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The summer of 1939 turned out to be the last summer of author Lucy Lipiner's childhood. On
September 1, when she was six years old, her parents roused her and her older sister from their
beds and, with other relatives in tow, left their town of Sucha, home to 780 Jewish people. It was
a decision carefully planned and carried out by the author's father which resulted in saving the
lives of fifteen people.But the journey of survival was not an easy one, and in Long Journey
Home A Young Girl's Memoir of Surviving the Holocaust, from the perspective of that little girl,
Lipiner narrates her family's story. She tells of an odyssey of escape and rescue full of hardships
and tribulation. From her sheltered life in a picturesque small town at the foothills of the Tatra
Mountains to her time as a barefoot and hungry little girl in Siberia and Tajikistan in central Asia,
and finally her arrival in America, this memoir shares the emotional details and the physical
struggles of a ten-year flight to freedom.A story of resilience, Long Journey Home A Young Girl's
Memoir of Surviving the Holocaust provides a detailed, historical account of a little-known and
rarely discussed group of Holocaust survivors.

“Extremely enjoyable. . . . It will delight anyone who finds religion or its history even remotely
arresting. At once a mystery and a historical yarn, Mr. Tigay’s book is also a reminder that humor
and a real sense of fun can enliven a serious piece of work.” — Wall Street Journal“A rollicking
tale all its own, The Lost Book of Moses is a page-turning adventure that will engross proof-
seeking readers everywhere.” — San Francisco Chroncile“The heart of Tigay’s book is a
gripping account of his quest… This admirably researched book offers a fine occasion to
understand Shapira as a product of a modern fetish for authenticity and a rivalry between
European nation-states obsessed not just with colonial expansion but with their own origins.” —
Haaretz“Tigay’s fascination with this obscure mystery is infectious, and his writing is crisp and
lively. Tigay keeps the reader in suspense until the very end… Indeed, John Le Carré would be
hard pressed to devise such a tantalizing mystery or a more complex leading man.” — Christian
Science Monitor“Tigay has constructed a thrilling and suspenseful true story of lost antiquities
and intrepid modern investigations, managing to mine this tale for realistic entertainment more
worthy of Indiana Jones than most Raiders sequels… This book’s reality puts such fictions as
Dan Brown’s The Da Vinci Code to shame.” — Winnipeg Free Press“Not only does [Tigay] solve
the mystery of the scrolls, he also develops a deeper acquaintance with Shapira, who turns out
to have been a remarkable character. It is fair to say that Shapira left a complicated legacy, and
that the indefatigable Tigay gives it its due.” — The Forward“Tigay’s narration, juxtaposed
against Shapira’s life and times, is as much a personal journey as it is a quest for an artifact;
getting to know him is almost as interesting as learning about Shapira. Readers captivated by
the romance of biblical archaeology will find much fascinating material here.” — Booklist“A



dynamic and satisfying account of a strange, remarkable man whose discovery could turn the
world of biblical scholarship on its head.” — Publishers Weekly“an intriguing and wide-ranging
tale. . . . A work of broad appeal, for the history buff and mystery lover alike. — Kirkus (starred
review)“Chanan Tigay has written a delight of a book―a mysterious treasure, an ossuary of
Abrahamic secrets that surfaced once and disappeared. Tigay takes us on a gripping personal
quest and plunges into the uncertainties of ancient scripture and a tour of the murky underworld
of artifact thieves, forgers, and traders.” — T. J. Stiles, winner of the Pulitzer Prize and the
National Book Award, and author of Custer's Trials: A Life on the Frontier of a New America“Who
would have thought that this tale of manuscripts, scrolls and notebooks could be such an
engrossing one? Chanan Tigay tells a good story, and evokes the characters at its center to
bring a fascinating piece of history to life.” — Adam Hochschild, finalist for the National Book
Award and author of King Leopold's Ghost and To End All Wars“A enthralling historical
mystery. . . . Tigay unfolds a compelling narrative of passions, delusions, deceptions and death,
an epic of frailties and faith worthy of the Old Testament itself. The Lost Book of Moses marks
the auspicious debut of an assured researcher and gifted storyteller. ” — Jason Roberts,
National Book Critics Circle Finalist, A Sense of the World“The Lost Book of Moses is
masterfully told, shot through with wit and insight and infused with deep knowledge of Biblical
scripture. This book will appeal not only to enthusiasts of antiquity and the birth of the Judeo-
Christian tradition, but to all who love a well-crafted mystery.” — Scott Wallace, author of The
Unconquered: In Search of the Ebook Library's Last Uncontacted Tribes“In The Lost Book of
Moses, Chanan Tigay takes a fascinating headfirst dive into a cadre of obsessives pursuing a
lost treasure linked to one of the great, elusive, and possibly criminal figures of early biblical
archaeology. Years of international detective work have produced a saga of faith and fraud.” —
Matti Friedman, author of The Aleppo Codex“Chanan Tigay writes with the grand historical
perspective of Erik Larson, the addictive storytelling of Simon Winchester, and the penetrating
insight of Sebastian Junger. The Lost Book of Moses is an amazing story told by a writer of
formidable talent.” — Justin St. Germain, author of Son of a Gun“With the skill and awareness of
a Conan Doyle we are taken on a journey by a master storyteller that turns a historical
investigation into a detective yarn. Narrative artistry magnifies it, and like so many investigative
stories the answers were hiding all along in plain sight. ” — Lowell Bergman, winner of the
Pulitzer Prize, producer/correspondent for PBS Frontline, and former 60 Minutes producer.From
the Inside FlapOne man's quest to find the oldest Bible scrolls in the world and uncover the story
of the brilliant, doomed antiquarian accused of forging them.In the summer of 1883, Moses
Wilhelm Shapira--archaeological treasure hunter and inveterate social climber--showed up
unannounced in London claiming to have discovered the oldest copy of the Bible in the
world.But before the museum could pony up his £1 million asking price for the scrolls--which
discovery called into question the divine authorship of the scriptures--Shapira's nemesis, the
French archaeologist Charles Clermont-Ganneau, denounced the manuscripts, turning the
public against him. Distraught over this humiliating public rebuke, Shapira fled to the



Netherlands and committed suicide.Then, in 1947 the Dead Sea Scrolls were discovered.
Noting the similarities between these and Shapira's scrolls, scholars made efforts to re-examine
Shapira's case, but it was too late: the primary piece of evidence, the parchment scrolls
themselves had mysteriously vanished.Tigay, journalist and son of a renowned Biblical scholar,
was galvanized by this peculiar story and this indecipherable man, and became determined to
find the scrolls. He sets out on a quest that takes him to Australia, England, Holland, Germany
where he meets Shapira's still aggrieved descendants and Jerusalem where Shapira is still
referred to in the present tense as a "Naughty boy". He wades into museum storerooms, musty
English attics, and even the Jordanian gorge where the scrolls were said to have been found all
in a tireless effort to uncover the truth about the scrolls and about Shapira, himself.At once
historical drama and modern-day mystery, The Lost Book of Moses explores the nineteenth-
century disappearance of Shapira's scrolls and Tigay's globetrotting hunt for the ancient
manuscript. As it follows Tigay's trail to the truth, the book brings to light a flamboyant, romantic,
devious, and ultimately tragic personality in a story that vibrates with the suspense of a classic
detective tale.--Scott Wallace, author of The Unconquered: In Search of the Ebook Library's Last
Uncontacted TribesFrom the Back CoverOne man’s quest to find the oldest Bible scrolls in the
world and uncover the story of the brilliant, doomed antiquarian accused of forging them.In the
summer of 1883, Moses Wilhelm Shapira—archaeological treasure hunter and inveterate social
climber—showed up unannounced in London claiming to have discovered the oldest copy of the
Bible in the world.But before the museum could pony up his £1 million asking price for the scrolls
—which discovery called into question the divine authorship of the scriptures—Shapira’s
nemesis, the French archaeologist Charles Clermont-Ganneau, denounced the manuscripts,
turning the public against him. Distraught over this humiliating public rebuke, Shapira fled to the
Netherlands and committed suicide.Then, in 1947 the Dead Sea Scrolls were discovered.
Noting the similarities between these and Shapira’s scrolls, scholars made efforts to re-examine
Shapira’s case, but it was too late: the primary piece of evidence, the parchment scrolls
themselves had mysteriously vanished.Tigay, journalist and son of a renowned Biblical scholar,
was galvanized by this peculiar story and this indecipherable man, and became determined to
find the scrolls. He sets out on a quest that takes him to Australia, England, Holland, Germany
where he meets Shapira’s still aggrieved descendants and Jerusalem where Shapira is still
referred to in the present tense as a “Naughty boy”. He wades into museum storerooms, musty
English attics, and even the Jordanian gorge where the scrolls were said to have been found all
in a tireless effort to uncover the truth about the scrolls and about Shapira, himself.At once
historical drama and modern-day mystery, The Lost Book of Moses explores the nineteenth-
century disappearance of Shapira’s scrolls and Tigay's globetrotting hunt for the ancient
manuscript. As it follows Tigay’s trail to the truth, the book brings to light a flamboyant, romantic,
devious, and ultimately tragic personality in a story that vibrates with the suspense of a classic
detective tale.About the AuthorChanan Tigay is an award-winning journalist who has covered
the Middle East, 9/11, and the United Nations for numerous magazines, newspapers, and wires.



