


THE DOMINICAN HOUSE (DOM DOMINICOV)

We were three boys. My parents married in Goer, near Budapest, where my oldest
brother, Ferek was born in 1919. They next moved to Lemberg, where Baruch was born in
1920. Finally, they moved to Tarnopol where I was born in 1923. When I was five years
old, my family moved to the Dominican House, a former monastery. While it had been
converted into tenant apartments after World War 1, it was still connected with the
Dominican order and the Catholic Church.

The people who lived in the house were terribly interesting.

On the main floor lived Pani Staropolska, a single woman who worked for the city
of Tarnopol. Vulgarly feminine, her legs were beautifully shaped but she had an extra-
large behind. When she walked, it looked like she could carry two guys on her ass. Since
she worked for the city, all of the rich merchants wanted to take care of her. One of the
millionaires, Stecel, would send over a carriage (ekipaz) with white horses to take her
wherever she wanted to go.

Also on that floor was Pani Kordal, who was married to a shoemaker. There were
rumors that she had been a prostitute during World War I, and that all three armies
(Austrian, German and Russian) had passed through her. She would come out of her
apartment, scratch her crotch, look up at the sky and declare, "The weather will be fine

tomorrow."



We also had a superintendent. He would sweep now and again -- when he wasn't
dead drunk. Usually his wife would have to take over. They fought frequently and there
was a lot of noise coming from their apartment.

On the second floor lived a Sacristy worker who was married with a small child.
He was very busy with work and couldn't keep an eye on his wife all of the time. It was
common knowledge that the wealthy merchant from a nearby hunting supply shop, Pan
Borecki, would visit the wife for sex every day at 11:30 a.m. Of course, the Sacristy worker
knew about her infidelity, but he didn't do anything about it because the money and gifts
helped provide for their little boy. However, the other children in the neighborhood made
the little boy's life miserable, taunting him because of his mother.

We lived on the third floor, and next to our apartment was the inspector of the
tederal police, Pan Miechnik. He was on his second marriage, and she was a beauty from
Lancut. He had a daughter from his first marriage, and two younger kids, Marisha and
Olesh, aged 10 and 7. Olesh was my playmate and I was glad to have him around because
my brothers wanted no part of me since they were two and four years older. We would go
to one another's homes, especially around the holidays.

At Christmas, I was invited to see their tree and receive gifts. I had to walk through
his parents' bedroom, and I remember seeing Pani Miechnik in bed, partially uncovered,
and being transfixed by her thick triangle of pubic hair.

Everything was fine until Olesh and I were seven years old. When I hurried to visit
Olesh on Christmas Day, he stopped me at the door and said, "I cannot play with your

anymore because the Jews killed Pana Jesuza, and you are Jewish." As young as I was, I



telt like the entire world had ended. I ran to my father for an explanation. He looked at me
with his sad eyes and didn't say anything. But then I ran to my grandpa and asked him
the same question. He responded loudly, "His name should perish forever."

Pani Korolevska lived next door on the other side of our apartment. She was a
refugee from the Soviet revolution, and she had many Russian visitors. One day my
brother Ferek brought home an eight-lamp tube Telefunken radio, and after a complicated
installation, we received broadcasts from Moscow and New York. One cold winter night
Pani Korolevska came in and asked for permission to listen to the Moscow station.
Russian music began to play on the radio's speakers, and tears came to her eyes. We never
spoke politics with her -- actually, no one was very interested in politics.

At the end of the long corridor in our building lived the largest family in the
complex. Their surname was Wilfingsieder. The father was a police agent, and there were
eight children in the family, three boys and five girls. Two of the boys were in the Polish
cavalry, and the oldest, Yashku, was mostly at home.

Since Yashku was a performer with the Stanyefsky circus he was into weightlifting
and people said he held the Polish record. He was also a painter. Stylistically he owed a
lot to Rubens. He was commissioned to paint the interior of the old Dominican church
that dated from the beginning of the sixteenth century, but he had more than a few
conflicts with church management.

On one occasion he dutifully waited until the daily mass was over so he could
paint the church ceiling with images of heaven and hell. When he noticed that the

fanatical old ladies weren't leaving, he climbed to the highest point on the scaffolding,



removed his pants and presented his manhood to the old women. Loud screams and a
mad rush to the church exit followed quickly.

Yashku's circus work was seasonal, so he spent a lot of time lifting weights in the
corridor of the apartment building. I would watch him and I became his friend, even
though I was no older than eleven years old.

