in craft workshops and in agriculture.

Krupnik Zina
This is an episode in the life of a 13-year-old girl.
1942. Winter. Loud barking of dogs and trampling of soldiers' boots. Knock on the windows and doors: – Assemble
at the square at once.
We were all thrown out into the cold, where they held us
for 3 hours. This is a place of execution, a place where people are sent to other camps, ghettos, or to be shot. Frost, the
bare feet freeze to the soles of the old boots. Here are the
elderly, the young, and the children. All the participants have yellow stars on the
left arm and chest. We are waiting for the verdict. How to describe the horror, the
fear...
It’s 10 o'clock in the morning. They read out a list of people who should get into
the car, and sent into the unknown. Among them are our relatives, my aunt with
her sons, my grandfather. In the turmoil, my grandfather, an 80-year-old man, ran
away. Grandpa was a religious man; he realized that he wouldn’t survive the camp.
We – me, my mother and my sister were left in Yampol and allowed to return to
our home. 4 families lived in the house.
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In the morning my mother went outside and saw a terrible site. Hanging from the
big old tree there was my dear, beloved grandfather – Krupnik Moishe. The horror
of this tragedy is diﬃcult to convey. People gathered and secretly removed the body
from the tree, and secretly buried him.

Malach (Neyman) Batia
I was born on May 16, 1936 in the town of Yampol, Vinnitsa
region in Ukraine in a working class family. When on June
22, 1941 war was declared, I was 5 years old. The Germans
were advancing rapidly, planes bombed the city. Going out
to the street was dangerous and scary. One day a few carts
pulled up and we were ordered to gather. Children were taken on the carts and adults walked on foot.
On the way, many died from heat, hunger and infectious
diseases. We spent the nights in barns, where the bottom was ice, and on top there
was some straw. The windows were boarded up, and the door barely closed. We
went through the village, asking for something to eat. Locals were nice and helped
however they could. Was would be given a piece of bread, some potatoes or onions.
But we were not allowed to spread the infection through the village and anyone
caught would be thrown into a basement.
I still remember being thrown into the basement, while my two little brothers sat
upstairs and cried, not wanting to leave without me. We went through much pain
and suﬀering. Even today, half a century later, you can imagine how much pain we
then experienced!
We will always remember with gratitude those good people – the Ukrainians
who saved us from starvation. After the war, they were the most honored guests at
our home.
When Ukraine was liberated in April of 1944, I went to the ﬁrst grade. Our house
was completely destroyed, we have settled in a strange house with no windows and
doors, my father went to the front to ﬁght for the motherland, he was wounded and
shell-shocked.
Let all the bad remain in the past; let this tragedy never happen again! This year,
the entire civilized world celebrates the 60th anniversary of victory over Nazi Germany. The value of victory cannot be overestimated – and especially for the Jewish
people, a third of which was destroyed in the furnaces of concentration camps and
ghettos.
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Roytzayt (Gringruz) Khasya
I was born on June 24, 1929 in the town of Yampol over the
Dniester – the so-called "afreyleh idyshe shteytale" of the
Vinnitsa region.
The town had a large number of Jews, and all were engaged in trade. They lived modestly, but were one big family,
sharing grief and joy, helping each other in everything.
The year of 1941 in my childhood imagination was painted all the colors of the rainbow, because this year according
to Jewish tradition I became an adult and my parents have promised to celebrate
my Bat Mitzvah! But, alas! Two days before my name day, on June 22 a deadly war
started with tragic consequences for us, the Jews.
In the early days of the war, in the streets, by the loudspeakers, crowds of people
were listening to the latest news and discussed it with great concern. Everyone was
wondering what to do, where to run, to save their families.
On June 24 my mother and I went to the assembly point to the draft board, to
send oﬀ our loved ones, mobilized by the Red Army. There were no limits to bitter
tears and cries, although we felt that we see each other for the last time. For me
this day was the darkest day, with the loss of all hope. I was depressed, completely
unaware of what was happening.
Rapidly, without loss or eﬀorts the Germans seized the city.
On the 20th of July 1941, the Germans have captured our town, and then our
hell started. From the earliest days, they were traveling on motorbikes through the
streets, looking for soldiers, communists and Jews. After a short period there was
an order to form a ghetto; all Jews were rounded up in one big street and surrounded by barbed wire. We lived together in the same house with several families living
in one room with us were families from Bukovina and Romania. Everyone, young
and old, were obliged to wear yellow badges with Magen David.
Every day local policemen and Romanians drove us to hard labor, accompanied
by vicious dogs. So, half-starved and tortured by overwork, we lasted until the end
of August 1942.
At the end of August 1942 they ordered everyone to get out of the ghetto to the
former market square and began to call out some families to the right, the others to
the left. Our family was in a list of those to be deported from the ghetto. From the
square we were driven like cattle, accompanied by dogs and Romanians on horseback. Where to? – no one knew. It turned out that we were driven to the railway station. There we were held for a whole day without food or water, and in the evening
we were ordered to get into boxcars. Going into these cars was very diﬃcult, it was
dark, the dogs were biting, a terrible panic began, screaming, moaning, crying. The
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boxcars were ﬁlled to full capacity, we stood back to back. There was no air. So we
got to Zhmerinka. From there we were driven on foot to Ladyzhensky career.
Before the war prisoners were kept in the career under a strict regime. When
the Germans occupied the area, all the prisoners had ﬂed, after having destroyed
everything that was there. When we arrived there, we found huts without doors
and windows, bare cement ﬂoors. In each barrack there were more than a hundred
people, dirt and lice everywhere. Once a day, we were given soup of rotten potatoes
or smelly ﬁsh. We were held there in inhumane conditions until February of 1943.
Then we were sent to the ghetto of Tulchin, Vinnitsa region, and placed in empty,
unheated houses of the Jews, which in turn were sent to the camp of Pechora.
A couple of days later, I was separated from my parents. My sister and I were
sent to the village of Belousovka, Tulchinsky district, to work on a farm, and the
parents were left in the ghetto. There we worked on ﬁeld work, the work was backbreaking, we were kept in horrible conditions, and when the ﬁeld work ended, they
sent us back to Tulchin ghetto, where we met with our parents, and returned to
hard work.
And yet, after all the torment and suﬀering, we serendipitously survived until the
bright day of liberation from the German occupation, it was an unforgettable day
of March 17, 1944.
In 1943 my father's mother, my beloved grandmother Tzipa and my two brothers
– David Roytzayt and Gersh Roytzayt with their families were brutally shot.
In 1941 they shot Elka, the cousin of my mother, and her two girls Rachel and
Sosya. I would love to bow before them and say, "I remember you and will never
forget!"
I would like to wish those who will read my memories, to never meet on your life
path the horrors of war, humiliation, pain, and loss of loved ones – and let this be
the last tragedy of the Jewish people.
Now I live in Ashdod. My two daughters live here with their families. I recall the
twelfth year of my birth with a shudder.
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In July 1941, the Jews were resettled in a street
on the outskirts of town.
Leaving outside the fence was forbidden.
In October and November 1941, more than 500
Bukovina Jews were settled in the ghetto.
On the morning of May 30, 1942 many Jews were shot.
In 1943 about 800 people lived in Yaruga.
During the years of occupation, more than a hundred
people were killed. The township was liberated
on March 20, 1944.

Bubis Lev
I was born on June 15, 1935 in the village of Yaruga, near
the river Dniester. There were two kolkhozes, one Ukrainian named Molotov, the second – Jewish, named Petrovsky.
There were two schools, one Ukrainian, the second a sevenyear Jewish school. The principal of the Jewish school was
my father Bubis Mark. My mother worked as a teacher at the
same school. Famous Jewish writer and poets often attended
the school. The town celebrated Jewish weddings. Jews have
lived a full life, attending the synagogue, working on the farm.
Everything collapsed in an instant – on June 22, 1941. The place was bombed
by Nazi aviation. There were victims and much destruction. Border guards blew
up the underground fortiﬁcations and began to leave the village. Three days later,
father was mobilized to the front. We never had a chance to evacuate. It was the
beginning of the German-Romanian occupation. Our luck was that the Germans
did not stay in the village, leaving us to the Romanians. Yaruga was part of the socalled Transnistria.
The Romanian invaders established a brutal regime. The Jews were placed in a
ghetto, forbidden to leave. We worked in the agricultural sector (vines, sugar beet,
etc.) We were taken to and from work under escort. We worked for free. The apart-
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ments were looted by Romanians and Moldovans. Some Ukrainians helped them
as well. Several times the Jews were gathered for execution. But God was merciful.
Beyond the village overnight they shot up to 500 persecuted Jews from Bessarabia. We constantly lived in fear, experiencing hunger and cold. Drunken Romanians, along with policemen would stage "amusement games", randomly ﬁring at
the working people in the vineyard. In front of the eyes of the people they shot the
chairman of the Jewish collective farm Malamud. We wore armbands with the Star
of David. The Jews managed to establish contact with the surrounding farmers and
some policemen of Ukrainian nationality. They informed us of upcoming raids,
helped us with food.
On March 16, 1944 Yaruga was liberated by the Soviet Army.

Yampolsky Baruch
Before the war, our family – father, mother, brother Elya and
I lived in Yaruga. My father and mother worked at the collective farm.
In the early days of the war father was mobilized into the
army, and for us – came the black days of the occupation.
One of the streets of our town was turned into a ghetto.
Raids began, all our belongings were looted.
In the fall of 1941, Jews from Bukovina were brought to
Yaruga, and the entire town became a natural ghetto. Each home sheltered several
families. We were cold and hungry. The conditions were terrible. In 1942, on the
orders of the Romanian administration, the entire Jewish population of our village
was taken to a camp in the village of Skazentsy, Mogilev-Podolsk district. After
staying there for a few months, we sold our last property, and bribed the authorities
in exchange for permission to return home to Yaruga. There we were again herded
into a ghetto. Our mother with her sisters worked in the most diﬃcult works, taking
my brother with them to work. In March 1944, when our village was liberated, we
made a pontoon bridge across the Dniester River, to pass troops to Moldova. One
day the German planes ﬂew in and bombed the ferry and our town. Mother came
out into the street with my older brother, and a shell fell nearby. Mother was immediately killed and my brother suﬀered a concussion. My brother and I were taken
in by my mother's sisters.
We survived the ghetto because there were many good people who helped us,
Ukrainians. They saved us, informing us in advance about upcoming raids and pogroms. We would hide in ravines and at our Ukrainian friends' homes. Much gratitude to the good people for everything they have done for us.