Born in Jerusalem, Tigay holds degrees from Columbia University and the University of
Pennsylvania and was a recent Investigative Reporting Fellow at U.C. Berkeley. He is a professor
of Creative Writing at San Francisco State University.Read more
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Long Journey HomeA Young Girl’s Memoir of Surviving the Holocaust© 2013 Lucy Lipiner. All
rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic,
electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information
storage retrieval system without the written permission of the publisher except in the case of
brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.Usher Publishing books may be
ordered from your favorite bookseller.Usher Publishingc/o CMI13518 L. StreetOmaha, NE
68137LCCN data on file with the publisherPrinted in the USARev. date: December 201310 9 8 7
6 5 4 3 2For my parents, Abraham and Roza, thank you for teaching me to embrace and
celebrate life.For Edward, my husband and my best friend. For my dear children, Rena and
Steven.Courtesy of U.S. Memorial Holocaust MuseumIntroductionMy old home in Sucha
Beskidzka, Poland, is perhaps four thousand miles from my home in New York City. For me, it is
an emotional distance that I feel apprehensive about; it is another world, another century.My
mother lost her entire family in the Holocaust. For her, it was a wound that never healed. Yet she
rarely spoke of her sisters and brothers. But sometimes, I would hear her whisper, “If only I had a
picture. I can’t remember what they looked like.”So, in 2004, I went back to Sucha, my old home.
I have no idea what I thought I’d find. The purpose of going back was not to reclaim any of her
properties. As the only survivor, she was next of kin to all her siblings. No, I did not go back to
make any claims on her behalf.I went back to search for family photographs. My mother was still
alive in 2004.If I could find some family photographs, that would be better than anything, the best
gift I could ever give her, I thought.I even offered the driver a generous reward if he would also
make an effort in searching for the photos. “Oh yes,” he said, “I will find your pictures.” Of course,
he didn’t.What was I thinking? After more than sixty years, would her photos be there waiting to
be claimed? I still marvel at my own thinking. Was it a little irrational, or did I experience a
moment of foolish optimism?I arrived one lovely day in the middle of summer. I lacked the
courage to ring the bell. I felt uneasy, almost hoping that no one would be home. The driver came
to my rescue. He rang the bell, and someone answered the door. The driver explained that
someone who was born in the house wished to see it again.The woman who opened the door
was very gracious and invited me in. The old, serpentine staircase was still there. I began
climbing the stairs my grandparents did so long ago, more than one hundred years. Slowly, I
entered the house where I had lived the first six years of my life. The layout of the rooms was still
the same. The double-paneled windows, which opened inward, were still as I remembered.
Everything else was different, a little shabby and tired looking—no trace of us anywhere.The
seventy-six-year-old Maria, her arms outstretched, walked over, and we embraced. Then she
just stood there looking at me. She filled in some of the missing pieces. She said she had been
our neighbor before the war, and she remembered two little girls Frydzia and Lusia running
around. She had been thirteen years old when World War II broke out, and she remembered that
our home had been plundered almost immediately after we had left. “There was a trail of your



things spilled on the sidewalks,” she said.Still looking at me, Maria said, “I have something that
belongs to you.” She walked over to a low cupboard and retrieved an old, yellowed envelope with
my maiden name Mandelbaum written in a cursive script on top of it. Maria reached inside the
envelope and withdrew an old photograph. “These are your parents. Here, it belongs to you.”I
couldn’t speak. I was crying. It was an old sepia photograph, dated 1927. I knew immediately it
was my parents—two handsome, young people, very formal looking and wearing elegant
clothes. I gathered it was my parents’ engagement photograph because they were married the
following year in March 1928.Maria said she kept the photograph all these sixty-plus years
because she believed someone would be coming for it someday. I was grateful to Maria for
keeping the photograph. There was nothing else of ours.Clutching the photograph, I walked over
to the window. More than sixty years had melted away. For one moment, I lost all sense of time
and space; there was no “now,” no present time. I was a six-year-old once more. What I saw was
exactly as I remembered—the market square, the rolling hills, and the beautiful Beskidy
Mountains beyond. My childhood memories remained unspoiled.I did not sense Maria’s
presence near me. She stood waiting for us to embrace again. I don’t know what made me look
for the mezuzah. Of course, it wasn’t there. This time, without kissing the mezuzah, I said good-
bye to my old home, knowing in my heart that I would not be coming back.“He Who Saves One
Life Saves the World Entire.”Talmud, Sanhedrin:37a1The Last SummerThe summer of 1939
turned out to be the last summer of my childhood. I had been looking forward to school. I used to
look out onto the street from the wrought-iron balcony off our kitchen, my very own playground
and observation post, from which I could see all kinds of activities in the streets— including the
children marching off to school. I couldn’t wait for school to start. On my fingers, I counted the
remaining days of summer. Every day, I peeked inside my closet to touch my brand-new school
uniform: navy-blue jumper with huge, white pearl buttons running down the front; white, long-
sleeved shirt, starched crisp; white stockings; and blue lace-up shoes.There was much to do
that summer. My father’s older sister, Tante Lotte, and her three daughters, my cousins Renee,
Cecille, and Fredeke, arrived from Antwerp, Belgium. They all spoke French, Flemish, and
German. We spoke Polish, Yiddish, and some German, as did everyone in Sucha. But we were
able to communicate right from the start, and soon enough, our Belgian cousins had learned to
speak Polish.They brought many presents, but best of all was a pair of roller skates. Neither
Frydzia nor I had ever owned a pair of roller skates; in fact, I don’t think I had ever seen such
skates before. Frydzia insisted that, as the oldest, she should take charge of the skates. I was
devastated and wept inconsolably. So my parents came up with a fair decision: they divided the
pair of skates between us. Frydzia was not happy, but I was delighted. Riding around town on
one skate was pure joy. There were no automobiles in Sucha, so there was no danger of
accidents.I remember that summer of 1939 as always sunny and warm. It never rained. There
was never a cloud in the sky. Was it really so? Maybe it only seems that way to me now—the
bright summer days before the storm that would upend all our lives.I remember many cousins
between the ages of four and fourteen. The older ones felt much too adult to participate in our



games, but it seemed we younger kids spent every minute playing. The entire town belonged to
us; we could play anywhere and everywhere. We hiked. We jumped rope in the streets; the
winner was the one who could keep it up the longest. We picked flowers that grew in the fields of
grain on the outskirts of town. We were so busy playing that we often forgot lunch till the
housekeeper came looking for us with a picnic basket.One time, I recall running home with a
handful of cornflowers. I ran straight to my father’s store and into his arms.I screamed with joy,
“Look, Papa, look!”With a big smile on his face, he picked me up, held me in his arms, and said,
“Yes, yes, these flowers are beautiful like you and blue like your eyes.”As summer came to an
end, Tante Lotte and our cousins prepared to return to Belgium. They left Poland on August 30,
1939, two days before the war started.Tante Lotte; my cousins Renee, Cecille, and Fredeke;
their father (my aunt’s husband, Meyer); and the rest of the Jewish population of Antwerp
suffered the most grievous persecution from the moment Hitler’s troops entered their city in May
1940.My aunt and my cousins would survive the war, making their way to Switzerland and safety
—but not Uncle Meyer. He stayed behind in Belgium with his own father, a deeply religious man
who refused to shave his beard. With the long beard, he was too obviously Jewish to be
smuggled out of Belgium.Soon enough, Meyer and his father were picked up by the Gestapo on
the streets of Antwerp. They were deported east to Poland, along with thousands of other Jewish
people. Uncle Meyer and his old father were killed in Auschwitz, one of the most infamous
extermination camps.2Market SquareMy hometown of Sucha (presently Sucha Beskidzka) sits
in a picturesque valley of the Tatra Mountains, the highest range of the Carpathian Mountains at
the junction of two rivers, Skawa and Stryszawka, Skawa being the longer of the two. In my
parents’ generation, Sucha was part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire; it belonged to an
independent Poland when I was born. And on September 3, 1939, it became part of the German
Third Reich. Before that time, however, it was home to a community of some 780 Jews—150
families, including mine.I can still picture the old house as it stood at the edge of the market
square. From the windows two flights above—for there was nothing taller than that in my town—
the landscape was pleasing.In winter, when heavy snow covered everything, you could look out
on serene white streets, white rooftops, and white mountain peaks that remained undisturbed
and beautiful all winter long.Gone was the harsh sound of wheels against the cobblestones.
Instead, the bells on the horse-drawn sleighs made a rhythmic ringing sound, and riding in one
of those sleighs, covered snugly in heavy blankets, was pure delight. Most of all, I remember
sleighing down gentle hills in the evenings under the bright light of the moon and stars with
Mama and Papa, Frydzia and me between them. That was probably the best of all winter
experiences.Once the snow melted, the meadows were brilliant with flowers, and the foothills of
the Tatra Mountains could be seen clearly in the distance. But sometimes, in the hazy morning
light, the meadowlands and the gentle hills beyond seemed surreal in the misty setting.On the
opposite side of town, the river flowed gently, but in some places farther downstream, the
rushing waters washed over small rocks and boulders and then swiftly merged with deeper
water.During warm summer days, the acacia trees provided welcome shade and serene beauty



