
As told to Devorie Kreiman  
by Rabbi Mordechai Tzvi (Mottel) Berkowitz
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A four-year-old boy on a crowded train sped towards 
a demolished bridge and a plunge to certain death, 

until Hashem redirected the course  
of his journey to life. 
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FEATURE: THE THIRD TRAIN

ne of my earliest memories is of being carried in a woven 
laundry basket—together with my younger brother Tan-

chum. My grandmother and my mother each held one 
handle of the basket and ran through the night with us. 

As a child survivor of the Holocaust, my memories of 
the war have fused, over the decades, with the stories my 
mother told me. But there are slivers of those years that 
I’ll never forget. The smells and the noise. The hunger. 

The niggun in the barracks. The last time I saw Tanchum. 
The weight of a grenade in my hand. My grandfather’s face. 

And I’ll never forget the feeling of stepping off the train into 
freedom.

I was born in 1940 in Füzesgyarmat, in southeast Hungary. My 
zeide, Reb Yeshaya Schwartz, was a glazier; he cut windows and 
installed them in the homes of Jews and non-Jews. My grandmother 
and my mother had a housewares store where they sold pots and 
pans, dishes, and china. My father was a salesman.

Portrait of Mottel Berkowitz by B.A. Van Sise
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A mehudar sefer Torah, wri�en by 
an expert sofer, a yerei Shomayim, 
for purchase—for your own merit, 
or for the memory of a loved one. 

Please contact Rabbi Zevi Waksberger: 

347.785.8917
◁  Email: o@waxb.co.il

◁   +97254.260.6214

Please inquire about our guide for acquiring a sefer Torah: 
Send a WhatsApp message to the number below and indicate
 “I would like to receive your guide to acquiring a sefer Torah.” 
Included:  13 tips for purchasing a sefer Torah 
successfully  |  20 points to agree on with the 
sofer  |  6 ideas for storing a sefer Torah safe 
from theft  |  3 rules for storing your sefer 
Torah safe from the elements. 

WhatsApp us today: 

The streets 
were lined with 
Hungarians 
watching the 
Yidden go. Some of 
them cheered as we 
passed. 

In 1943, my father was ordered into service in the Hun-
garian Army along with my mother’s brother, Chaim Eli-
yahu, and many other Jewish men of army age. I remember 
that when my father left, he was wearing a hat with fur that 
covered his ears.

Hungary’s Jews had been subjected to increasingly 
harsh anti-Semitic legislation as a result of the Hungarian 
alliance with Hitler. Under the Arrow Cross, the Hungar-
ian version of the Nazi Party, Jews were barred from many 
parts of life in Hungary. However, while most of Europe’s 
Jews were rounded up and murdered, the Jews of Hungary 
were spared—until 1944, when the Nazi troops entered 
Hungary and, with the support of the Hungarian govern-
ment, set out to make it “Judenrein.” 

The Jews of Füzesgyarmat were given a day’s notice. We 
had to leave our homes and move into the ghetto. I watched 
the frantic preparations. We were only allowed to take 
what we could carry, so people put on many layers of cloth-
ing. My grandfather went into the yard of our home and 
buried our family’s gold watches and jewelry. 

The streets were lined with Hungarians watching the 
Yidden go. Some of them cheered as we passed. In the 
ghetto, my mother, her parents, her sister, and Tanchum 
and I were squeezed into a room. I remember the sound of 
gunfire at night. 

We were warned that anyone caught with valuables or 
documents would be shot. I saw my mother shred our pa-
pers and photos. I don’t remember how long we were in the 
ghetto before we were taken to Szolnok in central Hungary. 

My family was lucky; we managed to stay together. A ba-
chur near us tried to go to his mother, and he was caught 
and hung by his hands. We slept outside in the open un-
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til we were moved to a brick factory in 
Austria, near Vienna. My mother and my 
grandfather were forced to work, making 
bricks. My grandmother was allowed to 
stay with me and Tanchum. The war was 
nearing its end. Allied planes were flying 
overhead, dropping bombs. The Germans 
were shooting at them. It was so loud. One 
night, the sky was red. My mother said it 
was Vienna burning. 

We were forced onto trains and brought 
to Bergen-Belsen. Miraculously, here, too, 
our family was  able to stay together. The 
Nazis had created a special camp, the 
Sonderlager, inside Bergen-Belsen, for 
families—as a show for the Red Cross. 

