
United States Holocaust Memorial Museum 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Interview with Vladka Meed 
June 19, 1991 

RG-50.030*0153

http://collections.ushmm.org 
Contact reference@ushmm.org for further information about this collection 

This is a verbatim transcript of spoken word. 
 It is not the primary source, and it has not been checked for spelling or accuracy.



 PREFACE 
  
 The following oral history testimony is the result of a taped interview with Vladka Meed, 
conducted on June 19, 1991 on behalf of the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum. The 
interview is part of the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum's collection of oral testimonies. 
Rights to the interview are held by the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum. 
  
 In 2002, Vladka Meed provided the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum with an 
updated transcript containing alternative wording that she feels is a more accurate representation 
of her experience.  Ms. Meed requests that anyone who views her interview do so while referring 
to this edited document. The reader should therefore bear in mind that this is not a verbatim 
transcript.  
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VLADKA MEED 
June 19, 1991 

 
Answer: ... Vladka was my pseudonym in the Jewish underground during the Nazi occupation. 

 

Question: Where were you born? 

Answer: I was born in Warsaw, Poland on Pawla 3 and when I came back to Poland years later, 

the building was no more. It was another building and another number. 

 

Question: Vladka, tell me about your parents. What did your father do? 

Answer: Yes. My family belonged to the lower middle class. My father was an intellectual. As a 

small child, I remember him constantly reading, reading all kinds of books. He was not too 

practical a man but he worked for a long time in a leather factory. He hardly could make a living, 

so my mother was the practical person in the family. She always dealt with selling haberdashery 

items; she was the main supporter of the family and kept us together. We were three children. I 

was the oldest and my sister was two years younger, and my brother was almost six years 

younger. I had aunts; my mother's sisters; two of them, and my father also had family in another 

city in Plock, the family Brown, a sister and cousins. So, this was the closest family I remember. 

All our lives we had lived in Warsaw, struggling to make a living. My father was a secular Jew, 

but ours was a traditional home and Saturdays, Fridays, and Jewish holidays were observed. My 

parents used to go Yom Kippur or Rosh Hashanah to the synagogue and we children had to be at 

home on Friday evenings, at the Shabbat table. I remember later on, when I was growing up, I 

used to fight with my mother for permission to miss Friday evening, because I was having a very 

important event or date, and there was quite a fight. I didn't win all the time, but later on, she 

started to give in. 

 

Question: What were you ... as a teenager; you became already involved with organizations, as a 

very young teenager. Tell me about that. 

Answer: Yes. My father, who was working in a leather factory, insisted that his oldest daughter 

should attend a Yiddish secular school that was supported by the trade union movement of the 

Bund, the Democratic Socialist Movement. We had to pay monthly for attending this school. 
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When we could no longer afford it, my sister and brother went to the Polish public school, but I 

remained in the Yiddish school. From the fifth grade, I remember, we automatically joined the 

children's Socialist movement called SKIF and later, the Youth Movement, Zukunft. We had our 

meetings, outings, clubs, etc. So, I would say that from the age of ten I became part of a 

movement. My involvement began in pre-war Poland, continued during the war and after the 

war. It is like a chain, starting in my childhood in Warsaw, and continuing even in the United 

States 

 

Question: You had friends in that early Bund movement that later became important in the 

uprising. Who were some of those friends? 

Answer: Yes, I did have friends. These were the friends from school. They, just like me, 

belonged to the children's' and youth Bund organizations and we kept together and met often at 

gatherings, lectures, at children's' camps, etc. Though I was very young, I was singled out to lead 

other youth groups. Already before the war I was elected to the Executive Committees of the 

Bund Youth Movement of Warsaw.  When the Germans occupied Warsaw, the Executive 

Committee automatically started functioning illegally. Even from the start of the war, I was 

involved with the illegal activities of the Socialist Youth Movement.  And this was the road that 

led me also to become very involved with the Jewish illegal cultural work as well as later, in the 

work of the Jewish fighters organization in the ghetto. 

 

Question: So you were heavily involved in this already as a teenager. How, when the war began, 

did your meetings start? How did you meet? What did you do? 

Answer: Before the war, like all other children, I played and studied when I finished school. I 

remember that our parents, especially my mother, wanted very much that a girl should know a 

trade, and the teachers of this school wanted to convince her that I should go on to high school, 

but all the high schools that I could attend, were private, and it was very difficult for our parents 

to pay the tuition, so she sent me, I recall, to the ORT Vocational School and I finished it.  Then 

I was able to study and take special courses in the afternoons and evenings at a branch of the 

university in Warsaw.  I still found time to do other things and be with my friends. After the 

Germans occupied Warsaw, I realized for the first time that I have Polish features, that my face 

looks not so Jewish, that I have the look of a Polish girl. How did I realize it? When the Germans 
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were bombarding Warsaw, our family sat together with other tenants of the building in the 

basement. Everybody was scared. Father was calming us, saying don’t be scared.  Even when the 

Germans come, they are not so bad. I remember them from the First World War he said and they 

are quite human, you will see. But right after they came, during the first days, my father, like all 

other Poles, had to stand in line for the German distribution of bread. We didn't have any bread 

in the house. In the line for bread, someone recognized him, pointed out that he is a Jew and 

German soldiers beat him up. He was thrown out of the line. He came home terribly upset, and 

he said he would not go out any more from the house. He was unable to do anything. He was 

afraid of the Germans, they were not the same he remembered from the First World War, and 

this was a big shock for him. He had tried to explain to them in German, but they didn't listen. 

We were facing big problems. We didn't have money and we didn't have any food in the house. 

We had rescued a little merchandise from our small haberdashery store. My parents had no other 

way but to send me out, as a Polish girl, without the Jewish armband, to the Polish section of 

Warsaw to sell as much merchandise as I could. I went to the other streets of Warsaw, to the 

more affluent section; to sell the articles for whatever price they gave me and people were 

buying. Money was not worth as much at that time. People wanted to buy whatever they were 

able to; nevertheless, it was dangerous.  As a Jew, you were not permitted to be without your 

armband or to sell on the street without permission. If you were caught, even as a Polish girl, 

they confiscated everything and could take you to prison. But someone in my family had to do it. 

It was at that time that I realized that my features, my Polish looks, meant something. This was at 

the beginning, before the ghetto. 

 

Question: How did you feel about having to do this? How did you feel about having to help your 

family in this way? 

Answer: Of course, I was frightened. I didn't know these streets. Most of my movement was in 

the Jewish section, within a Jewish environment, but I considered this a necessity, a challenge to 

bring in a livelihood for the whole family. It was on my shoulders and I had to do it. On a day 

when I was able to sell more things from what remained from our little store, I felt good. 

Sometimes my sister or my mother went with me. They stayed far away and when they spotted a 

German patrol or Polish police coming in my direction, they warned me. To be honest, I felt 

important within my family, because I was being useful to them. When the order came that all 
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Jews had to go into the ghetto, a number of streets in Warsaw were designated. Our family lived 

in the suburb of Warsaw, in Praga. We had to move, to exchange our apartment for one in the 

ghetto, and this was very difficult. It took us a long time until we were able to find a place.  

Finally, we succeeded in getting an apartment of one room at Leszno 66. Before we’d had three 

rooms.  It was a very unhealthy apartment; when it was cold or hot, the walls were wet.  But we 

were lucky to find any place. From the time we moved to the ghetto, life became even more 

difficult for us. We sold whatever we were able to, whatever remained. A short time later my 

father got depressed, sick, we were not able to give him medication or the right food and he died 

of pneumonia. I was at that time already active in the underground. I recall bringing home all 

kinds of illegal printed material and giving them to my mother. She took them and hid them, not 

knowing what they were, but understanding that she had to hide them. She was very much 

concerned when I went out in the evening and did not return before curfew time. When I needed 

any of the hidden publications, and asked her for them, she always knew exactly where to find 

them. One of our people, Alter Bass, was caught with illegal newspapers.  I worked with him.  

He was arrested. They tortured him, but couldn't get any information from him, but they found 

my name among his papers. Jewish police and later Polish police came to our house asking for 

me. I had to get away from the house, from the ghetto, for a time, and came back when things 

quieted down. My mother remained with my sister and brother, and it was a very hard time for 

them. 

 

Question: Tell me how did you become a courier of Alter Bass? That was the beginning of your 

courier work? 

Answer: No, I was not a courier of Alter Bass. I became a courier before deportations started, 

when there was a need in our underground to contact other underground groups in other cities, 

such as Tomashow Mazowiecki. Our underground considered, that as a Polish looking girl, I 

could undertake such a task. A false Polish document was prepared for me so I could take the 

train. I went there with some literature, letters, money, and I returned safely. This was my first 

trip from the ghetto as a courier. At that time, before deportations, I also belonged to a Jewish 

cultural group, and we use to have lectures with the historian Emanuel Ringelblum, with the 

teacher Wirowsky and others.  We had other events as well.  I recall being sent to give a lecture 

to a group of tenants after curfew in the ghetto. I spoke about the classic Jewish writer, Y.L. 
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Peretz's story called "Bontsche Schweig." I had to go there before curfew and sleep over in that 

building that night. In my memory, I still see that crowded room with forty or fifty tenants of the 

house listening attentively. They asked two children to be outside on guard, to warn us in case 

the Germans would come, so that we would have enough time to disperse.  I recall how the 

people followed the story. And this was a time of starvation, of typhoid epidemic, of constant 

terror in the ghetto. Nevertheless, such lectures took place in many houses in the ghetto and we, 

the young, used to go there and talk.  Those attending asked questions.  I don't remember the 

questions, but I do remember the atmosphere, the total attentiveness and my uplifted feeling, 

being together with my people and talking about Jewish literature.  This remains vividly in my 

memory.  This was before the deportations. So, I was involved in all kinds of activities at that 

time. I was never separated from my colleagues. I was part of the movement and my mother 

understood it and in a way, she was glad that there was something still going on in my life; our 

daily struggle was so miserable. My mother was starving, her eyes were puffy, while at the same 

time she was hiding pieces of bread from us hungry children.  She wanted the "melamed" 

(Hebrew tutor) to prepare my little brother for his Bar Mitzvah, which he never lived to have and 

this piece of bread was his payment.  We knew where she was hiding it, but none of us kids took 

away the bread, not that we were afraid, but we understood. 

 

Question: And you all gave up your bread for your brother's Bar Mitzvah lesson s? 

Answer: We children did not give up our bread. My mother gave up a part of her small portion, 

so that my brother could continue to study. We didn't have money to pay for the lessons. These 

things are still in my mind. Even today, I cannot understand how my mother was able to keep the 

apartment clean and warm. We didn't have soap. She tried to keep the apartment warm. Little by 

little, our furniture went into the fire. 

 

Question: What do you mean the furniture went into the fire? 

Answer: We had only wooden furniture. She used to take the chairs apart and throw the parts 

into the fire to keep a little bit warm and then also, secretly, to steal city electricity in order to be 

able to cook something. She tried all ways to make our lives bearable. She broke her leg, had 

terrible pains, and was always afraid that the deportation would some day take place also in 

Warsaw, and we would have to move to another city. Wagons with refugees from other small 
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towns constantly arrived in the Warsaw ghetto. Mother was afraid that because of her broken leg, 

she would not be able to walk too much and I would reassure her. We would be together and we 

would take care of each other, and maybe this calmed her. But when deportation came, events 

took a different turn. I couldn’t keep my promise. 

 

Question: Tell me about it ...  

Answer: When she was deported from the ghetto with my brother, I tried to take them out from 

the Umschlagplatz (point of deportation). I thought that perhaps I could bribe one of the 

policemen who lived in our building. I had a little watch and a small ring. Policemen sometimes 

were able to take people out from the Umschlagplatz. I went to him, begging for help, but in 

vain. I decided I would go together with them. I had told my mother that I would be together 

with them when they would be deported. I had asked her to try to remain on the Umschlagplatz 

as long as possible. I went to the Umschlagplatz, hoping to join them. I stopped before the police 

guard, waiting to see anyone whom I knew who was permitted to leave the transport place. I got 

a note from my mother, given me by a neighbor who got out with a labor group. The note said 

that my brother is so hungry and they decided to get the bread and marmalade before entering the 

trains.  I knew that they had been without food for two days because I had gone back to their 

apartment right after the last selection on my street and had found on the table a small bag of 

flour, half spilled, an empty plate with a glass of water on the side. Probably my mother had 

started to make a few dumplings when the raid began. She never had a chance to finish. At that 

time, Jews were given bread and marmalade before entering the trains to convince them that they 

were going to be resettled.  The truth was that they were being taken to Treblinka to the gas 

chambers. I returned to my place broken hearted, knowing it is finished. They took them away; I 

would never see them again. I remained with my sister. 

 

Question: How did you feel when you saw your family being taken in deportation? 