408

DEFENDERS OF THE MOTHERLAND

DEFENDERS
OF THE MOTHERLAND
Gorodinskaya (Beshkina) Raisa
I was born in 1925 and lived in the town of Derechin, Zelva
district, Grodno region, Belarus.
Our place was occupied literally on the 2nd day of the war
by airborne units, and then a few days later the regular units
entered, beginning to establish a "new order".
Prior to the regular units' arrival, the paratroopers, too,
"amused" themselves with Jewish blood. On the ﬁrst day they
drove all the residents of our town, regardless of nationality,
to the church, which was fenced with a large fence. The senior of the paratroopers
announced that the territory is now occupied by the Germans and ordered Jews to
the left and peasants to the right. There was a great panic; the peasants pushed the
Jews out from their ranks, not allowing joining them. In short, everyone understood what is going to happen, and began to jump over the fence and run away in all
directions. Our family managed to escape, but we were all in diﬀerent places. Those
who failed paid with their lives. These were the ﬁrst victims in our town.
The next day, our family gathered at home. We've been hiding in the wheat ﬁeld,
which hasn't been harvested yet, spending the night there. In the morning the regular units came, and the town was quiet as a tomb. A few days later the Judenrat
was organized, which fulﬁlled all the requirements of the German authorities, and
there were so many. First, it was necessary to sew yellow Stars of David on the left
breast in the front and back, even for nursing infants. Walking on the sidewalk,
too, was forbidden to Jews, only in the middle of the street. At the same time they
began to attract all adults from 15 years old to a variety of hard labor. The Jews
themselves had to build a barbed wire fence, with electric current running through.
It was called the ghetto. Gates were built, which were guarded by policemen. Young
farmers were willing to join the police, hoping to humiliate their former neighbors,
although previously we've lived very amicably and peacefully. Going beyond the
ghetto was possible only for work. If someone managed to get out of the ghetto
without permission, they would be shot.
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Our house was in the center of the ghetto, we had 4 rooms, our family consisted
of 5 persons: my father, a tanner by trade, who used to have a small workshop, my
mother, a housewife, my elder brother, born in 1921, and I – born in 1925. 3 more
families with children were placed with us; it was very crowded, dirty, there was
constant bickering, usually among the children, as the adults understood the situation and tried to put up with everything. In addition we were tormented by constant
hunger. Getting food was a big risk. People were willing to go for forced labor, so
that when departing from the ghetto they could exchange something for food, and
also the Germans would give out a salary – a ration of 200 grams of bread per person, if you go to work.
I personally went to the factory where my father worked, washing windows and
ﬂoors, scraping hairs from the skins, and I was only 16 years old. I often vomited
from fear, but I was happy that I do not go to work in the barracks, where the
women were raped and then killed.
We have lived in this terrible nightmare up to 07.24.1942. Perpetual fear and
humiliation followed us. That morning the ghetto was surrounded by policemen
and Germans with dogs. We understood the situation, and all the inhabitants of
our house hid in the so-called caches, which in the course of the year were built
in each house. These were cellars dug under the ﬂoor, and hidden at the top with
a bed or a trestle that masked the entrance; or double gables built in attics, where
people could take refuge during raids. In the basement, we sat till nightfall, hearing
shooting on the street, as old people who could not move were being ﬁnished oﬀ.
Screaming and crying of children could be heard. Our cache had a lot of children
as well, but they were so quiet, it's amazing how the stressful situation had aﬀected
them.
So we stayed until the night when it was quiet. Then the adults went out and saw
that everything was looted, we had no warm clothing, and we were in a hurry. Father led us to the tanneries and there we hid in the attic, and he stayed downstairs,
hoping that they will not harm a specialist. After all, the entire top of the Germans
command was dressed in leather coats, which my father made. But there was no
salvation. At 10 o'clock in the morning the Germans from the Sonderkommando
came, took father and the rest of the workers who were with him, and somewhere in
the afternoon, in about 4-5 hours, came straight to the attic for the families. I saw a
hatch, which led directly to the factory. With great diﬃculty, while the panic lasted,
I opened the door and slipped down, closing the hatch behind me. I found myself
on top of a locker with a large carved ornament, it was my salvation. I lay down on
top of it, and I hid behind the ornament. I was the only one in the family destined
to survive. I laid there until it got dark, and I could no longer hear the screams and
the shooting. I heard the carts pulling away from the factory. As I was later told,
everyone was shot immediately to prevent escapes, and the dead were taken to the
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mass graves, where they rest to this day. So I was left an orphan overnight and bid
farewell to my childhood. At night I went quietly out of the factory, went around it
and hid in the toilet, which was behind the factory. I was there for a few hours, and
then I went out and crossed a shallow river Sipa, and ran in the direction of forests,
on the outskirts of Derechin.
I never saw any of my relatives again, all of them died on the same day on
07.24.1942, it was the 9th of Av, the fasting of "Teisha Beav", a day of sorrow that
I note to this day.
After the war I visited the mass graves where there is a modest stone monument, but there's no one to even put a ﬂower there. I can only add, as I write these
lines, that I now relive the fear that seized me when I wandered the forests. I did
not know about the partisans yet. Hungry, ragged, frightened I was driven by pure
instinct. During the days I was hiding in haystacks, in the bushes, didn't even want
to eat, moving only at night. I lost track of days, didn't know the area, I was much
weakened without food and water. Sometimes I'd come across berries or wild raspberries, even still green, and I was satisﬁed. I was afraid even of my own shadow. I
could hear the lowing of cows, dogs barking and shooting coming from the direction of our town, as Jews were being ﬁnished oﬀ. I cannot determine how much
time has passed since I've lost track of days and nights. I ran out of the house in a
torn summer dress, in tears, unwashed, not combed, enveloped in fear, like a hunted animal. Finding no way out, I decided to surrender to the authorities, since I was
not allowed to live only because I was a Jew – the daughter of the Jewish people.
One night after my decision at approach the village (Ostrovo), heard a shout:
"Halt, who goes there!" Without thinking, I went towards the voice, because I had
no more strength to resist, and I decided to give up. But it turned out to be partisans
from the local village who came to visit their relatives and replenish food stocks.
They picked me up and brought to their partisan base. There were many people
saved from Derechin, who joined the partisan movement and fought very bravely,
taking revenge for their relatives, their life and freedom. Many were killed in the
ﬁghting, many later joined the Red Army, where many were killed as well.
Among them was my uncle, my mother's younger brother, Gregory Zlatogura,
who subsequently died at Bialystok. I know this from the stories of his colleagues.
The only survivors left alive to this day are: Sarah Vahler – former Agulnih, Malka and Chaya Yudovich (Ramat Gan), Bulkovshteyn (Kiryat Ono); Bobrovitskiy
Boris (Holon); Borinshteyn Bell (Haifa); Kulakovskaya Masha (Kiryat Ono); Goldman Mera (Ramat Aviv); Shulamit Auvar (Rishon Lezion); Felix Vayeberg; Jacob
Rosenberg; Zelda Ben Shlomo (Holon); Bagdanovsky David (Haifa); Bagdanovsky
Eliezer (Haifa); Epinchevsky Sarah (Petah Tikva); Bekkek Riva (Rishon Lezion).
These are the only survivors of the 3 thousand of Derechin residents.
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Guzik (Gantman) Evgenia
I was born in December 1927 in the village of Pisyuta, Berezinskii district, Minsk region, in a family of peasants. My
parents worked on a collective farm.
At the end of July 1941 I was taken with my parents to the
ghetto, in the village of Bagushevichi, Berezinskii district,
Minsk region. They placed us in a school; there were Jews
from the villages of Seliby, Bagushevichi and from our village of Pisyuta. There were 3 Jewish families in our village,
there used to be 8 families, and before that there used to be even more.
Our family consisted of 8 people; the two older brothers were killed during the
war. When we were taken from the village, my elder brother Petia was called away,
and he never returned to the wagon. Everyone was silent, nobody said anything,
I tried to listen in, and during the entire stay in the ghetto, I was thinking how to
escape, but I did not know the road from Bogushevichi. Some ran away, like Roman
Plaksa and his older brother from the village of Seliby, we had met by chance years
later in Israel.
When they shot almost all the Jews, for whatever reason (which is unclear to me
to this day) a few people, including the wounded, were taken to Berezino. Before
leaving, I was approached by a police oﬃcer, who asked, "Are you the daughter of
Solomon?" – "I am". He pointed out to me where to sit in a room until the evening
(I did not know this policeman). I asked him to also leave a girl, my neighbor Zielke.
In the evening we went to Berezino, and sometime later I ﬂed to my village, I knew
the way, 20 km through forest to our village of Pisyuta (currently Podlesnaya).
There are no people left living there, everyone had left for other villages.
My ﬁrst rescuers were the family of Sushkevich; they were poor, they used to
come to us often, and my mother always gave them some food, and sometimes they
would take some without asking, but no one would reprimand, we had plenty of
land, and we always worked hard, without hiring employees. We were respected in
the village. Our house stood on a hill, across the street from the house, through the
garden there ﬂowed a river; it was a very beautiful area. Vacationers would come
from the city came. The Sushkevich family during the war consisted of 8 people: 5
sisters, a mother and two children, they grew up without a father, Galya and Anuta.
Their father had died earlier. One of the sisters took our house. I have stayed there
for a few days, and then came my big brother; we had a long talk, sitting above the
stove. My brother Petia never said where he was, and I did not ask. By the evening,
he was gone, and it was clear that I cannot stay there long, and in the evening I went
to N.K.Gayduk, then her name was Yanina. It is her that I considered my savior.
She was a Belarusian woman with two children: Emma was 4 years old and Lena 2
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years old. She was 25 years old. Despite the fact that she had two children, she was
not afraid to take me for the night, it was around November 1941. I knew where
our parents hid some things and I went there, took a skirt and a blouse and gave it
to N.K. The next day, I went to the head of the mill Belskya, gave her some things
(I knew that she was friends with the police). I stayed with them for the day and in
the evening she said that they expect a lot of other people there and it is dangerous
for me, and she asked me, where will I go to sleep? (I did not know that they were
traitors), I replied that I’ll stay the night N.K.’s.
Bel'skaya suggested that I should hide in the chest that peasants used to store
clothes. I went back to N.K., and told her that Bel'skaya said that, if they knock
on the door, I should hide in the chest. She put me to sleep in the bedroom (we’ve
always slept in our clothes), in the evening there was a knock at the door, and a
policeman shouted: "Yanina, open the door, show us the Jewess you hide in the
chest". She quickly opened the window and signed me to run. When I jumped from
the window, she saw a big man with a gun against the wall.
Sometimes I would spend a day or two with other people, and often I would sit
it out in the woods for entire days, until my brother took me to the dugout in the
forest that was made by our former neighbors (Jews), who escaped from the Borisov ghetto, and someone from the entourage, as well as military men who couldn’t
retreat due to a siege.
The family camp was close to the partisan brigade named after Schors. The commander of this brigade was Derbal Nicholay, before the war, he lived in the town of
Begomol, the commissar of the brigade was Prusyak Mikhail, our former neighbor
from our village. He tried to take in all the Jews who were in danger. In 1943, I
met with Haya Shusterovich (now deceased), who was in the ghetto of Bagushevichi, was taken to be executed along with her four children, miraculously survived,
crawled out of the pit (I did not know her in the ghetto, but met her in the unit),
and she would always tell me with tears in her eyes, how beautiful her children
were. Haya was a beautiful woman, who always knew where to go to hide. We hid
at Volkovets Lydia’s, who lived before the war, in the village of Novoselki, Borisov
district. At Misha’s – the commissioner of the brigade, who tried to help others.
Soviet troops arrived in the summer of 1944. I remember how the entire brigade walked to Minsk, where gathered all the partisans of the Minsk region, and
there we were disbanded, and each went on their way. My brother Petia was sent to
the front, I learned that D.Grinberg and Fundyler Reuben are heading to Berezino
(they had a horse and a cart). They took me with them, and I lived there until
1945. When my brother returned after the Victory, I immediately went to Borisov.
In 1946 I married, and lived there until leaving for Israel.
My brother Petia died in 1989 in Borisov. He was buried at the cemetery of Borisov.
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Pergamenschik Ziama
I was born in 1926 in Mena, Chernihiv region. We were a
family of 8 people, including 6 children, 1 girl and 5 boys.
We lived in our own house, covered with galvanized iron.
We had a large garden. The garden had a wooden shed that
was my father's workshop, also covered with galvanized iron,
and another woodshed, covered with straw. My father had
several professions: roofer, tinsmith, and sometimes he performed jewelry works. Under Soviet law, it was forbidden.
My mother was a homemaker. Before the war, my older brothers and sister graduated from school and lived in diﬀerent cities. The eldest brother Grisha – born in
1912, studied ﬁrst in Kharkov, then in Moscow, at the end of his studies he was sent
to the "Solidarity" kolkhoz in Yelets, while it was the Oryol region. The summer of
1940, up to August16, I was staying with him. In the fall of 1940, he was summoned
to Moscow, to one of the military enlistment oﬃces and drafted into the army. He
was directed to the Far East to a tank unit. After the war, already in Israel, I found
his photo in a book of remembrance. The book reported that he went missing.
My brother Abraham was in Kiev studying to be a mechanic and in 1938 he was
drafted into the army and served in aviation units in Kursk. He fought, was wounded and shell-shocked, and after the war he returned as an invalid of the 1st group.
He was born in 1918. He died in the city of Chernigov on 11/29/96.
My sister Sima, born in 1922, lived and studied in Chernigov. In the beginning
of July 1941 she was evacuated to Kvarkinsky region, Chkalovsky district. After the
liberation of Chernigov region she returned from evacuation, lived and worked in
Chernigov. She died on 03.07.1994
My brother Boris, born in 1924, died before the war. There were 4 people living
in the house: father, mother, I, and the youngest brother Joseph, born in 1929. In
the summer of 1940 my father rented out the kitchen with a separate entrance to
the old man Mones – a Shoikhet (butcher), born in 1837.
On June 22, 1941 I got up early, took the jar for kerosene and ran to the store
to get in line. I was one of the ﬁrst, and at 6 in the morning dozens of people who
wanted to buy kerosene gathered. The radio was turned on at 6, and since not every
home had a radio, in many places of the district center there were loudspeakers on
pillars. All present attentively listened to the message that a sudden attack of Nazi
Germany on the Soviet Union has began.
In August 1941, the Germans got to our town. In late July, the station Mena
accumulated several military trains with ammunition, going to the front. A train
arrived from Gomel to evacuate. Suddenly Nazi planes appeared in the sky and
bombed. Ammunition began to explode. People started to disperse. In the evening
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to the house came an old man who asked to allow him to rest a little. So he stayed.
His last name was Kaganovich.
In August 1941 Mena was occupied by the Germans. There was mass looting,
violence and bullying. Then the Jews, 130 people, were herded to the cellars of the
NKVD and the militia, and made the ghetto. They forced us to the most diﬃcult
labors on the railroad. It is well known that European railways are narrower than
the Russian ones, so it was necessary to quickly narrow the rails down, because at
that time the fascist army continued to advance. From the early morning until late
at night we had to carry crutches, rails, sleepers, rail connecting plates. We worked
while starving, without rest and often without water.
Autumn of 1941 was very rainy and the road of Chernihiv – N.Seversk was unpaved, and after heavy rains we all had to pull out the machinery and equipment
from the mud. We worked hard for entire days, and herded like cattle back to the
ghetto in the late evening.
During this exhausting work we were beaten for no reason, I was repeatedly
beaten with boots in the groin, so that after the war, I had to undergo two operations: one for a hernia, and the second to remove a cyst on the genitals.
In the evening of November 30, 1941 policeman was on duty in a ghetto, his
name, if I'm not mistaken, was Latusch ... He let us all go before dawn, and we came
home, I went to the neighbors, to my fellow student Nagorny M. His parents gave
me 5 kg of potatoes, salt and a liter, and perhaps more of milk. After a good dinner,
we went to bed. I do not know how much time passed, the door began to rattle.
Father decided not to open; they were 5 Germans and their 3 girls of easy virtue.
They broke down the door and rushed into the apartment, beating and mocking us
all. Then they took us one by one into the yard, to a cesspool, and shot. First they
brought out my father and mother, and then I was next, but one girl looked in the
buﬀet and shouted that there’s a Jew hiding in there, he was immediately pulled
out, and a few minutes later we heard shots. I was grabbed by two Germans under
the arms and led out of the house, when they came out to the porch, I lunged, and
someone strongly kicked me in the back so that I hung in the arms of the Germans.
When they dragged to the place where my family was killed, the soldier again kicked
me with great force in the back, so that I ﬂew forward, as they began to shoot, and
I got wounded in the shoulder. Then they brought out my younger brother Joseph,
he struggled and screamed the entire time. He was shot in the head from behind
by an explosive bullet, which ripped open his right cheek. Then a few shots were
heard in the house, they were killing Mones the Shoyhet who hid above the Russian
oven. One of the Germans stood over the slain, stepping on each corpse’s stomach,
repeating the word “kaput”.
Near the house stood a dozen sheaves of hemp that the collective farm farmers had time to tie. The Germans threw a few sheaves on top of us, and left with
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shouting and laughter. After the shooting my father's workshop and the house were
ransacked and the loot taken away in cars. When I heard screaming and shots far
away down the street, I threw oﬀ the sheaves, saw everyone dead, and said goodbye
to them, with tears in my eyes. I went into the house, found my father's jacket and a
hat, came out and went across the street to the house where the sisters Nazarenko
lived, Anastasia and Valentina, and my teacher of algebra and geometry Tatiana,
but they were not opening the door, chased me away. In one house lived a widow
Haya Mendelevich and 2 of her sons – Shaia, the senior, born in 1924, and Yasha,
born in 1928. When I knocked, Haya opened the door and when she heard what
had happened, she grabbed the younger boy Yasha and ran into the ﬁeld. I called
Shaya to leave Mena, for a moment he hesitated, and then he agreed. We went to
my house, he climbed into the attic, there was a hidden "Singer"sewing machine,
he took it, and we carried it to his schoolmate. He was not at home, he was in the
army, but his mother took with pleasure. When the army liberated Mena, I did not
even think to take it back, but when I learned from the neighbors that they have
collaborated with the Germans and plundered Jewish apartments, I insisted on a
search. The sewing machine was found in the search and returned to me.
We exited Mena when it was still dark while walking and talking, I told him that
he should pose as a Ukrainian, that his name and surname will give away that he
was is Jew. Outwardly, he did not look like a Jew; I oﬀered him to take the name
of Vasil Podolsky. The entire war and post-war period, he, his children and his
grandchildren carry that name. When we came to the village of Tyutyunnitsa and
asked to spend the night, he introduced himself as Vasil Podolsky. In the morning
the owner decided to keep him as a useful employee, and I had to leave, as I was
injured.
Some days I wandered in nearby villages, and then decided to go to Mena. When
I went to the steam mill, I decided to go through the MTS garden. I headed in the
direction of the Jewish cemetery, and when I was about halfway there, I heard a
terrible human cry, and hid behind a tree. Suddenly shots rang out, and it dawned
on me that in the cemetery they are shooting people. I quickly went in the direction
of the mill, near the railway there was a well, where at this time a woman began to
raise the crane with a bucket, I walk past, but from the mill, I saw a policeman, who
led his horse to the well to water. I abruptly turned my back, turned to the woman
who raised the bucket of water from the well and asked for a drink, she nodded.
Though I wasn’t thirsty, I drank without stopping, until the policeman came. Then
I looked up, said thank you to the woman and walked through the train tracks in the
direction of the mill. Passing the train station, I turned into the Sosnitsa Street of
Mena – and reached the street that led to the ﬁeld and further to the Russian cemetery. I passed 500 meters of ﬁeld and turned toward the direction of the district
center, where my house was. Opposite lived my classmate M.Nagarny, who gave me
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potatoes the night before the execution. To get into the yard from the ﬁeld, you had
to climb over the stile. It was dark, I climbed into the yard. Suddenly, from the porch
there was a loud voice: "Who is this, is it you, little Jew?" – That was Dunya, the
sister of my classmate, she was a girl of easy virtue, and when Haya Mendelevich
and her son were shot, she occupied half of her back house and often invited the
Germans to visit.
Hearing her yell, her father came out of and tried to reassure her, but she continued to scream that she will call the police and the Germans, and she went through
the gate into the street. Her father called me into the house, invited me to eat, I
drank a glass of milk with bread and immediately thought, what Dunya will bring
the policemen. I said that I should leave, and quickly went out, and immediately
turned to the open door of the big barn, which I knew from the pre-war period,
where I used to play with my classmates and other children. The ﬂoor was laid with
hay. I dug a deep hole, climbed in and quickly fell asleep. I do not know how much
time passed, I woke up and heard the harsh cries of policemen and the homeowner
justifying himself, saying that I immediately went to the street through the gate.
They made noise for 15-20 minutes and left, demanding to inform them if I show
up.
The grain harvest in the summer of 1941 was very good, but it did not go the
state, it was pilfered by farmers. Occupying our region, the Germans knew that
the harvest was stolen, and made every household contribute a certain amount of
grain, so for almost entire days carts were passing our house. When everyone left, I
looked out of the gate; a large convoy was moving by, the owners walked in groups
ahead of the convoy, their horses tied together. Without thinking, I chose a place
where the owners of carts gathered around one villager, jumped out of the gate and
grabbed the horse by the bridle, and so walked to the railway station.
There was a policeman checking the carts counting the owners, and because it
was night, and it was dark, I passed instead of an owner. After the crossing, there
were already a lot of carts and people. Mingling with people, I quietly turned to the
ﬁeld and headed in the direction of Velichkovka. I passed many villages, including Elin, Tikhanovich, Horomnoe. In Tikhanovich I met with scouts of the Koryukovsky partisan group: Litvinov, Botsmanov, Morozov. Litvinov asked how I
got into Tikhanovich and have I ever been to Koryukovka, and making sure that I
was never in this borough, he gave me an assignment to go there and gather some
data that interested him. He gave me two days and designated a meeting place.
When I returned and arrived at the speciﬁed location, I had to wait for at least two
hours, but they eventually came. When I told them everything, Litvinov, as a senior,
was satisﬁed. I was left to live with a single woman; they gave her some food, iced
meat, and some cereals, from a bag in a sleigh,. A few days later, in the evening the
hostess came home agitated and said that the Germans arrived in the village and
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they are organizing a police station. I left her place the same evening, visited the
house of the chairman of the collective farm Stunak, his wife told me, where there
are currently partisan units: the villages of Lasochki, Kalinin and others not far
from the village of Guta Studenetskaya where I immediately went. Reaching GutaStudenetskya, I turned to Lasochki, where I met at the edge of the hamlet with Baymut and Gudim, who accompanied me to the headquarters of the Reymentarovsky
partisan detachment, which was organized and commanded by the collective farm
chairman Tunick B.S. the next day to identify me came several people from other
units, former residents of Mena, including the Secretary of the Communist Party, a
neighbor Tikhonovsky I. So I became a partisan.
In late August, the compound of A.F. Fedorov arrived in the Kleytyaski forests of
the Briansk region, where many partisan detachments were stationed, which carried out concerted military operations.
In mid-February 1943 the compound of Fedorov and several other groups have
returned to Chernihiv from Kitnyanski forests. Immediately several district centers
and villages, where there were large police stations and German garrisons, were
defeated, including district of Kryukovka. A few days later in Elinski forest, where
we stayed, a plane from Moscow arrived, which brought K.S. Fedorov and Commissioner Druzhinin, who ﬂew to Moscow from the Kletnyanski forests. At this
time, the battle of Stalingrad ended with the destruction of the surrounded fascist
troops. At the same time the oﬀensive of the Red Army in the direction of Sevsk
continued, and the imminent release of Chernigov and area from the German invaders was expected.
According to the situation at the front Fedorov brought instructions from Moscow: to leave the pre-war party activists and supervisors that after the release
should lead the restoration of the economy. 200-250 people stayed, including the
wounded, and others. The rest of the detachment, on 10 March 1943 moved to the
west. The remaining were commanded by the former deputy commander of the
compound, Popudrenko N.N. The Germans detained the oﬀensive of our troops
under Sevsk and started preparing their rears to attack Kursk. Great repression
against the civilian population started, they shot even distant relatives of Communists and activists, hĳacking the youth in Germany. The population began to ﬂee to
the forests to join the partisans.
After a short time Popudrenko had the same sized compound as Fedorov’s. All
newcomers to the compound were quickly armed, mainly due to the delivery of
weapons by air from Moscow.
To mislead the German command Popudrenko N.N. and the staﬀ started to send
small groups of partisans to diﬀerent parts of the area for possible operations.
On April 19, 1943, a group composed of 18 people, including me, led by commander Bocharov E.M., prewar and postwar Sosnitsky ﬁrst secretary of the District
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Party Committee, has been sent to carry out subversive sabotage in the Koryukovskay, Sosnitsky, Mena and Holmessky districts. We held a few raids on small
police stations for their destruction – in Brechia, Naumovka, Turets and others.
6 of us were sent out, at the head of the group was appointed Savchenko. On the
railroad of Gomel-Bakhmach we blew up a German train, which was going to the
frontline.
After we blew three German trucks, we had a mishap with Savchenko. When
he put the side protection to the right and left of the place of the placement of the
mines, he took me with him, we dug a hole in the track, I took a grid box, which
had the trinitrotoluene blocks. He had to insert a fuse, pull the spring with a hammer and stable it, and when he had done these operations, and released his ﬁnger,
the hammer with the spring broke and hit the capsule fuse, but the explosion did
not happen. When I looked at Savchenko, I could not believe my eyes, he was not
covered in cold sweat, as if someone had poured a bucket of water on him. That
moment I just did not grasp, what could happen, if the fuse had tripped. When the
fuse was replaced, we put the mine and retreated into the forest, stopped to rest,
Savchenko and I could not budge for several hours. In total on the mission of our
group blew up 11 German cars with manpower and ammunition – from April 19
to July 30 1943.
At the frontline, at the end of Decemberof 1944, our division, which included
our mine-regiment, was, if I'm not mistaken, in eastern Prussia. Our unit, according to instructions of the command, sometimes performed false movements. But
the German intelligence was also vigilant. The main items of our regiment were at
that time in the woods at the edge near the infantry. I was the chief of the station, we
were on duty day and night with the battalion commander Major Veshedra on the
front with the infantry and then the radio station would change location.
That day it was impossible to pass to the front to the infantry –open area and
German snipers.
It was my turn to go to the frontline. When it got dark the weather began to deteriorate, there was sharp wind and snow. I took the radio station on my shoulders,
put on a white camouﬂage coat, took my riﬂe and went. I had to go through the
cobbled squares of granite stone road, where I was supposed to be stopped by our
soldiers, but I was losing my path from the sharp cold wind. It seemed to me that I
was walking for too long, and suddenly I saw a structure the right, which was not
supposed to be there. I turned oﬀ the road and wanted to get closer, but suddenly
I heard German speech, and instead of the bitter cold I felt hot. Looking closely, I
saw a few tanks near the building.
I realized that I’ve crossed the neutral zone to German territory. I went back,
looking intently around. When I approached the German front line, I looked
around carefully and moved towards the neutral zone, walking 50 meters, maybe
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more. On the German side a ﬂare was shot, followed by indiscriminate machine gun
ﬁre, and from our side, they gave a few small bursts of machine-gun ﬁre. I started
to approach our zone. Perhaps the Germans had heard my cry, and began shooting
indiscriminately and ﬁring ﬂares. Not far from our frontline, I got into a pretty deep
hole and started screaming that I’m one of them, so they wouldn’t shoot, but from
our windows I heard mocking laughter, saying, – one who comes from the German
side cannot be one of us. Still, some of the oﬃcers shouted to stop shooting, and for
me to come out. I crawled closer and jumped into the trench, and immediately got
hit in the back, showered with kicks, no one wanted to listen. Finally an oﬃcer approached, unhappy that he was waken up, stopped the beating and asked what was
going on. The Soldiers began to shout that a Jew, a German spy, was caught. He
ordered to guard me, and went along the trench to call someone. Twenty minutes
later he returned, ordered to tie me, I was blindfolded and taken somewhere, then
got into a car that drove oﬀ. We drove, I think, for more than an hour. I was brought
to some room, seated on a chair, and so I sat for twenty minutes. Then came an ofﬁcer, the guard protecting me reported that he guards a spy – it was the captain.
He ordered to remove the blindfold from my eyes, looked at me with disdain and
said, – as much as the Germans kill the Jews, they still betray their homeland.
He began demanding details. I started to say the real truth, referring to my Red
Army ID, which says it all. He took a stick and started to beat me on the sides, then
with his ﬁsts. This went on for a long time. I couldn’t tell him anything else, and he
became increasingly enraged. He came from the side and with all his strength hit
me in the temple, and I ﬂew to the ground along with the chair and lost consciousness. When I woke up, my head was wet, and next to me stood a man in a white
robe, a lieutenant colonel, and the captain stood away. The Lt. Col. told everyone to
leave and began to talk to me calmly and politely, arguing that under martial law the
military tribunal may sentence me to death for treason and have to confess.
I told him that treason charges are most easily falsiﬁed and if you really want to
understand and help me, you have to believe me. I oﬀered him to ﬁnd my military
unit, which is stationed close by, its number is listed in my Red Army ID that they
took away. He listened to me, said nothing and left.
After a long time, the door opened, the lieutenant colonel entered, and behind
him was my battalion commander, Major Veligura. Saying good-bye, the colonel
noted, that I was very lucky that my unit has not had time to relocate to another
sector of the front. On arrival at the division, commander Veligura inquired about
my adventure, I told him everything in detail. A few days later an oﬀensive was
held, and the battalion commander let oﬀ a few volleys at the location of the structure and the tanks of the Germans speciﬁed by me. After we advanced and occupied
several towns, Major Veligura decided to visit the speciﬁed location, and found
there 3 destroyed German tanks and a shattered building. On arrival at the location
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of the division, he called me in, expressed gratitude and said that I will be eligible
for a government award, the Order of the Red Star. But there was another political
oﬃcer in the division, Major Starilov, an outspoken anti-Semite and a scoundrel,
who wrote or called the head of the political division, saying that I supposedly was
in the occupation zone and do not deserve such an award. Unfortunately, antiSemitism was inherent not only to the Germans.

