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Henny had just graduated from high school when the Germans invaded Lithuania. Her care-

free life rapidly changed from a life of privilege to a living hell. Simply because she was Jewish.

The horrors inflicted upon the Jews of Kovno, taken place in the old forts built during Czarist

Russia, are not as well known as what happened in the German Nazi camps during World War

II. Henny recounts her beautiful life in Kovno before the invasion by the Nazis when she and

35,000 other Jews were put in the ghetto. We hear about the acts of cruelty done to her family

and friends. How can one describe seeing friends and relatives ripped from their lives and

being cruelly and viciously murdered? Travel with her to the filth and stench of the Kovno

ghetto and the Stutthof concentration camp, and walk with her on her death march. Hear about

the shoes that miraculously saved her. Henny’s story is one of courage, hope and the will to

live. It is the heart-breaking story of surviving the most horrible experiences imaginable.

Hopefully, her story will inspire those in dire conditions and remind us of what we as humans

are capable of doing.

We do not know much about the holocaust in Lithuania. While we know about the

concentration camps, we know little about the killings at Fort 7 and 9 in Kovno. Henny is an

inspiration to us all. Because of her determination, she managed to survive and start a new life

in America. This story reminds us of the horrors people do to each other. This is an excellent

review of the happenings in the Kovno ghetto in Lithuania and the horrors the Lithuanians did

to the Jews.--This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorDr. Dorothy Pierce is a

retired educator and school administrator. After retirement, she became involved with Jewish

organizations, most notably Brandeis University National Women's Committee and was

national president for two years. She instituted the Jewish Cultural Society at Florida Atlantic

University in 2008 and served as its president from 2008 to 2012. Dr. Pierce served as

president of the Gilda Malin chapter of Hadassah from 2011 to 2016 and now serves as vice

president of the Gaela Atid chapter of Hadassah. For the past four years, she has chaired the

Jewish Cultural Club, a club that provides Jewish cultural programs to the members of her

community: Boca Woods Country Club in Boca Raton, Florida. Besides her Jewish activities,

Dr. Pierce serves on the board of Boca Woods PAP Corps., a South Florida organization that

raises money for cancer research at the Sylvester Comprehensive Cancer Institute at the

University of Miami. She lives in Boca Raton, Florida with her husband Stanley, a retired

college professor and attorney, who is also involved with several Jewish and civic

organizations. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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2019INTRODUCTIONI am not a writer. I used to be a mathematician before age deprived me

of that ability. I am, however, a Jew. Not just a Jew, but a Jew obsessed with preserving my

heritage, my culture, my Holocaust. So, when I discovered that a friend of mine was a

Holocaust survivor who – because she thought there was no interest – refused to share her

experience with others, it became apparent that my friend Henny's story had to be told.I know

that many Holocaust books are out there, so why another? It is my firm belief that there can

never be enough told about the Holocaust because each story is different. Each adds to the

accumulation of our history, each gives us a different lesson, each reveals a hidden fact and

each reminds us of what should never be forgotten. Henny's story adds new insight into our

history. Her story is about Lithuania, the Kovno ghetto, the Stutthof concentration camp, a

death march, survival, and eventual victory over adversity.The story begins with her death

march and the recollections about her life before the German invasion of Kovno. We follow

Henny as she matures and we learn about her family and school life. We are with her when

she is forced into the ghetto with her family and meets and marries her husband, Raphael (also

called Ralph), while in the ghetto. We learn about Raphael and his family. We listen to Henny's

voice as she recounts the abuse of the Jews by the Lithuanians, the German atrocities, the

sadistic Aktions, and we cry with her at her losses.We are with Henny as she tries to hide from

the Germans, is sent to Stutthof concentration camp, where she sees and experiences the

horror of starvation, death, and disease surrounding her, faces her own death, loses her

parents, uncles, cousins and her brother.Through her voice, we experience her liberation by

the Russians and eventually finding her way to Lodz where she is reunited with Raphael. We

follow Henny as she and her husband weave their way through Europe and eventually relocate

