Wojna zaczela sie...
Mialam ile? Dziesiec¢ lat? Tak, dziesiec lat.

I ja bardzo chcialam wojne.

”The war started...
- How old was I? - Ten? - Yes.

And I wanted that war very much.”

- 0 wojnie przezywanej przez dziecko I 0 dorostej kobiecie, ktorej udato
si¢ wojne przezyC i z nig wygra¢ — we wspomnieniach bylej wig¢zniarki
dawnego niemieckiego nazistowskiego obozu dla polskich dzieci i
mtodziezy przy ulicy Przemystowej w Lodzi.

Juz wkrotce ukaze si¢ drugie wydanie wspomnien, a na stronie
www.obozprzyprzemyslowej.pl prezentujemy fragmenty ksiazki.

(Urszula Sochacka - Eee... tam, takiego obozu nie bylo — wspomnienia Genowefy Kowalczuk — bylej wiezniarki
obozu przy ulicy Przemystowej w Lodzi - EEE... TAM (anyway,) there was no such a camp, the memories of
Genowefa Kowalczuk the former child prisoner of the German Nazi camp on Przemystowa Street in £.60dz, Poland)

Razem my te wojne wywolali

Genowefa Kowalczuk: Haaa. Razem wywotali my t¢ wojng.

Urszula Sochacka: 7o znaczy?

No, wojna zaczela si¢... Mialam ile? Dziesig¢ lat? Tak, dziesig¢ lat. I ja bardzo chciatam wojne.
Ale jak to?

Dlatego, ze u nas dziadek miat takie radyjko, co mato kto miat w Polsce. I przychodzili te chtopy
stuchaé. I to byto dla mnie bardzo dobre, bo ja kochatam ludzi. Wojna si¢ miala zacza¢ i oni
przychodzili stucha¢. I co ktore przyszto, to jakas$ landrynke mi przyniosto albo cos. I ja tak stale
moéwitam: ,,Dziadek, ja chce t¢ wojne!”. No 1 jest piatek, i wojna wybuchla. Pamigtam, Ze babcia
miala gotowac fasole. Fasola to byla, pamietam, bo jak my wrocili z ucieczki, to ta fasola
wyrosta. Zamoczona fasola byta i wyrosta. Wuja przyszedl wtedy do nas, zeby i$¢ mu po
machorke. Mial taki woreczek 1 te pienigdze mial w tym woreczku. I mowie: ,,Wuja, dej mi na
dropsy!”. A on na to: ,,Nie mom pieniedzy”. ,,Masz tu taki worek duzy. Zabija cie, ha, ha, ha,
zabijg cig, a pienigdz zostanie” — powiedziala Gienia. Przyniostam mu t¢ machorke, juz miat iS¢,
1 mowi: ,,To ja ide teraz do Kasi, zeby juz obiad gotowala”. ,,Ja dopiero bed¢ pierwsze danie
robi¢” — moja babcia na to. Uszedt na jakie§ pigcdziesigt metrow 1 zaczeli strzelaé. Armaty z
granicy. No i to si¢ zaczg¢to. Babcia tylko wyciagla soki, zeby wzia¢ ze soba, 1 mnie dala parg
tych wisni w spirytusie. Data mi tych par¢ wisni, nieduzo. Moze, zebym si¢ nie opita. To tam
moze pigé czy sze$é tych takich matych byto. Zebym se zjadta. Ale jak zaczeli strzelag, to ja juz
tego nie zjadtam. I tylko do dziadka! Dziadek miat kurtke. To te rece do kieszeni, do jego kurtki
wsadzitam. Znalaztam w ty kieszeni ksiazeczke do modlitwy, no i... Jak ta ksigzeczke bede
trzymac, myslalam, to tej wojny juz nie bedzie.


http://www.obozprzyprzemyslowej.pl/

A dziadek?

Ja rgce w jego kieszeniach, a on lata i nic tylko: ,, Trzeba wzig¢ krowe, zeby my mieli mleko,
trzeba wzig¢ krowe...”. A te krowy to latalty po tym ogrodzie, jakby si¢ zegzity. Bo to strasznie
szumiato, bo w ogrodzie byly wielkie jabtonie, to po tych liSciach chyba tak niosto od armat, jak
strzelaly. No, w kazdym badz razie tg krowe z biedg ztapat. A ja nic tylko: ,,Dziadek, ja juz nie
chce ty wojny! Ja nie chcg wojny!”. ,,No, ale co ja ci zrobig, dziecko, jak ze$ tak chciata ty
wojny, to co ja ci teraz poradze?”’. Wzial jakie$ pinkle, jakie$ pierzyny, nie wiem, co tam my
jeszcze wzigli. Uciekamy do wieruszowskiego lasu. I jeszcze ta Maryla.

Maryla?