Answer: I remember the day very vividly. Usually deportations took place from eight o'clock in 

the morning. Germans, Latvians, police, cut off certain streets and they surrounded buildings and 

forced Jews out of their homes. Sometimes trams or wagons were waiting for them or the Jews 

were ordered just to march. On this particular day, a Jewish policeman came to our building to 

warn his family that there would be an Aktion, deportation from this street, very early in the 
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morning. I lived very close to my mother, one building away, and I went to her and I told her that 

there is going to be deportations and we will be together. But the whole morning went by. My 

sister, who as usual, didn't want to listen to anybody, went to her job, to the public kitchens. The 

rest of us were together.  Almost all day passed and nothing happened. So my mother and my 

brother went up to their little apartment to prepare something to eat and I went to my place. 

Suddenly, when everybody thought that it was over for this day, they cut off the street, 

surrounded the buildings and forced everyone out. I was together with my colleagues and 

another family. In the street a selection started. And I had at that time only a registration card as 

a worker in a German shop, ‘Toebbens.’  I didn't have any other identification, just a little scrap 

of paper, but there was nothing to lose.  I showed it to the German soldier who was making the 

selection. I saw that he was sending people to the left and to the right.  He looked at me. I was 

young and so he probably thought that I could still be useful. He sent me to the right. And there 

were so many people, thousands of people from the buildings ... right and left, left and right ... 

and I didn't see my mother and I didn't see my brother.  I thought that maybe they were on the 

right, a little further away.  I couldn't see them, and while staying on the right, they had already 

started to move. I thought I heard my name, Feigele, Feigele, and it sounded like my brother's 

voice. But when I looked and wanted to follow the tram from where I heard that voice coming, 

the police pulled me back. This was probably the moment when they ... my brother or my 

mother, saw me. They saw me. They were taken away, and this was the day. Of course, I was 

terribly depressed.  It was my darkest day in the ghetto. I was crying, crying, night and day.  At 

the time, I was working in the Toebbens shop, and lived together with other colleagues from the 

underground in the Toebbens assigned building.  They didn’t leave me alone. They kept me 

going. 

 

Question: What did you do? You were part of the underground. Your family had left. You were 

working in this Toebbens factory. What were you doing for the underground during and after the 

deportation? 

Answer: While working in Toebbens factory, we started to organize ourselves into secret groups, 

and in the meetings we held, it was decided what to do if they come to take us. We knew more or 

less from information we had from the underground, that people were being taken to camps to be 

shot or gassed.  We had the first news about gassing from Chelmo. It was where they put Jews in 
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trucks or buses, sealed them and the Jews were gassed.  This was the first news that the ghetto 

got about gas. The people in the ghetto did not want to believe it. And at that time, we in the 

shop, the illegal youth group, decided that if they come to take us, we would stand up. We would 

not let ourselves be taken away. I recall one time when there was an Aktion in the shop. They 

took away the older people but we decided that we would remain at the sewing machines in our 

places. Then the German foreman came in and said that if we don't go down, nobody will be 

saved. If we go down for the selection, maybe the whole shop would remain. So, people started 

moving out. A few of us, who lived together, also went down for the selection. We were young 

and we were sent to the right. Yes, in the beginning, the constant deportations were a terrible 

blow to the previously established ghetto life. People didn't know what to expect next. Fear; 

panic constantly having to avoid deportation paralyzed thinking. At that time the Jewish 

underground became more and more concerned with how to respond to the German actions and 

the news coming from different cities, different ghettos, was about mass killing of Jews.  There 

was no understanding of what to do, how to respond to this unprecedented situation. There were 

voices in the underground that called for immediate action - resistance. Others said that any 

organized action against the Germans would cause a massacre of the whole ghetto. In the 

beginning, Czerniakow, the head of the so-called Jewish Council of the Warsaw Ghetto, believed 

the Germans’ assurance that only about seventy thousand would be deported and all the others 

would remain. In the Warsaw Ghetto, there were close to 500,000 people. They would take only 

about ten thousand a day. And who would be the ten thousand? Sick people or poor people or 

people who don't have a place to live or to work? Czerniakow committed suicide when the 

Germans demanded more Jews for deportations but he did not inform the ghetto about it. So it 

took quite a time until the realization, that everybody would be deported, was understood. The 

illegal youth movements realized it earlier than the others.  The young activists of the 

underground started to get the news from couriers from other parts of the country about what was 

taking place in the ghettos of Lublin, Vilno, Chelmo, etc.  We began to publicize the news.  At 

this time, the Jewish Fighters Organization came into being to which most political youth groups 

belonged, including Zionists, Communists, Socialists and others.  I remember one of our larger 

Bundist youth leadership meetings where I learned more about the Jewish Fighters Organization.  

All kinds of assignments were being given out to those present.  I didn’t get anything and I felt 

left out.  But at the end, the leader of this important meeting, the chairman, Abrasha Blum, came 
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over to me and said, " you look Polish. Will you go out to the Polish side?”  Of course, I would, I 

answered immediately. I really got excited and felt elevated at that moment; after all, something 

important is going to happen to me, my features are working for me.  Now they gave me a 

mission, and they told me that in a few weeks, someone would contact me and give me more 

information. This was the high point for me in the ghetto after my family was taken. It was not a 

question of being afraid. It was just the opposite. It was the feeling of being someone who can do 

something, a challenge that I was eager to take, and this was how the underground really singled 

me out to go the other side of the wall, to be a courier. I didn't choose this for myself. I was 

proud to be chosen. 

 

Question: How old were you? 

Answer: At that time I was nineteen years old. 

 

Question: Who was Abrasha Blum? What was he like? You are going to be working very closely 

with him. Tell us about him. 

Answer: Abrasha Blum was one of the main leaders in the illegal movement of the Bund in the 

ghetto, and we, the young, all looked up to him.  He was an engineer by profession. He came 

from the city of Vilna. He was married, with two children. His wife was Luba Bielicka Blum, 

and she was the director of a nursing school in the Jewish hospital in the ghetto.  Abrasha was 

the main leader during all the years of the occupation. I remember that everybody was talking 

about him. He knew about everything that was going on in the Bund underground. He remained 

in the ghetto and overlooked the work. He was also the one who was in contact with the few 

other leaders of the Bund on the Polish side. So, Abrasha Blum was for me a very important 

personality. I looked up to him and later in life, unfortunately, I was also with him when he 

jumped out of the window of where I was living on the Aryan side when they came to arrest us. 

They took him to the Gestapo and he never came back. That was after the uprising. But at the 

time Abrasha talked to me in the ghetto, it was like someone from on high talking to me about a 

new mission.  

 

Question: Who else was in that meeting? It's a very important meeting. Was Michael Klepfisz 

there? Who else? 
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Answer: Yes. It was an important meeting. It included the most important Bundist activists of the 

illegal youth executive, but Michael Klepfisz was outside of the ghetto at that time.  Those I now 

remember attending are Filosof from Lodz, in whose apartment the meeting took place, Shloime 

Pav, Henoch Russ, Marek Edelman, Velvel Rozowski, Moishele Kaufman and others.  

 

Question: What did you know about Marek Edelman at that time? 

Answer: Marek Edelman I knew before the war. I knew him from our Skif Children's Movement 

and later on from the youth movement Zukunft. We used to go on the same excursions, 

demonstrations, meetings, conferences and camps, so we knew each other. He was also very 

active in the ghetto, in the youth underground. I met him there, and he was always in the top 

leadership of the youth movement during the occupation. 

 

Question: What was he like? What was he like as a person? 

Answer: He was tall with dark eyes and dark hair. He was a good-hearted person, but had his 

own way of thinking. He was an intelligent person. If he undertook something, he did it, so he 

was responsible in his own way. He had a good heart. You could rely on him, and he could be a 

good friend. I liked him. He was a close friend, my peer, and I could always tell him what I 

thought. He would listen but had his own opinion, which could often be in contradiction to what 

I was saying or thinking. He was never afraid to be contradictory. Yes, he had his own personal 

way of thinking, but I have great sentiment for him, because I knew him as a child and then as a 

youth, and later also I met him during the very difficult times in the ghetto. Of course, the role he 

played during the ghetto uprising was important, but this is not what makes me feel close to him. 

I am proud of the role he played. He is still like a member of the family, which I lost. So few 

remain today.  

 

Question: So you were asked at this meeting by Abrasha Blum to be a courier on the outside, to 

go outside the wall. Tell us about how you got outside the wall in the first place. There's a whole 

story connected to that. 

Answer: How did I get out? After a few weeks, Michal Klepfisz came to the place where I lived 

in the ghetto, to this so-called dormitory of the Toebbens shop. He told me that I have to contact 

a member of a labor brigade who lived in the ghetto but worked outside of the ghetto. He would 
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be able to take me along when his group goes out to work in a German factory. He would wait 

for me outside the ghetto, close to the gate. There were quite a number of labor brigades in the 

ghetto, supervised by German or Ukrainian Schutzpolizei and they used to go through the Polish 

streets to the places where the Jews worked all day long, and were later brought back to the 

ghetto. I asked him for the address to come to on the Polish side in case we would not be able to 

meet. He gave me his address, Gornoszlonska 3. It was in the janitor’s room in the basement of a 

small building. He told me to come on December 5. I was told to contact a labor brigade 

member, who was also a member of our underground. This was Benjamin Meed Miedzyrzecki, 

who later became my husband, but at that time, he was only the contact.  I didn't know him 

before.  

 

Question: Tell us about the meeting. How did you meet Ben Meed? 

Answer: I went to his house very early in the morning because all our personal chores were done 

until eight o’clock when deportations started and streets were sealed off.  I told his mother, who 

opened the door, that I had to speak to Benjamin. He is asleep, do I have to wake him, she asked, 

I said yes, you do have to wake him.  She did and this was the first time I saw him. I would say 

not looking his best. He was sleepy, disheveled. I told him why I had come. He agreed to arrange 

everything with his labor group. I had to come at a specific time, early in the morning, when his 

group is assembling. There was a very strict control at the gate on this particular morning. I 

joined them as a Jewish girl who is working with this group outside of the ghetto. 

 

Question: What were you carrying? Weren't you carrying papers? 

Answer: Yes. I carried something that the underground gave me to smuggle out to the Polish side 

to give to our leader, to Mikolai.  I was hiding this in my shoes.  And of course, I had to deliver it 

to Michal Klepfisz who would be waiting for me after I got out. But while going out, I was 

singled out by a German controlling the gate.  I was ordered to go and be inspected in a small 

shack. He took out everything that I had in my pockets and ordered me to take off my clothes.  It 

was December and very cold. As I was taking off my clothes, I was thinking, my God, if they 

ask me to take off my shoes, it will be the end. Now the shoes, he demanded. I started to undo 

the laces when suddenly the shack door opened and a guard yelled, someone is running away, 

something is happening. The German dashed out, slamming the door behind him. I was left 
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alone, dressed hurriedly and went out too. The guard near the shack stopped me and asked me, 

where are you going?  I answered; I passed the inspection and am returning to my labor group.  I 

rejoined my group and went out of the ghetto with them.  I looked for Michal Klepfisz, but did 

not see him.  I had to make my decision – what to do.  I took off my armband, with the blue 

Jewish star at a corner when the wagon in which I was sitting slowed down.  I jumped off and 

went to Gronoszlonska 3.  There I met Michal Klepfisz.  I told him what happened and gave him 

my smuggled out description of the death camp.  Michal seemed depressed. I asked him what 

was wrong. He told me that his sister, Gina, had died in the Polish hospital and the funeral was 

today. While she was sick in the hospital, she told a priest that she's Jewish.  He said that 

nevertheless she had to remain a Pole and be buried in the Polish cemetery.  I went with Michal 

to the hospital. Over there, I met a few Jews, among them Michal’s wife, Rosa, who was 

working in a Polish place, Jankel Celemenski, courier in the Bund underground, 13 year old 

Hanka Alexandrowicz and Zygmunt Friedrich, an important Bund activist on the Polish side. We 

all went to the cemetery. It was a strange funeral.  Of the small group of mourners following the 

hearse, only Anna Wachalska, who later became my Polish mother, and her sister, Marysia 

Sawicka, were Christians.  The funeral was carried out in accordance with Roman Catholic rites. 

The grave was marked with a cross. This was my first day on the Polish side. 

 

Question: We're going to stop, and you'll tell us about that on the next tape, but I have a quick 

question. How did you get the name Vladka? 

Answer: Vladka was the name on the false document, used on my first trip as a courier to 

Tomaszow Mazowiecki. I had to change names quite a few times.  I was Michalina Wojcik, I 

was Stanislava Wachalska, and some others, but Vladka became my name in the underground 

and has remained even today. 

 

Question: OK. Let us stop. We're going to change tapes, break for a minute, and then we'll go on. 

Good. END OF TAPE 1 

 

Question: OK. We're on. You are outside the wall. You have met your adopted family. What 

month and year is it? What is the date? You've just come outside of the wall of the ghetto. Ben 

has taken you out. What month are we in? What year? This is still December? 
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Answer: It was December 5, 1942. 

 

Question: Were they all part of the underground? 