The prisoners at the Sonderlager didn’t 
do hard labor, but the camp was sur-
rounded by electric wires, and we had no 
protection from the elements. Many peo-
ple died from exposure and malnutrition. 
We had to stand for roll call, which took 
hours. Anyone who missed roll call was 
shot. To avoid the bombs of the Allies, roll 
call was done at night. When we were out-
side together, my mother told me, “Look 
up and see the stars.” They were big and 
bright. She said, “Those are the malachim 
crying for us.”

On Chanukah, the Red Cross gave every 
child in the Sonderlager a piece of bread 

the size of a domino with a dot of jam on 
it. I remember begging for another piece.

Tanchum and I became ill with dysen-
tery in Bergen-Belsen. It was hard for me 
to breathe. My mother managed to get a 
pot of hot water. She covered Tanchum 
and me with a blanket so we could in-
hale the steam. A German doctor showed 
up and gave my brother an injection; he 
wouldn’t tell my mother what it was. Tan-
chum choked and died in front of me. He 
was only two years old.

My mother was like a rock. Silent. Very 

still. She didn’t cry.
In our barracks, there was a Yid who 

had been a chazan before the war. One 
night, the others in the barrack—who 
were close to starvation themselves—
gave him crumbs from their bread so he 
would have the strength to sing. The Na-
zis had covered the windows and cracks 
to prevent any light from creating a target 
for night-time bombing, so the barracks 
were pitch black. I lay in the dark and lis-
tened to the chazan sing “Ani Maamin.” 
He died the next day.

The Nazis were losing the war; they 

rushed to murder as many Jews as pos-
sible. On Shabbos, April 7, 1945, we were 
taken from Bergen-Belsen and marched 
for a long time through the woods to 
the train station in Celle. Anyone who 
couldn’t keep up was shot. At the station, 
we were loaded into the cattle cars of 
three trains.  

The first train of that transport arrived 
at Theresienstadt. It’s not known if any 
of the people on the first train survived. 
The second train was liberated by the 
Russians. I was on the third train with my 

We came out of the train 
onto a grassy field. It was 
sunny and there were 
flowers growing, and 
butterflies in the air. 

Hillersleben
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mother and my grandparents. 
There were 2,500 prisoners on the third train, including 

a few hundred children. I remember the train stopping and 
starting. We were packed tightly together, and it was too dark 
to see much. There was a small opening at the top of the train 
that let in a crack of light during the day. Some people died on 
the train from typhus or from hunger. We heard shooting and 
explosions, and the air was smoky. We traveled for five days. 
We had only the bits of bread we’d managed to take from the 
camps. The stench in the car was unbearable. 

On the sixth day, our train approached the bridge over the 
Elbe River near the city of Magdeburg. It was Friday, April 13, 
1945, a day after President Franklin D. Roosevelt died. The Na-
zis ordered the engineer to stop the train in the middle of the 
bridge. They’d scheduled the bridge to be blown up at noon—
plunging the train and its passengers into the Elbe River. The 
engineer didn’t want to die, so he stopped the train before the 
bridge. It was a few minutes after 11:00 a.m. 

There was a loud rumbling. A tank. People who were looking 
out through the cracks shouted, “The Americans! The Ameri-
cans!” It was the 743rd Tank Battalion and the 30th Infantry 
Division of the US Army. 

The doors of the train opened. The Nazi guards started run-
ning away—many of them had changed into civilian clothing. 
Whoever could, left the train. Some people were too weak to 
move. Some crawled out. People were hugging and kissing the 
soldiers. Laughing out loud. Hysterical with disbelief and joy. 
A soldier held up the Magen David on his neck and said, “Ich 
bin a Yid.” 

One of the American soldiers, Major Clarence L. Benjamin, 
stood up in his jeep and snapped a photo of a woman holding 
the hand of a young girl—both of them running up the grassy 
hill. Behind them, the camera caught a few more survivors. 
Their faces are skeletal. One woman is smiling and her hands 
are held out wide in joy. Another seems to be crying. The box-
cars of the train, doors open, are visible in the background of 
the photo. 

We came out of the train onto a grassy field. It was sunny and 
there were flowers growing, and butterflies in the air. The sol-
diers gave us water and chocolate. I remember their shocked 
faces and their gentleness in dealing with us.

