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Prologue

Trains

My fascination and love of trains began when | Vitile. | loved to hear the sound of the big, blat&am
engines hissing and screaming down the trackshésrains chugged into the station, stopping witimal hiss of
steam, | stared, transfixed. In addition to theiposing size, | was mesmerized by the hectic risheocrowd. In a
steady stream passengers carrying parcels steppadfcbm the train and new passengers boarded. Erem
platform, | watched how the passengers maneuvemddelves and their hand-held luggage inside thetcarhile
they made room for other passengers pressing ispface. Eventually, they settled down and waitediéparture.
After a short while, the train disappeared in tams manner it had arrived, chugging, screechingjciacking
away.

Growing up in a poor, Jewish household in Polandhduthe late 1920s and early 1930s, | had very few
toys. Only three building blocks were completelyneibut | wished with all my heart for a toy travlamusia, my
mother, owned a sewing machine; it was perfectkotand gleaming. | saw it as my very own toy traicould only
use the “train” when Mamusia wasn'’t around, otheeashe would slap me and tell me not to go near it.

When Mamusia sewed garments or pretty things ®ihthme, | stared with longing at the sewing machine
The bobbin on top, combined with the big wheel haddle, looked just like the locomotive engine drfadn.
Mamusia worked the pedals underneath which calmedeedle to speed up, while at the same times$teed the
cloth across the table. The sound of the neediepéerced the fabric in an even up-down motioiicking the
pieces of material together only increased my ddsibe the conductor of my own train.

Unknown to Mamusia, | viewed her sewing machinenggrecious possession and secret plaything. Each
time Mamusia wasn’t looking or went out shoppingldyed with it as much as | could, knowing | waitcyet
away with it for long. When | pushed on the pedalg,“train” came to life. | worked the pedals chiagtchug-chug
over and over, and increased the speed of my fatoy “train” reached top speed. As | approachestheduled

stop, | slowed my feet and made a hissing noighea%rain” came to a halt. Of course, Mamusia aisvlound out



I had been touching it when she discovered | ha#tébr a clip off the belt. On seeing that, she wdaddome upset
and slap me to emphasize the sewing machine wasahdrnot my “train” to play with. Then she huffe@und the
apartment complaining about the time it would takd money spent to fix it.

| knew how to read before | started school. | mdraat the train schedule. | knew the distance in
kilometers to each town along its way. | espegiied the idea of traveling over mountain rand#benever |
saw a mountain | always longed to know what watherother side. | daydreamed about traveling by tasome
place far away. A favorite game of mine was prefegto be a train, careening around corners of demlstreets,
pumping my arms in a circular motion as | passatepgians in the way, chanting chug-chug-chug-attugy-
chug-chug. | only slowed down to turn the cornétaved the train game so much that this becamenongnal way
of acting when on the busy streets.

In my early boyhood fantasies, | never realizedfttiere significance of trains in my life. How thesould
ultimately carry me to ghastly places no child dda@ver know: destinations so diabolic | could opérceive them
as wide-awake nightmares from which | never woke.

In these places, the ghettos and concentration €afrpoland and Austria, | was an eyewitness to
unspeakable tortures inflicted upon innocent pedpiatal beatings with leather-wrapped, metal hevhips for the
slightest infraction; hard labor in the worst westhonditions—freezing cold or sweltering heatepless days and
nights, our bodies crawling with lice and encrustgtth our own filth; lack of food and water, lebale any comfort
or security. Our masters were hardened, cold-hedant@derers.

The tortures never stopped unless the victim dibédse who did survive the torture did so only ia th
physical sense. Mentally and emotionally they bexaaif dead, lost to the very fact that they wareeohuman
beings. All remembrance of emotion and a sensawifhly a conscience were arrested: these peoplenecitee
living dead.

Even though a train carried me to the concentrat@np known as Melk, another nightmare camp, it was
here where a flickering hope began to develop withe. | became an eyewitness to yet a differerd tffpeople,
also imprisoned by the Nazis. They were known as\h's Witnesses, oBibelforscher These people meant no
harm to anyone, they were people | could trustadiurt me. Although | didn’t know it at the timiaey stood as an
example of what | could be.

From one end to the other I've identified with war$ forms of spirituality. | was a Jew, then a Geder. |



was an atheist, then a Christian, for which | walted a traitor.

“You use your religion as a crutch,” someone said.

“When did you start hating Jews?” | was asked.

To these questions | responded: “I can't love arydimerefore | can’t hate anyone, but as one ai\ihis
Witnesses | feel more Jewish than ever before.”

The transformation began with a question: “Whatlkix religion is theirs that gives them the stréntiiiey
exhibited in the camps?” | never saw this kindtodisgth before. How did they do it? Where did itneofrom?
Jehovah's Witnesses puzzled me. | was a Jew in walgel rarely followed the traditions and wasiniterested in
a new religion, but | needed answers to my questibread their literature, and studied the Scriggul associated
with other followers in the faith. | asked my quess. My Jewish upbringing, long buried but notjotten, began
to reveal itself to me in combination with the nemderstanding of what | gradually learned from Jeiés
Witnesses. It fit together perfectly. | became éooed that what | learned was the truth. Faith adGa thing |
couldn’t believe in, began to build within me.

| tell you now I'm a more complete Jew than evefobe

Trains ceased to hold a fascination for me in myltdde. The excitement of riding in a train hazhp
since dimmed. Apart from introducing me to a grofipeople who would alter my life in a positive warains

only took me where | didn’'t want to go.



Part |

“When | was a child, | used to speak as a childhiok as a child, to reason as a child. —1 Conatis 13:11

Chapter 1

Who am 1?

Krakow, Poland

Present day

Krakow was my hometown, my country, and in many svéne beginning of my death.

As a precocious Jewish boy, growing up in Krakodésvish Quarter, | had before me numerous
opportunities and advantages. | was an indulgetig@uson, educated in a private Hebrew schookamed of one
day attending university and becoming an engiri@ecause of World War Il, Hitler, and the concendmraicamps,
what | became instead was a shattered young maouwtihope for my future, without trust of fellowmamnself-
declared god-hater.

I’'m in my eighties and my short-term memory goesnklat times. However, | remember my childhood
clearly. | remember many things that | have nehared with my children. Especially, why | made thwices |
made, and why those choices created within melaadasern of guilt, called survivor’s guilt. Will 8y understand?
Can they forgive me?

My children and grandchildren know some of my &sriThey know that my older sister and | survivea t
Holocaust and the other members of our family didn’

| didn't teach my boys the ordinary things a fativeld teach his children: how to throw a footbatw
to kick a ball, or how to fish. We didn’t play chtm the yard. Only once do | remember my son spyi@ome on

Dad. Let's toss the Frisbee.” We went outside dmnewvt it back and forth a few times. That was altbetextent of



it. Will they be surprised to learn that I thrilléal play soccer, or how | outwitted my opponentstetss? Will they
recognize in their father a carefree and happy gqerson?

The things we did together as a family were sintiaany ordinary family in America. There were
camping trips and excursions to Disneyland, evearlycruises, but | never talked to them about riykeas with
them physically, but mentally | was far removed. Mglest son, David, would often shout out to getatigntion,
“Earth to Father, come back to Earth!” or “ThisHarth calling, is anyone theré®s my boys grew older, they
advanced emotionally while | stayed behind. | foitralmost impossible to talk to them. David tol@ indidn’t
speak eight words to him before he moved out ohthigse and that it was still hard to connect withand have a
conversation, even after he had grown up. Susiedamghter by my first wife, was raised in a différbousehold
and had an adoptive father. | am sure she notleedifferences between her fathers. At times thistrhave
frustrated her. Over the years, | was in and otieoflife, and we never built a consistent relatlap.

I live in my own world. I lack the feeling of closess, and | avoid intimacy. During the war, avoaan
was a lifesaving mechanism; without it no one caudvive. The problem is that this safety mechardgn’t turn
off even after the war. As a child survivor, thattpof my personality formed in my brain and becam®rmal state
of being for me. | continue to be a survivor; ivaestops. The numbness, the detachment and thesdisation
become the life | live with. When | come togethethwny family, | cannot relate to them as a fatredates to his
children.