to the sunny side of our house. But most beautiful of all were the majestic chestnut trees with
blossoms shaped like grapes and large, deep green leaves spread out flat, glistening in the
bright sunlight.At the edge of our town was a historical landmark—Maly Wawel, a beautiful
castle that dated back to the 1500s. It had been built by an Italian goldsmith named Gaspare
Castiglione for his beautiful Polish bride, Jadwiga. When I was little, the castle belonged to
Count Tarnowski, a Polish nobleman.The Tarnowski children were about my age, and I was so
envious when they rode into town in a small buggy pulled by two ponies. Just as they looked for
excitement in town, we looked for excitement around their castle, but we were never permitted to
enter the grounds. On our hikes, all we could do was look through the elaborate wrought-iron
fences to the vast lands beyond the castle—beautiful flower gardens, fruit orchards, and workers
tending the fields of grain.I remember well the house where I was born, and I remember many
things that made me happy as a young child before the war. Our house of solid brick and stucco
was built to last. Even as a child, I knew that the house was very old, more than one hundred
years old.Our ancestral home, center, overlooking the market square, Sucha, Poland, 1910Our
home, Sucha, 2004It had not changed much since those days, although the acacia trees are
gone, replaced by a kiosk selling newspapers, cold drinks, and picture postcards of the town.
Some of the cobblestone streets had been replaced as well, paved over for the automobiles that
have replaced the horse-drawn carriages and sleighs of my childhood.I loved the house where I
was born. I even loved the old, serpentine wooden stairs, worn from advanced age and hollowed
out in the middle of each step by people in my family who climbed and descended those stairs
long before I was born.I heard many interesting stories about my ancestors, who were born and
died in the house of my childhood. They left an imprint on our lives. Sometimes, I was allowed to
handle family heirlooms but only if I promised to be very careful: little silver spoons, old glass or
porcelain dishes, tiny Passover wine glasses with edges decorated in gold—all handed down
from my grandparents and my great-grandparents. I never knew most of my grandparents or
great-grandparents; they died before I was born.I did know my maternal grandfather, Anshel-
Usher Urbach. I remember a big, beautiful house that belonged to him and his wife, my maternal
grandmother, Sara Ribner Urbach.The house was modern, with indoor plumbing—unusual in
the days before the war. It stood in Kazimierz, the Jewish quarter in the old part of Krakow.
Sucha, my town, was only fifty miles south of Krakow. My grandmother Sara died before I was
born. Anshel-Usher was my only remaining grandparent when I was a young child. I might have
seen him no more than twice in my entire childhood. But I do remember him holding me in his
arms, tickling my face with his long white beard, and my arms tightly wrapped around his neck.I
remember very clearly the day my grandfather died. It was a beautiful summer day. I was five
years old. I had spent the afternoon with my big sister and several friends, wading in the shallow
waters of the Skawa River in our town. I remember eating blueberries and sweet cream that
Frydzia and I brought from home in a large, tightly closed thermos. And I remember all of us
playing a game of tossing flat little stones into the river, when our housekeeper came
running.“Come quickly,” she said to Frydzia and me. “Your grandfather died, and your parents



are getting ready to go to Krakow for the funeral.”I was so young and didn’t understand the
finality of death. Going to a big city, to a funeral, it all seemed so exciting. I wanted to go. Of
course, Frydzia and I had stayed home. Funerals were not meant for young children—not in my
family.When I was a young child, I knew very little about my grandfather Anshel-Usher. Later, I
learned that he was a very unusual man; he was a self-made man. People in my family loved to
brag about, even to exaggerate, his great wealth. I also heard some sad stories told about my
grandfather. Apparently, his widowed mother, my great-grandmother Miriam Urbach, had
remarried. She had many children from her previous marriage, my grandfather Anshel-Usher
being the oldest. But her new husband was unwilling to keep my grandfather under his roof, and
at the age of ten, he was cast out of their home.Anshel-Usher was apprenticed to a cobbler in
exchange for food and lodging. He worked long hours, his only schooling being the cheder, the
Jewish school for boys. He grew up very quickly and, early in his youth, became an entrepreneur
doing a variety of jobs. He carried buckets of water from the well in the center of town to the
wealthier residents. He shoveled coal into people’s cellars and stoves. Life was hard for my
grandfather as a young boy. But the hardships that many children endured were not unusual
back in 1880, when Dickensian tales were real-life stories in many parts of Europe. In spite of—
or perhaps because of—the hardships Anshel-Usher endured, he grew up to become a strong
individual.He built a large and successful business importing liquors from many parts of Europe.
He built his beautiful house in Krakow. He gave much to charities, as prescribed by Jewish law.
He gave to his family. They didn’t lack for anything except, as my mother remembered, the one
thing everyone in the family wanted most—a little love and some attention that Anshel-Usher
was unable to give. Those emotions were foreign to him. He was a distant man, well spoken yet
of very few words. He was always cautious—I suspect because of his very unhappy
childhood.At the beginning of World War I, he moved his entire family—my grandmother Sara,
my mother, and her four siblings—to Budapest, which was then part of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire. Anshel-Usher believed the family would be safer there, and he was right; the Polish
people suffered grievously during the war, deprived of the most basic requirements for living,
while my grandparents survived that war in relative security.When Anshel-Usher and the family
returned to the newly independent nation of Poland in 1918—when the fighting was over—they
and other Jewish families of Jaworzno were greeted by a people seething with resentment over
what they had suffered and ready to take out their anger on the Jews.My mother’s entire family
was, at one point, almost slaughtered in a pogrom. My mother, Roza, the second youngest, was
fourteen at the time. She remembered that the murderous mob ran amok, killing Jewish people
and destroying property while the authorities turned a blind eye to what was happening. My
mother’s family, accompanied by a huge dog and a shotgun, barricaded themselves in a barn
behind massive doors. Uncle Isaac, eighteen years old, was in charge of the shotgun.As the
mob was in the process of breaking down the doors, Uncle Isaac began shooting into the air,
thereby upsetting the dog. The dog, crazed and barking, bit Tante Hava’s leg. She was the
youngest child, about twelve years old. The shooting, the barking, and the child’s crying



continued. Fortunately, the violent mob began to retreat, but not without consequences.Soon,
the family discovered that their home and the rest of the property were plundered and
demolished. Overturned barrels of beer and many broken bottles of wine flooded the entire
basement and the bar area at the street level. Huge piles of glass littered the property. Hava’s leg
never healed properly; it was scarred for life. But the family survived.Anshel-Usher died in 1938,
at the age of sixty-eight, one year before World War II broke out. He was spared the Holocaust
and witnessing the tragic murder of four of his adult children—Hanah, Hava, Isaac, and David—
and seven of his grandchildren.The family members on my father’s side lived in the house on the
square for a great many years. My great-grandparents Cyla and Isaak Landerer, accompanied
by a flock of youngsters— my paternal grandmother Fanny (Frymet in Yiddish) among them—
came to live in the house on the square in the second part of the 1800s.My grandfather Solomon
came to live in our old house right after he and Fanny were married, when she was only sixteen
years old. They had seven children. My father, the second-youngest child, was born in the house
on the square in 1901, when the town was Austrian. My sister, Frydzia, and I were also born in
the house on the square, but my town was no longer Austrian. Sucha became part of the newly
independent and free Poland.My father had a happy childhood. He was pampered and spoiled
by his older siblings. Often, he escaped corporal punishment for misbehaving when the siblings
simply created a physical barrier with their presence, thereby protecting him from his mother’s
anger.My town and its tiny Jewish community had the distinction of having produced a famous
person. Billy Wilder, the screenwriter and director of such films as Sunset Boulevard and Some
Like It Hot, was born in Sucha in 1906. He was my father’s contemporary. I heard interesting
stories about the Wilder family. Billy’s parents ran a restaurant in Sucha’s railroad station. Billy’s
mother read a great deal about America; she was especially interested in the Wild West. She
named her son Billy after Billy the Kid, although his real name was Samuel. The Wilder family
moved to Vienna when Sucha was still Austrian.My grandfather Solomon died of pneumonia at
the age of thirty-nine. Grandmother Fanny was a young widow with the responsibility of providing
for seven children. She also became a guardian of her orphaned niece Cyla and her nephew
Benjamin. My father was only five years old when his father died, and being one of the youngest,
he was doted upon, especially by his oldest siblings, my uncle Mehul and Tante Esther; they
were like parents to him.Life was hard for the family. It was a constant struggle for my
grandmother Fanny to feed her large family. Mondays through Thursdays (Fridays she prepared
for the Sabbath), Fanny got up before dawn, in all kinds of weather, and traveled by horse and
buggy to many marketplaces in the surrounding countryside. She sold dress fabric, buttons,
thread, and needles to farmers who came to market.Sometimes, she bartered her goods for
food that the farmers brought to market. She was able to provide only the most meager
essentials, but it wasn’t enough. Still, my grandmother, my aunts, my uncles, and my father never
felt alone. Help was always there from family and townspeople.I heard many interesting stories
about how, on a Sabbath, the family never went without a decent meal, sometimes left
anonymously at the doorstep. Looking after widows and young, orphaned children was always