My zeide sat down on a green army blanket on the hillside. I 
went off to explore. The ground was littered with debris from 
planes that had been shot down. I saw piles of white fabric 
from parachutes scattered all around us. People were picking 
up the fabric. My mother took some of the thread. When we got 
to the DP camp, she used the thread from the parachutes to 
sew clothing.  
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I picked up a small round object. It 
looked like a toy and I brought it to my 
zeide to show him. He got very scared, 
took it from me and threw it, hard, away 
from us. As it left his hands, the grenade 
blew up, cutting him and making holes in 
his shoe and his blanket. The American 
soldiers treated him, and, baruch Hash-
em, he was okay.

Other units attached to the 30th Di-
vision, including medics, showed up to 
help. The soldiers drove their tanks to the 
neighboring German village of Farsleben 
and collected clothing and food for us. 

We were taken back onto the train—
this time to the front compartments with 
the plush seats that the Germans had 
used—and brought to the town of Hill-
ersleben. Our lice-infested clothing was 
burned. We bathed, were dusted with dis-
infectant and given new clothes. Our fam-
ily was given one of the little cottages on 
the premises. We had real beds with clean 
sheets. And food. They set up a hospital 
ward. Some of the survivors had to be car-

ried in. Many had to be fed intravenously. 
Hillersleben had been a German Luft-

waffe base and research facility. I saw 
typewriters in the rooms, and they fasci-
nated me. 

As we got stronger, my mother and my 
aunt took me for long walks outside. We 
looked at the squirrels and the birds. It 
was very peaceful and beautiful. Unfortu-
nately, over a hundred of the survivors of 
the camps died at Hillersleben. 

From Hillersleben, we traveled, again 
by train, back to Hungary. On our way, we 
stopped in Schwarzwald (Black Forest), 
in Germany. Schwarzwald has woods and 
mountain ranges and is the origin of the 
Danube River. It’s also the burial grounds 
of countless Yidden who were chained to-
gether to save bullets. They were shot and 
their bodies fell into the Danube River. In 
this place of beauty and horror, our family 
was gifted with another miracle.

My zeide took me to a barber for a hair-
cut. We were in the barbershop when my 
zeide’s only son, my mother’s brother, 

Chaim Eliyahu, walked in. We hadn’t 
heard from him since he’d been drafted 
four years earlier. 

My zeide came back with Chaim Eli-
yahu, and my mother fainted. When she 
came to, she started to cry. It was the first 
time she cried since the beginning of the 
war. And she couldn’t stop. She cried and 
cried and cried.

Chaim Eliyahu had been separated 
from my father and didn’t know where he 
was. He set out, ahead of us, to Hungary to 
search for him.

At the office set up for refugees, lists 
of survivors were printed and hung in 
the train stations so that those who were 
searching could see if their family mem-
bers had survived and know what trains 
they’d taken. The lists were updated often.  

Chaim Eliyahu found my father in Bu-
dapest and told him that my mother and I 
were alive and on our way back. My father 
ran to the train station, saw our names on 
the list, and knew what train we were on.  

I don’t remember much of my parents’ 
reunion, only that my father wanted to 
hold me, and I didn’t want to go to him. 
The last time I’d seen him, when I was 
three years old, he’d been wearing a fur 
hat. That was the image of him that I’d 
kept in my mind. At the train station, he 
didn’t have his fur hat, and I didn’t recog-
nize him. 

My father had his own tale of hardship 
and of miracles. He’d been a prisoner 
of war, a POW. As the Germans pushed 
deeper into Russia, the Russian troops, 
who were retreating, planted mines on 
roads and bridges to block the Germans. 
The Nazis forced the POWs, including 
my father and a large group of yeshi-
vah bachurim and yungeleit who were 
with him, to march ahead of them to test 
the ground for mines. Many POWs died 
from exploding mines. The POWs also 
did the back-breaking labor of rebuild-
ing bridges, shoveling snow and clearing 
the way for the German troops. When the 

My mother fainted. When 
she came to, she started to 
cry. It was the first time she 
cried since the beginning 
of the war. And she couldn’t 
stop. She cried and cried 
and cried.
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Russians fought with the Germans, the 
POWs changed hands, and my father and 
his group became prisoners of the Rus-
sians—who marched them deep into Rus-
sia to work in the coal mines. 