My wife has often remarked how difficult it washe with me when my boys, David and Paul, had
performances in school orchestras or events. ltaxdsallenge for me to be there. | would becomeessont of
zombie sitting in an audience with eyes glazed averexpression on my face, as if there were an@csaign
blinking across my forehead. | totally disconnedtean everyone and everything around me. | disapgzkeato my
own world, not even seeing what Paul and David weiag. As a boy, | participated in school plays;itals, and
special school programs. Sitting there in my s@ekool auditorium watching all these young peoplegas so
jealous! Jealous of them, not only because | wstsiceed from school at the fifth grade but thekgdecen were
active in school and performing. The kids were hg\a good time doing all the things | used to dd i@ memory

of it was killing me. | missed it terribly, but Is® did not want to sit in a school auditorium wigielings of guilt or

! Some oral testimony is taken from The Mauthausewigr Documentation Project archives.



remorse. | have so many regrets about all thasseda out on. | didn’t want to live vicariously thgh my children.
What | wanted was to recover my missing childhood.

| did not realize how much my children suffered dgge they could not understand what kind of father
was. The distance was there, we all sensed itwendere all powerless against it.

My story is difficult to talk about for fear of b|g misunderstood. When | first came to America tatiked
about my experiences, Americans dismissed whatllesa told me about the problems they enduretigndountry
during the war. | learned not to talk about it hesmanot saying anything is better than being miststdod by what
| say. Most survivors don't speak to one anotheualheir experiences. If somebody says, “| wathis camp,”
that is enough, there is no need to talk abouirthér.

If I had not survived the Holocaust, | wouldn't feaa family, a wife, children, grandchildren. So man
were cut off and never had children. To be givéanaily is a special treasure. Life is a gift. | warge of the
fortunate ones who survived and | cannot account.fovhen | dwell on the past | destroy myself @y and that
doesn’t do me any good. | want to be happy withfamgily. My hope is that we will get closer, we wilbnnect.
They will know what | went through and will bettenderstand my past, and they can forgive me.

They tell me there is nothing to forgive, thisust how | am, how | have always been, they've ddplito
me, and it is me who hasn’t accepted myself. Payd,s'All my life | have been hearing how you wamtthange
things and feel things. You keep saying, ‘mayberlatwill come, maybe later!” I'm hoping it willame. But you
know what? At this point | don’t believe it will age. It's not going to happen. | accept that.”

Paul's words are hard for me to hear because | teactiange so badly. He tells me, “If you lost ytag
on a land mine in a battlefield somewhere instdddsing your emotional side in the concentratiamgps, |
wouldn’t expect you to be able to run with the Opimathletes that just wouldn’t happen. None oéxgects you
to have emotions, and you shouldn't be so hardoamself.”

Something other than a leg is gone. | can’t findmigsing emotions. My children accepted that my
emotions are gone and, like the athlete who ldstjal should put my lack of emotion aside andrgar“walk”
without them. My children tell me they love me, ahdy want to come to a better understanding ofifeyThis is
good because | can’t accept myself the way | atontinue looking for avenues to come to terms witto | have
become and what | went through. | hope that teltimgstory now will help accomplish what | havenédn able to

do all these years.






Chapter 2

Kazimierz

1928 — 1934

Birth to 6 years old

My parents’ were hardworking people. My father wasre religious than my mother, yet she was the stoi
one. Their names were Malka and Max Kempler. Malka Max’s second wife. His first wife died, leavihign
two children to raise: Dolek and Dziunka (Jun-Rddther, who | affectionately called Mamusia, wasagtnactive
curly headed brunette. She had even features fglfips that seldom curved into a smile and hifteekbones.
Tatus, the Polish word for Father, was a handsomastachioed man of medium height and build. Heahhijh
forehead, and dark hair.

Dolek (Abraham) was eleven years older than mehatkea lean face and a dark olive complexion.
Dziunka, a forward thinking, stylish, young ladyasvseventeen years older than me. She had woalabkauty
pageant and had enjoyed boasting about her croleir flelationship with Mamusia was a fond one. Dkaioften
said she felt more love and affection for Mamubk&ntshe did her biological mother. We lived togethéhe Old
Town Jewish district called the Kazimierz.

Strongly attached to Mamusia, | was two and a yedfrs old when first separated from her. | satingit
with Aunt Hanka in thdiakier, ahorse-drawn carriage, outside the hospital waitimdratus to come out with
Mamusia so we could finally go home. Evening feidi still we waited. Earlier, Mamusia had gone ® flospital to
give birth to her third child. There was a lot ofhemotion at first. Aunt Hanka, Uncles Szaj, Iceki &hmil, were
hurrying about, rushing in and out of our apartm&uit now everyone was calm, quiet, yet sad.

“When do we bring Mamusia and the baby home, Tatua8k my father.

He says, “We can’t; She won't be coming home t8 This is all he says, but | overhear my olderesist
Dziunka say something about a stillborn girl.

Another girl had been born before me. They calledRozia, which means Rose. My parents said she was



one and a half years old when she began recitinge poetry, which was merely her own childishesge but she
cleverly made the words rhyme. She was a delightytanother, | often heard.

| was told Rozia succumbed to Scarlet Fever, a comifiness in Poland. At the first sign of the dise
she had to be hospitalized. Tragically, Rozia negtmrned home.

Because it was getting dark, Tatus had to take ittehim to the hospital. He had another reasonlirgl
me by my family pet name he said, “Joziu will chker up.” We couldn't all fit in onéakier, so | was placed in
Aunt Hanka'’s care while Tatus rode in another egeiahead of us.

I miss Mamusia and sit impatiently waiting to see. When she is directed toward me there is nd iigh
her eyes; | see her pale, expressionless facesiShgeside me very quiet and still. | try to get httention, but it is
impossible—she doesn’t notice me. It's as if | awvisible. Dziunka explains to me that Mamusia is icatatonic
state, but | don’t know what that means. | onlykrghe ignores me and she is sad.

Since then, she was unable to care for me propenlgs often left in the care of my grandfather,
Mamusia’s father. There was something strange aBoartdfather. Babcia, Mamusia’s mother, on therdthed,
was a remarkable woman for her time. She was sefaed, wore her dark hair parted on the sidestickled back
in a bun. Her mouth carried a slight downward eggien. Although not worldly wise, she had an innaigdom.
She divorced Grandfather that same year.

“That is unheard of!” her friends said. “What Festhinking to do this sort of thing?” They didn’t
understand. Jewish women stayed with their husbdadsaily members, who knew what had happened,tkatd
Babcia and Grandfather’s relationship developedrs deep problem. He had done something unspeakiiuy
never said what it was, but deep down, | knew ltedene something to me. | don’t remember what| lfeit a
heavy burden in my little chest, one | couldn’trghaith anyone.

There were always secrets in our apartment it seebeezause when Tatus or Mamusia didn’t want me to
hear what they were talking about they spoke indishl. | came to despise this language, not onhabee |
couldn’t understand what they said, but also inmigd, it meant there was important family infornoatikept from
me. | didn’t want secrets. Their secret languageusged me from Mamusia.

Mamusia would gradually come out of her catatorates but not until | was closer to seven or eygdrs
old. It would be a long time before she became nrderested in household affairs, or me. In themtieze she kept

a straight face, always appeared calm, and newsveshher true feelings.



She had lost two children already and didn’t waribse me, so she kept me close to her. Whateeedigh
and wherever she went, | was always nearby andseleft alone, our relationship became close.

| was a sickly, skinny child. One cold followed sty on the heels of another. Neighbors and
acquaintances called meiélony” Polish for “green.” Like most parents, mine weancerned for my welfare and
worried about my frequent illnesses. Taking mehgyland, Mamusia and | walked to a famous polisat stere
known for a true Polish ham, where she always bbogha sandwich, loaded with the delicious haminigatork
was against our Jewish beliefs—this was not kodbectouraging me, Mamusia said, “Please, eat it xan't tell
your father!”

On another occasion, Tatus took me by the handagether we marched into the same store. He bought
me the same kind of sandwich and begged, “Pleast¢ @l your mother!” Their secret was safe witlenThe ham
sandwich was one of my favorite treats and | atéth great delight.

Although they would never break with tradition et non-kosher food themselves, they compromised
their beliefs for what they considered to be mylskeing, putting me first.

