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Nava Ruda

ONE    DAY   THIS   WILL   BE   A   FILM

Childhood Memories of a Girl from the Lvov Ghetto

Translated from the Hebrew by Yosef Eshkol

Written in memory of: my brother, Shlomo Kohn, who was murdered by the Nazis 

when he was only sixteen years old; my mother, Rosa, who passed away at the age of 

ninety-seven having mourned her son’s death every day; my father Isaac, thanks to 

whose inner force of life we managed to survive; and Julia Jurek, the good Polish soul 

who saved our lives.

Lovingly dedicated to my husband,

Children and grandchildren.
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PROLOGUE

I live in a nice cottage in a quiet street in Ramat Aviv Gimmel, an affluent 

suburb of Tel Aviv. I have a loving husband, three successful sons and two delightful 

grandchildren.  But behind this respectable and tranquil façade there still lurks the 

frightened, haunted little girl from the Lvov ghetto.

I often think, “Is all this really happening?  Maybe it’s only a daydream?  

Maybe I’ll soon wake up to a reality that is worse than any nightmare…”

For more than five decades I have carried inside myself the story of how my 

parents and I survived the Holocaust.  Until now I was unable to gather enough 

strength to describe the terrible things we experienced, particularly the pain of the 

murder of my brother Shlomo.  Although I was only a little girl then and many years 

have passed since, I have forgotten nothing.  Every detail is stored in my memory as if 

it happened yesterday.  I remember not only what happened but also how I felt and 

what I thought.  Moreover, my mother lived the trauma of the Holocaust for the rest 

of her life and never stopped talking about it.  Her pain never receded.  She tormented 

herself for having survived while her son perished.  Time and gain, with tears in her 

eyes, she used to recall and then describe some traumatic experience.

My cheerful and life-loving Israeli-born children had little patience for 

listening to their family history as told in broken Hebrew by their old grandmother.  I, 

and many survivors like me, did not want to impose the burden of these horrible Shoa

experiences on our young children and refrained from telling them.  But now, after 

more than half a century has elapsed and after my mother passed away, it is important 

to me for my children to know what we went through, and for the forthcoming 

generations to have a record of their family history.

More than fifty years ago I was led to virtually certain death, together with a 

group of people from the Lvov ghetto.  I was a little eight-year old girl, thin and 

weakened by typhoid fever from which I was slowly recovering.  To console myself I  

thought:  “If I survive, one day this will be made into a movie.  It is important to 

remember every single detail:  That I am wearing a green coat, that my pantyhose are 

falling down because I was not wearing garters when they came for us, and that the 

German soldiers who are leading us are terribly frightening…”  This is how I 

defended myself against feeling the awful horror that befell us all.



3

As I commit the world of the little girl from the Lvov ghetto to paper, I am 

fulfilling the last will of my mother who used to say, “Who will remember Shlomo 

when I am not here any more?”  I promised her to commemorate his name.  This is 

my duty to her, to those who perished, to life and to history.

Nava Ruda.
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MY CHILDHOOD IN THE WORLD THAT WAS AND IS NO MORE

My Father’s Family

My father, Isaac Kohn, was born in 1899 in the village of Podpolowce, near 

the town of Buczacz in Galicia, a typical east European town where Jewish life 

flourished.  The Israeli author and Nobel Prize winner, Shmuel Yosef Agnon, was 

born there.  My grandfather, my father’s father, Hersh-Zvi Kohn, owned a farm.  

When it was sold they moved to Buczacz.  My grandfather was a Hassid.  He wore a 

shtreimel (a decorated fur hat) and a kapota (a black overcoat), and had peot (long 

sidelocks).  My grandmother Hannah was an exemplary housewife, and there was 

always a very pleasant atmosphere in their home.  I liked to visit them in Buczacz.  

My father had an older brother, Ephraim, who immigrated to Eretz Israel – British-

ruled Palestine – before I was born, and a younger sister, Berta, who became my 

mother’s soul mate.  Whenever they met, they would sit and chat for hours.

My grandfather and grandmother also raised their two grandchildren, Toncia 

and Fishel, whose parents had passed away when they were young.  Toncia and Fishel 

represented two different worlds.  Toncia went to a high school in Lvov and lived 

with us for a while during her studies.  She was active in the Communist Party and 

was even arrested for her activity.  My father had to go to Krakow several times in 

order to get her released from prison.  Toncia married Max Shwarz, a Jew who shared 

her Communist views.  When their daughter was born they named her Lena, after 

Lenin; her nickname was Lencia.  A short while after her birth Shwarz joined the Red 

Army and  Toncia and Lencia came to live with us in Lvov for a while.  I loved the 

baby very much.

By contrast, Toncia’s brother, Fishel, was a religious person.  He served with 

the Red Army and survived the Holocaust.  He sailed illegally to Eretz Israel 

(Palestine at the time), since the British government had imposed laws against Jewish 

immigration.  On the way he was caught and sent to Cyprus, another British-ruled 

country, where all the illegal Jewish immigrants who were caught were detained.  

When he eventually reached the newborn State of Israel he married an observant Jew 

like himself, settled in Petah Tikva and raised a family.  He died a few years ago in 

Israel.

My mother loved her husband’s parents very much.  The reason for this may 

have been because of the marked contrast between the warmth and pleasantness of 

their home and the tension that filled the life of her family.
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My Mother’s Family

My mother, Rosa Batia Kohn, nee Halber, was born in the city of Lvov in 

western Galicia.  Lvov was part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire until the end of the 

First World War, when, in 1918, Poland annexed the city.  Today it is part of the 

Ukraine.

My mother, also born in 1899, was the same age as my father.  Her parents, 

Shlomo and Sheindel-Charlotta Halber, were well-to-do people.  They owned a large 

shop in the center of the city, facing the Grand Theater Hall.  They were very 

religious, grandmother fanatically so.  She would salt the meat for many hours, in 

order to ensure it was kosher.  She did not even let her children comb their hair or 

wash themselves on the Sabbath.  If by any chance they needed medicine on a Jewish 

holiday, when any handling of money is forbidden, my mother was sent to the 

pharmacy with some item to be left on deposit until the money was paid the next day.  

My mother was so ashamed of having to do these errands.

My grandfather – my mother’s father – was an only child.  Until the age of 

eighteen he studied in a Yeshiva and loved studying the sacred texts.  But then his 

parents died and he was forced to support himself.  He married my grandmother and 

they had four children, my mother being the youngest.  She adored her father, whom 

she used to describe as a learned, handsome and wise man.  One day, when she was 

still a small girl, she saw him going to another town to buy merchandise.  He wore 

modern clothes for the trip and hid his sidelocks behind his ears.  In his daughter’s

eyes he was the most elegant man in the world.  Proudly she said, “My father is a 

German.”

But the Halbers were not happy.  Grandmother was a sickly woman, who 

suffered from tuberculosis and various other illnesses; the children were fretful and 

often quarreled with each other.

My mother was a disciplined girl but did not spend much time in school, 

because her willingness to do chores was exploited by other members of the family.  

For instance, when merchandise was delivered to the store, she had to stand outside 

and watch that nothing was stolen.  She was also sent to do all sorts of other errands.  

Mostly she had to take care of her sick mother.

When the First World War broke out in 1914, my mother’s brothers were 

conscripted into the Austro-Hungarian army.  The family subsequently moved to 

Vienna, where my grandfather, Shlomo Halber, fell ill and died.  My mother visited 
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him every day in the hospital.  When he died she went to collect his belongings and 

was astonished to discover that his watch was still ticking.

After my grandfather’s death, my grandmother returned to Lvov, while my 

mother stayed in Vienna where she rented a room in the house of a Jewish family.  

This was the happiest period of her life.  She was seventeen years old at the time, 

loved the people from whom she rented the room, and enjoyed the feeling of having 

privacy.  This she considered a luxury:  “A room to myself!”

At the same time she started to work in a sewing shop, where she sewed 

buttons on army uniforms.  She worked well and was soon promoted to supervise the 

group of workers.  She also had an affair. Love flourished, but he was not an 

observant Jew so their relationship had no chance of lasting.

After a while she returned to Lvov, apparently at the request of her mother.  

Meanwhile, a relative had taken over the family store but it had fallen into neglect.  

As the brothers were still serving in the army my mother and grandmother had to 

restart the business from scratch.  My mother was a clever woman and managed to 

restore their economic status, despite the many difficulties.

After the brothers returned, the family was plagued by a series of disasters.  

All of Europe was swept by illnesses and epidemics; an influenza epidemic claimed 

many lives.  One of the brothers contracted syphilis, another caught “sleeping 

sickness”.  The daughter of one of the brothers committed suicide and her brother was 

killed in a fight over a girl.

My mother had a sister-in-law, Miriam Halber, whom I used to call “Auntie 

Mi”.  She was married to my mother’s brother, Meir Shalom.  Their daughter, Eva, 

immigrated to Eretz Israel before the Second World War.

In 1919 the Western Ukrainian Republic was created in eastern Poland, but 

did not last long.  After the collapse of the German army, the Red Army advanced to 

the Bug River, the Polish army conquered eastern Galicia and put an end to the 

“Ukrainian Republic”, although battles between Poles and Ukrainians raged until 

1921.  In March 1921, according to an agreement signed in Riga, the border was 

drawn about two hundred kilometers east of the Curzon Line.