O dwa lata starsza ode mnie, ale to ciotka moja byta. Cérka najmiodsza cioci Kasi i tego wuja od
machorki. Ona wtedy poszta z dziewczynami ogladac zasieki, to nie widziala...

Nie wiedziala?

Jak wtedy mdj wuja doszedl do domu, to ciocia lezata na podworku. Zakrwawiony brzuch miata,
ale jeszcze zyta. On wyciagnat pierzyne z domu na ganek. Potozyt ja tam. A ona, zeby po Maryle
leciat! Bo zasieki poszta ogladac.

1 znalazt jg?

On chciat woda ja polag, ale ty wody jako$ nie bylo, wiec do Prosny polecial. Ale jak wrocit z ty
rzeki, to ona juz nie zyta...

Ta ciocia Kasia, tak?

Tak, tak. A jak on szedl z ta woda, to dostat w jeden bok. A potem chyba, jak na te zasieki... w
drugi... Podobno zmarl gdzie§ w stajni jakiejs$, bo to z wojskiem zostawili ich tam. W niedziele
zmart. To od piatku w tych bélach, w tym wszystkim.

A Maryla? Co z Marylg?

My w tym wieruszowskim lesie i Maryla z nami tez. A wiedzieli juz tam ludzie, wiedzieli, co
jest grane, bo to jeden drugiemu tam powiedziat. I jak Maryla chciala wraca¢ do domu, to ja w
naszg stron¢ skierowali, ze niby tam mama, tata i my sg razem. A to byto dziecko. Jak ja miatam
dziesie¢ lat, to ona dwanascie. No 1 tak, Ze ona jak tylko doszta juz do nas, to: ,,A gdzie mama?”.
A my juz tak co$ wiedzieli, ze niby ranna... Ale naraz na rowerze chlop, Ze ta 1 ta zabita, ten 1 ten
zraniony! To o tych jej rodzicach bylo. Maryla ptacz, ja ptacz. No i tak obie my stali. I jak ona:
,»Boze, spus¢ bombe!”, to ja: ,,Boze, spus¢ bombe!”. Nosy mieliSmy takie zapuchnigte z tego
placzu, z tego wszystkiego. Przy studni my stali, zeby wody... 1 tak bez konca: ,,Boze, spusé
bombe, 1 spus¢ bombe!”. Ale ta bomba nie spadia. I my poszli gdzie$s pod Piotrkow. Ile$ to dni
tam byto. A ja z tym kubkiem.

Z kubkiem?

Kubek i te wisnie, pi¢¢ wisni chyba. Bo ja, co mi chcieli w nocy wyrwac te wisnie, to ja juz si¢
budzitam 1 wrzeszczatam. To byto juz chyba z tydzien, jak ja dalej z tym... z t3 wisienkg. Nie
byto nikomu wolno ruszy¢. Nic tylko chodzitam z tym. No 1 pod Piotrkowem zaczgli tam znowu
strzela¢, po drodze byly trupy, i mowili: ,,Zabijaja, odcinajg...”. Cuda, no, cuda! Ale to byta
glupota z wojskiem razem i§¢! Bo to pod prad si¢ szto. No, ale jesteSmy gdzie§ tam za
Piotrkowem, w lesie, a to juz strzelali tak pu-pu-pu-pu-pu i stycha¢: ,,Gazy beda puszczac!
Gazy!”. Dziadek tap Maryle, lap mnie, a on na nas. Nakryt nas ciatem swoim. Tam miaty$my
chyba co$ na twarz, gdyby te gazy... ale nie byly to gazy, na szczgscie. I dziecko strasznie
zaczeto plakaé. ,,Dziadek, dlaczego to dziecko ptacze?”. ,,Bo ono jest glodne. Widzisz, ono chce
mleka, a my mamy krowe 1 ta krowa ma mleko, tylko nie mamy garnczka, zeby my mogli da¢
temu dziecku to mleko”. Tak probowat mi ten kubek jakos... Bo ja nawet jak chciatlam, zeby mi
bylo 1zej z tymi pierzynami i zlapatam si¢ za woz, to, jak ten chlop z tego wozu mnie po tapach
bit tym biczyskiem, to po jednej mnie bit, a w ty drugiej ja stale trzymatam te wisienki. Tak si¢



przelektam tej wojny.

WE ALL BROUGHT THAT WAR OUT

Genowefa Kowalczuk: ”Well, we all brought that war out.”

Urszula Sochacka: "It means...?”

”The war started... - How old was I? - Ten? - Yes. And I wanted that war very much.”
"How so?”

”Because my grandpa had that small radio - hardly anybody had radios in Poland those times.
So those men would come to listen to the radio. And that was very good for me, because | loved
people. The war was about to start and they would come. Some of them would come and give
me a candy, or something... And so I would say: ’Grandpa, I want this war!’. And so it’s Friday,
and the war broke out. | remember, my grandma was about to cook beans. Beans those were,
because when we came back from the run, those beans were grown. - Covered with water they
were and they grew. My Wuja (uncle) came to us then, and | would fetch him some machorka.
He had that small bag, and those coins he had in that small bag. And so I said: ‘Wuja, give me
some on candy!’.