Sapozhnikov Zahar
I was born 07.14.1921, in Cherkasy, Ukraine. After the tenyear school in 1939, I was drafted into the army, but went
on to study medicine at the Kharkov military institute. During the war, in the beginning I got to a separate battalion of
communication. I was ﬁghting until occupation and captivity in September '41 after the surrender of Kiev.
In captivity, I, as a physician and a Jew, tried to hide in
the infectious department (typhus and tuberculosis), which,
with God's help, saved me.
In November 1942 with a group of health professionals I escaped from a train
near Orzhitsa station, Vinnitsa region. For a while I was hiding in the village of
Medovka, got to a partisan unit (2nd Stalin partisan brigade regiment named after
Kirov). I fought there as an ordinary paramedic. I was involved in 9 crashes of German trains with military equipment. I have partisan documents.
Then I continued to participate in the war as a commander of a platoon of health.
On 01/09/44, I was seriously wounded in Poland in the town of Sanok (traumatic
brain injury in the eyes with loss of vision.). But after the hospital I continued to
ﬁght as partially ﬁt for duty, up to the end of the war. I was demobilized in November of 1946, with the rank of senior lieutenant of medical service. I have government awards, two military orders, a lot of medals, War Invalid Group II. My family
consists of my wife, two children, three granddaughters and one grandson.
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Trugman Mark
The order of the command was carried out
In 1940, after graduating from high school I was drafted into
the army and served in Western Belarus in Bialystok region
on the border with Germany. I studied at the special educational provision Battery Artillery Regiment Command,
which trained reserve oﬃcers. We mastered the latest artillery technology. Our regiment was located in a summer
camp in the forest near the town of Baranovichi.
On the night of the attack of the Nazis on the Soviet Union from 2 to 4 o'clock
in the morning I was on duty in the guard, at the railway station near the city of
Baranovichi, guarding a military train, and then the bombing started. At ﬁrst we
thought it was another provocation by the German troops, and then saw a number
of shells exploding, the train began to move away from the border to the east.
Our regiment was bombed at once. In the summer camps we had no ammunition, the guns were idle. The retreating soldiers and oﬃcers quickly formed resistance groups, but like in everything in the beginning of the war, learned bitter
retreat: Baranovichi, Bialystok, the battle on the river Berezina, Minsk and further
retreat...
Finally, in the month of August a new regiment was formed in Bryansk forests,
equipped with the latest weapons – 152 mm. howitzers. I was given the rank of
sergeant, appointed to command the platoon, given two weapons and the latest
high-speed track-type tractors and staﬀ formed of reserve soldiers called up for a
45-day service. I began to master these tools and train the soldiers. By that time
we’ve retreated almost to the Oryol region.
At the end of September, I and my platoon received a special order from the commanders: to locate on the outskirts of the city of Sevsk, Oryol region, away from
the main road on the east bank of some river, a tributary of the Desna River, in the
woods. Protect the bridge over the river and not allow the German troops to cross
this bridge until all our retreating troops cross over and organize the defense of the
cities of Sevsk and Dmitrovsk, which had a strategic importance for the attack on
Oryol and then on Moscow. One gun was immediately directed to the bridge and
disguised. The second weapon we used to ﬁre at the German troops approaching
the bridge. The goal was that once the passage of our troops is complete, to blow up
the bridge. On October 1, 1941, German troops approached the bridge; we started
to ﬁre at them. They, too, have spotted us. One howitzer and the tractors were destroyed. I was wounded, a splinter hit me in the leg, I was stunned, wounded and
lost consciousness. When I came to, I saw that, fortunately, the second gun, which
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was aimed at the bridge and was disguised, remained intact. Of the 25 men in the
platoon 3 were left alive – I and 2 ﬁghters. The ﬁghters bandaged my wound and
helped me get to the howitzer. I still managed to blow up the bridge, and for a few
hours we prevented the Germans from crossing the river. The soldiers moved me
to a side road leading to some village, while they themselves went into the woods
to look for our troops or partisans. I never saw them again. After walking through
marshland for 2 days, crawling, eating berries, cranberries, blueberries, I got to the
village. I do not remember clearly what happened next, I lost consciousness. But I
was found by an old man, a local farmer, who took me on a cart to his hut. There
I came to. For almost a month I lived with this old man, was treated, posing as a
Ukrainian (I knew well the Ukrainian language as I attended a Ukrainian school).
Soon there were Germans in the village (it was on the side of the road), and
the old man became afraid, staying in this village became dangerous. The old man
gave me clothes and built me crutches, and I left him, making my way towards the
Ukraine and further in the direction of Rostov, trying to cross the frontline or to
contact with the partisans. I never attracted special attention, on crutches, overgrown with beard, a knapsack on my shoulders, skinny – a real old man, the people
appealed to me like this: "Hey, Grandpa, come here, I’ll give you some bread". I
tried, of course, not to catch the attention of the Germans, spending the nights
somewhere in an abandoned house, a school, a barn, in stacks of straw in a ﬁeld.
So within two months I reached the city of Rostov, and then headed to the city of
Taganrog on the Azov Sea, where I tried with a group of navy men, which I joined,
to cross the narrow section of the frozen sea to the opposite shore, where our troops
were still located. But since I was still walking on crutches, soon I was caught by
guarding soldiers ashore, to my great luck, they were not German but Romanian,
and I already had documents that I was Caucasian.
Prior to this, on the road to Rostov, passing through Donetsk region, I went to
the city of Konstantinovka, where I studied before the war, and where I was drafted
into the army. There I learned that my father and brother were ﬁghting at the front,
and my mother with the younger children, my brother and sister, were evacuated
to Uzbekistan. I spent the night hiding at the house of my former teacher, who
explained to me that I cannot pretend to be a Ukrainian, and advised me to grow
a mustache and pretend to be a Muslim who was on his way back to the Caucasus.
through people from the underground movement, he got me a document from the
municipality in the name of citizen Dmitry Tamarin, a native Ochemchira in Abkhazia (the only city that I knew in the Caucasus, as before the war, I was there as a
tourist).
I was caught by the Romanians, who ﬁrst put me in a transit point in Melitopol,
and then sent me to the prison camp in Zaporozhye. It was already winter, severe
frosts. The Germans just restored the Dneprogess power station blown up by our
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troops during their retreat. The Germans drove the prisoners of war to work there.
Zaporozhye camp had several sections. I got into the section, where there were
mainly prisoners of national minorities, immigrants from the republics of Central
Asia and the Caucasus. In one ward (several barracks) there were Ukrainians who
have suﬀered from the Soviet regime: the former dispossessed, political prisoners
and their descendants. Their conditions were a little better.
Since I was the only one in the section one who knew Russian, as well as German well, I was the clerk, making out lists of prisoners in German. In the spring of
1942, a underground was already operating in the camp, trying to help the prisoners, organizing our people for work with the best working conditions and for the
anti-Soviet –minded prisoners, to be included in the hard labor: the restoration of
Dneprogess, roads, bridges etc.
Soon I got in touch with our underground activists, learned that this group is
one of the units operating in the city underground organization, and after some
time I have led this group (the so-called "ﬁve"). I was handed a German stamp
and letterhead, the Germans at that time began to release some Ukrainians who
suﬀered under the Soviet regime from the camp, giving them help. Under the guise
of Ukrainians we began to save the Soviet commanders, and with the help of local
people sending them to the partisan groups. 92 people passed through my hands.
The lists of these people are in the regional archive. To extraction of people out of
the camp operated in diﬀerent ways: in the guise of dead taken for burial, sometimes bribing the German guards and the Ukrainian policemen who were guarding
the prisoners on their way to work and back to the camp.
But dark clouds were gathering over the camp, there was a traitor (he was tried
after the war), some members of our group got arrested, two were shot, and I was
ﬁrst sent to work as the restoration of Dneprogess, in the neighboring Aircraft Engine Plant, and then sent to Dnipropetrovsk prison. From there I was able to escape
(assisted by the underground organization of the city). But I was caught again and
sent to forced labor in a concentration camp Shtargrad in Germany. The camp was
large, except for the Soviets there were other prisoners of war: Serbs, Poles, Frenchmen, Americans the former allies of Germany: Italians and Romanians. I’ve experienced great diﬃculties in the camp and a lot of very hard work in the factories
that produced weapons, often working under bombing, as the Americans already
bombed Germany. I also worked on agricultural works and others. So it lasted for
almost 2 years.
During one of the bombings my friend, a former colonel, and I were able to escape from the camp. We traveled to the approaching German front line, walking at
night and during the day hiding in the woods, eating frogs and oysters (the French
prisoners taught us how to cook them). So in the beginning of 1945 we made it to
the former border of Germany and Poland, where there were Soviet troops.
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We were immediately taken to the counterintelligence. My friend – the colonel,
as a former Soviet oﬃcer, was sent to a Soviet prison camp, and I was taken in for
questioning. After a long and painful interrogation by the military counter-intelligence (they could not understand how I, a Jew, was still alive). I was sent to a penal
squad in the storming of Berlin, where I ﬁnished my battle path. For my part in the
conquest of Berlin I received the Medal "For the Conquest of Berlin" and the Order
of the Patriotic War in the II degree.

Shapiro Yefim
On June 22, 1941 the war began. On June 28 the Germans
occupied the city of Minsk, and on July 28 the Minsk ghetto
was organized. August 28 was the ﬁrst raid for men in the
ghetto. The men hid in the gardens. The Germans came
into our yard and asked the women: "Where are the men?"
The women replied that they had been already taken. After
searching the attic and the cellar, the Gestapo left. When the
Germans led the column, one man ran away and hid in our
yard. Thus, we all fell into the hands of the Germans, they searched the house all
over again. I, as a minor, received a kick in the backside and after being called
"farﬂёhter Jude" I was released. Father saw a German who daily drove him to work,
and called him. After receiving a couple of whips he returned in the evening after
work, and others who were taken by the Gestapo disappeared forever.
The next morning, the shooting began. My mother put me in the garbage bin
and covered it. After removing a board from the back of the bin, people dragged me
to the raspberry bushes where I was hidden. My mother and my two sisters died. All
the houses were looted again. On the street, I met my father. He began to take me
with him to work, where he was driven every day.
There were a lot of raids and massacres. One of riots lasted for four days, and my
father and I were taken to a POW camp. So it was until 1943. It was decided to go
to the partisans. With great diﬃculty, through many obstacles, a group of 25 people
made it to the partisans. But my father came back to the ghetto. He was killed in the
crossﬁre. I enlisted in the 106th partisan detachment of the Baranovichi region.
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Faershteyn Boris
IN NAZI CAPTIVITY
I ﬁrst learned about him in early childhood. Five children
wandered the tiny patch of land scorched by the hot Crimean sun, between home, school, shops and clubs. The club
was a squat adobe hut for holding meetings of the recently
founded collective farm; screening new ﬁlms, occasionally
seeing the Jewish Theater on tour, and ... on the rare occasions when someone from the villagers died, display the cofﬁn, bidding farewell to the body of the deceased.
From conversations of my parents I knew that today the community buried on
an elderly villager. It was the second funeral in my life. Curiosity and fear pulled me
to the squat window. That's when I heard a conversation between two villagers.
– And did you call Boris, the son?
– Yes, I sent a telegram to Simferopol, he should come today.
In the future from adult conversation, I understood that the son came to his father's funeral. After returning from evacuation, I learned that Boris was among the
few who survived the war years, and he teaches mathematics at school. However,
whenever the conversation mentioned his name, a signiﬁcant silence followed: he
was in captivity.
I was much younger and didn’t try to be his friend, and certainly wasn’t going to
ask him about the captivity, about how he managed to survive. Now, in our declining years, we sit at the table in his cozy apartment in Ashdod. After talking about
mutual friends and acquaintances, Boris began his story.
– I was ﬁred from work in 1948. I began to seek justice. The union, prosecutors,
courts. I went to Simferopol to appeal to higher ranks. Everyone listened, sympathized, but no one could nor wanted to help me. After a long ordeal I got an appointment with the second secretary of the regional committee Nikanorov. I told
him: yes, was a prisoner, but I passed the test of SMERSH, no blame was found, so
on what basis was I ﬁred? He listened carefully and called the executive committee
deputy chairman in charge of educational institutions. I was reinstated. I was lucky
to appeal to the right man. However, men such as this did not survive. After the
outbreak of the famous "Leningrad Aﬀair", the Secretary of the Crimean Regional
Committee Solovyov was shot, Nikanorov was sentenced. He was later released,
sick and mutilated.
In 1953, when the "Doctors' Case" happened, a commission came, the head of
the district, an instructor and a math teacher from a district school. They were sitting in my class, inspecting me. Later the math teacher said that the commission
should have taken the decision to remove me from my job.
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– Who will you replace him with? -– She told them. – He’s one of the best teachers.
So again, I was in the clear.
But how did it start? After graduating from the teachers' institute, I taught mathematics and physics in Dzhankoy. In 1934 I was drafted into the army, came to
Leningrad, the Finnish War began. Three months later I was sent to the Finnish
front. I was lucky to return alive. After the end of the Finnish War I was sent to
Belarus. I served in Pruzhany, near the town of Baranovichi. Before the outbreak of
war we were sent to Brest to Fort number 5 of the Brest Fortress. In the summer, we
were transferred to a camp near Brest. It was the second year of service; I was appointed deputy political instructor of the regiment. June 21 is my birthday. I’ve just
celebrated turning 21 years old. We bought wine, snacks. We watched a new ﬁlm
– "Fighters". Then we settled in a tent. The senior commanders have gone to the
village to their families. Gathered was the junior chain of command. We stayed up
till two in the morning. We fell asleep. At dawn, we received such heavy direct-ﬁre
that some soldiers never had time to come out of the tents. Thus the war began.
The Germans did not search for us. If someone got in their way, they killed them.
They rushed forward – and that was it. We shot back at ﬁrst, but when the Germans
were gone, we began to break through to the east. We had no communication. Neither the colonel nor the lieutenant colonels, nobody knew where to go and what
to do. We were a battalion. 3rd Battalion, 42th Infantry Company. Joining us were
people from other battalions. Panic, no communication, no supply. We starved terribly.
We went to one house. Please, sell us something to eat. I heard the hostess saying to her husband in Yiddish: “What do we have – a little egg or sour milk?” Once
I heard the Jewish language – I ﬂinched. My face was terribly overgrown, I looked
terrifying. I told them in Yiddish: "You are fools for sitting here. Drop everything
and run. In two hours, the Germans will be here. All of you will be hanged".
We have already passed through places visited by the Germans; we have seen
a thing or two. We broke through encirclement, went further, were surrounded
again, and broke through again. We went another twenty kilometers to the east, entered one village, and then Germans opened ﬁre on us, with cannons and machine
guns. We didn’t have enough bullets, so we retreated. We gathered in the forest two
kilometers from the village. What to do? No other way, we must break through.
After some discussion, the battalion commander gave the order: at dawn, at half
past three we will break through.
Early in the morning, we made our way into the village. We caught the Germans
by surprise. They slept undressed, in their shorts. The sudden attack broke their
resistance; we killed almost all of them, the rest surrendered. They were taken away
and executed. We could not bother with them. The company commander said:
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– Guys, grab the food.
The battalion commander shouted:
– Do not take it! It’s poisoned!
In the meantime, we began to stock up. On the sly, I threw in my backpack wheels
of cheese, some bread. We found blades and cigarettes. We badly needed a shave.
our third machine-gun company began to gather. All were fed, shaved, showered,
put themselves in order. Time to move on. In one village, we bought eggs. I drank
nineteen of them raw. I have never in my life liked raw eggs.
We were moving east through Pinsk, woodlands, marshes, Luninets, Slutsk. We
swam across the Pripyat River. A large group gathered, and we were again under
ﬁre, some were killed some contused, and I was captured. If not for the concussion,
I would have never surrendered.
First of all, they were looking for commissars and Jews. Those were shot instantly. They fed us with soup made of onion peels. The healthy were forced to work. In
the fall of 1941 I was transported to Baranovichi jail, several thousands of people,
the rains came. In order not to sleep on the ground, some would climb onto the
roof. Germans arrived and practiced in the beating of prisoners, just for fun.
The prisoners began to die of fever. If someone was weakened he was discarded.
In the morning there would be a pile of one hundred, one hundred and ﬁfty corpses. Some people were still moving.
In Baranavichy there was a translator who served the Germans and a Nazi oﬃcer, I understood a little German, but did not show it. A policeman said to the German: "Ay Jude ist". Translator asked me: "You are a Jew?" I replied: "No, a Tatar".
"Come on!" They brought me into a chamber: "A Jew?" – No. – "Take oﬀ your
pants!" And they began to beat me: Confess! I was beaten until I lost consciousness.
When I woke up, they said: "Count to ten in German". I've heard about this trick. It
was a way to detect a Jewish accent, "I do not know how". – “I do not know how?"
– "I don’t, I can don’t know any German". – "Then repeat" ... I repeated the words
distorting the words as best I could, so that there is no accent. They beat me again.
Then put me in solitary conﬁnement.
The small room was crowded with so many people that it was impossible to lie
down. All the detained were Jews, Communists, or those who tried to escape. The
doors were shut, it was hard to breathe. First I was cornered near the waste bucket.
As more and more people were led away to be shot or released, I moved on. From
the ﬁrst days of captivity I pretended to be a Tatar. When studying in Simferopol, I
studied with Tatars. I knew some Tatar words in common usage. Next Saturday on
the orders of the commandant of the camp everyone was lined up in the yard. The
judgment was quick and ruthless. For trying to escape – death! It was my turn. The
translator reported my case. I pretended not to understand. "Who are you?" I was
unshaved, with wild hair. "I’m Tartar" – I said. "Call someone who understands the
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Tartar language". They brought a Tatar, he asked my name and surname, where I
come from. I replied. "Yes, he understands Tatar". And they let me go.
I was brought to the inﬁrmary. I got washed and shorn. I was so overgrown with
beard and mustache, folk would call me grandpa. I changed my surname, kept my
name. Colleagues who were captured with me, had vanished, disappeared. They
were afraid of each other.
Then I was in Baranovichi, and then I was transferred to Poland, Lodz. In the
spring of 1943 I was taken to Finland on a boat via the Baltic Sea. The boat was
stuﬀed like herring in a barrel. The dusting was incredible. The British bombed
vigorously. For three nights we were rattled in the hold, no one could eat the soup
that was given to us. At the end of the second day, when the sea calmed down a bit,
one soldier went mad and started screaming at full throat "We’re sinking!" There
was a panic, the people rushed up the ladder. The Germans became alarmed thinking that there’s a revolt and began to ﬁre a machine gun into the hold. I cannot tell
you how many people died, how many were stomped to death by the frantic crowd.
No one counted them.
Exhausted, the people cleared the space; the bodies were thrown into the sea.
The ship arrived in the port of Turku in Finland; we were then taken in boxcars to
the north. The mad soldier’s mind got clouded again, during a stop he jumped out
of the car, and began to shout. A hefty German ﬁred an entire clip at him. We were
bought to the very north, where the railway ended in the city of Rovaniemi.
We were located in the barracks. Waiting for the snow come down, to send us to
the Arctic Circle, to the quarry. overnight the windows in the barracks were blocked
with dense black paper, a blackout. They were afraid of Russian and English bombing. One soldier climbed down from the bed and accidentally tore the paper. Security saw the light in the window, thinking that this was an intentional attempt
to attract British and Russian aircrafts. We were driven from our bunks, brought
out into the yard and made to jog around the barracks until the morning. At each
corner stood a German and beat us with a rubber hose with all his strength. On our
feet were shoes, carved out of wood. Some stumbled and fell. Mad with pain and
fear people trampled, stomping those who were lying on the ground. Approaching
the corner, where there was a German, they tried to run faster, to reduce the force
of impact. And so on until dawn.
A month later we were sent to the quarry. We mined for gravel. Large chunks of
rock had to be smashed with a sledgehammer. Those who make a slip were forced
to split the stone by hand the entire day. Nearby stood guard and wouldn’t let you
rest not for a moment. After the end of the workday, the Germans staged entertainment. Five hundred meters from the camp on the river bank there were piles of
stacked wood. Seven or eight people shouldered the beam and carried it to the huts
in which the guards lived. Then the prisoners sawed them for ﬁrewood. Some could
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not bear it and fell down, the remaining could not withstand. The log would fall to
the ground. The fallen were attacked by dogs and shot on the spot.
In autumn, when it began to snow, the work stopped. We were taken to Norway.
Here I stayed until the end of the war. I worked at sawmill, on road repairs.
Feeding was scarce everywhere but in Norway we lived in the village, we had to
work among civilians. They sometimes fed us. At one time I worked with a Norwegian as a lumberjack; he shared his meal brought from home. Sometimes he
brought salted ﬁsh. The end of the war was near; it became a little bit easier. Still,
when the war was over, I weighed forty-three kilograms. Clean air, fresh milk,
which my mother gave me to drink in the morning, my good health helped me survive in these hellish conditions.
We stayed in the country for one and a half months. We had to go back. I realized if we do not come back, I'll be considered a traitor. Of course, those who have
served the Germans in the police were not going to come back. The rest were hurrying home. I had nothing to fear, I was excited to see my family, my mother, brother,
sister. Representatives came from the embassy. They persuaded us: Come back, do
not worry, we know it’s not your fault you were captured. Comrade Stalin will forgive you". We were free to move around the country, we traveled to Oslo. The local
population was friendly.
Then we were taken to Sweden by train. On the way, we were not allowed to go
out. From Sweden to Finland. From there to Leningrad by boat. Then another train
to the Gorky region, arriving at the station of Kulebaki. There we were greeted by
soldiers in green caps with scarlet shoulder straps, with dogs.
I was interrogated, who did I meet in captivity, can I vouch for them. What do
I know of my fellow inmates. I named about twenty names. Similarly, others were
questioned about me. Those authenticated were transferred to a construction battalion, and I got to Tula. Maybe if I stayed in the big city, life would have gone
diﬀerently. I would not have to experience the humiliations that I had to endure
later, but my mother called me to return home, and I returned to the Crimea, to my
village of the steppe.
I worked at the school, got married, and raised two children. In 1971 when the
fog, enveloping people like me began to disperse, I was elected manager of our department. The farm was large, rich, but the Jews who founded it with "Agrojoint"
in 1925, were less and less present. One of the last, I put out the candle and left the
house in which I spent my life.
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Acura Fedor
A JEW NAMED FEDOR
No one in the Amidar house on Rambam Street knew about
Fedor Acura. "But is he a Jew?" – I was asked by an old
woman, one of those who always sit on a bench at the entrance. Frankly, two days ago I myself asked Yitzhak Riemer,
President of the Union of Veterans of Givatayim the same
question. His name is Fedor, for 3 years he was in the Nazi
occupation in the Western Ukraine. And his surname sounds Japanese. "Then go
on and ﬁnd out – said Riemer. – His documents are in order. "
And now, while the former Haim establishes relations with the Ukrainian village
– and it will last for almost 3 years – I want to digress and tell what path led me to
this tiny Amidar apartment.
The fact is that a week before the joyful Soviet holiday – the Victory Day – I was
approached by the chief editor of one of the Russian-language newspapers with a
request to write about a man who was freed by the Soviet Army.
I hate to write about the war, there was a time when I had to do it a lot, to get into
other people's tragic fate, hear complaints about the ungrateful Soviet state, which
for the blood repaid with miserable rations.
But it was too late to refuse the editor, the article had to be written, and today
I do not regret it. Because the former Haim, and at this point of our story, Fedor,
proved that his kind of veterans deserves profound respect and sincere gratitude.
Initially, in the village of Sosnivka nobody guessed that Fedor from the oil mills
is a Jew. He was a blue-eyed, fair-haired, with blond eyebrows and eyelashes. His
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nickname was "Moskal" ("Russian"). The kind-hearted Moskal gave farmers cake
– residue from the oil mills, and from those who were poorer, who had many children, he did not take any money for the work.
The ﬁrst to guess it was the mill owner. He saw that the laborer visits the last
Jewish family in the village, bringing them bread. What they ate, God only knows,
they were no longer hiding, and wouldn't ﬂinch hearing a knock on the door as
they knew their fate.
In forty-two they took them to the Gestapo. – I was working in the shed – says
Fedor. – I saw the owner walking in and out, as if he had something to say. And
then he could no longer resist:
– There is no more Sheila, no Rosa, no Shaia. All of them were killed.
And he burst into tears. And I wept with him.
Twice Fedor wanted to run to the front line to ﬁght the invaders. But his boss,
Josef, wouldn't allow it, fearing that his Ukrainian brothers would rat to the Germans. And in the village he would tell how the laborer prayed with him to the
Christian God. But they already knew that the farm has a Jewish laborer, so he increasingly had to spend the nights in a haystack, and in the afternoon to go to work
far into the ﬁeld, although the village elder Zaremba would send children to run to
the countryside, to warn when the Germans and policemen were coming. By the
end of the 1943 came the Bendera men – Ukrainian nationalists – raging vengeance, looting, hating Poles and Ukrainians alike. One such gang burst at night to
the farm, the farm was robbed clean and everyone was brutally beaten, including
the 15-year-old son of the owner.
At this time, policemen began to pry: who is this Moskal who works for Jozef?
Could he be a Jew? Fedor then moved to the ﬁeld, spent the nights in a haystack,
and every morning, waking up, he couldn't believe he was still alive. Only over the
years one realizes that the bullet that killed your friend was aiming at you. And if
your friend hadn't caught it with his body, you wouldn't have the life that you have
lived, more than forty years after the war, tough, hungry, full of worries, illness,
celebrations, births – your entire life, so beautiful, which with every passing year
is more and more diﬃcult to leave. And today, remembering the mornings in the
haystack when he did not believe that he was still alive – Haim Acura cannot hold
back the tears. And his wife, Eda, bustling as usual, pouring tea, grumbled:
– Well, as always, you shouldn't recollect this, not with your heart problems...
And he is habitually reassured by a beloved voice, takes a sip of tea and continues
his diﬃcult story. I described the story of a Jew by the named Fedor and took it to
the chief editor.
– Where's the scene where the Soviet army liberated him? – the editor didn't
understand.
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– There was no such scene. But instead there was forced labor at the mines. He
wasn't even entrusted with a weapon to go to the front. After all, on Stalin's orders,
he was a traitor.
– Oh, don't you play the blame game! – The editor interrupted.
These words pain me to this day.
– I've told you about a man who was ﬁghting for his life. And he hasn't fought
in vain. He was the only one left alive out of his large family, but he continued the
Akura line. Fedor Haim has a son Yacov, and two grandsons. The thread wasn't
torn. Now the entire Acura family is in Israel.
By the way, the name is not Japanese as it might seem. Before the war, there were
many Jews by that name in Korostyshevsky district of Zhytomyr region.
*SJOB*PSTI

