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The story is based on Israeli judicial protocols, articles, and testimonies published from time to time over the years concerning those who dealt with one of the largest rescue operations for Jews during the Second World War on Hungarian soil under Nazi occupation.

There are major disagreements between various Israeli society elements about how the same figures contributed to the rescue of Jews in Hungary and the extent of their involvement in the rescue.

I do not take a position or side with any factor, and I do not pretend to present my version of what really happened.

In all fairness, it should also be noted that I am not a descendant of Holocaust survivors. I was exposed to this amazing story by chance while at a conference on the Holocaust in Kibbutz Nir Galim. Some of the Holocaust survivors from Hungary now live in this kibbutz and found it necessary to tell it to the general public. In this story, I try to give additional perspectives to the characters, their actions, and their disagreements.

A pseudonym mentions the characters who actively participated in the rescue of the Jews because of their dignity. On the other hand, I have permitted myself to leave in the real names of the figures who participated in the extermination of the Jews and those who collaborated. 

This is the story of the heroism of leaders who have never been recognized for their contribution to the rescue of the Jews and who have been forgotten in the pages of history...
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Forced Labor
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Heavy rain fell on his head in the freezing cold. Pinchas looked sideways and saw a Hungarian soldier harnessing two Jews in a heavy wagon loaded with boxes of ammunition as if they were horses and then gave them an explicit order to pull the wagon with all their might. The wagon was stuck in the mud and refused to move. The soldier reached out and hit one of them with force. "Faster idler, I don't have all day." The Jew fell to the ground, twisted, and screamed in pain, blood dripping from his head.

The soldier aimed his rifle at him. The Jew got up quickly and tried with all his might to pull the cart but to no avail. The soldier shot him, and he died instantly.

Seeing that his efforts had been in vain, he brought two other Jews and tied them to the cart. "Pull by force,” he shouted, and the cart began to move slowly from its place.

The soldier looked at them with abject hatred and pulled the cart with great effort; in his eyes, they were sub-humans, inferior creatures. He yelled at them with his shrill voice, and the cart continued to move lazily.

The night was jet black, the stars were not visible in the sky, light flashes of explosions were seen on the horizon, bullet splashes pierced the darkness, and the cold continued to penetrate the bones and freeze the blood. The clothes Pinchas was wearing were completely wet, worn, dirty, and smelly.

Suddenly, a roar was heard from a Hungarian officer standing nearby. "Hey, you, keep digging, or you'll be taken away from me."

Pinchas was scared and started to dig faster. The canal that formed the main line of defense now seemed deeper but not deep enough.

Another cluster of bombings and explosions now sounded closer. The cries of a fragment of wounded soldiers were heard at a great distance from it. 

Pinchas continued to dig harder; hunger and braiding constantly pestered him, the cold beat him mercilessly, and fatigue was about to subdue him at any moment.

Pinchas tried to stay alert and continued digging. He didn't know how deep he would dig, he imagined until they could barely see his head sticking out.

Sometimes, he would put the shovel on the ground for a short time, waiting for the raindrops to accumulate and collect liquid mixed with mud. Then pick up the shovel without anyone seeing and drinking it in thirst.

A German fighter plane with a black cross emblem in a white circle on the wing passed overhead with a deafening engine buzzing on its way to the battlefield. From time to time, the sky turned red from the lightning of the bombardment.

The Hungarian officer shouted to stop the work and come for food.

Pinchas hadn't eaten for four days. He climbed out of the ditch with the rest of his strength, and within a short time, he was standing in a long queue for food.

A thick-bellied Hungarian soldier with a thick mustache opened a huge pot with soup made mainly of brown water and poured it with the ladle for each turn into a small metal cup, also adding a small piece of stale bread.

"Next," he shouted loudly.

When it was Pinchas' turn, the brown liquid became thicker. He served the metal cup, and the soldier poured the liquid into it and did not give him a piece of bread.

Despite the little he received, Pinchas tried to eat as slowly as possible so as not to finish. 

When the break was over, the harvest shouted, "Go back to work," and the forced laborers quickly returned to their places and continued their work.