Answer: They were all part of the underground, and Maria and Anna Wonchalska were 

Socialists before the war. Maria Sawicka, the sister of Anna Wonchalska, was very active in 

sports and also was engaged in the underground movement.  The house of both sisters was an 

important place, where people of the Jewish underground came and met, and in special 

emergencies, someone slept over there.  Occasionally they provided a hiding place for a Jewish 

girl. This was a place to which I liked to come.  The two sisters were very outgoing and 

especially attentive to Jews needing help. Anna Wonchalska, who adopted me as her daughter, 

liked me, but often warned me that my eyes showed too much sadness. I should try to be more 

cheerful. She once even offered to make a birthday party for me in her home. This would be 

something for me personally. Reluctantly I agreed. But whom should I invite? I decided to invite 

a few of my friends from before, from the ghetto, who were living on the Polish side. It was one 

of the worst things I could have done in the underground - to get together people who might be 

recognized as Jews and be killed. But I didn't know anyone else. We sang melodies of Jewish 

songs, being afraid to say the words aloud. My sad Jewish eyes almost gave me away ... they 

were threatening my life. I was once on a tram with a Polish man, and the tram was going 

through the Polish side of Warsaw. It was in the morning, and we were standing not inside of the 

tram, but on the outside and talking. Passing by on the sidewalk was a member of the SS, 

wearing a yellow uniform, with his Toten Keppe. They were specially trained to recognize Jews. 

He was looking up at the tram, and I didn't realize that I was looking at him. I probably looked at 

him a little too long, because suddenly the tram stopped and he came on board, went directly to 

me, and asked for my documents. I was talking with a Polish man, and I thought maybe they are 

going to take the man away because sometimes they grabbed Polish people and took them to 

Germany for slave labor.  He turned to me and asked only me for documents.  I didn't have good 

documents. I had one card, which had a different name in order to pick up a new identification 

card, and another card with a different name for my working paper. There were two cards, so I 

showed them to him and he said, OK, come with me. He took me off the tram. We will check 

this out at the police station he said. I knew that the moment they check it out, I am through. I 

started to talk to him and asked him repeatedly, why did you take me out?  He didn't want to 
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explain. You will see, was his answer. Though I was terribly nervous inside, I started laughing 

and again asked, tell me, why me? And finally, he said because you looked at me with Jewish 

eyes. I laughed even more. How can you say I look Jewish? My family has been living here in 

Warsaw for generations. He asked me, where are you going. I told him I am rushing to my work 

place, to the factory. Finally, he stopped and looked at me more closely, probably thinking that 

perhaps she's not Jewish. I was frightened, but still laughing.  He said maybe I made a mistake.  

Can I have my papers back? Yes, he gave me back the papers and I jumped on a tram, which was 

passing by in order to be in time for work. So, this is how my eyes almost gave me away. I don't 

know why the sadness remained in them. I couldn't control it. While joking and talking, my 

language in Polish was quite fluent and I, being young, was sent on all kinds of missions by the 

Jewish underground. I would say I did control myself. I behaved on the outside like a Pole, 

although on the inside I was so often upset, concerned and frightened. 

 

Question: Tell us, you are now outside, on the Polish side, tell us about some of the missions that 

you went on for the underground.  You smuggled many things? 

Answer: I lived for quite a while on Gornoszlonska 3, as a tenant.  I had to be employed.  Michal 

found a job for me as a tailor with a woman, Wanda Wnorowska. She was a very nice person, the 

wife of a high Polish officer who was lost in the war. She had a small tailor shop in her home, 

and was probably also hiding a Jew. I didn't see him, but she was hiding someone in her house.  

Before I came to her, two other Jewish women were working there.  One of them was Michal 

Klepfisz's wife, Rosa. The knowledge of sewing, which I learned at my mother insistence, was 

very useful at this particular time.  This was the first place where I started to be acclimated to my 

new life.  After a while, the underground asked me to visit the camp in Czestochowa and in 

Radom to get in touch with Jews there. They gave me some letters, money and publications to 

deliver. 

 

Question: Tell us about one of those trips and what you mean by the camp in Radom. Tell us 

about this. 

Answer: In the city of Radom was a labor camp where people, printers and others, were held 

who worked for the Germans. In this camp, a few inmates had contact with the outside. 

And how did they get the contacts? A foreman from the camp, a Pole, brought out a 
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letter, which reached our Jewish underground. The letter informed us that Jews there had 

organized a committee to help each other. They requested from the underground money, 

medication, and news from the world. The activists of this committee were former 

members of political organizations. On the Polish side there was also a small Jewish 

coordinating committee of members of pre-war political organizations, such as Zionists 

and Bundists and others.  The coordinating committee was working with the Polish 

underground leadership and they in turn were in contact with the Polish government in 

exile in London through couriers such as  the former Polish officer, Jan Karski.  I was 

assigned to go to Radom, to the Jewish slave labor camp. I was given two names, Meltzer 

and Greenberg, both working in the German print shop.  I came to Radom.  How could I 

get in contact with them?  I learned where the shops were located from Polish smugglers 

who came  very often close to the place to buy some clothing from the Jews in exchange 

for food. These transactions took place when the Ukrainian guard was bribed or was 

away for a while.  I also went there as a smuggler, waiting to buy something, and it was 

really sometimes a very funny way of dealing. When the guard walked away, the 

smugglers ran to the gate where the print shops were and quickly asked the inmates, “do 

you have shoes, do you have anything to sell?”  I also ran with them, asking to buy shoes, 

at the same time I asked if anyone knew Greenberg, I need to see him.  I need to see 

Meltzer. The Jews understood and sent someone to look for them.  It took quite a while. 

In the meantime, we, the Polish smugglers, were running back and forth. Finally Meltzer 

and Greenberg came.  They gave me some papers and I in turn gave them the package 

that I had brought with me.  They were the leaders of the camp’s slave labor committee.  

I remember these two names.  They promised to bring a letter later.  I went away.  When 

I came back to the gate, there were no smugglers and no Jews, just a group of children 

playing. I walked back and forth, but no one showed up. I couldn't understand what had 

happened. Suddenly the children who were playing started yelling, Zhydowka, 

Zhlydowka (Jew, Jew). She wants to haggle with the Jews. She wants to deal with them. I 

got frightened and started to walk away; they followed me. I walked faster and they 

continued to yell after me. A trolley was passing in the street and I jumped on it. I didn't 

know where to go, so I went to the train station. This was the only place I knew. I 

remained at the station the whole night waiting until the Jews would go to the print shops. 
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In the morning when they were marching to work, I saw them.  I recognized my two 

contacts. I followed them, joined them for a moment, marching with them.  They gave 

me a letter stating what was going on in the camp.  This was one time. Another time ...  

 

Question: What did the letter say? 

Answer: They didn't tell me. They gave me a letter. They described what was going on. I brought 

it back to the underground in Warsaw. 

 

Question: What did the letter say? How did the letter describe conditions in Radom? 

Answer: The letter said that they are in the ghetto, in work shops and they had formed a few 

groups from different organizations, and they were trying to help each other. They would divide 

the money according to the needs of the inmates. What they especially needed was medication 

against the typhoid epidemic which was spreading in the camp.  I recall that they requested to 

maintain contact and for me to come again soon. The second time when I was there, I went 

directly to the place. 

 

Question: Excuse me. You're still in Radom?  

Answer: Yes. I went back to Radom a second time.  This time I did not contact the smugglers, 

but went straight to the Ukrainian guard, asking to buy a pair of shoes from the Jews.  He was a 

very young Ukrainian and he said I will help you if you go on a date with me. I said of course, 

I’ll go on a date with you, but help me now.  So, while he called someone for shoes for me, other 

Jews, who understood that I was expecting someone, called the guard and gave him some 

cigarettes. In the meantime, I asked again for Greenberg and Melzer.  They came to the gate. I 

gave them the package I had brought. I recall, there were about fifty thousand zlotys and some 

documents.  It didn't take too long, before they brought back a letter. Suddenly a young woman 

came to the gate, and pressed a piece of paper into my hand and started talking to me very fast. 

This is the address of my little girl, Alice. She is three years old, I gave her to Christians, I didn't 

hear from her, and you are the only person who can do something for her. Please look her up. 

And she disappeared. I held in my hand the little scrap of paper, and went back to the train 

station, to Warsaw. The woman was the wife of Meltzer. Their daughter was living with the 

Polish family, Jamilkowski.  I was entrusted by the underground to get in contact with them. 
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When I went to see them, Mr. Jamilkowski, who had been employed by the railroad, had lost his 

job and the whole family was in need of help. The underground supported them for a long time. I 

was in contact with them. The little girl survived. After the war while I was in the city of Lodz, 

working with the Jewish committee, a woman came to me, disheveled, still wearing some camp 

clothes, carrying a big doll.  This was Mrs. Meltzer, who had given me the little scrap of paper in 

Radom. After the Radom camp was liquidated, she was sent to Germany, to a concentration 

camp. When she was liberated, they told her that she could go into any German house and take 

whatever she wanted.  She saw the doll.  And she told me that during all the years in 

concentration camp, she was thinking about her Alice, wondering if her Alice is alive.  And if 

she herself survived, it is only because she knew that she had to stay alive for her little daughter.  

In the German house, she only took the doll, not any clothes for herself.  She took the doll and 

came back with it to Lodz, to Poland, to give it to her daughter, to win her back. When she came 

to me at the Jewish committee, she shook me. Is she alive? Is she alive? And at the first moment, 

I didn't know who she was. I didn't recognize her, and then it hit me. Yes. Meltzer, Meltzer. I 

said yes, she is alive. Of course, the woman was very excited. She started hugging me, kissing 

me, and wanted me to take her to Alice right away. I didn't. It was impossible. She had to 

compose herself a little bit, to clean herself up. And later on I took her to the Yamilkowskis. She 

gave Alice the doll. Mr. Meltzer also survived.  They lived in Germany for a while and later 

came to the States.  Years later in New York, I received an invitation to attend the wedding of 

Alice and I went there.  And you should know that the daughter is still alive and has children of 

her own. At the Conference of the Hidden Children in New York, I met Alice again. 

 

Question: Wonderful story. Tell us about some of the other things you did for the underground 

during this period. You started smuggling. This is just before January. You were smuggling all 

kinds of things and going over the ghetto wall.  What are some of the things that you smuggled 

into the ghetto? 

Answer: I smuggled all kinds of things for the underground into the ghetto.  Sometimes 

dynamite, a package of dynamite, which also led to a very close call. 

 

Question: Tell us ... back up and stop and tell us how you smuggled dynamite into the ghetto. 
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Answer: At this time, the Jewish Fighters Organization (ZOB) was already organized, and before 

January 18, 1943, we, on the Polish side, a small group, a handful of underground activists, 

couriers, were already engaged in finding out how to get weapons and smuggle them into the 

ghetto.  Deportation was still going on.  I didn't have any idea what a revolver looked like, or 

how dynamite looked, or even how to get in contact with Poles who can secretly supply 

weapons.  It was not easy.  I remember the first revolver I bought from a smuggler, and I brought 

it to Gornoszlonska 3 for someone to check it.  I didn't have any idea how it's supposed to work, 

if it's good or if it's bad. It turned out to be OK. I paid a large amount of money. I got it through 

secret Polish contacts.  The other time the underground gave me a place where I bought ten 

pounds of dynamite.  I made contact with the ghetto through a coded telephone call in the brush 

makers shop in the ghetto, that I will be at a particular place at a particular date and time and 

they should wait for me and I will smuggle it into the ghetto.  And this is how it worked. We, the 

couriers, on the Polish side were in contact with our people in the ghetto through telephone from 

certain places and we notified them through different ways when we were going to smuggle 

something in.  One of the places where smuggling was going on was on Parysowski Place.  It 

was a place where one part of the ghetto wall was on the Polish side and the other part of the 

wall was on the Jewish side.  The smugglers were mostly Poles who were buying clothes or other 

things from Jews for money or food.  Their prices for food were very high.  If there was no 

German patrol, the leader of the smugglers bribed the Polish or Jewish police and put a ladder at 

the ghetto wall and the smuggling was going on.  I came there with my package in greasy paper, 

so that it should look like butter, and paid the foreman, like I was one of the smugglers.  And to 

my luck, when I was going up on the ladder to the top of the wall, suddenly shooting was heard 

from far away.  The foreman snatched the ladder away, everyone ran and there I was, sitting on 

top of the wall with my package, not able to get down. The shooting got closer and I was sure 

that I am done for.  I didn't see anyone on the Jewish side and I didn't see anyone on the Polish 

side.  I didn't know what to do.  I was afraid to jump. I was afraid that maybe the dynamite 

would blow up.  I didn't know too much about dynamite. But suddenly from the Jewish side, two 

of my colleagues from the Jewish underground, Yanek Bilak and Jurek Blones, saw me and 

came running to the wall.  They made a human ladder and helped me down.  We ran away while 

the shooting came very close.  We ran to an empty Jewish house on the ghetto side and we hid 

there.  We listened as the Germans came into the building, looked around and finally walked 

http://collections.ushmm.org 
Contact reference@ushmm.org for further information about this collection 

This is a verbatim transcript of spoken word. 
 It is not the primary source, and it has not been checked for spelling or accuracy.