At that time bands of Ukrainian hooligans roamed the streets of Lvov and 

attacked Jews.  One day three of these Ukrainian hooligans went from one apartment 

to another, wrecked property, assaulted people and destroyed everything that stood in 

their way.  My mother and her friend were young women of about twenty when the 

hooligans entered the Halber home.  The three Ukrainians raped the two of them.  
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That same evening my grandmother took my devastated mother to see a doctor.  The 

doctor wept with them.  In the traditional society in which they lived, the loss of one’s 

virginity could be problematic when it came to finding a good husband and building a 

happy life.  Therefore my mother kept this terrible experience buried deep inside her 

as a well-kept secret.  Only during the last years of her life did she tell me about this 

trauma.

My grandmother started to look eagerly for a good “shidukh” (prearranged 

marriage) for her daughter.  My mother had a suitor, their neighbors’ son, but she was 

not interested in him.  Other young men started to arrive.  Once, when one of them 

came for a first meeting, the neighbor’s sister appeared and threatened that if mother 

married someone else, her brother would kill himself.  The young man fled.

But the “shidukh” with my father succeeded.  My father fell in love with her 

and she liked him.  They married in 1922.  Initially my father wanted my mother to 

come and live with his family in Buczacz, but my mother could not leave her sick 

mother, so they remained in Lvov.

My Parents’ Home

Until 1939 my parents owned a household goods store on Serbska Street.  

About a year after her marriage, my mother became pregnant.  In the ninth month of 

her pregnancy she fell ill and lay unconscious for some time.  No one knew if she 

would recover from her illness.  My father’s mother came from Buczacz and took 

good care of her until she recuperated.  But the baby died, and the doctor said that she 

could probably not become pregnant again.  He was wrong.  A few years later, on 

August 20, 1927, my mother gave birth to my brother, Shlomo.  We used to call him 

Siomo or Siomek.  He was an exceptionally good-looking boy, with blue eyes, and he 

was very clever.  Later on Shlomo became a brilliant young student and mother was 

proud of him and loved him with all her heart.

About seven years later, in 1935, I was born and was given the name Sheindel-

Charlotte Kohn, after my grandmother.  At home I was called Lunia.  Charlotte was 

my official name and Lunia was a nickname.  We lived on 28 Blacharska Street in 

Lvov.

Although both my parents grew up in religious families they were not strictly 

observant.  They kept a kosher kitchen, celebrated the religious holidays and went to 

synagogue, but my father did not cover his head with a yarmulka and my brother was 

sent to a Polish school.
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I remember going with my father to the synagogue on Simchat Tora (the 

celebration of the Tora) on the eighth day of Sukkoth with a small flag in my hand.  

On Sukkoth, the holiday of tabernacles, I used to look down from our balcony into the 

inner courtyard, where the neighbors constructed decorated tabernacles.  Pesach –

Passover – was the best holiday:  everyday cups, dishes and cutlery were substituted 

for special ones and my mother would remove all hametz food (bread, flour, etc.) 

from the house.  As was the custom in the Diaspora, on two consecutive evenings 

guests would come to celebrate the Seder, the holy feast that tells the story of the 

Exodus from Egypt.  I also remember Purim, when children dressed up in various 

costumes would visit us, make us laugh and ask for the customary ‘giving of 

presents’.

My mother was always busy in the store, from early morning till late at night.  

She even opened another store selling milk and bakery products.  She was a hard-

working woman and knew how to run a business.  We had nursemaids who took care 

of my brother and myself, and who did the housework.

When I was two years old, Jula (Julia) Jurek came to our home as a 

nursemaid.  She was single, Polish, a native of the town of Brody (not far from Lvov) 

and illiterate. She was about nine years older than my parents.  At first I cried and 

wanted “only Mummy”, but very soon I got used to her.  She was devoted, loved me 

very much and practically raised me as if she were my mother.  Jula learned to speak 

Yiddish and to keep the laws of kashrut, but somehow convinced my mother to give 

me pork, because she believed that it would make me strong.  My mother agreed, on 

condition that my father did not know about it.

My parents had good friends, the Friedental family.  They were about the 

same age as my parents and had three children:  an older daughter Rena, a son named 

David (who was my brother’s age, was in the same class as Shlomo and was his best 

friend), and their younger daughter Lusia, who was two years older than I and we 

were good friends.  The Friedentals owned a workshop that produced brushes and a 

store where they sold the brushes.  They were financially better off than we were and 

often helped my parents generously.  They lived in a large house with their extended 

family:  brothers  sisters-in-law  and their children.

When the Second World War broke out in September 1939, I was four-and-a-

half years old and was playing in the courtyard with a friend.  Suddenly we heard a 

loud rumble like thunder.  Jula came running out of the house and told us to go inside.  

It was summer, the sky was clear and I was surprised to hear thunder:  “Jula, how can 
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there be thunder all of a sudden?” I asked. “Sometimes there is thunder at this time of 

the year” she answered, without explaining that war between Germany and Poland 

had broken out.  My parents arrived from work.  They did not want to worry me either 

and did not explain what was going on.  But this was the war.  After a short time the 

Germans conquered Poland.  According to the agreement between Riebentrop and 

Molotov we became part of the U.S.S.R.

When the Russians occupied the city, my father was forced to give up his store 

and started to work in a knitwear workshop.  He was successful at his work and even 

exceeded his preset quota.  However, we always feared he would be taken to the labor 

camps in Russia by NKWD (the Soviet secret police, which later became the KGB) 

officers.  At night he would stand by a window, worriedly looking out.

Starting in 1939 I went to a communist pre-school.  I attended this school for 

two years.  A portrait of “Batko (Father) Stalin” hung on the wall and we were taught 

to worship him.  The discipline was strict:  school started at seven in the morning, 

even though in winter it was still dark at that time of day.  We would arrive half 

asleep, we ate two meals during the school day and rested after lunch.  We only went 

home late in the afternoon. At that time my mother did not work in the store and I was 

very happy that she was at home.  

Many Jewish refugees started to arrive from central Poland and from 

territories occupied by the German army.  We always had people staying overnight 

with us and for the Seder evening we had many guests.  The Jews in our community 

really helped these refugees and could not for a moment have imagined that they 

would soon be in the same situation.
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THE GERMANS CAPTURE LVOV

Our Holocaust began on June 30, 1941, the day the Germans captured Lvov.  

For several days earlier the city had been bombed and we hid with neighbors on the 

lowest floor.  The adults were shocked and advised each other to hide money, 

important belongings and the radio set.  Still, no one imagined that an organized mass 

extermination had begun.  The Nazis and their Ukrainian accomplices murdered four 

thousand of the city’s Jews only four days after the start of the German occupation. 

Soon after that all Jewish men and women were ordered to carry a white band with 

the Star of David on it.  Whole sections of the city were closed to Jews and they were 

not allowed to live there.  Our home happened to be in a forbidden area and we had to 

move to a room that the Friedentals gave us in their house.  We lived with them for 

about a year (from the winter of 1941 till the fall of 1942).  In the meantime, 

persecution of the Jews raged on unabated.  Jula stayed on in our abandoned house 

and visited us often.

One day a German soldier came to take women to work.  He ordered Mrs. 

Friedental to come with him.  My mother saw the fear on her face and offered to go 

instead, so that Mrs. Friedental could take care of the children.  The German laughed 

and took my mother.  Fortunately, it was for only one day and in the evening mother 

returned home.  She was a brave woman.

During that same period my cousin Toncia taught Lusia (Friedental’s 

daughter) and myself to write and read Polish and German.  When Toncia’s little girl, 

Lencia, reached the age of one-and-a-half, Toncia decided to go to her grandparents in 

Buczacz.  The little girl was smart and we taught her to say that her name was Helena 

Jurek.  In the summer of 1942, knowing that they were taking a great risk, they 

boarded the train to Buczacz.  I never saw them again.

Toncia’s brother-in-law, Bumek Wahrmann, was her husband’s step-brother.  

He was active in the Jewish underground and was one of the organizers of the 

uprising of the ghetto of Warsaw.  Another one of Toncia’s brothers-in-law, Siulek 

Schwarz, was a policeman in the Jewish force and he saved our lives during the time 

we lived in the ghetto.

The word “aktzia” is derived from the German word “action”, or “military 

operation”.  In the Yiddish vocabulary of the shoa this ‘tragic’ word came to mean the 

gathering of Jews by the Nazis with the aim of deporting them to death camps.  In 

1942 there were two aktzias in Lvov, which I shall never forget.  The first one was 
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during the Passover holiday and the second one took place that summer and went on 

for many days.  At that time the ghetto did not yet exist.  During the first aktzia in 

March, we hid in the Friedentals’ small workshop.  Adjacent to the workshop was 

their brushes’ store.  There was a concealed door in the store that led to a small 

warehouse.  Mama and I went into this warehouse and lay down on low bunks.  We 

heard a German soldier enter the store.  He wanted to buy something and checked the 

brushes that hung on this concealed door.  We held our breath and were very 

frightened.  The soldier did not notice anything untoward and left the store.  Those 

were the first moments of real fear I ever knew.

During the second aktzia I went with two friends – Lusia (Friedental’s 

daughter) and her cousin – to the center of the town, an area where no Jews lived.  

Our parents suggested that we go there, so as not to be at home during the aktzia.  We 

entered a church, but were asked to leave because prayer time was over.  We roamed 

around and then went to our former home to look for Jula.  She was not there.  Only 

her niece, Staszka, was at home.  We asked to stay overnight and she agreed.  The 

three of us lay in bed when suddenly two policemen came in, looking for Jews.  We 

froze.  However, they barely paid attention to us and left the house.  We felt that we 

had been saved by a miracle.