considered a great mitzvah, a good deed, and anonymous charity was considered the noblest
form of giving.When my father turned twenty-seven, the family found a bride for him. Although
poor, he was extremely handsome. My mother—called Raisil in Yiddish—came from a wealthy
family, and while she was also good looking, she was admittedly not as handsome as my father.
They were married in 1928, and Mama came to live in the house on the square, which by that
time had been enlarged to accommodate a large family. My mother brought furniture from
Vienna, Persian rugs, hand-embroidered linens, lovely, hand-tailored clothing, and a Persian fur
coat— her dowry, an important custom in that community.Mama and Papa’s engagement
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6 5 4 3 2For my parents, Abraham and Roza, thank you for teaching me to embrace and
celebrate life.For Edward, my husband and my best friend. For my dear children, Rena and
Steven.For my parents, Abraham and Roza, thank you for teaching me to embrace and
celebrate life.For Edward, my husband and my best friend. For my dear children, Rena and
Steven.Courtesy of U.S. Memorial Holocaust MuseumCourtesy of U.S. Memorial Holocaust
MuseumCourtesy of U.S. Memorial Holocaust MuseumIntroductionMy old home in Sucha
Beskidzka, Poland, is perhaps four thousand miles from my home in New York City. For me, it is
an emotional distance that I feel apprehensive about; it is another world, another century.My
mother lost her entire family in the Holocaust. For her, it was a wound that never healed. Yet she
rarely spoke of her sisters and brothers. But sometimes, I would hear her whisper, “If only I had a
picture. I can’t remember what they looked like.”So, in 2004, I went back to Sucha, my old home.
I have no idea what I thought I’d find. The purpose of going back was not to reclaim any of her
properties. As the only survivor, she was next of kin to all her siblings. No, I did not go back to
make any claims on her behalf.I went back to search for family photographs. My mother was still
alive in 2004.If I could find some family photographs, that would be better than anything, the best
gift I could ever give her, I thought.I even offered the driver a generous reward if he would also



make an effort in searching for the photos. “Oh yes,” he said, “I will find your pictures.” Of course,
he didn’t.What was I thinking? After more than sixty years, would her photos be there waiting to
be claimed? I still marvel at my own thinking. Was it a little irrational, or did I experience a
moment of foolish optimism?I arrived one lovely day in the middle of summer. I lacked the
courage to ring the bell. I felt uneasy, almost hoping that no one would be home. The driver came
to my rescue. He rang the bell, and someone answered the door. The driver explained that
someone who was born in the house wished to see it again.The woman who opened the door
was very gracious and invited me in. The old, serpentine staircase was still there. I began
climbing the stairs my grandparents did so long ago, more than one hundred years. Slowly, I
entered the house where I had lived the first six years of my life. The layout of the rooms was still
the same. The double-paneled windows, which opened inward, were still as I remembered.
Everything else was different, a little shabby and tired looking—no trace of us anywhere.The
seventy-six-year-old Maria, her arms outstretched, walked over, and we embraced. Then she
just stood there looking at me. She filled in some of the missing pieces. She said she had been
our neighbor before the war, and she remembered two little girls Frydzia and Lusia running
around. She had been thirteen years old when World War II broke out, and she remembered that
our home had been plundered almost immediately after we had left. “There was a trail of your
things spilled on the sidewalks,” she said.Still looking at me, Maria said, “I have something that
belongs to you.” She walked over to a low cupboard and retrieved an old, yellowed envelope with
my maiden name Mandelbaum written in a cursive script on top of it. Maria reached inside the
envelope and withdrew an old photograph. “These are your parents. Here, it belongs to you.”I
couldn’t speak. I was crying. It was an old sepia photograph, dated 1927. I knew immediately it
was my parents—two handsome, young people, very formal looking and wearing elegant
clothes. I gathered it was my parents’ engagement photograph because they were married the
following year in March 1928.Maria said she kept the photograph all these sixty-plus years
because she believed someone would be coming for it someday. I was grateful to Maria for
keeping the photograph. There was nothing else of ours.Clutching the photograph, I walked over
to the window. More than sixty years had melted away. For one moment, I lost all sense of time
and space; there was no “now,” no present time. I was a six-year-old once more. What I saw was
exactly as I remembered—the market square, the rolling hills, and the beautiful Beskidy
Mountains beyond. My childhood memories remained unspoiled.I did not sense Maria’s
presence near me. She stood waiting for us to embrace again. I don’t know what made me look
for the mezuzah. Of course, it wasn’t there. This time, without kissing the mezuzah, I said good-
bye to my old home, knowing in my heart that I would not be coming back.IntroductionMy old
home in Sucha Beskidzka, Poland, is perhaps four thousand miles from my home in New York
City. For me, it is an emotional distance that I feel apprehensive about; it is another world,
another century.My mother lost her entire family in the Holocaust. For her, it was a wound that
never healed. Yet she rarely spoke of her sisters and brothers. But sometimes, I would hear her
whisper, “If only I had a picture. I can’t remember what they looked like.”So, in 2004, I went back



to Sucha, my old home. I have no idea what I thought I’d find. The purpose of going back was not
to reclaim any of her properties. As the only survivor, she was next of kin to all her siblings. No, I
did not go back to make any claims on her behalf.I went back to search for family photographs.
My mother was still alive in 2004.If I could find some family photographs, that would be better
than anything, the best gift I could ever give her, I thought.I even offered the driver a generous
reward if he would also make an effort in searching for the photos. “Oh yes,” he said, “I will find
your pictures.” Of course, he didn’t.What was I thinking? After more than sixty years, would her
photos be there waiting to be claimed? I still marvel at my own thinking. Was it a little irrational,
or did I experience a moment of foolish optimism?I arrived one lovely day in the middle of
summer. I lacked the courage to ring the bell. I felt uneasy, almost hoping that no one would be
home. The driver came to my rescue. He rang the bell, and someone answered the door. The
driver explained that someone who was born in the house wished to see it again.The woman
who opened the door was very gracious and invited me in. The old, serpentine staircase was still
there. I began climbing the stairs my grandparents did so long ago, more than one hundred
years. Slowly, I entered the house where I had lived the first six years of my life. The layout of the
rooms was still the same. The double-paneled windows, which opened inward, were still as I
remembered. Everything else was different, a little shabby and tired looking—no trace of us
anywhere.The seventy-six-year-old Maria, her arms outstretched, walked over, and we
embraced. Then she just stood there looking at me. She filled in some of the missing pieces.
She said she had been our neighbor before the war, and she remembered two little girls Frydzia
and Lusia running around. She had been thirteen years old when World War II broke out, and
she remembered that our home had been plundered almost immediately after we had left.
“There was a trail of your things spilled on the sidewalks,” she said.Still looking at me, Maria said,
“I have something that belongs to you.” She walked over to a low cupboard and retrieved an old,
yellowed envelope with my maiden name Mandelbaum written in a cursive script on top of it.
Maria reached inside the envelope and withdrew an old photograph. “These are your parents.
Here, it belongs to you.”I couldn’t speak. I was crying. It was an old sepia photograph, dated
1927. I knew immediately it was my parents—two handsome, young people, very formal looking
and wearing elegant clothes. I gathered it was my parents’ engagement photograph because
they were married the following year in March 1928.Maria said she kept the photograph all these
sixty-plus years because she believed someone would be coming for it someday. I was grateful
to Maria for keeping the photograph. There was nothing else of ours.Clutching the photograph, I
walked over to the window. More than sixty years had melted away. For one moment, I lost all
sense of time and space; there was no “now,” no present time. I was a six-year-old once more.
What I saw was exactly as I remembered—the market square, the rolling hills, and the beautiful
Beskidy Mountains beyond. My childhood memories remained unspoiled.I did not sense Maria’s
presence near me. She stood waiting for us to embrace again. I don’t know what made me look
for the mezuzah. Of course, it wasn’t there. This time, without kissing the mezuzah, I said good-
bye to my old home, knowing in my heart that I would not be coming back.“He Who Saves One