When | was about six years old, | was told thatdbetor wanted to remove my tonsils. Mamusia was
afraid to put me through an operation because she khe procedure would be a painful one. She tddekep it a
secret from me for as long as she could. One daatd, “Joziu, we have to go to the doctor. Hetbaheck your
tonsils.”

| didn’t know what tonsils were or why they neediwtcking, but if she wanted me to do something, |
wanted something in return; this was my opportunity

‘Il do it,” | said. “But, | want an electric trai”

“Okay Joziu, after we see the doctor.” She husthedout the door, but rather than see a doctor vikedr
at a furniture store. A furniture store holds afids of amusements for a small child. | had a girod bouncing on,
crawling under, and hiding in all the furniture.eThext time we went out, she took me into a bugdhmat | mistook
for another furniture store. | looked forward te thun | would have. Stepping inside this buildihggalized it
wasn't at all similar to the furniture store we tgahe to earlier. There was a strange atmospheogile gathered in
small groups and spoke in hushed tones. | dideitdgeod about being there.

| was told the doctor would like to see me. This@amcement struck me with fear. Earlier, | had seen

piano in the room. | ran and hid under it. A mameaoward me wearing a white coat. He tried to pnekup, but |



was so frightened, | grabbed hold of the piano Tége white-coated man tried to lift me, but as hkeldit his hand.
Ultimately, | had to go with him, but | was angsgared, kicking and screaming. Mamusia had tricked| felt
betrayed. They carried me to a room and put melmdaA dark mask was put over my face and evergthient
dark. After the operation my throat was too sorefdod. Mamusia gave me ice cream, which felt asomy throat.
Later, when | had recovered, | asked for my eledctsin, but Mamusia said, “No, we can't affordain.” | viewed
this as a betrayal.

Although not wealthy, we lived comfortably in anaggment building located at number 12 Brzozowa
Street. The building was nothing remarkable: fdaries with an attic and a basement, brick and cefleck walls
on the outside, cream-colored paint coated theianteThere was a long, winding staircase; oldygt@oden steps;
and an embellished wrought iron railing leading ey upstairs. A space in the attic was allocabeekich family in
the building. We kept our personal storage items,fgich as our large laundry bucket and PasSdigtres. Deep
in the basement was a similar division of spacesforing potatoes and coal. In Europe, the ficbrflis usually one
level up from the ground floor, where the caretdkess. We lived on the first floor just above tteretaker’'s
residence.

In our apartment there was a long corridor withmedo the left and the right. The first room on tigt
was what | refer to as the mystery room. This wégirmally a bathroom with a tub; however, the tublonger
worked and the room was sealed off. No bath woudd be taken in that room. Continuing just pastrtystery
room was the room for the toilet. The next doonepgned up to the kitchen. Heading down the left sittthe
hallway was a room kept separate from our livinggaiThe occupant of that room had his own locklaayd but
used our front door. This tenant was a strangeutdamily, and | was warned not to disturb himgbgying near
his door or to pester him with noise. Down the $ide of the corridor was my parents’ room wheskept in a crib
beside them for several years.

The main source of heat came from a tile stovedallec kaflowy(pea-etz ka-flovy). The tiles ran from
floor to ceiling much like a chimney, but insideethuilding. Placed at the bottom there was a shealtth and grate
where we burned coal. As the heat rose up thehilaney it radiated off the tiles and was distrézliinto the room.

Mamusia lit thepiec kaflowyonly on special occasions, such as Friday nigltsnithe family gathered for dinner.

2 The Jewish Passover celebration commemoratesdbgug, the deliverance of ancient Hebrews fromestain Egypt.



The room across the hall, on the right side ofcheidor, was a long and narrow dining room. Initidd
to the dining room table and chairs, there was alldmed for Dziunka and a sofa where Dolek slept.

At night we cuddled up in our thick feather bedd anverings. Mamusia warmed up the sheets withta ho
brick, wrapped up in other bedding or clothing &2 it from burning the sheets. She placed thé& latithe bottom
of the bed near our feet, keeping us toasty altnig

Marysia, our Polish maid, was a great help to Mamusssisting her in chores that often were a texs@n
job, such as the laundry. | loved Marysia. Eachsta/read to me out of the cheap children’s booamisia
brought home. | never tired of hearing them. “Reaadther Marysia,” | begged. | listened to them caed over
again until I knew them by heart. Gradually, | lezd how to read them myself.

Our apartment was usually filled with the aromage#ish cooking and baking. Mamusia, while not
overly religious, observed the Jewish traditionsum home, ensuring we had a kosher home. Any foe#te meal
was soaked overnight in a basin of salt water tkensaire all the blood was out of it. She was camgmius about
not breaking the laws, even while preparing thelp@sain the case of a knife accidentally comirtg icontact with
any dairy product. If that should happen, the kmies to be thrust into the ground, blade firstjdmito the hilt, and
left for seven days.

Friday family meals were often exciting, yet stfab# Uncle Shmil (Yiddish for Samuel) had beewited
to have dinner with the family. He was one of mothéhree brothers and my favorite uncle. He hacktblack
hair, brushed straight back exposing his widowakp@nd a square jaw. He always made me laugteddsntric
behavior caused Tatus to be frustrated and crabshivn, especially when Uncle Shmil was expected-fiday
night family dinner and failed to show up.

The Sabbath dinner ceremony is an important Jesyishial occasion, and according to my father’s
wishes, had an important place in our householdnia lead in the Sabbath dinner by first lighting candles.
She then waved her hands over the flames, clogeglyhe, covered her face with both hands, andtkaigrayer.

Before any of this could begin, we had to waitlfmrcle Shmil. As we sat there waiting and waitingtus
grew angrier and angrier. When he couldn’t holdkdais frustration any longer, he shouted out inra,
“ZusammenlebehThis was an expression meaning “living togethém.this case, it meant living together as a
family. When Shmil went absent from our dinner agament without any explanation, it bothered and Tatus

very much. To Tatus, it was as if Shmil was diseesipng the family arrangement of closeness.
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Tatus would slam his fist down on the table in angry gesture, breaking his dish into pieces. abéet
shook from the powerful blow causing the dishes gladses to rattle in their places. However, Mambsid
developed a technique for protecting her good disBke bought old dishes and put one of thosetasTjalace
each Friday. She may have been flustered, buteshained calm. She never reprimanded him by sayiran't
break the dish.” Instead she remained silent and an a special dish to break. Until the dish Wwasken it was as
if everyone at the dining room table were sittimgioe. Once Tatus had broken the dish, everyoreediand we
could get on with the meal in peace.

Often there was the familiar argument between TatasDolek. Tatus wanted to make sure Dolek was on
the right career path. Dolek was bright and taldrtbe wanted to become an artist. Tatus scoffedaatidea. Tatus
was a businessman and practical; he didn’t undedsig. Finally, to satisfy Tatus, Dolek becameapprentice to a
tailor in a workshop where he worked his way uprfrine bottom tier. He swept the floors, ran erraantt$ heated
the irons. He did everything other than tailor gants. Eventually he learned the skill of a tailod guickly rose to
master tailor. His garments were beautifully des@ynwhich | attributed to his artist nature. Heereook shortcuts
with his work.

While not an outwardly affectionate father, Tatased for his family deeply. Mamusia could anticgat
happy mood if she heard him singirgltigie wlosy krotki rozum majawhich means, “long hair, short on reason”
prompting a smile from her.

Tatus owned a bar, calledsaynk located on Sebastiana Street, about two blocks fwhere we lived.
Uncle Shmil worked there and helped out with theaning and storing of supplies. This was a verydgsamt in the
Old Town, right at the edge of the park, called Rtenty, and the Wawel Castle. There were plentpuarfists
meandering through the Planty who wanted a drintkeend of their scenic tour. Tatsgynkwas the only one for
some distance. At thezynk Polish fast food was the fare of the day. Tabo& great pride in ownership, and
poured his resources and energy into it.

Before | was born, Tatus had a partnership in alhcggarded as one of the top hotels in Krakove Th
hotel was situated in the number one location, maing on the spectacular view of Wawel Castle.dstuinately,
the business went bankrupt. Besides the loss o&gnitiwas a big disappointment for Tatus. He toet various
jobs before coming to own tlszynk

Tatus worked long, hard hours in order to succeeddMamusia helped him in the business. Mamusia
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prepared all the kosher food and desserts thasEattved to the customers, so when | entered gezyimki was
met by the familiar cooking smells of our apartment

At the front of theszynkwas a counter where beer, wine and other alcoldadliks were served. Also
displayed were the kosher goodies and snacks Marhasi brought over on a tray from our apartmerdppld
herring salad, smoked herring, herring in creargsesgith mustard and horseradish. Mamusia specéhiize
Jewish dish calledalarets it consisted of a gelatin made from the marrowwedéf bones. Considered to be an
excellent treat by some, tigalaretawas not to my liking. The restaurant also cateoedon-Jews, which was
reflected in the pork kielbasa served with sauerkaesd mustard, a pub favorite.

An additional room was furnished with tables andichand a billiard table. Downstairs was the basgm
where supplies and foodstuffs were stored, alorly keégs of beer and bottles of wine.

