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    The story is based on Israeli judicial protocols, articles, and testimonies published from time to time over the years concerning those who dealt with one of the largest rescue operations for Jews during the Second World War on Hungarian soil under Nazi occupation.

    There are major disagreements between various Israeli society elements about how the same figures contributed to the rescue of Jews in Hungary and the extent of their involvement in the rescue.

    I do not take a position or side with any factor, and I do not pretend to present my version of what really happened.

    In all fairness, it should also be noted that I am not a descendant of Holocaust survivors. I was exposed to this amazing story by chance while at a conference on the Holocaust in Kibbutz Nir Galim. Some of the Holocaust survivors from Hungary now live in this kibbutz and found it necessary to tell it to the general public. In this story, I try to give additional perspectives to the characters, their actions, and their disagreements.

    A pseudonym mentions the characters who actively participated in the rescue of the Jews because of their dignity. On the other hand, I have permitted myself to leave in the real names of the figures who participated in the extermination of the Jews and those who collaborated.

    This is the story of the heroism of leaders who have never been recognized for their contribution to the rescue of the Jews and who have been forgotten in the pages of history...

    

  
    
    

    Forced Labor

    

    
    

    

    Heavy rain fell on his head in the freezing cold. Pinchas looked sideways and saw a Hungarian soldier harnessing two Jews in a heavy wagon loaded with boxes of ammunition as if they were horses and then gave them an explicit order to pull the wagon with all their might. The wagon was stuck in the mud and refused to move. The soldier reached out and hit one of them with force. "Faster idler, I don't have all day." The Jew fell to the ground, twisted, and screamed in pain, blood dripping from his head.

    The soldier aimed his rifle at him. The Jew got up quickly and tried with all his might to pull the cart but to no avail. The soldier shot him, and he died instantly.

    Seeing that his efforts had been in vain, he brought two other Jews and tied them to the cart. "Pull by force,” he shouted, and the cart began to move slowly from its place.

    The soldier looked at them with abject hatred and pulled the cart with great effort; in his eyes, they were sub-humans, inferior creatures. He yelled at them with his shrill voice, and the cart continued to move lazily.

    The night was jet black, the stars were not visible in the sky, light flashes of explosions were seen on the horizon, bullet splashes pierced the darkness, and the cold continued to penetrate the bones and freeze the blood. The clothes Pinchas was wearing were completely wet, worn, dirty, and smelly.

    Suddenly, a roar was heard from a Hungarian officer standing nearby. "Hey, you, keep digging, or you'll be taken away from me."

    Pinchas was scared and started to dig faster. The canal that formed the main line of defense now seemed deeper but not deep enough.

    Another cluster of bombings and explosions now sounded closer. The cries of a fragment of wounded soldiers were heard at a great distance from it.

    Pinchas continued to dig harder; hunger and braiding constantly pestered him, the cold beat him mercilessly, and fatigue was about to subdue him at any moment.

    Pinchas tried to stay alert and continued digging. He didn't know how deep he would dig, he imagined until they could barely see his head sticking out.

    Sometimes, he would put the shovel on the ground for a short time, waiting for the raindrops to accumulate and collect liquid mixed with mud. Then pick up the shovel without anyone seeing and drinking it in thirst.

    A German fighter plane with a black cross emblem in a white circle on the wing passed overhead with a deafening engine buzzing on its way to the battlefield. From time to time, the sky turned red from the lightning of the bombardment.

    The Hungarian officer shouted to stop the work and come for food.

    Pinchas hadn't eaten for four days. He climbed out of the ditch with the rest of his strength, and within a short time, he was standing in a long queue for food.

    A thick-bellied Hungarian soldier with a thick mustache opened a huge pot with soup made mainly of brown water and poured it with the ladle for each turn into a small metal cup, also adding a small piece of stale bread.

    "Next," he shouted loudly.

    When it was Pinchas' turn, the brown liquid became thicker. He served the metal cup, and the soldier poured the liquid into it and did not give him a piece of bread.