Of the eight Wilfingsieder children two were little girls, Zosia and Marisha.

Zosia was the same age as me, and I noticed that she would hide herself away in
the corner and masturbate by pushing pumpkin seeds into her vagina. Watching her face,
I could tell she pleasured herself effectively.

Also on the third floor lived Captain Subik. He was professional officer in the
Polish army and he had one son, Romik, who also became my friend and we saw each
other often. Once I was in his house when his parents were away. Romik found and
showed me a nude photograph of his mother. It was taken by his father before their
marriage. She was plump and beautiful.

Romik had an uncle who was just four years his senior. At the side of our house
was a brewery that housed a stable with horses to deliver the beer. During the day, the
horses were out of the stable and Romik's uncle took an entire group of kids to teach us
about sex. He had an enormous penis, which he would make hard and then play tricks
with it. Marisha, the youngest in our group, exclaimed as Romik ejaculated, "Look, his

pee-pee spits.”



There was a young, mentally ill woman who lived on the third floor. She would, on
command, lift her dress and show us everything. But her mother shut down our sexual
university when one of the girls told her what was going on.

There was also a young man in his late teens by the name of Dzidek Kulczyky who
was crazy for a soccer team named Kresy. If his team won, he would be in a great mood,
and would buy beer, candy and cigarettes for everyone. But if Kresy lost, Dzidek's outlook
turned sour. He would turn fitful and argue with his mother. On one occasion when
Kresy lost badly to the Ukrainians, Dzidek just stood in front of the house spitting.

Foolishly, I started to tease him about Kresy's loss. At first, he just lit a cigarette and
continued to spit until he had created a puddle in front of him. He didn't appear to be
paying any attention to me, but suddenly he took off after me. I was barefoot and I ran
like a deer three times around the house -- it must have been half a mile around the
property. I got hot, my legs got heavy, and I could feel Dzidek's breath on the back of my
neck. All of a sudden, my head went into a mud puddle left from the rain the day before,
and he held me down so I couldn't breathe. Dzidek must have kicked me a hundred times
until I almost passed out. He finally left me go. I never taunted him about Kresy again, but
I didn't cry either. "Only girls cry. Boys and men have to learn to suffer in silence."

I couldn't go home right away because my father would punish me for getting
involved with Dzidek, so I went to a water pump and washed myself all over, covering
the bloody cuts on my feet and, after about two hours, I found my way home.

The big courtyard on the other side of the house was used for parking horses and

carriages from the villages. Their owners would come to Tarnopol to get their provisions -
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Ostrovksy Estate. Sure enough, when he went there he was very well compensated for
having caught a "devil" eel.

On the Ostrovsky Estate there lived two girls from Ditchkov. Their names were
Olga and Anya. They were very poor in that they owned no land; however they did have
a cow. Their father was in Argentina and he sent money to support his family. Both girls
were disturbingly beautiful. Olga was blonde with blue eyes and dimples. Anya was a
brunette, and Tony was attracted to her. When the Soviets nationalized his estate, his
parents left for the German side of Poland and Tony got a share of the estate like any other

peasant, and he married Anya.

In addition to owning the stone quarries, my Uncle Chaskel had a company store,
which was a little shop in his house. Every Friday the peasant stone cutters would come to
his home and, after some negotiation, received their pay based on a piece-work formula.
The worker’s women used to shop at my uncle's store during the week, and the total of
their purchases was deducted from the stone cutters' paychecks at the end of the week.
Needless to say, this arrangement made for a double profit for my uncle -- both from the
production of stone and the retail sale of goods. Even at 13, I understood what this meant.
Long afterwards, I saw the same system on Lake Ontario, but this time the migrant
workers were the victims.

After seeing the hard labor and exploitation of the peasants in the quarries, I

wanted to organize a strike. But in my childish mind I knew that this could never be
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accomplished because my uncle was just following the established system. He delivered
tombstones to the cemeteries in small towns and paving stones for roads and sidewalks.

The competition was fierce. In spite of this, I considered my uncle a righteous man.

On September 17, 1939, the Soviet army entered western Ukraine. Shortly
afterwards, a Soviet committee was established in every village. My uncle was elected to
the committee along with other Ukrainians. The first action was to determine the fate of
the Polish colonies that had been settled there by the Polish government. They had grown
prosperous over time, and were given the best land and farm equipment. The Ukrainians
voted to execute the Polish colonists.

