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E. The Camp’s Family 

 

If the previous frameworks, couples and the family in its various forms, were known from normal life 
in human society, then the “camp’s family” was an invenƟon by the prisoners of the Nazi camps, 
especially women.  

It is a well-known phenomenon that single men preferred to fight the war for existence alone. Chaim 
Gutensztajn asked:  

“Who thought about friends then? In a situaƟon like this, who thinks about friends?”.  

Women, with a more developed ability to adapt, understood that life together had many advantages. 
The composiƟon of four to five girls was the most common. 

Naomi Zohar’s group included her sister-in-law and a few other childhood friends. She explains: 

“For those who were alone, the danger of eradicaƟon was more tangible. The lone prisoner 
was among the first vicƟms of the transport. For example, if the overseer, who compiled the 
list for the transport, knew that the intended vicƟm had a brother in the camp, he took this 
into account, because he did not want to hear the arguments later, ‘Why did you send him?’ 
 

“And in our group, one would help the other. When I was sick with typhus, it lasted for three 
weeks. My friends brought me drinks. If there were four-five people together, in some way, it 
saved them, also in terms of morale.  
 

“There were always two or three girls, who knew how to hold the others. We would 
someƟmes sit together and sing. Usually, we sang about our “Yiddishe Mamme”, we sang and 
cried. It helped to maintain a human likeness.” 

Natka Glazer’s “family” had a different character, including LiƩle Lonia, Hadasa, who was called 
“Dziunia”, and Jadzia.1 They were also joined by Hanka Gutglas (née Szapiro), Dziunia’s cousin, who 
describes the methods of operaƟon of the “camp family”:  

“Among the women, my rouƟne was mutual help by sharing the same blanket, exchanging 
clothes and other items, sharing extra food, if we managed to obtain it. I was healthy. I usually 
helped and was not helped. Hanka, my cousin, was sick twice. I would bring her extra food 
that I obtained.  

“We had an uncle in the camp, Burech Horowic, an engineer who was in charge of the 
bathhouse. He had money and he would give us his raƟons of bread. There was an oven in the 
barrack and those, who obtained potatoes and other supplies, would cook soup.”2  

  

 
1 See Chapter Eleven, SecƟon I. 
2 Wizenberg, YVA, 0-33/7147. 



[211] 

Natka Glazer adds a different kind of explanaƟon: 

“First of all, our group in HASAG was the same group from school, from the city, from the ‘Big 
GheƩo’ and the ‘Small GheƩo’. A whole group of youth from Częstochowa. We basically went 
through the same process, the same educaƟon. Most of the parents were religious, but the 
youth received a secular influence, separated from the family. A similar socio-economic group.  
 

“There were connecƟons from before the War, during the War, and in the camp. Here we 
lived next to each other. I remember one of us picking out lice for the other, there was a 
relaƟonship of mutual concern. It was like a family. In sociological terms, they would say that 
it was a subsƟtute for the family, without professionals deciding on it. Life itself and the people 
themselves created things that were necessary for existence. 
 

“The girls would also obtain books, read them and talk about them. Everyone, who had 
something, gave. If someone had a good memory and remembered school poems, then that 
was oŌen the material around which we could cheer up. We would pass on to each other the 
poems of Adam Mickiewicz and Pan Tadeusz, or the poems of Julian Tuwim.3 We would put 
on plays and we would cry and there would be suitors and there would be disappointments.  
 

There was everything... There were also GenƟles, who would someƟmes bring sandwiches. I 
don’t know if it was because I was a young girl and he a young lad or because he was a good 
person.” 4 

In a different way, Dora Szternberg talks about her group, which organised itself on a common 
ideological basis. The “tone” was set by the communists - Cesia Windman, Różka Działowska, Mania 
Lewkowicz and Różka Kornfeld. Franka Kozłowska was a member of Ha’Shomer Ha’Tzair:  

“These women were all acƟve in the underground in the “Small GheƩo”. The two of us, 
meaning, me and Cesia Windman – we represented Bnoth Ya’akov [Heb., Daughters of Jacob]. 
Each of us worked in a different place, but we lived together and tried to bring something for 
joint ‘parƟes’.  

“I remember 1st May 1944: Mania Lewkowicz gathered us on her bunk and told us about the 
importance of this day, about the workers’ struggle, about Rosa Luxemburg. It was something 
sublime.”  

And on Dorka’s birthday, her two best friends, Bronka Gutman and Roma Reis, brought her giŌs -  a 
blue nightgown and stockings, which they had sewn themselves from rags. Dora was very moved and, 
as a sign of graƟtude, wrote a poem, “Fraternitas” (“Fraternity”), about the power of fellowship that 
overcomes all obstacles. She decorated the poem with drawings of pansies and gave it to her friends.5 

 

 

 
3 Adam Mickiewicz, Poland’s greatest poet, lived in the 19th century; Julian Tuwim, Polish and Jewish poet. 
4 Natka Glazer, YVA, 0.3/9479. 
5 TesƟmony of Dora Szternberg, YVA, 0-33/6840 
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We can give many more examples of the “camp’s family”, a concept that appeared aŌer the War. 
Bruria Bejski, who was leŌ alone from her enƟre family, was not familiar with it either. But luckily for 
her, Miryam, Karola and Sarka also survived:  

“We were four friends. It was very important to me that we were friends, because we were 
really close and shared everything and took care of each other. It helped us very much.” 

