
Donor: Heimer, Dorit
Diary of Gabriel Schutzengel

Curator’s note: text written in italics is taken directly from Gabriel Schutzengel’s memoir
“Machzor” which includes translated portions from this diary.

Translator's note: Entries that had the slightest connection to the Holocaust were translated.
Portions of this diary which dealt with relationships with friends, and women who the author
dated or wanted to date, and those women who were his friends, were not translated. The
author also wrote about his studies, his illness and his loneliness. The diary contains his
thoughts, feelings and emotions. He also wrote about his loves, and about his aliya to Israel and
that he was waiting for it in Vienna.

First Diary of Gabriel Schutzengel
Wednesday 1939 March 1

Today is the 1 year anniversary of the beginning of this diary. Gina still lived in Pest. She
now lives in London.

At 7:45 this morning Oscar Deutsch, Burt Strassert and Kämpfunt started the
examination process by the headmaster. At the end of the gym class, only Burt Deutsch and
Strassert were finished. Kämpfunt would be examined after the next hour.
When I came up from my gym class, I saw the woman standing at the office, waiting for the
boys to come out. She would ask the headmaster for the Friday hours, which would allow them
to go home today. I hope she will be successful.
After the next period I heard that Kuzsi(?) accused us that we blew rice at him when he
accompanied Deutsch to the headmaster. That was not true. If it did happen, the 3rd grade had
to be responsible. Instead of hearing Latin next, we had religion again. Márton said that the first
hour was spent learning, the second will be spent discussing the previous days issues. We
couldn’t do anything right. He even gave Deutsch a hard time. Poor dear he is stupid, must have
a birth defect. On my way home, I heard that we were forgiven.  I rushed, changed, ate and was
home by 4:10.

Thursday 1939 March 2
My mother bought me a pair of half shoes(?) The correct size had to be shipped, so I had to
wait for it.  After that, I went to try on some suits. They (it) will be ready by Sunday, so I can take
it (them) with me. Today is the Fast of Esther. Mother won’t let me fast past lunch. Everyone
else fasted longer.

Mom ordered a pair of shoes for me today. They did not have a size 40 so I needed to
wait to get them on Sunday.

Afterwards we went to the tailor to fit my new suit. It should be ready by Sunday too and
looks very nice.

Today is the fast of Esther. Mother did not allow me to fast longer than noon.



Friday 1939 March 3
At 10:25 in the morning I travelled to Szerdahely. My parents will follow at 1:00, I went to the
Lövingers to exchange my pen.  I met with Rita and took care of everything. Bought a hat,
shoes, went to the seamstress. They arrived at 3:45.

This morning I came by train to Szerdahely. My parents will be coming on the afternoon
train. Rita and I went shopping and bought a cap and a few shirts.

Saturday 1939 March 4
There was a small gathering at Aunt Szeren. The adults played cards. The children played
separately. Then we all played together.  We went to sleep at 1:00.

Sunday 1939 March 5
Father travelled home early in the morning. We started out at noon. We arrived in Komarom at
2:45 then to Pest. My 2 suits were in Father’s luggage. He brought them to me to the railroad
station. So, when I arrived here, I tried them on. Very pretty.

Monday 1939 March 6
Math test; very easy. Have a mistake at the end. I will get a 2. This was the second test so far.
Fuchs came in for the Latin class. He missed school all week. He had a swelling on his neck
and also a high fever. I came in alone yesterday. She wrote a poem to me, but didn’t give it to
me as yet because it was not finished. I was looking for the salami I put in my coat pocket; it
was not there. Auntie told me that she took it out of my pocket and used it for my lunch. What
nerve, to put her hands in my pocket. Next time I will write some nasty things on a piece of
paper and place it in my pocket. Next time I see their salami, I will cut off a large chunk.

Dad left for home early in the morning. Vera, Mom and I stayed until late afternoon. We
had a terrific Purim. My pocket is heavy with pennies. We listened to the Megillah in Aunt
Szeren’s house and left for home in the afternoon. Dad picked us up at the Northern Station
and took us immediately to the Station on our side for me to catch the train to Budapest. He
brought my new suit and shoes to the station in a suitcase. I was very sad that the vacation
was over and I had to go back to school.

Tuesday 1939 March 7
Forgacs and I decided to go to Bank next week. We asked for 2 tickets. I cut out a box in my
industrial lecture class in the afternoon.

Béla Forgács and I signed up for tickets to the Bánk Bán, the best known Hungarian
opera, for Sunday.

