
Wolf Gaister (Velvel Geister) 
Summary by Ross Seidman 

 
My grandfather was called Velvel Geister until he immigrated to the United States 

in 1950 when his name changed to Wolf Gaister. He died in 1999 but we have his story 
on audiotape and wanted to share it with you for the Holocaust Survivor Cookbook. 

 
My grandfather was born on February 14, 1926 in Belzyce, Poland (near the 

larger city of Lublin).  It was a small city with 400 to 500 other Jewish families. He was 
one of five children and was the middle child sandwiched between four sisters. In the 
town there were two Jewish religious buildings. His father was a businessman who sold 
poultry and eggs. He sold his goods and bought other goods at the market, which was 
held in different towns depending on the day of the week. Everything that was sold or 
bought had to be kosher. The family wasn’t extremely religious but was observant.  They 
were not wealthy, but not poor either, and owned their own house with three rooms—a 
bedroom, kitchen, and attic. My grandfather went to public school where males and 
females, Jews and Christians were integrated. He had his Bar Mitzvah in 1939. Not long 
after, his schooling came to a halt by the German invasion of Poland. He never finished 
school. 

 
In Belyce, a Jewish committee was set up to respond to Nazi demands often to 

supply workers for forced labor camps. When he was 14, my grandfather was sent to a 
labor camp to dig a canal where he worked waist-deep in water. Because of his age and 
because his uncle was on the Jewish committee, he was released after 3 months. 

 
A Jewish work camp and ghetto was established in Belzyce in late 1942. The 

remaining Jews that had not been taken to concentration camps were removed to the 
ghetto. In May 1943, the ghetto was liquidated. Everyone was lined up in the yard of the 
shul. The Nazis sorted people into two groups, one for those who would survive for the 
time being and another group to be shot. My grandfather, his father, and his oldest sister 
were among those selected to live. His mother and his three other sisters were selected to 
die. The people chosen to live were sent inside the shul to wait and watch, except for 
twenty of those men who were given shovels and ordered to dig graves for those people 
who would be shot. Those within the shul watched as family members and others were 
torn down by machine guns, their blood splattering onto the heads of those watching 
from the high open shul windows. Those inside the shul were then put on wagons and 
taken to Budzyn. 

 
Budzyn was a forced labor camp near the town of Krasnik. Two months later, in 

July 1943, one of the prisoners escaped. The German soldiers lined everyone up. My 
grandfather was standing next to and holding the hand of his father. The soldiers 
randomly selected ten men to be killed. My grandfather’s father was one of the ten taken 
into the woods and shot. My grandfather’s only remaining sister was taken to a work 
camp in the town of Krasnik and worked as a seamstress until the end of the war. My 
grandfather remained in Budzyn where he and other Jews were digging a tunnel to 
escape. A day before their tunnel was finished, a rabbi threatened to expose the men. He 
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said that if they escaped many innocent men would be killed in retaliation. They decided 
not to complete the tunnel. 

 
He then was moved to work at an underground factory in the Wieliczka salt mines 

where he removed the working parts from downed planes to be reused for other purposes. 
After only a short while there, in the spring of 1944, he was taken by train to the 
concentration camp in Flossenburg, Germany. When those that survived the train journey 
arrived at night, they were told to strip naked. They showered, were disinfected, and then 
slept on the cement floor naked until they received their clothes in the morning. Because 
of his small hands my grandfather’s job again was to remove parts from damaged 
airplanes. The French and Czechoslovakian kapos in his barracks treated my grandfather 
very well. He traded his ration of chewing tobacco for potatoes. The kapos allowed him 
to bake his potatoes in the open fire in the barracks. 

 
Two weeks before the war ended in May 1945, prisoners were taken on trains 

headed toward a destination where they could be liquidated. American planes shot at the 
train. After three days, the German soldiers abandoned the trains that were allied targets 
and forced the prisoners to march. Whoever slowed down was shot. The marching 
continued for three days until they came into the path of American tanks. They were 
liberated by American troops one week before the war ended.  

 
After the war, my grandfather married Sara Stengel in Austria and immigrated to 

the United States in 1950, where they had three children, Pearl (1953), Arthur (1955), and 
Michael (1957). His older sister, Chava was the only other survivor. She married Israel 
(Muniek) Frajhof. They had two sons, Moses, born in Lublin, Poland (1945) and Harry 
born in Frankfurt, Germany. They immigrated to Rio de Janeiro, Brazil in 1953. 
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