opening was about ide.

We arranged to have food brought to u
three times a day and asked Bojarski to get us
a quilt and an oil lamp. We also insisted that
he let us out each night after dark for some

narrow opening, We now entered our little |
shelter feeling quite happy. I—hpb
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We laid down. We could sit, but only with

Jews fared, we felt we were in paradise.

Three weeks went by and life in the shelter
became routine. What if, crouching, our .
necks and backs ached from the cramped :
quarters and we saw no daylight? We knew
that sooner or later all this would end and, in }
the meantime, we were safe. We still would v
have preferred to part of some partisan tl
group, but Bojarski frankly said he wouldnt m
allow us to contact anyone. He stubbornly
maintained that he didnt know anyone H—>

I T,
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. He was suspicious of

Except prisons have have
concrete walls and metal

and the wall on the
inside of the barn, here,
is made of hay.

othwthhn.mby C
were left wlthonlylmdupmu. one pair of I
overalls and one sweater between us three to P
share. We didnt complain. We felt the hi
" sacrifice was worthwhile, “"
Then misfortune struck. One night, the be
dog began to bark fiercely. We heard voices wc
from the house, coming closer, until |
someone entered the barn. There came the nig
sound of digging into straw, the overturning at r
of objects. Then a strange voice. and

“Any strangen here?
AL b
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“Any strangers here?”

“Well then, how is it you seem to be so
well off lately? And so well dressed? Where
do you get the dough to do this? Everyone
can see this, and they won't stand being
cheated. Come on, give up the Jew. We will
make short work of him!” ,

Bojarski began to weep; we could hear
him, and he gave his oath that he wasn't
hiding anyone, He knew that if he were to be
found out, he would be shot along with us.
The intruders, however, didn't seem to trust
him, for they went snooping around the barn
for some time. In the end, they punched the
straw a bit more, without reaching us,
however, for we were too deeply hidden. We

_ crouched, quietly praying, each thrust of the
~ stick and rustle of the straw stopping our
breath. Finally they left. s
That same night, Bojarski entered our —
hideout and began to clamor: "“You see now?
Just a bit more and they would have shot me
and all of you. What do we do now?”
He was right of course, but we consoled
t him, telling him that now that these men
1 were convinced he doesn’t harbor Jews
i they'd leave him alone. We gave him some
more gold and he left satisfied
L day we heard some dull detonations

landlord ne and whi |upz<lf..‘|-;-|"\
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— that the front was coming closer — then
asked whether we regretted having given him
the extra money, We assured him we didn't,
and added that if only we survived, we
would even add the deed to a house which
my family owned in lIzbica. The following
day the news was even better; all the Volks-
deutsche [German-born residents| were
fleeing lzbica.

Days went by: tlll' sounds of heavy guns
M the Volksdeutsche
that the fighting
had not hﬂ\ Hﬂ!ll the German occupa-
tion forces and the regular Soviet army, but
rather the Nazis had clashed with the
partisan group of General Kowpak, which
had mrlud alone and was making its
way to some further destination. Bojarski
became cross and our treatment became
. worse,

. He no longer allowed us to get out at

nmhl and brought us food only once a day

at night — a bowl or soup, a chunk of bread

and spoons

s & s eEm wsaSMENE PR
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—> 3. WHEN THE WORLD IS
CUT DOWN TO 80 CUBIC FEET

Our life in the shelter ran somewhat like
this: we knew of daybreak by the crowing of
roosters; we talked on various possible and
impossible subjects; when we heard the
voice of Bojarksi's son returning from school
we knew it was dinnertime; after that, we
waited for nightfall and our only meal — the
removable board in the wall of the barn was
now secured by an outside lock, and we took
turns of duty at this opening; the one on
watch waited to receive the bowl of food; at
his side was another identical bowl, to be

returned to the “landlord” — this one
containing our eliminations. ——

—

They Wnulﬂ have had air
r aping

They wenid 212,32 From coekerow to supper it was forbidden to

been al sleep. In a short time we felt psychologically

and si y hid if they hearc much better. | remember m curious

anyone coming. “ 2= to how 1 looked, but we had no mirror.
~~._ However, one glance at my two buddies —>

—‘——ﬂ —_— )
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vinced me that we all looked the same:

hing was done by touch, in total
kness. Kostman, the only one who
ked, couldn't fight his addiction. He tore
of coarse paper from old bags which had
ained cement, crumbled some dead oak

the boiling soup. My hand was badly
ed.