Life Saves the World Entire.”Talmud, Sanhedrin:37a“He Who Saves One Life Saves the World
Entire.”Talmud, Sanhedrin:37a1The Last SummerThe summer of 1939 turned out to be the last
summer of my childhood. I had been looking forward to school. I used to look out onto the street
from the wrought-iron balcony off our kitchen, my very own playground and observation post,
from which I could see all kinds of activities in the streets— including the children marching off to
school. I couldn’t wait for school to start. On my fingers, I counted the remaining days of summer.
Every day, I peeked inside my closet to touch my brand-new school uniform: navy-blue jumper
with huge, white pearl buttons running down the front; white, long-sleeved shirt, starched crisp;
white stockings; and blue lace-up shoes.There was much to do that summer. My father’s older
sister, Tante Lotte, and her three daughters, my cousins Renee, Cecille, and Fredeke, arrived
from Antwerp, Belgium. They all spoke French, Flemish, and German. We spoke Polish, Yiddish,
and some German, as did everyone in Sucha. But we were able to communicate right from the
start, and soon enough, our Belgian cousins had learned to speak Polish.They brought many
presents, but best of all was a pair of roller skates. Neither Frydzia nor I had ever owned a pair of
roller skates; in fact, I don’t think I had ever seen such skates before. Frydzia insisted that, as the
oldest, she should take charge of the skates. I was devastated and wept inconsolably. So my
parents came up with a fair decision: they divided the pair of skates between us. Frydzia was not
happy, but I was delighted. Riding around town on one skate was pure joy. There were no
automobiles in Sucha, so there was no danger of accidents.I remember that summer of 1939 as
always sunny and warm. It never rained. There was never a cloud in the sky. Was it really so?
Maybe it only seems that way to me now—the bright summer days before the storm that would
upend all our lives.I remember many cousins between the ages of four and fourteen. The older
ones felt much too adult to participate in our games, but it seemed we younger kids spent every
minute playing. The entire town belonged to us; we could play anywhere and everywhere. We
hiked. We jumped rope in the streets; the winner was the one who could keep it up the longest.
We picked flowers that grew in the fields of grain on the outskirts of town. We were so busy
playing that we often forgot lunch till the housekeeper came looking for us with a picnic
basket.One time, I recall running home with a handful of cornflowers. I ran straight to my father’s
store and into his arms.I screamed with joy, “Look, Papa, look!”With a big smile on his face, he
picked me up, held me in his arms, and said, “Yes, yes, these flowers are beautiful like you and
blue like your eyes.”As summer came to an end, Tante Lotte and our cousins prepared to return
to Belgium. They left Poland on August 30, 1939, two days before the war started.Tante Lotte;
my cousins Renee, Cecille, and Fredeke; their father (my aunt’s husband, Meyer); and the rest of
the Jewish population of Antwerp suffered the most grievous persecution from the moment
Hitler’s troops entered their city in May 1940.My aunt and my cousins would survive the war,
making their way to Switzerland and safety—but not Uncle Meyer. He stayed behind in Belgium
with his own father, a deeply religious man who refused to shave his beard. With the long beard,
he was too obviously Jewish to be smuggled out of Belgium.Soon enough, Meyer and his father
were picked up by the Gestapo on the streets of Antwerp. They were deported east to Poland,



along with thousands of other Jewish people. Uncle Meyer and his old father were killed in
Auschwitz, one of the most infamous extermination camps.1The Last SummerThe summer of
1939 turned out to be the last summer of my childhood. I had been looking forward to school. I
used to look out onto the street from the wrought-iron balcony off our kitchen, my very own
playground and observation post, from which I could see all kinds of activities in the streets—
including the children marching off to school. I couldn’t wait for school to start. On my fingers, I
counted the remaining days of summer. Every day, I peeked inside my closet to touch my brand-
new school uniform: navy-blue jumper with huge, white pearl buttons running down the front;
white, long-sleeved shirt, starched crisp; white stockings; and blue lace-up shoes.There was
much to do that summer. My father’s older sister, Tante Lotte, and her three daughters, my
cousins Renee, Cecille, and Fredeke, arrived from Antwerp, Belgium. They all spoke French,
Flemish, and German. We spoke Polish, Yiddish, and some German, as did everyone in Sucha.
But we were able to communicate right from the start, and soon enough, our Belgian cousins
had learned to speak Polish.They brought many presents, but best of all was a pair of roller
skates. Neither Frydzia nor I had ever owned a pair of roller skates; in fact, I don’t think I had ever
seen such skates before. Frydzia insisted that, as the oldest, she should take charge of the
skates. I was devastated and wept inconsolably. So my parents came up with a fair decision:
they divided the pair of skates between us. Frydzia was not happy, but I was delighted. Riding
around town on one skate was pure joy. There were no automobiles in Sucha, so there was no
danger of accidents.I remember that summer of 1939 as always sunny and warm. It never
rained. There was never a cloud in the sky. Was it really so? Maybe it only seems that way to me
now—the bright summer days before the storm that would upend all our lives.I remember many
cousins between the ages of four and fourteen. The older ones felt much too adult to participate
in our games, but it seemed we younger kids spent every minute playing. The entire town
belonged to us; we could play anywhere and everywhere. We hiked. We jumped rope in the
streets; the winner was the one who could keep it up the longest. We picked flowers that grew in
the fields of grain on the outskirts of town. We were so busy playing that we often forgot lunch till
the housekeeper came looking for us with a picnic basket.One time, I recall running home with a
handful of cornflowers. I ran straight to my father’s store and into his arms.I screamed with joy,
“Look, Papa, look!”With a big smile on his face, he picked me up, held me in his arms, and said,
“Yes, yes, these flowers are beautiful like you and blue like your eyes.”As summer came to an
end, Tante Lotte and our cousins prepared to return to Belgium. They left Poland on August 30,
1939, two days before the war started.Tante Lotte; my cousins Renee, Cecille, and Fredeke;
their father (my aunt’s husband, Meyer); and the rest of the Jewish population of Antwerp
suffered the most grievous persecution from the moment Hitler’s troops entered their city in May
1940.My aunt and my cousins would survive the war, making their way to Switzerland and safety
—but not Uncle Meyer. He stayed behind in Belgium with his own father, a deeply religious man
who refused to shave his beard. With the long beard, he was too obviously Jewish to be
smuggled out of Belgium.Soon enough, Meyer and his father were picked up by the Gestapo on



the streets of Antwerp. They were deported east to Poland, along with thousands of other Jewish
people. Uncle Meyer and his old father were killed in Auschwitz, one of the most infamous
extermination camps.2Market SquareMy hometown of Sucha (presently Sucha Beskidzka) sits
in a picturesque valley of the Tatra Mountains, the highest range of the Carpathian Mountains at
the junction of two rivers, Skawa and Stryszawka, Skawa being the longer of the two. In my
parents’ generation, Sucha was part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire; it belonged to an
independent Poland when I was born. And on September 3, 1939, it became part of the German
Third Reich. Before that time, however, it was home to a community of some 780 Jews—150
families, including mine.I can still picture the old house as it stood at the edge of the market
square. From the windows two flights above—for there was nothing taller than that in my town—
the landscape was pleasing.In winter, when heavy snow covered everything, you could look out
on serene white streets, white rooftops, and white mountain peaks that remained undisturbed
and beautiful all winter long.Gone was the harsh sound of wheels against the cobblestones.
Instead, the bells on the horse-drawn sleighs made a rhythmic ringing sound, and riding in one
of those sleighs, covered snugly in heavy blankets, was pure delight. Most of all, I remember
sleighing down gentle hills in the evenings under the bright light of the moon and stars with
Mama and Papa, Frydzia and me between them. That was probably the best of all winter
experiences.Once the snow melted, the meadows were brilliant with flowers, and the foothills of
the Tatra Mountains could be seen clearly in the distance. But sometimes, in the hazy morning
light, the meadowlands and the gentle hills beyond seemed surreal in the misty setting.On the
opposite side of town, the river flowed gently, but in some places farther downstream, the
rushing waters washed over small rocks and boulders and then swiftly merged with deeper
water.During warm summer days, the acacia trees provided welcome shade and serene beauty
to the sunny side of our house. But most beautiful of all were the majestic chestnut trees with
blossoms shaped like grapes and large, deep green leaves spread out flat, glistening in the
bright sunlight.At the edge of our town was a historical landmark—Maly Wawel, a beautiful
castle that dated back to the 1500s. It had been built by an Italian goldsmith named Gaspare
Castiglione for his beautiful Polish bride, Jadwiga. When I was little, the castle belonged to
Count Tarnowski, a Polish nobleman.The Tarnowski children were about my age, and I was so
envious when they rode into town in a small buggy pulled by two ponies. Just as they looked for
excitement in town, we looked for excitement around their castle, but we were never permitted to
enter the grounds. On our hikes, all we could do was look through the elaborate wrought-iron
fences to the vast lands beyond the castle—beautiful flower gardens, fruit orchards, and workers
tending the fields of grain.I remember well the house where I was born, and I remember many
things that made me happy as a young child before the war. Our house of solid brick and stucco
was built to last. Even as a child, I knew that the house was very old, more than one hundred
years old.Our ancestral home, center, overlooking the market square, Sucha, Poland, 1910Our
home, Sucha, 2004It had not changed much since those days, although the acacia trees are
gone, replaced by a kiosk selling newspapers, cold drinks, and picture postcards of the town.