They sat in open cars, and the coal from 
the engines blew over them. My father de-
scribed himself as “blackened and starv-
ing.” People got sick and died. There was 
no medicine. In the winter they froze. In 
the summer months, they lived in the 
damp and the mud. 

My father and his friends made a chesh-
bon—based on the summer weather of 
rain, rain, and rain—that Yom Kippur 
was coming. How could they go into Yom 

Kippur without a mikvah? They dug a 
mud hole and the rain took care of the 
rest, and all the men in the group toiveled 
in the mikvah before Yom Kippur.

Towards the end of the war, Hungary 
was conquered by the Russian Army. The 
Russians asked among the prisoners for 
farmers to work the land. My father, who 
knew nothing about farming, volunteered 
and was granted permission to go home. 
He had to walk from Russia to Hungary—
a distance of over 5,000 km. He walked. 
Through snow. Without food. He had one 
sweater, but it became infested with lice, 
and he had to discard it. He dug for pota-
toes with his hands in the fields that he 

passed. Those raw potatoes kept him alive. 
One night, he was caught in a heavy 

snowstorm, and he lay down on the ground 
and thought about giving up. He didn’t 
have the koach to continue. And he had 
no idea if his wife and sons were still alive. 
Just then, a truck filled with Germans who 
were running away passed him, and a Ger-
man soldier reached out, grabbed him, 
and pulled him into the truck. He gave 
my father a hot drink and let him rest for 
a while before sending him back into the 
woods. My father kept going. He made it 
back to Hungary—to his sister who had 
survived the war with false papers. That’s 
where Chaim Eliyahu found him.

Our family went back to Füzesgyarmat. 
Hungarian non-Jews were living in our 
house. We had to rent a basement apart-
ment. My grandfather went into our yard 
and dug up the gold watches and jewelry 
he’d buried before we were forced into the 
ghetto. 

We went shopping in the marketplace, 
and some of the older non-Jewish women 
recognized my mother and hugged and 
kissed her. There was no kosher milk, 
so my grandparents bought goats and 
milked them.

Hungary was already under Stalin; 
wherever we looked, we saw flags of the 
hammer and the sickle. There was no 
Jewish community left, no life for us in 
Hungary anymore. My grandfather was 
too weak to travel, and my grandmother 
stayed behind with him. My mother had 
to say goodbye to her parents, knowing 
she’d probably never see them again. 
There were no phones. Only letters.

The Bricha movement was working to 
help Jews leave Communist countries. 
They helped us get to Vienna. The Roths-
child Hospital in Vienna became a hotel 
for displaced people, and we were given 
a room there. I remember Simchas Torah 
there. I stood on the steps and watched 
the men below me. They were dancing 
and crying. I was five years old, but I un-

My father and his friends 
made a cheshbon—based 
on the summer weather of 
rain, rain, and rain—that 
Yom Kippur was coming. 
How could they go into Yom 
Kippur without a mikvah? 

The train compartments that had been crammed with Jews
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derstood. They were dancing with joy at 
the liberation, and crying bitterly for the 
many who were lost. 

In Vienna, I caught typhus. There were 
no antibiotics. I was burning with high 
fever and had delirious dreams in which 
I saw bloody airplanes and bloody people 
and shooting; all the terrifying things I’d 
seen in the war came back to me. 

The doctor said I needed a blood trans-
fusion. They took a droplet of blood from 
me and a droplet from my father and put 
them together, but the two drops didn’t 
stick. Then they put a droplet of my moth-
er’s blood near mine and they stuck; they 
said that meant my mother was a match. 
She was in a bed near me, and her blood 
flowed from her body into mine. When 
the doctor started the transfusion and left 

the room, I was weak and lethargic. By the 
time he returned, I was hanging on one of 
the bars of the bed like a little monkey—
on my way to a full recovery.

It took us almost four years to get out 
of Europe. We stayed in a DP camp, and 
I went to cheder for the first time. I hadn’t 
learned anything in all the years of war, 
so I had to start with alef-beis. My parents 
had two children while they were waiting 
in the DP camp. My brother Shia was born 
in 1947, and my brother Aharon Dovid 
was born in 1948.

My parents talked about going to Eretz 
Yisrael, but in 1948, when the war broke 
out, my father said, “I’ve had enough war” 
and put in papers to go to America. My 
mother’s sister, who’d gone to America 
ahead of us, sent us affidavits. The He-

brew Immigrant Aid Society (HIAS) was 
renting stripped-down military ships 
to transport the refugees. Many of them 
were poorly made and barely seaworthy. 