Pinchas went back into the canal and took advantage of the fact that no one was paying attention to him, closed his eyes, and fell asleep. After a while, he heard a shot and woke up in a panic, noticing a Jew lying lifeless on the ground next to him.

"Keep on working, you idlers,” called the officer to all the curious, and they soon returned to their activities.

At dawn, the horror became apparent. Dozens of workers' bodies were scattered everywhere, and the foul smell of rot was spreading through the air.

The silence that prevailed in the early hours of the morning was violated, and once again, there were heavy bombardments and an endless barrage of gunfire. Two Hungarian soldiers were killed instantly, and one wounded man groaned in pain after being shot in the stomach.

Days passed, and more victims were killed every day; Pinchas didn't know how long it had been since his arrival, weeks, maybe months. He had lost his sense of time, and time now seemed insignificant. 

Aspiring to the healthy life that preceded the war only sowed salt on his wounds. Pinchas missed his family, his friends, especially Voshik, who made him laugh a lot; he missed spending time in pleasure houses, freedom, abundance, the whole atmosphere. He could almost smell his mother's stews on Saturdays and every other day. He recalled the company his father set up, a glass trading house that had been his life, and how he’d helped run it with his brother. 

Pinchas remembered how one day at lunchtime, he heard a loud knock at the house door. Two Hungarian soldiers came inside, one of them delivered a booklet and called his name out loud and, having identified himself, took him by force from his house. 

How life had turned upside down and suddenly transformed a person with the joy of life into a person without a name, without anything, an inferior creature without value and rights, who struggles daily to maintain a human image and survive in hell, an impossible reality. I wish that all this nightmare will soon end, he said in his heart, but the nightmare only got worse, spreading and threatening. 

Staying alive, it is essential to stay alive, not be broken, and hope for the best, he often said in his heart. 

Suddenly, he heard a voice shouting out loud to him, "Hey, you." Pinchas looked up and saw an officer pointing at him. "You, yes, come here."

Pinchas left the trench, took the shovel with him, and quickly approached him, standing in front of him with a humiliating look at the ground. 

It is forbidden to look at the officer's face; it would end in death in most cases. The officer never hesitated to shoot the employee who was looking at him. He had a kind of murderous look in his eyes; it seemed that he liked to kill Jews as if they were a worthless nuisance to him.

The officer called for about twenty more workers. All of them quickly lined up one after another with their eyes down, then he called for three soldiers and said, "Take them quickly to the remote area near the town of Rostov; the Germans need workers for road construction."

The soldiers made sure the workers were in pairs. Two of them stood at the beginning of the line in the rear-guard, and the third led the convoy and shouted, "Come on, go." 

The workers started to walk; those who failed and fell had to get up quickly and continue walking. Sometimes, their friends supported them and helped them to get up. At best, all those who failed to get up had a blow with the goddess or, at worst, were shot.

Pinchas' shoes were worn out; he suffered from warts on his foot, frostbite, and had difficulty walking, but he knew that if he stopped, or God forbid, fell, it might be the end for him.

The soldier at the back shouted, "Come on, move faster, we don't have all day."

Pinchas sped up his march, but a little later, he got tired and went back to walking at his usual pace.

The walkers crossed a deserted field. Pinchas saw rotten potatoes on the muddy ground and pieces of potato peelings. Apparently, he thought to himself, the German soldiers had passed here before and cleared this field.

Pinchas thought he would bend over and pick up one or two potatoes, even if they were rotten. He looked to the sides to see that no one noticed him, but despite the famine, he decided not to take any chances; if he climbed, he would pay with his life.

The road was long, winding, and muddy. Pinchas couldn't remember how long he had walked or how far he had gone. It started to rain heavily on his head relentlessly. There was nowhere to hide and take shelter. The soldiers kept pushing the forced laborers to march and walk, and anyone who stumbled and fell was shot. 

The marchers crossed deserted groves where death lurked on all sides. The bodies of the Jews in advanced decomposition were seen scattered here and there, on the surface of the muddy ground, a stench coming from them. Pinchas concluded that similar convoys like him must have passed there.

Pinchas was exhausted, his legs tormented to move. Gosha, one of the workers near him, whispered in his ear, "What are you doing? You must go. I will help you."