Some of the cobblestone streets had been replaced as well, paved over for the automobiles that
have replaced the horse-drawn carriages and sleighs of my childhood.I loved the house where I
was born. I even loved the old, serpentine wooden stairs, worn from advanced age and hollowed
out in the middle of each step by people in my family who climbed and descended those stairs
long before I was born.I heard many interesting stories about my ancestors, who were born and
died in the house of my childhood. They left an imprint on our lives. Sometimes, I was allowed to
handle family heirlooms but only if I promised to be very careful: little silver spoons, old glass or
porcelain dishes, tiny Passover wine glasses with edges decorated in gold—all handed down
from my grandparents and my great-grandparents. I never knew most of my grandparents or
great-grandparents; they died before I was born.I did know my maternal grandfather, Anshel-
Usher Urbach. I remember a big, beautiful house that belonged to him and his wife, my maternal
grandmother, Sara Ribner Urbach.The house was modern, with indoor plumbing—unusual in
the days before the war. It stood in Kazimierz, the Jewish quarter in the old part of Krakow.
Sucha, my town, was only fifty miles south of Krakow. My grandmother Sara died before I was
born. Anshel-Usher was my only remaining grandparent when I was a young child. I might have
seen him no more than twice in my entire childhood. But I do remember him holding me in his
arms, tickling my face with his long white beard, and my arms tightly wrapped around his neck.I
remember very clearly the day my grandfather died. It was a beautiful summer day. I was five
years old. I had spent the afternoon with my big sister and several friends, wading in the shallow
waters of the Skawa River in our town. I remember eating blueberries and sweet cream that
Frydzia and I brought from home in a large, tightly closed thermos. And I remember all of us
playing a game of tossing flat little stones into the river, when our housekeeper came
running.“Come quickly,” she said to Frydzia and me. “Your grandfather died, and your parents
are getting ready to go to Krakow for the funeral.”I was so young and didn’t understand the
finality of death. Going to a big city, to a funeral, it all seemed so exciting. I wanted to go. Of
course, Frydzia and I had stayed home. Funerals were not meant for young children—not in my
family.When I was a young child, I knew very little about my grandfather Anshel-Usher. Later, I
learned that he was a very unusual man; he was a self-made man. People in my family loved to
brag about, even to exaggerate, his great wealth. I also heard some sad stories told about my
grandfather. Apparently, his widowed mother, my great-grandmother Miriam Urbach, had
remarried. She had many children from her previous marriage, my grandfather Anshel-Usher
being the oldest. But her new husband was unwilling to keep my grandfather under his roof, and
at the age of ten, he was cast out of their home.Anshel-Usher was apprenticed to a cobbler in
exchange for food and lodging. He worked long hours, his only schooling being the cheder, the
Jewish school for boys. He grew up very quickly and, early in his youth, became an entrepreneur
doing a variety of jobs. He carried buckets of water from the well in the center of town to the
wealthier residents. He shoveled coal into people’s cellars and stoves. Life was hard for my
grandfather as a young boy. But the hardships that many children endured were not unusual
back in 1880, when Dickensian tales were real-life stories in many parts of Europe. In spite of—



or perhaps because of—the hardships Anshel-Usher endured, he grew up to become a strong
individual.He built a large and successful business importing liquors from many parts of Europe.
He built his beautiful house in Krakow. He gave much to charities, as prescribed by Jewish law.
He gave to his family. They didn’t lack for anything except, as my mother remembered, the one
thing everyone in the family wanted most—a little love and some attention that Anshel-Usher
was unable to give. Those emotions were foreign to him. He was a distant man, well spoken yet
of very few words. He was always cautious—I suspect because of his very unhappy
childhood.At the beginning of World War I, he moved his entire family—my grandmother Sara,
my mother, and her four siblings—to Budapest, which was then part of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire. Anshel-Usher believed the family would be safer there, and he was right; the Polish
people suffered grievously during the war, deprived of the most basic requirements for living,
while my grandparents survived that war in relative security.When Anshel-Usher and the family
returned to the newly independent nation of Poland in 1918—when the fighting was over—they
and other Jewish families of Jaworzno were greeted by a people seething with resentment over
what they had suffered and ready to take out their anger on the Jews.My mother’s entire family
was, at one point, almost slaughtered in a pogrom. My mother, Roza, the second youngest, was
fourteen at the time. She remembered that the murderous mob ran amok, killing Jewish people
and destroying property while the authorities turned a blind eye to what was happening. My
mother’s family, accompanied by a huge dog and a shotgun, barricaded themselves in a barn
behind massive doors. Uncle Isaac, eighteen years old, was in charge of the shotgun.As the
mob was in the process of breaking down the doors, Uncle Isaac began shooting into the air,
thereby upsetting the dog. The dog, crazed and barking, bit Tante Hava’s leg. She was the
youngest child, about twelve years old. The shooting, the barking, and the child’s crying
continued. Fortunately, the violent mob began to retreat, but not without consequences.Soon,
the family discovered that their home and the rest of the property were plundered and
demolished. Overturned barrels of beer and many broken bottles of wine flooded the entire
basement and the bar area at the street level. Huge piles of glass littered the property. Hava’s leg
never healed properly; it was scarred for life. But the family survived.Anshel-Usher died in 1938,
at the age of sixty-eight, one year before World War II broke out. He was spared the Holocaust
and witnessing the tragic murder of four of his adult children—Hanah, Hava, Isaac, and David—
and seven of his grandchildren.The family members on my father’s side lived in the house on the
square for a great many years. My great-grandparents Cyla and Isaak Landerer, accompanied
by a flock of youngsters— my paternal grandmother Fanny (Frymet in Yiddish) among them—
came to live in the house on the square in the second part of the 1800s.My grandfather Solomon
came to live in our old house right after he and Fanny were married, when she was only sixteen
years old. They had seven children. My father, the second-youngest child, was born in the house
on the square in 1901, when the town was Austrian. My sister, Frydzia, and I were also born in
the house on the square, but my town was no longer Austrian. Sucha became part of the newly
independent and free Poland.My father had a happy childhood. He was pampered and spoiled



by his older siblings. Often, he escaped corporal punishment for misbehaving when the siblings
simply created a physical barrier with their presence, thereby protecting him from his mother’s
anger.My town and its tiny Jewish community had the distinction of having produced a famous
person. Billy Wilder, the screenwriter and director of such films as Sunset Boulevard and Some
Like It Hot, was born in Sucha in 1906. He was my father’s contemporary. I heard interesting
stories about the Wilder family. Billy’s parents ran a restaurant in Sucha’s railroad station. Billy’s
mother read a great deal about America; she was especially interested in the Wild West. She
named her son Billy after Billy the Kid, although his real name was Samuel. The Wilder family
moved to Vienna when Sucha was still Austrian.My grandfather Solomon died of pneumonia at
the age of thirty-nine. Grandmother Fanny was a young widow with the responsibility of providing
for seven children. She also became a guardian of her orphaned niece Cyla and her nephew
Benjamin. My father was only five years old when his father died, and being one of the youngest,
he was doted upon, especially by his oldest siblings, my uncle Mehul and Tante Esther; they
were like parents to him.Life was hard for the family. It was a constant struggle for my
grandmother Fanny to feed her large family. Mondays through Thursdays (Fridays she prepared
for the Sabbath), Fanny got up before dawn, in all kinds of weather, and traveled by horse and
buggy to many marketplaces in the surrounding countryside. She sold dress fabric, buttons,
thread, and needles to farmers who came to market.Sometimes, she bartered her goods for
food that the farmers brought to market. She was able to provide only the most meager
essentials, but it wasn’t enough. Still, my grandmother, my aunts, my uncles, and my father never
felt alone. Help was always there from family and townspeople.I heard many interesting stories
about how, on a Sabbath, the family never went without a decent meal, sometimes left
anonymously at the doorstep. Looking after widows and young, orphaned children was always
considered a great mitzvah, a good deed, and anonymous charity was considered the noblest
form of giving.When my father turned twenty-seven, the family found a bride for him. Although
poor, he was extremely handsome. My mother—called Raisil in Yiddish—came from a wealthy
family, and while she was also good looking, she was admittedly not as handsome as my father.
They were married in 1928, and Mama came to live in the house on the square, which by that
time had been enlarged to accommodate a large family. My mother brought furniture from
Vienna, Persian rugs, hand-embroidered linens, lovely, hand-tailored clothing, and a Persian fur
coat— her dowry, an important custom in that community.Mama and Papa’s engagement
photograph2Market SquareMy hometown of Sucha (presently Sucha Beskidzka) sits in a
picturesque valley of the Tatra Mountains, the highest range of the Carpathian Mountains at the
junction of two rivers, Skawa and Stryszawka, Skawa being the longer of the two. In my parents’
generation, Sucha was part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire; it belonged to an independent
Poland when I was born. And on September 3, 1939, it became part of the German Third Reich.
Before that time, however, it was home to a community of some 780 Jews—150 families,
including mine.I can still picture the old house as it stood at the edge of the market square. From
the windows two flights above—for there was nothing taller than that in my town—the landscape



