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Background

 







The earthquake that turned European cities
into heaps of ruins soaked in the blood of their inhabitants did
not emerge in all its power as a superior force from the depths of
the underworld. Men himself, on his initiative, created it. At the
beginning of the era, those divided Germanic tribes beat the Romans
in a battle on the banks of the Rhine. The following centuries took
over the parts of Central Europe where France and Spain are today
and established several kingdoms there. The Frankish kingdom lasted
until the beginning of the second millennium AD, and later, they
established the "Holy Roman Empire" of the German Nation, headed by
the "Kaiser," until its disintegration at the beginning of the
eighteenth century. After that, Napoleon established the
confederation of small German states, but after his defeat in
Russia, they turned their backs on him and formed a German alliance
that included Austria and Prussia. Riots that broke out in
Berlin

In 1848 led to the establishment of a
constitutional state out of the disintegrated unification, and
thus, the Second Reich was founded in 1871.

From now on, accelerated industrial
development began with a nation that, by its nature and actions,
proved its ability to compete with great powers in industry as well
as in all fields of culture, in the organization of its
institutions, and in the formation of its army, and experienced a
tremendous economic boom that led it to initiate the First World
War, which lasted four years and claimed 16 million victims, about
half of them civilians, and later led to its economic collapse in
the Great Depression of 1929.

The National Socialist People's Party raised
its head and, under the influence of the vicious anti-Semitic
ideology of a group of thugs who blamed the Jews for Germany's
ills, found themselves dominating the power of terror and hatred
for the Jewish people, who had lived in Europe for two thousand
years and were scattered among the various countries.

In the six years they came to power, Hitler
and his henchmen prepared their country and army for the next war,
"World War II," which would break out on September 1, 1939.

Without any provocation or just cause, the
Germans attacked Poland with a force the world had never known
before, and within a few weeks, Poland fell and was destroyed.
After the aerial bombardment of the populated cities that destroyed
houses and their inhabitants, the army cadres entered, followed by
the SS. They hunted down its Jewish citizens and imprisoned them in
fenced camps surrounded by armed guards that they set up all over
the country, and the mass death in gas chambers, the burning of the
bodies, and the scattering of the ashes began. On the other hand,
the Poles realized they had a unique opportunity to eliminate the
three million Jews who lived among them. Although there were
several hundred "righteous in Sodom," most of them actively or
passively cooperated with the Germans, and the hunting of the Jews
was sometimes done out of greed, hatred, or for a bottle of vodka.
However, the main reason was to steal their neighbors' property,
houses, and assets. Most of Europe was occupied by the Germans,
whose well-oiled war machine was working well, and Jews from all
over Europe were hunted down and taken by train to Poland for their
imprisonment and extermination. Thus, the mass extermination
machine began to operate unprecedentedly in modern human
history.

Why did the Germans establish most
extermination camps and carry out the Jewish genocide on Polish
soil? This question is often asked.



1



The first time in my life that I heard the
term "Holocaust," I was thirteen years old. On my way home from
school, I saw newspaper sellers running down the street and
shouting enthusiastically, "They caught Eichmann. The Mossad caught
the Nazi beast”. I did not know who Eichmann was; I had never heard
of him.

Then, his trial began in Jerusalem. The
trial was broadcast in its entirety, and we were all attached to a
radio transistor without which we did not move anywhere. School was
suspended while the testimonies were being given, and everyone sat
tense and listened.

At the trial, many witnesses’ survivors from
the extermination camp testified for long hours. Some of them broke
down and fainted; some asked for water while giving their testimony
when their throats were hoarse from crying. In his monotonous voice
and gruesome descriptions, the prosecutor on behalf of the state of
Israel, Gideon Hausner, did not conjure up a single image in my
mind. I heard the things, but they were not tangible to me. There
was talk of the "Holocaust of the Jewish people," but the
descriptions were so horrific that the mind refused to absorb them.
Names of entire communities were wiped out—one hundred thousand
here, eighty thousand there—we are talking about hundreds of
thousands, whole towns of women, men, old people, and children. In
one village, the Poles burned to death sixteen hundred people who
were crammed into a barn that was set on fire—Jews, of course—and
in the Lublin ghetto, thousands or tens of thousands, maybe even
hundreds of thousands, were stuffed together. However, where is
Lublin? In addition, what happened to those Jews? Is this man with
the frozen face who sits in the glass cell in the court in
Jerusalem the sole culprit of all these atrocities?