Wednesday 1939 March 8



My father was here in the afternoon. We visited an Uncle. My Father examined me, because I
was coughing when I was at home and according to Mother, I did not look well. I am fine. They
wish my appetite would be better. I could not accompany Father to the train, because I had an
English class.

Dad came this afternoon and took me to Uncle Marci for a checkup. Mom was getting
very worried because I was coughing last week. She thought I did not look well. Off [sic]
course, there is nothing wrong with me. Marci gave me some iron pills to improve my
appetite. I could not accompany Dad to the railroad station when he left, because Anna
came to give me an English lesson. She wrote a poem to me. A very nice poem.

Thursday 1939 March 9
After the 4th class, we went to see “Building the Country.”  The movie was very good.

Friday 1939 March 10
Went to see the dentist, have to go back in 2 weeks when he will take off the wires. By Pesach I
will be free of them.

Saturday 1939 March 11
I tried on my new suit this morning. I look good in it. I went to the movies with Yosi. Mr. Solti
gave us tickets in a box for 60 Fillér [cents] they were the only available seats. He can afford it.
It is his movie house.

Sunday 1939 March 12
A beautiful day in the morning. Very heavy snow by noon. Could not even take a walk. I wrote
an interesting letter to Uncle Arthur. I worry about Mother, she complains of not feeling well too
often. The boys went to see a comedy. They invited me, but I chose to go to sleep instead.

Monday 1939 March 13
I will not go to school tomorrow, because I have a cold. We also a Latin test and since Hermann
is not here, I could not write it without him. I cannot study Latin on my own.

Tuesday 1939 March 14
A good thing that I did not go to school. I would have had to take the Latin test. Received a letter
from Mother, saying that she wrote a letter about Saturday which must have gotten lost.

Aunt Schönberger called the school to tell them that I was staying home because of a
fever. This is excellent, there will be a Latin test today. What great timing!

Wednesday 1939 March 15
Forgách picked me up. We went to Buda. We visited the castle. Then we went to their house,
then to watch the changing of the guard. At our house, we listened to the radio. The



announcement came over about the Germans marching into Prague, and our troops are getting
close to the Polish border. They are only 15 km away.

There was no school today because it is Freedom day. Béla Forgács picked me up at
nine and we went together up to the Palace to see the changing of the guards. From there
we returned to his home in Ilona Street and heard on the radio that the Germans occupied
Prague and that our troops are marching toward the Polish border. Oh God, Mommy
predicted this. She says war is inevitable.

Thursday 1939 March 16
After History Vilner did not show his face. Instead of German Rónai came in and we had an
aptitude test. I won again. I wrote to my parents in the afternoon, telling them that they must
write right away, unlike last week.

Friday 1939 March 17
Instead of German, we had History. It looks like Wedder is sick. We had a Hebrew aptitude test.
Gyuri Goldberger and Vera Kramer had their “civilian” wedding today, we had a history class.
We learned a Hebrew song.

Sunday 1939 March 19
The wedding of Gyuri Goldberger and Vera Kramer took place at 12:00 today. It was a very
large wedding. At 5:00 I went to a Chanuka celebration. Anna took me with her honorary ticket.
It was good. Got home at 10:30.

Today was the wedding of Vera Kramer and Gyuri Goldberger. It was a beautiful wedding.

Tuesday 1939 March 21
Today is the first day of spring and it is still very cold. In chemistry (?) class I gave a perfect
answer. This is the second one in the last semester. One more and I will get a 1.
My Father and Zsiga surprised me this afternoon. They went to the dentist as did I. He took all
the wires off. He checked everything. All is well. He had so see me one more time.
My Father told me that Mr. Schönberger asked him for money. Father did not give him any.
Maybe he will lend 240 P. for his rent?? We don’t understand why he is always short of cash.
His income is around 700 P. a month

Wednesday 1939 March 22
Someone in Texas would like to trade stamps and postcards.

Sunday 1939 March 26
I walked home with some friends from a boring presentation

Tuesday 1939 March 28



Father and I went to visit the Kremers, to congratulate them. The present was left at Schönberg
family.

Thursday 1939 March 30
I requested to be able to skip classes on Sunday - I am hopeful

Friday 1939 March 31
The day off on Sunday was granted. I went home.

Tuesday 1939 April 4
The seder went well. Went to see a silly movie with mother.

Thursday 1939 April 6
Uncle Ari’s  wife died, I had to go to the funeral. So I stayed home.