USHMM Archives RG-50.030*0153  19 
 

away.  I went to the meeting point of Franciszkanska 32 with my colleagues and with my 

package, which they took.  There I met Abrasha Blum.  This was the meeting place of the 

Bundist fighting organization group, and over there, I also met other young people. They were 

under the leadership of Michal Klepfisz, an engineer, who supervised the small primitive 

armament shops in the ghetto and the making of the so-called Molotov cocktails.  There I also 

saw couriers from other political youth groups, coming and going. This was one of the main 

underground centers - in the brush makers’ area, under the command of Marek Edelman.  There I 

learned what was going on in the ghetto, shared with them the news from the Polish side and was 

given new assignments.  Sometimes I was given some jewelry to smuggle to the other side to sell 

in order to buy dynamite or other things, which the fighters group needed. 

 

Question: Tell us about one of these jewelry-selling operations, will you? How did you do that? 

 Answer: On the Polish side, it was not difficult to do, because we had contacts. 

 

Question: Excuse me. I'm going to ask you to repeat ... on the Polish side it wasn't difficult to sell 

jewelry ...  

Answer: On the Polish side there was a black market.  It was not difficult to sell jewelry, to sell 

clothing, because many Poles had to get rid of their valuable things to be able to go on living.  

And we had contacts with all kinds of people who were smuggling, selling, and buying, so this 

was not a problem.  The problem was how our fighter organization in the ghetto (ZOB), get the 

jewelry.  Very often they turned to Jews who were known to still have some wealth, asking them 

for help, sometimes even taxing them so we would be able to buy weapons.  And as I said, in the 

beginning of deportations, people believed that they were being taken to labor camps, to other 

cities. But later on, when they didn't hear anything, and more and more rumors were heard about 

Treblinka, about the death camp and gas chambers, there was desperation in the ghetto.  For a 

time the deportations stopped.  The death squads of the SS went to the suburbs.  And the fighting 

organization started telling the people more and more what was going on, what deportation really 

meant, and calling for resistance, not to let yourself be taken.  The first act of organized 

resistance took place on January 18, 1943.  A group of young people who belonged to the 

Fighters Organization, while being marched through the streets with other Jews to the Umschlag 

Platz to be deported, started shooting.  The Germans were taken by surprise and the group who 
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was marching, fell apart, ran away and hid.  This was the beginning.  And at that time, the 

deportations from the Warsaw Ghetto stopped.  So, Jews were starting to believe that maybe, 

after all, the Fighting Organization had some influence on ghetto developments, maybe the 

Germans would stop deportations.  The ghetto was in the middle of Warsaw, capitol of Poland, 

in the eyes of the world.  They could see what was going on.  Jews started building more and 

more bunkers for hiding, and trying to send children out to the Polish side, to anyone willing to 

help.  Our underground asked us to search among Poles for hiding places for children.  Abrasha 

Blum turned to me to find a hiding place for the young son of Artur Zygielbojm, who was a 

representative of the Bund to the Polish government-in-exile in London.  His wife, Mania and his 

young son, nine or ten years old, lived together in the ghetto.  When I came to the ghetto to share 

the good news that I had finally found a Polish family who agreed to take the boy, but not his 

mother, she was sitting with Abrasha Blum.  He asked me to describe the place.  She was very 

reluctant to give the child away.  I tried to convince her that things would be OK.That even if 

one place was not good, we would try to hide him somewhere else.  But Mania was unable to 

part with her son. She was not sure that her child would survive without her.  Both perished 

during the liquidation of the ghetto.  Her husband Artur Zygielbojm committed suicide May 8, 

1943 in London as a protest against the fact that the free world did so little to prevent the mass 

killing of the Jews.  Another two children to survive on the Polish side were Vlodka and Nellie 

Blit.  Today they are married. One lives in London.  The other lives in New York.  They were 

thirteen years old, and we found a place with a Polish family.  Later they had to part, but both of 

them survived. Not all children survived, but if only we had places to hide them for a while, they 

had a chance to make it.  One little boy of eight was Abrasha Blum’s own son, Oleg.  He was in 

hiding with a Polish family.  When he couldn't stay there any more, I was lucky and found 

another place for him. I remember once I went on a tram, a streetcar, with him and he started 

asking me all kinds of questions.  Why is this and why is that and the people in the tram started 

looking at us suspiciously.  I became uneasy, got scared and got off with him.  Oleg changed 

hiding places several times and survived.  He has a doctorate in chemistry, lives near 

Washington, D.C., has a wife and two daughters.  Usually a child had a better chance, especially 

a girl had more chances than a boy. 

 

Question: Why a girl more than a boy? 
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Answer: Because most of the time, a boy was circumcised and anyone could easily find out that 

he is a Jewish child. The Polish families were afraid to hide boys. If a girl had blond hair, blue 

eyes, a short nose, it was much easier to find a Polish family to take her in.  This is why even 

now at the Conference of the Hidden Children, there were about a thousand five hundred people, 

and I would say about seventy-five percent were women.  We tried to hide children, to take them 

out of the ghetto, and yet not too many children survived. 

 

Question: You wrote in your book about another time when you were carrying dynamite and you 

had to smuggle it into the ghetto.  Can you tell us about that?  

Answer: Yes. Another time I also had a package of dynamite and we couldn't smuggle it in over 

the wall, the only place to get it in was through the Failer factory, which you entered from the 

Polish side.  The windows on the other side of the factory were in the ghetto.  I notified our 

people that this would be the place and they would have to wait for me.  The factory was along 

Okopova Street, opposite from the Jewish cemetery, which was guarded by a German soldier.  I 

was waiting for a chance to go into the factory, where the janitor was expecting me. He made 

some money from smugglers who were doing business with the ghetto.  I waited for the right 

moment, when the German stepped away, rang the factory bell, and the janitor let me in.  He 

directed me to the other side of the factory, to the ghetto side, turned off the lights.  I came to the 

window.  The window had bars and my package couldn't get through.  On the ghetto side, those 

who were waiting hurried me.  I told them that I have to repack everything.  I didn't even know 

what the contents of my package looked like.  The janitor watched me.  It took time.  I was 

nervous.  Finally, I finished and gave the small packages to my friends in the ghetto through the 

bars of the window.  I gave the janitor a bottle of whiskey, and he asked me what was in the 

packages.  I told him it was paint, which has to be dissolved.  Was it really paint, or something 

else?  I assured him that it was only paint, and I gave him his money.  This was the other time.  It 

was never easy to smuggle anything into the ghetto, and especially dynamite.  They were many 

times when you thought things will be smooth, it didn’t turn out this way, and this was especially 

on trips when you had to contact people in other cities, in other places.  It was forbidden for 

Poles, not just for Jews, to go on trains without official permission.  Nevertheless, Polish 

smugglers took chances and so did our few Jewish couriers.  Antek Zuckerman asked me to go to 

a group of fighters from the Czestochoswa Ghetto.  They lived in hiding near Kielce, in 
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Koniecpol and I was sent there because the previous courier did not return and probably had 

been killed.  I didn't know this place or the people of the group.  This was a Zionist youth group 

from Hashomer Hatzair and I was from the Bundist group.  They didn't have any contact with 

our Jewish underground center in Warsaw for a long time and we didn't know what had 

happened to them.  When I came close to Kielce, the Polish conductor told the smugglers that the 

Germans were stopping all the trains and the Poles were being taken off and transferred to other 

places, probably to Germany.  All the smugglers got off the train, and I along with them.  We 

started walking through villages.  My destination was many miles away.  It was not easy walking 

with a large bag.  And what did I have?  As always, I carried something illegal - documents, 

some letters, money.  After a half a day of walking, I finally reached the place.  I came there and 

introduced myself.  The group of thirteen young people, boys and girls couldn’t believe that I 

belong to the Bund Youth.  They asked me if I knew any people from their group and implored 

me to share all the news I could.  I told them that I meet and work with some of their friends in 

the Jewish underground.  It didn’t take too long for me to feel close to them, as if we had known 

each other for a long time.  What difference did it make to what political group we belonged.  

We were all young Jews with the same destiny, death if caught.  They were in constant danger 

because the farmer wanted them to leave.  Day and night, they lived in dirty straw; some of them 

were covered with sores.  They needed medication, clothing and most of all, money to pay the 

peasants for the food that they had already eaten and for their shelter.  When parting with them, 

they asked me not to forget them.  If they lose the contact with Warsaw, it will be the end of 

them.  They also asked me to assure the peasants that their credit was good.  They offered to 

accompany me to the train station.  They knew the way, but I refused.  I will manage somehow.  

I always felt more secure when I was alone, relying on myself.  I recall once going to the station, 

not far from Czestochowa.  It was close to curfew. Suddenly, someone took my arm.  I turned 

around and saw a young fellow who looked Jewish.  He asked in a fluent Polish if I was going to 

the station.  Yes, I answered.  So, I will go with you.  I didn’t know how to handle this, not that it 

was dangerous to go with a man, but I was sure that he was Jewish.  I couldn’t reveal to him that 

I, too, was Jewish.  So, we went to the station and sure enough, some Germans crossed our way.  

They looked at us, but didn’t stop us.  They saw two young people walking together, so it was 

O.K.  But at the station, the man selling the tickets said he would only sell one ticket to me.  The 

man would have to show his documents.  The stranger disappeared.  I didn’t see him anymore.  I 
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got my ticket and boarded the train.  True this was only one incident.  Suddenly, unexpectedly, 

you are faced with an unpredictable situation.  

 Time passed and I came  to the young fighters group again.  This time I did not find them in the 

barn.  I was too late. The farmwoman couldn’t keep them without money and they had to leave.  

Where did they go, I asked.  They went to the woods, she answered.  She had no other 

information about them but she directed me to another peasant, Romanov, who lived near the 

forest and was known to give aid to Polish partisans and possibly to some Jews as well.  Maybe 

he would be able to tell me more about them.  I went to the other village and found the small 

house of the poor peasant near the forest.  He invited me into his house.  He was a tall, very 

warm, outgoing man.  I told him the reason for my visit.  He confided that sometimes Jews come 

to him at night for food and he shared what he could.  He didn’t know if they are the ones I was 

looking for, but as it was getting late, he talked it over with his wife and invited me to sleep over.  

Maybe I would be lucky.  And so it was.  I slept there.  I was lucky.  One of the group came to 

Romanov.  He told him that someone had come to see them.  He couldn't believe it.  He told me 

the story of what had happened to his group whom I had gotten to know on my previous trips.  In 

the forest, most had been killed, not by Germans, but by Polish partisans from the Land Army, 

AK.  I don’t remember their names today.  Only a few remained.  But now that I had brought 

them money, they would be able to go back to the farmer who had sheltered them before.  Only a 

few, Staszek and Jakubek I met in the Jewish Committee after the war in the city of Lodz.   

 

Question: Talk about the trips. 

Answer: On most of the trips I went at night and because of curfew, I had to sleep at the railroad 

station.  There always was a curfew, for the Poles, too and at a particular hour, you had to be at 

home.  I didn't have any home, and I had to be somewhere, so for me it often was the railroad 

station.  The central point where trains came from many directions, going to Warsaw, was 

Kolushki.  At one time, I remember I had my big travel bag, as usual, with pictures from hidden 

Jews, for false documents, which could only be made by our Jewish underground in Warsaw.  I 

usually hid them under the false bottom of my bag.  On top, I had three little chicks, to prove that 

I was really a smuggler.  I was sitting and waiting at the railroad station, and, as always, I didn't 

have any permission to ride on the train.  The only way was to bribe the conductor and I was 

prepared to do that.  What does a girl like me do at a station?  Like all other smugglers, I bought 
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a big glass of beer.  I was sitting with my pack, waiting for the train.  Suddenly I saw that the 

Polish railroad master started checking documents of passengers.  It was for me suspicious - why 

does he start doing this in the middle of the night?  But I understood right away.  A Gestapo man 

in a yellow military uniform came in with two civilians (SS), looked around and this is why the 

railroad master wanted to show that everything was very orderly.  If he comes to me, it would be 

terrible.  I had no documents to show.  I cannot even bribe him at that moment, because the 

Germans are in already.  To my dismay, they sat down at a table not far from me.  I felt very 

uncomfortable and probably my discomfort was showing.  But it was summer time and I think 

that I probably didn't look too bad.  Suddenly the uniformed Gestapo man stood up, went to my 

table, sat down and said to me in broken Polish, you, little one, if I sit down here, he will not 

come over to you and he started laughing.  He started talking to me and I was thinking, my God, 

if only he will not see what I have here, other than the little chicks.  The chicks started to make 

noise.  He probably thought that I was a little smuggler.  He asked one question after another.  