to the United States. We learn of their life and successes there.Henny's story is about courage,

hope, and the will to live. It is a story that must be shared with the world. It is a lesson for

students about how a young person survived the most horrific treatment imaginable and

triumphed.We spent many hours recounting Henny’s story on videotape. She amazed me with

her ability to recall so many incidents and when I mentioned this, she stated, “It is often more

difficult to forget than to remember. We'll never forget the unpleasant experiences. It is almost

like a deep wound that never heals, but in time it develops a crust.”Henny's story is recounted

in the pages that follow. Much of her story is in her own words.It has been very difficult for me

to write this memoir. Reading and hearing about the atrocities carried out by the Germans



brought tears to my eyes and filled me with intense anger and hatred. I don’t know how, but it is

indeed a miracle that Henny survived.I am honored to present her story and in doing so, I very

much hope that her story of survival will contribute to the important knowledge base of the

horrendous Holocaust.Henny is gone from us now, but her story will live on and continue to

inspire those in the direst conditions and to remind us what we as humans are capable of

doing.I would like to thank Henny's son, Steven Aronson, for all his assistance, editing,

encouragement, and photographs. I would also like to thank Tina Aronson, Henny’s daughter,

for her contribution to this memoir.Dorothy PierceI. WINTER 1945Baltic Countries, 1933,

Kovno Indicated. No date. US Holocaust Memorial Museum.If you listened carefully, you could

distinguish between the footprints and the water as the ghostly group snaked along the river.

You could hear the worn and frightened heartbeats. No fruitless cries for mothers, long stifled

by despair, or hunger pains from stomachs deprived of nourishment could be heard. You

couldn’t see the hair falling from sallow coatless skulls, but if you looked, really looked, you

could see the desperation, terror, resignation, and horror on their once youthful, now skeletal

faces. They marched, never ceasing, barely breathing, always knowing that the slightest

hesitation would bring instant death.Henny, barely 20 years old, marched with them and you

could feel her determination as she willed herself onward. She wouldn’t give Hitler the

satisfaction of killing her – wherever he was in hell. If you could read minds you would know

that she thought only of survival.They trudged through unfamiliar country sides speckled with

barns, fences, farmhouses, forests, and stacks of hay. They stepped over pockets of mud, torn

branches, large boulders, icy ponds, dead flowers, and bodies.As she saw the battered bodies

fall, Henny thought of how she was constantly surrounded by death, disease, and corpses.

They were something she had become accustomed to – they had become part of her life. She

thought of this horrible experience and how unbelievable and unthinkable it was that people

could be so terribly cruel. They were so young, the ones marching and killing them, probably

younger than she was. How terrible it was to admit; when Henny saw some girls lying on the

snow, being shot, it had become an everyday thing.Henny would have died had it not been for

the incident with the shoes, but that is for later. For now, she would think back to the

beginning.II. YESTERDAY“Fiction cannot recite the numbing numbers, but it can be that

witness, that memory. A storyteller can attempt to tell the human tale, can make a galaxy out of

the chaos, can point to the fact that some people survived even as most people died. And can

remind us that the swallows still sing around the smokestacks.”Jane YolenIt’s been over 70

years and I can still remember 1941 in detail when the year the civilized world went mad. The

Germans decided to eradicate Jewish people while the rest of the world stood by and claimed

ignorance. According to Hitler, we were not supposed to survive, but we were lucky.This story

must be told so I decided to record my life for my children and grandchildren. I want them to

know how fortunate they are to have grandparents because I, like so many others, lost my

grandparents amongst the madness. This is not only a story about humanity’s cruelty but also

about losing faith in people and their kindness.Perhaps, there were those who were against

these atrocities but believed they could not do anything but follow orders and keep quiet.