Gosha placed his hand on Pinchas' shoulder. Pinchas leaned on him, and Gosha helped him walk.

The walkers reached the forest’s outskirts and saw tall trees, some scorched by the ravages of war. They entered and continued walking. The rain continued to fall in great quantities. In the background, thunder and lightning were heard shaking the grey sky.

The forced laborers continued to walk. The rain started to subside until it stopped completely, the muddy ground making it difficult to continue walking.

When they reached the edge of the forest, they noticed an abandoned barn from afar. One of the soldiers shouted loudly, "Get along, get along, we are almost there."

The night began to fall, the echoes of the explosions were heard approaching, each time violating the oppressive silence. Arriving in the barn, the soldiers gathered all the forced laborers and asked them to take off their rags. Pinchas undressed and remained naked as the day he was born.

The soldiers watched them in amusement as they undressed, pointing their rifles at them. "Come in, filth," one of them shouted in a shrill voice. The forced laborers did what they were ordered to do. When they were all inside, one of the soldiers locked the barn door from the outside.

The forced laborers were worried about their fate. They didn't know if the soldiers would burn the barn and burn them alive or maybe kill them at dawn.

Pinchas and Gosha settled in one of the corners of the barn. "We have to escape," Gosha whispered to Pinchas.

“How? Everything is closed here," he replied.

"We'll wait until everyone falls asleep, and then we'll look for a way to escape," Gosha whispered.

Gosha woke Pinchas from his sleep in the dead of night. Pinchas woke up, his body trembling with cold and saw everyone around him asleep.

Gosha told him to reach the end of the barn, where there were no forced laborers.

The barn walls were built with dilapidated wooden beams, and within a short time, the two of them managed to quietly tear them out of their places one by one until they broke a hole big enough for a body to pass through.

Gosha came out first and started to run naked in an unknown direction.

Pinchas followed him and couldn't find him in the dark, couldn't call him either, afraid of waking up the soldiers on guard.
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Pinchas didn't know where to turn, which way to choose. Any path for him could be just as dangerous, and the entire course of death hides and frees itself as prey.

Naked, Pinchas chose a random direction and started running in the dark; after a while, he came to an abandoned road full of holes. He noticed the body of a Hungarian soldier lying on the ground soaked in the blood.

Pinchas began to remove the clothes of the deceased; the stripping was not easy, as the clothes were punctured and torn. Finally, he managed to undress and wear them. Inside one of the pockets of the shirt, he found the certificate of the deceased. He examined it and discovered that the deceased’s name was Ragnar, and he was a mechanic.  

Heavy rains began to fall again, and Pinchas got wet. At first, he walked along the road. At one point, he feared that a vehicle might come along, and someone could recognize that he was escaping, so he went off the road and started walking in the bushes, suspiciously examining his surroundings. 

Suddenly, he saw a small village in the distance and started walking towards it. When he reached the outskirts of the village, he smelled freshly baked bread.

Pinchas walked towards the smell as if an invisible hand was pulling him there without him being able to resist it.

At the door of the house, there was a sign: 'mafia.' Pinchas began to saunter towards the door, his empty stomach making strange sounds, and hunger darkening his senses.

At the mafia entrance stood a baker, a small man with a black waistcoat and wide trousers, arranging the loaves on one of the shelves. When the baker noticed that Pinchas approached him, he took one of the bread loaves and kindly reached out his hand.  But suddenly, he heard the voice of his wife from the mafia saying, "He is Jewish. Put the bread back and send him to hell."

The baker did as she commanded, and the disappointed Pinchas was forced to continue on his way, hungry and thirsty.

The rain stopped unexpectedly. Pinchas passed several houses in search of a place to spend the night. But fearing to climb, he finally decided to leave the village and move on to an unknown destination.

The worn-out clothes he was wearing did not protect his slim body, which trembled with cold. At the border of the village, he crossed an abandoned playground. Not far away was the road leading out of the village.

Pinchas crossed the road, entered the high bushes, and continued walking parallel to the road, sometimes looking at the horizon in anticipation of finding a hiding place. Suddenly, before his eyes was a deserted hut surrounded by a low barbed-wire fence, fields of unripe corn surrounding it.