Although I was very tense, I answered with a smile.  He asked me where I was going.  I said that 

I am going to Warsaw; that I came from my grandmother and she gave me something for my 

parents. He asked, do you have a ticket?  I said no. I cannot buy one now.  I will buy you the 

ticket, but we will make a date in Warsaw.  I answered; of course, we will make a date in 

Warsaw, this time I was laughing, too, but inside I was a mass of nerves.  Like a gentleman, he 

escorted me to the train when it came. The two other civilians, who had come in with him, were 

laughing, too, observing how he was having a good time flirting with a young Polish girl.  When 

I got into the train, I was still not myself, thinking that the German could return.  He did not 

come back and finally the train started to move.  Another close call…. 

 

Question: OK. I think at this point it's a good time to break. We're going to change tapes, break 

for lunch, and we will come back.  

 

END OF TAPE 2 

Vladka’s continuation --- Before deportation, the Jews listened to the official orders from the 

Judenrat, the Jewish Council in the Warsaw Ghetto, and they obeyed them.  But while the 

deportations were going on, the Jewish Fighters Organization came into being October 15, 1942 

and bulletins started to appear on ghetto houses and Jews were reading them.  They called on 
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them to resist, asking them to build bunkers and not to let themselves be taken away, because 

deportation leads to concentration camps, not resettlement to other work places, but to death!  

So, Jews started to build bunkers and hiding places and little by little, you had the feeling in the 

ghetto that the ghetto is not any more in the hands of the Judenrat, but is led by the people who 

are in the Jewish underground.  This was the atmosphere in the Warsaw Ghetto, especially after 

January 18, 1943, when the first Jewish small-organized armed resistance took place.  For a short 

time, the Germans stopped deportations.  I would say that the role of the Jewish Fighters 

Organization in the Warsaw Ghetto was succeeding, only because they had the cooperation of 

the remnant of the Jewish population in the ghetto.  This didn't take place in other ghettos such as 

Vilna. 

 

Question: Why? 

Answer: My way of understanding of it is that January 18 and the deportations, which stopped 

after the little resistance of the organized Jewish group, gave the people the belief that after all, 

you can resist.  Some even thought that the Germans hold back deportations because of the 

Jewish resistance and that they, the Jews after all could control their own destiny a little bit, so 

hiding appealed to them.  The truth was that at this time deportations started in the outskirts of 

Warsaw.  In the ghetto, Jews held on to the belief that everything would not be liquidated.  The 

ghetto is in Warsaw, the capitol of Poland, the world could observe and see what was going on.  

Many clung to the hope that they would survive.  In the meantime, the people who were active in 

the Jewish underground, got more organized.  On the Polish side, I got to know a few more 

underground couriers from other political groups.  Among them were Tosia Altman, Yurek 

Wilner, Tadek Shaingut, and a few others.  I recall the first time I met Yurek Wilner.  It was in 

the cellar at Gornoszlonska 3 when a well-dressed young man in his early twenties with a ruddy 

complexion, looking very Polish, delivered several wooden crates.  Because our landlord owned 

a handcart, parcels were occasionally brought to him for delivery to various addresses.  I was not 

at all surprised by the stranger’s visit, but I found it odd that Michal gave him such a warm 

welcome.  After some bargaining with the landlord, a deal was made as to the time and place of 

delivery.  When the stranger eyed me suspiciously, Michal said, this is Vladka, one of our group.  

He smiled and wished me lots of luck.  Later I learned that the deliveryman was Yurek Wilner of 

Shomer Hatzair, who represented the Jewish Fighters Organization on the Polish side.  The 
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crates he brought contained the first ten revolvers to be secured from the Polish underground 

after prolonged negotiations.  They were covered with files and nails.  The files were to be used 

to cut the bars of the cattle car windows so that the deportees could jump out and escape from the 

trains going to Treblinka.  This was my first acquaintance with Yurek Wilner.  I saw him some 

other times, but only when he came on a mission.  Later, he was arrested while buying arms; he 

was tortured, but, with the help of the Polish underground, we were able to bribe his way out 

from the Germans and bring him back to the ghetto.  There he continued to play a role.  In the 

end, he committed suicide, together with Mordecai Anielewicz, the commander of the ghetto 

uprising and others of the leadership of the Fighter’s Organization when the Germans threw 

poison gas into their post at Mila 18. 

 

Question: What was your impression of Yurek Wilner as a person. 

Answer: Well, as a person Yurek Wilner was friendly.  He kept people at a distance.  I always 

had a feeling that he only says and does what is necessary, not impulsively, not too much.  I 

would say that he was outgoing, but controlled. And when talking with him I always said to 

myself, be alert.  Don't say silly things or things which are not necessary.  He gave me the 

impression that you can have confidence in him.  You can rely on him, but he controls you too. 

This was my contact with Yurek Wilner.  With Itzhak “Antek” Zuckerman, deputy commander 

to Anilewicz, who came out from the ghetto to the Polish side shortly before the ghetto uprising, 

it was different.  It was a more collegial relationship, but this was later on. I recall, while 

smuggling things into the ghetto, coming to my place on Swientojerska 32, to the Bundist’s 

meeting place.  At that time, the Fighters Organization (ZOB) started grouping themselves, 

separating from their families.  There were about twenty-two fighting units.  Mostly they were 

organized according to their pre- war political youth affiliations.  The Bund had four groups, the 

Hashomer Hatzair, the Akiba, the Dror, Halutz, all had groups and there were Communist 

groups.  There was an estimate of a few hundred organized young fighters in ZOB.  There was 

also another group organized by the so-called more rightist, the Jabotinsky group.  They were 

better trained militarily and they had more arms, but this was a smaller group.  It is true that both 

groups didn’t work together before the uprising.  They were independent.  One was located more 

on the Muranow and the Jewish Fighters Organization was more spread out in the ghetto.  But 

the majority of the political illegal Jewish youth groups were affiliated with ZOB, with the 
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Jewish Fighters Organization.  Swientojerska 32 was one of the places which had a small 

ammunition factory, organized by ZOB’s armaments engineer, Michal Klepfisz, where young 

fighters were making the so-called Molotov cocktails.  Some I knew from pre-war years, from 

school and youth organizations, such as my classmate Yurek Blones and his sister, Gutta and his 

brother, Lusiek.  Gutta took care of the cooking.  Yurek Blones was one of the leaders of a Bund 

fighter’s group.  He was very courageous in the daily tasks of ZOB.  His brother, Lusiek was 

thirteen or fourteen years old and took care of finding bottles to make Molotov cocktails in the 

ghetto.  When the Blones brothers were caught and deported to Treblinka, they jumped from the 

moving train.  Both came back to the ghetto.  During the uprising, Yurek was a fearless fighter.  

Later, after the uprising, the Blones brothers were rescued through the sewers to the Polish side, 

caught by the police and killed.  I remember the factory where they were making the Molotov 

cocktails and where the young were coming and going, where all kinds of assignments were 

given out.  That is where I got the pieces of jewelry to smuggle out and exchange for money to 

buy dynamite or guns, when I was able to get them.  We started to hear that the Warsaw Ghetto 

was going to be liquidated.  None of us knew when this would take place, but we knew that 

things were going in this direction. I recall that once on Gornaszlonska 3, Yurek Blones came 

from the ghetto unexpectedly to the Polish side in the name of ZOB and he met Michal Klepfisz 

and me and said, “You have to do the utmost.  We now know from certain sources that the 

liquidation is near and it will be an Aktion.”  How they learned this, I don’t know.  Probably 

from the Jewish police or from the Polis police, because when deportation, started again, it 

started from all sides.  The Germans organized all units for the final act.  But what more could 

we couriers do?  We already knew that the end is coming and we were trying, trying, but we 

were an isolated, helpless small group, so limited in help from the Poles.  And sure enough, on 

the night of 19th of April it started.  We noticed more armed Germans, Ukrainians and Polish 

police were surrounding the Polish side of the ghetto wall.  In the morning, we heard shooting 

and we knew that the uprising had started.  Two days before the uprising, we succeeded in 

obtaining a gun and it was a question of who should smuggle the gun into the ghetto. This was 

April 17 and the question was really between Michal Klepfisz, Jacob Salemenski and me.  I was 

appointed to smuggle it in, but then Michal told us that it was his birthday and he wanted to do 

something on his birthday.  And since he was the one who had organized the primitive 

ammunition factory, he wanted to check on it, so he was the one who smuggled it in.  He 
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remained in the ghetto, and when the uprising started, on the 19th, I thought, his wife and his 

little daughter are on the Polish side; will he be able to come out?  He was not able to come out.  

He was killed in the fighting two days later.  I remained on the Aryan side and was given the task 

to inform his wife.  I met her, told her that Michal is in the ghetto, but I couldn’t tell her about 

his death.  I couldn’t. .. At that time, on the Polish side, we were obsessed with one thought, to 

get through to our group in the ghetto.  It was impossible. The entire ghetto was surrounded with 

more guards, more military units, with the German, Ukrainian and Polish police.  Tanks were 

going in and out of the ghetto.  We couldn't get through, not in the normal way of smuggling 

through the places that we knew; there were constant military patrols.  We had one place where I 

tried to make contact and that was through the family, Dubiel, where the twin sisters, Nelly and 

Wlodka Blith, whom I had helped to rescue from the ghetto, were living with the Dubiel family.  

This was on Swientojerska Street and the ghetto wall was separating one side of Swientojerska 

from the other.  In the middle, the wall was going through, so I decided to try to get to this 

family, thinking that perhaps once I was in their house, I would be able to smuggle myself into 

the ghetto, or get some contact with our people there.  The only contact in the first two days was 

through telephone, which Mikolai, Leon Feiner, made with our people in the brush-making shop.  

We learned the news from the ghetto.  When the Germans came to take the people from their 

homes to deport them, the shooting started.  The uprising started in a few places in the ghetto.  

This was the first days.  Then came the news through the telephone that Michal Klepfisz was 

killed in the fighting.  After it, every communication, every contact with them stopped.  No 

telephone, no news, nothing.  And then I was asked to try to get to the family Dubiel.  When I 

came close, soldiers stopped me.  You cannot go there.  I told them that my mother is living there 

and I would like to see her.  Only people who live there could get through. I didn't have any 

document proving that I lived there.  I didn’t go away, asking the Ukrainian soldier again and 

again to let me see her.  Finally, they let me through.  I went into the apartment and found the 

girls and the Dubiel family, the wife and the husband.  They were nervous, tense.  Often 

Ukrainians or Germans came to check the apartment.  I couldn't get back before dark.  I had to 

sleep over.  While there, hiding close to the window, I could look down into the ghetto.  I saw 

some Jews running from a burning house, others were crawling through the rubble.  Flames were 

bursting out from different windows in the ghetto.  The Germans couldn’t take over the streets, 

so they set block after block on fire.  Some ambulances were going in and we on the outside 
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heard the shooting.  At that time, we felt we had to let the outside world know what was going 

on.  Mikolai asked me to go to Sansonowicz, who was hiding at Zurawicz 24, to pick up a 

proclamation he had written in the name of ZOB to the Polish population, stating, “The ghetto is 

fighting for our and your freedom.”  I went with this proclamation to a suburb of Warsaw, to 

Zoliborz, to have it printed in a Polish underground print shop.  I got through.  It was not far 

from the ghetto wall.  And I remember, not far from there, near the ghetto wall, a 

merry-go-round was playing because it was also a Christian holiday, Easter.  Children were 

riding round and round, and music was playing.  And, not far from them, the ghetto was burning.  

You could still hear shooting and see the German artillery near the ghetto wall, and you could 

see and smell the smoke.  And people outside were standing, some admiring and some saying, 

"oh, take a look, Jews are frying now in the ghetto.”  And I, with my package, was going to the 

suburb of Warsaw, to Zoliborz.  I brought the text of the proclamation and gave it to the Polish 

contacts.  I came a day later, and picked them up.  Our mission was to put them up on the 

buildings, so that the Polish population should know what is going on.  Some of them were 

posted at night and some we gave to our contacts in the Polish underground.  Today this 

proclamation is part of the archives of the history of the Warsaw Ghetto Uprising.  We, the very 

small group of activists on the Polish side, felt terribly helpless, lonely and isolated.  We saw the 

flames of the ghetto and I knew that everything was coming to an end.  

 

Question: OK.  I think at this point it's a good time to break. We're going to change tapes, break 

for lunch, and we will come back. 

 END OF TAPE 3 

 

Vladka : At that time, I guess it was about two weeks after the uprising started and shooting from 

the ghetto was still being heard, suddenly, unexpectedly, a representative of ZOB came from the 

ghetto to my apartment on the Polish side, on Barokowa Street 2; this was Kazik Rotheiser.  He 

came out from the ghetto through the rubble of an underground tunnel to the Polish side, together 

with Zalman Friedrich.  He was sent out to bring some help to the ghetto fighters, to let the 

Polish underground know what is going on and to ask for help for the remaining ghetto fighters.  