My uncle got up at the meeting and harangued the committee for two hours
against the death sentence. In broken Ukrainian, he pointed out examples from the Old
Testament and finally convinced them that they should only be expelled from western
Ukraine to the German-occupied Polish territory. He actually made them change their
minds.

In 1989, I returned to Krasuvka with my wife, Muriel, and my brother, Ferek, to
tind out what happened to my family. We found some old eyewitnesses who had horrible
stories to tell, but all of them had the same excuse, "The executioners came from a far
away village."

According to them, my uncle and my cousin, Jonah, were taken into a clearing in
the woods and killed in a diabolical way, like the Chmelnicki and Kryvonos Cossacks

who massacred more than 200,000 Jews in 1648.
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How much more can we endure and still remain Jewish? Today, in 2007, sixty-four

years after their deaths, I mourn Jonah as I would have a beloved brother.
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BACK AT THE DOMINICAN HOUSE

We had a few pets in our apartment. My brother Boris [Baruch] brought home a
canary to us. In the spring and summer its cage was open and the canary would fly out
and pick up some crumbs from the table or peck at the bread. Sometimes he would land
on the edge of our plates. Once, in the month of May, he dared to fly out of the window
and landed below in one of the rows of lilac bushes that grew on either side of the cloister
path that the priests walked regularly. My mother sounded the alarm and told me to run
through the church and save the canary because the sparrows would kill it.

I ran out of the house and partway into the street before I entered, for the first time
in my life, a Catholic church. I saw the large stone figures of the saints lined up in the
semi-darkness and I was frightened until I reached a small door that led into the garden. I
came out into the sunshine and saw the canary surrounded by sparrows, gathering for an
attack.

I grabbed the canary, held it to my chest and ran back home. The canary sang
beautifully every day, but when we got the Telefunken, it tried to compete with the music
on the radio. One morning we found it lying dead in its cage.

One very cold day in February 1936, my cousin Jonah arrived in a heavy fur coat.
Under the coat, against his chest, he held a clump of black fur that was, in fact, a baby
dachshund. Jonah had gotten him from the Ostrovsky Estate, where they had pure-bred
dogs. A bitch, Bella, gave birth to two pups, one of which was promised to me so Jonah

delivered it.
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I tried to prepare my mother for the new arrival, but she answered that, if a dog
came into the house, she would leave. Of course, Jonah put the dog down and it promptly
urinated on the floor. I took responsibility for house training the dog. I remember taking
him out on a winter's day and watching his footsteps in the snow, and the trail he left
wherever he went because his belly grazed the snow.

We named him Fellush, and he learned many tricks and became a real member of
the family. After a few months even my mother became attached to him. He would sneak
food from our table, but eventually he got tired of our food and grabbed something in the
street that must have poisoned him. He received two expensive injections, but it didn't
help. He stopped eating and died, looking like a skeleton.

His death caused everyone to cry.

I had to join a gang, which was organized in our building by a boy named Stasiu.
We called our gang Al Capone, inspired by the American movies that were being shown
in town. Our opposing gang was from Valova Street and we caused a lot of commotion
with our "battles."

We were digging around the house, mostly in the garden, and would find military
equipment from World War I — Russian and German bayonets, helmets and soldiers” mess
kits. On many occasion we came across human bones, which was no great surprise, as
there were battles among the three armies that passed through Tarnopol between 1914

and 1919.
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Our neighbors would call the police to stop the attacks and ambushes of slingshots,
stones and other projectiles.

One day a Mr. Kulczicky died. He must have been a very popular man in our
neighborhood because most of the people attended his funeral. I was at the cemetery
when they started to sing "Zdrovas Mario Lasky Pelna” and the priest with his deep off-
tune voice seemed very funny to me. I couldn't contain myself anymore and burst into
laughter. Everyone turned to me and glared. I was frightened that they would lynch me. I
automatically started to cry. At that point one woman whispered to another, "Poor boy, he
must have felt deeply for the departed Mr. Kulczicky.”

The Dominican priest was Dobrodziej. He took care of the financial and logistical
affairs for the Dominican community and the church. Sometimes he would come to our
house while we were studying Hebrew. He would sit down and study the Hebrew text
with us. There were rumors that he had two sons with a woman servant in the monastery

and he was always drunk. He had a big red nose, which seemed to prove it.
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YOM KIPPUR

When I was in sixth grade, I was leaving the house for school and couldn’t miss
noticing Pani [Mrs.] Miechnik in a housedress bending down to load coal and wood to
heat her kitchen. I took in her magnificent behind and powerful thighs and I suddenly
stopped. She turned, and smiling, she said, "Mishu, you will be late for school, hurry up."
I continued on to school, but the sight of her made me slightly dizzy and I couldn't
concentrate.