Nevertheless, they continued to show incredible brutality towards innocent people who had no

way of protecting themselves.My arrival into this world was in 1924, during the wonderful 20-

year period of Lithuania’s independence. During World War I, Lithuania was occupied by

German troops but in 1918, Lithuania declared its independence and in 1920, under the Treaty

of Moscow, Russia officially recognized this independence.During Lithuania’s 20-year

independence, Kovno (Kaunas) became the capital and because of its geographical and

strategic position, on the right bank of the Neman River, the city developed into the



administrative and economic center of the surrounding area.Kovno was the central hub of the

Ministry for Jewish Affairs, the Jewish National Council, and other Lithuanian Jewish

organizations. Five Jewish newspapers were published daily in Kovno, including the Zionist

daily Yidishe Shtime, founded in 1919. Thirty-five thousand Jews resided and supported three

full-time Hebrew and one Yiddish gymnasium, a folk theater, a Hebrew theatrical studio, 40

synagogues, a Jewish hospital, and numerous youth organizations. Kovno was also an

important Zionist center.For the next two decades, Lithuania flourished both economically and

culturally. Jews in all professions, especially lawyers, contributed to the independence and

subsequent prosperity of the country. The government approved private schools for minorities

and for students to be taught in their own language. A commercial Yiddish high school

(Yiddische Kommerz Gimnazia) set up clubs for the students, as well as a kindergarten and an

elementary school. Hebrew language instruction was either Tarbut (secular) while religious

education in Hebrew was called Yavneh. There was also secular education in Yiddish.The

people involved with boosting Lithuania’s economy entered into business deals with German

companies and Germany was eager to cooperate in order to help its own economy. Many

Lithuanian business people, including my father, represented German companies. It was a

prosperous time for the Lithuanian Jews. Then, in 1933, Adolf Hitler became chancellor of

Germany and his book Mein Kampf, originally published in 1925-26, became available for all to

read, not only Germans. The book grew enormously in popularity and, under its influence,

Lithuanians began to believe that prosperity was available if you killed the Jews and limited

their freedom and practices.My childhood was wonderful. My father owned a bookstore and we

lived behind it. He was a devout Yiddishist and sold non-religious Jewish books by the likes of

Sholem Rabinovitsh, Sholem Abramovitsh, and I.L. Peretz. He was always trying to acquire

and sell as many Jewish books as possible. His store was more like a library, people spent

hours reading and perusing the shelves.The bookstore closed down, I was told, when I was

about a year old when my mother went shopping and left my father to look after me. She left

me on their large bed, a place she considered safest for her beautiful little girl. The store bell

chimed and when my father, always eager to greet customers, went to answer it, he forgot

about me and I fell off the bed. He was so upset with himself that he took the customer by the

shoulders, threw him out, and closed the bookstore down. I’m not sure how successful he was

anyway, Jews from all over would visit the store and take up residence in the musty

bookshelves but would never buy any of the books.Ever resourceful, my father went into

business selling educational toys and games, like chess and checkers. He then represented a

German company selling dolls and toys for children. I thought I was the luckiest girl alive

because I was given samples of the beautiful dolls my father was selling.We moved into an

apartment on Vilnius Street, in an affluent area of Kovno. A big post office was at the entrance

to our building and a wonderful kosher delicatessen, that sold excellent hot dogs, was across

the street. By car, you would drive through the entrance into a courtyard surrounded by

apartments. Our apartment was on the second floor and had a large interior with an enormous

warehouse in the back, where my father ran his business. He would often travel for work and

once, while in Vilna, he bought me a magnificent glass dollhouse filled with glass furniture. I

treasured that dollhouse and was so protective of it. When I went to school, I would have to

lock my bedroom door to prevent my younger brother from sneaking in and playing with it.The

books from the store were moved to the apartment, so we had a library filled with hundreds of

well-known Jewish books. The apartment had a small maisonette in the kitchen, just big

enough for one person to sleep in. Our maid would climb up a ladder and sleep in this

maisonette when her daily chores were completed. One of my favorite stories was when I was



about four years old and there was a fire in the apartment. While escaping the blaze, my

mother had handed me to my father but instead of leaving, he put me on the dining room table

and ran to the kitchen. He had built a little box under the maid's mattress to keep his money

safe. You can imagine the argument that ensued between my parents when my father left me

to save his money.Henny’s Mother. Date unknown. Courtesy of Steve Aronson.My mother was

lovely. It is difficult for me to talk about her, even after all these years. She was pretty, soft-

spoken, polite, and well educated. She came from a small town while my father came from