Inside theszynkthe atmosphere was full of cheer and friendly goEomplete with enough local
characters to make it a fun place. The Idigdier drivers would line up their carriages near slagnkand wait for
the tourists to exit the Wawel Castle. While waitfor the park and castle to close, the driversecanfor a special
“pure alcoholic” drink calledpiritus The 190 proof beverage came in a mini-bottle ifainto what is served on an
airplane) and sealed with a cork. The drivers tieddbottle up in the air, just in front of themgdanith a quick, firm
slap they hit the bottle square on the bottom. Thissed the cork to fly right out of the bottle @hdot across the
room. Placing the bottle to their mouths, they gdlphe liquid, right down the gullet; then, thewega fierce swipe
across their lips with the back of their hand.

Meanwhile, the other patrons of theynkplayed billiards and had me keep score for thetheas
phonograph played a humorous song about womereibabkground. Thezynkpatrons liked to hear that song over
and over again. | looked at them in puzzlement. \Wikythey like this song so much? | was too youngriderstand
the subtle nuances about women they found so duigri

Tatus didn’t eat at thezynk | brought his kosher meals from home. | felt asgeof freedom on those
occasions, carrying it along the busy sidewalkingdike a grown-up with somewhere important to §atus
greeted me with zest. Taking my cheek betweenonefihger and middle finger he pinched down hartiveen
them. ‘Hundsfot! he’'d exclaim. What he meant was, “miserable ciifis was just one of his strange pet names
for me. Mamusia didn’t use pet nhames; she calledor@&s. Mamusia brought me up in a formal way angjht me

to be respectful to my elders. | was taught to esslgrown-ups gsan, mister, ompani, missus. Each time | greeted
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Mamusia, or any woman for that matter, | took heenchin mine, bowed slightly, and gently kissedttyeof her

hand.



Chapter 3

School Life and Religion

1934 - 1936

6 to 8 years old

Because of Tatus’ firm religious beliefs he thouiglatppropriate | attend a Jewish school.

One morning, Mamusia took me ta@leder meaning “room of learning,” run byhasidim a sect of super
orthodox Jews. Religious subjects were the onlg typsubject taught at theleder | didn’t understand this new
arrangement; | didn’t really want to go to thisdiof school.

When we arrived at the school, we were met byange looking man. | remember thinking he had so
much dark hair, and what a funny looking, bushyrdebdidn’t like him or this place. All the boysere sitting in a
darkened room rocking back and forth over theirkspaot reading, but chanting in Hebrew and Yiddisidn't
understand what anyone was saying.

The bushy-bearded man only addressed Mamusia. Wiaeyspeaking in Yiddish. What kind of school is
this? What are they saying? Why are we here indhiik, strange place? Echoing around me | heardfiddish
language and | was all the more confused and &ighd. The bushy-bearded man turned his black eyesoHe
bent down and reached to take my coat.

“No!” | yelled out. | pulled away and kicked him the shin. | tried to bite his hand that had grdspe
coat. The man became furious and let go.

He took a deep breath then blew it out, attempitingpntrol his temper. Enunciating each word, hekep
in a clear, firm voice, “Please, leave this scHool.

Mamusia and | were led to the exit, and to my felie left. | had been rejected frarheder In spite of my
father’s wishes for me to attend a Hebrew schoalpidsia realized this wasn't a good place for me. t8bk
matters into her own hands, and without discussifigst with Tatus, bustled me to Mizrachi, a @te Hebrew
school. She left me in kindergarten class and wediscuss the payment arrangements with the sghvoalipal.

In order to attend this school my hair had to biestiert and | needed a school uniform, short pantsa
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plain shirt. Mamusia had always wanted a girl tesdrup like a doll. | believe for this reason, with loss of her
two daughters, she dressed me in fancy clothesspemial occasions she dressed me in a silk shirtpgarly
buttons. She wouldn’t allow anyone to cut my hitiihad grown out in long, blond, curly locks. Indayears, |
sometimes thought she kept my hair long becausaninded her of the little girls she had lost. Sl upset over
my required haircut and cried the hardest wherai wltimately cut short.

Mamusia bought my supply of both Hebrew and Pdksitbooks before each school year started. | knew
how to read before | started Kindergarten, so as s Mamusia brought the books home, | read tlishPanes
through. | read so voraciously that | finished thema matter of days.

Dziunka also took an active role in my educatiomas often sick and stayed home from school a lot
during the first grade. One time when | was siok Brought me a book from the library. | read thelbthat very
day. The next day Dziunka brought me another odevbured that one too. Dziunka had introducedarbe
public library system. She chose the books | woelt and left me the catalog index numbers. Wheanld go to
the library on my own | handed the index numbehtolibrarian who brought me the next book on Dkals list. |
didn't like her choices in reading material. | bmi&ed the library catalog and copied the index nusibéthe books
| wanted to read. My favorite books were aboutrsoéeand new discoveries, animals and nature, gretiedly
adventure stories. | was developing the abilityetad quickly and to remember everything | readishing a book
in one day was very important to me. The librarngwlsed on Saturdays. So as not to go one siaglevilhout a
book | checked out two books on Friday.

In the schoolroom there were long benches in rohasravthe students sat. We each had a short tathle an
stand for propping up for our books. The morningsendevoted to Hebrew subjects along with religi@ashings.
At noon we were allowed to return home to eat aoch, or start the assigned homework. In the aftars we
learned Polish subjects.

As a student | had to wearyarmulke(a small, round skull cap) every day to schoole@ay, | learned a
very important lesson from Mr. Dodeles, by far raydrite teacher. He had been employed at this $ehlomg
time, he had even taught some of the studentshfmrele was an older gentleman, very refined angex;, short
and of slight build. One day | came to school withimy yarmulke | had forgotten it and left it at home. Mr.
Dodeles caught me without it and made me writeradred times in neat, fine scripfPtrzadny uczen nie zapomina

czapeczk! This meant: “An orderly student doesn't fordeg yarmulke” | never left myyarmulkehome again.
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Although strict he won my respect. He treated e#che students fairly and was sincere in his
commendation. Unlike the other teachers, who wiki@baut business, Mr. Dodeles was like a friend.

On May 4, 1935, Josef Pilsudski, the dictator dbRd and beloved national hero, died. My school
prepared a very special presentation ceremonyriothaf his memory. Someone wrote a poem and | \wasan to
memorize it. | wasn’t chosen for my great poetmitedion, but as it was becoming known, | had atstaunding
memory.

Another of our teachers—not a favorite among us—whe easy to taunt, and who we referred to as The
Guinea Pig, wrote a song that all the kids werguiesed to sing. A big, loud bombastic song thabive

“It is not true that you no longer exist.

Even though you are gone from us forever; you ateggone from our hearts.

We will not forget you; you are gone but not froor thoughts.”

The kids struggled to reach the low notes. The wipobduction took on a different mood rather than t
somber one it was meant to have. Young childrem, wére in the audience, burst into giggles, butewegrickly
quieted by their teachers.

Mamusia was often missing from my school perfornesnd his hurt my feelings. Why wasn'’t she there?
Was she so busy that she couldn’t take the timédoonly son? Maybe she just didn’t care for sthmactions all
that much. Maybe they were too frivolous for har bnever could forget it.

Mr. Dodeles, although firm and strict, was an arnsging teacher. | learned Polish reading and vgitin
from him. During his lecture, we were made to sittlee school bench with our hands behind our babkes.
couldn’t move our bodies an inch, and not so mutvidggle our hands. He taught us to speak Pobstectly, and
if some student used a common Polish word, he rtieede put the equivalent of five cents in a metad bo his
desk.

When | originally registered for school my familgme was not known as Kempler, but as Knobloch.
When Tatus’ mother, whose maiden name was Knobloelied his father, it was in a Jewish ceremorty no
recognized by the registrar. My father was knowiKagbloch not Kempler, and | was known by that natoe. It
wasn’t until | was in the third grade that they Istichightened it all out and had determined myllsgename was
Kempler. For most of my childhood, | had been ahaatthy, skinny boy, but after my tonsils were reed |

gained weight and began to look healthy and roiNmtv that my surname was Kempler, my teachers were
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confused. One teacher forgot what to call me, afetred to me as “the fat kid in the back.”

Mamusia was not religious and Dziunka and Dolely avént to synagogue when forced. Usually, | was
the only one to go with Tatus to the™dentury synagogue he attended. Tatus, while ibbdox, felt the
importance of his traditions and showed it by wegtiis good, gray, striped pants when he wentagygue.
Reading the Torah and the Talmud were a joy forirbelieved everything | read and was taught. Tatas
pleased to know he was raising a good Jewish bmypiitie in my accomplishments was encouraginglamahted
to please him. Dziunka liked to tease me, and $Higlou don'’t quit this, you're going to end uprabbi.”