was pleasing.In winter, when heavy snow covered everything, you could look out on serene
white streets, white rooftops, and white mountain peaks that remained undisturbed and beautiful
all winter long.Gone was the harsh sound of wheels against the cobblestones. Instead, the bells
on the horse-drawn sleighs made a rhythmic ringing sound, and riding in one of those sleighs,
covered snugly in heavy blankets, was pure delight. Most of all, I remember sleighing down
gentle hills in the evenings under the bright light of the moon and stars with Mama and Papa,
Frydzia and me between them. That was probably the best of all winter experiences.Once the
snow melted, the meadows were brilliant with flowers, and the foothills of the Tatra Mountains
could be seen clearly in the distance. But sometimes, in the hazy morning light, the
meadowlands and the gentle hills beyond seemed surreal in the misty setting.On the opposite
side of town, the river flowed gently, but in some places farther downstream, the rushing waters
washed over small rocks and boulders and then swiftly merged with deeper water.During warm
summer days, the acacia trees provided welcome shade and serene beauty to the sunny side of
our house. But most beautiful of all were the majestic chestnut trees with blossoms shaped like
grapes and large, deep green leaves spread out flat, glistening in the bright sunlight.At the edge
of our town was a historical landmark—Maly Wawel, a beautiful castle that dated back to the
1500s. It had been built by an Italian goldsmith named Gaspare Castiglione for his beautiful
Polish bride, Jadwiga. When I was little, the castle belonged to Count Tarnowski, a Polish
nobleman.The Tarnowski children were about my age, and I was so envious when they rode into
town in a small buggy pulled by two ponies. Just as they looked for excitement in town, we
looked for excitement around their castle, but we were never permitted to enter the grounds. On
our hikes, all we could do was look through the elaborate wrought-iron fences to the vast lands
beyond the castle—beautiful flower gardens, fruit orchards, and workers tending the fields of
grain.I remember well the house where I was born, and I remember many things that made me
happy as a young child before the war. Our house of solid brick and stucco was built to last. Even
as a child, I knew that the house was very old, more than one hundred years old.Our ancestral
home, center, overlooking the market square, Sucha, Poland, 1910Our ancestral home, center,
overlooking the market square, Sucha, Poland, 1910Our home, Sucha, 2004Our home, Sucha,
2004It had not changed much since those days, although the acacia trees are gone, replaced by
a kiosk selling newspapers, cold drinks, and picture postcards of the town. Some of the
cobblestone streets had been replaced as well, paved over for the automobiles that have
replaced the horse-drawn carriages and sleighs of my childhood.I loved the house where I was
born. I even loved the old, serpentine wooden stairs, worn from advanced age and hollowed out
in the middle of each step by people in my family who climbed and descended those stairs long
before I was born.I heard many interesting stories about my ancestors, who were born and died
in the house of my childhood. They left an imprint on our lives. Sometimes, I was allowed to
handle family heirlooms but only if I promised to be very careful: little silver spoons, old glass or
porcelain dishes, tiny Passover wine glasses with edges decorated in gold—all handed down
from my grandparents and my great-grandparents. I never knew most of my grandparents or



great-grandparents; they died before I was born.I did know my maternal grandfather, Anshel-
Usher Urbach. I remember a big, beautiful house that belonged to him and his wife, my maternal
grandmother, Sara Ribner Urbach.The house was modern, with indoor plumbing—unusual in
the days before the war. It stood in Kazimierz, the Jewish quarter in the old part of Krakow.
Sucha, my town, was only fifty miles south of Krakow. My grandmother Sara died before I was
born. Anshel-Usher was my only remaining grandparent when I was a young child. I might have
seen him no more than twice in my entire childhood. But I do remember him holding me in his
arms, tickling my face with his long white beard, and my arms tightly wrapped around his neck.I
remember very clearly the day my grandfather died. It was a beautiful summer day. I was five
years old. I had spent the afternoon with my big sister and several friends, wading in the shallow
waters of the Skawa River in our town. I remember eating blueberries and sweet cream that
Frydzia and I brought from home in a large, tightly closed thermos. And I remember all of us
playing a game of tossing flat little stones into the river, when our housekeeper came
running.“Come quickly,” she said to Frydzia and me. “Your grandfather died, and your parents
are getting ready to go to Krakow for the funeral.”I was so young and didn’t understand the
finality of death. Going to a big city, to a funeral, it all seemed so exciting. I wanted to go. Of
course, Frydzia and I had stayed home. Funerals were not meant for young children—not in my
family.When I was a young child, I knew very little about my grandfather Anshel-Usher. Later, I
learned that he was a very unusual man; he was a self-made man. People in my family loved to
brag about, even to exaggerate, his great wealth. I also heard some sad stories told about my
grandfather. Apparently, his widowed mother, my great-grandmother Miriam Urbach, had
remarried. She had many children from her previous marriage, my grandfather Anshel-Usher
being the oldest. But her new husband was unwilling to keep my grandfather under his roof, and
at the age of ten, he was cast out of their home.Anshel-Usher was apprenticed to a cobbler in
exchange for food and lodging. He worked long hours, his only schooling being the cheder, the
Jewish school for boys. He grew up very quickly and, early in his youth, became an entrepreneur
doing a variety of jobs. He carried buckets of water from the well in the center of town to the
wealthier residents. He shoveled coal into people’s cellars and stoves. Life was hard for my
grandfather as a young boy. But the hardships that many children endured were not unusual
back in 1880, when Dickensian tales were real-life stories in many parts of Europe. In spite of—
or perhaps because of—the hardships Anshel-Usher endured, he grew up to become a strong
individual.He built a large and successful business importing liquors from many parts of Europe.
He built his beautiful house in Krakow. He gave much to charities, as prescribed by Jewish law.
He gave to his family. They didn’t lack for anything except, as my mother remembered, the one
thing everyone in the family wanted most—a little love and some attention that Anshel-Usher
was unable to give. Those emotions were foreign to him. He was a distant man, well spoken yet
of very few words. He was always cautious—I suspect because of his very unhappy
childhood.At the beginning of World War I, he moved his entire family—my grandmother Sara,
my mother, and her four siblings—to Budapest, which was then part of the Austro-Hungarian



Empire. Anshel-Usher believed the family would be safer there, and he was right; the Polish
people suffered grievously during the war, deprived of the most basic requirements for living,
while my grandparents survived that war in relative security.When Anshel-Usher and the family
returned to the newly independent nation of Poland in 1918—when the fighting was over—they
and other Jewish families of Jaworzno were greeted by a people seething with resentment over
what they had suffered and ready to take out their anger on the Jews.My mother’s entire family
was, at one point, almost slaughtered in a pogrom. My mother, Roza, the second youngest, was
fourteen at the time. She remembered that the murderous mob ran amok, killing Jewish people
and destroying property while the authorities turned a blind eye to what was happening. My
mother’s family, accompanied by a huge dog and a shotgun, barricaded themselves in a barn
behind massive doors. Uncle Isaac, eighteen years old, was in charge of the shotgun.As the
mob was in the process of breaking down the doors, Uncle Isaac began shooting into the air,
thereby upsetting the dog. The dog, crazed and barking, bit Tante Hava’s leg. She was the
youngest child, about twelve years old. The shooting, the barking, and the child’s crying
continued. Fortunately, the violent mob began to retreat, but not without consequences.Soon,
the family discovered that their home and the rest of the property were plundered and
demolished. Overturned barrels of beer and many broken bottles of wine flooded the entire
basement and the bar area at the street level. Huge piles of glass littered the property. Hava’s leg
never healed properly; it was scarred for life. But the family survived.Anshel-Usher died in 1938,
at the age of sixty-eight, one year before World War II broke out. He was spared the Holocaust
and witnessing the tragic murder of four of his adult children—Hanah, Hava, Isaac, and David—
and seven of his grandchildren.The family members on my father’s side lived in the house on the
square for a great many years. My great-grandparents Cyla and Isaak Landerer, accompanied
by a flock of youngsters— my paternal grandmother Fanny (Frymet in Yiddish) among them—
came to live in the house on the square in the second part of the 1800s.My grandfather Solomon
came to live in our old house right after he and Fanny were married, when she was only sixteen
years old. They had seven children. My father, the second-youngest child, was born in the house
on the square in 1901, when the town was Austrian. My sister, Frydzia, and I were also born in
the house on the square, but my town was no longer Austrian. Sucha became part of the newly
independent and free Poland.My father had a happy childhood. He was pampered and spoiled
by his older siblings. Often, he escaped corporal punishment for misbehaving when the siblings
simply created a physical barrier with their presence, thereby protecting him from his mother’s
anger.My town and its tiny Jewish community had the distinction of having produced a famous
person. Billy Wilder, the screenwriter and director of such films as Sunset Boulevard and Some
Like It Hot, was born in Sucha in 1906. He was my father’s contemporary. I heard interesting
stories about the Wilder family. Billy’s parents ran a restaurant in Sucha’s railroad station. Billy’s
mother read a great deal about America; she was especially interested in the Wild West. She
named her son Billy after Billy the Kid, although his real name was Samuel. The Wilder family
moved to Vienna when Sucha was still Austrian.My grandfather Solomon died of pneumonia at