We did not talk about the trial at home, and
my parents did not even listen to the radio; they completely
ignored this event. However, when the news of his kidnapping in
Argentina and smuggling to Israel broke, an entire nation stopped
breathing. At his trial, there was little traffic in the streets;
everything seemed to stand still, and people listened attentive to
the voices heard over the airwaves.

When I heard the opening sentence of the
prosecutor, Hausner on the radio, my blood froze. And so he said:
"Here, where I stand before you, judges of Israel, to start the
trial against Adolf Eichmann, I am not standing alone; there are
six million victims standing with me, but they cannot stand up,
point their finger at the person sitting before us and shout 'I
accuse! Their ashes are piled high on the hills of Auschwitz and
the fields of Treblinka, washed out in the rivers of Poland, and
their graves are scattered across the length and breadth of Europe.
Their blood cries out, but their voice cannot be heard. I will,
therefore, be here instead, and pronounce the terrible indictment
on their behalf."

The trial lasted nine months—nine months of
listening to chilling testimonies, to such cruel and inhumane
descriptions those only sick minds could have invented. Moreover,
everything was always a mystery to me—how did it happen? Whom among
the people I know went through all these horrors? After all, could
an entire nation considered an enlightened and cultured one, that
produced scientists, writers, painters, philosophers, musicians,
and political leaders actively participate in the extermination and
destruction of a population just because of their different faith?
Would it be conceivable that a Jew would kill a Christian or a
Buddhist just because they were members of another religion?
Moreover, why would a Christian kill a Jew? This is not the murder
of one person; it was a cold and calculated plan to activate a
mechanism of mass destruction of an entire nation of millions of
people—whole families, entire villages, city quarters—where Jews
were taken out of their homes, their property was looted, they were
beaten, humiliated, and transported like animals by cattle trains,
Without food and water for days, their hair was cut off, and they
were stripped of their clothes and taken to so-called bathhouses,
where they were locked up and suffocated by gas.

How heartless can humans be in their
cruelty? Apparently, there are no limits to what the person who
becomes a predator is capable of doing, whether it is taking a baby
from its mother's arms and smashing its head against a wall, raping
a girl in front of her family and then smashing her head in with a
rifle butt, hitting an old man with an iron rod, or forcing a group
of people to dig their own graves with their own hands and then
shooting them in the back.

I heard all this at the Eichmann trial and
other horrific descriptions of medical experiments on young girls
that resulted in their dying in agony.

Before that, I did not know about the
genocide that occurred a few years before I was born. My parents,
like the parents of many of the survivor's children born after the
war, probably did not want their children born into a free world,
to carry in their souls the unimaginable anguish of the
Holocaust.

During and after the trial, I tried several
times to ask my parents questions about the war, but the answer was
always, "There's nothing to talk about; it happened, and that's
it," I was not satisfied with those answers. In addition, the
questions started turning in my mind, many questions: Why don't I
have grandparents? Why don't I have uncles and aunts on my father's
side? Moreover, what is the package my father hides in a locked
drawer in his room? I had many questions for which I needed help
getting answers.


Then came the big turning point. One day, a
letter arrived at our house. It was a letter written in Polish from
Toronto, Canada. The excitement was evident on my father's face,
who was not of the "excited" kind, to put it mildly. I heard
half-sentences in Polish, such as "Staszek knows how Izio died,"
and I wondered, what does he know? In addition, who is Izio? On
another occasion, I heard my mother say to my father, "The good
went to the crematories, and the bad survived," and again, her
statement was puzzling to me, as I did not know what she meant or
why she said that.

The questions began to be resolved quickly
only after Uncle Staszek and Aunt Eugenia arrived in Israel from
Canada for their first visit to Israel and were welcomed with open
arms in our tiny apartment. When I said with open arms, I meant
only my father; my mother played her role well, but I already
understood there was no great love between my mother and Aunt
Eugenia.

Aunt Eugenia is the younger sister of my
grandmother Ida, who perished in the Holocaust. As such, she is the
last remnant of my father's family (for now, because another
relative will be discovered later).

Moreover, where does the lack of love
between my mother and Aunt Eugenia comes from? My mother and father
had a strong argument about emigrating from Poland. I understood
that when the war was over, and my parents returned from Russia,
where they met and married, my father would go daily to the Warsaw
Jewish organization to collect information about the survivors,
where he finally found the names of his Uncle Staszek and Aunt
Eugenia. The excited meeting quickly cooled down when the aunt
began to influence my father to immigrate with her to Canada, and
my mother, on the other hand, pulled towards immigrating to the
State of Israel, which had just been recognized by the United
Nations and declared the state of the Jewish people.

