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I would like to dedicate my story to the 1.5 million Jewish child victims of the Holocaust 
who were brutally murdered. Only 1 in 17 Jewish child was still alive in Europe at the end of 
World War II. I am one of them.   

 I can not attribute my survival to foresight, knowledge or being smart. No! I simply had 
incredible good luck, not once but 8 times. I will describe these events briefly.  

 I was born in Budapest, Hungary in a middle class Jewish family 14 months after Hitler 
became the Chancellor of Germany. The government of Hungary allied itself with Nazi Germany 
in the mid-1930s and adopted the anti-Semtic stance of the Nazi State. As a consequence, the 
Hungarian legislature enacted three anti-Jewish Laws between 1938 and 1941. As the result of 
these laws my father, uncles and many of my other relatives lost their jobs, businesses and 
were inducted into the Jewish slave labor service. In June 1941 Hungary joined Nazi Germany in 
the War. During the years between 1941 and the beginning of 1944 we suffered from economic 
deprivations and loss of political rights. Many of my uncles were transferred to the eastern 
front as slave laborers and some of them were killed there.  

 By then, we did not know about the fate that befell the Jews of the rest of Europe. We 
heard stories from a few of our relatives who, as refugees, did manage to come to Hungary, 
illegally, from Austria and Czechoslovakia in 1941 and 1942. But, we did not believe that it could 
happen to us.  

 By the beginning of 1944 it was obvious to us that the tide of the War was turning 
against the Nazis and their allies. We were hoping that the war would end soon and we would 
survive.  

 Then it happened! On March 19, 1944 the Germany Army occupied Hungary. One day 
later, Eichmann and his henchmen arrived in Budapest and events unfolded incredibly fast. On 
April 5 we were forced to wear the yellow star. By the end of April we heard rumors that all the 
Jews in the smaller cities and villages were herded into ghettos. I had over 150 relatives who 
lived in various areas of Hungary and in Hungarian occupied Transylvania and Carpatho-
Ruthenia. We were very worried about them.  

 Then, between May 15 and July 7 they, and over 435,000 Jewish men, women and 
children, were transported in cattle cars to Auschwitz, where 90% were immediately murdered. 
Among these victims were 150 of my relatives.  

 By we did not know their fate and we were busy ourselves. My father was in a Jewish 
slave labor camp in the western part of Hungary building fortifications, so mother, grandmother 
and I -at age 10- were feverishly packing a few of our belongings. We were told that we much 
vacate our apartment and leave most of our furniture behind. We were ordered to move into a 
designated building, for Jews only, into a 2-room apartment with 3 of our relatives. The building 
itself bore the Yellow star as if to announce to the world that its occupants were outlawed 
lepers behind locked doors.  
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 So, by the 2nd of July, we had barely settled in when on that bright Sunday morning the 
air raid sirens started to shriek. We all went down to the bomb shelter. Everyone was very quiet 
as if this would help us from the bombs. We had many air raids before this day, but up to then 
the bombs had fallen far away from our neighborhood. This was going to be different. For the 
first 10-15 minutes we only heard muffled blasts fairly far away. Then an ear piercing whistling 
sound getting louder and louder and then a shattering blast. The building rocked as if in an 
earthquake. The lights went out and, from the outside; a brilliant flash of light appeared around 
the frame of the steel blast door. People were screaming in the shelter. I crawled to my 
mother’s lap and she put her hands over my ears. It was quiet for few minutes and then 
another and even larger, earth shattering whistle followed by a blast and screams from the 
people. Pierces of concrete fell from the ceiling. I was shaking and crying. My mother tried to 
calm me down. We sat there in the pitch-dark shelter and then another blast, and another and 
another. The raid went on for three hours. I didn’t think we would survive. I felt frightened, 
insignificant and helpless. The minutes became as long as hours. It felt like an eternity.  

 Then, it was over. We had survived. My first incredibly lucky escape from death. We 
came stumbling out of the shelter. What we saw was unbelievable. On the right side of the 
building, where there used to be four tennis courts, now there was only a huge crater. Across 
the street, a two story private villa, together with its occupants, completely disappeared into a 
giant size crater. Behind our building there was a six story high apartment building, the only 
thing left of it was the firewall, the rest was in a heap.  

 There was a stench in the air and the acid smell of fires and death. The sky around us 
was full of smoke and the purple reflection of the blaze was visible in every direction. The 
optimists wondered; did the invasion begin? Did English and American paratroopers drop into 
Budapest? Maybe out liberation was only a matter of a few hours. The elation soon gave way to 
the cold reality. Thirty per cent of the city was in ruins and we were still helpless captives of the 
Nazis.  

 And unbeknownst to us we were in mortal danger, even more deadly than the bombs. A 
powerfully armed group of gendarmes were already in Budapest in preparation of our 
deportation. They had a double purpose: they were also attempting to overthrow the Regent of 
Hungary and replace him with a fanatic Nazi leader. It was due to the courage of a few loyal 
Army officers that the coup was prevented. The gendarmes were withdrawn from Budapest 
and the Regent stopped our planned deportation on July 7. This was my second escape.  