In August of 1949, during the Three 
Weeks, our family was notified that we 
would be given passage to America. We 
traveled by train to Bremerhaven in Ger-
many, where we waited to be assigned 
to a ship. It was an uncomfortable time. 
Kosher food was hard to get. Men and 
women were separated. My mother had to 
manage on her own with me and my two 
younger brothers. 

My father heard the good news that we 
had places on a ship. The problem was 
that the ship was leaving on Shabbos. He 
went to the office of the Joint Commit-
tee, together with a group of other frum 
men, and asked the people in charge—all 
Jews—if they could board on Friday. The 
answer was very firm. “You have to come 
to the ship with all your belongings and 
sign papers on Shabbos. Not before.” 

When the men said they couldn’t do 
that, they were told, “In that case, you’ll 
have to wait for the next ship. We don’t 
know when it’s leaving. It could be months 
from now.” 

They repeated, “We’re not going to trav-
el on Shabbos” and turned to leave. They 
were almost out the door when the person 
in charge called them back and said, “I see 
you’re really serious about this. Okay. We 
have a ship leaving on Monday.”

The ship that left on Shabbos—with-
out us—went to Boston. Our ship left on 
Monday and headed to New York. All the 
other passengers slept in triple-decker 
beds—hundreds of men in one room and 
hundreds of women in the other. Because 
my parents had young children, they were 
given a separate room—one that had 
been designated for officers’ quarters. 
The women came to light their Shabbos 
candles in the safe that was in our room. 

We arrived at the port on the Upper 

My father heard the good 
news that we had places on 
a ship. The problem was 
that the ship was leaving on 
Shabbos. 

The rear of the third train
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West Side of Manhattan on a hot sum-
mer night. Everyone ran to the deck to see 
America. I was wearing pajamas. I looked 
out and saw lights flying by on the high-
way. I’d never seen so many cars at once. 
The boat docked, but we couldn’t leave 
until the paperwork was completed. In 
the morning, we saw the Statue of Liberty 
for the first time. I was nine years old. 

Our family stayed at a refugee hotel for 
a few months until my parents found an 
apartment. There were a few other boys 
close to my age, and we needed a yeshivah. 
Our fathers took us to visit the Klausen-
berger Rebbe. He told them, “You go back 
and leave your children here with me.” We 
didn’t even have a change of clothing with 
us. The Klausenberger Rebbe set up beds, 
found a teacher, and, on the spot, a yeshi-
vah ketanah was started. We learned lim-
mudei kodesh—except for one hour a day, 
when a teacher taught us English so we 
could communicate with others. 

Every Friday, my father came from 
Manhattan to pick me up and bring me 
home for Shabbos. He brought me back 
to Williamsburg on Sunday. 

After I got married, I worked as a 
shochet and a chazan. I’ve led the daven-
ing on Shabbos and the Yomim Nora’im 
in the Lubavitcher Rebbe’s shul, 770 East-
ern Parkway, for more than 30 years. 

At the Rebbe’s farbrengens, when they 
sang “Ani Maamin,” the Rebbe would cry. 
Every time I hear that niggun, I remember 
the chazan singing in the dark barracks of 
Bergen-Belsen and I’m overwhelmed with 
emotion. It has been nearly 80 years, and 
I still have nightmares. I dream that I’m in 
the camp, that I’m trying to hide.

I have questions about the Holocaust. 
Not: Why did this happen to me? What I 
want to know is: Why did I survive when 
so many others didn’t?

Officially, I’m a retiree. But a Yid doesn’t 
stop working in this world. I live in Deer-
field Beach, Florida, where I give shiurim 
in Chumash and Tanya. 

The story of the train is the story of my 
family. But it’s also part of a much bigger 
story, one that continued to evolve for de-
cades. It began with a project by Mr. Mat-
thew Rozell, a history teacher from Hud-
son Falls, New York. 

Mr. Rozell is an award-winning re-
searcher, author and speaker. He encour-
aged his students to go out into their com-
munity and collect oral histories from war 
veterans. In 2001, Mr. Rozell interviewed 
Carrol Walsh, former commander of the 
743rd Tank Battalion of the US Army. The 
commander’s daughter reminded her 
father to share the story of the train near 
Magdeburg. The commander brought out 
the photo that Major Clarence L. Benja-
min snapped when his tank came across 
the train; the photo had been forgotten in 
a shoebox for more than 50 years. 