On many occasions Pani Miechnik would come to our house, place herself near the
door while my mother cooked, and said: "Marisha will go to the seminary soon, and Olesh
will train as a military cadet." My mother would look up and say, "And what shall I do
with my three cadets?" On Catholic holidays Pani Miechnik would bring samples of her
baking to our house, and my mother, to show her appreciation, accepted them. But she
then had to throw them out because they were not prepared according to Jewish dietary
laws. Still, my mother would reciprocate at Passover and other holidays by sending over
baked goods to her family. They ate them immediately and were always grateful,
especially for the matzos.

One day, our neighbor came in while I was curled up on the sofa with Trotsky's
“The Truth About the Russian Revolution,” and she asked what I reading. She said that
she would tell her husband, but I begged her not to. Then she winked and assured me that

she would not.
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It was Yom Kippur eve, and that same night the circus arrived in our city. It was
my custom not to attend school that day, and I was very excited about everything that had
to do with the circus -- the animals, the performers, etc. It was also a longstanding Jewish
tradition to have a huge evening meal before fasting for our holiday. I went to the railway
station together with my friends to witness the unloading of the equipment for the circus
and the animals in their cages on wheels.

Suddenly, I realized that I should have been at home already. I had already missed
dinner. My father declared that anyone who had reached his thirteenth birthday and who
arrives home late for that meal should not be served any food until sundown of Yom
Kippur.

The next day, I accompanied my family to the synagogue, but at about 10:30 a.m.
my hunger pangs got the best of me. I told my father that I needed fresh air and I rushed
home -- far away from the synagogue. I started searching for the key to our apartment
which should have been near the door. At that moment, Pani Miechnik opened the door
of her apartment and called me into her house. "Poor Mishu, you must be hungry," she
said. I answered that I was starved. She sat me down at the table and served me hot
sausage, ham, bread and beer. I ate like a hungry dog.

She then told me I could go into the next room and rest. Shortly thereafter, she
appeared in a house coat and lay down next to me. Well, at 13 I was ready to lose my
virginity. She touched every part of my body and then she pulled me to herself. I plunged
into her hairy pubic triangle, and emerged from there like a newborn. I had an orgasm

and she did too. Then I went back to the synagogue and prayed until the shofar's horn
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announced the end of Yom Kippur. My mother came out from behind the women's
partition and we all went home.

Upon arrival, my mother said that I should eat first and she placed coffee and cake
in front of me. Because I ate slowly and without enthusiasm, my mother surmised that her
youngest had gotten sick because he was unaccustomed to fasting all day.

From this moment on, Pani Miechnik appeared in my dreams. The weigh lifter
Yashku Wifligseider told me to buy condoms and he took me to a place between
Ostrovsky and Miskevitz streets, where there was a park with ancient trees. It was very
dark, and the village girls would offer a quick trick for one zloty. Yashku evidently
thought that I had never tried this before, but I put off our meeting several times so he

gave up.
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1937-1938

I spent seven years in a Polish school with a crucifix over my head on one side and
a larger painting of "The Miracle on the River Visla" on the other side.

In the basement of the church in the Dominican compound, just below our
apartment there was a choir where rehearsals were held. They were always held toward
the evening, so as I was falling asleep, I could hear them rehearsing carols and religious
melodies. They became my lullabies. My favorite Christmas Carol became —

"lulajze Jezuniu ze lulaj

a ty go matulu w placzu utulaj”

We were under the strict religious control of our family patriarch, Great-Uncle
Shlomo Meshnik, who was the older brother of our grandmother, Esther Rivka. He
controlled his grandnephews in their religious observance. He had to check up on one boy
by the name of Kuba, son of Uncle Adolph in one part of town, then two boys of Uncle
Wolfe, Mike and Isaac, and the three of us: Ferek, Baruch and me (Michael).

In his supervision, he always surprised us with his visits. The moment anyone saw
him crossing the courtyard in front of our building, an alarm was sent and we rushed to
put on our skull caps and grabbed a Bible to appear as though we were studying. He was
a tall man and had a long white beard and side locks joining his beard. He wore a long
black kaftan. His face resembled Clint Eastwood's with a satisfied expression on his face.