    Despite the little he received, Pinchas tried to eat as slowly as possible so as not to finish.

    When the break was over, the harvest shouted, "Go back to work," and the forced laborers quickly returned to their places and continued their work.

    Pinchas went back into the canal and took advantage of the fact that no one was paying attention to him, closed his eyes, and fell asleep. After a while, he heard a shot and woke up in a panic, noticing a Jew lying lifeless on the ground next to him.

    "Keep on working, you idlers,” called the officer to all the curious, and they soon returned to their activities.

    At dawn, the horror became apparent. Dozens of workers' bodies were scattered everywhere, and the foul smell of rot was spreading through the air.

    The silence that prevailed in the early hours of the morning was violated, and once again, there were heavy bombardments and an endless barrage of gunfire. Two Hungarian soldiers were killed instantly, and one wounded man groaned in pain after being shot in the stomach.

    Days passed, and more victims were killed every day; Pinchas didn't know how long it had been since his arrival, weeks, maybe months. He had lost his sense of time, and time now seemed insignificant.

    Aspiring to the healthy life that preceded the war only sowed salt on his wounds. Pinchas missed his family, his friends, especially Voshik, who made him laugh a lot; he missed spending time in pleasure houses, freedom, abundance, the whole atmosphere. He could almost smell his mother's stews on Saturdays and every other day. He recalled the company his father set up, a glass trading house that had been his life, and how he’d helped run it with his brother.

    Pinchas remembered how one day at lunchtime, he heard a loud knock at the house door. Two Hungarian soldiers came inside, one of them delivered a booklet and called his name out loud and, having identified himself, took him by force from his house.

    How life had turned upside down and suddenly transformed a person with the joy of life into a person without a name, without anything, an inferior creature without value and rights, who struggles daily to maintain a human image and survive in hell, an impossible reality. I wish that all this nightmare will soon end, he said in his heart, but the nightmare only got worse, spreading and threatening.

    Staying alive, it is essential to stay alive, not be broken, and hope for the best, he often said in his heart.

    Suddenly, he heard a voice shouting out loud to him, "Hey, you." Pinchas looked up and saw an officer pointing at him. "You, yes, come here."

    Pinchas left the trench, took the shovel with him, and quickly approached him, standing in front of him with a humiliating look at the ground.

    It is forbidden to look at the officer's face; it would end in death in most cases. The officer never hesitated to shoot the employee who was looking at him. He had a kind of murderous look in his eyes; it seemed that he liked to kill Jews as if they were a worthless nuisance to him.

    The officer called for about twenty more workers. All of them quickly lined up one after another with their eyes down, then he called for three soldiers and said, "Take them quickly to the remote area near the town of Rostov; the Germans need workers for road construction."

    The soldiers made sure the workers were in pairs. Two of them stood at the beginning of the line in the rear-guard, and the third led the convoy and shouted, "Come on, go."

    The workers started to walk; those who failed and fell had to get up quickly and continue walking. Sometimes, their friends supported them and helped them to get up. At best, all those who failed to get up had a blow with the goddess or, at worst, were shot.

    Pinchas' shoes were worn out; he suffered from warts on his foot, frostbite, and had difficulty walking, but he knew that if he stopped, or God forbid, fell, it might be the end for him.

    The soldier at the back shouted, "Come on, move faster, we don't have all day."

    Pinchas sped up his march, but a little later, he got tired and went back to walking at his usual pace.

    The walkers crossed a deserted field. Pinchas saw rotten potatoes on the muddy ground and pieces of potato peelings. Apparently, he thought to himself, the German soldiers had passed here before and cleared this field.

    Pinchas thought he would bend over and pick up one or two potatoes, even if they were rotten. He looked to the sides to see that no one noticed him, but despite the famine, he decided not to take any chances; if he climbed, he would pay with his life.