I put them in contact with Antek Zuckerman, who was on the Polish side.  Kazik was sleeping a 

few nights in my house.  He didn’t talk too much about the ghetto, but one evening, after curfew, 
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we were looking from the window in the direction of the ghetto, we saw the red sky, the smoke 

from the ghetto, and Kazik was telling me how he was at one of the positions, opposite the 

entrance of the brush maker's shop.  There, at the entrance, a mine was planted.  Six fighters, 

including Kazik, with their leader, Hanoch Gutman were stationed at this important post.  When 

the Germans came close to the entrance, the order came from Gutman to connect the electrical 

wire to get the mine to explode and the mine exploded, shaking the building and killing a number 

of Germans.  It was the biggest achievement for our fighters.  Four mines were planted in 

different places, but this was the only one which exploded.  He told me that it was the first time 

that the Germans waved a white handkerchief to stop the shooting, but they didn't stop shooting.  

They continued shooting and the Germans tried again and again to get into the brush makers 

shop and take over the position, but it was not easy for them.  In the end, fire and smoke forced 

the suffocating Jews to look for a place where they could breathe, but where could they go, when 

everything around them was on fire.  And then came the decision to send Kazik out to the Polish 

side to make contact with our underground, and this is how he came out.  This is not the whole 

story of what he went through, only the fragments that are seared in my mind of the time when 

the ghetto was still resisting.  We couldn't do too much to help them.  At the last moment, only a 

group of about sixty ghetto fighters were rescued through the sewers and taken to the woods not 

far from Warsaw.  Some of them joined partisan groups.  Polish partisans killed some of them.  

We were only able to bring a small group back to Warsaw, to hiding places.  The Warsaw ghetto 

was devastated, without any visible life, only mountains of rubble. 

 

Question: I want to stop for a minute before you go on to your work and I'd like to find out a 

little bit about what Vladka felt, standing at that window, watching the ghetto in flames.  What 

does a courier, what does Feigele, Vladka, what was it like?  What did you feel? 

Answer: I felt that everything was finished.  That this is the end. I didn't think about myself.  

Sometimes I was mad at myself that I was not there.  I should have been together with them.  

Although I met with a few of the Jewish underground, we hardly spoke about what was going on 

there.  We met and the only question was how to contact them, how to help them.  This was 

constantly on our minds.  I didn't have anyone from my own family anymore, but they were my 

family.  This was my world.  This was where I grew up, where I had lived, what I knew.  I got to 

know a little bit of life on the Polish side, but that was not my world.  It was temporary, not 
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where I belong, so it was loneliness, it was emptiness, it was pain.  I would say that I became 

more closed up within myself. I stopped communicating very much.  I did what they asked me to 

do, going where I had to go, not having even the joy of the challenge.  It was in a way a 

mechanical way of functioning.  Did I hate the Germans then?  Of course, I hated them.  It is 

very hard for me to describe in words what I felt.  At times, I longed for revenge, yes, but how?  

How can the total destruction of my world be revenged?   

 

Question: What did you do?  You were again a courier for the underground. What did you do? 

Answer: I did what they asked me to do, and at that time, we had to help the Jews who were in 

hiding and to look for more places where we could hide other Jews.  It was also a question of 

how we can rescue the ghetto fighters from the woods, and locate them in Polish houses.  It was 

a question of contacting Jews who were in other cities, not only in Warsaw.  But the danger at 

this particular time was even greater than before because the Germans knew that here and there 

were some Jews who had survived from ghettos and escaped from concentration camps.  

Sometimes, if they found a Jew, the whole house would be demolished or the people were taken 

away.  Families living where Jews were found were sometimes shot, so the Germans terrorized 

the Polish population who feared to give help and stretch out their hands.  Therefore, it was even 

more difficult for the couriers to function and accomplish anything.  One day the wife of 

Abrasha Blum came to my place and said that Abrasha is being taken out from the woods 

because he is not in good health, and we have to find a place to hide him.  It was impossible to 

find anything at this particular time, so she told me that Abrasha would have to live in my place 

until something else turned up.  I was very proud that such a personality was coming to share my 

place; on the other hand, it was dangerous.  I was coming and going and any time someone could 

follow me, but there was no other hiding place, so she came up with him, and he was in my place 

for quite a while.  I remember that I had a feeling that in my building there was a silent control 

by the tenants about who is coming into the building and whom they  are seeing.  This was going 

on in many Polish houses.  Although Abrasha never left the apartment, the only place he could 

hide inside it, was the closet, because there was only one room.  I spoke again to Abrasha’s wife, 

Luba Blum, that it would be advisable to take Abrasha away.  She answered me that yes, she 

knows, it is only a question of a day or two more.  I understood that there was no place for him to 

go.  One evening, after curfew, there was a knock on the door and one Gestapo man, one 
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policeman and one civilian came in.  The moment there was a knock at the door, Abrasha Blum 

went into the closet.  When I first opened the door, I thought that since it is after curfew, it's one 

of the neighbors. You cannot not open the door if it's your neighbor, because that is suspicious. 

You could be in trouble.  So when I opened the door, the Germans came in and they found only 

me, they asked right away, where is the Jew? So, someone had notified them.  Someone had 

denounced him, and probably it was someone who knew that I was not a Polish girl either.  

Someone knew that things were not in order in this apartment.  I said that nobody was here. I am 

the only one, and the person who is with me is now away; he is my fiancé and he is in another 

city. Oh, we will see, came the answer.  They started looking and of course, they found Abrasha 

in the closet.  The moment they found him, they took away everything of some value that was in 

the apartment; all the money that we had.  After searching and searching the room, all three went 

away and locked us in, taking the keys with them.  While leaving, one of them told us that the 

Gestapo would come for us in a few minutes.  So this is going to be the end, I thought.  We didn't 

talk at all.  After a while, Abrasha said maybe we should try to get out from here, but how can 

you get out when we are on the fourth floor and the door is locked?  We tried to open the door 

but it was impossible.  Then our thoughts turned to the underground pamphlets, which were 

hidden.  We had to get rid of them.  If they find them, then it's not just a question of death but of 

torture too.  We quickly started burning them with matches in the sink, and then put all the things 

in the toilet and flushed the water.  So, we got rid of them.  We heard every car passing by and 

we listened to hear if it would stop at our building.  Time passed and nobody came for us.  

Maybe we can find a way to escape.  But how can we escape?  Abrasha came up with the idea to 

make a line from sheets tied together and fastened on one end to the radiator.  Our building was 

new and was one of the few that had radiators.  Who should go first?  After talking it over, the 

understanding was that Abrasha should be the one to try to escape.  They know that he is a Jew 

and he has a wife and children, so he should go.  We took the sheets from our bed and we tied 

them together.  The end he tied around his waist, and then the other end was fastened to the 

radiator.  He let himself down, with his shoes hanging around his neck, and if he would get 

down, I would follow him.  The windows went out into the street, not into the yard, so there was 

a possibility that he could escape.  It was in the middle of the night.  He started down and I was 

holding my breath, when suddenly I heard a terrible crash.  The sheets hadn't held and he fell, but 

he didn't fall from the fourth floor. He probably fell from the second or from the first, but he fell 
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with a terrible noise and woke up the people from the building.  And then a few minutes later I 

heard a knock at the door and the screaming of the neighbors, but I couldn't open the door.  After 

a while, the police came, broke down the door, and brought in Abrasha Blum.  He was bleeding, 

couldn't walk, one policeman was supporting him.  I was petrified, looking at him, not knowing 

what to say or what to do.  The Polish police took us both to the police station on the demand of 

the fearful tenants.  There, everything was taken from me and checked.  But somehow, I didn't 

even remember how, I had a little money hidden in one of my pockets, and this in a way helped 

me.  I was separated from Abrasha.  He was taken to the men's cell and I to another cell, where 

the women prostitutes were kept.  I was sitting there together with one of them, thinking this is 

the end, and what flashed through my mind at that time I can't even recall.  I was tired and I 

wanted to sleep, I recall.  The prostitute was talking to me, asking me questions.  I said please, let 

me sleep.  A little bit later I heard the door being opened, and when I looked out through the 

bars, the policeman told me that they are going to take the Jew to the Gestapo and they will come 

for me a little later.  I asked the policeman, are you going away?  He said yes, another is coming 

to replace me in the morning, so I asked him again, would you be kind and take a note to my 

mother.  He answered, what do you mean your mother. Of course, I can take a note. You have 

something to give me? And I have these few zlotys. I gave him everything I had.  I gave him the 

address of Anna Wochalska, of my Polish mother and begged him to tell her where I am, that 

they had found a Jew in my house.  It was my only chance.  I was not at all sure that he would go 

to her or that she would be able to do anything to get me out.  He did go to her.  He gave her the 

note, and she went to one of our underground places to get help to take me out from the police 

station. As long as I was at the police station, there was a chance you could bribe the captain. 

You could give him some money, but the moment they take you to the Gestapo, it's finished. 

And somehow, she was able to get ten thousand zlotys from our underground leader, Mikolay, to 

bribe the Polish captain.  I did not know about it.  It was afternoon and I was waiting and waiting 

to be taken to the Gestapo.  Unexpectedly, Anna’s nephew, Stasiek came to the police station.  

They let him in to see me and he told me with a big smile, you are free.  This was a shock for 

me. I only had to go to the captain to answer some questions.  He had already gotten his money.  

This is how I survived then, thanks to my mother, to Anna Wachalska. 
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Question: Quite a story. We are going to pause and change tapes. Then we can go on. That is 

quite a story. END OF TAPE 3 

 

Question: OK. We're on. You wanted to tell me a story ...  

Answer: Yes. Two stories.  After the escape from the police station, after I was rescued, Nikolai 

asked me to get out of Warsaw.  I went with Mrs. Dubiel, who at that time was hiding the Jewish 

girl, Nelly, to her family in a village close to a forest.  When we went there, we often collected 

mushrooms in the forest.  There was nothing to do there, just village life.  The peasants knew 

Mrs. Dubiel.  She used to come there often to her family and the little girl who was hiding with 

her, didn’t look Jewish, so it was not suspicious.  But one night, when we were in the house, we 

heard knocking at the door.  When I came to the kitchen, I saw a very young Jew, whom I 

recognized right away.  He was talking to the farmer’s wife, who gave him bread and milk.  He 

was with her for a while and then disappeared.  The woman saw that I was present, so she told 

me that these are Jews, hiding in the forest and sometimes she helps them, but I should not 

mention to anyone that I saw them.  How could I explain to her who I am?  But of course, I 

remained silent.  I didn’t say anything and didn’t mention this to anybody.  This was one 

experience I had while I was out of Warsaw.  The first time when I again met Benjamin 

Miedzyrzecki on the Polish side was when he succeeded in bringing his family, mother, father 

and younger sister, to a hiding place in a small Russian cemetery in a suburb of Warsaw.  

Through a coworker in the underground, Celimenski, Benjamin contacted me.  We got to know 

each other better and he became my closest friend on the Polish side.  I was so lonely that his 

attention and warmth meant a lot.  He also brought me to his family.  I came there as a Polish girl 

and Benjamin’s parents were religious people and somehow they understood that if their son is 

not coming home to sleep at night, that he probably was sleeping over at my house and this was 

true.  So, to legalize this kind of relationship, his mother once took her ring, which she had 

hidden, and gave it to me, saying, that this ring I give to you.  It is like an engagement ring and 

this engagement ring I have had all my life.  This was the beginning of a story, which continued 

into marriage.  But while we were together there were also funny things, which I, as a courier, 

should not have done because it could have had a tragic ending.  At that time in the war, many 

Poles didn’t have cars, didn’t have horses.  The only way of transportation from one place to 

another was on bicycle.  I did not have a bicycle and didn’t know how to ride one.  Benjamin 
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wished to do me a very big favor.  He decided one Sunday that he would teach me to ride a 

bicycle.  I had to come to a certain place, to cross a bridge to a park in the suburbs of Warsaw 

and he would teach me how to ride.  But how do I get there?  It was Sunday and I took the 

bicycle and was walking with it by my side to the bridge.  Suddenly, a German patrol, a truck 

with soldiers stopped people and took them away.  I was caught in the middle, no way out.  The 

Germans at the bridge were checking the identification cards of the Poles and I, not knowing 

how to stop the bicycle, walked past the control who was very busy with other people.  I came to 

the second patrol, to the second of the checkpoints.  They saw me with the bicycle. Nobody 

stopped me; they also let me through, probably thinking that the previous one had already 

checked me.  I went through four patrols; four check points without stopping, without any paper, 

without any thing.  Finally, I arrived at the rendezvous point with my bicycle, and I had the first 

lesson, and, of course, I sprained an ankle and I had to stay at home for another two days.  My 

colleagues didn't know what happened to me because I was ashamed to tell the underground how 

I had sprained my ankle.  This was one of my wishes at that time, to learn to ride a bicycle, 

which overcame logic. 

  

Question: You said there were other funny things that happened. What other things did you do 

with Benjamin that maybe you shouldn't have done? 