In the big aktzia that took place between March 19th and 30th, 1942, fifteen 

thousand Jews were captured and sent to their death in the crematoria of the Belzec 

camp.  In July of 1942 seven thousand Jews were captured and sent to Janowska 

camp.  In August there was an aktzia  which I remember most clearly.  Fifty thousand 

people were captured and mostly sent to Belzec.  My brother Shlomo was taken away 

during this aktzia.  Until then he had worked with Friedental’s sons in a  brushes’ 

workshop at the “Municipal Workshop Center”. He had learned the production 

process from the Friedentals.  No complicated machinery was used and he became a 

skilled worker.

In the evening, when the Friedentals came home, they told my parents that 

there had been an aktzia at the “Workshops Center” and that Shlomo had been taken.  

He was exactly fifteen years old at that time.  My mother reacted like a wounded 

animal.  She went wild and started to scream and no one could calm her down.  Two 

weeks later, however, we received a postcard from Shlomo.  He wrote to say that he 

had been taken to a labor camp, called Plochow, near the city of Zloczow, not far 

from Tarnopol.  My mother was beside herself with joy, she kissed the postcard over 
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and over again.  We had been convinced that Shlomo would never return, and 

suddenly we felt as if he had been brought back to life. 
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LIFE  IN  THE  LVOV  GHETTO

In the fall of 1942 the Lvov ghetto was sealed off and we had to take our 

belongings and move there.  Again we went to live with the Friedentals.  They had 

rented a large hall that had served as a restaurant; part of which had been converted 

into a workshop for brushes and the other part was used for living quarters.  In the 

center of the hall there were closets to keep our clothes, and behind them were rows 

of beds.  Mother and I slept in one bed.  A hiding place was prepared in the basement 

of the living quarters.  Its entrance was from a phone booth, the door being in the 

floor of the booth with a small rug covering it.  Whenever there was an aktzia a large 

group of people would go down into the basement with us.  It was furnished with beds 

and chairs and there was sufficient hiding place for a lot of people.  From this hiding 

place we started to dig another space, but no opportunity arose for us to use it.  Yet 

another hiding place was built in the hall above, behind a false wall.  But this place 

was not safe enough because its door was not completely hidden.

People who did not live with us would come and hide in our basement too.  

Once the wife of a Jewish policeman and her baby hid with us.  Suddenly, while we 

held our breath because we heard the Germans above, the baby started to cry.  People 

hissed, “Silence him”.  Fortunately, the mother succeeded.  But we heard of babies 

who were choked to death in moments like this.

My father lived in another house, with the workers who went out of the ghetto 

every morning to work in the knitwear workshop.  Thanks to him we did not starve, 

because he used to smuggle food for us.

The ghetto was tremendously overcrowded since all the Jews who still lived in 

Lvov and in the nearby small towns were ordered to move into the small space of the 

ghetto.  Disease was rife, epidemics spread like wild fire and hungry, lice-infested 

people roamed the streets.

I shall never forget a small girl who used to sit in the yard.  Her mother was 

dead and her father was probably at work, so there was no one to take care of her.  My 

friends and I were playing when suddenly we found ourselves standing around her 

looking at her hair.  It swarmed with lice.  I had never seen anything like it before and 

I was shocked.

I remember another disturbing event from that time, concerning the husband 

of Mrs. Friedental’s sister.  Every morning he used to go to the Janowska labor camp 

and come back home at night.  His daughter would play with us.  One day we heard 
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that he was “behind the fence” (“za drutami” in Polish).  Everyone understood the 

meaning of that expression.  People were thrown “behind the fence”, who had almost 

been beaten to death, and were left there to die in terrible agony and dreadful cold.  

When we were told that he was there, his small daughter did not react at all.  She went 

on playing. Perhaps she was too young to understand the meaning of the words, but I 

could not rid myself of the thought that her father was lying there and dying.

One day in the ghetto I met Rella Gertner, who had been my neighbor and  

friend before the war.  She told me that she had no family left.  Her mother had been 

paralyzed and could not get out of bed.  During one of the aktzias German soldiers 

entered their apartment and shot everybody except for Rella, who had hidden under a 

bed and survived.  When she came out of her hiding place she discovered that her 

father, mother and little sister were all dead.  I did not meet her again and am sure she 

did not survive the war.

I used to play with other children in the yard.  When we were told that the 

Germans, often accompanied by Ukrainians and sometimes by Jewish policemen, 

were coming, we would go down into the basement.  The dangers we faced were very 

clear to all of us and we even talked about a train that leaves but does not come back.  

Every child in the ghetto knew that Belzec was a synonym for death.

Between November 1942 and January 1943 another fifteen thousand Jews 

were murdered.  Fear was always with us; aktzias were conducted at any hour of the 

day or night, without warning.

How did I overcome my fear?  I used various techniques:

Sometimes I told myself that this was only a bad dream and I will soon wake up.

Sometimes I imagined how, at some time in the future, I would make a film of what 

was happening to me.

Sometimes I fantasized. I imagined how we would be liberated and go to Eretz Israel.

To console me my mother kept telling me that if they shoot us and if we die, 

we would feel nothing.  And I thought, “But if you are wounded it hurts.  On the other 

hand that means that you stay alive, so that is not so terrible either.”  This was another 

defense mechanism.  All in all these thoughts helped me to overcome my fear and 

despair.

One day in the winter of 1943 my mother went to visit my brother in Plochow.  

She left the ghetto, risking her life.  She was disguised as a non-Jewish woman and 

traveled with Jula.  They traveled by train and got off at a snow-covered station where 

they spent the night in a farmer’s house.  In the morning my mother easily managed to 
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enter the camp and see her son.  She repeated this feat several times and knew all the 

farmers.  One of them, a widower, even invited her to stay and work with him.  

Mother suspected his intentions and refused, but kept up friendly relations with the 

villagers.

On one of those visits she almost got caught on her way back.  She would 

leave the train one stop before the main station of Lvov, where the Gestapo used to 

check documents.  But on that particular trip a German official showed up at the small 

train station and asked for papers.  My mother told him that she worked for a high-

ranking German officer and that her documents were kept elsewhere.  When he went 

to check out her story, she jumped on a passing freight train and escaped from the 

station.

On another visit to Plochow my mother found my brother sick with typhoid.  

She took care of him until he got well and then returned to the ghetto.  But she herself 

had been infected and I caught the disease from her.  Both of us were sick at the same 

time, suffering from high fever and general weakness.  My condition was grave.  One 

day I was bleeding from my mouth and nose and I do not remember if my mother was 

able to take care of me.  A doctor would come to see us, but there was no medication 

available.  After a while we finally started to recover, but were still very weak.
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SAVED  FROM  ALMOST CERTAIN  DEATH

In February 1943 there was an aktzia and our hiding places were discovered, 

first the upper one.  One of the people who was hiding there was a Jewish policeman 

who was sick that day.  To save his own skin he told the Germans where we were 

hiding.  We heard gunshots and shouts.  The door opened and they shouted, “Raus! 

Raus!” (Out! Out).  My mother and I were so weak we could hardly climb the stairs.

By the time we came out of the basement, the men of the Friedental family, 

who worked in the brushes’ workshop, were nowhere to be seen.  They had probably 

already been taken.  We were gathered in the yard, where the Jewish policeman was 

shot on the spot.  Wanting to protect me, my mother told me not to look, but I heard 

the shot.

We waited in the yard and were finally taken to the ghetto’s detention house.  

My mother approached one of the Germans and asked him to shoot both of us.  We 

were so weak that we could hardly walk.  But the German refused.  “I don’t want to 

waste a bullet”, he said.  We walked to the detention house with Regina Friendental, 

her sister and their daughters, and a group of other Jews as well.

To console myself I thought:  “If I survive, one day this will be made into a 

movie.  It is important to remember every single detail:  That I am wearing a green 

coat, that my pantyhose are falling down because I was not wearing garters when they 

came for us, and that the German soldiers who are leading us are terribly 

frightening…”

We stayed in the detention house for one night.  There were two rooms and no 

toilets, only two tubs in the corner of one of the rooms.  Although we knew what 

awaited us, we went on with our regular routine.  My mother was worried that my 

stomach would begin to hurt and gave me a suppository for constipation.  I fell asleep 

while she and Mrs. Friedental sat down and talked.  That night Mrs. Friedental told 

her about a cache of a few hundred American dollars that she had hidden in a certain 

place in our apartment.  The cache saved us later, and without it we would not have 

survived the coming months.

We knew that from the detention house we would be taken to the Piaski – the 

place where many of Lvov’s Jews were murdered.  Condemned Jews were no longer 

being taken to Belzec, but to a sandy area outside the Janowska camp, named Piaski.  

It was there and in Belzec that most of Lvov’s Jews were murdered.  In an open field 
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the Nazis and their accomplices shot them, and then the bodies were burnt.  A special 

unit called the “Sonderkommando” was responsible for the burning of the bodies.

In the morning, the trucks for Piaski were already waiting for us.  When we 

woke up we did not see Mrs. Friedental and her family.  My mother was very worried, 

began looking all over for them and could not understand how they had disappeared.  

The Germans started yelling “Raus!” and my mother was still looking for her friend 

and the girls.  Everybody was going down the stairs, but my mother kept going in the 

opposite direction, up the stairs.  She went down two floors, then three up, with me 

following her.  Until her last day my mother believed that this delay saved our lives.

Finally we went downstairs and waited for another truck to arrive.  I saw dead 

bodies being taken out from another building.  For a moment I thought that I 

recognized the dress of my friend, Regina Friedental’s niece.  Maybe they tried to 

escape during the night, were caught and shot.