When | attended synagogue | dutifully recited a}l pnayers. These were complicated prayers even for
adults to deliver, but as a small boy | came todgthiek realization that repeating all the wordsreotly was
paramount. There were optional verses within tlagers, but | said every one of the lines so asmatiss one
thing. | wanted to get it right and to be rightlhvitod. Besides the prescribed Hebrew prayers, there optional
Hebrew prayers, and personal prayers. Whenevearkesip God in a private personal prayer | did iPwlish.

One day | ruined a new Bible owned by the schospilled ink on the corner of the page. The teaglas
angry. “You’re going to have to pay for that BiblBdmorrow you come to school with the money folesrone.” |
was filled with trepidation, knowing that when | miehome | would be in trouble. | knew my parentslda’t afford
to pay for a new Bible, and | didn’t want to askiinfor the money. What could | do? | worried akibatl night.
The next morning | prayed to God to help me. Sthiewasn’t a prescribed prayer, | said it in PaliBut what if
God doesn’t understand Polish? | translated mytgitayer into Hebrew, hoping He would get the mgesily
prayers went unanswered and Mamusia had to paphdéatamaged Bible.

Dziunka met and married Jack Laub, a German Jewvésea talented musician playing in Henry Rosner’s
orchestra. Rosner was a famous violinist. Jackgalagie violin, clarinet and saxophone perfectly vée from a
well-to-do family living in Germany. Rosner’s orchim played in many cities abroadfter Jack and Dziunka
were married, Dziunka traveled with the band evémng they were booked to play. She always retuwitidlittle
presents for me from their travels together.

Often, Dziunka bought books for me to read. Shel feéhould broaden my viewpoint from religious

3 "Henry Rosner, a violinist, and his brother Poldsk accordionist, entertained Amon Goeth, commainofaPlaszow, and his
frequent guest Oscar Schindler at numerous dinarties. Oscar Schindler's fondness for the Rossrapelled him to add the
entire Rosner family to his famous list of 1,100rke&ys saved from death camps. Source: www.oskardlgricom
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theories to include scientific ones. One time whka brought me a book on evolution, | was espgaiatiwn to the
illustrations, one in particular, of early man. Tret picture showed him as a gorilla, but eachsaguent picture
showed his development into modern man. This wadinstyindication that the story about the creatidrman

from the Bible’s viewpoint might not be true.

One evening my parents invited Dziunka and Jack foradinner. Soon, the after-dinner conversation
turned into talk of religion. | was taught to stayt of the way while the grown-ups talked. Howewrge the
subject turned to religion, | got very excited afmimed right in. Before | gave serious thought tpwords, |
blurted out, “I have a picture of Adam!” All the @itk turned to look at me. Mamusia’s eyebrows waiged to her
scalp. Tatus made a round ‘O’ with his mouth, azéubka and Jack looked perplexed. By the astonith@ds on
their faces | could tell they forgot | was in tl@om. After a momentary pause, Tatus said, “You Raiell let's see
it then.”

| jumped up and ran to get my book. | opened thtillustration of the rather large, hairy gorilleapping
at the page with my finger, | said, “There height there. That's Adam.”

There was a stunned silence at the table. Tatos'tianed a rather unnatural and discomforting shudid
purple. Between clenched teeth he growled, “Whéaleydu get the idea that that hairy ape was Adam?”

Lacking my earlier conviction, | hesitated to ansvi/ell ...” | drew in a big breath, knowing | wasaut
to implicate Dziunka in my folly. Finally, | saiDziunka gave it to me.”

Tatus swiveled in his chair toward Dziunka. He estigat her a long time before expelling a deep bré#
shrugged his shoulders, looked heavenward and‘Jdidt explains it, then.”

His modern-thinking daughter was making a big immecme. | had naive ideas about religion. | was
mixing up the science | was learning in school wit strong faith in God.

Dziunka and Jack had recently returned to Polamw 8Beirut. The audiences there had been favorable.
Now, Jack and his orchestra had a new gig for dihenser months playing in Krynica (kri-nee-tsah)rat Patria
Hotel. This hotel was renowned as a top resortspag owned by the famous Polish tenor Jan Kiepura.

Dziunka invited me to Krynica to spend part of aenmer with them. | was so excited, not to see
Dziunka, but because this was the first time | aié&sved to ride the train alone. Mamusia packedumgh and
brought me to the train station. | said my goodbpesirded the car, and soon the train began to siovdy out of

the station. | discovered | liked to stand in tbericlor between cars by the open window. | speatntiajority of the
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seven-hour trip standing there. Although the joyrwas long, | wasn't bored for a second! | had wfoeind sense
of freedom riding on a real train going somewhearknown.

Once | arrived in Krynica, Dziunka took over théerof mother.

While walking with Dziunka in town we met a womasmlking hand-in-hand with a little girl. This woman
was a distant relative of Jack’s. The little gihage hand she held so tightly in her own was iniced to me as
“Anita.” We instantly became bosom buddies. We fibont we had a lot in common. We were similar ia éghe
was a year younger than me), and she lived in Krakide both loved the same author, Karl May ande@labout
his stories. Few authors of the time wrote stonige as much gut-clenching excitement as the Geraudhor, Karl
May. To me his books were pure magic. He wrote Willelst and Arabian action stories. The common theme
running through all his books was brotherly lovéhout prejudice and peace. His characters formaicb@nds of
unity.

| had a great time with Anita during those weekKiignica. When it was time for me to return home, |
promised | would find her again.

| learned from Dziunka that Anita and her motherenléving in an apartment outside the Kazimierzeyh
lived together with Anita’s aunt, Carolla, and rebuncle, Trauring, a well-to-do German Jew. Noat frknew
where Anita lived, | was anxious to find her andume our summer friendship.

Usually shy and quiet around other girls, Anita waesfirst girl | could talk to. Although | was augh-
and-tumble boy—dirt and smudges on my face and$yawlaped and scabby knees—I always made sure | wa
clean before visiting Anita. My family always knguecisely the time | was going to meet her. Dziutdased me
mercilessly, “Oh, oh! His knees are clean. It lobiks Joziu is going to see his girlfriend toda$lie gave a hearty
laugh as if she just heard the funniest joke.

Anita and | often went to the movies together. Whernwalked up and down the street, we held hands. O
favorite thing to do was take the tramway to thé efithe line in the countryside before loopinglhat/e walked
around a bit, talking about movies and books, aed hopped back on for the long trip home. Anitealbee my

best friend, one who would continually be in and afumy life.
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Chapter 4

Political Unrest

1937 — October 1939

9to 11 years old

In 1937 or so, | found a book in the library writtley a German man about Hitler's persecution ofléss,
homosexuals, Roma, and Sinti (gypsies), who weraraerated in the concentration camp of Dachawdgyof
photo illustrations, the book emphasized the haesdtment these groups received. The Nazis foreeglp to stand
with their hands up above their heads for hoursrh They beat them through wet sheets so as hedite marks
on their bodies. Mamusia didn’t think it was appiafe for a child my age to read this sort of thordook at those
kinds of pictures, but | did it anyway.

Although | was only nine years old, it seemed | wase knowledgeable about the Jewish situation in
Germany than others in my hometown. They didn’twarbelieve things like this were happening. Frtwir
viewpoint, this was a faraway situation; it didréglly affect our lives in the Kazimierz. That watsout to change.

During 1938, many Jewish refugees from Germanyedrin Poland. They were forced to leave Germany
and were only allowed to take their personal beloggin a small suitcase. They were taken by traimsdropped
off at Polish borders, carrying only a little bftrmoney. These were German Jews, but they wereamstidered to
be of German blood. The German officials and s@&ntonsidered them to be Polish Jews who beloimged
Poland. Some of these Jewish families lived in Gayrsince before World War |, but it didn't matterthe
German officials. They thoroughly researched tlyeerations back to prove where the Jews had afigioome
from.*

We saw a great influx of Jewish immigrants into koa. They didn’t have a home or means of supporting
themselves. They were left at the mercy of the $afal for the Polish authorities to deal with. Pades didn’t
know what to do with the refugees, so they werg@pgeal off in Krakow to be handled by the Jewishdests.

However, most Jewish homes did not have enough foothem. Some were put up in schools or synagagared

4 See appendix: Nuremburg Law.
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out of charity, the Polish Jews brought them fond shared what meager belongings they had. Thgeefuwere
pitiful to look at, completely abandoned, withowtne or country.