Answer: I shouldn't have permitted him to come often to the place where I lived.  But he was 

always helpful in making all kinds of hiding places, such as a partition in a drawer where I could 

keep all the documents and other things.  Nevertheless, it was not right that people in 

underground work should be involved in too many social contacts.  I broke this rule a few times, 

and this was wrong.  It was important for me at that time, when I was sent on a mission to 

another city or to a camp to deliver some money, documents or pamphlets, to tell someone close 

to me that I was going away.  Of course, our underground was interested in what happened to our 

couriers, our coworkers, but in our work, a person could disappear without a trace.  Having 

someone who I knew is specifically interested in my well-being, in my safety, meant a lot to me 

at that time, and Ben really cared.  And this feeling was a relief, which helped me to go on.  I 

was on certain missions at that time, to camps, to hiding places, following up the security of 

children who were in hiding.  This was before the Polish uprising came in Warsaw itself. 
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Question: OK. Before we get to the Polish uprising, tell us about some of those trips to camp to 

help people. 

Answer: One of the trips was to Czestochowa.  In Czestochowa we had a contact. Jewish people 

were working there in a labor camp.  Our underground in Warsaw learned that the inmates of the 

camp organized two committees and they needed help, they needed money.  We tried to contact 

them but it was very difficult.  We had some contact with a Pole who was working in the same 

camp, but he didn’t want to get involved.  He was afraid.  He told me that two Jews working in 

his factory were caught having some contact with the outside and they disappeared.  Finally, I 

got to know another Pole, Mr. Riba.  He was a foreman in the same place where the Jews were 

working, but he was also part of the underground.  I came to his house.  He was a very nice 

person, helpful.  There was only one problem.  He talked too much, and he demanded more 

attention from me than I was willing to give.  This was very unpleasant.  When I was asked to go 

there a second time, I didn’t want to go, but they didn't have anyone else, so I went.  I always 

made sure that I would be together with his wife.  If his wife stepped out of the house, I went 

with her. If she went shopping, I went with her.  This was the only way to handle this situation.  

He was  suddenly caught  in the factory by the Germans while doing some illegal business and 

was killed.  It was really a blow for our underground.  We met all kinds of people, some of them 

were very nice, honest and helpful, but some others were looking to make money for themselves.  

One contact delivered not the amount of money he was supposed to, but took some for himself 

without our knowledge.  Nobody could check on him.  Nobody could say anything.  Later we 

learned through letters that the inmates did not receive the whole amount. This method was not 

always reliable, but we had no other way.  Today when people talk about the Poles, I say that the 

majority of Poles is still anti-Semitic, but among many is also a human feeling to help.  Not a 

large number of them, but quite a few and whenever we tell the story of Polish people who were 

collaborating, blackmailing or even killing Jews, we also must have in mind those who stretched 

out their hands or those, like my adopted Polish mother, who did her utmost to save, to rescue 

me when I was in prison.  Although their percentage was very small, they should not be 

forgotten.  I recall, a few years ago I went to the Jewish Historic Institute in Warsaw.  There was 

an exhibit about the Warsaw Ghetto on one wall, and on the other wall, one about the righteous 

Poles.  I was told that many Poles rescued and helped Jews.  My answer was, true, some Poles 
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saved some Jews, but look at the proportion.  Three and a half million Jews had lived in Poland, 

and over ninety percent of them perished.  

 

Question: You had said before that you met however briefly Zivia Lubetkin.  Tell me about your 

meeting her.  What were the circumstances and where did you meet? 

Answer: I met her in a hiding place after the uprising of  the Warsaw  Ghetto.  Zivia Lubetkin 

really looked Jewish.  She had all the features of a Jewish woman, dark eyes, and dark hair.  She 

was a person with a lot of patience, a good listener.  She was also able to form a relationship with 

the person talking to her, although she herself did not talk too much.  She had a certain maternal 

warmth,  an inner warmth, radiating from her.  She had a strong character, very decisive with her 

own definite opinions.  She would not argue.  People listened to her.  People who worked in the 

underground from the so-called Zionist Youth Movement talked about her with a lot of respect 

and warmth.  I didn't have too much contact with her because she was in hiding, and I was 

constantly moving around.  But I did know about her.  Antek was coming there often.  She was 

his wife or his girlfriend at that time, and I was in constant contact with him.  He was the one 

who was moving around and who was working and I always had the feeling that sometimes he 

was really doing what Zivia told him to do.  This was my feeling about her.  After the ghetto 

uprising, she was rescued through the sewers, together with a group of ghetto fighters.  For a 

short while, she was in the forest and then she lived with a family in hiding until she was 

liberated.  Her actual function on the Polish side was understanding and evaluating situations 

from the reports brought by couriers with whom I was constantly in contact. 

 

Question: All right.  Coming up toward the 1944 Warsaw uprising, tell us what Warsaw looked 

like now, in early 1944. 

Answer: In 1944 when the news started coming from the East that the Germans are retreating to 

the West, that the Russian offensive had started, we constantly saw German soldiers returning.  It 

was a nervous atmosphere in Warsaw.  There was a feeling that the war was ending and we 

didn't know how the end would be.  We anticipated that some uprising would take place, 

probably when the Russians will be very close to Warsaw.  It would take a day or two and then 

the German occupation would be over, like in France.  There it didn't take too long until Paris 

was taken over by the Allied Forces.  In Warsaw, the Polish underground was organized.  They 
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had hidden arms.  They also had military units, the AK, the so-called Armja Krajowa and Armja 

Ludowa, the more leftist group.  Our Jewish underground was connected with both.  Antek was 

in contact with the Armja Ludowa leadership.  As I recall, we had Jews who were incorporated 

into Armia Ludowa, depending on where they were located.  Our leadership on the Polish side 

was connected with the Polish underground, with the AK, through Leo Feiner.  We knew that 

something was going to happen.  I remember I was called to Ignacy Samsonowicz, one of our 

leaders.  He told me that an amount of money had come in.  We are going to distribute it to the 

Jews in hiding because a Polish uprising in the city of Warsaw will probably take place.  Let the 

hidden Jews have some money in case it will be needed.  So, at that time I got an amount of 

money, most in dollars, to distribute among the people whose hiding places I knew.  We saw 

more and more German units coming through Warsaw, going to the West.  We also started 

hearing the sounds of the approaching front, far away, but approaching.  All this time we 

thought, should we remain in Warsaw or go to the East side and be closer to the Russians.  We 

didn't know that it would take a long time until Warsaw would fall.  We couldn’t imagine that 

the Russians would stop their attack outside of Warsaw.  This was one of the most devastating 

acts for the Jews in hiding, that the Russian didn't enter the city.  It took another half a year 

before Warsaw was liberated.  When the uprising broke out in August 1944, we, like all the other 

Poles, were very excited.  We were helping on the streets to build barricades.  

 

Question: Let's back up. I just want you to say the sentence again, because I interrupted. When 

the Polish uprising broke out and go on from there 

Answer: When the Polish uprising broke out, the underground, the Polish underground was 

organized.  All types of military units with their commanders started attacking German locations.  

Barricades were built; trolley cars were overturned and there was shooting in the streets.  The 

first few days were filled with excitement.  Jews came out of their hiding places, joined the Poles 

in their resistance.  It was like a signal that freedom is very close and Warsaw is going to be 

liberated.  The Russian are on the east side of the Wisla River.  I was at that time together with 

Benjamin and his parents were hiding in a suburb of Warsaw.  He decided to bring them to the 

city.  He was afraid that the suburb where they were, very close to a factory, would be attacked.  

He brought them to Warsaw, and this was a mistake because they had to go into hiding again.  

Jews as a group were not in any military fighting unit, only individuals whom commanders 
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knew, were allowed to join.  These were the first days of the uprising.  We were a part of the 

Polish people who stood up against the Germans.  But when time passed, and day after day 

Germans were taking back streets and  roads and the Russians were not moving in, 

disappointment, desperation took over the Polish population.  We heard planes, not only German 

bombers, but some coming from England, dropping medication, weapons.  I recalled that when 

our ghetto was fighting, our skies were empty.  There were no planes from the Allies, no help.  

Two months of fighting and the Polish uprising was crushed.  Warsaw was devastated.  The 

German took over the city again.  The Russian didn't move in and the German decided to 

evacuate all the people from Warsaw.  Jews who were in hiding had to leave.  Some of them hid 

under the rubble, but the majority had to leave.  There was nobody who could take care of them 

or who could hide them.  It was really a very terrible situation for Jews.  Some of them didn’t 

have any place to hide, others were killed.  Others left the city and we lost contact with them.  I 

left Warsaw with Ben and for a short time, we lived as a Polish couple with a family in a small 

town, in Grujec, but even there, Germans intensified deportation of Poles to Germany.  We had 

to get away from that place.  I recalled that one of my friends was a housekeeper’s helper with a 

rich Polish family on an estate.  It was the only place I knew and we decided to go to her.  But 

when we got there, we learned that this estate was where a unit of the Germany army had its 

headquarters.  We had come into the mouth of the lion.  When I spoke to my girlfriend, Krysia 

Zlotowska, who is still alive, I asked her who is the commandant here, because if you come to 

such a place, you have to notify the commander right away who you are and what you are doing 

there, otherwise they might think you are a spy.  She told me that his office is just downstairs.  I 

asked Ben to come with me to present ourselves with our documents, which were in order with 

German stamps and swastikas.  I told them that Warsaw was evacuated and we had come here 

looking for work and we asked permission to remain in this village, Kurczowa Wies, because we 

had nowhere else to go.  This was the truth, but not the whole truth.  I didn't mention that I have 

any contact with my girlfriend because in case something doesn’t work out, I would not involve 

her.  He looked at us.  He knew that the front is coming closer and cities are being evacuated.  He 

stamped our identification cards and permitted us to remain.  Only two days later, a Jew from the 

neighborhood came to the same place.  He did not report to them right away.  They saw him 

while he was sleeping on the steps to their office.  He said that he had come to ask them for 

permission to stay, but they shot him.  We remained in the village.  Benjamin was working for a 
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peasant and I was sewing and repairing everything necessary for the rich family.  So, you can see 

that my mother’s insistence on my learning to sew was very helpful in many difficult situations.  

On January 17, we heard the front coming closer.  As usual, Ben went to his work place.  After a 

short while, he came running back, yelling with excitement, the Russians are here, the Russians 

are here.  I couldn’t believe it.  Last night the Germans were still in the big building of the Polish 

estate, rushing nervously, not speaking to the people and here in the morning, the big news.  Ben 

said, I saw a Russian tank with my own eyes.  We went out and saw the whole village was 

awake, no German in sight.  They had run away in the middle of the night.  As if on command, 

Poles ran to the stable, some taking a horse, another a cow, anything that fell into their hands.  

We didn’t know what to do.  At this moment, every wrong step could be our last.  We didn't take 

anything and that made the people suspicious.  We decided to leave the village without any god-

byes.  Ben took his bicycle, which he had from before and went ahead with our few belongings.  

I, together with my friend, Krysia, started to walk, joining groups of people already on the road 

in the direction of Warsaw.  Later Ben came back to pick up his blanket.  A blanket was worth a 

fortune at that time.  Some peasants said to him, you didn’t take anything from the estate, or 

from the German workshops.  Are you Jewish?  Ben answered them, how can I be Jewish.  I 

would not have come back if I were Jewish.  This was how we came back to Warsaw, after the 

liberation.  How did I feel at that time?  I didn't feel anything, that it's my Warsaw, that I am 

liberated.  As I can recall now, I felt only emptiness.  I was interested to see who had survived.  

Would I meet someone I know, but not a feeling of liberation, of enjoyment, of happiness that I 

survived.  Not at all.  It was again a loneliness and a sadness, and even when we met someone 

who had survived,  the only response was, oh, you are here. Yes. OK. So, one more.  We thought 

that we are really  among the last of the Jews who survived Warsaw.  Not everyone of the Jewish 

underground came back, but a few are still alive today, such as Marek Edelman.  In the 

meantime Zivia Lubetkin, Antek Zuckerman died.  Yurek Wilner perished in the uprising.  

Yurek Blones, the Blones family was killed.  Zalman Friedrich was killed.  Michal Klepfisz who 

brought me out of the ghetto was killed.  Abrasha Blum was taken to the Gestapo and was killed.  