Vilna. He was a swinger, sharp-minded, and was educated but didn’t attend university. He was

a wonderful man, a true Yiddishist, an entrepreneur who loved enterprise, reading, writing, and

bad jokes. He was a happy man and his happiness was infectious. My father even recorded his

jokes on the back of each tear-off page of the Jewish calendar.Most days, when I came home

from school, I would find my father with three or four people discussing world issues and the

need for new games for children. He brought home smart and hungry men and my mother

always served them tea and jam. I remember one man was a deaf-mute and my father would

write instructions for him on his hand. My father was completely preoccupied with creating new

children’s educational games and amassed a plethora of them. He employed good craftsmen

who built the most beautiful chess, checkers, and domino games. Because of his enthusiasm

and perseverance, my father was successful in business and this earned my family a place

among the upper class.The highlight of my young life came every December when I, along with

some friends, would help my father deliver packed orders to customers whose businesses

were on the high street. We hired a sled with a driver, drawn by horses. The orders were

placed on the sled, with us covered with heavy furs, and we would stop at every store to make

the deliveries. I would say that I was Fletcher’s daughter and the customer would give me the

money. My father had a lot of faith in me and, at the age of ten or eleven, he thought I could do

anything. This instilled a tremendous amount of self-confidence in me and helped me during

and after the war. My father told me that if I wanted something badly enough, and I worked

hard, I would get it. Even when I was in the concentration camp, I knew that I would survive.My

father had to travel to the villages to visit his craftsmen and instead of paying someone to take

him, he bought a car, a Ford Model T. My father learned how to drive but never passed his

driving test. During his final driving test, with the inspector sitting next to him, he was asked for

the time. My father took his hand off the wheel to get his pocket watch and in doing so he fell

for the inspector’s trick and failed the test. He still advertised that he had a car and charged

people to travel with him to the villages. Every morning three or four people would accompany

him. My mother benefited from my father’s new arrangement too as she received perfume from

one of his customers who was a perfumer.Once, my father called me into his room and

removed a little book from a drawer to show me the money he had saved for my dowry. He told

me the dowry was for when I got married. I was outraged and told him that someone should

have to pay him to have me as a bride.My parents belonged to an orthodox synagogue, kept a

kosher home, observed the Sabbath (there was always a Cholent), and went to the synagogue

on the high holidays. My mother would dress in a gray wool suit with a silver fox shawl for

Passover and Hanukkah and her hats were specifically designed with open tops so her blond

hair was always visible. She was quite tall and pretty and people would stare at her when she

walked into the synagogue. My mother had a large family and we always had company.

Relatives would stay with us for about two weeks on their way to the United States.I spent my

days going to an elite school, Realgymnasium, and couldn't wait to leave it behind. Everything

was taught in Hebrew and the teachers were all Jewish. Many students belonged to Zionist

movements like Hashomer Hazayir and Beitar. The sports organization, Maccabee, helped



students prepare for Aliyah to Israel.For as long as I can remember, even though it was quite a

distance, I would walk to school. Every morning, before we left for school, my mother would

give my brother and I a glass of heavy cream and a Danish. It was so cold that when you

walked out into the street your breath would freeze. Sometimes, when the weather was terrible,

we would take a city bus to school. Although insignificant, I can recall the man who sat across

from me on the bus would constantly blink. By the time we got off, I was doing the same

thing.School was difficult. We were given a good deal of homework, and if you didn’t pass a

course, you would have to be tutored during the summer. I was an average student and only

had difficulty understanding chemistry. In winter I was on the ice at the skating rink and in

autumn and spring, I would spend my days at Maccabee. I loved ping-pong and became a ping-

pong champion. Really, I was an athlete, not a scholar. My friends were plentiful and my life

was wonderful.Then, it was fashionable to be a communist in Lithuania. It was illegal, however,

to have anything to do with Russia, but you could be a communist. My father’s sister, Aunt