Friday 1939 April 7
Went to the funeral with Mother-will return to school on Sunday.

Saturday 1939 April 8
Went to the movies.

Sunday 1939 April 9
Mother bought me a coat, looks just like Father’s.

Wednesday 1939 April 12
Returned to Budapest.

Thursday 1939 April 13
Father came to visit, bought socks too.

Tuesday 1939 April 18
Andi and Edit at the Brodi hospital. Father gave me 5p to buy them a gift when I visit them
again.

Tuesday 1939 April 25
My report card is excellent.

Thursday 1939 April 27
I met Zuga at noon

Sunday 1939 April 30
I met Ernö at the market. I am not going to continue with the diary now. I will continue when I
feel like it again.



Wednesday 1939 July 26
To continue the diary, I want to mention that I had a form of Typhoid fever. Grandmother came
with us, as did Aliz.

Monday 1939 September 11
I came to Budapest. Bought a good pen. With a ten year warranty.

Sunday 1939 September 24
Teachers are good, we got a new teacher very nice person, Bischlitz

Wednesday 1939 September 27
I took an hour off today to go home.

Sunday 1939 October 1
I returned to Budapest.

Friday 1939 October 20
Have a lot of work at school and had to become a Levente (a Hungarian Paramilitary
organization)

Sunday 1939 October 22
Met Father, Grandmother, Aranka and Uncle Charci. He looks terrible.

Monday 1939 October 23
The engineer of my class complimented me the first time ever.

Tuesday 1939 October 24
[Had a math test, during which there were several air raids. The streets were empty]

Sunday 1939 October 29
We visited with family

Tuesday 1939 October 31
Spent the day with mother - no school

Wednesday 1939 November 1
Wanted to spend the day with Mother again. We excused ourselves and went to the movies.

Thursday 1939 November 2
Shopping with Mother. Had a great time. Mother and Uncle Jozsi went home together.

Saturday 1939 November 4



Went to see a movie, then did some art work

Sunday 1939 November 12
Again a movie-

Sunday 1939 November 19
My radio is ready to be used. Wrote letter home, saying I’d like to visit. Instead, Father came to
spend some time with me.

Friday 1939 December 1
By the time I came home from the synagogue I had a headache and a fever of 39.8

Saturday 1939 December 2
Uncle Charci diagnosed the situation - an inflamed throat - had to rest.

Sunday 1939 December 3
Father came up. He had to go back home in the afternoon.

Tuesday 1939 December 5
Feeling better - no more fever. Am getting excellent grades. I am #2 in the class.

Sunday 1940 January 30
I am sick again.
Ideal: The meaning of the word is that money earned through hard work is worth a lot more than
inheriting millions.
My other ideal is a girl. one good at sports, dancing, working at a profession: not only a good
cook, only speaks about babies and housekeeping.  But, intelligent, my friend and stand by me
whether we have or have not riches. I hope I will not be disappointed in my ideals.

Sunday 1940 May 12
Interesting experience with Klara. Learned hour to kiss a girl.
Maybe fell in love.

Friday 1940 June 14
I have been at home for 2 weeks. Realized that I miss Klara.
Also, that I am in love with her.

Sunday 1940 June 16
My grades are all excellent.

Sunday 1940 June 23
I am 15 years old today. I feel like an adult. Thinking a lot about Klara. I told Mother about her.
She was happy for me.



Mom was in Budapest Friday and I came home with her for the summer. I am 15 years
old today. It is not much, yet I feel very grown up.

I have been home for only two days, yet there was no hour in these days that I have not
thought of Klári. I am pretty sure that I fell in love with her. I told Mother about it today and I
was very glad that she did not laugh t it. It is true, I told her nothing about the kissing, but
she is a clever woman, I am sure she knows it anyway. Should she question me about it, I
shall not lie.

Friday 1940 June 25
Would like to see Klara again.

Monday 1940 July 8
Grandmother in the hospital. Corresponding with Yosi, Forgach, Sárkány and Wolfman. Klara
writes often.

Wednesday 1940 July 31
Went to Siofok on Sunday. Did not enjoy myself. Learned that one should not try unknown
situations. Being in Pest will be nice, if there will be girls.

Thursday 1940 August 8
Missing kissing girls.

Monday 1940 September 2
________________________________________________________________

Sunday 1940 September 15
Father and Grandmother came home by car, after she was examined at the clinic.

Tuesday 1940 September 24
It’s nice to be free of Klari.

