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PB asks Hanna Róg to introduce herself and to state what year she was born. 

HR: In 1928.  

PB: A few weeks ago we were here and we spoke with you about your recollection of the war 
period. We’ve returned to tape our conversation with a video-camera. You mentioned that at 
the start of the war your family home was confiscated by the Germans. What happened to you 
afterwards? 

HR: Before the war we lived on the airport in Dȩblin. Obviously, everyone who lived there was 
evicted when the Germans arrived. We were all deported to a village. We were fortunate, since 
the next day there was extensive bombing of Dȩblin. When the war ended and the Germans 
became the occupiers of Poland, we returned to town. Mother tried to salvage some of our 
belongings from their airport residence, but the Germans did not allow that. We first moved in 
with our aunt and uncle Szwarc, who lived on Piłsudski Street. This uncle, during the 
occupation, was a director of an illegal gymnasium (secondary school). We lived there a few 
months. Subsequently my parents managed to find housing on Warszawska Street, in the so 
called House of Europe. It was owned by a Jew, named Europa. The family lived there 
throughout the period of German occupation. Initially, the entire family Europa lived on the 
premises and Hanna even played with the Europa girls. At some point in 1940 the family left for 
Warsaw. (Other Jewish families lived in the House of Europe. The family that lived on the same 
floor across from HR was also Jewish. One day they all suddenly disappeared. HR doesn’t recall 
how this happened. She recalls, however, that her aunt and uncle Szwarc, who lived on 
Piłsudski Street, were visited by two very religious Jewish women, who were the owners of 
their building, who told them that soon they will be relocated to a ghetto. And soon they 
disappeared as well.) 

PB: After your neighbors disappeared and they were confined to the ghetto, did you learn what 
happened to them? 

HR: I remember when they were marched off to the ghetto. For a period of time afterwards we 
would go there. Among many Poles there was a belief that Jews had to be helped and that 
Poles should go to them to generate some work for them. I remember how my mother would 
send me to the ghetto to order dresses for myself. I would have my shoes repaired there. This 
was done by Jews on the street beyond the market.  

PB: When you used to go to the ghetto can you recall what the ghetto looked like? 

HR: I remember that it was very crowded. Probably more than one family occupied very tight 
quarters. And the seamstress with her sewing machine lived among these people. And it was 
evident that they all lived in poverty and sadness. 
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PB: You mentioned that you witnessed when the Jews were taken to the ghetto. Can you 
describe that moment? 

HR: This was a terrible scene. At that time we lived on Warszawska Street and the Jews were 
led along that street. I and other children stood in the gates to our courtyards and looked on. 
Our parents were at work. What I had seen was an image that will last a lifetime. Since the 
street wasn’t very wide, the view of this procession from the gate was very clear.  

The Germans in uniforms and with rifles walked on both sides. The Jews walked between them, 
carrying an assortment of satchels. There were carts that transported the ill. The Germans 
compelled everyone to maintain a steady pace. Anyone who slowed down was shot. The 
Germans would peer into the carts and killed the people that were being transported. Anyone 
who strayed from the column or lagged behind was shot. People were constantly falling from 
gunshots. They were being killed like ducks. We looked at this with horror, especially since 
among these people were young people who were known to us. They were our friends from 
school. And we all sensed that they were headed for extermination. It was disturbing to witness 
such senseless and callous killing of people. This image will remain in my memory until the end 
of my life. This became even more vivid since at the end of this procession walked a woman 
whom I recognized. She was the owner of the apartment building in which the teachers of the 
Dȩblin gymnasium lived. She was accompanied by her daughter—a beautiful girl who was 
always elegantly dressed, looked pampered and well cared for. And to think that such a girl was 
marching towards her death! 

PB: This woman and her daughter, were they the only people you recognized in this 
procession? 

HR: No, there was another woman who walked with them. She was the wife of a Pole. I know 
that my parents were on friendly terms with them. Later on, I found out that these two women 
managed to flee from this forced march, but never made it home. The next day they were 
found dead on the market square. 

PB: How long did you watch this procession? 

HR: The entire time, until this parade was over, perhaps 2 to 3 hours. 

PB: Can you approximate how many gunshots you might have heard during those 2-3 hours? 

HR: It’s difficult to say. They were constantly audible. You must keep in mind that I observed 
only a small segment of this ordeal. But I heard these shots earlier and later, before and after 
this column of people passed our range of visibility. 

PB: Can you recall seeing an actual killing of a person or people? 

HR: Yes, I heard a shot and then I’d see someone fall within the segment that was within my 
viewing range. 

PB: Was the reason for the killing of a person always clear? 

HR: Yes, that person was either falling behind or drifting from the main column of people. Each 
shot had an impact on the marchers. They would pick up the pace. 
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PB: In the segment that you were able to observe, how many bodies may have been left by the 
marchers? 

HR: Many. There must have been many because the gunfire was constant. Although it’s hard 
for me to say, but I would venture that a minimum of 10 people were shot dead. 

PB: After the deportation of Jews from Dȩblin, did you come across Jews who were in hiding? 

HR: Occasionally they even came to our apartment asking for handouts. That would mean that 
there were Jews in hiding in town. I even remembers one incident when someone came 
begging for some food and my mother had nothing but a piece of bacon. Mother was sure that 
he wouldn’t take that because it wasn’t kosher. But hunger will drive you to break your 
traditional dietary observances. 

PB: It’s known that in Dȩblin there was a camp of Russian prisoners of war in the Citadel. Have 
you had a chance to see these POWs? 

HT: They weren’t only in the Citadel. The Germans chose a field where the River Wieprz flowed 
into the Vistula. The Germans fenced off this field that was created by the confluence of the 
two rivers. When we kids would go swimming in the River Wieprz, we would often pass by this 
field on purpose. We would then throw pieces of bread over the wire fencing. When these 
POWs were finally taken away somewhere, the field was clear of grass. The prisoners ate the 
grass out of hunger. 

At night many would attempt to escape from the prison. They tried to escape from the Citadel, 
which was encircled by a moat. They would jump into the water. Many drowned. Still, some 
managed to get away. During the night we would hear gunfire. When we got up in the morning 
we would come upon randomly scattered bodies. 

PB: Do you mean to tell me that these prisoners were not housed, but kept outdoors?  

HR: Correct. That’s why so many of them tried to escape. They knew that they were meant to 
die. They had no other choice. Some of these prisoners were brought into town in groups to do 
some work in a German lab that was located on the ground floor of the building where we 
lived. I recall their worn out faces. They were barely alive. All the residents in the building tried 
the best that they could to get some food to them. I recall that occasionally my mother gave me 
some food to give to the Russian prisoners. When I brought it to them I feared that they would 
tear out my hands together with the bread. 

Near the building grew an acacia tree. When it bloomed and grew berries the berries were 
picked clean from the branches of the tree by these prisoners. 

PB: How many people would be brought to this lab to work? 

HR: Perhaps a dozen. 

PB: How were they dressed? 

HR: In worn and tattered Russian military uniforms. They did not wear traditional garb of 
prisoners in concentration camps.  
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