Shifra, was a communist. Every year, on the first day of May, they would display their

membership with the party by sending a pigeon with a red ribbon tied to it out their window. I

used to love watching this. I had a friend who lived across from my aunt and when I would visit,

my father would warn me against visiting my aunt because the communists would put me in

jail.My aunt, her husband, and her son fascinated me. You had to walk up to their, substandard,

top floor apartment and I would sneak up there all the time. There were always men discussing

the future of the world and Communism. They all seemed very intelligent and I was curious

about their discussions. They often had wonderful food to eat that was completely different

from the regular household food to which I was accustomed. Aunt Shifra's husband was a

communist too and because he had a good job, they flourished in the years 1939 and 1940.

When the Russians invaded Lithuania, the communists, including my aunt’s family, thought

they would be honored, but the Russians didn't want anything to do with them. When word of

the impending German occupation reached them through the Underground, my aunt, uncle,

and cousin left for Russia.My grandfather on my mother’s side, was a wonderful man. After my

grandmother's death, he married her sister, as was customary in those days. He was a very

good-looking man with a small, well-maintained beard who always dressed beautifully in a vest

with a gold watch attached to it. He and his wife lived in a small town and I remember they had

a lovely backyard with a big barn in it. I used to love that mysterious barn, full of beautiful

things, a small wagon, and copper dishes. My mother also had two brothers and a sister, who

sadly died at a young age before the war. My mother's family were all tall, blond, and good

looking.One of my uncles, Rachmeal, lived in Kibart, a small town on the Lithuanian-German

border. He was married to Rosa, who came from a substantially wealthy family in Libau, Latvia.

They weren’t young when they married, probably around 25 or 26 years old. Uncle Rachmeal

had a good job, was smart and spoke German like a German.Uncle Rachmeal and Rosa had a

large apartment in an affluent part of Kibart. I spent some time there during school holidays

and loved being with them. I can’t recall why, but they used to put grapefruits on the

windowsills. They loved the fresh air and kept the apartment windows open all year round – it

was so cold that they would put a hot water bottle in my bed to help keep me warm in winter.

Aunt Rosa was determined to learn English and would go to a teacher in Germany for lessons.

I remember going with her and, while waiting for her to finish, would marvel at the magnificently

large parlor with couches and a Persian rug.Uncle Heshel, my mother’s second brother,

actually ended up marrying a girl I knew from school, though the marriage was the result of a

well-thought-out plan she devised herself. She was infatuated with my uncle and was

determined that they were meant to be together. When my uncle was 27 years old, he went to



Polanga, a resort where young people vacationed. She found out his room number and rented

the room next door. All the rooms had balconies and her balcony was next to his. She waited

for him to go out onto his balcony and when he did, she walked out onto hers but without a top

on. That did it. He married her.Her name was Lena and she was an interesting young woman.

She was tall and blond, much like the rest of the family. They had to wait a year to get married

because she was still in high school but after they did, they rented a nice apartment facing the

Yemen River and invited me to visit them. I went to visit them one day and I arrived at around

11 o’clock but as Lena answered the door in an alluring white nightgown, I could see that they

weren’t expecting me. When I looked into the bedroom, I saw that the bedding was black. I ran

out in shock after seeing this. My uncle asked me to come back and told me Lena liked the

black bedding and that there was nothing wrong with it. But, in my young mind, it was

unsettling.They had a child but we lost contact with them when we were forced into the ghetto. I

later found out that Uncle Heshel and their child were killed. After the war, I met Lena in a café

in Paris, she was diabetic but was eating ice cream and cake. I asked her if eating the sugared

food was the best thing for her, and she responded saying that she no longer cared.During the

summer we went to the country. We usually took a boat to Kolotova, a beautiful resort town on

the Niemunas River, about 30 kilometers west of Kovno. Once, because my mother was

experiencing pain in her legs, possibly arthritis, we went to a popular spa in Biershtan. We

rented a cottage for the whole summer and my father would join us for the weekends, arriving

on Friday nights with a big bag of bagels. My mother would enjoy the mud baths and the

natural springs. We would go swimming and ride bicycles and we seldomly went to restaurants

because my mother liked to cook. If we did eat out, she would insist that we finish everything

on our plates because many starving people couldn’t afford to eat at restaurants.III. THE