Sunday 1940 December 8
At home for Mikulas-, it is always nice to spend holidays at home. I do love Klari, although I
have not told her that I do. But I show it to her.
All about love and kissing. I am not feeling well. Fever is 37.2 - 37.3

Wednesday 1941 January 15
Father asked me to be very careful with money expenditures. I realized that last week on my
own. Klari is still my love; but since she left I have seen many other girls.

Dad was here today. I escorted him to the railroad station and he told me on the way that
he suffered a loss in the business. He asked me to be careful with money as possible.



I will talk to some of the teachers tomorrow asking them to get me some tutoring jobs. I
think I can earn enough for pocket money and help Dad this way a little.

Thursday 1941 February 13
My grades are excellent
My latest discovery is a special coffee pot which can be used for steaming as well. Am I not a
genius?

Wednesday 1941 February 26
It is one year ago today that I met Klári. Tonight I celebrated it with Sz_ke, Sáarkány,

Mihalik and Gellér. We went to Buda, far enough from the school and had supper at the
Törökbástya. We got a bit drunk too and walked all the way home to Aréna Way. We had a
very good time but Mrs. Schönberger was very angry that I did not get home till after
midnight.

Monday 1941 March 24
It is spring, the dancing season is over. Tried to replace Klari, since I did not hear from her. I
wish I could spend a night crying.

Thursday 1941 May 1
Story about people being in love -Jealousy, etc.

Monday 1941 May 5
Again, about, love, consideration of each others’ feelings.  Not wanting to take other people's’
happiness away

Friday 1941 June 27
School year is over. Except for a two in just one subject I excelled in everything. Celebrated my
birthday with the boys.

Tuesday 1941 July 29
I sold my motor bike for 350p. I will get the Chatra? at the end of August.

Monday 1941 October 20
Chimaliks’ father died this morning. We asked permission to visit the family but that was denied.
We went anyway and got back safely, without a problem.

Laci Mihalik’s father died. We failed to obtain permission from Dr. Fuchs to skip classes in
the afternoon so we could go to be with Laci. We left nevertheless for Székesfehérvár after
school was over. Hosszú and I traveled on my motorbike, Sárkány on bicycle. 70 kilometers
is a long ride, but we all made it back by 6PM. The joy which our arrival caused made it
worth while. We arrived back home before midnight. We had some talking to do because
when Mrs. Sárkány found out that we did not take a train, she was really quite angry.



Saturday 1941 November 15
I do not believe in platonic love

Sunday 1941 November 16
Some people take pleasure in other people's unhappiness. Other, do malice purposely.

There are people who enjoy causing trouble for others, and then there are others who do
the same, without malice, out of stupidity.

Thursday 1941 November 20
Music is peoples game. We should at least know how to enjoy it.

Music is the play of superior human beings. We must learn to enjoy it at least.

Sunday 1941 December 7
All about love relationships.
Agi is a very fine, nice person and she is very much in love with me. Sometimes, I feel that
maybe I can love her too, but not the same way that I loved Vera.
Jozsi is a great friend again. That makes me happy.

A wasted Sunday’s depressed mood is sitting on my back. I am not quite sure what I
want. I am playing with the pen not knowing what I want to write. It would be good to be a
little bit with Mom and Dad and Vera. It would be good to be home!

Am I in love with Ági? I am not sure, I am still longing for Klári, yet I like Ági much more. I
love that she loves me. I enjoy that we trust each other

My friendship with Jóska Lessinger suffered a bit in the past because of his being so
very religious, but since September it is as good as it used to be. I do have the need to pray
more often and with more inner desire than I used to, perhaps because I am more afraid of
many things than I used to be and that has brought us very close to each other again. Am I
getting old?

Sunday 1942 March 30
Love, feelings, worrying about Vera’s operation, hope it's totally successful. That is all I think
about, dream about. Lonely, longing.

It seems that I turn to write in my diary only when I am saturated with things that want to
come out but I can not talk about them to anybody. Writing sometimes clears my mind and
helps me to focus better. Sometimes it helps me to overcome fear or at least makes me less
sensitive to it.

Vera will be operated on after Pesach. On G-d I pray that it be successful, help us all to
realize an eight-year dream.



Ever since Mother told me about it, I cannot think of a thing except Vera’s surgery. I am
on my motorbike, I think of Vera, I increase my speed and suddenly I stop with screeching
brakes to avoid an accident. I am at the blackboard, fully aware that my performance will
determine my grade for the semester. I am doing well and suddenly I think of Vera. I begin to
stutter and the processor stares at me with surprise: “You started out so well!” And I can’t
explain.