Pinchas advanced, quickening his steps, breathing heavily. As he struggled, he saw four figures emerging from the house; they stood up and began to stare at him. When he had struggled enough, he recognized that three of them were Jews like him but appeared to be dressed in relatively clean clothes. The fourth character was the image of a Russian defector. Pinchas thought that he had probably escaped from a prison camp.  

The four of them seemed to be in a good mood, and they welcomed him warmly, talked a little with him, and invited him inside.

One of them, called Grisha, gave him a wool blanket to protect himself from the horror of the cold. The second one, called Gretel, gave him shoes in good condition that belonged to a German soldier killed in the war.

For several days Pinchas stayed inside the cabin, ate what little food he had, drank, and grew stronger. He didn't see any Hungarian or German soldiers from his surroundings, and he felt that the horrors he experienced in the front-line labor force had ended for him.

The night was falling, the cold took over and threatened to freeze everyone, the oppressive silence sharpened the senses to every little noise. Pinchas lay down on the floor near the wall, together with the rest of the people present, getting ready to sleep, but many thoughts ran through his mind, especially longing for the members of his family who kept sleep away from his eyes.

Grisha took the opportunity to chat and told him that he had a clothes shop near Freedom Square in Budapest, and before the war broke out, he was pretty successful. When the war is over, he said he would go back to selling clothes. He added that he was married and had two small children who hadn't seen him for a long time.

Just before Pinchas fell asleep, he decided that the following day, he would leave the cabin and go back to his hometown, Budapest. Although he had no idea where he was, where he would have to turn, and even worse, how far away he would pass and what dangers he would encounter on his way.

Suddenly, they heard steps approaching the front door. Someone deflected the wooden beam guarding the door, and the door slowly opened. Several figures entered the room, one of them had a flashlight, and it was shining in the elders’ faces.

"Look at these mice, hiding in their holes," said the owner to the one holding the flashlight.

"Hey, get up quickly and get out, poor Jews," ordered the one holding the flashlight.

Pinchas looked up and saw two members of the Arrow Cross party before his eyes, pointing their weapons at him. 

The Arrow Cross was a pro-Nazi, racist and anti-Semitic party that operated in Hungary during World War II. The leader of the party was Franz Szálasi (Selshi), a retired military officer. 

The four got up on their feet and walked out with their hands up without any hesitation.

The house owner was proud to expose them and said to the people of the Arrow Cross, "I told you I had something good for you."

They smiled at him, thanked him, and then led the four out of the field.

For more than a day, the four were led on a walk to an abandoned factory to create building materials.

As Pinchas approached the factory, he saw a dozen other Jewish deserters held captive under strict guard.

A vigorous commander led the defectors to one of the nearest hills and ordered everyone to stand in line.

"Turn now to the Russians you were expecting; perhaps they will help you," he said scornfully.

One of the defectors began to cry, "We didn't wait....” 

The commander pulled out the gun and fired at the mediator in the head.

The Jew fell to the ground and died on the spot; a bloodstain began to spread on the muddy ground.

The defectors trembled with fear and turned their faces towards the area from where the Russians were attacking. Pinchas prayed in his heart that he would not die. You must hold on to any hope; there must be hope. Think of the good life you have had, think of the family...

Suddenly, several simple shots were heard, accompanied by light flashes of splashes and the brimstone smell. The defectors began to fall one after the other. The painful groans of the wounded were silenced with another shot. 

Pinchas closed his eyes, not wanting to see the horrible sight, and prayed in his heart. 

Another bullet fired and rubbed his head. Pinchas fell to the ground, hit one of the rocks and lost consciousness. Darkness caught up with him and threatened to swallow him. Silence suddenly prevailed; even the cries of pain stopped.

Pinchas couldn't remember how long he had been lying on the icy ground, among dozens of bodies lying next to him in a huge pool of blood. 

When he was sure that all the summers were over, he suddenly heard voices approaching him. Pinchas heard two men talking to each other.

"I think he's slightly injured, let's take him away."

The darkness slowly began to fade. Pinchas suddenly opened his eyes and found himself lying on a bed in a tent with a headache and a strong desire to vomit.

Pinchas saw three thin, bearded figures standing around him and looking at him perplexed.