Jack’s parents, the Laub’s, were living in Germanyt, when the officials found them to be of Polish
descent, they were deported to Poland. They haudl $e# to stay in a Jewish high school near ourtizagat. When
Mamusia heard the news, she hurried to her kitthenake a big pot of thick barley soup, calfetak | was
dispatched to bring the soup to them at the schddhe high school, | saw a large tangle of pegitiing and lying
on the floor. There were no beds—people made dowiitat they had. Some had blankets; none had Elldwey
used their suitcases as pillows, propped up utndgr heads. The Laub’s were somewhere in this crovetated
them and picked my way over and around prone bottiesrd them. Reaching my destination, | proudfgred
Mamusia’specakto Mrs. Laub. The Laub’s were grateful for theddess and sent me home carrying their
appreciative words to Mamusia.

Despite my worldly reading, | gave little thouglffiast to the political changes occurring in thenld.
Overall, | felt people in Krakow were tolerant bktJewish culture; as | was growing and learnirmgdan to
experience certain changes in my own communityffiraainted on city walls was blatantly anti-Seioj with
statements such as, “Go to Palestine” becoming @maalemore prevalent in Jewish neighborhoods. Somestihe
Polish kids taunted me and fellow Jewish kids wisulting songs about Jews with beards. They meamtit us
down and make us feel inferior. | realized the probwasn’t who | was, but with whom | was hangimguand. If |
stayed among kids who looked like me and coulddlarto look like Poles, then | wouldn’t come upaatst this
sort of abuse. | learned to avoid those who lodikedthe super-religious Jew, easily recognizalyléheir clothing
and side curls calleplayos(PAY-us). They wore fur-trimmed hats callgltreimelf SHRAY-mls) and long, black
coats. Children, too, wore Jewish skullcaps callgdrmulkeand wore a four-cornered garment, catlgtrit, with
special tassels hanging from each corner. In mgiopj these Jews drew trouble to themselves mésehow they
dressed.

| heard that there were occasional beatings ofslemien by Poles. One story circulating was abomieso
superstitious Poles who believed that if they sal@wish man with a red beard on New Year's Dayy tia to
beat him up or suffer bad luck the entire yearoAthe German refugees told us stories about thibleebeatings
they experienced before coming to Krakow. Theiphgings were confiscated, their synagogues buméukt

ground, and their businesses commandeered. Jewsrtitsd access to universities, and other anti-fiemules
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were beginning to come into being and even law) bas too young to be affected by them. Sheltaredy home,
| felt safe within the confines of my family.
The Polish government knew Germany was militarjgressive, but they weren't preparing their people

for war. Still, people knew something should be@land made their feelings clear with sarcastic #s/m

Jak Hitler Budowal Samoloty

Smigly Rydz Malowal Ploty

Hitler is building planes and

Smigly Rydz (president of Poland) is painting fenedite.
And:

Jak Hitler Budowal Tanki

Smigly Rydz chodzil do kohanki

Hitler is building tanks and

Smigly Rydz is going to his lover.

These songs illustrated that, instead of prepas@mpusly for an all-out attack, the Polish goveeninvas
wasting time on unimportant matters. It ssemed¢onhen citizens made fun of the government, there seme
truth in what they were saying.

In 1938, Dolek had been drafted into the Polish YAemd then the Horse Artillery. He wasn’t reallyfor
military life. He was the nervous and anxious tyBet, due to his artistic nature, he had develapédautiful
penmanship. As a result, he was granted an offisgament writing letters and other correspondéaichis
commanding officers.

By then, Hitler was making a big push east towasthid. By August of 1939, Poland became threatened
by Germany. The Polish government now had no chmitdo prepare for war. About a week before thentaa
invasion, we began taping X formations in the winddo prevent them from shattering in case of anaédl. In the
event they used gas on us, we made cotton masbglePelunteered to dig air raid shelters arourdlgivns and
trees of the Krakow Planty gardens. The shelterg Wwailt in a zigzag pattern to avoid massive daamzapsed by

bombs. The whole town was called out to participat@igging these air raid shelters. Frequentiollunteered to
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help with the digging, not because | was especiadlyiotic, but because everyone was pitching inetip in the war
effort, | wanted to be a part of the action. HoweVelidn't take it seriously; it was fun and gantesne. This was
just another adventure that | would write abounindiary.

On August 31, 1939, | took a walk with Uncle Shthilough town. He pointed out the electric and gas
companies and said, “If a bomb drops, this wilbioe of the first places they'll target.” He wasdeiag me a
lesson: “Avoid this place at all costs.”

Friday, September 1, 1939, | heard planes in tigeaskl distant explosions. The aircraft soundedlbkge
planes, unlike Polish planes, which were small @aslly recognizable. | was almost happy; | dide#lfafraid.
Perhaps the military were getting ready for sonmgftiig to happen. My family didn’t have a radio; weéied on
newspapers and gossip from neighbors. We had Imeginchg. Nobody seemed to realize this was theahstart of
war. As it turned out, this was more than practitle. were being attacked by big German bombers.

After breakfast | walked over to my school friendifer’'s apartment near Wawel Castle. When | gakthe
his father told me, “There’s a war on.”

My eyes widened. “I thought it was just maneuvers.”

“Look up there,” he said, “and see for yourselfé plointed across the street and up toward the @mof.
the roof was a soldier manning a machine gun. N&nét and | were transfixed. A German Stuka figlfitaw
overhead, strafing the building. The soldier magritre machine gun fired back at the plane. Thisexa#ting; we
didn’t quite understand the significance, but clemgere taking place in our lives. The new schearwas
scheduled to open on Monday, but with the stathefinvasion, all schools had been closed. Thisfatsistic
news, as any student not anxious for the schoaoltgestart would feel.

While we listened in on the Riener’s radio, propatmfrom the government began to pour in. Not only
over the radio, but from loudspeakers set up irstreets. Grandiose announcements of all kinds mewe to
bolster the Poles’ spirits. We heard statementk as¢c“How dare Hitler strike Poland! Don’t work¥e’re going to
beat the Germans soon and have them turn tail éom@ny.”

The bombings were most severe during the first koapdays. During the initial bombing, my family
huddled together in a makeshift air raid sheltehabasement where we kept the coal and potaigeday three,
there were no bombings, but we heard the planaBrgirbuildings. After things settled down a bitadle Shmil and

| took a walk around town to see what had happe@arprisingly, there wasn’t much damage to be sé&nsaw a
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railway station and a military barracks that hadrbbombed, but it wasn't as bad as | thought itldde.

On Monday, September 4, 1939, widespread pani@adpteoughout the town. Polish soldiers were
running through town completely disorganized. | keal to the Planty, and saw some Polish soldiengitigjmback.
One soldier, from the cavalry brigade, led his dieg horse gently by the reins. A crowd gatherediad him
asking about the current situation. | overheard $éiyy “The campaign is a lost cause. The troops Weave but the
German army was moving too quickly. We had no ahbiat to retreat.” Poland’s horse cavalry was ntcméor
Germany’s modern motorized army.

Even though the fight was over, dauntless repolisyadcast propaganda nonstop. This kept up fewa f
days, and then ceased when reality finally sunkdud, frightening sirens blasted throughout thesajnaling an
attack, and the city was shelled by artillery filwy and night.

We spent the evening of September 5, 1939, in asement shelter, bags packed, ready for flightlewhi
artillery fire, accompanied by the never-endingrsbof bombs, crashed down around us. Uncle Shnsineavhere
to be found. He was a person who seemed to likgatalVhile we were all huddled downstairs like lfitened
rabbits, Shmil was sleeping upstairs on the sofaumapartment.

The local gossip was that sometime during the figstdays of the attack, Smigly Rydz and General
W adys aw Sikorski escaped in a plane to Englangdak rumored they knew the war was lost from gy v
beginning. All the propaganda about beating thenaeis was broadcast only to pacify the people. Tajenity
believed the propaganda at first; they thoughftbkes could win. Now there was panic. Many peogalelrack to
their homes, packed what belongings they couldycarrput belongings onto horse drawn wagons aadde east,
away from the Germans.

Many young Jewish people took off on foot, takinigatever they could carry in their rucksacks. My
family wasn’t prepared to run east. We had nowhego. My parents decided to stay in Krakow and iasee
what would happen.

September 6, 1939 was a surprisingly quiet dayeasn@n soldiers entered Krakow. Immediately, they
began to organize, converting many of the old aardow city streets into one-way streets, makirepiier for
transporting German tanks and equipment. Thatldasd gone out on an errand with Tatus, who ne¢aeenew
his liquor license for thezynk | was in awe of the rapid changes happening akéw. | had never seen anything

like this before. We had now entered a peacefug timlseemed; the shelling and bombing were oveiurika had
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recently sent me a wristwatch. That day duringwaiik, | had been fiddling with it, and the crowrdheome loose
and had fallen off. All around us there were steahgppenings: Tanks rumbled down the street. Tragded with
heavy equipment rolled past. However, Tatus wasrmoncerned with business affairs, and | was comecewith
one broken wristwatch.