Because of the time we had spent looking for Mrs. Friedental and her 

daughter, we boarded the last truck that left for Piaski.  I sat next to my mother and 

although I knew full well where we were headed I complained absurdly all the time:  

“It is crowded, I am uncomfortable”, I said over and over again.

Then I noticed that a car with two Germans in it was following us.  They 

stopped the truck and gave the driver instructions to turn back.  We were returned to a 

different detention house in the ghetto.  It was rumored that among the people on the 

truck was a woman whose husband had bribed someone in order to save her, and this 

was why the truck had been ordered to return to the ghetto.  But it was clear that the 

next day we would be sent to the same destination, now for the last time.

Fortunately, on that day my father found out that we had been discovered and 

taken captive.  With the help of Siulek Schwarz, who served with the Jewish police, 

he managed to bribe one of the guards.  While sitting in the detention house we heard 

the voice over the loudspeakers call out:  “Mrs. Rosa Kohn and daughter to be 

evacuated to the hospital!”  We went outside where a horse-drawn carriage was 

waiting for us.  I had not traveled in anything similar since the war had broken out and 

it looked strange to me, but we understood that we had been saved.  We were taken to 

the house in the ghetto where my father lived with the group of workers from the 

knitwear workshop.
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There were six or seven young people living in one overcrowded room and 

they certainly did not want two more people to join them.  But my father insisted,  

“What do you want me to do?  To throw my wife and child into the street?”  They had 

no choice but to accept the new tenants.  We slept in my father’s bed and he moved to 

another room.

Every morning, when all the tenants went out to work, my mother, another 

young woman and I stayed in the apartment.  It was clear that we could not stay there 

for long; firstly, because my mother had no work certificate and secondly, children 

had no right to live at all.  We saw no children in the ghetto at that time.

The Jews in the ghetto were divided into two groups:  those who worked for 

the Reich (the German State) were given the letter R, which they had to fasten to their 

lapels, and those who worked in the ghetto and the workshops who bore the letter W.  

My father worked for the Reich and was better off.  The people with no sign on their 

clothes were the first to be killed.

This house had a hiding place too.  When we heard Germans approaching we 

moved the staircase aside and hid behind it in a kind of secret room.  A handicapped 

man lived there permanently.  My mother cared for him and brought him food.  I can 

only surmise what happened to him when the ghetto was burnt down.

One day there was a sanitary inspection.  Mother and I sat on the bed, the only 

ones in the room.  The German who was in charge of the area in which we lived 

entered the room, looked around, did not say a word and then left to call his 

companion, who admired the cleanliness of the place:  “Sehr schon und sauber!” 

(“Very nice and clean!”).  Luckily, he was concerned only with the cleanliness and 

took no notice of our being there.

We remained alive thanks to both coincidence and luck. No wonder, therefore, 

that many superstitions arose in the ghetto.  The young woman who lived in the room 

with us believed that her deceased mother was guarding her from heaven.  Each time 

disaster struck the mother would show up in the woman’s dream, and she believed 

that she would be saved by those dreams.

One day I was looking out of the window and saw a woman walking in the 

street.  Two Germans walked past her, pulled out a handgun and shot her, without any 

reason. Just like that.  This was one of the rare occasions when I saw death occurring 

in front of my eyes.  Usually my mother told me not to look.

My parents were continuously looking for ways to get me out of the ghetto.  

We lived in front of the gate.  Every day a band played there and, accompanied by the 
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tunes of the band, groups of workers would pass the Germans on their way to work.  

No one knew if they would come back, because the Germans used to take people 

randomly out of the group and shoot them.

One of the men who lived with us had red hair.  He used to say, “I am in the 

greatest danger, because I stand out.”  He, as well as others who lived with us, felt 

sorry for my father, who was older than they were because they believed they had a 

better chance of survival, being younger.  But they were unlucky and my father, the 

oldest one among them, survived.

In spite of all the risks my parents decided that mother and I should try to 

escape by joining one of the groups on their way to work.  One morning, very early, 

when it was still dark, we managed to slip into a group of workers.  We walked 

through the ghetto gate into the Aryan part of the town.  Jula was no longer living in 

our apartment as she had rented an apartment across the street and lived there with her 

brother-in-law, her sister’s husband.  Jula’s sister was hospitalized in a mental 

hospital.  This brother-in-law, named Szczepanowski, was a terrifying man.  Jula 

worked as a laundress so her apartment was closed when we arrived there and we had 

to wait for her to come home.  Having no choice, we approached the janitor of the 

building in which we used to live, a Polish woman, and asked her whether we could 

wait for Jula.  She agreed and we stayed all day with her.

In the evening Jula arrived and was surprised to find us there.  She took us to 

her apartment, but then her brother-in-law appeared.  He firmly objected to our 

presence and shouted, “Why do you bring Jewish women into our house?  Do you 

want to put all of us in danger?”  He was a violent and rude person.  He stood at the 

top of the stairs and yelled, “Precz!” (“Get out of here!”).  

The way we got out of the ghetto served also to get us back inside.  We joined 

a group coming back from work and that was the end of our escape attempt.

My father did not give up, however.  He kept in touch with Jula, who came to 

see him at his workplace.  He planned another escape for me and I succeeded in 

escaping from the ghetto before Passover, in March 1943.  It was a few days before 

the aktzia in which 1500 Jews were murdered and another 800 were sent to 

Auschwitz.  I arranged to meet Jula near the fence that surrounded the ghetto.  The 

fence was close to the house where we lived on the main street, Zamartynowska.  The 

fence was made of wooden planks with barbed wire on top.  Jula and I were on 

different sides of the fence and although we could not see each other we could talk to 

each other.  Jula walked on the Aryan side of the fence and I walked on the ghetto 
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side, until we reached a place where one wooden plank was missing.  I was an eight-

year old girl, small and thin, and managed to squeeze out.

Three months later the ghetto was liquidated.  Early in June of 1943 three 

thousand Jews were murdered in the ghetto and seven thousand, including my parents, 

were sent to Janowska camp.

My mother told me about life in Janowska camp, in the shadow of death.  

Since it was a labor camp, a prisoner who could not work because he or she was sick, 

old or weak, was executed.  Every morning there was a roll call (“Appell” in German) 

and everyone had to be present.  Those who were not present, were killed.  In order to 

scare the inmates very cruel punishments were meted out, such a whipping, beating to 

death and public hangings.

After the roll call it was breakfast time.  The food was exceptionally poor:  in 

the morning a little bread, beet jam and something to drink; at noon a watery soup; 

and in the evening bread and again something to drink.  Mother told me about one of 

the rich men of Lvov who had been offered to fly abroad before the war.  He had 

refused, saying that with all the wealth and property that he owned he feared nothing.  

Like many others he ended up in Janowska camp.  One day my mother saw him 

asking other prisoners for a slice of bread in return for a spread of jam.  He walked 

around saying, “Who wants a ‘shmir’( a ‘spread’ in Yiddish) for a slice of bread?”

All day long various jobs were carried out for the Reich.  Mother worked in a 

sewing workshop outside the camp.  Father operated a knitting machine.

Despite everything, life went on.  In spite of the sub-human conditions, the 

hunger, the fear, the humiliation and the pain, the prisoners tried to maintain their 

human values and to enjoy themselves as much as possible.  Black humor and 

macabre jokes thrived, and love flourished.  The prisoners were quartered in separate 

huts for men and women, but the early evening hours, after work and before the 

blackout, were the hours of social meetings.  Outside the kitchen was the “Avenue of 

the Lovers” (“Aleja Zakochanych” in Polish).  Most of the people were young and 

there was an atmosphere of ‘Let us eat, drink and be merry for tomorrow we die’, 

even though the word ‘eat’ was an exaggeration.

Amongst the prisoners were some beautiful young women, some of whom the 

S.S. men desired.  A girl named Lili was especially famous.  One of the German 

commanders of the camp fell in love with her and wanted to save her life.  They 

arranged for a set day for her escape.  However, for some reason, she decided to 
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postpone it. And then it was too late.  Lili was executed.  The prisoners in the camp 

composed a song to commemorate her.
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LIVING  ON  THE  ARYAN  SIDE

The day after my escape from the ghetto Jula took me by train to her brother in 

Przemysl (Pshemishl), a town on the border between Poland and Ukraine.  As I said 

before, Jula was a simple, illiterate woman with a heart of gold.  She did not prepare a 

cover story for me but on the train she taught me some Christian prayers and showed 

me how to cross myself properly.  She left me in Przemysl with her brother Jozek 

Jurek and returned to Lvov.  Jozek lived in a suburb of Przemysl with his wife, his 

sister-in-law, and his granddaughter.  They were poor; his wife and his sister-in-law 

(his wife’s sister) were peddlers in the nearby villages.  They wore long dresses, 

walked barefoot and carried their merchandise in blankets on their backs.  When I 

arrived they were both on the road, only Jozek’s five-years-old granddaughter, 

Tereska, was home.  Her parents were taken to work in Germany.

Jula did not tell her brother who I was, just that my parents had been taken to 

work in Germany, and then left me.  Maybe she was afraid of his possible reaction.  

Some curious neighbors, seeing a new girl about, came to the house that same 

afternoon and started to ask me questions.

“What is your name?”

I did not know what to say and made up answers.

“Lunia,” I whispered.

“Lusia?” they asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“And what is your family name?”

“Rorzycka”, I replied, inventing again.

Later on this name I made up became a real problem because I was given 

documents with a different name.