"How do you feel? Where does it hurt?" One of them, called Rajak, asked him.

Pinchas looked scared. "Where am I? Who are you?" he asked.

"Don't be afraid; we are Jews like you,” answered Rajak.

"Where is everybody?" Pinchas asked anxiously. 

"Everyone is dead; only you are still alive," he replied.

The Jewish doctor treated Pinchas' wounds; he noticed that he had no real damage, only a concussion.

Rajak brought him a mouthful of bread and some water to quench his thirst.

"We belong to the Jewish regiment; we are on our way to the front. We heard shots last night, and it was only this morning that the commander allowed us to go and see what was happening and bury the dead; when we lifted one of the bodies, we saw you lying underneath him, melting in his blood," he told Pinchas.

Suddenly, the commander of the regiment entered. The doctor told him about Pinchas' health condition.

"We can't take him with us. If they find out I'm hiding a deserter, they'll kill us all. We must turn him over to the Arrow Cross Guard."

"But sir, they'll kill him," shouted the doctor.

"It's better they shoot him than to shoot me," he replied, adding, "for the evening, we have to fold up the tent and move on; he can't come with us.”

All the doctor's pleas were not granted. The commander ordered one of the soldiers to escort Pinchas.

When they arrived in the depths of the forest, the soldier said, "Run away, find a hiding place for yourself. No one can know I let you go. It's a violation of an order that counts as a death."

"Thank you, you are a good person; I will never forget you," he replied.

The soldier quickly retraced his steps, and Pinchas was left alone in the middle of the wasteland. He had nowhere to go, everywhere danger lurked, and if he was caught again, he would be killed. 

Pinchas wanted very much to return home, but he didn't know where to turn. The only way to survive was to hide during the day and move at night, moving away from the war sounds into the unknown. He didn't know how far he had to travel, what he would eat and drink, but he knew for sure that he had to survive at all costs.
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The German Invasion of Hungary
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Max Krauser, head of the Israeli Ministry of Land in Budapest, was a slim man, dressed in a long grey suit that went down to his shoes, a black-tie pantsuit, wearing round glasses, sitting in his living room and seemed more worried than ever. He stared at the green telephone on the small wooden table as if hypnotized and thought about the conversation he’d had with Zoltan, a senior official of the Hungarian Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

"Is everything all right, darling?" His wife Anna asked when she noticed him looking aimlessly. 

"No," he replied and fixed his gaze on her, his round glasses lying carelessly on his nose. "I have just returned from an important meeting with Zoltan from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs; he says the Germans are going to invade Hungary in the next few days; they are currently holding Admiral Miklós Horthy, the Hungarian regent hostage. Zoltan looked lost, detached; his face was pale. He asked me to convey the message to the community."

"Are you sure that will happen?" She asked anxiously.

"Yes, he was serious. Everybody should be warned,” he said, "getting up from his chair and going to his wife standing next to the window," it's going to be a challenging moment; we didn't know how much she was, you know?.”

"Why are the Germans invading?" She asked.

"Because the Germans fear that the Hungarians will abandon them in the war against the Russians and move away, you see. And if that happens, we, the Jewish community, will pay the highest price."

Anna held his face in her hands and whispered in his ear, "If that happens, I trust you to know how to handle this tangled situation in the best possible way."

Max kissed her lips and said, "Thank you. I have to move; there is no time, there’s a lot of work ahead of us. Max came out of his house and closed the door after him.

Max hastily crossed the square and walked to his modest office in the center of town. The streets were covered with a snow-white veil, the sky was covered with dense grey clouds, and a cold wind was blowing and tossed his hat.

He immediately raised his hat and looked around, examining his surroundings. Life seemed peaceful enough, the streets seemed crowded, the stalls seemed overloaded; in the shops, you could see men dressed in fancy suits and women in fur coats. People passed by, most of them rushing to reach their destination. Whoever recognized him greeted him and moved on.

Max tried to avoid staying on the street and just talking. The latest laws against the Jews limited them but did not prevent a reasonable pursuit of life. However, precautions had to be taken, especially since the police officers walking in the streets did not particularly like Jews.