Tatus didn’t seem sad or overly worried about tieen@n soldiers; maybe because he had spent time in
Germany during his youth. He spoke some Germanharfdlt comfortable around German people. Perhagdslt
that the Germans coming to Krakow wouldn’t makephbétical situation any worse than Polish rule gf@any is a
civilized nation full of famous philosophers, poattd scientists,” he said. “I believe everythind) tirn out okay.”

The next day, in the Kazimierz, | saw German sofdvealking down the streets. A few soldiers had
cornered some bearded religious Jews and were mékinof their dress. With the blades of their basts they
scraped off one side of the Jewish men’s beardgghiag, the soldiers left the Jews with raw anc8ieg faces.
This was the first time | was exposed to this kifigpersecution. We knew how the German soldieetecbthe Jews
in Germany. We were told they beat people, thepddisynagogues, but Tatus didn’'t seem worried.slaitin’t
have a beard, so | didn’t worry either.

Shortly after Krakow was conquered, a large victmelebration was to be held in tRgnek Glownythe
Grand Square. Civilian Governor Hans Frank, a Nazyer and one of Hitler's legal advisers, was andree. He
established himself in offices at the Wawel CasSlgon after the new government was launched the reditihe
square was changed frdRynek Glownyo Adolf Hitler Platz. There once had been a égue of Adam
Mickiewicz, a great Polish poet, but it had beestdged during the invasion and removed.

The celebration was exclusive for tReichdeutschers&serman citizens. Ndolksdeutschera Pole of
German background, and certainly no Jew, was peanio attend. | had a wild notion that | wouldead this event
and Mamusia didn’t object. To the best of her ahishe dressed me up to look like a young Gernegn bhis was
an inconsistency in my upbringing. Early in my Iffiee had protected me, tying me to her side. Nbevaiowed
me to wander right into the lion’s den. At any mainecould be discovered, thereby putting my fanaihd myself
in grave danger. I've never understood it.

When | arrived at the square, | tried my best emtllin with the German kids. To start, everyongysae
national anthem, thrusting hands high in the “Hiler” salute. Following the anthem were ceremsraaed

speeches. Afterward, civilian Governor Frank clishlirgside his limousine ready to depart. All thekgtouped
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together at the rear of the car, touching the burop&unk as it moved away, singing exuberantlGerman.
Governor Frank, touched by the demonstration obtlem, spoke to them lovingly in German. At thismian the
adventure, | became frightened. | didn’'t speak GarnMy Reichdeutschempersonation was going to be
discovered, and | would find myself in serious titeu | made my getaway from the revelers and réeett to the
safety of my home.

While the occupation was in force, we had to gutwith many changes in our daily lives. We werdrée
to live the way we used to. All schools were closgtially, but then only Polish schools were reeopd. All the
Jewish schools remained closed indefinitely. Drri@fer was the director of my school. In an attetogtelp
continue education he arranged a secret schods indme for a select number of students, myseléded. This
arrangement lasted two or three weeks, but it Wfisudt to continue it longer because life for Jistv people was
becoming further complicated.

Polish money rapidly lost value. Based on my pa’e@ecommendations, whatever money | had managed
to save or get from Dziunka, had been depositezttrinto a savings account. However, when the steated, all
the banks were closed. We had some concern and Kithw if we could retrieve the money. When theabae-
opened it was very difficult to access our moneytsizle the bank was a long line of people. | stwaiing in line
for what seemed hours. When | did receive my moitdyad depreciated greatly and was only a smaditarh
compared to what | had deposited. This would bdest of our worries as the German officers camthto rule in
Krakow.

Ration cards were issued for Poles and Jews rigay;aghowever, the Jews’ ration coupons were meager
by comparison. Ration cards became a clever forforoéd labor for the Jewish people. Only stampeds
allowed the bearer to receive food. Each Jew fitwereige of fourteen had a ration card, but in otaleeceive food,
some form of labor had to be completed a certambar of times per month. After the work was perfednthe
ration card was stamped by a Nazi.

Every day there was a new law or restriction agahes Jews. On September 8, 1939,dhdenratwas
formed. This was a Jewish council set up by themguGermans to make sure all the Jews complied e@tth new
restriction or order. The ubiquitous small, roumasks, which were normally used to announce moviescerts
and various entertainments going on around townewsed in Jewish neighborhoods to post the neersrthws

and restriction, which were produced daily. Thesléad the responsibility to make sure they readttiers and
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followed them. The laws specifically humiliated aedted Jewish traditions. For example, Septembevas the
Jewish holiday Yom Kippur. On this day, it is fadlden by Jewish religious law to work or eat anyghidowever,
a forced labor order was issued for September 229.1The Jews were made to go out and cover thaiacraft
ditches and replant grass.

A school friend and | had a good laugh standinfyant of the kiosk pretending to read the postiragsing
as if there were new horrible orders. We exclaimwed lamented loudly enough to attract the atterdfcsome
passersby—it didn’t take too much to draw the aitbenof a crowd in those days. Immediately, a laggeup of
people drew in close around us. We scooted todbk bf the crowd and watched with mischievous deladl the
frantic excitement we had needlessly inspired.

Late in October, Dolek returned home. He had beevirgy in the Alpine Horse Cavalry. His group,
assigned to the western border of Poland, defeitdeghinst German attack. They ended up on thedsatern
border near Russia. After losing a fierce battleleR’'s unit had broken up and dispersed into varipiaces. Poland
surrendered on October 6, 1939, and Dolek had t@ e way home on foot. He was just twenty-tworgesd.
When he finally arrived home, his spirit was baloaten down and he became very pessimistic.

Jack and Dziunka had arrived in Warsaw on Augusti939, but now they returned to Krakow. They told
us what happened to them. On September 28, 193&awaurrendered to the Germans, but not beforeithevas
devastated by tanks and aircraft bombardment. Wianses practically leveled. Jack and Dziunka'’s aparit
building had been bombed and burned, but wassdifiding. They decided to hide in the ruins forhélewvith the
misguided belief that the same house is never bdrwiee. However, the apartment was indeed bomtmtand
time, forcing them to flee for their lives. Theistaay was destroyed by a bomb. Jack jumped out@tecond
story window breaking his nose and leg in the psecBziunka and Jack returned to Krakow, Jack ottles and
Dziunka dispirited and depressed.

By October 26, 1939, ritual slaughter of koshenais (mammals or birds that complied with Jewish
religious restrictions for food), practiced by sodesvs, had been forbidden, and all synagogues éel dlosed.

We could no longer meet for public prayer. In pr&vhomesminyans a group consisting of ten men, were formed.

The better Jewish apartments in Krakow were takemn by Germans. | felt that those prosperous Jaads h
it worse than my family because they were thrownaduheir homes. Nobody, it seemed, wanted to taler our

apartment.
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Chapter 5

Blending In

October 1939 — September 1940

11 to 12 years old

According to the German philosophy, we were leagnthere were three categories of people: thedast
Race, Poles, and Slavs. People who lived east wh&we/ were considered subhuman. Jews were notdsryesi
humans at all; we were called vermin.

Jews were now restricted from many places. There signs posted in the front of shop windows that
read, “No Jews and dogs allowed.”

| took advantage of my blond hair and blue eyesilyehlending in with both Poles and Germans. |
accessed many places and modes of transportasivicted to Jews. While it was permissible for Jeavgavel
during the day for work, overnight or out of towauel by train was forbidden. Jews could not beeabfom their
homes at night under any circumstances. Howeveayéled by trolley car, and became proficientettigg around
town, rapidly becoming familiar with the time scldgland all the destinations along the route. Atalcto the
outside of the trolley car was a metal plate intiiicain German and Polish, “For Jews,” or, “Not fmws.” Each
car had an entrance/exit at the front and backs &®uld only enter and exit at the back, where #isg had to ride.
| dismissed this rule and took great enjoymeningjtin the front of the car, sometimes standingtrigehind the
trolley engineer, imitating his movements.

One day | learned th&now White and the Seven Dwaddisney movie was playing in a Polish movie
theater, Mamusia gave me money for the show and | walkealtime theater without anyone knowing | was Jewish.