    The road was long, winding, and muddy. Pinchas couldn't remember how long he had walked or how far he had gone. It started to rain heavily on his head relentlessly. There was nowhere to hide and take shelter. The soldiers kept pushing the forced laborers to march and walk, and anyone who stumbled and fell was shot.

    The marchers crossed deserted groves where death lurked on all sides. The bodies of the Jews in advanced decomposition were seen scattered here and there, on the surface of the muddy ground, a stench coming from them. Pinchas concluded that similar convoys like him must have passed there.

    Pinchas was exhausted, his legs tormented to move. Gosha, one of the workers near him, whispered in his ear, "What are you doing? You must go. I will help you."

    Gosha placed his hand on Pinchas' shoulder. Pinchas leaned on him, and Gosha helped him walk.

    The walkers reached the forest’s outskirts and saw tall trees, some scorched by the ravages of war. They entered and continued walking. The rain continued to fall in great quantities. In the background, thunder and lightning were heard shaking the grey sky.

    The forced laborers continued to walk. The rain started to subside until it stopped completely, the muddy ground making it difficult to continue walking.

    When they reached the edge of the forest, they noticed an abandoned barn from afar. One of the soldiers shouted loudly, "Get along, get along, we are almost there."

    The night began to fall, the echoes of the explosions were heard approaching, each time violating the oppressive silence. Arriving in the barn, the soldiers gathered all the forced laborers and asked them to take off their rags. Pinchas undressed and remained naked as the day he was born.

    The soldiers watched them in amusement as they undressed, pointing their rifles at them. "Come in, filth," one of them shouted in a shrill voice. The forced laborers did what they were ordered to do. When they were all inside, one of the soldiers locked the barn door from the outside.

    The forced laborers were worried about their fate. They didn't know if the soldiers would burn the barn and burn them alive or maybe kill them at dawn.

    Pinchas and Gosha settled in one of the corners of the barn. "We have to escape," Gosha whispered to Pinchas.

    “How? Everything is closed here," he replied.

    "We'll wait until everyone falls asleep, and then we'll look for a way to escape," Gosha whispered.

    Gosha woke Pinchas from his sleep in the dead of night. Pinchas woke up, his body trembling with cold and saw everyone around him asleep.

    Gosha told him to reach the end of the barn, where there were no forced laborers.

    The barn walls were built with dilapidated wooden beams, and within a short time, the two of them managed to quietly tear them out of their places one by one until they broke a hole big enough for a body to pass through.

    Gosha came out first and started to run naked in an unknown direction.

    Pinchas followed him and couldn't find him in the dark, couldn't call him either, afraid of waking up the soldiers on guard.

    

  
    
    

    The Escape

    

    
    

    

    Pinchas didn't know where to turn, which way to choose. Any path for him could be just as dangerous, and the entire course of death hides and frees itself as prey.

    Naked, Pinchas chose a random direction and started running in the dark; after a while, he came to an abandoned road full of holes. He noticed the body of a Hungarian soldier lying on the ground soaked in the blood.

    Pinchas began to remove the clothes of the deceased; the stripping was not easy, as the clothes were punctured and torn. Finally, he managed to undress and wear them. Inside one of the pockets of the shirt, he found the certificate of the deceased. He examined it and discovered that the deceased’s name was Ragnar, and he was a mechanic. 

    Heavy rains began to fall again, and Pinchas got wet. At first, he walked along the road. At one point, he feared that a vehicle might come along, and someone could recognize that he was escaping, so he went off the road and started walking in the bushes, suspiciously examining his surroundings.

    Suddenly, he saw a small village in the distance and started walking towards it. When he reached the outskirts of the village, he smelled freshly baked bread.

    Pinchas walked towards the smell as if an invisible hand was pulling him there without him being able to resist it.

    At the door of the house, there was a sign: 'mafia.' Pinchas began to saunter towards the door, his empty stomach making strange sounds, and hunger darkening his senses.

