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YOCHEVED KASHER formerly Jadna Kusda 
 
Parents: Chaya and Haimish Kusda. Two sisters: Sara and Regina. I was born in 1930 in 

Lodz, Poland.  Warm family home; big family, cousins, uncles. There are some pictures 
I found that were of the family. No one survived. 

 
1939, the war started. There came the time, when another 3 families were brought to our 

house; then food became scarce and conditions worsened. That was the ghetto life. In 
1942. I worked, my sister worked too. There is an original document as proof of her 
sister's work. She married and bore a child in the ghetto [the sister].   

The transports to Auschwitz began, and we were among the last ones to be sent there;. 
After 3 days I was sent to Hundsfeld, near Breslau, a working camp; we worked in an 
ammunitions factory. My sister Regina was with me; during the selections in Auschwitz, 
she held on to my hand and when Mengele asked her how old I was, she said '18'. That 
saved me.  

When the Germans felt the nearing of the end of the war, they took us out on a march, from 
camp to camp. All on foot. We were in Gross Rosen, Mauthausen, until we got to 
Bergen-Belsen; in February 1945.  There were terrible conditions, no food, no drinking 
water, sick people everywhere. My sister got Typhus and died 5 days before we were 
freed, on 10/4/45. We were freed by the British. They took us to Belsen and looked after 
us. I met there 3 sisters from my hometown, and I stayed with them from then on. The 
elder sister started to work for UNRRA.  

Later, the ‘Brigade' arrived from Israel. They organized schools, classes, and I became a 
part of it. We found out that there were children in Belsen - some came from Bergen-
Belsen, and we went to visit them, and the Israeli soldiers taught us Israeli songs and 
spoke about the 'ruach' and the life in Israel. 

We waited to return to our childhood. From there we went to Blankensee, near Hamburg; we 
stayed there, in beautiful houses; we went to school, ate well, observed Shabbat with 
dinner. The soldiers were great! They saw to it, that we should get  certificates.  I was 
among the first 100 children to go to Israel. We stopped in Marseilles. Pesach was 
spent there. We were legal immigrants but people of the Joint brought people on the 
ship that were illegal immigrants; we arrived at Haifa. Mrs. Vera Weizman came to 
receive us; we were in Atlit after one week, and then went to Kiryat Anavim. Some went 
to Dorot. They received us nicely, in the Aliyat Noar, introduced us to the teachers. We 
started to live a normal life: but I had a very hard time, when I saw the kibbutz kids with 
their parents, families. The realization of the loneliness, without my parents suddenly 
dawned on me. The loss was unbelievable; I was there 3 1/2 years, learned half a day, 
worked half a day in the fields (in the summers). We went through the War of 
Independence, and afterwards joined the army. Today I live in Tel-Aviv with my new 
family. I didn't tell the whole story; this is only part of it. In Belsen, there is a headstone 
for Regina. 
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