He took another step and another step in the quicksand. Max looked at the street with suspicion. On many shops, the word "Juden" was written in black on the window, which means that the shop belonged to a Jew, and entry and purchasing should be avoided.

Max continued walking along the promenade until he finally came to the building on Yashenko Street, a three-story building in the heart of a central street.

Max rubbed his hands together to keep warm. He looked around to see that no one was following him, and when he saw there was no danger, he opened the door, went inside, climbed the stairs to the first floor, and entered his office. Secretary Elijah greeted him and inquisitively asked about the same meeting that had taken place at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

Max told him about the content of the meeting at length. He looked very apprehensive.

"Call all the youth movement leaders, the president of the Zionist Organization, and the rest of the organizations for an urgent meeting in about an hour. Time is against us," he instructed Elijah.

"Do you think they will invade?" Elijah asked anxiously.

"Certainly," he replied and entered his office.

Max took off his coat, took his hat and hung it on a coat hanger, sat down in his armchair, and began to look at the papers piled on his desk.

Elijah came in and put a cup of hot coffee on his desk.

"You need it," he said with a smile.

"Thank you," Max said without looking at him.

An hour passed in an instant. One after the other, representatives of the Jewish Directorate in Budapest started to enter Max's office. They shook his hand, said some polite words, and sat down on their chairs around the table in front of him.

After the last guests had arrived, Max turned to them and said, "I called you here because I have bad news about what is going to happen from a high-ranking source in the Hungarian Foreign Ministry. The Germans are about to invade Hungary."

The representatives were astonished. Some found this hard to believe and said that there was no chance of this happening since Hungarians had a military alliance with Nazi Germany. Others tried to find out when it was likely to happen and what would happen to them and the fate of immigration.  

Max answered them to the best of his ability, then went on to say, "To date, nine Jewish families have been able to immigrate to Palestine every week, all thanks to the immigration certificates we obtained from the British legation (legation is a diplomatic mission lower than an embassy). These certificates gave the emigrants a kind of protection as they were supposedly British-Palestinian citizens. The punishments that were expected of those refugees on behalf of the police were null and void since these laws do not apply to foreign nationals in Hungary. In short, those who held these certificates were protected from the Hungarian government.  Now all this is about to stop; the Germans are going to stop the immigration. Although the British legation was closed due to the break-in relations with Hungary and their activities were transferred to the Swiss legation, we still have 1,500 British immigration certificates, but unfortunately, it will no longer be possible to use them.”

"So, what do you suggest we do?" said Zvi, head of the youth movement, "the striker.”

"For the moment, it is only possible to wait and follow the changes. Pass on the news to all Jewish communities in Hungary, without exception, so that they know and can prepare themselves accordingly," he replied.

The meeting was over. Concern for the fate and plight of the Jewish communities, in particular, has only increased. They felt powerless in the face of imminent danger. 

Those present left his office, and Max left after them without saying anything. The way home seemed particularly long because there was danger lurking everywhere, threats from the police, the danger that one of the outlaws would judge you, and that there was no one to protect you.

The snowflakes came down one after the other and painted the window sills white. Each step he took on the pavement created another path in the snow, another sign that he had passed there. Passers-by passed by, but he ignored them, and finally, he came to his house and breathed a sigh of relief.

The next afternoon, Max went to his office as usual. He was afraid that the authorities had shaped his steps and that the freedom of movement he was accustomed to would soon be ruled out.

Elijah waited for Max in his office. There were signs of growing anxiety on his face.

"What happened?" Max asked as he hung his coat on the hanger.

"Bad news," replied Elijah.

Max was used to bad news; it was his daily routine. Although sometimes, there were also bright spots in his life.

Max sat in his chair and waited for his secretary to speak.

"All the Zionist activists and members of the Jewish leaders have abandoned the city; they have disappeared," Elijah replied.

"Max asked curiously, "What do you mean, disappeared?

"After yesterday's meeting, I heard them whispering. They decided to run away while they could."

Max pounded his fist on the table, "A bunch of cowards. They only think of themselves. I would have guessed that's what would happen."

Max found it hard to believe and tried to contact some of them, but there was no response from the other side of the line.

"You are alone. I'm sorry," Elijah says, lowering his eyes.