From time to time Jozek would go out into the forest to cut wood and his 

granddaughter and I were left alone in the house.  Surprisingly, those were the only 

times during the war when I was hungry.  Jozek simply neglected us and we would 

wait restlessly until he came home in the afternoon and gave us something to eat.  

After the long wait we were disappointed to get very meager food.  One evening we 

were given just dry bread.  Then it struck me: “It must be Passover today and I should 

really eat matza, but instead I am eating dry bread.”  I began to think about my 

brother and my parents and was sorry that we were not together. I missed them.
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We used to play in the fields with the neighbors’ children and I learned from 

them to walk barefoot.  From them, too, I heard for the first time about the angel of 

death and about demons and ghosts.  In spite of the fears this produced in me, I was 

happy to have friends and be free.

Jula returned a week later.  She now told her brother that I was the daughter of 

her employers and gave him some money.  In the meantime my father had managed to 

get a birth certificate for me in the name of Helena Jurek, and I was to be introduced 

as their niece.  But the confusion with the names aroused the suspicions of the 

neighbors, who thought anyway I looked like the daughter of a well-to-do family, not 

likely to belong to the Jureks.  My Polish was too polished and my behavior was not 

like that of a peasant’s daughter.  Also, after Jozek received the money he invited 

friends and neighbors to a big party and gave them free beer.  The guests, who 

thoroughly enjoyed the party, soon made a connection between Jozek’s sudden 

largesse and the new little girl who had come to live with them, and came to the 

inevitable conclusion that I was Jewish.  When some people asked who I was and 

started to hint that I may be Jewish, Jozek got scared.  He decided to take me back to 

Lvov.

Meanwhile, Jula and her niece Staszka had fled from the brother-in-law and 

were living in an apartment of their own.  I joined them and was introduced to 

strangers as Jula’s niece.  Jula continued to work in the launderette and used to take 

me with her to work in the morning.  One day I discovered that one of the laundresses 

was an assistant of my teacher in kindergarten where I had learned before the German 

occupation.  She did not recognize me, but I recognized her.  I whispered the bad 

news to Jula, who decided that it would be better that I wait for her at home every 

day.

Each morning Jula and Staszka went out to work and I was left alone in the 

house with only two books to keep me occupied and amused.  I read them again and 

again from cover to cover.  Another way I used to occupy myself was by sitting on the 

windowsill and watching the trains going back and forth along the nearby railway 

track.  I saw soldiers going to the front and others coming back wounded.

One day Jula took me to visit my mother in the sewing workshop right outside 

the Janowska camp.  I have no idea how this was possible; apparently people could 

walk freely in and out of the workshop.  Mother and I did not dare to embrace, but I 

saw the excitement on her face.  By the way, the Jewish cemetery was nearby and we 

saw that it had already been completely destroyed.
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After a while Jula took me to visit her younger brother, Franek, who lived in 

the town of Brody.  He was married and the father of a boy my age, Staszek.  I played 

with the boy and was happy to be with someone of my own age, at last.  But the 

“summer camp” ended two weeks later, when I returned to Lvov.

Sometimes, when Jula was at work, I went to play with the neighbors’ 

children upstairs.  One day a German acquaintance of theirs came to visit them.  He 

was bald and fattish, and wanted to adopt me.  He started to ask the Ukrainian 

neighbors, “Who is this girl?”  They told him that I was a relative of Jula’s and that 

my parents worked in Germany.  He called for Jula and asked her to allow him and 

his wife to adopt me.  Jula explained that she could not agree because she was not my 

mother.

Even though Jula was a devoted Christian, she never tried to convert me to 

Christianity, or baptize me.  She was a brave and honest person, and did not want to 

do anything drastic without the consent of my parents.  I personally was ready to 

convert.  I went to church with her, believed in Jesus and in Holy Mary and prayed to 

them.

One day mother arrived at the apartment.  She had managed to escape from 

Janowska camp with the help of her friends, who staged a noisy fight at the entrance 

to the bathhouse in town, where the women who worked in the sewing workshop 

were allowed to go to once a week.  The German and Ukrainian guards intervened in 

the fight among the women and in those minutes my mother made her escape.  

Mother told me that this had been her second attempt to escape.  The first one had 

failed and had almost cost her her life.  She had a friend, whose work was to clean the 

offices of the Germans in the camp.  From there it was possible to go directly out into 

the street.  One evening this friend gave my mother a key to one of the offices, but 

while mother was trying to open the door one of the German commanders arrived.

“What are you doing here?” he demanded.

Without hesitation, my mother said that she came to clean the place.

“So late at night?” he wondered.  “Very well!  We shall check it tomorrow morning.”

My mother was extremely lucky, because that same night the officer had an 

appendicitis attack and was taken to hospital.

Mother gave up trying to escape through the offices and decided instead to try 

from the bathhouse.  This attempt went well, but it was a dangerous venture since she 

had no papers, only a forged Russian passport, which she did not dare to use.  Jula 

suggested that my mother should stay in the apartment and if a stranger came she 
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should hide behind the big mirror that stood in the corner of the room.  Jula knew very 

well that she was risking her life.

Two weeks later my father arrived at the apartment as well.  He told us that 

German soldiers had arrived at the camp and had started to shoot prisoners.  He 

understood that a decision had been taken to liquidate the camp and made a run for it.  

A Ukrainian guard in the watch tower saw him and shot at him, but luckily father got 

away safely.  This was November 1943, when, Janowska camp was actually 

liquidated.

For a few months we lived together.  I was free to go out using my fake 

identity, but my parents had to hide.  Whenever a stranger came, my father would go 

into a closet and my mother would stand behind the mirror.  The neighbor next door 

heard the noises and asked, “Why are there strange noises every time someone visits 

you?”

One day I heard a thief breaking into the neighbors’ apartment.  He broke the 

lock and made a terrible noise.  I wanted to shout at him to go away, but my parents 

were afraid that he would hurt me and stopped me from shouting.  In the evening, 

when the neighbors came back and saw what had happened in their apartment, they 

complained to me. “Did you not hear the noise?” they asked.  “No,” I said, and could 

not look them in the eyes.

There were no toilets in the apartment, which made our ablutions very tedious. 

Since my parents could not leave the apartment, I used to take their urine out in 

bottles and they burned their feces in the stove.

Two months before my mother’s birthday I started to collect sweets that were 

given to me on various occasions.  On her actual birthday I arranged the collection of 

cookies and candies on a plate, presented it to my mother and said, “Mazal Tov, 

mama”  (“Congratulations, mother”).  She looked at me and I saw that her eyes were 

filled with tears.  Then she said, “Thank you, you can eat all the sweets.”

At first we had some money, which we had left when we moved from  the 

ghetto, but it soon ran out.  Nevertheless Jula kept us without receiving payment.  She 

did not complain, even though she lived on a small wage as a laundress.

During that period Staszka had a boyfriend who used to visit her in the 

apartment.  He had been a friend of her previous lover, who was killed in action.  At 

first he came to comfort her, but in time they became friends.  Since it was winter she 

did not want to go outside and stayed in bed with her boyfriend sitting next to her.  

Sometimes they talked for hours and all the while my father was hiding in the closet.  
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I was afraid that he would suffocate in there.  Mother was behind the mirror and 

sometimes the man would go to the mirror to comb his hair and I almost died of 

fright.  On Easter night he came to visit.  He was drunk and wanted me to drink too, 

and forced me to drink vodka.  My parents were hiding in their regular places and 

heard everything that was going on, but could do nothing.  Years later my mother told 

me that she could not forgive Staszka for her stupidity and her behavior during those 

days.

The neighbors began to suspect that something was going on in the apartment, 

especially after an incident involving mother.  One evening my mother had to go and

get money from a family she knew.  She returned after dark and the janitor saw her 

sneak into the building.  She came to the apartment and asked, “Who is visiting you?”  

My mother was already hiding behind the mirror and Jula answered, “They probably 

went to another apartment; there is no visitor here.”  The janitor left, but we could see 

that she did not believe Jula.

In the spring of 1944 Jula’s sister-in-law from Brody came to visit in the 

apartment.  She knew that my parents were hiding there and alarmed Jula and Staszka 

by saying:  “If the Germans find them here, they will torture them and you too.  I have 

seen these things with my own eyes.”

Jula broke down and asked my parents to leave the apartment.  They left and 

she sat on the bed and wept: “Moje Panstwo! Moje Panstwo!”  (“My masters! My 

masters!”).  I went to sit next to her. We hugged each other and I did not know 

whether she should comfort me or I should comfort her.

But it turned out to be a stroke of luck, because a few days later one of the 

neighbors came to the apartment, totally drunk.  He knocked on the door, came inside 

insisting that his wife was hiding with us.  Jula tried to convince him that he was 

wrong but he persisted, turning over everything that he could lay his hands on, and he 

looked inside the closet and behind the mirror too.  We had a feeling that he was sent 

by the neighbors who thought that something suspicious was going on in our 

apartment.  I believed it was a miracle that my parents were no longer there.

In the meantime my mother answered an advertisement in a newspaper for a 

nanny in exchange for lodging and food.  She introduced herself as Polish to the 

woman, who was divorced with two small children.  The lady did not ask too many 

questions and did not want to see any papers.  From time to time Jula and I would 

visit my mother, who explained that Jula was her sister and I was Jula’s daughter.  

The lady of the house did not suspect anything and would even say very innocently, 
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“The girl looks more like your child than Jula’s…” She had no idea that this was the 

truth and certainly did not suspect that we were Jews.