Director (Shlimovich) Tatiana
I was born in the village of Voronovitsa, Vinnitsa region on
04/11/1922 in the family of a sugar mill worker. My mother
was a homemaker.
After graduating from high school in 1939 in Voronovitsa
I arrived in Vinnitsa Medical College, but due to the war of
1941, I returned to Voronovitsa to my parents.
When the Germans came to the village, they collected all
the Jews, took them to the outskirts of the village and shot
them, after forcing them to dig a huge pit. I managed to escape, and I was hidden
by a woman (Polishchuk Anna Petrovna), who died in 1950. The Germans shot a
lot of people: 56 of them were my relatives.
She hid me at her place until 1943, when the chief of police found out about me,
and said that he must take me to the Germans. I had to ﬂee. I didn't look like a Jew
(I'm blonde) and I kept hidden: painting people's houses, digging for potatoes,
cooking – and so I got to Krasnodar.
In Krasnodar, there were no Germans. I got a job at the hospital as a nurse until
after the war, and lived in the hospital. Even the hospital staﬀ did not know that I
was Jewish. I spoke only Ukrainian. After the end of WWII I returned to Vinnitsa,
where I graduated from college, got married (in 1946). I lived in Vinnitsa until
1990, and then immigrated to Israel.
My father: Shlimovich Jacob Davidovich. Mother: Shlimovich Faina Alekseevna.
Sister Sonia and her son Fima (3 years old). They were shot by the Germans in the
village of Voronovitsa in September of 1941.
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Gelfand Alexander
I was born on February 15, 1940, in Bobruisk, Mogilev region, Byelorussian SSR.
My father, Simon Gelfand, was drafted into the Red Army
in 1941.
My mother, Gelfand Bronya, myself and my 8-year-old
sister were on the occupied territory. A few months later a
decree of the German command was issued on the establishment of the ghetto for the Jews, and my mother sister and I
were in the ghetto Kalinka in the Bobruisk district. For jewelry (earrings and ring),
mother was able to negotiate with the guards and transfer me to her friend Maria
Ivanova. Since Maria had two children, people (the neighbors) have begun to talk
that Mary is taking care of a Jewish child. Through her friends Maria learned that
60 km from Bobruisk lives the Fisyuk family who do not have children. She passed
me to them, saying that my mother and sister were shot by the Germans.
For a few months Maria hid me in the cellar, and when she realized that there
is no way out, she came with a group of refugees to Schedrinka, where she was
introduced to these people who took me in. Time passed, but a village is a village,
and there was talk. After some time, the police began to drop by. But the family
managed to persuade the drinker police for a while. But the policeman did not rest
and returned with the German commandant. Since I looked a lot like my adoptive
mother, Nina, (and it was my luck), the commandant threatened the policeman that
he'll be tried for fraud, but also threatened the family with violence if it is conﬁrmed
that the boy is indeed Jewish. After deliberation, the Fisyuk family, fearing for the
life of the child, went to another village. Keeping the child's life, leaving everything,
even the cow – Nina went from village to village, occupied by the Germans. At that
time, Michael Fisyuk was in the army. Nina was starving, the path was diﬃcult, the
baby was very sick, and she, again fearing for his life, hid in the basement. Although
after the war I've found my own father, I have lived in the village of Sytin for a long
time, and considered Nina and Misha my father and mother. And my entire life,
they were my parents. When it came time to repatriate my father was already gone, I
went to the village, though I had been living in the Ukraine, and said goodbye to my
mother Nina Bronislavovna. I continued to help her however I could from Israel.
To this day, I am grateful to these people for saving my life.
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Gulish Zinaida
I was born in 1936. The children of the war... How was our
childhood? It was diﬃcult for most of us, especially for the
Jewish children.
When the war started, I was almost 5 years old. We lived
in a Belarusian village. I do not remember the faces of my
grandparents. I only remember that my grandfather wore
black cubes on his arm and forehead and prayed every morning (the Germans shot them). And my mother, my older sister, and I ﬂed the day before the shooting. Although it was very warm, I was dressed
in a fur coat; I took my favorite doll and went into the woods. We walked along
a forest path, not knowing where we're going. We spent the night in the woods,
often rested, because I was sick with pertussis. Quite exhausted, I left the doll on
a tree log to pick her up after the war. We walked for a long time, but when we got
to the village, it turned out that we did not come very far. The village was close to
the woods. The Germans were there, and their threatening orders were posted all
around.
The ﬁrst night we slept in the cemetery. But the world is not without good people. We were sheltered by a centenary old lady. My mother had green eyes and
blond hair, and she was not suspicious. But my sister had a problem with the letter "r" and had large eyes. To describe it all I'd have to write an entire book, but I
wouldn't presume it, for fear of being incorrect (after all, I was a child).
In 1942 partisans appeared and punitive squads often came to raid. After receiving a warning from the intelligence about their arrival, we ﬂed into the forest. In
the forest, bullets were ﬂying, and we hid in pits, pressed to the ground and hiding
behind the thick trees. But once we did not have time receive the warning, and we
ﬂed into the forest already under ﬁre. My shoes fell oﬀ, I had frostbitten feet, and
long after the war in the winter I suﬀered from open sores.
But the worst for us was meeting someone from our village. That would be the
end. We'd run away from total strangers on the street, hiding above the oven. But
children are children. They get accustomed to everything: to the whistling of bullets
and to corpses. After the war, with my sister, we remembered our "exploits": how in
1944 we put out burning wheat. The crop caught on ﬁre from anti-tank liquid, and
we rushed to extinguish it, and then began to remove bottles that didn't explode
and put them away; and how we pulled a chest of mines from an abandoned German armory. Later 3 boys blew themselves up in there. But God kept us safe. And
we have lived to old age and came to Israel.
My sister died two years ago. She was 72 years old. But my poor mother got the
worst of it all: the hard work and the arrest, she would sew for free for anyone, to
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save us, because people suspected that our father was a Jew. And my mom was trying to please everyone, including and the headman of the village. She withstood it
all heroically. And now we've left, and there's no one to visit her grave. It hurts, but
there's nothing I can do anymore.