In 1937 and 1938 fear was already beginning to permeate the atmosphere for

Orthodox Jews, who were observed on the streets by the "Young Poland" fascists, who
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now occupied one wing of our building, which wasn't used by the Kalina factory that had
manufactured stems for cigarettes. We really feared for his life but he went about
oblivious to his surroundings. It seems that his senior years calmed him and left him
without fears, or perhaps he somehow could not imagine that such terrifying things could
happen.

One day, he entered our apartment in his usual casual manner. My mother asked
him how he could venture out in such dangerous times and he answered that he didn't
notice anything dangerous. My brother Baruch said, "Uncle, you don't even look Jewish!"
To which my uncle exclaimed, "What are you saying, you batyar?"

We would rebel against religious control. Many times we asked our father why
other secular Jewish families don't force their children to go to synagogue and pray in the
morning with phylacteries. My father had a difficult time arguing with us, but now I
remember his reasoning, and what he said. "G-d gave me three sons with no sicknesses or
other deformities." He appreciated this very much and thanked G-d for it. He stated that
this practice had gone on for centuries and asked why he should be the one to break with
tradition.

When I arrived in the United States in 1952, my Uncle Morris brought my maternal
grandfather to see me. He looked at me carefully, since this was the first time he had ever
set eyes on me. I was 27 years old. Finally, he asked me if I had brought tallis and tefilin
for prayer. I answered simply, "No." I could not lie to him even knowing that my answer

would hurt him.



22

Later, when I visited my grandparents in Yonkers, my grandmother took me aside
and asked me why I had answered "no" to his question. He had gone home upset after
visiting me. He couldn't sleep and kept repeating, "Goy, goy, goy." She said I was
supposed to lie to him. I explained that I saw no reason to lie to him since I was meeting
him for the first time in my life at the age of 27. She was very serious and repeated: "You

should have lied to him."

By the years 1937 and 1938 we recognized the omens of future events. The
Ukrainian nationalists had assassinated a Polish Interior minister. The assassin was a
resident of the village of Krasuvka-Ditchkov. The Polish government sent a cavalry
regiment from the western border of the country to pacify the villagers. During our
vacation, I noticed that in every peasant's home there were horses, and that the
cavalrymen were eating and drinking everything the peasants could offer, and had the
peasants polishing their boots as well. If a peasant refused or offered the slightest
resistance, he would be stripped and tied to long benches where they would be lashed
with crude leather whips until bloody. Even the appearance of a Ukrainian emblem on the
collar of a young man was enough to have him whipped. I also observed Polish patrols
going up to some women, pulling off their head scarves and using them to polish their
boots. When they were finished they would throw the kerchiefs back at the young
women. This went on for about two weeks, making my aunt and uncle very nervous

living in the midst of all this hatred.
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We knew what was happening in the west with Hitler. Once, on Passover, my
father took me to witness the dinner of Jewish refugees. They told terrible stories of
Hitler's policies in Germany and Czechoslovakia.

Baron Maurice de Hirsch, who founded the Jewish Colonization Association (ICA)
in 1891, had purchased large tracts of land in the Argentine province of Rosario. As a
family, we qualified to receive a ranch to raise cattle, including horses, and all the
equipment necessary. One family we knew actually went to Argentina and they sent back
pictures of themselves on horseback in native attire. I was very enthusiastic about this
move because we all knew and felt that the Polish youth were influenced by Hitler's
policies. Anti-Semitism was making its way into our lives in more obvious ways.

I nagged my father to increase the speed with which he assembled the
documentation needed to make the move happen. As for myself, I spent two weeks
practicing on the Ostrovksy Estate working as a farmer to prove my ability to qualify for
this work. There were rumors that there was a garlic shortage in Argentina, so my mother
purchased a lot of garlic and hung it around the house. I also started studying Spanish.
An inspector from the Paris office of the ICA arrived in our town and we were all
interviewed at the local Hotel Polonia. We were accepted into the plan.

Soon after, however, my family had to put its plans on hold when my father had
the first symptoms of a brain tumor.

I remember that he would come home and try to talk to us, but the words came out
all garbled. I was scared and started to cry because my father represented a pillar of

strength to me.
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After the doctors diagnosed my father's symptoms, the entire family — including
his living five brothers and four sisters -- mobilized to save my father's life. Times were
difficult and the only drugs recommended by my father's young doctor were
manufactured in Germany, by name of "Milch." But it was 1938 and no drugs could come
into Poland from Germany because of a strict embargo.