    At the mafia entrance stood a baker, a small man with a black waistcoat and wide trousers, arranging the loaves on one of the shelves. When the baker noticed that Pinchas approached him, he took one of the bread loaves and kindly reached out his hand.  But suddenly, he heard the voice of his wife from the mafia saying, "He is Jewish. Put the bread back and send him to hell."

    The baker did as she commanded, and the disappointed Pinchas was forced to continue on his way, hungry and thirsty.

    The rain stopped unexpectedly. Pinchas passed several houses in search of a place to spend the night. But fearing to climb, he finally decided to leave the village and move on to an unknown destination.

    The worn-out clothes he was wearing did not protect his slim body, which trembled with cold. At the border of the village, he crossed an abandoned playground. Not far away was the road leading out of the village.

    Pinchas crossed the road, entered the high bushes, and continued walking parallel to the road, sometimes looking at the horizon in anticipation of finding a hiding place. Suddenly, before his eyes was a deserted hut surrounded by a low barbed-wire fence, fields of unripe corn surrounding it.

    Pinchas advanced, quickening his steps, breathing heavily. As he struggled, he saw four figures emerging from the house; they stood up and began to stare at him. When he had struggled enough, he recognized that three of them were Jews like him but appeared to be dressed in relatively clean clothes. The fourth character was the image of a Russian defector. Pinchas thought that he had probably escaped from a prison camp. 

    The four of them seemed to be in a good mood, and they welcomed him warmly, talked a little with him, and invited him inside.

    One of them, called Grisha, gave him a wool blanket to protect himself from the horror of the cold. The second one, called Gretel, gave him shoes in good condition that belonged to a German soldier killed in the war.

    For several days Pinchas stayed inside the cabin, ate what little food he had, drank, and grew stronger. He didn't see any Hungarian or German soldiers from his surroundings, and he felt that the horrors he experienced in the front-line labor force had ended for him.

    The night was falling, the cold took over and threatened to freeze everyone, the oppressive silence sharpened the senses to every little noise. Pinchas lay down on the floor near the wall, together with the rest of the people present, getting ready to sleep, but many thoughts ran through his mind, especially longing for the members of his family who kept sleep away from his eyes.

    Grisha took the opportunity to chat and told him that he had a clothes shop near Freedom Square in Budapest, and before the war broke out, he was pretty successful. When the war is over, he said he would go back to selling clothes. He added that he was married and had two small children who hadn't seen him for a long time.

    Just before Pinchas fell asleep, he decided that the following day, he would leave the cabin and go back to his hometown, Budapest. Although he had no idea where he was, where he would have to turn, and even worse, how far away he would pass and what dangers he would encounter on his way.

    Suddenly, they heard steps approaching the front door. Someone deflected the wooden beam guarding the door, and the door slowly opened. Several figures entered the room, one of them had a flashlight, and it was shining in the elders’ faces.

    "Look at these mice, hiding in their holes," said the owner to the one holding the flashlight.

    "Hey, get up quickly and get out, poor Jews," ordered the one holding the flashlight.

    Pinchas looked up and saw two members of the Arrow Cross party before his eyes, pointing their weapons at him.

    The Arrow Cross was a pro-Nazi, racist and anti-Semitic party that operated in Hungary during World War II. The leader of the party was Franz Szálasi (Selshi), a retired military officer.

    The four got up on their feet and walked out with their hands up without any hesitation.

    The house owner was proud to expose them and said to the people of the Arrow Cross, "I told you I had something good for you."

    They smiled at him, thanked him, and then led the four out of the field.

    For more than a day, the four were led on a walk to an abandoned factory to create building materials.

    As Pinchas approached the factory, he saw a dozen other Jewish deserters held captive under strict guard.

    A vigorous commander led the defectors to one of the nearest hills and ordered everyone to stand in line.

    "Turn now to the Russians you were expecting; perhaps they will help you," he said scornfully.

    One of the defectors began to cry, "We didn't wait....”

    The commander pulled out the gun and fired at the mediator in the head.