Kotlovker Fedor
Before the war I lived in Minsk, on Rosa Luxemburg Street.
Our family had three children. Mother, father and sister
were killed in the ghetto. My sister and I miraculously survived, continuing to survive all the massacres from 1941 to
1943. After the last massacre little sister was taken in to another family, who hid her until the arrival of Soviet troops.
I wandered for 8 months – spending nights and days in different places. I mostly slept at the house of the family of
Prudnichenko.
From 1944 to 1946 I lived in the Minsk orphanage, and was later sent to the
“Zarechye” collective farm.
You know how they say, "God loves the orphans, but won’t give them homes".
In 1998, on October 7 I immigrated to Israel from Sochi with my young son.
In 2005, 3 grandsons were born.
So we’ve settled in Israel for almost 7 years.
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Zemelman Sarah
Before describing the four circles of hell, which this woman
has endured, I want to note that every person, even the very
old, cannot be considered "done and over". Our whole life is
based on our past as the foundation. You do not have to be
a builder, to know that without the foundation the building
will collapse.
WALKING THROUGH THE CIRCLES OF HELL
Sarah was drafted on the ﬁrst day of the war – in the evening of June 22, 1941.
It was written that on June 23 military paramedic Zemelman S.M. should arrive in
the Krivoy Rog City Military Commissariat.
A thin, short woman pulls another document on the participation in the war
from her purse, tears in her eyes. In order to calm my companion, I ask her an unrelated question: "Do you still remember the Polish language?"
– I've forgotten most of it. But here in Israel, meeting with my friend Leonid
Rak, a doctor, I always ask him to talk to me in Polish. It helps me to recall the
Polish speech...
The day after the mobilization, lieutenant of the medical service Zemelman already worked in a mobile ﬁeld hospital number 75 of the Southwestern Front. The
entire staﬀ worked round the clock: the wounded came from the front in a stream,
they were operated on day and night. So it went for the ﬁrst four days of the war,
and on the ﬁfth she was concussed during a routine raid of enemy bombers. She
hasn't yet fully recovered as the second bombardment came. She was injured, but
27 military doctors, nurses and wounded soldiers died. In those days, Sarah lost
track of time. As in a carousel, bodies covered with blood, blood-soaked bandages,
surgical instruments ﬂashed before her eyes. And the bombings, during which they
were forbidden to leave their work posts.
– The most terrible, the most tragic in my long life was the day of September 21,
1941 – quietly tells Sarah. We did not know that we were encircled. For nearly two
weeks we were moving to the east during the day and at night. The wounded died
without surgery, horses fell, and we were shelled and bombed. Along with other
ﬁeld hospitals of South-Western Front we were captured and placed in a camp near
Poltava. I was wounded in the leg...
In a low voice, sometimes pausing for a moment to deal with a spasm contracting her throat, Sarah Zemelman tells of the horrors she endured in the ﬁrst circle of
hell – the fascist captivity: hungry, dirty, morally crushed, every minute she waited
for a Nazi to call out: "Jews and commissars, stand in line!"
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In the ﬁrst day of captivity more than ﬁfty Jews, dressed in Red Army uniform
were shot before her eyes. Watching in horror as the condemned were led to the
wire fence, Sarah was waiting for her turn. Suddenly she felt that someone had
approached her. Turning her head, she saw the head of her hospital, Vasilenko:
"Shut up, Zemelman, do not speak. Here are the documents of a murdered nurse.
They have no photos. Remember, you are a Ukrainian. Your name is – Alexandra
Michaelska. The staﬀ was warned, they won't give you up. "
The documents saved her from certain death. In captivity, Sarah, along with
the surviving members of the hospital was involved in familiar work: Vasilenko
organized aid to the wounded. They operated on ﬁve hundred or more people a
day. Many died from gangrene before receiving help. Those who were still alive,
were saved by amputation, the severed hands and feet were taken to the fence of
barbed wire, and buried there. There were also dumped corpses of those who died
of dysentery. The doctors operated without anesthesia. The cries of the wounded
resounded throughout the camp; there were 85,000 prisoners at the beginning, and
then less and less.
Three months of camp nightmare. Daily surgeries in the open air, often in the
rain or snow. Hunger. The pain from the wound in her leg, and, most importantly,
the fear of death, as someone could give her up. And again, Gregory Vasilenko told
her one cold day, "Sarah, you have to leave". So she crawled under the fence and
took her ﬁrst steps into the unknown. So she started the second circle of hell – difﬁcult, ﬁlled with inhuman horror.
... 75-year-old Sarah Zemelman, a resident of Kiryat Rishon, cannot continue to
talk about her experiences. "Maybe I better write it down?" – She asks.
I read sparingly, without emotion, a story written on pages of an exercise book.
For more than a month she wandered through Ukrainian forests and roads. Sometimes coming to the snow-covered villages, she'd ask to spend the night. Sometimes
she was allowed, often not. She'd bury herself the snowdrifts: it was warmer; the
snow saved her from the wind. "Coming to some village – says Sarah – I was mostly
jealous of the dogs – they had booths where you can ﬁnd shelter from the wind,
they were fed". But one day – for the ﬁrst time since June 22 1941-– her fortune
smiled upon her: far from Krivoy Rog, where Sarah was walking to her parents,
who remained in the city, she came across a village and knocked on the door of a
hut. The hosts, pushing the curtains from the window, saw who was knocking and
opened the door. She could not speak, she just mumbled something and fell, having
thought: "It is better to die from a bullet of the policeman than to suﬀer more in
this way". So Sarah, or Alexandra Michaelska, came to the family of a veterinarian Ivan Apollonovich Lebedchenko in the village of Veselye Terny. They saved
her from death and starvation. For more than a year, Sarah lived in the family, in
the basement. Very rarely, only at night, she went upstairs for a few minutes to get
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some fresh air. Both the owners and she feared the raids. The Germans and the
Ukrainian policemen searched the houses, catching everyone who was able to work
for the "Great Germany".
On January 13, 1943 Veselye Terny was liberated by a unit of the advancing Red
Army. Saying goodbye to her saviors, Sarah went to Krivoy Rog. There she learned
from the neighbors that the Nazis shot her parents in the ﬁrst months of the war.
She went to the draft board and asked to join the front, but instead got into a new
circle of hell, the third one: she was placed in a screening camp number 258, designed for those who have been in captivity.
It was a torment, but not of a fascist but a Soviet camp. They would summon
her for questioning only at night. The investigators claimed what was proved impossible in their eyes: how she, a Jew, survived the Nazi captivity and being in the
Nazi-occupied territory. And only when she accidentally met in the same screening
camp her former colleagues of the 75th hospital – a radiologist and the chief surgeon – she was believed and released from prison.
From Stalin's camps Sarah came out physically and mentally ill. But she had
the strength to go back to the military enlistment oﬃce. Zemelman was sent "for
further service" to the ﬁeld hospital of the Pomeranian Division of the First Polish
Army. Why was she sent to the Polish Army and not the Soviet?
– For me it is still a mystery – Sarah answers. – In this Polish division there
served many Jewish Soviet soldiers: physicians, commanders, instructors of the political department. Here I mastered the Polish language, and in the same division I
saw the end of the war on May 2 1945, at the outskirts of Berlin. For my service in
the Polish army I was awarded with the order of "Silver Cross of Merit".
Sarah gave me a yellowed sheet of thick paper frayed at the folds, with a signature below: "Commander of the Polish Army, Marshal of Poland Zymierski".
Above the text it states in Russian: "I sincerely thank you for your honest and dedicated service in the Polish Army. Your honest work and knowledge have provided
good medical care to the wounded soldiers, who were able to quickly return to the
defense of the motherland. I shake your hand".
After demobilization, Sarah went to live with her friends in Georgia. Here in
Tbilisi, for forty four years, studying the Georgian language, she worked as a laboratory assistant in the railway hospital. On Victory Day and on the day the Red
Army she always wears her military awards: three orders of the Red Star, Order of
the Patriotic War, Soviet and Polish medals – she has a lot of them. All documents
and awards Zemelman has brought to Israel more than a year ago. But she does not
have certiﬁcates of injury and concussion: the Nazis did not grant them to prisoners of war. Therefore, she does not receive a pension of a disabled in World War
II, and lives only on a small old-age pension. She longs for her usual work and for
her sister, who remained in Moscow. Her sister’s husband is a Russian, their son
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is registered as Russian and is married to a Russian woman. They do not think of
going to Israel...
Sarah came to the country with the family of friends Zaslavsky. This family has
done a lot for Sarah in Tbilisi to brighten up her loneliness. Here they also help her
to absorb. Now Sarah lives in Kiryat Rishon with the daughter of Zaslavsky Liana
and her husband Tuvi Garth. Beside these friends she had, apparently, no one in Israel. She maintains a long friendship with the daughter of the famous Jewish actor
Zuskin, who was executed by Stalin after the war, along with well-known ﬁgures of
Jewish culture in the Soviet Union. Tamara – her co-worker from the ﬁeld hospital
in the Polish division – tells her a lot about her father, about his friendship with
Solomon Mikhoels.
Almost half a century ago, the most brutal and bloody war of the 14.5 thousand,
wars which are recorded in history for ﬁve thousand years thundered across the
planet. The war ended 60 years ago, but still ﬁres at those who were at the front.
Echoes of the War speak to Zemelman with the pain of old wounds, with the bitterness of irreplaceable loss. Only the memories of the circles of hell remain, of the
wonderful people she met during the war, and of seeing her brothers in arms in the
postwar years.
Have you ever noticed how people, who miraculously survived the war, tend to
move further and further away from the current reality and immerse in a world of
memories. And this is understandable: those, who passed the bloody test of their viability and moral fortitude, will forever keep in their soul the sense of moral purity
and a high sense of brotherhood towards fellow soldiers. These feelings emerged
at the frontline and it helped to sustain it. And today they manifest as care and tenderness to the comrades-in-arms, the desire to be of any help, and support them in
diﬃcult times. This feeling made me write of Sarah Zemelman – one of the brave
daughters of our ancient and so often suﬀering people. Like many of us, the war
robbed her of her youth, her health, and her loved ones. It's hard to be alone these
days, it is especially diﬃcult for those who have recently arrived in Israel, do not
have an apartment, can no longer learn the language and live only in the past.
We mustn’t simply understand them. We must help them.
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Mazur Yuly
I was born on June 30, 1936 in Yevpatoriy of the Crimean
region. My father worked in the Jewish collective farm in
the Fraydorfsky district near Yevpatoriy. My mother, who
graduated from a teacher’s college in Gomel, taught school
at the same kolkhoz.
When the war started, I was 5 years old, of Yevpatoriy I
have but some fragmentary memories. Before our evacuation
from the Crimea father was mobilized into the Red Army.
Our family evacuated: mother – 41 years old, unmarried sister of my father – 50
years old, she lived with us all the time, my sister, 10 years old, and I – 5 years old.
I remember well how the boat sailed across the Kerch Strait, and then by barge up
the Kuban. On the barge there were a lot of evacuees. In the village of Ust-Labinsk
all of us were forced oﬀ this barge, for what reason I do not know, or maybe it was
the ﬁnal destination of the barge. The iron barge was big and had no boards, and
my mom and aunt always worried that I might fall into the water. The subsequent
events seem to be a mixture of memories and stories of my mother and aunt, even
though it seems to me as if I remember it all.
We were about 20 km south of Labinsk – in Saratov MTS, I do not know how
we got there, maybe there was a transport. We couldn’t have gone on foot because
we were with pillows, blankets, sheets, and possibly some kitchenware. In Saratov
MTS, we settled in barracks, my aunt went to work in a collective farm (Kiselevskaya
station, directly adjacent to the Saratov MTS), and my mother – in the local school.
We have lived for a long time in Saratov MTS – maybe for six months, maybe more.
there was no way to evacuate, because there was no railway, no transport, Germans
were coming from the north, and a few kilometers to the south there were the villages of Adygea, with a rather unfriendly population. We started to evacuate further south when the Germans came very close.
The collective farm was disbanded, and we were sold or given (I do not know) a
horse and a cart. Since my aunt lived in the countryside before the revolution, she
was well able to handle the horse. Having a horse and a cart, we moved to the south
in the direction of Maikop. We traveled under the bombing the entire time, which I
remember well. Even today I could have distinguished the roar of a German aircraft
from a Soviet one. I remember, for example, such an episode: the bombing started,
my aunt and my mother grabbed me and my sister, and ran oﬀ the road to the nearest tree, but did not have time to get there – and a bomb hit exactly in the tree, and
all those who managed to hide under it – were killed.
The road was not wide, almost all the way to Maikop it went through an open
ﬁeld, and on the road moved the evacuated, but mostly the retreating troops, so the
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Germans bombed the road. What especially struck my childish imagination was a
dead horse with his legs outstretched upside down, ant its grinning face. Because
of the incessant bombing my sister had a nervous breakdown, and she fell ill. Before reaching Maikop, we picked up on the road some old lady and she came with
us. She cured my sister with chants and a plate with wax. The old woman's house
was in the village of Kurzhunsky some 40 kilometers south of Maikop. When we
passed Maikop, there was an air battle, during which two of our aircrafts were shot
down. I was very sorry for them, and I kept asking why they were shot down. After Maikop began forests and mountains, the road became even narrower, but the
bombing became less frequent. When we arrived in Kurzhunsky, and stopped at the
old lady's, the horse could not go on, it needed a rest, and my sister had to ﬁnish
her treatment. On the 3rd or 4th day suddenly shooting started, all of us, including
local residents ﬂed into the forest, and in the morning, when we returned from the
forest, there were Germans in the village. A German settled in the old lady's house,
he treated me with bread and taught me German words, pointing at the diﬀerent
objects, naming them in German. After 1 or 2 days the German left. It was the ﬁrst
and the last German, which I saw during the war. Apparently, this German was
from the most advanced units which have gone further.
After about a week in the village an order of the commandant was posted ordering that all Jews must come to register. It was a military order of this strict time,
non-compliance was punishable by death. Mother wanted to go, but my aunt insisted that we shouldn't go. Were there Jews in the village or not, I do not know.
The inhabitants of this village, and our hostess – the old lady, had probably never
seen a Jew, and did not know that we are Jews. A week later, a new order was issued:
"All the evacuees must arrive at the oﬃce with documents and get "ausways" to return to the place from which they evacuated. Everyone knew that we are evacuated,
and if we couldn't disobey the order.
Here is a small digression. In the south, in Belarus there is a place of Slavutych.
Not far from this village before the revolution there was a German colony, where
there was only one Jewish family, it was my grandfather's family. They were called
"Deuch Juden", so my aunt and dad grew up among German children and spoke
German without an accent.
My dad was a communist, he left Belarus young, away from places densely populated by Jews, before I was born, and when I was born, he was strongly opposed to
me doing Brit Mila.
My aunt went to the oﬃce and told them that we are ethnic Germans ﬂed from
the bombed echelon when we drove into exile, destroying the documents we had,
and all this in perfect German (Germans somehow loved when they were addressed
in German). The proof that we are not Jews was that I was the only male in the family – and uncircumcised.
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Thus, we got a legal "ausways" and have not found anything better than to go
back to Saratov MTS. And we couldn't go anywhere else. We did not know any
other roads and our "ausvways" was for the Saratov MTS.
We arrived quickly, the road was empty and without bombing. At the entrance
to the Saratov MTS we were met by the former District Agronomist, former communist, and a former member of the Bureau Party Committee, one named Poptsov.
His ﬁrst words were, "Oh, the Jews arrived". As soon as the police were called, they
took away everything – blankets, pillows, dishes, the cart and the horse – and threw
us in some dilapidated shed under police protection. In the barn there were only
bundles of hay. I was the only one who could exit the barn. I collected ﬁrewood; the
inhabitants of the Kiselevsky village brought us whatever they could. The Saratov
MTS consisted of several repair buildings, an oﬃce building, residential barracks,
and the main population lived in a large adjoining village of Kiselevsky. With the
arrival of the Germans Poptsov became chief of city council. Hense the entire administrative authority, including the police, was in his hands. Poptsov was once
dispossessed, and perhaps it was done by a Jew, because he despised the Jews with
burning hatred, because he repeatedly came to our barn accompanied by police,
waving a gun and screaming that he will shoot all the Jewish oﬀsprings. Until now,
I ask myself the question, "Why didn't he shoot us or give a command to shoot?"
The answer is obvious: Poptsov was a local native and his family also lived in
Saratov MTS, he was afraid of being branded as a murderer among the people. He
was simply afraid to shoot two women and two children.
The second question: "What prevented Poptsov from delivering us to a concentration camp?" The concentration camp was located in the village of Nikolaev,
about 15 km from the Saratov MTS. Apparently it was the bureaucracy, the reluctance to deal with the only Jewish family in the whole area, and perhaps in the
entire Krasnodar region.
Another digression. By the winter of 1943 the Stalingrad cauldron was organized, and the Germans began to urgently withdraw their troops from the Caucasus
to the aid of Paulus. Due to the departure the Germans decided to liquidate the
concentration camp in Nikolayev, i.e., to shoot, or transfer the prisoners of war
who were in the concentration camp. Therefore, Poptsov decided to send us to be
eliminated in the concentration camp.
Before leaving, the Germans mobilized the local population to dig trenches. My
aunt, despite her venerable age, was in a group of women also mobilized to dig
trenches.
Before the liquidation of the camp in the village of Nikolaev, Poptsov decided
to send us there to be killed along with other people who were in the camp. For
this Poptsov ordered some policeman to take us to the regional council, which was
located in the village of Elenovsky a few kilometers from the village of Kiselevsky.
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The policeman took my mother, me and my sister (my aunt was in the trenches at
the time) and led us through the entire village Kiselevsky. Despite the late evening
(I just remember the dark), the entire population of the village of Kiselevsky lined
up along the road, and everybody cursed the policeman and demanded to let us go.
When we left the village of Kiselevsky, the policeman told us what fate awaits us,
and told my mother that he could let us go, but we will still get caught, then two
families will die – us and his family. Mom said that he should take us to the council.
When we got there, there were a lot of police oﬃcers, including Poptsov. They were
dining and drinking at the time. A man in a German uniform handed me a piece
of white bread, and Poptsov snatched it from my hands, saying that "the little Jew"
would no longer need it. In the morning Poptsov called another policeman with a
cart and ordered to take us to a concentration camp in Nikolaev. We had to travel
through the very wast village of Elenovsky and then 9-10 kilometers to the station
of Nikolaev.
The police oﬃcer, who took us on the cart, told us that he had heard that a concentration camp will be eliminated tonight, and he will try to save us, taking us to
his hut (also in Elenovsky) for now, where we'd spend a day and a night and half
a day tomorrow, and in the afternoon he will take us to Nikolaev. So he did. He
brought us to his home, his wife, wailing, crying, praying for us, butchered, I think,
her last chicken and made us a festive meal, and the next day, after lunch, we went
to Nikolaev. Once left Elenovsky, we met a group of women returning from digging
trenches. Among them was my aunt. Despite the protests of my mother that we
were going to almost certain death, aunt got up with us on the cart, and we went to
the concentration camp.
The policeman took us so slowly that when we arrived in Nikolaev it was already
dark. We came to the concentration camp – the gates were wide open, no one at the
camp, the wind carried some torn papers, feathers, cloth.
The policeman unharnessed the horse, the cart stopped at the camp and he told
us that he has done all he could for us, and he must go, he won't be returning home.
My aunt asked him to take us to the road leading back to Elenovsky. He helped us
to get out on the road, after which we warmly said goodbye to him, and each went
his own way.
Night, February of 1943, rain pours from the sky, snow, a deserted road. Walking the road are four wet, ragged, hungry people – two women and two children.
They are walking in hope of stay the night in the village of Elenovsky, to warm up
and move on to Kisilevsky, and God willing, reach our barn in Saratov MTS. We
walked, listening carefully, if there is anyone on this road. Several times, when a
single machine passed, all four of us fell into the ditch, ﬁlled with ice water up to
the top.
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Around midnight, utterly exhausted, we came to the village of Elenovsky and
knocked on a window of a hut. The lady of the house said through the window
that they billeted by the Germans. We went to the next hut – towards a patrol, the
patrol was not local. Aunt told them that we live in this hut; we were visiting friends
in Nikolaev. The patrol men laughed: "Well, okay, let's see, if this is your hut come
right in". We went into the house, luckily the door was open. In the hut there were
two children sleeping, and there were no adults, the patrol stood a little by the
window and left. In the morning the owner came back and began to kick us out of
the house. Aunt threatened her that she is leaving for the steppe, and if something
happens to us, she would deal with the owner and her family. It turned out that that
night the owner of the hut was invited to a party, arranged by the Germans and the
policemen before their retreat. My aunt left, we didn't know where, and for a couple of days and we sat out in hiding under this house.
Then my aunt came back and said that there were no more Germans. A few days
later the Russians came, and we moved back to Saratov MTS, where we settled in
the same barrack.
Poptsov left with the Germans. There were rumors that he joined the Red Army,
even was promoted to oﬃcer. But maybe these rumors were spread by the village
council. The village council had Poptsov's patrons, and we weren't even able to return from the family of Poptsov our bedding that he took from us on the ﬁrst day.
Family and relatives of Poptsov began to spread diﬀerent rumors about us, that
my sister (a girl of 12), was a witch, and that every night she was ﬂying on a broomstick, and that I (a boy of 7), has got a tail, and I also am a witch boy, and we bring
people unhappiness, and we must me killed. This whole nightmare started already
during the Soviet era, and in the village council and in the police, they wouldn't
help us but just laughed at us.
My aunt got a job as a guard at the depot, my mother – as a teacher in Kisilevsky
elementary school, and I went in September of 1943 to the ﬁrst grade of primary
school in Kiselevsky.
Until 1945, we considered my father dead, but he was wounded, then was in the
reserve and eventually found us in 1945 and we moved with him to Kuzbass.
Knowing that the NKVD was very suspicious of people that were in the occupation, especially survivors of such a miracle, and to avoid reprisals from their side,
we never in any document did not mention that we were on the occupied territory,
until the arrival in Israel.
Two years ago I wrote to the Red Cross and received an oﬃcial response that our
family was evacuated from the Crimea to the Krasnodar region, so oﬃcially I have
the status of evacuee, though the place that is speciﬁed in the certiﬁcate of the Red
Cross at the time was occupied by the Germans.
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Mirchevskaya Clara
Memory of the Heart
)PXNBOZEBZTIBWFQBTTFETJODFDIJMEIPPEUIBU*DBOIBSEMZ
SFNFNCFS NZ DIJMEIPPE JT GBS BXBZ  MJLF B TIVUUFSFE IPVTF
*OUIJTIPVTFFWFSZPOFBSFBMJWFBOEXFMMǫUIPTFUIBUBSFMPOH
HPOF BOEUIFMBNQIBOHJOHJOUIFEJOJOHSPPNTUJMMQPVSTJUT
XBSNMJHIU*OUIFMBUFIPVSBMMEPNFTUJDBTTFNCMZǫCSPUIFST 
TJTUFST GBUIFSBOENPUIFS BOE*NTPTPSSZUIBUXFIBWFUPTPPO
TBZHPPECZFBOEHPUPCFE
4.BSTIBL
That's what I remember of my home, along with a porch, cherry trees and lilac
bushes. Many feelings preserved by the memory! I'm from a small number of those
who miraculously survived during the Holocaust, after going through hell. It is difﬁcult for me to go back to the terrible memories of those events. What it means to
live under constant fear?! But I've survived! In spite of all!
I was born in a picturesque corner of Ukraine, in the town of Romanov, Zhytomyr region. In the family we were ﬁve brothers and four sisters. My brother was
already married and the two older sisters were teachers in Shepetivka and Nezhina.
On the day the war started, they just came home for the holidays.
June 22 I remember well. It was a market day, a lot of people from the villages
arrived in cars and carts. And suddenly there was a bombing. The airﬁeld in Romanovka was completely destroyed by bombing: none of our planes had time to
take oﬀ. A commotion started, screaming, crying, people began to gather by the
loudspeaker on the square, where there was a statue of Lenin. And we only heard:
"War!" "War!", "What will happen to us?" The district authorities began to evacuate their families. The residents were warned: "Do not panic, those who will start
panic will be punished". No one spoke of evacuating the residents. On June 22-23
mobilization has been announced. Several families evacuated, but for families with
little kids, it was not possible to get to the Razin station, which was 11 km from the
town.
On July 3 we heard Stalin's speech on the radio. Upon orders the furnace of the
glass factory was blown up, as well as the power plant. The youth was sent to dig
trenches in the vicinity of Meeropol (18 km from Romanov). Above us were quite
low-ﬂying German planes. The next day we were all sent home. The Nazis threw
a bomb at a column of retreating ﬁghters, 1 person (Bobkov) was killed, and my
grandmother was standing with a barrel of kvass, treating our retreating soldiers.
The town was in anarchy. Governing authorities were gone, people looted
stores.
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On July 6 the Nazis entered Romanov without a ﬁght. The future wolks-deutch
greeted them with bread and salt. Among them were Khmelnitsky, Kazik, Rudnicki
and others. The Jews were afraid to step out of their homes.
The ﬁrst victim was Levi (in my opinion, Litvack was his name). He was killed
by a fascist on the threshold of his home. After the Nazis men called "zapadentsy"
– nationalists from Western Ukraine came to town. They could be immediately
recognized by their appearance: on their heads they wore caps with large canopies,
tight pants over chrome boots. The former Ukrainian Komsomol schoolboys entered the service of the Nazis as policemen. Together, they robbed Jews, beat and
raped. They elected the Jewish Committee, through which they acted – demanding
"indemnity": money, gold jewelry. All the Jews were forced to wear a yellow star
patch, beaten half to death. There is much to write about the victimization of the
Jews of our town...
They took our cow; we were left with food, which father fed to the horses, that
was what we ate. Once father's friend Pavel Stepanovich Philippovich brought us
some ﬂour and vegetables, for which we were very happy and grateful.
August 25, 1941 many SS men in black long cloaks with dogs came to town.
At dawn they expelled all Jews from their homes (those who did not hide) to the
square, ordered to bring the most valuable things, for they are to be sent somewhere. Under pouring rain people were chased through the park, along the avenue
on both sides there were Germans with dogs; the policemen would not allow stepping aside an inch. In addition to our policemen came policemen from Meeropol.
They drove all the people into the military enlistment oﬃce, which was located in
the park, separated the men from the women and children. Old men were praying,
everyone wept, the children screamed, no one knew what will happen to us. Tzipa
Messerman tried to climb out through a window, but she was severely beaten by
the policemen.
Soon the weather cleared. Men were led out in groups with shovels. The policemen told them that German cars got stuck in the mud and needed to be pulled
out. They led them to the park, close to the road (the road of Odessa-Leningrad),
it was built before the war by prisoners. There pits were prepared through which
boards have been laid. All men were ordered to strip naked, herded onto the board
"bridges", and shot with machine guns. Some were killed, others were ordered to
cover the pit with dirt, where the wounded people still moaned.
They killed my father and uncle. Then they began to expel the women, young and
old. Some were taken away to the road, others – to the spruce behind the park.
At the end of the day the Nazis realized that they cannot cope with all the inhabitants, and they began to release women with small children. Also they left alive 2
tailors and two blacksmiths with their families. They took our family: my grandmother, my aunt Golda, my mother, my older sister Esterka, my brother's wife with
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the kids and me. Brother had died by this time in a siege near Baranivka. At the very
pit they released Fania (my brother's wife) with three small children. My mother,
my kind, beloved mother, pushed me towards Fania and the children. I was small,
thin, and could pass for a child. We returned home late, but we were not let into the
house by one named Shevchuk.
We headed to Grandma's house; it was on the edge of town. It was completely
looted. In the evening my sisters Olya and Nehamka came as well. They did not go
to the park. Until the evening they were hiding in a shed at Korsun's.
So I was left alive on August 25 after the ﬁrst action. On that day were killed,
in addition to my father and uncle, my grandmother, mother, aunt and my older
sister.
The next day we were driven to work (cleaning vegetables, work on the road). At
the end of September there were rumors that soon there will be another massacre.
We decided to hide somewhere. Fania with the children begged her familiar Burkovich. I went to ask for shelter at my classmates', and Olya and Nehamka went to
Erne (Niusia) Voltorgramm. This German girl was picked up from the gutter by my
grandmother in 1933. My aunt had no children, and the German girl was brought
up in their family. Then she worked as a waitress in the dining room, she married.
Her husband was at the front. When my grandmother died, she mourned her very
much, my sister thought she would give them shelter, but she refused. They went
to the village of Vrublevka. The landlord let them into the attic, but in the morning
he took their clothes and shoes. They returned to Romanov, and Fania's friend said
that she was too afraid, and asked her to leave. Fania with the children returned to
grandma's house, but there was already a local German Olya Gayzler living there.
On October 25, Olga and Nechama also returned to Romanov. Apparently Olya
Gayzler called for Golembiovskiy the policeman. My sister Olya (Udla) managed to
jump out to the barn, where she stayed until the evening, and then wandered about,
walked through many villages of Ukraine, was in the Yanushpol ghetto, then got to
the partisans.
On October 25 Fania with three young children was killed, and my sister Nechama – on the day of her 14th birthday.
I, before the action in October, managed to leave the house. A few days I was
hiding at my classmates', and then moved to the village of Korchivka. When things
quieted down, I decided to go and see what's going on in Romanov. On the bridge I
was stopped by two men, though they were unarmed, they tore oﬀ my coat and galoshes; I got away jumped under the bridge. I do not know for how long was I there.
At night, my pigtails got frozen to the bars; I had to tear them oﬀ. My strengths
were running out. In the morning there was a woman who was going to work in a
collective farm with a pitchfork on her shoulder, she saw me, led me to her home
on the farm. It was Maria Iltinskaya from the village of Vrublevka. She gathered