I am in a theater and suddenly I hear Vera’s voice, worried about Mother’s health,
“Mother dear don’t die, love me please! Daddy will you put me to bed and tell me a story?”

It is crazy, is it not?
I am learning to appreciate Ági. I have never spoken to her about Vera’s upcoming

operation, but I know that Sárkány told her about it. Yet with her infinite sensitivity, she will
change the subject if somebody brings it up. I am still not sure if what I feel is love. It is very
different from that which I felt for Klári. Was that love or is this love?

Thursday 1942 April 23
All about life’s happening. With love, friends, parents longing etc. and music

I got the Mumps. I am locked in this apartment since Sunday, among these people I
thoroughly despise. It is a rainy day, it is pouring now in fact. I am watching from my window
as the heavy droplets bounce back off the cobblestones of the street. I look at the gray river
which runs quickly between the tramway rails. I enjoy the sign of people, wrapped in their
raincoats cursing the weather. I love it! I used to grab every opportunity to go for a walk in
the rain. I would love to be out there now too. Pest is, even in this weather, a lovely place.
For a country boy my love for this city is unusual. Ever time I return from a visit home and
the Gellért Mount becomes visible from the train, I feel an indescribable joy. I adore the
streets of Budapest: one can not be more alone anywhere and yet so much at home. Here
one can be a spectator or a participator and nobody cares. One is among people on these
streets and yet one need not pay attention to them. If I ever left here, I'm sure I would be
homesick for Pest and not Komárom. Even now, when I am homesick, I am homesick to see
my parents, never the town in which I grew up. I am homesick for our house, the yard, the
dogs, the horses, the smell of lumber, the voices of the carpenters working in the yard, but I
couldn’t care less for just about everything beyond the fence of our yard. Budapest is
different. I can be in Komárom and suddenly I wish to be back in Budapest. I dream of
“hanging out” a little bit (“lógni az utcán”) on the streets, perhaps stopping in an Espresso
bar for a coffee, or just standing in front of the National Theater watching the girls.

I think that my love for the city partly as a result of being here alone since I was ten years
old. Without day to day parental control, I had certain freedoms well exceeding that most of
my friends and I definitely associate the city with this special freedom. Budapest was also
the first place after Szerdahely where I had a lot of very good friends, where I fell in love,
where I learned more than I thought was possible.

Friday 1942 April 24
Again about loving, crying, music



When a flat stone is thrown across the surface of a lake with great speed, it will skim the
water so long as its speed is sufficient. When it slows down, it sinks, like a stone.

I came to understand that I must not slow down. My life is geared for that speed. If I lose
it, I will lose everything I have accomplished so far. As long as I was bending over the
drafting board half the night and my days as well were filled with work I had no time to get
lonesome or to long for sunshine or the smell of lumber in our yard at home. Right now I
wish I could be in Szerdahely with Grandmother Rézi, talking with her or taking a walk. The
fields must be in bloom by now, filled with red poppies and blue corn flowers. It would be
nice to lie among the flowers and watch the clouds passing overhead. I long for peace for all
of us, I long for peace inside me. Where is it?

While I worked hard, I had no time to brood over the present, the dangers of war or our
uncertain future. I took a day off today and all I can think of is Vera’s operation, Mom’s
increasing fainting spells, father’s moral and mental load. I am longing for Klári and am full of
doubts whether I love Ági. Will this war go on forever and what will be when it is over?

Sunday 1942 July 12
Another school year finished. I am full of ambition. Have a lot of studying to do. I don’t see how I
will manage to get done.

Saturday 1942 October 18
Hello Radio Budapest is a a dance ball - where all my favorite songs are being played. Most
remind me of Klari - rather my love of her and my time with her. Agi loves me so much. I can’t
bring myself to tell her that I don’t love her.

Saturday 1943 January 30
I dream about Klari. I wish I wouldn’t. It’s been 3 years

The doorbell rang at noontime. Angry about the disturbance, I opened it grudgingly. My heart
almost stopped: Klári stood in the doorway. She was so beautiful in my dreams and here
she stood in front of me, something totally different. Her legs, which I thought were shapely,
were thin. Her mouth was big, her skin was not as nice I as I remembered it either. She just
came to say ‘Hello.’ When I recovered from the shock, I invited her in and gave her a cold
drink and fruit. She left shortly thereafter and with her departure, my first love affair was
finally over.