After that, a fight developed that got
personal; the aunt claimed that my mother's entire family fled to
Russia at the outbreak of the war and were saved; they were a heavy
burden on my father (this later turned out to be true), but in the
end, the uncles sailed to Canada, my mother took me, the baby, and
my four-year-old brother, her mother, her sister and brother, and
their spouses, and traveled to France by train and from there by
boat to Israel. My father, drafted into the Polish army, stayed
behind in Szczecin, where he worked as a military dentist.

However, most of all, I wanted to hear the
story of the rescue of the uncles because I believed that through
their personal stories, I would learn more about the Holocaust, and
so it was.

One evening, we sat alone, and out of
curiosity, I asked Uncle Staszek to tell me what he saw with his
own eyes—the life in the occupied city of Warsaw and his
experiences. Staszek loved to talk, and above all, he loved to
glorify his actions and his courage by impersonating a Pole. In
this way, he also managed to save his wife's life, who imitated a
severely ill person restricted to her bed, a sentence he often
repeated.

He was excited that I questioned him, and
from his words, I understood that since he arrived in Canada, he
had continued to pretend to be a Polish Christian. Even in distant
Canada, when the war had already been over for about fifteen years,
he had subconsciously not freed himself from the need to hide his
identity.

Being both from the town of Wloszczowa, in
the south-east of Poland, they had no acquaintances in Warsaw, so
when the war first broke out, it was easy for him to rent a small,
dark basement apartment from a devout Christian Pole who lived near
a church on the outskirts of the city. His real name was
Szajkowski, with a familiar Jewish sound, but he immediately
"corrected" his name to Czajkowski, which sounded Polish, just like
the famous Russian-Polish composer, remember? "Swan Lake". His
first name, Staszek, is a nickname for Stanislaw, so when he came
to rent the apartment with a name like that, with about two meters
in height, blue eyes, and chestnut hair, the landlady did not
suspect him in the slightest.

Staszek quickly learned the Christian
prayers and regularly visited the church near his home. Regarding
his wife Eugenia, he told the landlady that she had a stroke, and
as a result, she lies in bed and does not want to get up.
Therefore, when the landlady entered their apartment, Eugenia got
immediately into bed and covered her head while mumbling
meaningless syllables.

Staszek found a job as a forestry engineer
and would go outside the city every morning to supervise the
pruning and thinning of groves and forests around Warsaw. From time
to time, the Germans would stop citizens in the street to check
their documents; he feared that more than anything did because he
knew that if he were arrested, Eugenia would not last, and their
end would be the same.

"There were moments when I really thought
that our end had come," he began to tell, and continued, "one day,
I was walking down a crowded street; it was a heavy winter, and
everyone was wrapped in heavy coats and fur hats on their heads, I
had a wide-brimmed gray hat that slightly hid my face and a coarse
wool scarf that wrapped around my throat and reached to my nose.
There was a checkpoint. I tried to retrace my steps to find an
alternative way, but suddenly, a shout was heard in German; I froze
in place and turned around. I tried to look calm and natural, and
slowly, I approached the armed German, who gave me a penetrating
look. I glanced around for an escape route and naturally took off
my hat. The light fell on my forehead, and I loosened the scarf a
little. A young Polish woman who happened to be passing by and saw
what happened, suddenly came near ,grabbed my arm, and kissed me on
the mouth. The German looked at her and me and shook his head,
knowing that we would pass. We walked arm in arm for about a
hundred paces, and then she cut herself off and continued on her
way without giving me a chance to say a word of thanks,
disappearing down a side alley. I will never know who she was or
why she did what she did.

Another time I knew I had to pass by the
gates of the ghetto that day; I was called to a specific office
nearby. That day I was in a complete panic; I bought chicken
nuggets from a villager who used to bring chicken parts and sell
them on the black market; I removed the skin from the neck and
pulled it over my penis; I was afraid that someone would suspect me
and order me to take off my pants so that they could recognize me
as a Jew due to being circumcised. Fortunately, nothing happened,
and I returned home safe and sound; I'm telling you, and I want you
to know that I didn't tell anyone about this, not even my
wife."

I didn't know whether to believe Staszek;
the story sounded delusional, but who am I to judge whether it was
or wasn't? Everything seemed delusional to me. Still, something
happened that day; I started to dream.

In my dreams, I would recreate all the
stories I heard
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