
When my mother was young, she would visit her Aunt Dora Kalmanowitz and remembers being greeted
by a kind, older woman.

Dora’s daughter, my Great Aunt Barbara, was interviewed by the Shoah Foundation, a project to
interview Holocaust survivors around the world. I had the opportunity to read this interview aloud to my
mom. When she described their lives during the Holocaust, it brought tears to my mom’s eyes. She said,
“I never really learned what happened. No one spoke about it.”

Growing up, I was told that Barbara survived terrible tragedies in her youth. Details were sparse.
My family’s history as Jewish immigrants makes up who I am today, a vital part of my history.

Born in Nowogrodek, Poland in 1939, as Basia Kalmanowitz, Barbara’s mother Dora could recall
when the Germans came into town and commanded the Jews of the community to move to the ghetto.

Pogroms were a common occurrence, as Dora and Simka’s mother was tragically killed.
Barbara’s father bribed a guard and was able to get Barbara and Simka out of the ghetto and into hiding in
the forest. Desperate to survive, they sucked dew from leaves until it was safe to return to the ghetto. To
escape yet another pogrom, Dora and Barbara traveled to a small Russian town.

Barbara stayed with a Russian family for four years posing as their granddaughter and slept on
top of a large oven in the house, as well as missing her mother.

Riding a horse with a gun strapped to her, Dora joined the Partisans, a group of Jews allied with
Russians, to fight against the Nazis, visiting her daughter whenever she could.

At almost five, Barabra was reunited with Dora and Simka. They remained with the Partisans,
residing in underground burrows. Barbara’s father never reunited with themmy . They would learn he was
put on a train bound for a concentration camp, shot by Nazi guards while attempting to jump off.

From Barbara’s memory, they were able to survive a surprise attack at the end of the war, pressed
against tree trunks in the mud, bullets flying just inches above their heads.

After the war, Dora and her remaining family moved to Displaced Persons camps. In one camp in
Austria, Volunteers took Dora and Barbara’s pictures. They were published in a Jewish newspaper, “The
Forward,” and Dora’s brother, living in Brooklyn, recognized his sister. They gained official papers and
emigrate to America.

Speaking with Barbara on the phone, she told me about her mother. She said, “I look back on her
life with a lot of pride. No one helped her. She went to work. She did everything for me. I did everything
to make her proud of me. I never wanted her to feel sorry for the sacrifices she made.”

The sense of connection I feel with my family is stronger, and the strength of my Aunts has
instilled in me an even greater pride in my roots as a young Jewish woman in America.


