BREGSTEINS WHO PERISHED IN THE SHOAH

NAME





DATE OF DEATH

PLACE

Breine Zakroisky


1/26/1942

Kovno Ghetto

Tzernah Kweskyn



7/20/1942

Kovno Ghetto

Chaim Zvi Hirsch Bregstein   
10/28/1941

IX Fort, Kovno


Chana Bregstein
        
7/1942

Slobodka


Jessie Bregstein
   
10/28/1941     IX Fort, Kovno

Tcherne Karpas Bregstein
     1942

     Slobodka Ghetto


Rachel Bregstein
   
1944


Slobodka Ghetto


+Max Hurwitz


1944


Slobodka Ghetto



Ira Hurwitz
   
1944


Slobodka Ghetto



+David Aruliansky
1944


Slobodka Ghetto

Joseph Bregstein and Family



Tarnobrzeg, Poland

Shalom and Miriam Bregstein



Tarnobrzeg

Yehuda Leib Bregstein




Tarnobrzeg

Shimon Bregstein





Tarnobrzeg

Ester Raizl Bregstein




Tarnobrzeg
Lillie Hurwitz Damien:

"When the German's arrived, (June 22, 1941), we immediately had to wear a star when we were out in the street.  And you weren't allowed to walk on the sidewalk anymore.  That's when my mother said, 'You must go and look for Grandmother.  You're young, they'll bother you less.'  So I went on foot to Panemune, walking in the middle of the street.  I looked everyone directly in the eye and people looked at me without reacting.  It was the first day.  When I got to Panemune and turned right to go to Grandmother's, a group of Jews passed by.  Very young Lithuanians with guns were herding them off somewhere.  I saw the son of one of my mother's cousins, he looked at me, but we didn't let on about anything.  I never saw him again.  They were taken to the IVth Fort and there they were shot to death.

We had to go to the ghetto on June 15, it was closed off August 15.  My mother went to pick up my grandmother and her things with horse and wagon to bring her to the ghetto.  You were allowed so many square meters.  We lived four people to a room.  But we wee able to wash ourselves, we were together and it wasn't a concentration camp.  The young people had to work.  I worked at the airport.  In the winter it was very cold out there, awful.  Later I worked at the railway station.  I had to clean the kitchen.  And a German officer said to me, 'What are you doing here?  Get going, there is nothing good in store for you here.  Find a place to hide, and I'll take care of papers.  I'll take you to Germany.'  So then I went into hiding at a girl friend's in Kaunas.  But he let the business slide and when after six weeks I still didn't have the papers, her father said to me, 'listen, that kind will promise you the moon but he won't do anything for you.  I'm sorry but you'd better go back.  So I went back to the ghetto, I stayed there for three years.  Every day you were confronted with death.  Every day you fought for your life.  At one point the Germans came and tore all the children under twelve out of their mothers' arms and took away all the people over 65.


I also witnessed the Grosse Aktion, (October 28, 1941).  It was terrible.  There was a German officer sitting there with his staff, he was eating a sandwich and we would wave his hand left or right.  There were six of us and we had to pass in front of the officers on the run because they wanted to see who was still able to work.  My sister and my brother-in-law passed and then my mother and I.  After that they separated Grandmother and my father, my father looked a lot older than we was and he had difficulty walking due to a hernia operation.  And Grandmother couldn't walk by herself anymore, she was so thin and weak, she collapsed.  We watched how they beat my father with a stick because they wanted him to carry my grandmother and he couldn't, he was in too much pain.  Then my brother-in-law, who was a doctor, managed to get them into our group, thanks to a cousin on my father's side who worked for the Jewish police.  Chaim Hersch's family was also there on the square, they lived next-door to us in the ghetto.  Chaim Hersch needed crutches to walk, so they had left him back at the house, along with his son who wasn't normal.  When we got back, the Germans had taken them away and brought them to the IXth Fort where they were shot.