My father's oldest brother named Marcus told us that we have a cousin, Ben-Zion
Teichholz, who worked for Lloyds’” Insurance in Danzig, which was a free city on the
Baltic and that we should try to get the drugs through him. The drugs were delivered
through him but they didn't help my father much.

We learned that Dr. Herbert Olivercrona, a pioneering neurosurgeon in Stockholm,
Sweden was the only man who could do the kind of complicated brain surgery my father
needed. It was impossible to get a visa for him from Sweden. Since one of the Swedish
doctor's assistant was the director of the clinic in Krakow, Poland, my mother and the
doctor decided to take my father to Krakow.

When they arrived at the clinic, they were presented with a document to sign that
read that in the case of my father's death, the body would be left at the clinic for study. My
mother was against this, and the young doctor was skeptical of the knowledge of Dr.
Olivecrona's assistant, so after four days they returned home. My father improved slightly
at first and started to walk but shortly thereafter his health declined further. It was the end

of my dream of going to Argentina.
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In school I was a good student. My homeroom teacher, Mr. Novack insisted that I
continue my education through Gymnasium. I told him that my two older brothers were
already there, and that there was not enough money to send a third son.

One day, however, Professor Novack invited himself to my house for a traditional
Friday evening dinner. He ate the usual gefilte fish, chicken soup, chicken, meat and
dessert and tried to convince my parents not to ruin my life by not letting me further my
education. He said that they should not waste my brain. But, inasmuch as my parents
could not see their way to accomplish this, we left it where it was.

Later, my father arranged a job for me as a trainee in the American and Italian
system of bookkeeping. Shortly thereafter, there was an announcement that the
Dominican House had to be emptied as the Polish government planned to renovate the

building completely and move its offices there. So we moved to a less interesting location.
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A POGROM

In our town, Tarnopol, a movement was born, the Endeks organization, to attack
Lithuania and retrieve the territory. But very quickly the slogan changed to "kill the
Jews."

I was in the street to find out what was going on when a march triggered a pogrom
of the Jews. Several stores on the main street were attacked immediately. Twelve
Chasidim wearing their classic identifiable clothing were attacked and killed. Next
Endeks picketed the center of the town, and all of the Jewish stores. The police observed
all of this but they did nothing.

Two ex-prisoners, brothers by the name of Kusik, were the leaders of the pogroms
and the picketing of the stores.

My brother Ferek was walking with his girlfriend on Miskovicha Street when
Endeks approached him to help distribute leaflets; they probably thought he was not
Jewish because he had blond hair and grey eyes. Of course, he refused and Kusik attacked
him. My brother had been a boxer in Gymnasium for two years and was superior in this
tield. (Our father was strictly against the sport and had a serious discussion with Ferek in
a closed room, opposing Ferek's desire to box, from which he emerged in tears.) In about
30 seconds, Kusik was defeated, lying on the ground and my brother continued with his
date. Kusik was taken to the hospital.

A woman neighbor observed what happened and ran to tell my mother that Ferek

was involved in a fight over some Polish murderers. Ferek was my mother's firstborn and
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she became hysterical, never fully recovering from the shock. Later, Ferek arrived home
smiling as if nothing had happened.

Those groups, named "Young Poland," were financed by the association of Polish
store owners with strong influence from fascist Germany. Later Germany provoked
Poland to attack Zaolzie, part of Czechoslovakia, to reinforce the impression of Polish
aggression. Everything was done to prepare for the German invasion of Poland.

Finally, ZRKS, The Jewish Workers Sport Club, organized a counter-offensive. The
club consisted of butchers, carpenters, and -- above all - trained boxers. They were
accused by the Polish government of being Communists. They were so ferocious that they

stopped the pogroms by knifing and butchering a few of those criminals.

News from America told us about strongman Zishe Breitbart and boxer Max Baer
helped us to live through those days. They were Jews. The Endek organization was, in my
view, a Polish fascist group, strong among students of the universities and militantly anti-
Semitic.

In 1937, an excellent student applied to Lvov University and was killed by Endeks
using sticks with shaving blades attached. My cousin, Jonah, who had applied to go to
this university, changed his mind and wrote to his grandparents asking to go to an

American university. By that time, however, it was too late.