The movie made an impression on me. While thestep-mother didn’t scare me, the song “Heigh hotlstwith

5 Disney historian J.B. Kaufman at the Walt Disneyriily Museum confirms that a dubbed versiosnbw White and the Seven
Dwarfsopened in the city of Warsaw in October 1938 dagiqul for six weeks. Mr. Kaufman said, “| don'trtkiit's too
much of a stretch to speculate that the film made Krakow by 1940 — in fact, I'd be surprisedt fvasn't shown there
long before that.”
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me long afterward and | often sang it. Another tithe circus was performing on the outskirts ofkéna. | bought

a ticket for the trolley and enjoyed myself.

| pretended to be Holksdeutschefa Pole of German descent) and borrowed bookowfittear of being
caught. | had discovered a promising business ventiiere were other Jews who wanted books, buhbagay of
borrowing them from the library. | had a month-lasteeck out period, but because | read quickly asa longer
period than | needed. After reading my books, tedrthem out for a small fee. With this little bitincome |

bought books | wanted to keep and savor.

The chances | took were foolhardy. German anti-8emiemboldened Poles to display bigotry. There was
suspicion and prejudice all around. | unnecessasijosed myself to danger. | don’t know if Mamusiew the
dangers, but she gave me money and the extraoydiedom to go out despite the perils that exisbed Jew.
Both my parents were preoccupied with the struggfaaily life. While theszynkwas still in operation, ownership
and management was now taken over by a Germanyageatovas set up to take over businesses owndewy. A
Polish man was now in chargetesuhander a supervisor or manager. Tatus became merelynafogee without
any status as owner.

On November 20, 1939, bank accounts for Jews wenkéd and money could not be withdrawn. Tatus
turned his ready cash into trade goods. Boltslwfidavere propped in the corners of the apartmadtlarge
guantities of powdered cocoa took up space in ilchdén. These were exchanged for food and othezssites. |
don’t think the cocoa idea worked out as well ariF@&nvisioned; but | personally benefited fromath afternoon
when Mamusia prepared a cup of the rich, hot diskfor me.

By December 1, 1939, it was mandatory for all Jemsear Star of David armbands, a six-pointed star
symbolizing Judaism. All Jews over the age of twalisplayed their armband on the left arm, justvaltbe elbow.
The armbands were made from a white cloth, abautdo five inches wide, with a big, blue Star ofvizh If the
German police couldn’t see the blue star, Jews wett@uble, and the result was beatings and aréstis was
wintertime and most people attached the armbandtbe& winter coats, but this became problematiich the
natural movement of the arm the cloth scrunchectapsing the star to disappear from view. The beutito be

continually maneuvered and stretched out in ordeitfo be visible. In time, some enterprising §dvegan to
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produce and sell the Star of David made out of stifluloid. While this dispensed with the scrumanproblems,
most people only had one armband. Going outdoaas iabsentminded manner without their band displageen
just momentarily, incurred severe penalties andynmanonths in prison. At this time | wasn't twelvetyand it
wasn't required that | wear one, furthering my misception that | could blend in.

December brought heavy snows and chilling wind.v@ling snow off the streets became the exclusitze jo
of the Krakow Jews. In the beginning, the Gestapwel several large trucks to one location wherentbekers
were forced to assemble; then everyone was giwow shovel. Later, some Jews discovered it wasilpleso
buy a ration stamp without performing the actubbla My brother-in-law, Jack, manipulated the systnd gave
me fivezlotys the basic unit of money in Poland, a day if | pbeted his work for him. He told me he preferred to
play music in nightclubs and didn’t want to worktire cold and wind. Because | was eleven yeard olidin’t
qualify for my own card, but since there wasn’t gito identification, | could substitute for hi®hoveling snow
was dangerous work at times. There were repodt@btings, beatings, and arrests, but | never ssd them

myself.

Soon we were to experienceazzia,raid, in the Kazimierz. On December 4, 1939, swklfrom the
Wehrmachtthe armed forces of Germany, surrounded the Kazanilhey were present on every street, ordering us
over and over, “Stay in your homes. Don’t come inlet®r look out the window. You will be shot if yalisobey
this order.” They came to each apartment usingiadare search and seizure technique. They confibtels,
money, and other belongings.

A woman, who lived across from us, was shot atidcivhile returning to her apartment. When Tatus
took a peek out the window, a shot was fired bygldisr standing below. The bullet went through eimdow and
embedded itself in the ceiling of our apartment.

Mamusia, Tatus and | were sitting quietly waiting turn for the inspection. Although our emotionsrey
running high, we tried to remain calm. We couldritbe soldiers tramping up and down the stairwaprs
opening and slamming shut. | could only imagine twias going on in the other apartments. Perhapsdlaiers
were scouring every drawer, searching for itemgatdie, and then when finding what they came fayileg the
apartment in complete disarray. We lived simply had few possessions of value. We resigned ouisébveur

fate, hoping they would leave us unharmed.
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The sudden knock at the door startled us. Theasffit charge was formal; speaking politely to Tatus
German, he asked for certain items, money, andljgwinhen, he and his soldiers began looking ardond
anything they could find. We waited patiently utiiey were finished. They managed to confiscatanathings, but
Tatus told the man in charge, “We’re a simple wogkiamily with little in the way of luxuries.” Whethey were
satisfied with their search, they left our apartm&ie hoped they wouldn’t come back.

Early in January, 1940, all radios owned by Jewsuwe be handed over to the authorities. People wer
scared. With only sketchy rumors to go by they diknow where to turn for real answers. Dziunka &ed young
friends turned to the spirit world to get somelddit questions answered. The number one questi@venybody’s
mind was: When will the war end? To find out, Diartook me to one of her séances. They were usheltyat
someone’s house. The whole procedure had to biedaut in a specific way. Even the table theyasatind had to
be made a specific way: glued or doweled togetiedts couldn’t be used. Everyone placed their hamdthe table
top, palms down, fingers splayed, touching thedisgf the person sitting next to them. Somebollgda
guestion. After a short pause the table movedidb& and moved first one way for “yes,” and theshibok and
moved the other way for “no.” | couldn’t believe attwas happening; | was skeptical, yet | wanteloeiteve. The
answer received, after all was said and done, nstgtie war would be over by July 1940. This wasdgoews.
Hearing this made everybody happy and relieveduiika and | went home. | told our parents, “The Garswill
be defeated and the war is going to be over so@olly have to wait until the coming summer.”

By February 1940, Jews had to declare all the ptppleey owned. On March 7, 1940, Polish hospitals
were not allowed to admit Jewish persons. Jewisipiteds were available to them, but Jews could bnly very
simple medications such as aspirin.

Krakow was turning into a city of kidnappers. Jawese grabbed off the streets and shuttled away to
forced labor camps. Some escaped and returnedthrs did not. People simply disappeared. It vedledlapanki
(wa-Pan-ka). One day, Jack was kidnapped. He datmte home, and no one knew what had happenedto hi
Jack’s family had long since moved from the highosd to live in a town called Tarnow, about 50 mitsast of
Krakow. One day, they received a letter from Jatskexplained as much as he could about his kidngpple had
been sent to the Postkow labor camp, located awémef east than Tarnow. He wrote that the livingditions
were difficult, and he was planning an escape.vhvieeeks later he escaped and returned to his fahdy,

Dziunka and Jack were living in Tarnow.
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As our life in Krakow became more desperate, there a shift in my responsibilities. One day, Marausi
dispatched me to go by train to Tarnow on somendtr@ihis was forbidden and exceedingly dangeroaatifjht.
People tried to smuggle black market luxury itemgtee trains; as a result, the Gestapo or Polifhgpmade
random searches. Apparently, Mamusia had confidévatd would make it to Tarnow without incidentwvasn’t
afraid of being caught by Germans. There were wéysoling them, but, if a Pole caught me, | wolddd in big
trouble. A Pole could spot a Jew better than anyr@a. They always could tell the difference. Anchsoof them
were willing associates to the Gestapo, lendingradto the search for any Jew in the wrong place.

In April 1940, | turned twelve. Now that it was sy, Anita and | could take walks outdoors together
Anita had the same coloring as me: blond, curly;Hdile eyes; fair complexion. She could blendasiky to look
Polish. We went to the movies, even though Polishientheaters were declared off limits to Jews. Wéat to the
Planty, but even that was forbidden. We weren’tldwy, allowed to sit on any bench, but we took adage of
every opportunity we could, deceiving the worldithinking we were Polish.

In May 1940, we learned a ghetto, a restrictedtguam which some Jews were required to live, waisg
to be built. All Jews not permitted to live in thhetto were ordered to leave the city by AugustiB80. There was
a lot of confusion regarding the ghetto. Nobodywmeéhich, or how many, Jews were going to live there

When July came and went, despite the predictiom fitee spirit realm, it became evident that the war
would not be ending soon. The German army was n@is in Holland, Belgium, and France. Each victags a
painful reminder of the false hope we carried in logarts.

In September 1940, we had to let our house seriarysia, go. By law, non-Jews could not work for

Jews. Marysia, saddened to leave her “family,” iletears.
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