448

her children, the four of them, and told them that I was an orphan, my parents were
killed, and no one should know that I have survived. I was bathed, fed, put above
the stove, hidden behind a lot of stuﬀ so that I could not be seen.
In the evening, her son Andrey would go out into the street to check whether
anyone is near. Tonya and Lida would take me out into the street to move a bit. My
legs were very swollen, Maria treated them. She was a second mother to me. After
all, she and Ivan Yakovlevich – the head of the family, hid me for two and a half
months, at the risk of their lives, and their children's lives, sharing food with me
and the children. At the farm they were searching for moonshine makers. Ilyinsky,
afraid that the policemen might stumble upon me, gave me an old sweatshirt, valine
boots, blessed me, told me to come back to them when the searches are over; my
feet weren't so swollen anymore, and I headed out.
On December 25, 1941 began the period of my new wandering, of walking to
Calvary, while death lurked at every turn.
In the same village, I begged to stay the night; the owner let me in the barn but
chased me away at night and even cursed at me. Almost crawling, I reached stacks
of straw and hid there. German cars went on the road, but I was thinking that those
are searchlight for me. In the morning I reached the village of Stovpov. A woman
who let me spend the night saw my decrepit, collapsed boots, and sent me to the
village of Shulyayki to her godfather– a shoemaker, so he repaired them. I found
the house, said that I was sent by Maria. Before I could ﬁnish, the son of the shoemaker came home, armed with a riﬂe, he was a policeman. When he saw me he
said: "All the Jews will be caught and killed anyway, you better go to Romanov and
surrender". His father banged his ﬁst on the table and shouted: "Do not touch the
girl". I wanted to leave, but I was seated at the table. It was in January of 1942. I
was fed and left to spend the night. I was lying on a bench, watching for the entire
night, fearing the policeman-son in the next room. In the morning the owner gave
me chuni (rubber galoshes); I left my boots and walked away.
In this village lived my classmate Olya Kulik. Her house was near the road, but
I took a chance and went for it. For a couple of days I hid there. From Shulyayki I
went to Romanovka. I went into a hut and asked to spend the night. The hostess
was not home. Her daughter saw how cold I was (I've slept the previous night in the
cemetery), told me to climb up on the stove to warm up. The home owner returned,
with her was the village elder Kostya, he saw me, asked who I was and where I was
from.
I composed a fable that I come from a shelter, far away. I had, however, to tell
the truth. The elder said to Galia the house owner that she would not let me go
anywhere, that tomorrow he will bring me shoes. Stray Jews were being caught and
taken away to clay pits by the airﬁeld, where after the bombing there were deep
holes, and killed. There even drove the Jews from Chudnov there.
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In the morning I went to the station (Razino). I asked to stay for the night. The
owner Musiy knew my father. Instead of galoshes he gave me some big shoes and
foot wraps. He advised me to go to the opposite side of the railway. On the other
side of the railway was guarded by the Magyars. The distance from the district center of Lubod to the railway was 25 km. It was rarely visited by policemen, and here
Romanov policemen come often, they can identify me.
On the other side of the railway in an old house lived a kind woman with her
three year old son. Christa Novak washed my head with soap, boiled my shirt in
ash. From there I then went to the Zgersky family. Yuzya and her daughter Jadzia
often gave me a place to sleep. They felt sorry for me.
I wandered from house to house, from village to village. I walked around many
villages. Some days I'd hide in stacks of straw and in the evening would ask to spend
the night at someone's house. Once in the village of Vitovtsy I spent the night in a
hut, early in the morning the owner said that a lot of policemen on horseback arrived at the village. I went out into the yard. What to do? Where to go? Darkness,
cold, snow drifts taller than me, the road is not visible. Drowning up to my neck in
the snow, I went to the light. Barely alive, I reached the village (I think of Bratalov). At one hut they warmed and fed me, asked who I was and where I was from. I
said that come from a shelter. They directed me to a woman named Olena – an old
lonely woman, she, they said, would be delighted to accept me and my help. But
at grandmother Olena's all the walls were covered with photographs of her sons –
pilots of the Red Army. I was afraid, because such a house would attract policemen
or fascists.
I headed to the village of Melentsy. At night I asked to spend the night in a
house. Suddenly I saw the familiar face of Nastya (she was a housekeeper of Basia
Shulmonovich). She exchanged kitchenware for grain. I immediately left, but she
could have told the women who I am. In Melentsy I lived for several days with Alexandra Bondarenko. A neighbor told her that she was hiding a Jewess, and had to
get away from there.
It was the cold and hungry in spring of 1942. In the village of Goropai lived
Alexandra's sister Tekla Nazarovich. She had two children, 3 and 6 years old –
Olya and Vitya. There was nothing to eat. She took care of me. I walked through
the huts before Easter, begging, brought it home, we all ate. In the spring people
began tending the gardens, planting potatoes. Aunt Tekla and I went out to help.
Some gave us a bucket of potatoes, some a jug of milk. Before that we would go to
the ﬁeld, getting rotten potatoes, beets out of the frozen ground. We had nothing
to stoke the house with. One night, I went to steal some straw. I was found by the
overseer, beaten and the straw taken away.
Next door lived a very kind, sensitive woman named Mokrina Botsanyuk with
her children. The elder Andrey was taken to Germany, and the rest were still small.
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One day she asked me if I was Jewish. "Do not be afraid of me – she said, – Grisha,
my son saw you at the station, you asked to stay the night at our relative's, and he
was there, he saw you". I asked her not to tell anyone the truth about me. May she
rest in peace. In the most diﬃcult and critical moments, I turned to her for advice.
She protected me from evil tongues.
Once I was working in Tekla’s garden, when a woman, who was visiting her orphaned nephews, was passing by. The Nazis, with the help of policemen, killed
her brother, she had three orphaned nephews. She stopped, and asked me where I
was from. Again, I told the fable about the orphan shelter. She invited me to come
live with her. I consulted with Mokrina. And so, in the summer of 1942 I went to
live with Yarina Solominsky. She lived with her husband Vasily Faydor. They were
already over 50 years old, they had no kids. They were nice to me, especially uncle
Vasily. I worked hard. I went to work instead of her (collective farms were preserved
in this place), and did all the housework done. She had a heart condition.
Once aunt Yarina found herself next to the secretary of council Kavun, and she
started to curse at him, that because of him Klim’s children became orphans. He
(the secretary of council) replied: "Shut up, you're going to join Klim, you have a
Jewess living with you". She came home and told her about the incident. The next
day came a summons for me and Yarina to appear at the council. To my luck the
headman was changed. Under the previous headman, I would not have survived. At
the council the headman asked me questions, the secretary wrote everything down,
and a police oﬃcer with a gun stood at the door of. I said there is no more shelter
where I come from, it is very far from here, but I can bring a certiﬁcate from there.
They let us go. February of 1943. Blizzard, cold. I was dressed in rags, shod in
unpaired boots. I quietly went to Mokrina for advice. In the evening Mokrina went
to the home of the headman Ivan Obadchuk. She introduced me as a relative of Galia, who lives at the Razino train station. She vouched for me, and aroused a feeling
of pity towards me. The headman said that I didn’t have to bring any documents. I
was not bothered anymore. However, all the while I was living in anxiety, afraid of
everything. Soon, in oreder to be sent to Germany and I was listed under the name
Solominskaya Yadwiga. Then Yarina took me to grandpa Kalyuzhny, he hid me in
the cellar until trouble has passed.
The Red Army liberated the village of Goropai at the end of January of 1944.
When Romanov was liberated (in early January 1944), my sister began to look for
me. We met during spring break, in March of 1944. As a partisan, she was wounded,
and treated at a hospital in Moscow. After the hospital, she was sent to pedagogical
work in Chernihiv region. We had traveled on foot from Goropaev to Romanov. I
was taken in by the family of Pavel Stepanovich Phillipovich. I worked as secretary
in the district for several months. In September 1944, my sister was transferred to
work in Zhytomyr. I moved with her. I worked in the Zhytomyr orphanage, in MVD,
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and as a laundress, a cleaner, an accountant, and an educator. In 1948 I enrolled in
the Zhitomir State Pedagogical Franko Institute, graduating in 1953.
From 1952-1958 I was a teacher of Ukrainian language and literature in the
village of Stanishevka, Zhytomyr region. For personal reasons I moved to Kiev,
worked in kindergartens number 98 and 609 for twenty years until my departure
to Israel in 1998.
I was awarded the badge "Vidminnik narodnoi Osvita" with much gratitude from
the administration of my workplace, and from the parents.
The war experiences did not break me, I did not become a harsh person. Each
passing day was a godsend for me, and I remember with great warmth the people,
which fate brought to me in those terrible times, who helped me to survive.
Due to my petition my saviors were awarded with the title "Righteous among the
Nations", for risking their lives and the lives of their children, to save me. Everyone
who is alive, I bow to them, wishing good health and happiness. Those who are
now deceased – May they rest in peace for their selﬂessness and courage.
Out of 3,000 Jewish inhabitants of Romanov only 16-17 survived. Some have
died, others are scattered around the world. In Romanov there are 8 monuments at
the graves of our countrymen. The funds were collected by relatives of the victims.
Every August 25 our fellow countrymen gather and celebrate Victory Day. Low
bow and gratitude to all veterans for everything they have done for the victory, I
wish them health and long life.
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Plisetsky Vladislav (Zeev)
Such was my fate that in 1937 I and my older brother were
left without parents. I was only 5 years old, my brother was
10. With us, since 1924, lived our nanny Gridina Anna
Ivanovna, born in 1895. We did not have a family, but we
had a lot of relatives. We lived in the Sumy region, in the
town of Shostka. My father and mother worked in a factory
of the People's Commissariat of Defense. On the basis of the
fabricated so-called "Shostka case" father was repressed in
July of 1937, and mother – in December of 1937. By the time of mother’s arrest we
moved to a nearby district center of Glukhov, the former capital of the left-bank
Ukraine, with a population of 50 thousand. We lived with our grandmother – the
mother of my mother. Our house was located on Lenin Street, next to the technical
school of mechanization and electriﬁcation of agriculture.
In 1939, our grandmother died, unable to bear her grief, and we were left alone.
Nanny went out to work to support us. There were no news about father and mother. My brother studied in school, and in 1940 I too enrolled in the 1st grade.
The war began, and everyone hoped for a quick victory of the Red Army, but
soon began to receive alarming news, there were refugees in cars, trucks and carts,
cattle driven to the east, retreating forces walked scattered past the city. There was
a growing speculation that the Germans intent to kill Jews. a mass evacuation from
the city of the leadership of the Communists, police and Jews began. But not all had
the time to leave. About 30 elderly Jews remained. Abandoned apartments were
taken by families with poor living conditions. In our neighboring apartment settled
the sister of our nanny with two grown daughters.
A week before invasion of the city by the Germans there was complete anarchy.
The remaining population looted everything one could pick up from the store –
food, bottles, materials from the pharmacy – drugs, pastry, ﬂour from the bakery, etc. In anticipation of attacks, bombings and ﬁghting, the population began to
adapt the cellars of their homes to take shelter in them, dug trenches in the yards.
But all was quiet. Somewhere outside the city ﬁring could be heard.
On August 31, 1941 the Germans drove into the city on motorcycles with sidecars, in full armor. These were the leading units, after a day or two came the regular
units and the Gestapo. City council was organized; there were new police oﬃcers
from local residents – some familiar faces. In the 2nd half of September all sorts of
decrees were pasted, including a decree that all "... the Jews have 3 days to register
with the council. Whoever is hiding will face execution". Of course, the policemen
knew who was a Jew. Nanny and her sister and her daughters have gathered (without us) and have begun to address the question of what to do with us, because the
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consequences could be catastrophic – they could be shot along with us. They could
simply let us go, or send to the registration. But they did neither the ﬁrst nor the
second. In Ukraine, there were two zones of occupation – the German and the Romanian. In the German zone the answer to the Jewish question was unequivocally –
with complete destruction of those herded into ghettos, or taken from their apartments, or captured in the raids. In the Romanian occupation zone, Jews were placed
in ghettos and survived, however they could, most died of starvation. Nanny and
her family decided to save us, at all costs. In early October, in Glukhov there was a
mass execution of Jews. The remaining elderly people and the sick were assembled,
taken out of town into the forest of "Barok" on the way to Putivl, and shot by the
Germans and policemen on the edge of a ravine. They were about 30 people.
A gallows was installed in the central square of the city, which was used to execute Communists and the ﬁrst partisans. In the neighboring district of Putivl, the
1st Secretary of the Communist Party Kovpak S.A. was creating partisan units to
ﬁght the invaders.
The occupation was the end of the more or less normal life and the beginning of
the struggle for survival. In late 1941, I was 9 years old, and my brother – 14 years
old. It was decided to leave the city for the villages where relatives of my nanny
lived – her family and cousins and brothers, and to live with them for a short time,
without attracting the attention of villagers and especially policemen. So our nanny
would go with me for two or three weeks to the villages that were at a distance
of 6 to 20 km. My brother stayed in town with his friends. They were engaged in
collecting weapons and grenades abandoned after ﬁghting and transporting them
to the neighboring forests, to the partisans. There were people connected to the
underground. I remember well one young beautiful woman, a teacher named Lisa
Prilutsky, a relative of my nanny. She curled locks of her hair to conseal fuses, grenade detonators. In 1942, she was captured and shot. She is one of the unknown
heroes of this terrible war.
We’d walk to the villages through the ﬁelds in which we collected ears after harvested and unharvested crops, as well as hemp. We dug for leftover potatoes, beets,
etc. On farms where livestock was kept, we picked up the remaining pieces of rock
salt. Sugar beets would be boiled and the syrup was used as sugar. Hemp seeds
would be pounded in a mortar and the resulting cake was used as fat. The spikelets
would be beaten for grain, which we would grind in a hexagon hand mill. And so
we’ve survived.
In the villages we were received very warmly, guarded from policemen. So we
visited three of her sisters and two of her brothers. The brothers were elderly, and
they were not mobilized into the Red Army.
In the city the living conditions were very diﬃcult. There were no grocery stores,
no fuel depots, no pharmacies, only black market. People survived by growing pro-
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duce in gardens and orchards in the private sector. Especially diﬃcult was the ﬁrst
winter of 1941 and 1942. Frosts were under – 30 degrees Celsius, the apartment
had an iron stove, in which we burned everything we could – anything wooden
recovered from under the snow, books, cloths, etc. In the morning heat eroded, and
the frozen shoes thawed and froze to the ﬂoor. In April-May of 1943, I witnessed
the transfer of German troops and equipment to the Kursk Bulge. For two weeks
the ﬂow of forces did not stop. Gunﬁre of this battle was heard. But nothing came
back after the defeat of the Germans.
In the beginning of August of 1943 everyone felt the retreat of the Germans,
and in the end of August, the Germans left the city and began a massive bombardment. During the day, they bombed their ammunition depots, logistical and other
warehouses every 30 minutes. This continued for the last week of August, the last
week of anarchy.
September 1, 1943 the city welcomed the Red Army, and everyone breathed a
sigh of great joy and relief.
After several years, at the site of the execution of the Jews, a memorial monument was erected.
After immigrating to Israel, I issued the necessary documents for assigning my
savior Gridina Anna Ivanovna with the status of "Righteous Among the Nations".
She received this status, and Yad Vashem immortalized her name on a granite stele
(Ukraine, №101140).
I heartily thank Gridina Anna Ivanovna, her sisters Ulyana, Pronya, Euphrosynya and brothers Peter and Ivan for showing compassion, courage and kindness.
They are long gone, may they rest in peace!
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Portnaya Sheva
To: Yad vashem, the department of "Righteous among
the Nations"
I’ve received your letter, and am very, very grateful to you
for your answer, now I can express the inexhaustible tribute
to the saviors of my life, the most noble and kind people:
Kolchev Felix Lvovich and Emily Bazilevna.
With pain in my heart and tears in my eyes I remember
everything I experienced, as hard as it is to think about it, I must never forget, all
of us need to remember what happened in those days and nights in 1941, 1942 and
until 1945.
My family lived in Vinnitsa. My father – Shtilgoyz Moshe Shlёmovich, mother –
Nina Haskelevna, sister Dusenka (Ida) 16 years old, graduated from the 9th grade,
brother Borenka 8 years old, graduated from 1st grade, and I – Sheva, who had just
graduated from 5th grade, 11 years old.
Dad worked in the Vinnytsia pharmaceutical services, importing medications,
my mother Nina was very beautiful, she was a housewife, raised the children, and
managed the whole house. My mother’s parents lived with us: Grandpa Yabloko
Hazkel, Grandma Haya – Riva, they had their own room in the house. In the yard
was a wing, where lived mother's only sister Tania (Tabl) with her husband Eynyh
Moskalnih and three beautiful children: Sasha, 6 and a half years old, Polinochka, 5 years old, a curly-haired blonde with big black eyes, and baby Aronchik – 9
months old. I have always loved to play with them, loved my brother Borenka, I was
friends with him and my sister Dusya. I was a good student, danced in a Ukrainian
dance group; mom bought me a large Ukrainian shirt and sewed me a skirt of a red
Ukrainian woolen belt. I still have the embroidered Ukrainian shirt, kept as a relic,
my rescue shirt, which was with me through the entire war. I was very fond of helping my mother to clean the house, liked to play with dolls, had long braids, and I
had diﬀerent colored ribbons that hung in my section in the buﬀet, ironed. I used
to read "The Gadﬂy", with my mother, loved to decorate the New Year's tree. It was
a great family with loving parents, my beautiful mother Nina, who cared for us,
protected us, and all that happy childhood collapsed in an instant, everything was
destroyed by the black fascist hand whose atrocities knew no limit. It's impossible
to comprehend, how could this happen, where was the whole world? Where were
the people to prevent such a tragedy? I cannot understand it at all.
On the sinister day of June 22, 1941, the terrible war was declared. We were on
vacation from school. And immediately Uncle Eynyha was drafted, he was young,
and later my dad, he was older, was drafted too. We stayed in the house with my
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mother and three children, Aunt Tanya and three small children, grandfather Hazkel and grandmother Haia – Riva. What to do? Grandpa said: "I do not want to go;
I want to die at home". But he was the only man, and had to take a cart and horse
to load some belongings, some food and put the young children on the cart, and the
older were walking along the cart, shut the house and go to Lipovets, Ilintsy. Just
down the road we were bombed, my mother covered us with her body in ditches,
no food, no drinking water, and we drank where they watered the horses. All the
way my grandfather was crying: "I am old, I and exhausted that you want from my
life?" He asked to turn oﬀ the road and stop in the village of Zbarazh, and spend the
night there, where his friend Anton the ﬁsherman lived, so we did. In the morning
we were not able to go further. The Germans have caught up with us; we saw the
Nazi motorcycles, with incredible speed, without a ﬁght, seizing towns and villages.
They moved quickly forward and forward, and our troops retreated and ﬂed, and
those who surrendered were doomed to inhumane abuse, I saw it all with my own
eyes.
In the village the population was immediately gathered, they announced that
there will be no Jews; whoever will hides "Juden" will be shot.
We immediately left the village with knapsacks on our shoulders, holding a baby,
for the town of Samgorodok, it was far from the village, 6-7 km. All our wealth was
left with Anton. We came to my mother's cousin Pesya, they took us all in. The
town of Samgorodok – a very beautiful area, with a huge park in the green, a large
hospital, a small river, a bridge in three diﬀerent directions, and the fourth direction led to the Golendry railway station. Samgorodok – is the home of my parents
and uncles.
In 1928 my grandfather bought a part of foundation in Vinnitsa from Goikhman
Leyvesrul and built a house, and then an outbuilding in the yard, where he placed
his family from Samgorodk.
In Samgorodok stayed my grandfather's brother Gershl Yabloko with his eldest
daughter Pesya. So we came to Pesya Olgart. She was a very beautiful and intelligent woman who worked in a shop, her husband Shimon Olgart was a hairdresser.
Three children: beautiful Riva with long braids to her knees, had ﬁnished dental
school in Zhitomir, the second daughter Niusia – 17 years and son Zyunya – 11
years old. In the summer, during the holidays mother would send me to them, to
enjoy fresh air and fresh milk, there were creams made of egg yolks, butter, cocoa
and sugar. Niusia always took care of me and looked after me.
The Jewish township consisted of many, many families of diﬀerent trades: shoemakers, saddlers, tailors and others, they lived beautifully (there was a ten-year
school, two-story building where the children studied). When we arrived in the
town, we saw that no one had left, everyone was in place. The Germans immediately elected a chairman of the community. It was Berenfus Berl. He was responsible
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for the presence of all the Jews in the town; no one had the right to go anywhere.
He was constantly collecting tribute, jewels for the commandant from all families,
so that the Jews wouldn't be killed. Night raids were held, looking for young girls,
women. My sisters at night would be hiding in attics; it was very scary, dark, once
we lit a candle and a baby Aronchik was bouncing, happy, seeing the light of a
candle for the ﬁrst time.
But we did not stay in Samgorodok for long, since an order was issued, that those
who didn't live in Samgorodok before must get out and return to where they came
from. We had to walk to Vinnitsa, for three days we walked 50 km, stayed in the
village of Pohrebysche at the house of a single peasant woman, and at dawn again
we walked. Next we were spending the night in Pryborivka, there were good people
there, uncle Sidor, aunt Stepanida and three sons: Andrew – 17 years old, Ivan – 12
years old, Vasyl – 7 years old. They fed us and we left at dawn. We came to Vinnitsa,
the house where we lived, was occupied by the Ukrainians who came from the villages to occupy homes, loot Jewish property.
We were sheltered by my grandfather's sister; Mima Gitel Amdur sheltered the
10 of us in the house on Nekrasov Street. All "Juden" had to wear an armband
with a yellow Star of David. Kids didn't have to wear the armbands, so I could walk
down the street. Upon the houses where Ukrainians lived, crosses were drawn in
chalk on the doors, so it was evident where the Jews reside.
It was the month of August, and I bought a basket full of yellow cucumbers, came