Monday 1943 March 29 1943
My grades are excellent. Everyone is so proud and surprised. I got 600 pengo, but that is not
what made me happy. My parents joy is what I truly enjoyed. Just for that. My finals are coming
soon. After graduation life will change completely and we, friends will each go our separate way.

I have not written for a long time in my diary. Today I felt the need again. My midterm report
card was excellent, surpassing all my expectations. I was so thrilled that I got on my



motorbike and went home toward the evening. When I entered the house both Mom and
Dad were surprised and delighted to see me. SHowing them my report card made them both
speechless. That moment, the joy on their radiant faces made all the effort worthwhile.
Father gave me a very large sum, 200 Pengos. I was more happy to see my parents’
happiness than I was with the money. Their joy made me feel very warm.

I sold my Mátra to Pali Soros and with a little extra added to the proceeds of the sale, I
bought myself a 175 cc Zetka.

The Matura is now getting very dangerously near. I am going to send the motorbike
home tomorrow, so that I should have no distractions. This is a sacrifice, but I want to see
the joy on my parents face that I saw at midterm. The results of the Matura are probably of
no consequence to my future, yet I want it to be excellent for the sake of the prestige. I am
not afraid of life, I love to wok and I will be able to go make a living.

Enough, I have to go back to study.

1943 May
Klara Lessinger is getting married.

Monday 1943 June 21
I went to the graduation exercises in the afternoon.

I entered the room for the Matura exams at 2:00 PM. Now it is 5:00 PM. I just arrived back
in my room. I am finished, “matured with distinction.” It was worth it, all the hours, the
sleepless nights, the missed dates and the missed trips. Soros loaned me his Mátra, my
dear old motorbike and I am driving home right now. I can hardly wait to get there to see
their faces.

Sunday 1943 August 15
Graduation over. Summer is ending. I thought that I would have a lot of free time, but I am very
busy doing practically nothing all day. Mother is in Pest. The doctors want her in a sanatorium,
to rest. She has epilepsy.

KYRA - enter George’s translation here.

Translator's’ note: Stadler Agi was taken to the Danube and shot in Pest, on January 2, 1945.



Dec.12 1947

Where should I start?  Yes, with the ghetto in Komarom. Because of the too strong will to stay
alive, I decided to be independent  from my family. It would be good to move freely and find the
way to escape alone. Today I know that therefore I was glad when I got the draft. That is how I
started. The same mean, not human thought was inside in me later in the forced labor camp
regarding my father. I was sure that both of us can survive separately, but not together. I did not
leave him, but I was scared to take responsibility to escape together. I could have remorse, but
these were only thoughts and not action. But in 45 January I was in action.
Agi stayed at the neighboring shelter. I knew that I have a few more minutes. I was thinking to
look for chances to escape or getting weapons. I was afraid of beating from arrow cross men, so
I was decided to kill and get killed. There was a possibility to escape, I saw the way. It would
take a half a minute to rescue Agi. I remember I thought of that, but I wanted to live and I was
afraid to take the risk and I left her. I did not care about her, only about myself. I needed 3 years
to admit it for myself. How much time will I need to get to the final conclusion about all of this?
Maybe tomorrow, maybe never or who knows?

Dec. 18 1947
These days in December are getting harder year by year. From year to year the remembrance
chokes me stronger and stronger. Agi, if you would be alive, everything would be different. It
was hard 3 years ago, but I would go back gladly. Slowly I forgot how was it when I was loved. It
seems to me that I am not the same person who I was. It is only a dreamlike connection with the
old me.

Dec. 24 1947
I write with green ink, because today is Christmas eve. 3 years ago this color thought me to
hate. Since then  I hate everything that is green. Since then I do not take excursions. 3 year ago
I crossed myself and I wear it since. I shake from anger from the remembrance. I would like to
bring back that evening one more time and that kiss.

Jan. 2 1948
Minutes that I painfully lived, remembrance that  I try to get rid of, why they are coming back
over and over again?

Page 72 Apr. 12 1948
My mother`s birthday. Two dates come to mind, 44 and 45.
In 44 on this day was Gyor bombed. Vera just celebrated mother when the first explosion was
heard. It was a sad birthday, the whole family cried. It was like we felt that this was the last
birthday. It was like I would feel that in one year I return on the same day, but alone. Yes this is
also a date. I spend my life in between dates. I am tired, very tired. I work more than ever
before. I have fever without any medical condition. I just want to sleep. Things that made me
somewhat curious, I do not care about them.