Some very awkward and perilous situations arose while my mother was in this 

woman’s employ.  For instance, sometimes her ex-husband did not pay alimony on 

time and, not wanting to go herself, she would ask my mother to go to his office to 

ask for the money.  The trouble was that he worked in a German office and my 

mother had to risk going there.  Another tricky situation arose when there was not 

enough money in the house.  My mother suggested preparing doughnuts and selling 

them at the market and the lady liked the idea very much.  They made a large 

quantity, and then the woman suddenly asked my mother to sell them on the street.  

This was too dangerous, since someone in the town might identify mother.  So she 

convinced her employer to sell the doughnuts herself while mother took care of the 

children.

My father’s situation was much worse.  He had nowhere to hide, and moved 

from one yard to another trying to survive.  One day we met in a public park and he 

said to me, “I so much want to live!”  I promised him that I would try to convince Jula 

to let him come back to the apartment.  I was sure that she would agree, because she 

used to ask me, “What has happened to your father?  Where is he hiding?”  But we 

had no time to bring him back, because the next day he was caught.  I saw him being 

led away by two Ukrainians on one of the main streets.  I ran away, terrified, feeling 

sure that he would be killed.  When Jula came back I cried and told her what had 

happened.

To my great surprise and joy I got word from him after two weeks.  Later I 

heard what had happened.  The Germans had caught him and then allowed their dogs 

to savage him.  He was badly wounded from their bites and was sent to a detention 

house.  There, wounded and beaten, he had decided to swallow a poison pill, which he 

had kept for an occasion such as this.  But some Germans came in just then and took 

away his cyanide pill.  He was sent back to Janowska camp, where there was still 

some activity.  My father told me that Simon Wiesenthal, the famous Nazi hunter, 

was there at the same time.

Summer came.  I told my mother that I was bored and she suggested that I 

take the tram, go to the last station and come back a few hours later.  This is how I 

used to spend my time.

That same summer of 1944 Jula had a vacation from her work and we traveled 

together again to Przemysl.  This time we stayed with Jula’s younger brother, who 
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had moved with his family from Brody to Przemysl.  They lived in a house near the 

railway station and we could see the scores of wounded German soldiers on their way 

to the hospitals, so we knew the German army was suffering heavy casualties.

And then, while we were in Przemysl, the whole area was taken over by the 

Russians.  On the last night of the German occupation we saw Germans soldiers burn 

down factories and other buildings, to leave ‘scorched earth’ behind them.  Battles 

and shooting went on really close to us.  I hid in the shelter with other children and 

adults.

A Russian soldier who appeared in the house symbolized the end of the 

occupation for me.  He was rather old and wore worn-out boots.  “In these boots I 

walked three hundred kilometers,” he told us.  He looked miserable and I thought to 

myself, “Is this how my savior looks?”

While I was in Przemysl the Germans decided to liquidate the Janowska camp 

completely.  By that time the Germans were already afraid to commit mass murder so 

they started to put the last prisoners on board a train to take them westwards.  

Somehow my father managed to escape again and reached the apartment.  Staszka got 

very scared and ran out to call my mother, who found an excuse to leave her employer 

and come to the apartment.  Staszka introduced her to the janitor as her relative and 

left.  She worked as a nurse in a hospital and decided to stay there for the night.  But 

father had no false identity, so he had to hide till the Russians took over the town.

The fighting was heavy, from house to house, face to face.  Germans entered 

Jula’s apartment in order to shoot out of the window.  Luckily they did not discover 

my father, but clearly he could not remain in the apartment any longer.  As a way of 

sneaking him out my mother covered herself with a large blanket and my father hid 

behind her.  This way they went down to the basement where the coal was kept.  

Father stayed there till the Germans withdrew from Lvov. 

For us the war ended when the Red Army entered the city. I returned to Lvov 

with Jula and joined my parents.  It was then that my parents learned that my brother 

had been murdered.  My mother went to the village of Plochow to find out what had 

happened.  From the local people she learned that the camp had been liquidated on 

one single day in the summer of 1943.  The Germans had murdered all the prisoners 

held there.

My mother never came to terms with the loss.  She kept tormenting herself 

that she had survived while he had perished.  She was angry with herself for not 

persuading him to escape from Plochow while it was still possible.  But my brother 
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had not wanted to escape, and the truth was that there was no certainty that his 

chances of survival in the ghetto were better than in the labor camp.  She blamed 

herself that she had not bribed anyone to get him out of the camp, even though she 

had no hiding place for him.  She never accepted his death.  At first she still kept 

hoping that one day he would appear, but as time passed and with the knowledge that 

he had perished her grief deepened.  She would weep, especially on his birthdays and 

on the day she thought that he had been murdered.  I, too, had difficulty grasping that 

he was gone.  During the first years I used to dream about him and continued to 

imagine that one day I would come back home from school and find my brother, safe 

and sound.

Many more members of my family perished during the Holocaust.  My 

grandfather, my father’s father, together with his whole family were murdered by the 

Germans, probably when all the Jews of Galicia were exterminated in 1942 or 1943.  

My grandmother, my father’s mother, Hana Kohn, did not agree to go with the rest of 

the Jews of Buczacz when the Nazis started to deport them.  She simply informed her 

family that she would stay in bed.  Later we learned that Nazi soldiers had murdered 

her in the house.  My aunt Berta, my father’s sister, was also murdered in Buczacz.  

My cousin Toncia and her little daughter Lencia, who was only two years old, 

perished with her. 
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AFTER   THE   WAR

When the war was over, Jews who had survived started to gather in Lvov.  For 

about ten months we lived in the city with two other Jewish families.  Life at home 

was similar to a kibbutz: there was one bathroom and one kitchen, and any Jew who 

arrived at our home would get a meal, some help and a kind word.  Only very few had 

survived, and we were like brothers and sisters.

We heard about awful tragedies, and gradually the whole picture of the 

Holocaust wrought on our people became clearer.  We lived with a man whose wife 

and five daughters had been murdered in their apartment.  Another girl, who had been 

saved thanks to a Polish farmer, also lived with us.  He pursued her after the war but 

she declined his offer of marriage.  One evening we were sitting around the table 

eating and he came in and tried to convince her to go with him to the west, meaning to 

Poland.  The girl refused.  The next morning he came again to our door and tried to 

persuade her once more.  When he saw that she had not changed her mind, he pulled 

out a pistol and shot himself dead.  The adults were shocked.

Every day we learned about more people who had perished and dear ones who 

were gone.

Among those who visited the house, we discovered, by chance, a relative of 

ours.  A man arrived and introduced himself as Pasternak.  We found out that his real 

name was Wind and that he was the brother of my cousin’s husband.  He told us that 

he had been assigned to the “Sonderkommando”, the group whose task it was to burn 

the bodies of the Jews who had been shot in the Valley of Death – Piaski.

In September 1944 I started at a Polish school in the Ukrainian Republic.  I 

entered third grade, and with me there were only two other Jewish girls.  The level of 

the class was low because many Polish children had not gone to school during the war 

and most of them did not know how to read.  My reading was already good and I 

became the teacher’s favorite.  When the teacher learned that I was Jewish, she told 

me that her sister had saved the life of a Jew and that they had married.  This young 

man, too, started to visit us at home.

During that period I joined the “Pioneers”, the communist pre-youth 

movement.  We swore loyalty to the state and to its leader, Stalin.

Jula continued to come every day to cook for us.

My father started a business and would go to Czernowitz to buy and sell 

goods.  So some of the discussions at home were about trade, but more often they 
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were about plans for the future.  My parents managed to save a little money and it was 

clear that they did not intend to stay in Lvov under communist rule.

A great migration of people started after the new borders were established.  In 

May of 1945 we moved to Krakow and lived there until December of that year.  From 

Krakow we moved to Wroclaw (Breslau).  Together with a partner my parents opened 

a store.  It started as a store for second-hand goods, which the Germans had sold when 

they left and the Poles had bought when they took over the city.  Afterwards it 

became a regular clothes store.

For several months I went to a Jewish school where Polish was the language 

of instruction.  Among other things we studied Hebrew and learned about the land of 

Israel – “Palestinography”.  After a while, though, the headmaster was dismissed and 

replaced by a communist.  The teaching of Hebrew and “Palestinography” stopped 

and the language of instruction in school became Yiddish.  We protested strongly but 

nothing helped, not even a short strike organized by the students.  I understood that 

this was not the right place for me and switched to a regular Polish school.

In the Polish school religion was also taught.  One day a priest came into the 

classroom and asked, “Is there anyone here who is not Catholic?”  I was the only one 

who stood up.

The priest asked, “What is your religion?”

“The religion of Moses,” I answered.  From all around me I heard whispers, 

“Zydowka, Zydowka” (a Jewish girl).  Only then did they discover that I was Jewish.

Although I was already eleven years old, I still played with dolls with two of 

my good friends, probably because I didn’t have any toys during the war.  I studied 

Hebrew, English and read books.  But, most importantly, I joined the Zionist youth 

movement Gordonia.  My English teacher told me that in the building where she lived 

there was a club for Zionist youth:  “They have various activities, and play ping-pong.  

It will be good for you to join them,” she said encouragingly.

I was happy in the movement.  I was very eager to learn about the Zionist 

ideas for the revival of the Jewish people, about our historic right to the land and 

about the establishment of a Jewish State for the Jewish people.

In April of 1948 the great monument commemorating the uprising of the 

Warsaw ghetto was inaugurated and we went to the ceremony with the Gordonia 

movement.  The whole area had been ruined and the ghetto totally destroyed; it 

looked like a wasteland.  Today the area has been rebuilt - ugly, new gray housing 

projects have been erected on the ruins of the ghetto.  The street names have been 
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kept as before and at certain places there are signs to indicate where incidents took 

place in the ghetto.