to the house and stood at the fence. At this time, prisoners of war were marched
by, a terrible sight, they were drinking rain water from puddles, mutilated, sick,
barefoot, ragged, dragging each other. I began to throw them cucumbers out of
the basket, the whole convoy pulled to the fence, there was shooting, the Germans
began to hit the prisoners with riﬂe butts. My mother grabbed me by the collar and
dragged me into the house; a bullet ﬂew by, deafening my ear.
It was now impossible to stay in the house, in the dilapidated barn there was a
pit-type cellar, we sat in the pit for the entire week: I, sister, brother and mother,
the Nazis were looking for me. We had to go to live with my father's parents: my
grandfather Shloyme and grandmother Shpryntse. They were very old and frail,
they could not help us, and we had no food. I began to feed the family. Mom cooked
black shoe polish from soot and sugar. And I, with two brushes, would run through
the streets shouting: "Shoe shine", and receive a pfennig (or a mark or Soviet money), but people wouldn't always pay for the work, sometimes kicking me and not
paying.
Our city was divided into two parts by the river of Southern Bug. In September
9 of 1941 there was already a pogrom against the Jews, but the pits were not ready.
And so we still lived until April 16, 1942. There was a heavy winter, everyone hoped
that "Yeshia" would come, and save us all from death.
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I had a new way of earning. My grandparents lived at the bazaar, a large area,
where villagers would come to trade on sleighs with horses, and I would drag two
buckets of water from the well and ask: "Water for the horse?" and they sometimes
gave me a crust of bread and a slice of bacon. I would bring home a sack of bread,
and we had something to eat. It was hard work. But I was happy to be able to help
my mother. My sister Dusenka was taken to forced work, the Germans abused her,
and she became ill with erysipelas on her leg. There were military units of Romanians, Poles, Hungarians; they each had a diﬀerent uniform. At the camp kitchen
they distributed stew. It was the middle of Passover, my grandfather prayed, he
wore a tallit, teﬁllin on his forehead and arm, I saw it, but God has not helped us.
There was an announcement: "All the Jews take a change of clothes, food for the
day, all come to the stadium on April 16, 1942, for relocation to the ghetto". It was
pure deception. It was a terrible mud, rain and snow, black clouds in the sky. Everyone was driven from their homes, and the huge human "ﬂock" was chased to the
stadium, including the elderly, children, women, boys, girls, all the Jewish population, which has remained in the city and did not evacuate.
At this point my mother grabbed my head and said: "You will not go to the stadium with us, if we end up in the ghetto, you'll be able to throw us a piece of bread,
here's a gold watch, trade it for bread, you may survive and see father again. " These
were the last words of my mother to me. I cannot stand the pain, I always cry when
I remember it.
I wore the embroidered shirt, tied a scarf on my head, big shoes on my feet, and I
was left to wander the streets until dark, and then I went out of town, passed 20 km
to the village of Stadnitsa and at night came to Priborivka. Last hut in the village,
cherry garden, nice people. They tucked me away on the stove, warmed me up, in
the morning Uncle Sidor went into town and came with awful news that everybody
was thrown into the pits alive, shot, all killed, the land was rising above three huge
pits, each 30 m. long and 10 m. wide.
Now they made a fence and granite monument in a form of "a tree with its
branches chopped oﬀ" with the words: "Killed by Nazi invaders on April 16, 1942".
I always came to the terrible graves and brought ﬂowers. Why were they murdered?
Innocent, light, good human lives were destroyed by brutal hand! Where's the justice?
Uncle Sidor learned that 20 men survived, professionals, kept incarcerated for
work. It was impossible to stay at Sidor's, it was dangerous if the neighbors found
out and the whole family would be killed, I had to leave. And then I went walking at
night to Samgorodok; I hid in the forest at night and walked by day.
One rainy evening I crept into the house of Aunt Pesia, all Jews were moved to a
street called the "ghetto", 10-15 families in one house, exiting the ghetto was forbidden, as well as leaving the house at night. Every day people were being driven to
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work as slaves. Barefoot in the snow, I came, wet from the rain. Aunt Pesia warmed
the orphan, sewed me slippers, but no one was to know that I was there, everyone
were registered in the list of the commandant's oﬃce. For the entire month of May
1942, I lived in the ghetto, where I was forced to scrap the dried ground, which fell
to the pavement, all driven to this by the fear of policemen and Germans.
One night, my aunt left the house, and she was shot in the thigh of the right leg,
she was bleeding, barely got up home on all fours. In the park there was a hospital,
with the chief doctor Slobodyanyuk, a good man, but he could not provide assistance to Jews, his sister came to visit from Chernigov, and here she made her way
to the ghetto and did everything possible, pulling the bullet out, He handled and
treated the wound. She was told about me, I was listening. She showed Aunt Pesya
her passport, she had a girl adopted from an orphanage, and she died, but there
was a record of her in the passport, I read: Stoyanchuk Nadezhda Ivanovna, born
in 1928.
On the sinister morning of June 4, 1942, at 6 am, the ghetto was surrounded by a
punitive detachment; everyone was driven from their homes, madness, people were
trying to hide in the cellars. I immediately put on my shirt, a scarf, a cross around
my neck, and went out the back door; suddenly I received a blow on the head and
rolled on the granite steps from a great height. When I came to – everybody was
driven to the school building, policemen on both sides. I came out from the column,
went up to a policeman and said, I am a Ukrainian, showing the cross – "Stand
beside me, after we kill the Jews, we'll ﬁgure it out". I stood, while everyone was
driven to the school building, my sister Riva saw me, shout to me in Yiddish. I
stayed silent, not paying attention, because I said that I was a Ukrainian, on my way
to the village to look for work.
Everyone was driven into the school, then thrown alive into the pit, the ground
was rising for days. I was taken to the police, thrown into a cell; there was a prisoner
who said nothing. I saw my legs and arms smashed, recalled how I was struck and
ﬂew down the steps. I blamed myself terribly, why did I venture it, now it would be
even worse, I'll be tortured, why didn't I go with everyone else?
The window of the cell opened, and a policeman asked me who I am, I said – I
am the daughter of Slobodyanyuk’s sister; my name is Slobodyanyuk Nadezhda
Ivanovna, born in 1928. There was a dead silence, every minute lasted an incredibly long time. They brought her in, opened the window, she looked in, I did not
hear what she said, but I shouted: "Don’t you recognize me?" Now I thought, there
will be a confrontation, but the cell door opene:, "Go", "Go, go home". I couldn’t
believe my ears, I left the village sneaking through gardens. I came to Pogreblin
to the familiar hut, asked to stay for the night, a woman alone let me in, so the
neighbors couldn’t see,. At dawn I was gone, I reappeared in Priborivka, spend the
night there, everyone was afraid, nobody could let me in, for fear of death. I came to
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Vinnitsa, barefoot, a knapsack on my back, the Germans rummaged in the baskets,
looking for a "chicken, eggs", missing none of the villages, taking eggs, chickens,
and everything else.
In Vinnitsa I learned that after the April 16 massacre a few men were left, professionals, 20 people, they live in the club on Lenin Street, sleeping on planks, taken
every day to work, and then brought back into the building
I came there, and from a distance saw uncle Usher Goldberg, a strong, healthy
smith, a cousin of my mother. Subsequently, he escaped, paying one Russian who
knew the road to Romania, and that’s how he survived. The Romanians did not kill
the Jews. There uncle Usher became friends with a woman who had a boy – Yulik,
9 years old. She was a Jew from Romania, thanks to her he was able to leave after
the end of the war to Israel, to Haifa. There he lived for a long time. He had a son
Moshe Goldberg. Yulik and Moshe and still live in Haifa with their families. I’ve
met with them.
There were three more relatives: Uncle Meir Amdur, his son Haim and grandson
Riven. They also tried to escape but they were caught. Haim and Riven were hanged
in the square of the 2nd military camp.
They shouted to me that I mustn’t come any closer, or they will be immediately
killed. I never saw them again. That's when I came to the Kolch family. Felix Lvovich was an accountant in the "Guttrans" where my grandfather Haskell used to
work. Kolch was building a house in the Old City, my grandfather helped him, lent
him money. But then the war started, the house was unﬁnished; he went to live in
a house on the corner of Nansen and Kotsyubinsy Streets. Jews evacuated from the
house. He had a young wife Milya and a boy Lenya 1.5 years old, and in 1942 Valia
was born, he was one month old when I came to them.
I entered the house, the baby was screaming, hungry, his mother Emilia was lying in bed, not moving, she had a blockage of veins after giving birth; Lenichka 1.5
years old, walked alone through the apartment, Felix was not at home. I took the
baby in my arms, made some sweet water, gave him a drink, his mother cried and
cursed – why was he born, there is a war, and I'm sick, I cannot do anything.
So I stayed at home with the sick Milia, little Lenya and baby Valya, whom I
nursed, left, fed with milk, went to the river, where a boat would bring me milk,
and I fed Valya. My boy began to recover and he survived, and Milia remained
bedridden for a while. I was helping at home, and nursing Valya and Lenichka. The
neighbors knew me as Nadya, a relative from the village where I lived.
So many terrible days and nights there were from July of 1942 to March of 1944.
Felix had two grown daughters by his ﬁrst wife, who died before the war. He married the young Milia, who left her husband as they had no children. Before the
war, Felix and Milia married, they had Leonid, then Valya, whom I have already
described. The eldest daughter Galka, was the same age as Milia. Galka liked to
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drink, to party, was terribly careless person. She took a Jewish apartment in the
same building, on the 2nd ﬂoor, with all the goods inside. Often Germans came
there to drink. On the second ﬂoor there was a door to the balcony but no balcony,
a drunken German opened the door and fell down, he was killed. It was a terrible
night, the whole neighborhood was surrounded, everyone expected to be put to
death for the dead fascist. Galka managed to escape and hide. But God was merciful, and we were not killed. Galka would also entertain partisans, in town on a mission. I often feared that she might give me away, drunk. But Galka I did not give me
up, she had other troubles.
When Vinnitsa was released, Galka was taken away and put in the NKVD. One
Jew named Manya stated that she has robbed and betrayed Jews. I saved Galka, I
was summoned to the NKVD, I said that I was a Jew, lived with her parents, and she
did not give me away to the Germans. So she was released. This Manya was willing
to destroy me – how could I defend Galka. But the truth is the truth!
I had long black braids and black eyebrows. My braids were always hidden under
a white kerchief, and I sheered my eyebrows with scissors. I wore a long skirt and a
cross. I had terrible scabs formed on my head. Milia cured me, she washed my hair
with kerosene, there was no soap.
Every night there were Germans sleeping in the house, they were afraid to sleep
in the barracks, the partisans chased them everywhere, and they were afraid of
them, like ﬁre, and the apartments were a guarantee, that the partisans would not
attack them.
Felix worked at the Vinnytsia distillery. He received rations – a loaf of bread. It
was bread only by name, the Germans made it from millet and barley ﬂour, plus
sawdust. It was inedible. After all, we were slaves, and they were the superior race.
Felix went into the woods on a cart, to bring wood to the plant. He brought weapons to the partisans in the woods, it was very dangerous, and he risked his life and
all of our lives. In the house where we lived, there was a cellar, where ﬁrewood was
stored for the winter, in the ﬁrewood there were also hidden guns.
Outdoor Nansen, in front of our house there was the museum Kotsyubynsky and
the Children's Library of Krupskaya. One morning I saw how they burned books
from the library. An underground organization of Bevz Ivan was uncovered, they
caught many people, the guilty and the innocent were taken to the Gestapo, horribly tortured by the Gestapo, no one ever came back alive.
The house where we lived had four apartments. In one apartment the neighbor
was a terrible killer, a nationalist, "zapadenets", a prison warden, he was married to
a young woman of German nationality, her sister Asya with a small child were living in luxury, there was enough loot to go around. They had a servant named Pasha
(Pestiliya). Pasha knew that I was Jewish; she kept the secret, later she left them,
and married Ivan, a POW. And the whole little family, who was so happy under the
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Germans, soon ran from Vinnitsa without looking back, when there were rumors
about the Soviet oﬀensive. There were no more retreats without a ﬁght, without
ﬁring a single shot when leaving towns and villages, when the Germans moved forward, capturing the whole of Ukraine without a battle, on their way to Moscow. So
much pain and suﬀering, they burned entire villages and destroyed the people.
Vinnitsa was in a special position: everyone was forbidden to step in the center
of Lenina, there was the gendarmerie, the Gestapo, the SS. Near Strizhavka Street
were the Hitler's headquarters, heavily guarded, on Kiev street was oﬀ limits, one
had to walk through various distant streets, so not to catch the eye and be hit with a
club. Frequent raids were held. Posters: "Yudn kaput", "Stalin kaput". The posters
had drawings of Jews in yarmulke, with sidelocks and a six-pointed star. The worst
were the murderers, the thugs of SS, the Gestapo, they had iron chest "plaques"
with the German eagle, while the SS had a uniform of black and a skull on the cap,
a skull on the lapels, around the red ﬂag with a black swastika, the Nazi symbol.
MostlyI was in the house with the children, very seldom I’d be sent somewhere,
only in the morning I went to the river where there were people who had a cow that
has not been taken yet. They lived on the other side of the river, and the boat would
bring me a bottle of milk for Valya.
Germans constantly spending the night in the house gave me some information,
I understand a little German. It was the beginning of 1943, Moscow wasn’t surrendered, we began the oﬀensive, defended Stalingrad, renewing the hope that the
Soviet regime still exists. The worse it got for the Germans on the fronts, the worse
we had it on the occupied territory.
One evening, in the cold, the Germans kicked out Amelia, undressed, at gunpoint at her temple, out into street, demanding that she showed them where the
partisans are. We were crying, children were screaming, but they didn’t care. But
then she was released. For a while she could not get over it, imagining that she is
about to be killed.
In 1944, the Germans reappeared, stripped, wounded, without that power of
winners. But they abused people even worse. In my heart ﬁlled with with joy, some
hope, perhaps, I will stay alive. During January, February, March of 1944 the Germans kept retreating, but we still couldn't believe it. And in March of 1944, at the
last minute, I was almost killed. Retreating Cossacks, the corrupt traitors, feared
the arrival of the Soviet power. A hefty Cossack entered the house, and saw a small
strand of my black hair peeking from my headscarf; he began shouting "Jew!", while
Milia was saying that I'm her daughter, that she, too, has dark hair, but he wouldn't
believe anything, and wanted to kill me. He demanded the table. Milia gave him
the table; I grabbed Valya, took him in my arms and left the house from back door,
while the Cossack assassin pulled the table out of the house.
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After that I didn't sleep in the house anymore, I've slept a couple of days at the
neighbors who lived near the Baths of Nanin Street. I rejoiced in March, in the
third week, when the Germans began to set ﬁre to everything. Not far from our
house was a garment factory, it was set on ﬁre ﬁrst, and then the two two-storey
schools, one was Russian, and the second Ukrainianthe ﬁre all around was the end
of fascism rule, they retreated. They blew up two bridges across the Bug River. The
Germans occupied the center, there was a power plant, and we lived on the other
side of the bridge, one block from the bridge. The battle went on for 3 days, we were
sitting with the kids in the basement, we were on the front line, above us exploding
shells demolished the roof, and all windows were shattered. The children asked for
water, I went upstairs from the basement to the house to get water, I saw terrible
sites, people wounded, killed in the street, broken glass and tin lying all around in
the street. I got some water, got out of the door, and a grenade wave threw me back
into the house, I almost died again.
But my suﬀering was over, I was alive. Thanks to Felix Lvovich, Emilia Bazilevne, Leonid, Valentine. A huge honor and thank them, my family, my dear Saviors.
What they did for me is priceless; there are no more noble and brave people than
them.
Felix Kolch is no longer alive. He was 20 years older than Emilia. Emilia Kolch
is alive, she is 83 years old. She lives with her eldest son, Leonid and his family. My
Valya lives in Vinnitsa.
I receive very warm letters. Valentin congratulates me on the 50th anniversary
of Victory Day, on the holiday of Rosh Hashanah. Emilia is very glad to get my
letters, she often tells Valentine and Leonid about the terrible time of the death of
thousands of innocent people.
The war still went on, they bombed at nights, but I was not afraid anymore, and
I did not hide in the shelter. I lived to see the Great Victory of 1945. A few words
about my fate.
I went to live in my house, where I lived with my parents before the war, regained
my metric, obtained a birth certiﬁcate. In June 1944, I went to school to the 6th
grade of the railway school № 13. I graduated from 10 classes and then enrolled
in the Odessa Institute of Technology, which I graduated in 1954 as an engineertechnologist. I worked for 30 years in the Vinnytsia regional administration as chief
engineer. At my 5th year as a student I married Roman Portnoy. I have two children: a daughter, Nina, born in 1955 and son Igor, born in 1957, four grandchildren. I live in Ashdod.
After the war, in 1945, my father Shtilgoyz Moses came back from the war with
awards and injuries, he died in 1957. My uncle Eynyh Moskalnih also remained
alive, he died in 1981.
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All the above was very hard for me to write, I have tears in my eyes, I feel chest
pain and great sorrow. I am constantly under the impression of those experiences.
Sincerely,
Portnaya (Shtilgoyz) Sheva Moiseevna
P.S. I also want to tell you about how the Ukrainians greeted the Germans with
bread and salt, like the new government, and were happy to grovel before them.
They volunteered to service the Germans as policemen, wore black uniforms, with
a trident on the cap, and a yellow and blue armband. They were traitors, they betrayed and killed the Jews, they were terrible beasts, and I was especially afraid of
them. Village elders were chosen which were responsible for the people in the villages, who is trustworthy and who is not. They knew each hut, where there were
members of the Komsomol, where the communists. The policemen were ominous,
worse than the Nazis, they killed, robbed, shot, betrayed, they had weapons, they
would look for partisans. Their end was becoming, they ﬂed with the Germans,
but the Germans did not recognize them, chased them away, they had to save their
own skin. So they scattered all over the Soviet Union, then found, tried and imprisoned.
Another episode. When the Germans ﬁnished with the Jews, they were still killing communists, Komsomol members, senior oﬃcials of the Soviet rule; they were
tortured, hanged and killed. The Germans loudly shouted everywhere, "Stalin kaput!", "Soviets kaput!", "The Communists kaput!". They claimed that they have
already made it to Moscow and conquered the entire Soviet Union, the whole of
Russia. And in the central park of Gorky excavations were made prisoners of war,
and a large number of corpses was found, covered with some white powder, maybe
lime, maybe chalk. These were the people who were in prison in 1937, and they
were killed. The Germans were glad to display the atrocities of Stalin, showing the
common folk what the Soviet government did. And in the building of the "Savoy"
in the windows were lined the papers of the killed, and there was a swarm of blueblack ﬂies, for the documents with photos were taken oﬀ corpses, which had not
yet decomposed. I went to see this showcase. I could not believe it back then, but
now I believe it.
There is more to say about the liberation of Vinnitsa. It was March 26, 1944.
Everyone greeted the Soviet soldiers, hugging, kissing, grateful to the liberators
from the German yoke. The ﬁrst troops who entered the city were the penal squad,
then the regular forces. They made a crossing over the Bug from empty iron barrels, to move into the city center. Immediately the railroad units arrived. A team of
railway workers went to Jewish apartments, demanding their release of those who
unrightfully took them. There was a railway worker by the name of Zhovtis, I told
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him who I was. He took me and led to my house. The room where my grandparents lived was occupied by the neighbors' housekeeper. Everything in the room
belonged to my grandfather. She was given 24 hours to vacate the room, leaving
behind the property. She left the furniture and the bedding, taking the rest. I was
given a room key, and I lived there alone.
The Railroad prepared accommodations for its employees and their families. The
management of South-Western Railway has been in Vinnitsa. The most important
thing was the railroad. The trains were going west. One day in May 1944, a relative
was looking for me. I came to the station, he hugged me, kissed me, saying that he
is my uncle Tuna, my father's cousin, but I had forgotten him, forgotten Yiddish, I
only spoke Ukrainian. Later it all came back to me. After 10 minutes he departed to
the front, I never saw him again, he was killed.
How to live? I look for how to make money for food. I sold candy on the market
for 1 ruble a piece, earning 20 rubles. It was enough to buy some green sorrel and
potatoes. Then I started to write letters, to ﬁnd my daddy, he was alive, wounded,
bruised, with shrapnel in the legs. Upon learning of the death of my mother, sister
and brother, he was terribly upset, tore his shirt, grieved terribly, suﬀered a lot of
loss for the family, his loved ones, it was a tragedy throughout his later life. After
the war, he demobilized in 1945 and returned home, the meeting was indescribable,
tears of joy and sorrow. The tragedy, the irreparable loss, only a mass grave where
we went with my dad, and often visited them.
The war was still going on, but I went to school at the station there was a onestorey building on Kirov Street, railway school number 13, I went to the 6th grade,
wrote in the newspaper, received a thin, transparent black piece of bread and 2
pieces of sweets. I was the head of the class from 6 to 10th grade. The Germans
burned down our school, and later it was rebuilt by German prisoners and in the
7th grade, I had studied at a new school. I received a card with coupons for bread.
I studied very well. During the day I did all the work around the house, taking care
of his father and uncle Eynsh, cooking, washing, cleaning, and in the evening I sat
down for homework. Then my uncle got married and went to live with his wife. I
stayed with my dad. In 1949, I graduated 10 classes, received my matriculation. I
went to Odessa, enrolled in the Institute of Technology.
P.S. I also want to add that all over from the beginning, only the Germans shouted: "Yudn kaput", "Farﬂyuhte yudn". All around there were posters and ads. At the
Ukranians they shouted "Russish Schwein". By the end of 1942 they annihilated
all the Jews.
Then it was the long-awaited victory, that's when I felt the unquenchable pain of
irreparable loss. It was very hard, why my best friends and relatives did not live to
see this day. The terrible suﬀering, the heartache, it is impossible to transfer it all.
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The pain of loss remains for life. I grew up serious beyond my years, through my
entire life I always missed my beloved mom, there was no aﬀection, no warmth, no
care. Often I was unjustly treated as an orphan. I've suﬀered a lot, and my sorrow
remains forever.
Please remember my cousins and sisters and brother: Dusia, Boria, Sasha, Polina, Aronchik.

