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Oral history interview with Havka Pfolman 
 
Summary 
 
My name is Havka Pfolman Raban. Eva was my name in childhood. I was born in the city of 
Kielce, Poland. When I was a baby I moved with my family to Warsaw and basically grew up 
there. I was the youngest of two older brothers. Until 1939 when the war broke, I lived in a 
traditional Jewish household with socialist values. I remember my childhood as being 
progressive, socialist and Zionist family, not necessarily promoting Aliyah to Israel though I 
learned Hebrew and traditions at school. My home gave me an affinity for Zionist values, as 
well as socialist values. When the war broke, I was 15 years old, a student in the secondary 
school. My brothers were active in Socialist-Zionist youth movements like the Workers of Zion, 
helping other youth get involved with the movement. I got involved with Dror He Halutz ( תנועת
 a Zionist-Socialist underground youth movement in Warsaw. I was active there ,(דרור החלוץ
between 1939-1941. In Warsaw, I was moved from my family’s home in the concentration 
camp to the Dror movement’s residence which will later be the basis for the Jewish Combat 
Organization in Warsaw (ŻOB in Polish, הלוחם in Hebrew). I was a member there, I was close to 
Yitzhak (Antek) Zuckerman who was one of the commanders. I knew all of the leaders of the 
Zionist organizations, though I was their student, influenced by their leadership and strong 
spirit. I was active with the youth and children. Life in Warsaw was hard, lots of sickness, 
starving and suffering. I tried to be involved with more positive activities to maintain my 
humanity. 
 
The battle was not only physical but also spiritual in this hell we were living in. The decrees 
against the Jews increased more and more. What kept me going was my involvement with the 
movement and its leadership. They motivated me to keep going and to remain humane. They 
helped shaped my personality as a young girl and I believed in them. Together we built the 
Ghetto Fighters' Kibbutz, Lohamei HaGeta'ot  (קיבוץ לוחמי הגטאות) in the Western Galilee in 
Israel. After the decrees got harsher and the Jews were closed into the Ghettos, it meant 
certain death. I left my previous activities and took on a special role. I looked Polish, was young 
and energetic. I was loyal and motivated, I believed in our fight for survival. I travelled as a goya 
between the Ghettos, the role of a signaler (קשרית). This role was filled by women, as it was 
easier for us to pretend we were Polish goya (non-Jew). When the Ghetto was sealed off, it was 
important to maintain communication between the Ghettos and among the movement. The 
goal of the Germans was to isolate and suppress, keep us in the dark. There were walls and 
guards at the gates, Polish soldiers all around. There were bribes to sneak out but it was 
dangerous. I had to act like I was Polish and blend in, pretend I was someone else. When I 
would leave the Ghetto we drove or took the train and there were check-ups and traps the 
Germans had, whoever was caught was severely punished. It was very dangerous. I was 
resourceful and with chutzpah and looked confident. My role was to update the others and it 
gave them hope to keep going. I would bring Dror newspapers with articles that encouraged 
and shared our work. I would sometimes bring money to help support the activities in the 
Ghettos. This was at first. The resistance and rebellion started to build up. I also helped smuggle 
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people and helped them blend in on the train. Another signal operator named Tema 
Sneiderman and I brought into the Ghetto grenades for protection. We kept them discrete as 
this was dangerous. This was the first period of my activities during the war. 
 
September 1939 – Moral activities of the underground movement. Warsaw was conquered 
and surrendered to the Germans.  After a month or two I was active in the underground 
movement. In 1939-1940 the Ghettos were established and walls were built up, conditions 
were awful and got worse and worse for the Jews. People died in the streets, there were 
diseases and conditions were bad. From Communists to Zionists and pioneers there were 
newspapers and each organization gave information on their work and goals. There were also 
updates on the Yishuv (the Jewish population in Israel prior to the establishment of the State) 
and the pioneer movement that took place there. There was hope and affinity that we 
belonged to a people and are valued somewhere. 
 