There is no doubt that arƟsts of all kinds made a significant contribuƟon to improving the general 
atmosphere, to mutual closeness and to moments of solidarity.  

Even an unknown singer (and there were some), who wandered between the barracks and sang in a 
hoarse voice familiar and beloved melodies, earned the graƟtude and a few cents given to him by his 
listeners. He not only aroused in their hearts a longing for a lost world, he also managed to arouse a 
liƩle laughter.  

And who did this beƩer than Roma Nadelberg, who prepared a “musical” for her audience with hymns 
and recitaƟons: “My Day in HASAG”:6 

 

My Day in HASAG 
 
1 
 
When dawn rises over the world 
The enƟre HASAG camp is shrouded in fog. 
The darkness is slowly dispersing 
And a new grey day rises. 
Noise and commoƟon begin 
And barrack aŌer barrack comes to life. 
The wakeup call does not allow to sleep: 
You must get up for work! 
Why are you siƫng here 
And rambling nonsense?? 
Get off the bunk! 
They are already counƟng outside now! 
The one who is late 
Harms himself more! 
Quick, get in line, 
Because here comes the Werkschutz! 

 

 
6 For the original version of the poem, see appendix. 
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2 
 
One, two, three, four, “Kapo”, stand sƟll! 
One is released; do you sƟll care? 
One, two, three, four – straighten the line! 
Are you late? Damn you, to the “Wache!” 
You will get beaten more!  
Hey-ho-hey-him!  
For a walk we are going!  
Because the work there is waiƟng  
And the manager, too!  
So hurry up, faster!  
Hey-ho-hey-ha, will all the evil stop?  
The Meister pushes, the Werkschutz hits,  
And this is your desƟny!! 
 
 
 
3 
 
In the “Labor” a noise is already heard, working at full steam. 
The Meisterin screams again and you work like a donkey. 
“Hey, work fast!” That’s how she shrieks at us,  
And our hands are burning, and the blood in our veins is raging!  
“Look closely, pay aƩenƟon, you fellow –  
What you deserve, you will get from me in Ɵme!!” 
Work is swallowing us up at a blistering pace!  
The machines are moving and the engines are raƩling. 
The sweat from our foreheads drips and our hearts tremble!  
“Hey, pay aƩenƟon! 
You’re making waste, come here quickly! 
In the ‘Wache’ they will teach you, how to work more!”  
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4 
 
The movement of the machines conƟnues and, like a whirlwind, runs. 
Today, the quotas were increased.  
So, therefore, the pace was hastened! 
Suddenly, a break – the soup is brought. 
Everything falls silent, the lights go out. 
We immediately approach the cauldron 
And our soup we take… 
Look, look! 
Today the cabbage is not so fat! 
You eat, laugh and talk. 
And why does the Ɵme slip by so quickly? 
 
 
 
5 
 
Once again, you must sit back down,  
Amidst the noise and commoƟon, 
And start to work. 
The eyes are black and Ɵred  
But large. 
Staring at the shells, faltering. 
Pleading looks  
Sent in all direcƟons, 
A miserable vicƟm of toil and afflicƟon! 
And so, I sit for twelve long hours Ɵll the end,  
Doing this exhausƟng work, day aŌer day.  
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6 
 
Bored and turned off. 
To the Meisterin I turn  
And to her I whisper:  
Where did you leave your heart? 
Why are you abusing us so much? 
Finally, aŌer the day of work, 
A quiet hour has arrived, a Ɵme for rest. 
On the clock, we see it’s already seven,  
and to the barracks we’re returning. 
 
 
 
7 
 
And now, once more,  
We’re actually showering. 
The showers are very noisy  
And you are tumbled about more and more. 
But how good and pleasant it is, 
Under a warm showerhead to stand;  
To soap yourself with the perfumed RIF;  
Warming your backside, more and more!  
And then rapidly,  
We are running to get dressed.  
But woe is me, what is this? 
Someone’s made away with my undies!  
And you seethe with rage and helplessness.  
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8 
 
Now you’ll want to be sevenfold as preƩy, 
For your new “cousin” 
Eagerly awaits you. 
We arranged our rendezvous at the “Cyrk”; 
What commoƟon and noise are heard here! 
Every corner and every isolated cell  
Is filled with pairs in love. 
On the bunk we also sit  
And he brings latkes and poppy seed cakes. 
What a waste of Ɵme, think the girls... 
But why haven’t they turned off the lights yet? 
Let’s hope they turn off the lights for a short hour,  
A sweet hour, like on all nights. 
 
 
9 
 
And suddenly an alarm –  
How marvellous! 
A mess on wheels, hey-ho! 
Dark, pleasant, etcetera… 
You can do whatever you want! 
The couples kiss,  
And the firefighters show off. 
What “acƟon”, how fun! 
One is kissing a girl; 
The second one is busy with some scheme! 
And who is more of a hero here? 
The alarm has been going on for three hours now... 
May I call you “you” directly? 
It’s more comfortable, free, a real paradise! 
Don’t be afraid, sweeƟe, kiss me – it’s alright! 
 
 

(Roma Nadelberg, translaƟon from polish to Hebrew: Rut Sztern) 
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