the age of thirty-nine. Grandmother Fanny was a young widow with the responsibility of providing
for seven children. She also became a guardian of her orphaned niece Cyla and her nephew
Benjamin. My father was only five years old when his father died, and being one of the youngest,
he was doted upon, especially by his oldest siblings, my uncle Mehul and Tante Esther; they
were like parents to him.Life was hard for the family. It was a constant struggle for my
grandmother Fanny to feed her large family. Mondays through Thursdays (Fridays she prepared
for the Sabbath), Fanny got up before dawn, in all kinds of weather, and traveled by horse and
buggy to many marketplaces in the surrounding countryside. She sold dress fabric, buttons,
thread, and needles to farmers who came to market.Sometimes, she bartered her goods for
food that the farmers brought to market. She was able to provide only the most meager
essentials, but it wasn’t enough. Still, my grandmother, my aunts, my uncles, and my father never
felt alone. Help was always there from family and townspeople.I heard many interesting stories
about how, on a Sabbath, the family never went without a decent meal, sometimes left
anonymously at the doorstep. Looking after widows and young, orphaned children was always
considered a great mitzvah, a good deed, and anonymous charity was considered the noblest
form of giving.When my father turned twenty-seven, the family found a bride for him. Although
poor, he was extremely handsome. My mother—called Raisil in Yiddish—came from a wealthy
family, and while she was also good looking, she was admittedly not as handsome as my father.
They were married in 1928, and Mama came to live in the house on the square, which by that
time had been enlarged to accommodate a large family. My mother brought furniture from
Vienna, Persian rugs, hand-embroidered linens, lovely, hand-tailored clothing, and a Persian fur
coat— her dowry, an important custom in that community.Mama and Papa’s engagement
photographMama and Papa’s engagement photograph
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Gisele Strauch, “Good. Good”

Karilynn, “I Survived the Holocaust. A very interesting story of how this young girl & her
immediate family survived the Holocaust due to her father’s foresight & circumstances that came
together.”

C. Yates, “Long Journey Home. A father decides to move his family during 1939 as he has heard
rumors of the Nazi and killings of Jew. His family is Jewish and he talks with the entire family
trying his best to get them all to move to another country. the whole family will not consent to
leave so those who trust the father's advise gather in wagon and on foot to leave in the night. It
is a horrendous journey...on the way the daughters see bombing of people traveling and never
get over it. The father, mother and daughters along with aunts and uncles continue on...they go
to many countries and barely survive starvation. The mother's spirit is crushed with all the
hardships...the father's intelligence and strength carries them on. The two young daughters are
slipped into another country by the help of strangers without the parents...they ride on a train
(without parents)...the girls get to an orphanage where the see for the first time an inside
bathroom with a huge tub for cleansing themselves, fresh clean clothes and a real bed with two
sheets for the first time ever. the family is joined and now trying to get to America with the aid of
an uncle. The author hits a road block when her chest x-ray shows possible infectious
disease...her father buys her a chocolate Hershey bar..telling her it will block the sick part of her
lung x-ray. The family is allowed to go to America finally...I cannot tell you the poignant parts of
this story as you need to read them yourself...my book was downloaded onto my Kindle and I
thoroughly enjoyed the World War II read. Order yours today from amazon and read this history
first hand from a young girl's perspective.”

Tony Parsons, “A very awesome book cover. 1939, WWII. Lucy Lipiner (nee Mandelbaum, BA,
MA) narrates her memoir of the horrors of surviving the Holocaust.6/25/1949, Welcome to
America.Warning: This book contains extremely graphic adult content, violence, or expletive
language &/or uncensored sexually explicit material which is only suitable for mature readers. It
may be offensive or have potential adverse psychological effects on the reader.I did not receive
any type of compensation for reading & reviewing this book. While I receive free books from
publishers & authors, I am under no obligation to write a positive review. Only an honest one.A
very awesome book cover, great font & writing style. A very well written book. It was very easy for
me to read/follow from start/finish & never a dull moment. There were no grammar/typo errors,
nor any repetitive or out of line sequence sentences. Lots of exciting scenarios, with several
twists/turns & a great set of unique characters to keep track of. This could also make another
great movie, PP presentation, or better yet a mini TV series or even a documentary (A & E,
History channel). It was just OK for me but I will still rate it at 5 stars.Thank you for the free



author; InstaFreebie; Usher Publishing; Amazon Digital Services LLC.; bookTony Parsons MSW
(Washburn)”

PatriciaS, “Heartfelt jolt to my system. This story was deeply touching and very well told. I could
barely put it down and I wove my way through Luisa’s stunning fight for survival during WW II. I
heartily recommend it to others.”

Arlind Hackett, “A different kind of holocaust.. Lucy writes from the prospective of a young girl,
and so the story really tugs at your heartstrings. Also, her family was not sent to a concentration
camp, so the story is different than most holocaust books.”

Best_Legend, “Interesting, provocative essay with a different twist. This is a good book, but what
I found to be particularly intriguing was the perspective of this Polish, Jewish family as they
reacted to the arrival of the Nazi influence upon their homeland as it contrasted with much of my
recent study of the East Prussian refugee flights. These folks ran east, toward the Russian army,
rather than away from the red troops which was the path of survival for the German civilians
throughout the conflict. Of course, this journey would eventually save the lives of the family, but
at the time; they had no way of knowing this.Another very enjoyable aspect of this story are the
descriptions given of life in the Soviet provinces into which they resided while hoping to return to
Poland after the war. Siberia was their home for a while, but then they moved south to Tajikistan.
Never have I been able to read about life in this region where Judaism, and Buddhism, are
prevalent in a mixed society of people living almost hand to mouth. The Soviet Union
encompassed a wide variety of cultures, and ethnic groups bearing their own unique ways of
life.  This book offers a rare glimpse of what existed in Tajikistan during WWII.”

Ruth Flores, “A Very Abbreviated Childhood. This was an excellent story of a family who survived
the Holocaust by going to Russia, including spending time in Siberia. They experienced many
horrors including a bombing on the way by the Germans, freezing weather with no heat and
hunger, always hunger. The saddest part to me was that for this child the war took away most of
her childhood. It didn't last just 4 or 5 years. They started running from the Germans when she
was six. Because they didn't become Russian citizens, they were delayed in Russia for over a
year after the war and were not allowed to leave. Then they were delayed in Germany in
displaced persons camps for four years before being able to come to America and start over. So
she was sixteen years old when her family was able to live in an apartment together alone
again. After all she had been through, she was grown up by that time and had to quit school and
go to work to help the family make it. Thankfully, she was able to eventually go to college and
even earn an advanced degree. She made a good marriage and raised two successful children,
so her adult life turned out well.  However the loss of her childhood saddens me.”

Carol Drinkwater, “Enlightening story, very moving.. Very informative and educational insight into



the difficulties, pain and suffering of individuals and families before and during World War Two
and the Holocaust. To a lot of people Holocaust is just a term for something that happened 'a
long time ago' and does not mean very much today. It is very important that we never forget what
happened to the millions of human beings who were murdered, some butchered 'in the name of
medicine', men, women, children and babies, some still in the mother's womb. This must never
be allowed to happen again, and we need to learn a lesson from history. Books such as this
should be included in the curriculum in all of our schools so that our children understand the
horror and stupidity of war.The author survived, many millions did not.This has been an excellent
read.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Absolutely spell bounding .. well written true narrative from a child's
perspective of surviving the holocaust .Her deep awe of her father emanates throughout
story.Were it not for his courage, stoicism and determination to escape Poland ;the entire family
would have died in Hitlers extermination camps. They were imprisoned by 'Nature' as Red
Guards tauntingly advised this family when exiled by force to Siberia. No guards were required -
the vast forests and wildnerness of Siberia was their prison for a number of years.The story
spans 10 years of exile in most dire conditions.She was a sweet little girl but at times selfish as
children are oft to be !!.In particular I resented her greed on two occasions.She asked for more
soup when it was obvious it was all finished,and her poor Mama cried in despair.Mama gave
Lusia her portion/ration of bread on another meal story and dearest Mama assuaged her
youngest child's guilt by saying 'I m not hungry at all'!!!The tales of this Cohen Family was
strikingly poignant at so many levels ; yet delightful because of their survival against all
odds.They reached their dream destination- America at end of  the war.A beautiful read.”

Andrea, “Touched my heart from first to last page x. This book was a free download, i would
maybe read after my trip to Krakow and Auschwitz's birckinau poland. So touched by my trip i
decided it was time to read the book. Lucy i am so glad your Papa took you towards Russia and
in serbia i cant even imagine how hard it was. One mans view of another human changed and
ended so many people's lives. Nothing like this should ever happen again. Your book touched
my heart thank you xx”

Denise Athey, “Oh My. I shed tears of sadness, felt deep sorrow and fear for this child and her
family. Now I have reached the end of her story I feel guilt and shame that throughout my life I
have been sheltered from any hardship and the only real sorrow I have encountered was the
loss of my parents. This child/woman represents the true meaning of overcoming life's
adversaries and sheer determination to be all you can be. In the 'throw away' world we now live
in everyone should read her story. Thank you.”

CAROLINE, “Thoroughly enjoyed this story. I’ve only ever read books about the concentration



camps and the devastating lives they lived. This was still devastating but I saw the other side of
it, where they managed to get away from the Germans. I wonder if there’s a sequel?”

The book by Larry Nesper has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 823 people have provided feedback.
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