Second period - deportation. We received notice with a messenger that told us of the 
eradication of the Jews. It began. Until then life was no life but people lived within the Ghettos. 
Now we understood that things are changing. I was sent to Warshaw and it happened to be on 
a deportation day. I saw with my own eyes Jews gathered and killed on the spot by the 
Germans. They had to dig a hole in the ground and then got shot and thrown in it. It was 
shocking. I got back to the Ghetto in Warsaw and told what I saw. Some people believed me, 
others denied and said, “This can’t be true,” unable to process the news or cope with the truth. 
The activists in the Dror movement knew they needed to act. This motivated them to plan acts 
of resistance and help others stay alive. I traveled to many areas, I arrived at the city of 
Radomsko in central Poland. I had family there. We knew then about Treblinka and other 
concentration camps. My job was to share information about the destruction and truth. We 
had to know what we were up against and resist, defend ourselves. I met with family members 
and locals, and people told me to go away quickly as I created panic and I could be reported 
and deported. I immediately left. 
 
Several times I traveled from Warsaw to Krakow because there was well organized resistance 
there. One of the things they did only there was to create fake IDs for Jews. They had all the 
paperwork and signatures. We worked to save and remove partisans as well as activists in the 
Ghettos. We helped activists leave the Ghettos and get to the forests. I used to bring pictures of 
friends to Warsaw to get their fake IDs, then bring them back to them in the Ghettos so that 
they could leave to the forests. 
In Krakow, I met with Leibovitch who was also active in the Dror underground movement. 
When I arrived in Krakow I would visit an apartment of a friend from the organization and they 
would find a way to get me into the Ghetto. I shared news from Warsaw, then left the Ghetto 
and drove 8 hours back to Warsaw. After each travel outside the Ghetto, there was danger but 
also life, fresh air, cattle and countryside. 
This was my life going back and forth in 1942. On December 24, 1942, it was Christmas Eve. I 
got an order to fill a role to bring Antek from Warsaw to Krakow. He was one of the leaders of 
the Jewish Combat Organization in Warsaw. It was clear that there will be a resistance and 
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rebellion within the Ghetto. In the summer, there was a deportation, we knew that when there 
will be another deportation the fighters would act and rebel. 
 
The Jewish Combat Organization in Krakow. The number of Jews in the Ghetto there was lower 
and the Ghetto was smaller. There were many refugees and there was fear that the Jews would 
not have enough support or ability to rebel against the Germans. Our fighters would act and 
have operations outside of the Ghetto. Antek decided to travel to Krakow to speak with the 
head of the resistance there. Anket was a young man, he was 10 years older than me and I was 
18. He was tall, blonde with blue eyes, elegant and could look Polish. He was dressed nicely and 
could blend in. He was from Vilna, he spoke Yiddish and Hebrew. He also knew Polish, though it 
was not perfect like the non-Jews and he could get caught. So I went with him as I spoke fluent 
Polish and travelled to Krakow before. That day I had a surprise visit from my brother who was 
active in the resistance. He came to visit me in Warsaw. I jumped happily on him and hugged 
him. Antek left the Ghetto and we met on the Aryan side. We went to visit my other brother 
who was active in the Polish underground movement. He lived with his wife and young boy, we 
went to eat borscht with them. My mom was also there in the Aryan side of Warsaw. This was a 
family reunion and Antek was with us and met my family. This was the last day when we had a 
family memory. 
 
December 22, 1942. We travelled to Krakow, we had an address and needed to meet with a 
signal operator there.  We had some free time to walk around the streets and we knew it was 
dangerous so we went to the cinema, hoping we won’t be recognized there as it was dark. We 
met with the signal operator and she introduced us to the leaders of the organization, we met 
in a carriage with horses. There was tension, they told us that we had to go back to Warsaw. 
They told us that that same night there was a rebellion activity planned on the Aryan side, an 
attack at a restaurant with SS soldiers in Krakow.  We didn’t want to leave. Antek stayed at an 
apartment with the leadership, he went to that meeting with them to plan the events. I went to 
where the activists were staying. We were in an abandoned hospital, in a room that was a base 
for weapons and the rebellion. The Krakow team had communication with the guard there, I 
was in the room and had no role for that night. I went out to the street and got food, salami, 
bread. We didn’t know how long we would be there so I brought food as we were 15-16 
people. The others left for the operation and began to return in the evening. The hospital was 
in a garden surrounded by a gate and next to a main road. We ate and rested, started to get 
ready to go to sleep. It was quiet, and suddenly the door was blasted open and Germans with 
weapons were at the door shouting at us in German “bandits!” It was so fast, we couldn’t do 
anything. They made us all lie on the ground and we thought this was the end. The area was 
surrounded with German soldiers. There was a truck outside. It was dark, nighttime, winter and 
cold. We were thrown onto the truck and taken to Krakow with the German soldiers. The truck 
drove through the city to the Gestapo’s house. They made us go inside, stand in a large hall and 
face the wall. We heard people running, it felt tense as we heard about the rebellion actions 
and people were running around worried. They called us one by one for an investigation. We all 
had a Polish ID. They knew about the collaborations. I decided not to confess that I’m Jewish. 
That night they separated the men from the women and let us rest in a temporary space. I 
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remember some women recited prayers in Polish to try to show they are Polish. I knew we 
were in danger and could get caught. 
 