    The Jew fell to the ground and died on the spot; a bloodstain began to spread on the muddy ground.

    The defectors trembled with fear and turned their faces towards the area from where the Russians were attacking. Pinchas prayed in his heart that he would not die. You must hold on to any hope; there must be hope. Think of the good life you have had, think of the family...

    Suddenly, several simple shots were heard, accompanied by light flashes of splashes and the brimstone smell. The defectors began to fall one after the other. The painful groans of the wounded were silenced with another shot.

    Pinchas closed his eyes, not wanting to see the horrible sight, and prayed in his heart.

    Another bullet fired and rubbed his head. Pinchas fell to the ground, hit one of the rocks and lost consciousness. Darkness caught up with him and threatened to swallow him. Silence suddenly prevailed; even the cries of pain stopped.

    Pinchas couldn't remember how long he had been lying on the icy ground, among dozens of bodies lying next to him in a huge pool of blood.

    When he was sure that all the summers were over, he suddenly heard voices approaching him. Pinchas heard two men talking to each other.

    "I think he's slightly injured, let's take him away."

    The darkness slowly began to fade. Pinchas suddenly opened his eyes and found himself lying on a bed in a tent with a headache and a strong desire to vomit.

    Pinchas saw three thin, bearded figures standing around him and looking at him perplexed.

    "How do you feel? Where does it hurt?" One of them, called Rajak, asked him.

    Pinchas looked scared. "Where am I? Who are you?" he asked.

    "Don't be afraid; we are Jews like you,” answered Rajak.

    "Where is everybody?" Pinchas asked anxiously.

    "Everyone is dead; only you are still alive," he replied.

    The Jewish doctor treated Pinchas' wounds; he noticed that he had no real damage, only a concussion.

    Rajak brought him a mouthful of bread and some water to quench his thirst.

    "We belong to the Jewish regiment; we are on our way to the front. We heard shots last night, and it was only this morning that the commander allowed us to go and see what was happening and bury the dead; when we lifted one of the bodies, we saw you lying underneath him, melting in his blood," he told Pinchas.

    Suddenly, the commander of the regiment entered. The doctor told him about Pinchas' health condition.

    "We can't take him with us. If they find out I'm hiding a deserter, they'll kill us all. We must turn him over to the Arrow Cross Guard."

    "But sir, they'll kill him," shouted the doctor.

    "It's better they shoot him than to shoot me," he replied, adding, "for the evening, we have to fold up the tent and move on; he can't come with us.”

    All the doctor's pleas were not granted. The commander ordered one of the soldiers to escort Pinchas.

    When they arrived in the depths of the forest, the soldier said, "Run away, find a hiding place for yourself. No one can know I let you go. It's a violation of an order that counts as a death."

    "Thank you, you are a good person; I will never forget you," he replied.

    The soldier quickly retraced his steps, and Pinchas was left alone in the middle of the wasteland. He had nowhere to go, everywhere danger lurked, and if he was caught again, he would be killed.

    Pinchas wanted very much to return home, but he didn't know where to turn. The only way to survive was to hide during the day and move at night, moving away from the war sounds into the unknown. He didn't know how far he had to travel, what he would eat and drink, but he knew for sure that he had to survive at all costs.

    

  
    
    

    The German Invasion of Hungary

    

    
    

    

    Max Krauser, head of the Israeli Ministry of Land in Budapest, was a slim man, dressed in a long grey suit that went down to his shoes, a black-tie pantsuit, wearing round glasses, sitting in his living room and seemed more worried than ever. He stared at the green telephone on the small wooden table as if hypnotized and thought about the conversation he’d had with Zoltan, a senior official of the Hungarian Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

    "Is everything all right, darling?" His wife Anna asked when she noticed him looking aimlessly.

    "No," he replied and fixed his gaze on her, his round glasses lying carelessly on his nose. "I have just returned from an important meeting with Zoltan from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs; he says the Germans are going to invade Hungary in the next few days; they are currently holding Admiral Miklós Horthy, the Hungarian regent hostage. Zoltan looked lost, detached; his face was pale. He asked me to convey the message to the community."