 We gained some time, and time in life. More specifically, we gained 3.5 months. On 
October 15, the Regent announced Hungary’s withdrawal from the war. This attempt was 
doomed a few hours later, when the most extreme Nazi elements took over the Hungarian 
government. Ten days later the deportations from Budapest had begun in earnest.  

 Everyone, who could, went into hiding, my father included. He barely escaped the 
deportation train. Several of my aunts and uncles could not escape and they were deported and 
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died. On November 22nd, my father sent us an urgent message to join him in his hiding place. A 
couple of hours after we received his message, and in the middle of our desperate packing, our 
building was raided by the Hungarian Nazis (the Arrow Cross) and we barely managed to 
escape. Only a few hours after we left, the occupants of the entire building were herded out 
and deported, on foot, toward the western border of Hungary and into camps in Austria. None 
survived. This was my third escape.  

 On December 2nd, my mother, father and I - together with 170 other people - were 
hiding in a place camouflaged as a textile mill, where Army uniforms were manufactured. At 
about 10 o-clock in the morning we heard loud shouts from the yard of the building. A group of 
five armed men, in civilian clothes, broke into the factory and ran upstairs. The gunmen burst 
into our room five seconds later with their leaders shouting orders: “Men to the right! Line up 
against the wall! Women and children to the left and form a line! We know who you are! A 
bunch of stinking, hiding Jews! We are detective from the State Security Police!”  

 We thought that this was the end and all of us would be massacred. Many prayed, many 
sobbed, but nothing happened for a while. About half an hour later the leader of the detectives 
emerged from the office. He informed us that henceforth we were under their protection, what 
he did not tell us was that the price of that “protection” was high, some $10,000.00 in cash and 
the arrest of the leader of our group, Imre Kormos. This was my fourth escape.  

 After the war I found out that the State Security Police tortured Kormos for two days 
and sentenced him to death but he escaped and survived the war.  

 A few days after this incident it was decided that the children hidden there should be 
moved to an International Red Cross protected building for children. When we got there we 
found a few adults and hundreds of hungry, frightened and crying children jamming the floors. I 
was told to join twenty five to thirty others in a mid-size room. We received no food and were 
told to sleep on the floor.  

 The next morning I escaped and avoided capture by the roving Arrow Cross patrols. It 
took me a while, but I finally got back to our hiding place. After my escape all the children were 
taken to the bank of the Danube River and machine-gunned into the river by an Arrow Cross 
group. No one survived. This was my fifth narrow escape.  

 On December 17, two policemen knocked on the outer door of the factory. These two 
men told us they were sent to escort us to the Central ghetto, which had been established two 
weeks earlier. Years later, I found out that only a few days after we left a bomb demolished the 
factory building. This was my sixth escape.  

 The siege of Budapest began on Christmas Eve. Four days earlier Eichmann had fled the 
city leaving behind orders to destroy the Ghetto before the Russian Army reaches it. The days 
and nights were filled with noise and explosions and everybody moved to the basement. There 
was a problem with hygiene. We had one water pipe from which water came in a trickle. We 
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had no electricity or gas. There were no toilets either. So the men dug out a large latrine in the 
dirt floor of the basement which was separated from the rest of us with bed sheets. The stench 
was unbearable. Then lice appeared on some people and because of our close contact they 
spread to all of us.  

 Getting our food rations proved to be very dangerous. Several people were wounded 
while carrying food. The new year of 1945 began with very little food and water. We were 
weak, sitting in the darkness. The only light came from a can of floor wax. People were 
lethargic, as if they were sitting in a death cell awaiting execution.  

 More and more of the older people starved to death. We would discovered them in the 
morning. The men would take the corpses out when there was a lull in the fighting. They were 
thrown into a large pile of bodies in the middle of Klauzál Square. Thousands of frozen bodies. 
There was nobody to bury them. I saw a hill made of human bodies. We knew that if a miracle 
did not happen soon, we would all end up on that hill of the dead.  

 In the middle of January, a young SS soldiers came down to our basement. He was 
surveying our building and told us that the ghetto had been mined. In fact, the plan was even 
more sinister. A mass murder had been planned for January 16 but on January 15, Raoul 
Wallenberg sent a warning to the SS Commanding General Schmidthuber that if he allowed this 
to happen he would be hung as a war criminal. Schmidthuber was concerned about his future 
and he canceled the plan. In doing so, Wallenberg saved my life, the lives of my parents and 
grandparents and all of those who were still alive in the ghetto of Budapest. This was seventh 
miracle to which I owe my life.  

 On the morning of January 18, 1945 everything was strangely quiet. We climbed up to 
look through the small basement window. We saw strange-looking boots, not Nazi boots. They 
were Russian boots. We were liberated. The ultimate miracle happened: I survived the 
Holocaust.  
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