RUSSIAN INVASION“It is well known that the Soviet Union closely regulates all organizations

and movements,including religion.”Billy GrahamMy idyllic life changed on June 16, 1940, when

the Russians invaded Lithuania. In addition to limiting the Jews’ freedom of movement, they

punished Lithuanians who they believed had helped the Germans. Initially, people were happy

the Russians had arrived and greeted them with parades and flowers but the Russians

gradually changed our way of life. All free institutions and Jewish communal organizations were

eliminated, Hebrew was banned and properties of many Jewish people were confiscated.The

Russians nationalized factories and privately owned stores, and in doing so, increased the

price of goods because of supply shortages. This was a harsh blow to the economy, felt

especially by the middle class, which was mainly Jewish. They introduced Russian history and

language in all schools and universities, we had to sing the Russian national anthem and they

indoctrinated us in the history of the Bolsheviks.On June 14, 1941, the Soviet secret police

carried out large scale arrests and deportations. Seven thousand Jews were among the tens of

thousands of Lithuanians sent to Siberia for internment in labor camps, not because of their

religion, but because they were capitalists. Although these Jews struggled under harsh

conditions, they were fortunate to have escaped the torture and killings of the impending

German invasion.We feared being sent to Siberia because of my father's affiliation with

Germany, but we were yet to understand the horrors in store for us at the hands of the

Germans. In the autumn of 1940, over 80 percent of the enterprises confiscated in Lithuania

belonged to Jews. For those who had businesses taken away from them, life got easier. Before

the Russians occupied Lithuania, success was measured by how prosperous one’s family was

in business. After the Russians came, and no longer concerned for the businesses that had

been confiscated, we were forced to prosper elsewhere, so many concentrated on excelling in

school – to create a better life.There were, however, some advantages to the Russians’ arrival.



The Russians abolished antisemitic laws. For the first time, higher education was made

available to both male and female Jewish students. Jewish people could work in government

and party offices. Many Jews were allowed to serve in state ministries and could be court

judges. Before the Russians arrived, these laws weren’t recognized and this confirmed the

Lithuanians belief that the Russian presence was powered by the Jews.A resistance group

called “The Lithuanian Activist Front” (LAF) was formed in Kovno which grew to 35,000

members. They referred to themselves as ‘partisans’ and were called ‘White Ribbons’ by others

because they wore white ribbons wrapped around their left arms. The LAF disseminated

antisemitic literature and blamed the Jews for the Russian occupation.The horror stories of

what the Germans were doing to the Jews started to reach us. Our relatives in Germany, who

were shopkeepers, wrote to us asking for our help to escape. The Germans had taken the

head of the family and said he would return in a few days. The Germans came back the next

day with a box that contained the man’s remains. My father helped bring the rest of the family

to Kovno. We couldn’t imagine that people were capable of doing these things, but the

escapees from Poland told us about the German atrocities.My parents knew that something

was very wrong and began planning an escape from Lithuania, but it was too late and they

were concerned about our ability to survive if something happened to my father. So, my father

went to see his family in Vilna and took a beautiful grey, fur-collared, woolen coat with him.