Mr. Rozell, who is not Jewish, was 
deeply affected by the story. He tracked 
down additional photos taken that day 
by another soldier, Sgt. George C. Gross, 
and uploaded the story and the photos on 
the Living History page of his school web-
site, where it was discovered by historians 
working for the Bergen-Belsen Memorial. 
They shared the photos with some of the 
survivors. In 2006, Mr. Rozell was con-
tacted by a survivor—a woman who was 
seven years old on the day the train was 
liberated. Word spread. More and more 
survivors heard about Mr. Rozell’s re-
search and reached out to him.

Sixty-two years after the third train 
stopped just in time, the survivors—
many of whom had been children during 
the war—were reunited with the Ameri-
can soldiers and medics. The story made 
headlines and was picked up by news out-
lets in the US and abroad. The yearly re-
unions continued in the US, Canada and 
Israel. Over a span of 11 years, Mr. Rozell 
brought together 275 survivors—and 
their children and grandchildren—and 
their liberators. 

I don’t remember any of the other survi-
vors who were on the train with us, and I 
didn’t know about the reunions.

Matthew Rozell’s book, A Train Near 
Magdeburg, was published in 2016; it be-
came a best-seller. A documentary on the 

I have questions about the 
Holocaust. Not: Why did 
this happen to me? What 
I want to know is: Why did 
I survive when so many 
others didn’t?
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story is currently in the works. 
In the book, Mr. Rozell describes his 

visit to Jerusalem. He was studying at Yad 
Vashem for a few weeks when he heard 
about the death of the last of the Ameri-
can soldiers who had come across the 
train near Magdeburg. 

It was Shabbos. Mr. Rozell was in a hotel 
in Jerusalem and couldn’t sleep. He heard 
children cry and laugh outside his door. 

His reaction? “Lying in the dark, I feel a 
warmth deep within my soul that is cut-
ting through the sadness…These children 
are their legacy…G-d wanted me here in 
Jerusalem for this moment, when the last 
liberator left me.”

A memorial now stands at the site 
where the train stopped and a plaque tells 
the story.

My son Naftali is a classmate and friend 

of Rabbi Yehuda Teichtal, Chabad shl-
iach in Berlin. Magdeburg is an hour and 
a half away from the Chabad center in 
Berlin. Rabbi Teichtal regularly sends 
bachurim to Magdeburg to run Jewish 
activities. Naftali told Rabbi Teichtal the 
story of the train. Ten years ago, Rabbi 
Teichtal printed 100 Tanyas in a print 
shop in Magdeburg—as part of the move-
ment encouraged by the Lubavitcher 
Rebbe to print Tanyas wherever Yidden 
are found in order to add kedushah to the 
world. Rabbi Teichtal sent one of the Tan-
yas printed in Magdeburg to me.

Rabbi Teichtal explained, “Printing 
a Tanya in a place where a train full of 
Yidden came so close to dying and were 
saved is meaningful. Just as here, in Ber-
lin, on the same streets where the Nazis 
marched, more than 300 children walk 
to their Jewish school every day. Netzach 
Yisrael lo yeshaker.”

I’ve been zocheh to raise generations of 
Yidden: children, grandchildren, great-
grandchildren, bli ayin hara. Some-
times, I’m asked to share my experiences. 
I talk about my parents: a young couple 
separated for years, losing so much, who 
held strong in their Yiddishkeit. Where 
did they get their courage? I think of my 
mother standing next to me at night dur-
ing roll call in Bergen-Belsen, showing 
me the stars and talking about the mal-
achim, and of my father, freezing and 
starving, and helping to build a mikvah 
for Yom Kippur. Because a Yid is a Yid. 
No matter what. A Yid—in America or 
surrounded by Nazis—is connected to 
Hashem. 

And, even in the most desperate situ-
ation, the hand of Hashem can be seen. 
Every year, I make a Kiddush in honor of  
my liberation from Bergen-Belsen, and I 
tell the story of the train that was heading 
towards the bridge, towards death. The 
train that stopped—so we could live. l

“I feel a warmth deep 
within my soul that is 
cutting through the 
sadness…G-d wanted me 
here in Jerusalem for this 
moment, when the last 
liberator left me.”

A memorial at the site where the third train stopped
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