My parents had to decide whether to go to Israel or to America.  We had a visa 

for the United States, where we had family, but my cousin Eva and my father’s 

brother, Ephraim, were living in Israel.  Ephraim had signed me up for the children’s 

supplement of a religious daily newspaper in Israel.  Every week I received the 

newspaper in the mail.  I did not understand what it said, but admired the pictures.

Israel was still in the midst of the War of Independence.  Undoubtedly, my 

parents were concerned about finding themselves in yet another war with bombings 

and uncertainty.  But I was already an enthusiastic Zionist.  The values and ideas I had 

acquired in the movement had a profound impact on me and I did not want us to go to 

America.  My parents took my wishes into consideration and, combined with the fact 

that we had close relatives in Israel, they decided to immigrate to Israel.

We traveled to Paris and from there to Marseilles.  We stayed in a house 

outside the city and waited for the ship.  A few days later we boarded a huge ship –

“Atzmaut”, meaning “Independence”.  It seemed strange to me that I could not hold a 

conversation with the other passengers.  They came from Morocco and among them 

was a girl I liked, but we could not speak to each other.  She knew French and I knew 

English and a little French yet I felt closer to her than to any of the non-Jewish Polish 

children with whom I had played in the past.

On January 11, 1949, we arrived in Israel.
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THE   LAND   OF   OUR   ANCESTORS

The ship slowly approached the port of Haifa.  At four or five in the morning I 

went up on deck.  It was winter and still dark.  The lights of the city of Haifa twinkled 

on Mount Carmel.  For me it was the most beautiful sight in the world.  I stood on the 

deck, excited and happy.  The sun’s first rays started to bathe my new homeland in a 

gentle light.  I pinched my arm and said to myself,  “I, the girl from the ghetto, I am 

alive!  My dream has come true, I have lived to reach my homeland.”

Entry into the country took hours, almost a whole day.  Representatives from 

the Absorption Ministry came on board and the adults began to fill out forms; the 

bureaucratic process was painfully slow.  Suddenly I noticed a man walking on the 

quay asking about the Kohn family.

“I am Kohn,” I shouted.

It was Joshua Wind, my cousin Eva’s husband.  He was a taxi driver and 

helped us through customs, which saved us another long wait.  He and Eva had 

brought their six-year old son Shalom with them.  Shalom was the first Israeli-born 

person I had ever met.  They took us to Petach Tikva, a town near Tel Aviv, to the 

home of uncle Ephraim and aunt Peppa (Pesia).  Eva did not want to let go of me and 

took me to their home.  There I met their little daughter, Michal.  I was excited to be 

with my relatives.

With my long stockings, I looked like a typical newcomer, as no self-

respecting Israeli-born girl would wear anything like that.  Eva quickly took care of 

my appearance and first thing in the morning she gave me a pair of short socks, so 

that no one would notice that ‘I am not from here’.

Before long my parents had rented a store on Sheinkin Street in Tel Aviv and 

we lived in a small room on nearby Feierberg Street, in an apartment with two other 

families where we were not allowed to use the kitchen.

Following my uncle’s recommendation, my father signed me up in a religious 

school for girls on Melchet Street.  I had to pass an exam and the principal decided 

that I was at ninth grade level.  The girls in the class accepted me gladly.  When my 

father wanted to pay for my tuition, the principal insisted on payment for the whole 

year, which had started on the Jewish New Year in September.  By now it was 

February and my father could not afford to pay for the previous months and did not 

understand why he should pay for those months in which we were not even in the 

country.  Unfortunately, nothing could be done about it and I was taken out of this 
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school and sent to a secular secondary school called “Herzlia Gymnasium”.  There I 

was assigned to the eighth grade and I felt like a stranger in my new school.  My 

classmates were a clannish group of snobbish boys and girls from well-to-do families.  

I, of course, wanted to be like the Israel-born children.  I learned the language 

quickly, but that was not enough to guarantee acceptance. Whenever someone wanted 

to compliment me, they would say, “You hardly look like a refugee!!”  At that time 

newcomers to Israel were still treated with pity and sometimes even contempt because 

the Israelis saw them as relics of the old Jewish way of life in poor little shtetls (small 

Jewish towns or villages) of Eastern Europe, which their parents had left behind and 

were not proud of.  A long time passed till I felt ‘one of the crowd’.
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THE   SURVIVORS

Very few members of either the Halber or the Kohn families survived the war.  

My father’s eldest brother Ephraim and his wife Pepa (Pesia) had immigrated to Israel 

(then British-held Palestine) before the Second World War in the 1930s.  They had 

four children:  Joseph, who died of some illness; Mina Ben-Shahar, today a gifted 

artist who lives in Jerusalem and is a mother of three and a grandmother; David, who 

lives in Ramat Hasharon, has two daughters and is a grandfather; and Hedva who 

lives close to where I live, has three daughters and is a grandmother.  When I came to 

Israel only Mina still knew how to speak Polish because she was thirteen years old 

when she arrived in the country.  Her younger siblings had forgotten the language.  

Hedva remembers that she did not want to speak in Polish with her mother and used 

to say to her, “Please don’t talk to me in your language.”

Fishel, Toncia’s brother, served in the Red Army during the war and came to 

Israel at approximately the same time as we did, in 1949.  He went to live in Petach 

Tikva and had three children.  His eldest son studied in a Yeshiva, a religious high 

school; his daughter is married to a Yeshiva student.  Fishel died a few years ago.

Another distant relative is Zila, the daughter of my father’s cousin.  She is an 

Auschwitz survivor.  She was saved thanks to Count Folke Bernadotte, a cousin of the 

king of Sweden, who convinced Himmler, the head of the Nazi Gestapo, to free 

thousands of prisoners from concentration camps.  She came to Israel at the same time 

as we did and we are in close contact.

On my mother’s side only my cousin, Eva Wind, survived. She lives in 

Atlanta in the United States.  There are also a few other distant relatives who 

survived.
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CLOSING   CIRCLES

The first time I planned to go back to Lvov was in 1990, to a lawyers’ 

convention to be held in Krakow.  The program included tours to visit other towns in 

Poland and in the Soviet Union.  However, on the evening when our group met prior 

to departure, we heard about the Iraqi invasion of Kuwait and Sadam Hussein’s threat 

to attack Israel with missiles.  Shortly after that the Gulf War broke out.  A sense of 

uncertainty swept over us and we had an uneasy, heavy feeling that very grave things 

may happen again.  On the other hand, some people felt like many had felt before the 

Second World War when we had been so complacent, not believing that the Nazis 

would actually harm us personally.  Maybe this time we were not taking Sadam’s 

threats seriously enough.  I so much wanted to go back to Poland as an independent, 

proud citizen of the Jewish State, but instead I felt threatened again.  We decided to 

cancel the trip.

In 1991 my mother received an invitation from the Yad Vashem Holocaust 

memorial museum in Jerusalem to attend the inauguration ceremony of a model of a 

monument to commemorate the Jews of Lvov.  I went to the ceremony instead of her, 

with my husband and another couple.  During the ceremony we were told that the plan 

was to inaugurate the actual monument in Lvov in the near future.  We decided to go 

to this ceremony in Lvov, which was to take place in the summer of 1992.

During that summer we also visited the town of Lipno, where my husband 

Joel’s parents were born.  Joel himself was born in Israel, but his parents had told him 

about the way of life in Lipno.  The town is located not far from Warsaw, and a lively 

Jewish community existed there before the war.  When we told my mother-in-law that 

we intended to visit Lipno, she objected, saying  “Everyone perished, maybe one son 

of one of the Jews is still there.  For us it is a cemetery, not a town.”  But when we 

arrived there Joel was excited.  The town of his parents’ stories and of his imagination 

suddenly became real, although different. There were no Jews.

We also visited Vienna, where I wanted to find the grave of my grandfather, 

Shlomo Halber.  I knew that he had been buried in 1915 in the great cemetery of 

Vienna.  Unfortunately we did not have enough time and I did not find the grave.  But 

for me Lipno and Vienna were not of major importance.  What I really wanted was to 

go back to those places where I had been during the war.  Only then would I be able 

to close the circle of my life.
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We started in Wroclaw, where we met Staszka, by now an old woman.  

Together with her we visited the grave of Jula, who had saved our lives.  Then we 

went to the house where we had lived before our immigration to Israel.  That evening, 

in the hotel, there was a group of German tourists who had come on a ‘find your 

roots’ trip to Breslau, a town that was once part to Germany.  They got drunk and 

started singing German songs.  I looked at them knowing that I had nothing to be 

afraid of, that they had no control over my future; that I was a free person from a 

strong, independent state.  Nevertheless….

From Wroclaw we went to Krakow.  In the city’s square I looked for the store 

my parents had owned, but could not find it.  From there we went to Auschwitz, as 

part of an international group of tourists.  It has been turned into a museum.  There are 

no words to describe the horror of the place.  My sorrow and melancholy grew more 

acute in Birkenau, where the crematorium is still intact.  The knowledge that this was 

an industry of death never leaves you.  Members of the group walked around with red 

eyes:  I saw emotional Americans, stunned Japanese and one young Italian woman 

who wept.  But I could not cry.

We visited Warsaw and from there took a plane to Lvov.  I did not weep there 

either.  It was strange because a few years earlier I had flown across Ukraine at night 

and at some point the pilot had announced that the lights we saw below were the city 

of Lvov.  I was very moved then.  Apparently I had changed over the years.  I was 

quiet and restrained wherever we went. 