Pyanina Sarah
I was born in 1926 in the village of Telusha, Bobruisk district, Mogilev region, and during World War II I was on the
occupied territory from 1941 to 1944.
At the time of the war, our family consisted of seven children and parents. The four adult brothers immediately went
to the partisan unit, and then left the parents to the partisans, taking my 5-year-old sister, Luba, and I was assigned
to help my sister Rachel, because she had 3 small children,
and I was 15 years old.
When the Germans came to the village, they were immediately showed where
Jews live, and my sister with her family were brought to be shot – at that moment I
was not home. Seeing it from the outside, I quietly approached the place where my
sister and the children stood, took the hand of her daughter, 4 years old, and rushed
to escape into the woods. The Germans saw it, but did not shoot at children, my
sister and the children were killed. So I stayed alone, 15 years old with a child in my
arms. We went from house to house – I helped people to work in the household, for
which they hid me and fed me a bit. That's how I miraculously survived.
In 1995, when I decided to go to Israel – my adult children brought me to those
villages, where I've spent the war, at that time there were three old ladies who hid
me still alive, they recognized me. It was very touching and painful to recall those
terrible years.
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Spektorov Vladimir
I was born in January of 1930 in the city of Dnepropetrovsk
in the family of a civil servant.
My family: father Spektorov Naum, mother Spektorov
Hania, brother Leonid Spektorov. Our mother was a homemaker. The family lived in prosperity. I went to high school.
I studied well before the 4th grade. My father was called to
the annual 3-month charges (military training for political
workers for further service in the army).
When the war began, we were in our city, we decided not to go anywhere. German troops entered the city in September 1941 and immediately declared that the
Jews of the city must gather the next day in the city center near a large department
store. People were going with their belongings, assuming that we will be relocated
somewhere. There were many people, and all of us were marched, surrounded by
the Germans, over the city limits. Outside the city, near the Botanic Gardens, where
there were only bushes and gullies, the Jews were divided into groups and taken a
few hundred meters away, and shot in the ravines. So we realized what fate awaits
us, and decided to ﬂee. Fortunately, the Germans did not notice us, and we managed to escape. Of course, we hid the fact that we are Jews.
In the near village we asked to drink some water and have a little rest, and then
we decided to move in the direction of the city of Kremenchug. Sometimes we went
on foot, sometimes we asked for a ride on a passing wagon, and so we reached the
city of Kremenchug. There lived our friends who kept us for a while at their home,
and then we went to an empty apartment and settled to live there.
We came to the council (for mandatory registration) to get an identity card. I
looked very much like a Jew; my mother composed me the story of her Ukrainian
friend and changed me into his clothes. Mother received a certiﬁcate in the name of
Glebik Anna Ivanovna. We lived quietly, so no one would suspect that we are Jews.
And so we lived until the arrival of the Soviet Army in October of 1943.
In 1944 we returned to Dnepropetrovsk, with great diﬃculty gathered our looted
belongings from the neighbors, and took back our ﬂat. Father went missing during
the defense of Sevastopol. On the basis of reference that we were under occupation, we managed to get a social security pension, on which my brother and mother
lived. We came to Israel in the October 26, 1979 to Ashdod, where we live in abundance, we get a well-deserved retirement pension, and pray to God for peace in our
land. We would like our children and grandchildren never to know all that we had
to go through.
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Felshina (Baskind) Maria
I was born in 1929 in the town of Pleshchenitsy, Minsk region, Belorussian SSR.
Two days after the beginning of the war, the Germans occupied the town, and in a month all the Jews were herded
into the ghetto, including my family (father, mother, brother
and I). Our family escaped two mass shootings. After coaxing from my mother I managed to escape from the ghetto (I
didn't look like a Jew). I ran to the neighbor's house, which
hid me. A few days later everyone knew that all Jews in the ghetto were shot in the
street of Kalinin and their bodies were buried there. I was 12 years old I was left
alone, without a home.
During the years of the war, I went from one village to another, lived with the
people, worked for them, and told everyone that my parents were killed by a bomb,
and I was left alone, and I do not know if I have any relatives left alive. In late 1942,
I got to the station of Fanipol, Minsk region, where there was a collective farm
called "Viazy", where I worked until 1944 – until the liberation by the Red Army. I
returned to Pleshchenitsy, but the house was burned down. I lived with strangers,
nursed their children, earning a livelihood, and in the evening I went to school. In
1946 I enrolled in college. Prior to 1950 I lived and studied in Minsk. At the end of
college it was sent to Bobruisk, where I worked until retirement age.
In 1991, I immigrated to Israel with my husband and daughters. In 2002, my
husband died. I am now a very sick woman, living with my daughter's family.

469

THEY WERE ON THE OCCUPIED TERRITORY

Himelfarb David
I never told anyone about my life, believing that the other
thousands and thousands of people have suﬀered more than
me. The tragedy of our generation does not surprise anyone.
This was the time.
It was the 1st of September 1939. Nazi Germany invaded
Poland. I was born in the family of a miner in 1924, in the
month of February, in Bendzin, Dombrowski coalﬁeld, near
Katowice, near the Polish-German border. In 1938 I graduated from 7 classes of a general school and for a year I was an apprentice in a print
shop.
Bedzin, with a population of up to 100 thousand was mostly Jewish. Cultural
and working life was in full swing in the city, diﬀerent organizations operated:
Zionist, religious, sports, synagogues functioned. I was an athlete and played in
the junior football team "Hakoah", our team was considered one of the best in the
coalﬁeld.
All of this good was shattered by the Nazis, and life went topsy-turvy. World War
II began. Bendzin, occupied by Nazis, was turned into a living hell. Their planes
ﬁred at people from above, the fascist hordes burned and blew up the houses, pulled
the Jews by the beards, ripping the beards oﬀ. My grandfather – the ﬁrst victim in
our home – died. Particularly aﬀected were the Jewish neighborhoods, where ﬁres
and executions lasted for two weeks. Imposing a new order, they began to gradually
relocate all Jews in the area of the city where my family lived, thus creating a ghetto
area convenient for them, surrounding the plant, the railroad and the old Jewish
cemetery. The Nazis used to take men and boys to work on clearing the ruins and
streets and other works in which I have participated. Jews wore yellow marks on the
sleeve and on the back. The Jews were allowed to walk down the street from 7:00
am to 17:00 pm. The Poles – from 5:00 am to 19.00 pm. For violation one would be
shot on the spot. They gave us a little book of coupons for 150 grams of bread per
person. The only store where you could get bread was located far from the ghetto.
Therefore, the Jews were never able to get their rations. The Poles took all the bread
before 7am.
Repression and raids, lynching and starvation increased, it became unbearable.
At the end of November 1939, my father and I, as well as my uncle Yakov Yakubovich with his elder daughter Gitl (this is my mother's brother) decided to ﬂee to the
east of the Soviet Union. The rest of the family decided not to run, because it was
dangerous to go across the occupied Poland to reach the border. It was decided that
when in Russia, we will get a visa and collect the rest of the family (a naive decision).
In the autumn-winter slush, half-starved, surrounded by invaders, we reached the
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new Russian-German border on the San River, near the town of Przemysl, with the
help of a local resident crossed the San and found ourselves in Russia.
Russian border guards detained us; we ended up in a prison in Przemysl, and
were released after 6 days. Father and uncle immediately appealed to the Soviet Interior Ministry with a request to issue a visa for the rest of the family. Alas, we were
rejected for various reasons of wartime. What to do? How to save our family?
When living in a refugee center in Przemysl, we learned that in late December
of 1939 according to the German-Russian agreement there will be an exchange of
people across the border. Taking advantage of this opportunity, at the request of
my father and uncle, I returned to the occupied territory. For the sake of my family,
I took a chance.
When I exited the bridge on the border, marching alongside among dozens of
people, the Germans saw me, and, as a Jew, I was detained. I and many hundreds of
people were detained, among them were those who were supposed to go to Russia
in the exchange, were sent to a camp in Krakow. In Krakow, we were kept under
guard with dogs, and then we were driven into the yard, where there was an old
building. I managed to miraculously escape from the camp.
In late January of 1940, while working in the yard of the camp I noticed that the
guards at the gate, while letting the cars into the camp, sometimes leave the gate
open for a long time, chatting with the drivers and not paying attention. I chose
the right moment, approached closer, and slowly stepped beyond the gate without
looking back. Two days later I got to my relatives.
After preparing and choosing the right moment, we set on the road to the border
that was already familiar to me. There was no whimpering, despite the fact that
among the 8 children, I was the oldest, 16 years old, and the youngest was 5. My
mother had four kids and my aunt had four. In indescribable danger, we got to the
border and crossed it in the same way as I did with my father before.
After meeting with my father, uncle and sister Gitl, we moved from Przemysl
to Lviv. It was already the month of March of 1940. My father and uncle were recruited to the mines of Donbass, where they lived and worked before the beginning
of the war of 1941-1945. Father and Uncle Yakov died at the front. I found myself in
Kazakhstan, where I worked on construction of the second railway track of Akmolinsk-Karaganda. In 1942, I was drafted into the army. Before leaving for the front,
came the order that those who are from Poland, are to be sent to the industry, and
I was sent to the "Uralmash" in Sverdlovsk, where I worked as a turner, producing
T-34 tanks and self-propelled guns IC-110.
Hungry, ragged, we forged the victory over fascism. After the war my aunt Hela
returned to Poland with her children, and then went to Palestine. Two of her sons
died for Israel, the younger Zvi on the "Exodus" ship in 1947 in a battle with the
British, and the eldest son Isaac in the Sinai Peninsula in 1956. I'm proud of them,
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especially since my eﬀorts and risk to save them were not in vain. Their memory
will be eternal.
Almost all my relatives who stayed in Poland in 1939, died in the concentration
camps. The relatives who were saved are: my brother Izzy – living in America, my
sister in Bnei Brak, cousin Gitl in Haifa, sister and brother Gershon in Paris.
And I with my family, grandchildren and great grandchildren live in Israel since
1994.
I am a veteran of war and work, awarded with medals "For Valiant Labor in the
Great Patriotic War of 1941-1945" , "Veteran of Labor", and others.

Schiff Leonid
I was born on August 15, 1930 in the town of Izyaslavl,
Khmelnitsky region, in Ukraine. At the beginning of the war
on 22 June 1941 I was there as well. I lived with my parents,
sister and grandparents. In the middle of July the German
troops entered Izyaslavl. A week later, my grandparents were
shot. Then a ghetto was organized in Izyaslavl, where Jews
were herded, including me, my parents and sister. Since my
father was a tailor by profession, such experts were kept alive
and forced to sheathe the German soldiers, and we were left with him in the ghetto.
A month later, my father, mother and sister were shot, and I ﬂed to Berdichev in
Ukraine. In this city, I was taken ion by a woman, an ethnic Pole, Opoleskya Vladia.
I lived with her for the entire war, and then two more years until 1947. In 1947, I
returned to the city of Izyaslavl, where I lived for three years. From 1950 to 1953 I
served in the Soviet Army in the Far East. In 1953 I was demobilized and came to
Mogilev-Podolsky, Vinnytsia region in the Ukraine, where I lived until 1990. On
June 30, 1990 I moved for permanent residence in the State of Israel with my wife,
children and grandchildren, where we live now.
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Shlimovich Sofia
I was born in 1930 in the city of Dashev, Vinnitsa region,
Ukraine. Before World War II I ﬁnished two classes of
school. During the war, it was on the occupied territory.
My parents: father – Yacov Nahmanovich Shlimovich, born in
1906, was shot by the Germans in February of 1944 for participation in an underground anti-fascist organization. My mother
– Shlemovich Udya Shaevna, born in 1908, died of typhus. I was
raised in an orphanage. After the war, I worked at various jobs.
In 1990 I immigrated to Israel, where I live now with my daughter's family.

Shlagin Boris
More than 60 years passed since the war, but in my memory
the agony, the suﬀering and the fear that I experienced during the war, while being in the occupied territories of the
German fascists from September 1941, still live on.
Immediately after the arrival of the Germans the territory
of the Scherensky hospital was turned into a concentration
camp, I was put there. Those who were there were systematically destroyed: shot, hanged. Those who survived were
transferred to the territory of the Mandrykovsky concentration camp, where there
were prisoners of war, Jews, Communists and Komsomol members. We were forced
to do hard labor, and those who were too weak were killed. There, I changed my
name to Ostapenko Boris and it saved me from being shot. Later I was sent to do
forced labor at Bozhedarovka station, in the Dnipropetrovsk region, where we were
working cold and hungry. We were beaten and tortured, and forced to work hard
loading the rich soil into wagons to shipping it to Germany. We would work until
the loss of consciousness under the supervision of Volksdeutsche and the Kalmyks,
who'd beat us with clubs which burst the skin. This was supervised by a pawn,
who rode around on a phaeton, she owned the land. And if we sat down to rest,
she would call the guards, and they beat us. We were there in a position worse than
slaves. From there, I ran in 1943. Then, hiding, I got to the village of Vodianoye,
where I was picked up by Maria Garmash, I was her employee, and when she would
scold me, her mother would say: "Do not hurt him, he is an orphan, God will punish you". In 1944, father found me; he was helped by a former partisan, which
guided our actions against the German occupiers.
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Shteynvortsel Gershon
In October of 1942, the Germans began to destroy the Jews,
the Poles and the Ukrainians.
In connection with these events, my parents and I were
hiding in the forests of the town of Opalino.
We had communication with the locals who helped us
with shelter and food until the liberation by Soviet troops.
In 1944, after the expulsion of the Germans from the territory of Volyn, we went to live in Lyubomil.
There were 30-35 people left alive, including me. I was 9 years old.

Stern Aaron
As told by his wife. He was born in 1930 in Latvia, in the
city of Daugavpils (Dvinsk). When he was young, his family
moved to live in the city of Riga. He had a father, mother and
two sisters. They lived a normal life, he was the youngest.
He was blond with blue eyes, he was loved and pampered,
he went to a Jewish school.
In 1941, war broke out, and they were herded into a ghetto.
Father was taken to forced labor, and he soon died. His sister
went to work, and one day she did not come back. His mother worked as a cleaner
in the commandant's oﬃce. Aaron, 11 years old, worked with his mom, fetching
water, washing windows, cleaning and doing all sorts of other works. The Germans
would force him to take oﬀ his pants, and laugh. And they would say with a laugh,
– You do not look like a Jew, a boy with blond hair and blue eyes, – and it saved
him. Sometimes he ran out of the ghetto, where he had friends, neighbor Latvians
his age. They would feed him and give him a piece of bread for his mother.
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