"We have to find a way to warn the Jewish communities before it's too late," Max seemed disappointed but not desperate.

"We will send messengers to the communities, but I can't guarantee that we will be taken seriously," said Elijah.

"Send messengers, hurry up; time is running out, you understand," he said.

- Yes, I understand," Elijah replied and left his office.

Max remained alone, put his head between his palms, closed his eyes, and looked down at the table. He felt betrayed and lonely.

***
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THE FALL OF ITALY AND the critical ally of Nazi Germany during the Second World War by the Allies and Marshal Badolio instead of Mussolini had a significant influence on the opinion of wide circles in Hungary. Besides, the non-cooperation of the Hungarian regent, Miklós Horthy, in the "Jewish question" with Nazi Germany and the fear that Hungary might violate the alliance with them and decide to cooperate with the communist Soviet Union led to Hitler's decision to invade Hungary.

On Saturday, in anticipation of a party, an alarm siren was constantly sounding. The streets were deserted. Most of them remained speechless in their houses, looking out of the windows with curiosity, fearing what would happen next.

Max opened the radio to hear the reports, his wife beside him. A frightened broadcaster said in a trembling voice, "The Germans have decided to invade our beloved country, Hungary, asking everyone to stay calm in their homes.”

Max could not sleep all night. He expected to hear the sound of war, bombing, shooting at any moment, but he heard nothing: only tense silence, the silence before the storm.

The following Sunday morning, March 19, the Germans invaded Hungary. Numerous rows of armed soldiers marched through the Budapest streets, followed by a convoy of tanks, armored cars, and several motorcycles with the emblem of the crucifix, and finally a black car with two officers sitting in the assembly, with Nazi party flags on the sides.

A few dozen Hungarians, not Jews, stood on the pavement, applauded "Heil Hitler," and greeted the soldiers with their hands. They looked particularly cheerful as if the soldiers were coming to grim the worrying Jews as if the end of their torment had come since the Nazis would get rid of the "Jewish problem" that they hated so much.

On the same day, the Germans forced Horthy to appoint Döme Sztójay as Prime Minister. Horthy was forced to announce his retirement from public activities and placed under house arrest by the Germans.

Although Sztójay was a prime minister, the state was ruled by the German power, the SS officer, an elder named Edmund Veesenmayer. 

Also, the Germans took over several critical public institutions, including the state radio station. Henceforth, only Nazi cult songs were heard on the radio, marshal melodies, calm and boring songs that were supposed to calm or at least give a sense of patriotism to the general public.

Max and many others did not like to hear these melodies, which prevented them from keeping up to date with political developments and battle arenas. 

A few hours later, another convoy arrived at the parliament in Budapest. At the head of the convoy was a shiny black car, followed by several military trucks loaded with soldiers. There was a thin, slightly bald individual in the car, wearing bulky glasses and wearing an SS army uniform. Gray and wrinkled on his head. Adolf Eichmann led a special team called the "Eichmann Commando,” a team of eight people between 150 and 200, all SS men. The team had come to manage the deportation of Hungarian Jews to the death camps, mainly to Auschwitz.

Eichmann did not trust the Hungarians to "solve the Jewish problem" and wanted to be present to personally supervise the concentration and dispatch of the Jews. But first, he had to exclude the Jews of Hungary from public activity, except for those Jews who were fit for work and currently at the forefront of the labor companies engaged in various forced labor.

Eichmann got out of his car with his deputy Herman Cromay. They were greeted by two Hungarian delegates and entered the parliament to discuss the new restrictions imposed on Jews.

Eichmann carefully planned his movements and did not want to waste valuable time. Already, on the same day, his deputy Herman met with personalities of the Jewish community in Budapest. At the meeting, he demanded that they call an urgent meeting with the Jewish leadership the next day. The Jews had no choice.

Max was among those present at the meeting. Cromay went to a meeting dressed in an SS uniform. Accompanied by two other soldiers, he hated the Jews in all his past levels; his face seemed frozen and expressed no emotion.

Cromay took out a folded sheet of paper, opened it, handed it to Max, and informed him, "These will be members of the Council of Jews, the "Judenrat.” And know that nothing will happen or come to you if
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