Members of the Union of Lvovians in Israel had organized the visit to Lvov 

and, naturally, we became friendly with some people in the group.  Everyone carried a 

tragic personal story and sad memories.  Personally, I was worried that I would not be 

able to fulfill the promise I had made to my mother, which was to find out what had 

happened to my brother.  The hotel we stayed in was very dingy; in fact, we found the 

whole of Lvov very run-down.  During that week the Ukraine celebrated its first Day 

of Independence after the collapse of the Soviet Union and many Ukrainians came 

from abroad to visit their homeland.  In the dining hall of the hotel hung a huge 

banner that read, “Welcome home heroes!”  I looked at the banner in disgust.  These 

so-called ‘heroes’ were none other than the “Banderowcy”, past members of anti-

Semitic Ukrainian gangs.  I was unable to stay in the hotel; all I wanted was to go out 

and see the town.  The names of the streets had been changed after the Russian 

occupation, so I asked our guide to help me find the house on 28 Blacharska Street, 

where I had once lived.  I remembered that it was near the Market Square, the central 
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square of the town.  Together with the guide and some friends we took the streetcar to 

the Market Square.  I found the house and met the Ukrainians who are living there 

today.  They were polite and invited me in, but I could not sit down in the apartment.  

I felt as if I had arrived from another planet, from another age.  I looked around.  

Everything had remained the same.  Even some of the furniture looked familiar.

“I remember that when I lived here the toilets were outside.  Where are they 

now?” I asked.

“They are still outside, in the same place,” they answered, and I felt as if time 

had stood still in Lvov.  The local people we met were polite, but mainly because they 

wanted to buy American dollars from us.

The organizers of the ceremony arranged a memorial evening in the town’s 

large theater.  I recalled that my mother had told me that her parents had owned a 

store across the street from the theater.  That evening speeches were made about the 

importance of erecting the monument and the importance of remembering what had 

happened.  Representatives of the Habad movement, for their part, talked about 

bringing people closer to Judaism.  The speeches were in both Ukrainian and Yiddish.

On Friday we visited the synagogue.  Today there is a Jewish community in 

Lvov, but these Jews have come from Russia.  There are no Jews remaining in Lvov 

who were born there before the Second World War.

Our hosts showed us the town and took us to the place where the Janowska 

camp had once stood.  Today it is a prison and we could not see anything behind its 

walls.  Not far from Janowska we visited Piaski, the sandy area where hundreds of 

thousands of Lvov’s Jews were shot dead.  I was extremely moved and stood on the 

hill looking at the Valley of Death was below.  No gravestones, no signs, nothing to 

commemorate the hundreds of thousands of people who been murdered there.  Belzec 

and Piaski have become synonyms for death. I asked my husband to take a 

photograph of me, “Take my picture, so that everybody can see that I am alive.”  I had 

been so close to being  killed there, and there I was – alive!  We also visited the 

railway station from where Jews were taken to the crematoria at Belzec.

In order to try and fulfill my mother’s wish we decided to go to Plochow, the 

labor camp where my brother had been murdered.  Plochow is close to the town of 

Zloczow.  We walked around in Zloczow and asked people the way to the village of 

Plochow, but no one had heard of it.  Finally we realized that the Ukrainians 

pronounce the name differently – Plichiv.  The village was some kilometers away 

from Zloczow.  When we arrived there we saw some people who were on their way to 
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church.  I approached one of the older women and asked, “Do you know where the 

German camp was?”

“The one where the Jews were imprisoned?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“Right next to my house, the prisoners used to walk around in the evening and 

beg for bread.”

“Do you know what happened to them?”

“There were more than a thousand Jewish prisoners.  One day the Germans 

killed all of them in the open field, and then buried them,” she said pointing to the 

field.  I could not hold back my tears any more.

My husband said Kaddish, the mourners’ prayer:

‘Glorified and sanctified be God’s great Name…  He who makes peace, and with His 

mercy brings peace upon us and upon the whole of Israel. Amen.’
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In Lvov I met Professor Jacob Honigsman, who is doing research into the 

extermination of Lvov’s Jews.  He had no knowledge of the Plochow camp, but was 

not surprised to learn about it from us.  In his estimation there had been about seventy 

other labor camps like Plochow in that area, only some of which were familiar to him.  

The whole issue of labor camps in the area has not yet been researched and, sadly, no 

evidence remains.  Most of the prisoners were murdered and only very few survived.  

I did, however, manage to find some testimonies at Yad Vashem, the most important 

of which was given by someone we knew, Dr. Halperin, who had been a prisoner in 

Plochow together with my brother.  From him I learned that the task of most prisoners 

had been to repair damaged railway tracks.

The ceremony unveiling Lvov’s monument was impressive.  Hundreds of 

people from the town and from abroad came and moving speeches were made.  At 

night, in the hotel, the Ukrainian band played national folk songs and also a Hassidic 

‘sherale’, and people danced.  Everything was so surrealistic.  I could not believe that 

this was happening, and could not stop thinking about Shlomo.  I had fulfilled the 

promise I had made to my mother.  I had found the place where my brother had been 

murdered and had also visited the land of my lost, tragic childhood.  But I am still not 

at peace with myself.  I know where Shlomo is buried, I know that many other victims 

are buried with him, but there are no gravestones, nor is there any monument 

commemorating them.  I hope that one day some public body will decide to 

commemorate the unknown victims of the Plochow labor camp, one of many similar 

camps.  Only then shall I know that the promise I gave to my mother – the 

commemoration of Shlomo – has been properly kept.
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As I finish writing, I have fulfilled another promise, which was to make sure 

that the memory is perpetuated.  I came to the conclusion that it is my duty to relate 

the saga of suffering and destruction that I, my family and my people went through in 

the ghetto and the city of Lvov and to tell of the criminal acts of the German 

murderers and their collaborators.  I felt that I owe this to the innocent people who 

were murdered in the Holocaust.  Their sin was only one – they were born Jews.

We must never forget to what terrible and chilling abyss humankind fell, lest it 

should happen again.  It is important that we are never again made to feel like terrified 

insects.  It is important that we are never again a hunted people, without a homeland, 

without an army, without the ability to defend ourselves.

I have written my testimony in memory of those who were murdered and also 

for the coming generations.  I hope that my story will encourage the young generation 

and generations to come to be aware, so that nothing like the Holocaust ever occurs 

again.

From time to time, in moments of happiness, I still pinch myself, not believing 

that I have had the good fortune to stay alive, to come to Israel, and to build a family, 

together with my husband Joel.  I feel that this is how I defeated the Germans.

All that remains for me to do is to wish my loved ones --

Many happy years of health, joy and success.
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EPILOGUE

ABOUT   THE   AUTHOR   AND   HER   FAMILY

Nava Ruda, nee Kohn, studied in the Herzlia high school until 1953.  After 

finishing her studies she worked for a shipping company and in the evenings studied 

at the School of Law and Economics, that later became the Tel Aviv University.  She 

graduated with a BA degree in political science and worked as a travel agent until 

2000.

Nava’s parents settled in Israel, opened a store and made a good living.  Her 

father, Itzhak Kohn, died of an illness in 1972 at the age of seventy-three.  Her 

mother, Rosa Kohn, nee Halber, passed away at the age of ninety-seven, in October 

1996.

Julia (Jula) Jurek, the family’s nanny and housekeeper in Lvov, who saved 

Nava’s life, died of old age in 1970 in Wroclaw.  Staszka Jurek, Jula’s niece, passed 

away in 1996 at the age of eighty-two.  Neither of them ever married.

Nava inscribed Jula’s name in the list of the ‘Righteous of the Nations’ at Yad 

Vashem, where an official honorary document was issued in Jula’s name.  Her niece, 

Staszka, received the document in her name during an impressive ceremony held in 

Wroclaw.

On December 29, 1957, Nava married Joel Ruda, a lawyer.  They are the 

parents of three sons:  Gil, Yoav and Yaron.  Gil married Monica on September 12, 

1989.  They have two children: Lian and Ido - Joel’s and Nava’s first grandchildren.  
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PHOTOGRAPHS

My mother, Rosa Kohn,  nee Halber.

Before the war, with my brother Shlomo.  On vacation in the summer, and in the 
public park in Lvov in the winter.

My brother, Shlomo Kohn, at the age of twelve;  Lvov, 1939.

Jula Jurek, my Polish nanny, my noble savior.

Twelve years old, at the end of the war.

The people Jula saved:  my mother Rosa, myself and my father Itzhak Kohn, 
Wroclaw, 1946.

At Gil’s Bar Mitzva, with the two grandmothers and the nanny, 1975.

The house at 28 Blacharska street, where we lived before the war.  With me is a local 
guide.

The monument commemorating the victims of the Nazis at the entrance of the Lvov 
ghetto.

Stashka and I at the grave of Jula in Wroclaw.

The honorary document issued to Jula.

1991 at Piaski – the Valley of Death of the Jews of Lvov.  I was on the way to this 
place and would have been shot too, had it not been for the hand of fortune.  “Take 
my picture, to show that I am alive,” I asked my husband, and again could hardly 
believe it.

The field at Plochow.  The pastoral green hides the horrors that took place there and 
the many victims buried beneath.

With my mother and granddaughter, at the sports club in Ramat Aviv, 1994.

The extended Ruda family, Ramat Aviv, 1997.

With Joel at Yad Vashem, next to the honorary wall commemorating the ‘Righteous 
of the Nations’.  The name of my savior, Julia (Jula) Jurek, is inscribed in the wall.

Map

Lvov and its vicinity.
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