We survived the night and no one was killed. They wanted to investigate and catch people, spy 
on us. There were many arrests after that night. We were taken to Montelupich prison in 
Krakow. In my interrogation, I insisted that I was Polish and got there by accident when I was 
travelling. My interrogation was one of the first ones. I brought my ID to make sure I had it on 
me. My story was not persuasive but I insisted. I spoke Polish and they had a German 
translator. They placed me in jail with the other Polish woman, and from there they would take 
me out for interrogations by the Gestapo. I stuck to my version. I was unharmed but they were 
not pleasant. I came back to the same cell after the interrogations.  
 
At the end of the investigation, they came to the conclusion that I was Polish and helped the 
Jewish resistance. Six weeks later I was taken to a transport to Auschwitz. When I was called 
out of my cell, I remember taking my few belongings and a warder said that I won’t be needing 
them. I did not know what they meant at the time.  When we arrived to Auschwitz, I was taken 
to a shed where they shaved our heads, marked our arms with a number and changed into a 
thin striped dress with all the others. There were two lines, one for the Jewish women and 
another for the Polish woman. I was in the Polish woman line. We went into Auschwitz. 
 
Early 1943, Auschwitz received political prisoners and there was the “death wall” where they 
would get shot on the spot. I was convinced that one night they would take me there too to kill 
me. We stopped receiving individual treatment, we were just numbers. I was there for two 
years until 1945. From there the Russians took us on the “death march” and took us to 
Ravensbrück. At the end of April, before the war ended, there were transports of Polish, Jews 
and others who came. May 1st, I remember I was on a train with thousands, some dead and 
some alive. In Auschwitz, I met with other Jewish women who were sent there too. They knew I 
was Jewish even though I was with the Polish women. They kept my secret since I was part of 
the resistance. I tried to also stay connected to my hidden Jewish identity, I didn’t want to let it 
slip away.  There was a time when my mom sent me small packages from Warsaw, pretending 
to be a non-Jew. I had to hide my Jewish identity for safety. There was a constant fear of getting 
caught. 
Antek and the other commanders of the resistance were at a meeting and waited to hear from 
us. When we did not make contact they started to worry. Germans came, some were caught 
and Antek ran away and was shot in the leg. He was resourceful, ran and stood in front of the 
gate, took out his cigar and quietly lit it up, blended in the crown as the Germans ran by him in 
the chase. He slipped away and his leg was bleeding, he had long boots and could hide it. He 
tried to get help but was rejected. He spent the night sleeping outside. Finally a kind woman 
gave him a blanket to cover himself from the cold. The next day he got to the train station and 
took a train to Warsaw, got into the Ghetto. Tziviah and Marek, my brother, opened the door 
and let him in. He said things are bad and warned them that the Germans are after them. 
I was released in Sweden and spent less than a year there. I received an update from the 
resistance to go back to Warsaw to help them. On the other hand, there was pressure for me to 
go straight to Israel. I decided to head back to Poland. I met with Antek in Warsaw and we went 
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to find my mom. She survived the war as a Polish woman with a fake identity. She was in Łódź. 
My cousin’s house was there and we went to see her. Itzhak and I went there and my mom 
opened the door, it was such a memorable moment. 
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