Apr. 30 1948
I have not written for weeks. I feel worse and worse, only my studies help. I visited a doctor who
found a murmur, but I do not think it is serious.

Page 79-80 Oct. 20 1948
I have not written for weeks, or even month. I have mood changes as the seasons change. It is
harder and harder. No question that my Jewish faith has a role in it. I probably forgot harder
things that happened in 44. I still feel a terrible loneliness. My dear mother, father, friends, Agi, I
miss you. You were all so young. I love you all with my whole heart. Now when I know with my
mind what did you mean to me, and mother and father you would be my friends, you are not
here anymore.

Page 62 Jan. 7 1948
I am listening Beethoven`s 5th. It came to my mind my nicest encounter with Beethoven`s 5th. I
was in labor camp in the summer of 45. I escaped home and at that time a lieutenant lived in
our apartment. I wanted to hear the English news on his radio. This was after Romania got out.
When I was searching I got the 5th symphony. Never before or after it affected me so much. I
was crying. It was not from weakness, but from the strength I got from the music.
I am at home, sitting on the porch, this is my room now. The radio stands where it was some
time ago. The table is at the same place. I tried to decorate it the way it was before. As I look up
at the radio, I see my mother sitting in front of it, I see my father lying on the sofa with toothpick
in his mouth. Even his drink is on the radio. Vera`s little chair is in the corner. I see everything
and I am choking from crying. I feel good among you. I can solve all my problems, discussing
with you. I do things  as you would have done, the way you have wanted it. This is my faith, my
religion, that everything should be done like you would be alive, and direct it.
If I am tired you can not comfort me, if something hurts there is nobody I can complain.
Mother , father can one forget 44? Is it possible to forget it? Should we not hate everybody who
participated? This hatred keeps me going. I have problem with the hatred. I can not believe that
a society that actively helped to take people to Auschwitz and Birkenau can be changed within a
few years. Mother, if I could be with you I would get the energy radiating from you. If I could hug
you again. You all, Agi, Veruska, Bela, Miklos and many others I miss you.
Of course today I know that it is not socially acceptable to talk about it in 48. It is weakness to
talk about it. But I can write it to myself.
You my little son would be killed already. You would be a souvenir, a treasure from your mother,
but you are not alive either. It is good for you, nothing hurts, and you do not suffer from being a
bustard. Our names would be the same by now. You were the only brave action in my life, and I
was still irresponsible with you. You do not look at me with bright eyes questioning what will you
get from me. I do not see you, my image reflecting in the mirror. Neither I see your mother`s
movements. Now the mask fell off. What I wrote today is behind the mask that I seldom take off
even in front of myself.
One thing I can not cover with it is my Jewishness. It shows every day. I do not want to hide it.
One year ago I decided that I start a new life. If I do not succeed, I can kill myself as a solution.
In this days that idea seldom comes, and if it does, I laugh at it. A Jew ca not kill himself.



I see more and more clearly that what Agi and I postponed in 44 I will make it. I will go to Erec
(Israel).
There the feeling of not belonging will disappear. December is a hard month for me, the  dates,
the many memories.

Page 90-91 February 22
On a religious Christian holiday many people go home.
I came home too. But where is home? Is it where you have an apartment, or where you feel
warmth and peace. But today when I come home, I feel the chaos of feelings. I would like to
have back that feeling when I was impatient to get home from the train station to see my father,
who usually waited for me at the gate, since usually I went home on Fridays. I was not into the
Jewish rituals, but the togetherness of the family, that was the celebration. The father blesses
the children, and the children wish every family member a good Sabbath. When I was 3 or 4
year old, we had a made, whom I liked very much. So I went to her to wish a good Sabbath.
Saturday afternoon was he time for discussions and walks. 3 years ago probable the same day
my father was drafted. The whole battalion went to the temple. I went too, so I can meet him.
That was the first time I have seen what Germans are capable of doing. Then I have seen  the
first time that a temple is being crushed. By the evening I forgot that I am 18 year old, the head
of the family. My mother gave me a cigarette. This did not last long. The events then strangely
followed each other. I was drafted too, my mother and my sister were taken to the ghetto. I saw
my mother one week later the last time, looking out from the cattle wagon. These were the
things I was thinking about when I came home last evening. It seemed that the whole thing is
not true, it is only a bad dream, and when I am coming home they are waiting for me. This is
how I have been arriving for years, and I am always childishly surprised about the truth. These
things are gone, and one thinks about them, since thoughts can not be regulated. These
thoughts are painfully true.