My grandmother died a natural death in the ghetto.  I myself escaped in December, 1943.  My mother had to urge me to because I didn't want to leave.  She said, "You won't save us by staying, that doesn't make any sense.  Try to find a place to hide so you can save your sister, too.  When we set off to work, I took off my star and put on a lady's hat.  Jews didn't wear hats, but when you're young you're gutsy.  So first I went to see my best girl friend from school, and asked her to help me.  She refused.  That was very traumatic because she was such a good friend.  But other friends found a place for me on a farm.  There I learned how to milk cows and I worked in the kitchen.  It was very cold there, I slept in an unheated shed when it was below zero.  He was a collaborator; other collaborators came there frequently, including a state official with his wife that had two small boys.  They then asked me to come live with them in Kaunas and teach their children French.  That was a lot better than on the farm.  When the Russians were approaching the official and his family fled to Germany.  On the first day of liberation, we all gathered in the synagogue; of the hundred thousand, about eighty of us and survived and another handful was later freed from the camps.


My family had agreed that they would do everything to stay should the Germans want to deport them.   Underneath the houses, they had dug little cellars, which were called "malina", which means "rasberry" in Russian.  I don't know why those cellars were called that.  They packed in everything they would need to survive for three days.  In July 1944, the Russians were twelve miles from Kaunas.  But they couldn't get any farther for three weeks.  And during that time, my parents were in a cellar and my sister and my brother-in-law were in another one.  The Germans then deported everybody from the ghetto and threw firebombs into every house.  They all perished.  After liberation, I went straight to the ghetto to have a look, we still had hopes.  And we found a malina that was dug way below another one, and there were twenty people down there who had survived.  They told me that my parents and sister had stayed in the malinas and hadn't been deported.”

Translated letter in Yiddish from Tauba Bregstein Silberman (1897-c.1973) to her sister, Lea Bregstein Wolf, regarding the death of their father, Chaim Tzvi Hirsh Bregstein, and their siblings, Yehoshua, and Chana during the destruction of the Kovno Ghetto in October of 1941.








November 13, 1946

Beloved sister Leah, and your dear family:

May you all live in happiness!

I received your telegram. My heart beat within me for joy at the sight of your few words. One does not feel so terribly lonely anymore. I also received the package as well as the money which brother David sent to us.

Please convey the heartiest thanks to brother David for the package and the money. It came in quite handy; we needed it. With the utmost impatience I am awaiting your next letter.

Sister Leah, I beg you to write to me. Tell me, how are your husband and daughter? Does your husband know with me, your sister? Regarding our Chanele, I have lost all traces of her. A few days before the liberation she was last seen in the city square. My heart is so broken and tormented with pain and anguish. From my eyes there flow no tears but blood. Our poor sister. What unspeakable suffering she endured during the horrible war!

On Tisha B’ab, our Day of Mourning, the few remaining scattered Jews came out of hiding and gathered at the place where 12,000 and 500 of our brethren were stricken-down in mass execution- and in what a brutal manner.

All this happened on October 28, 1941. Among those holy martyrs of our people were also sacrificed our own beloved father, and our brother Yehoshua, and your mother in law. Oh God! Why were our near and dear ones fated to meet such a sad and bitter end?

Dear sister, as I write to you, I feel as if the heavy stones that press upon my pain wracked heart are lightened somewhat. You can understand how it is with me. Today, I am crying the whole day.

Joseph is working. Sima is now – –. Sima grew up nicely and is this tall as I am, but she is still too skinny. We have a room. I bought some things, the most barely needed. And so we live, in suspense and loneliness.

No one is left of all our ones near and dear friends and acquaintances. Of the whole town of Slobodka, there remained live only Menashe’s son, a boy a 14, alone and lonely. Do you ever see Ruby? Can we do something for this boy?

Enough for today, I finish this letter with my blessings to your husband and daughter. I kiss you many times over and over again, and remain your loving sister.

Toba

P. S. Joseph and Sima send you their warmest greetings. My hearty greetings to the brothers and their families. My hardiest to sister.
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