When he returned with the coat, the lining had been removed and replaced with mink skins. He

believed, if something happened to him, I could sell the coat for survival.IV. THE GERMAN

INVASION“There's a long road of suffering ahead of you. But don't lose courage. You've

already escaped the gravest danger: selection. So now, muster your strength, and don't lose

heart. We shall all see the day of liberation. Have faith in life. Above all else, have faith. Drive

out despair, and you will keep death away from yourselves. Hell is not for eternity. And now, a

prayer – or rather, a piece of advice: let there be comradeship among you. We are all brothers,

and we are all suffering the same fate. The same smoke floats over all our heads. Help one

another. It is the only way to survive.”Elie Wiesel, NightOn June 21, 1941, on my way to school

to collect my high school diploma, a bomb exploded nearby. I fell on the sidewalk and tore the

silk stockings my mother had saved for me to wear that day. I was so upset about the torn

stockings and in shock from the bomb blast that I forgot about collecting my diploma and ran

home. My father said, “The Germans made it after all. They are here!” I didn’t understand the

hell we were about to go through, yet.The German invasion gave the Lithuanians motivation to

ruthlessly attack Jews. SS Major Stahlecker offered help to partisan gangs who eradicated the

Jews. The LAF leaped into action and by noon on June 23, 1941, they had taken control of the

telegraph and telephone center, the central post office, police headquarters, arsenals, and the

radio station in Kovno. They had organized armed Lithuanian units known as

Schutzmannschaft.
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Reader, “Important holocaust story. We do not know much about the holocaust in Lithuania.

While we know about the concentration camps, we know little about the killings at Fort 7 and 9

in Kovno. Henny is an inspiration to us all. Because of her determination, she managed to

survive and start a new life in America. This story reminds us of the horrors people do to each

other. This is an excellent review of the happenings in the Kovno ghetto in Lithuania and the

horrors the Lithuanians did to the Jews.”

Hubert R. Hall, “Good Reading. This should be required reading in all schools. Our public

schools are not teaching that the Holocaust occurred. Relating human experiences in the 1st

person is one way to overcome this.”

A Luna, “Amazing strength. I’m amazed at the perseverance of the Jewish survivors of the

holocaust. I love most in this book that Henny and her husband chose to move on in love after

the atrocities done to them.”

KinWiccanLady25dle Reader, “A heartfelt story of survival. Dorothy Pierce tells about the true

story of a Holocaust Survivor in such a way that it truly hits deep in the readers heart.

Especially if the reader has a family member who lived during the Holocaust. My experience

reading this book and others like it feels very personal for I am a 2nd generation of a Holocaust

Survivor who would never open up about what happened during that horrible time in his life.”



Ebook Tops Reader, “Unbelievable. I would hope this book could be in all US high school and

college libraries. It was a beautiful story, but it is unreal as to how a culture could be so brutal

to another human being”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A great short to read book without the horrible details most books entail..

I have read many holocaust books and I find them all fascinating! I feel every book I read I

learn more and more about how one country of people could hate and murder so many. I’m

compelled to read and know the stories of those who survived and didn’t. This book is an easy

read and can be completed in a day. It’s not filled with horrible details of many holocaust books

so those who can’t stomach it can read this one but it does hurt your heart to know what they

went through. It never is. It’s a great introduction to those who want to learn about it. I would

recommend this book to everyone!!!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Historically excellent and moving.. This was an "I" book, not a SHE SAID

OR WE HAD THIS HAPPEN to us but it told in the first person. There fore the book was alive

and enticing to the the reader even though the knowledge of the horror of the holocaust was

know,SG'”

Katheryn Worrall, “Inspirational. I recommend this book straight from my heart . A memoir

written with such insight , such beauty in a very dark time .The author Dorothy Pierce did

Henny (who's memoir this is ) proud .You will find yourself carried into the time when to be a

Jew was worthless , you will feel sadness yet strength as the story takes you deep into the

Nazis final solution .Henny is a woman who just would not be broken , her determination to live

through the worse time in history is truly unbelievable .Do yourself a favour and read Hennys'

story it is inspirational.”

Wouldn't think they are blackout curtains, “A must read. Wonderful book to read, sad stories

but a must read for everyone to know what happened in WW2 to the Jewish people and many

others.”

Ebook Tops Custojmer, “Judy Wright. What an incredible women to survive all the pain and

suffering she went through it was a very harrowing book”

The book by Dorothy Pierce has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 248 people have provided feedback.
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