Page 102 Jan. 13 1946
Today is the anniversary of my liberation. This is one anniversary among many. The others were
miserable, but this one closed the darkest and most miserable part of my life. I was persecuted
and I do not know why. My only crime was that I wanted to save my life. I had to change my
name, and had a strange name and a strange  paper to save my life. I succeeded, but I
changed. The honest, idealist, sensitive man was gone. Between the old and the new me there
is a huge empty space. I tried to fill the space, but I could not. This new me is a tough guy,
cynical, reserved. The only common thing between the two personality is that they both like
beauty. This is the bridge between the two. When I go back on that bridge in the evening I
remember. How was it? When have I left my old self.?
It was when on the street of Pest I looked at the groups taken to the Danube. You were not with
me, because that was not the seen for you. Then you came back for 5 month one year ago
when I learned that Agi does not live anymore. Then I sent you away, because I wanted to live,
and you wanted to kill me. But let`s make peace now, you will see life will be better. Now I feel
that I can fill the empty space. I have changed, but remained the same. They paint the walls, but
the building will not be new. A new life, new chores require a more full person.



I translated everything that had the slightest connection with the Holocaust. But I Have not
translated  the rest of this part of the diary, that dealt with relationships with friends and women
whom he dated or wanted to date, and those  women who were his friends. He also had written
about his studies, his illness, his loneliness. The diary contains his thoughts, feelings, and
emotions. He wrote about his loves. Stadler Agi was taken to the Danube and shot in Pest, on
January 2 1945. He wrote about his alia to Erec Israel and that he was waiting for it in Vienna.

New translation by Ruth started March 6, 2019
31
Wednesday Aug 18, 1943
We travelled to Pest. The trip up was a little problematic. Coming home, the car broke down and
we walked home all the way. 25 km in all.

32
Wednesday, Feb. 16, 1944
I am in Pest at the university I am picturing Agi as my wife.
32
Wed. March 2, 1944
This is a very happy morning. Received a letter from Mother. Someone inquired about my time
and activity as school. Disturbing . I am alway subject to mood swings. ( a note)
33
Kfar Giladi - 1950 - June 29?
Life is difficult. ? would be nice to be ? I am not going because I am thinking of you. They should
not kill DEANINS??
Mother in Auschwitz OK



34
I may have to go to the army, if the war lasts much longer. I am now exempt from military
service due to my university studies. I am afraid to leave the university. It could be that I am just
a pessimist

34 Tuesday  Aug 8,1944
Here, I am writing again, only because I am so bored. I left Pest on the 20th of March. I have
been studying languages. In May 26th Father received his orders. On Saturday, the 27th he
entered the service. I received my orders on SUnday. I spent Monday at the police station,
taking care of declaiming our estate. On Tuesday the 30th I also entered the service. At first, we
had to work at different jobs. On the night of June 13th the area we lived in was bombed. ??
After the bombing on the 15th FUZITO?? GfoR was next. After the ( mission) exercise was
done, we returned to
35
KOMAROM on the 17th. My parents were removed from the monastery. We were working at the
FUZITO station, when the train carried them part there. On the 20th we were placed in GYOR.
On the 16th of July we were at ZATYAN? We wandered from station to station, such as
VARODNYA, TARCI. Since ?? Father and I have been together.
35
Saturday Aug, 19 1944
The last 5 months were awful. Today is a little better, but it cannot be great, until VERA and
mother will return home. Spent a few hours with BELA on my 2 free days. It is a thing to have
such a friend. I spent the first night with aunt ROZSI. The second at AGIS’ family
Wed. Aug 23, 1944
ULMANN Laci left. I could not talk him out of leaving. We were very sad, when saying ur
goodbys!
36
Sunday, Sept, 10, 1944
It is hard to live here and wonder whether Mother is working hard or are they even alive. When
they all return, life will start over again. With our goal in life - Eretz Israel.
Agi wrote a letter from Pest. She met KLARI. Her husband is in the Veterans hospital.
October 6, 1944 Friday
I wanted to write you a letter Agnes, but you will perhaps red this diary and so read
37
These words. We left GYOR. we are near ZIRE. It has been raining. I have a cold, with fever.
Everything is bleak. We go to bed at 6:00 since it is already dark. I spend some time with you.
Wishing you’d be here. Dad asks - are you sleeping GABI?