On the Polish National Holiday, the military orchestra stopped in front of an

important government building to play the Polish national anthem. Everybody removed
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their hats but one young Orthodox Jew who stopped by and wanted to figure out what
was happening. A few young Poles attacked him, grabbing his black hat and beating him
with powerful fists, drubbing him continuously on his head. He fell down, stretched out
and expired. This happened directly in front of the statue of Marshall Pilsudski. I ran
home which was not far, only about a block away. I couldn't even talk. I was so shaken,

remembering his face full of blood.
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1939

This was a significant year for us as it was the beginning of limitless bloodshed and
oceans of tears and torment.

From the moment the Nazis entered Polish territory [on September 1, 1939], we
lived in constant terror in our cellar. Nazi planes bombed our poor town at 15 minute
intervals, day and night. The Polish army ceased to exist. There were just units of the
Polish cavalry and infantry that created partisan groups and bitterly fought the enemy
rather than surrender. We could see groups of motorcycle units, cavalry and infantry
passing the town, going in unknown directions -- barefoot and hungry, the soldiers' rifles
hanging in strips from their bony shoulders. Some fell into Ukrainian hands and were
murdered.

It was clear to us that Poland didn't exist anymore. But the worse was yet to come.
Nobody could tell where the German army was. The German radio reported that our
town had been occupied by German forces two days earlier and still we didn't see any
Germans. Panic was everywhere. This was the usual tactic, diversion and creation of
panic.

Sunday, September 17 was a typical fall day. My father, who had been ill for six
months, felt better and the bombing stopped so we were able to take a look outside our
cellar. That very morning, the first time since the war began, we saw six heavy bombers
flying over our town peacefully. Nobody could believe it. It looked like a miracle in those

days. The bombers circled overhead a few times and then flew away.
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About noon on the same day three powerful forest-green tanks rolled into the town
from the northeast, scraping the pavement and roaring as they passed through the town
into the business center. They stopped and remained there quietly. The first thing we saw
were hands appearing through the opening at the top, followed by smiling faces in leather
helmets.

I was one of the first to recognize the red star with the hammer and sickle on it. I
learned at that moment that this emblem would change our entire way of life.

The soldiers emerged from the tanks showing us hands in clasped position to
express friendship. We came as close as possible and some people knew a little Russian
and they welcomed the Soviet soldiers. The atmosphere was very friendly. They looked so
good to us that the first impression was they were especially selected for this patrol
mission.

In the early afternoon, the first regular Soviet units entered the town. I stood in the
crowd cheering with all of them.

The people all knew one thing: We were safe from the Germans and the worst was
over. The soldiers in the tanks had such pleasant smiles on their faces and looked so
intelligent and strong. How proud I was that history was being made and I was part of it.
I counted 145 tanks, 146, 147 and then the smell of strange gasoline intoxicated me and I

ran back home.

The next morning we woke up to a cannonade of thousands of tanks, machine guns

and rifles. The Polish groups that decided not to surrender their arms to the Soviets
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brought their machine guns to various points in the town -- in churches and tall buildings
-- and opened fire on the advancing Soviet units.

The result was catastrophic. Every street and square was flooded with a marching
army and equipment. The Soviets opened fire not knowing where the enemy was. On this
memorable day, many of the Soviet soldiers were killed and wounded by their own
weapons.

My father was dying in a room that was protected by cushion-covered windows.

My first thought was to get food -- particularly for him. When the firing ceased for
a while, I ran into town.

I saw a landscape of utter destruction. Most of the buildings in the neighborhood
were in ruins. I passed many soldiers and horses with their chests torn open by shrapnel.

As I reached the old church, the shooting started again. I saw one of my
schoolmates looking for a safe comer and I followed him. By now, the shooting was
concentrated on the top of the church were a Polish machine gun nest was located. The
only safe place was a couple of hundred feet away across the street where town folk had
dug foxholes long before.

We crawled toward the trenches with the whistle of bullets and the thunder of
cannonade overhead. Finally, we reached the edge of the trenches and jumped in.

They were full of Soviet soldiers armed to their teeth; their faces were pale and
terrified.

"Let's get out of here," my friend advised me. They looked so scared themselves

that they might have killed us.
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We crawled again and the shooting stopped for a while. The only thing you could
hear was the gallop of horses running through the streets. I realized later that it was the
Mongolian cavalry.

We ran into a hall of the municipal court bu