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— hunger we felt now as the desire to know
where we were,

We ran up to the door, knocked, and
stepped inside. The warmth of the place
engulfed us. I looked around. A table, two
‘d“li;" and a bed :::3 “tihe bed a featherquilt

omecat that didn't ___With @ tomeat snuggled in it. What | would
futn :;f?’ tth:ah;;dj 'odr.. : -_T;F;:i"ﬂltﬂhlmhlhbm on this bed,
niss when S strangers | thinking of nothing, and without the ever-
e present feeling of danger! Oh, to be this tom-
cat. That would be happiness! I looked at my
buddies. They, too, were mesmerized by the

peaceful atmosphere,

A woman came in from the bam, still
young yet ravaged by care. She approached

' the bed and awakened a small boy we had

| not noticed before as his head was under the

' quilt.

' “Good day,” we said. She tumned and
faced us.

“Good day, Panowie [sirs or gentlemen)

"We would like to buy some food. Could

you sell us somel”
As vou can see,” she answered, “| am

or. | am alone on the farm without a man |

ou what | can _——————
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She brought bread and fresh milk. We
drank it all and asked for more. She filled our
canteens with what remained in a pail,
leaving just a little for herself. We Guickly ate
our bread, preparing to leave, Kostman took
out a gold ring and offered it to the good
woman. She wouldn't hear of it. . ..

“What for? For the food? You were hungry
and | gave you what | could. . . . But not for
money.” We tried to force it on her but she
steadfastly refused, saying “Jesus said, ‘Give

' food to the hungry, water to the thirsty’
As we were about to go, the woman

i looked at us and said, “l suppose you boy!
are from Sobibor where they bum people
esterday they searched the neighborin
u'd better get away from her
! ) 2 ; |
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slowly, “must be about three kilometers.
When you stand in back of the bam on a
clear day, you can see the top of the jurret.”
~ “My legs felt weak. We had been traveling +—»




— four nights and were
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only three kilometers
been going around in

e ———

away! We must have
circles!

Being a native of this part of Poland and
my two companions strangers t- this region,
I now took the initiative. | asked her for
directions to Lublin.

Returning to the woods, we hid in a thicket
waiting for dusk. Night was our friend.
Now, for the first time, | began to reflect on
the events leading up to this moment. Till
now, the urgency of survival had crowded
ou“mm.ll‘lwml

trucks which brought us,

one-hundred standing, to the “town” of

Sobibor.

Machine convinced us to enter the
neatly and kept “town.” There
were flower boxes here and there, artistic
signs reading “barber shop”, “tailor”, etc.,
and neatly painted cottages. First we were to
shower — women and children to left, men
to right. Women had hair cut . undressed,
and went to "Shower”. Men undressed and
went directly to “shower”. I, amongst others
was pulled out of line to work as a shoe

shiner
it somehow | ws put to worl
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Barbed wire is more

a farm fence than a
deathcamp fence. Blatt
was a technical consultant
on the movie "Escape from
Sobibor"” making sure the
movie was true to his
supposed experience there.
Here are stills of the fence.
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—> mine field, and, of i
mine fleld, and, of course, the mach

No ovens at Sobibor 'h lh' | hm.'m' hmn
The story is that the.v ' mmﬂ,““‘”.hm'ﬂ’h.
cremated the bodies JeaIN Camp. “‘mh'w"'“"‘

on outdoor fires. Being an ' bl“l“n our

a key prosecution
witness in the 1960's,
Blatt would know that.
Maybe he is just going
with how he knows the
1977 California public
perceives the holocaust.
Or it could be the

editor added that.

anyone, peared so
mm‘ly we had no place to hlz. Instine-
tively, we simply went on, looking straight
ahead, After all, he was alone, and there ¢
were three of us, Shortly, we saw blinking p
lights and | recognized the village of Krasny
Stau [Red Pond), As we approached the out-
skirts, we hurried off into the surrounding w
hills, Stopping at a peasant hut, we again m
asked to buy food, The farmers eyed us with s
suspicion, presuming we were well armed, o
but sold us something to eat, ret
Finally, we reached a roadsign reading bul
lzbica, 12 kilometers”. My home, my o
village. Prom here on | knew the road like m) P
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