- ‘I don’t have any money.’, he responded. - “You’ve got such a big bag, ha, ha, they will kill
you and the money will stay.’, said Gienia. | brought him that machorka, he was about to leave.
- ‘I’'m going now to Kasia, so she would start cooking dinner.’, he said. - ‘I’m only about to start
cooking the first dish.’, replied my grandma. He managed to walk away some fifty meters and
they started to shoot. Cannons from the border. And so it started. My grandma was taking out
bottles with juice - to take them with us, and she gave me a few of those cherries in spirytus. Not
many — so I wouldn’t get drunk, I suppose. Five or six small ones were there for me to eat. But
when they started to shoot, I wasn’t able to. I run to my grandpa. He had that jacket. | put my
hands into the pocket in his jacket. | found a small book with prayers there. If | held on to it, the
war would be no longer, I thought.”

“And your grandpa?”

”I’m with my hands in his pocket, and he is running around. And only repeating himself: ‘We’ve
got to take a cow, so we would have some milk, we’ve got to take a cow.’. But those cows were
running wild in the garden. There was that terrible rustle of those huge apple trees, their leaves
carried the noise of cannons’ shooting. Anyway, he managed to catch that cow — with the great
effort. I kept shouting: ‘Grandpa, I don’t want this war anymore!’. - ‘Child, what can | do now,
when you wanted this war so much, what can [ do now?’, he answered. He gathered some things,
some featherbeds, I don’t know, what else. We are escaping into the Wieruszow’s forest. And
that Maryla...”

“"Maryla?”
”She was only two years older than I, but she was my aunt. She was the youngest daughter of my
aunt Kasia and that uncle with machorka. At that time, she went with other girls to look at the

entanglements, so she didn’t know...”

”She didn’t know, what...?”



”When my Wuja reached the house, my aunt lay in the courtyard. She had blood on her belly, but
she was alive. He pulled a featherbed out of the house and onto the porch. And he put her there.
But she wanted him to run and find Maryla, who had gone to look at the entanglements.”

., Did he find her?”

”He wanted to pour some water on her but, somehow, there was none. So he ran to the river
Prosna. But when he returned, she was dead.”

“That aunt Kasia?”

”Yes. And when he was carrying that water, he got shot from one side. Later, close to those
entanglements, from his other side. Supposedly, he died in some stable, where he was left with
the army. He died on Sunday, so since Friday, in those pains...”

“And Maryla? What about Maryla?”

”In the Wieruszoéw’s forest, with us. People knew, what was going on, since one would tell
another. So, when Maryla wanted to return home, they directed her to us - supposedly, that her
mother and her father were together with us. She was a child, | was ten, so she was twelve at that
time. So when she reached us, right then: ‘Where is my mother?’, she asked. We had some idea
about what had happened, so we would say, that: ‘she was wounded...”. - Out of the sudden, a
man on a bicycle shouted that this and this: ‘dead’, and this and this: ‘wounded’! That was about
her parents. Maryla started crying, | started crying. So, both of us were standing, like that. And
when she cried: ‘God, throw down a bomb!” - so did I. Our noses were swollen from

crying, from all of that. We were standing by a well - so to have some water, and: ‘God, throw
down a bomb!’ - with no end. But that bomb didn’t fall down, so we went somewhere close to
Piotrkow. A few days, we were there. And I, with that cup - the whole time.”

"With the cup?”

”The cup with those cherries, about five of them. Myself, when they wanted to take away those
cherries - at night, | would wake up and scream. It was about a week later, and | would still be
with that - those cherries. Nobody could touch them. | would always take those with me.

Close to Piotrkow, they started to shoot, again. There were corpses on the road. It was heard:
‘they kill, they cut off...” - terrible things! But it was stupid to go with the army, because they
were going in the opposite direction. Well, but we are somewhere past Piotrkow, in the forest,
and they were shooting something like: pu-pu-pu-pu-pu, and we could hear: ‘Gases they will let!
Gases!’. My grandpa caught Maryla, he caught me, and he covered us with his own body. We
had something to put on the face — in case there had been gases... Luckily, there were no gases.
Suddenly, a child started to cry awfully. - ‘Grandpa, why is this child crying?’, I asked. -
‘Because the child is hungry. You see, the child wants milk, and we have a cow, and the cow has
milk, but we haven’t got a cup to give this child any milk.”. - He was trying to take away that cup
from me. Because I, even when | wanted to ease the weight of the featherbeds, by holding onto
some cart, and the man from that cart would beat me with his whip on one hand, | would still
hold my cup with cherries in the other hand. - I was that scared of that war.”

(translation — Sochacka)