Most of the people with whom I was in touch did not survive.  Yes, I survived and  I am telling 

you this story now.  It's only fragments, only splinters.  It's only part of the story, and I really 

don't know how significant this story is compared to what was destroyed, to what we lost.  I have 

a feeling that after so many years, that even today, neither scholars nor historians really realize 
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the extend of the loss which we suffered; the richness of the life, the values which were 

destroyed.  I don't mean that the values which are a part of our roots or which we inherited, 

because those who survived still have those values.  I mean the lives,  the achievements, the 

contributions to humanity of all those we lost.  Maybe later history will be able to judge what 

humanity lost.  In America we are often asked, are you happy?  I don't know if I am happy.  Ben 

and I established a family here.  We have two children.  Both were born in the States, both 

received a Jewish education and at the same time, a public education.  They know of our past. It's 

not that I sat down with them and told them, but they grew up with it.  It was natural that here 

and there I injected from where I came. Maybe I didn't talk with them too much about my 

personal involvement, but they knew what we went through and very often we took our daughter 

or our son to survivor gatherings memorializing the victims of the Holocaust.  Our children 

established families.  Both are physicians.  Perhaps they are doctors because of their wish to help 

those who need help.  I think so.  I would like to think so.  In their own way, they are 

contributing to society.  What did I do with my life during the past fifty years in the United 

States?  Even today, I try to convey the story, but I try to tell the people that they should not be 

afraid to look into this story.  We talk so much about destruction, so much about killing.  There is 

no parallel in the history of humanity.  The German government organized and its people in all 

walks of life, participated in the industry of death, of mass killings.  Very often I think that the 

young learn primarily about the horror of the Holocaust, of evil, of killing.  I would like to 

convey the chapter of the lives of our people before the war and during the war, of the values, of 

the traditions, of the holidays, of the family life, of the responsibility they felt for each other, of 

their sacrifices.  To convey this life, which I knew, motivated me to initiate a teacher-training 

program on Holocaust and Jewish Resistance.  Since 1985, I have taken secondary school 

teachers from throughout the United States to Israel, with a stop in Poland for a three-week 

seminar.  They learn how to implement Holocaust studies in their schools, not because we don't 

have scholars in the States, which can teach them about the Holocaust, but because I think that it 

is important for them to be close to the Jewish people and to see the continuity and to see close 

up, the continuation of life by those who survived the  Holocaust.  Maybe this will help them to 

understand our concern for the security of Israel.  Sometimes we are bombarded with frightening 

news which reaches us from all over the world.  Yet, American people never experienced what 

our people went through, except those who were on the front,  many of them were killed or 
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wounded.  Of course, there was rationing of sugar or other articles, but people living here  were 

able to continue their daily lives. 

 

Question: Vladka, you had said to me earlier that what you did was normal, that it felt normal.  

Tell me a little bit about that, that you said you had no other life. 

Answer: When I came to the States and they asked me to tell the story, I was among the first of 

the so-called displaced persons who came to the United States.  The second boat brought us here 

on the 24th of May, 1946.  I was asked to tell what we went through and to write for the Jewish 

newspaper, Forward.  I didn't know how to tell my story.  I didn't want to talk about me 

personally because I felt, what is the importance of my life, when so very many perished.  I 

thought I will try to tell the story by relating different aspects of our lives, of our struggle during 

those shattering years.  I started with the deportations, and what it meant when the first Aktion 

came and people were sent to the Umschlagplatz, to the waiting trains.  Then what it meant to 

live with the constant fear of being caught.  Then my work in the underground as a Polish girl on 

the outside of the ghetto.  Americans often told me  that they cannot understand that when  the 

Germans knocked at the door , looking for Jews to deport, why Jews opened the door.  I looked 

at the person and thought; it's not  a question whether to open the door.  They didn't understand 

that the Germans would knock down the door anyway.  In normal minds, in normal times, it's 

impossible to comprehend what was going on, but for us, living under those conditions,  the 

impossible became the norm.  Even today, I think that people’s understanding of heroism at that 

time,  is different from the way we understood it.  The sacrifices, the daily struggles, were very 

often very heroic, but when they took place, no one thought of heroism, it had become the 

ordinary daily life.  I was not a heroine as some people think.  I never was raised as such and I 

don't see myself that way.  We did what we had to do.  This was our people’s response to our 

enemy.  When we look with the eyes of today, we see that the acts were really often heroic.  I see 

my mother, a simple woman,  who didn't have higher education, but in my eyes today, her 

behavior was really heroic.  She was hiding my illegal papers, knowing very well that if they will 

be found, she will be killed.  She was participating in her own way in what we in the 

underground were doing at this time.  My mother was not the only one.  Many, many other Jews  

acted heroically.  There were  illegal synagogues, illegal libraries, and illegal schools.  
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Question: Hold on, we've run out of tape.  Let's let them change tapes and get some air in here. 

We're just about done.
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Vladka continued: This was the way our people were living.  In the most difficult situations, they 

tried to hold on to life as human beings.  Let’s take our neighbor.  We lived together in the same 

building and they were very poor people. She lived with her daughter who was a school teacher 

before the war.  In the ghetto, she was selling pieces of bread and saccharin.  She  would stand in 

front of the building, looking out for German patrols because in her apartment, above us, her 

daughter was giving lectures to children in her small illegal school.  This woman did not think of 

herself as a hero and her daughter didn't think that she is a hero, but they were conducting illegal 

classes for children, knowing that if a German patrol will catch them, they will be shot.  

Sometimes I saw Jews, running to an illegal synagogue to pray, some of them covering their 

beards  with a shawl.  Did they think about being killed?  No. They were going on with  their 

lives as they believed and were used to.  Did they see themselves as heroes?  I don’t think so.  

There also were  illegal cultural events taking place, even for children.  I remember a play which 

took place in the ghetto  during the short time the German permitted  the schools to be opened.  I 

remember this play with about two hundred kids, playing an opera.  It was unbelievable. 

Children were not permitted to leave the small area where they had to stay in the school yard.  

When the German closed the schools,  the children  had to remain at home.  Youngsters were 

organizing all kinds of lectures with the children in their own houses, the so-called Children 

Corners.  I remember the two girls from my youth movement, the sisters Zosia and Pola Lipszyc, 

young people, fourteen, fifteen years old.  They taught the children how to dance, how to sing.  

Others were teaching them how to write.  A chain of young teachers was formed. Was this 

heroism?  Of course it was.  But this was the way they knew they should act. This invisible life 

in the ghetto should be known, together with the horrors.  While remembering our people, we 

should remember their lives.  

Question: You had mentioned several people.  Tell me about them please. 

Answer: I mentioned that I knew Ringelblum.  I didn't know him personally.  He was much older 

than I; he was a historian and as I recall, a member of another political group  of the Linke Poale 

Zion.  I remember when the order came that to remain in the ghetto you have to obtain a card 

that you are working in a German shop.  Such cards were issued by the Jewish consul,  the 

Judenrat.  Ringelblum  and Abrasha Blum got a number of cards and were distributing them 

among the young underground activists.  When I came to where the distribution took place, I met 
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Abrasha Blum and Emmanuel Ringelblum.  Emmanuel Ringelblum was a very active person in 

the cultural life of the ghetto.  He organized the illegal Oneg Shabbat Group of writers, 

intellectuals, in the ghetto.  He was involved in many illegal activities.  I remember  him as a tall, 

good looking, impressive man.  Though from different political groups, he and Abrash Blum 

worked together in the ghetto.  This was my contact with Ringelblum.  Later on I knew that he 

was hiding together with over thirty people on the Polish side.  I didn't see him, but several times 

the underground sent me to the landlord, to the Pole who was responsible at  the hiding place, to 

bring money.  I never saw Ringelblum, but I knew that he was there together with his wife and 

his little son in a bunker in a greenhouse.  Later I learned that the hiding place was denounced to 

the Gestapo.  It turned out that it was the woman who was living with the owner of the hiding 

place.  She got mad at him and she called the Gestapo, and all the people were taken away and 

were shot.  Later we learned that Ringelblum was recording ghetto history until the last moment.  

This was one of our biggest disasters  shortly before liberation.  There was another person , who 

was in hiding with whom I came in contact.  This was Bernard Goldstein.  He was a leader of the 

Bund  but because the Gestapo was looking for him, he was also in hiding.  Though in hiding he 

knew more or less what was going on in the underground and was in contact with our active 

people on the Polish side.  I brought him money and other things which were necessary.  I often 

talked with him.  I had a feeling that he was depressed because he could not participate 

personally in the preparations for organized  Jewish resistance in the ghetto.  He survived.  He 

came to the States and died here. 

 

Question: Did you know Zigielbojm as well? 

Answer: I came across Zigielbojm only before he left the ghetto.  This was before deportation 

started.  There was a gathering of the young activists of the  Zukunft.  At that time I was  a 

member of the Executive Committee of the Zukunft.  I attended that meeting. Zigielbojm was 

one  of the first appointees to the Judenrat.  He openly called on the Jews to resist, not to go into 

the ghetto.  The Gestapo was looking for him and he had to into hiding.  I remember him at that 

time talking about the war.  That we have to prevail.  It will not last forever.  His talk raised our 

spirits.  He didn't mention leaving the ghetto, although we all knew that he had to go into hiding.  

A short time later I learned that he left Poland illegally and came to the United States.  As I 

mentioned before, I saw his wife and son in the ghetto.  Abrasha Blum wanted the young son to 
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go over the ghetto wall, to the Polish side, into hiding, but his wife, the mother, couldn’t part 

with him. 

 

Question: You wrote about watching the deportation of Janusz Korczak and the orphanage. Did 

you know Korczak? 

Answer: No. I did not know Korczak. I only heard about Korczak and as a child  I read some of 

his books, which were very popular.  I saw Korczak going to the deportation point with  the 

children of his orphanage.  At that time I didn't go to the shop, to my work place because my legs 

were so swollen from hunger that I couldn't put on my shoes.  At that time I was at the apartment 

of Mania Wasser, who asked  me to remain in the house and be together with them in hiding.  

The hiding place was a room cut off by a wooden closet, which covered the entrance.  To enter 

the room you had to go through the closet.  In Europe closets were not built in as here in the 

States, but were free standing pieces of furniture.  Manya Wasser  and her sister-in-law and a few 

other people were hiding there.  Most of the time during the day we were hiding because we 

never knew which streets would be closed and the Germans would start their deportations.  

Suddenly we heard steps from far away and  through the shades at the windows, we could 

observe the street outside.  It was a corner building and this was the street of  Gesia – 

Zamenhofa,  the street which led to the Umschlagplatz.  It was at this time I saw Janusz Korczak 

and  the little children, he in the front and the children  walking very orderly.  Some of the 

children were turning their heads, looking at the buildings.  They were surrounded by Germans 

with bayonets.  This was the group with Janusz Korczak and other Jews going to the trains which 

took them to Treblinka.  Later there was a rumor that someone  tried to take Janusz Korczak out 

from the Umschlagplaz.  I don't know if it is true, but the rumor persist that he refused to leave 

the children and went with them together to the gas chambers inTreblinka. 

 

Question: Vladka, is there anything else that you want to tell us?  

Answer: I want to tell you about how important I think it is for young people to learn about this 

period.  This is why I organized and was instrumental  in creating the Summer Seminar on 

Holocaust and Jewish Resistance for secondary school teachers to learn about the Holocaust and 

to learn this in Israel, so they could later convey the lessons to the young in American schools.  I 

don't know how history will judge the whole area of the Holocaust, the period of destruction or 
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the period of resistance, but if we have to learn any lessons to prevent this kind of destruction, 

it's only through teaching and preparing the young.  They have to know about this particular time 

and they have to know the bad as well as the good.  It has to be a lesson for them how people can 

behave evilly and how people can behave righteously, helping and doing their utmost.  I agree 

with Elie Wiesel,  that one of the greatest dangers is indifference.  Indifference to what is going 

on around you and what is happening  to other people.  Even today I'm convinced that if the 

world would have acted differently, they might not have been able to destroy Hitler right away, 

but if they had reacted to what Hitler was doing to the Jews,  there would have been a different 

response from Hitler too.  The indifference and the silence of the world gave the green light for 

the destruction of the Jews.  Of course, people say, what more could we have done?  We were 

fighting on many fronts.  This was true.  Fighting was going on, but the war against the Jews did 

not take place on the front.  This was the other war, against a civilian population, against 

children, old people, helpless men and women, lonely, forsaken by the world.  Yes, there were 

other people who perished, Gypsies, homosexuals, Jehova Witnesses and others, but the majority 

of the European Jewry perished.  

 

Question: How did you feel being in Warsaw, knowing that nobody was coming to help? 

Answer:  I was raised in the Socialist Children’s Youth Movement and for me the whole world 

was of interest.  I felt part of the civil war in Spain and I was part of the struggle of the coolies in 

China and I was part of all the injustice which was going on. Therefore, I couldn't understand 

how the world could not know what was going on with the Jews.  I couldn't understand that the 

world didn't know  what was happening in Warsaw Ghetto, in the middle of the capitol of 

Poland.  In the very beginning we thought they don't know.  If the Allies would know they would 

take some action.  Nevertheless, later we learned that they did know, perhaps not everything, but 

enough to do something.  Therefore, it was devastating, being forsaken by everyone, able to 

count only on ourselves.  Yet even after so many, many years, I still like and want to believe in 

people.  I know that we cannot live without other people.  We are a part of the world and we 

have to have compassion and understanding.  I am very often concerned about the future of my 

children and my grandchildren.  What will be their lives?  They are a part of this world, and 

despite my experiences, I want them to have faith in people.  There are good people too.  We 
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cannot live on Mars.  We are a  part  of this world and what is going on around us.  Though I do 

like people and I still want to believe in people,  I want them to be alert to evil. 

 

Question: I can't think of a better way to end. Thank you.  

 

END OF INTERVIEW 
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