    "Are you sure that will happen?" She asked anxiously.

    "Yes, he was serious. Everybody should be warned,” he said, "getting up from his chair and going to his wife standing next to the window," it's going to be a challenging moment; we didn't know how much she was, you know?.”

    "Why are the Germans invading?" She asked.

    "Because the Germans fear that the Hungarians will abandon them in the war against the Russians and move away, you see. And if that happens, we, the Jewish community, will pay the highest price."

    Anna held his face in her hands and whispered in his ear, "If that happens, I trust you to know how to handle this tangled situation in the best possible way."

    Max kissed her lips and said, "Thank you. I have to move; there is no time, there’s a lot of work ahead of us. Max came out of his house and closed the door after him.

    Max hastily crossed the square and walked to his modest office in the center of town. The streets were covered with a snow-white veil, the sky was covered with dense grey clouds, and a cold wind was blowing and tossed his hat.

    He immediately raised his hat and looked around, examining his surroundings. Life seemed peaceful enough, the streets seemed crowded, the stalls seemed overloaded; in the shops, you could see men dressed in fancy suits and women in fur coats. People passed by, most of them rushing to reach their destination. Whoever recognized him greeted him and moved on.

    Max tried to avoid staying on the street and just talking. The latest laws against the Jews limited them but did not prevent a reasonable pursuit of life. However, precautions had to be taken, especially since the police officers walking in the streets did not particularly like Jews.

    He took another step and another step in the quicksand. Max looked at the street with suspicion. On many shops, the word "Juden" was written in black on the window, which means that the shop belonged to a Jew, and entry and purchasing should be avoided.

    Max continued walking along the promenade until he finally came to the building on Yashenko Street, a three-story building in the heart of a central street.

    Max rubbed his hands together to keep warm. He looked around to see that no one was following him, and when he saw there was no danger, he opened the door, went inside, climbed the stairs to the first floor, and entered his office. Secretary Elijah greeted him and inquisitively asked about the same meeting that had taken place at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

    Max told him about the content of the meeting at length. He looked very apprehensive.

    "Call all the youth movement leaders, the president of the Zionist Organization, and the rest of the organizations for an urgent meeting in about an hour. Time is against us," he instructed Elijah.

    "Do you think they will invade?" Elijah asked anxiously.

    "Certainly," he replied and entered his office.

    Max took off his coat, took his hat and hung it on a coat hanger, sat down in his armchair, and began to look at the papers piled on his desk.

    Elijah came in and put a cup of hot coffee on his desk.

    "You need it," he said with a smile.

    "Thank you," Max said without looking at him.

    An hour passed in an instant. One after the other, representatives of the Jewish Directorate in Budapest started to enter Max's office. They shook his hand, said some polite words, and sat down on their chairs around the table in front of him.

    After the last guests had arrived, Max turned to them and said, "I called you here because I have bad news about what is going to happen from a high-ranking source in the Hungarian Foreign Ministry. The Germans are about to invade Hungary."

    The representatives were astonished. Some found this hard to believe and said that there was no chance of this happening since Hungarians had a military alliance with Nazi Germany. Others tried to find out when it was likely to happen and what would happen to them and the fate of immigration. 

    Max answered them to the best of his ability, then went on to say, "To date, nine Jewish families have been able to immigrate to Palestine every week, all thanks to the immigration certificates we obtained from the British legation (legation is a diplomatic mission lower than an embassy). These certificates gave the emigrants a kind of protection as they were supposedly British-Palestinian citizens. The punishments that were expected of those refugees on behalf of the police were null and void since these laws do not apply to foreign nationals in Hungary. In short, those who held these certificates were protected from the Hungarian government.  Now all this is about to stop; the Germans are going to stop the immigration. Although the British legation was closed due to the break-in relations with Hungary and their activities were transferred to the Swiss legation, we still have 1,500 British immigration certificates, but unfortunately, it will no longer be possible to use them.”

    "So, what do you suggest we do?" said Zvi, head of the youth movement, "the striker.”

    "For the moment, it is only possible to wait and follow the changes. Pass on the news to all Jewish communities in Hungary, without exception, so that they know and can prepare themselves accordingly," he replied.

    The meeting was over. Concern for the fate and plight of the Jewish communities, in particular, has only increased. They felt powerless in the face of imminent danger.

    Those present left his office, and Max left after them without saying anything. The way home seemed particularly long because there was danger lurking everywhere, threats from the police, the danger that one of the outlaws would judge you, and that there was no one to protect you.

    The snowflakes came down one after the other and painted the window sills white. Each step he took on the pavement created another path in the snow, another sign that he had passed there. Passers-by passed by, but he ignored them, and finally, he came to his house and breathed a sigh of relief.

    The next afternoon, Max went to his office as usual. He was afraid that the authorities had shaped his steps and that the freedom of movement he was accustomed to would soon be ruled out.

    Elijah waited for Max in his office. There were signs of growing anxiety on his face.

    "What happened?" Max asked as he hung his coat on the hanger.

    "Bad news," replied Elijah.

    Max was used to bad news; it was his daily routine. Although sometimes, there were also bright spots in his life.

    Max sat in his chair and waited for his secretary to speak.

    "All the Zionist activists and members of the Jewish leaders have abandoned the city; they have disappeared," Elijah replied.

    "Max asked curiously, "What do you mean, disappeared?

    "After yesterday's meeting, I heard them whispering. They decided to run away while they could."

    Max pounded his fist on the table, "A bunch of cowards. They only think of themselves. I would have guessed that's what would happen."

    Max found it hard to believe and tried to contact some of them, but there was no response from the other side of the line.

    "You are alone. I'm sorry," Elijah says, lowering his eyes.

    "We have to find a way to warn the Jewish communities before it's too late," Max seemed disappointed but not desperate.

    "We will send messengers to the communities, but I can't guarantee that we will be taken seriously," said Elijah.

    "Send messengers, hurry up; time is running out, you understand," he said.

    - Yes, I understand," Elijah replied and left his office.

    Max remained alone, put his head between his palms, closed his eyes, and looked down at the table. He felt betrayed and lonely.

    

    
    

    THE FALL OF ITALY AND the critical ally of Nazi Germany during the Second World War by the Allies and Marshal Badolio instead of Mussolini had a significant influence on the opinion of wide circles in Hungary. Besides, the non-cooperation of the Hungarian regent, Miklós Horthy, in the "Jewish question" with Nazi Germany and the fear that Hungary might violate the alliance with them and decide to cooperate with the communist Soviet Union led to Hitler's decision to invade Hungary.

    On Saturday, in anticipation of a party, an alarm siren was constantly sounding. The streets were deserted. Most of them remained speechless in their houses, looking out of the windows with curiosity, fearing what would happen next.

    Max opened the radio to hear the reports, his wife beside him. A frightened broadcaster said in a trembling voice, "The Germans have decided to invade our beloved country, Hungary, asking everyone to stay calm in their homes.”

    Max could not sleep all night. He expected to hear the sound of war, bombing, shooting at any moment, but he heard nothing: only tense silence, the silence before the storm.

    The following Sunday morning, March 19, the Germans invaded Hungary. Numerous rows of armed soldiers marched through the Budapest streets, followed by a convoy of tanks, armored cars, and several motorcycles with the emblem of the crucifix, and finally a black car with two officers sitting in the assembly, with Nazi party flags on the sides.

    A few dozen Hungarians, not Jews, stood on the pavement, applauded "Heil Hitler," and greeted the soldiers with their hands. They looked particularly cheerful as if the soldiers were coming to grim the worrying Jews as if the end of their torment had come since the Nazis would get rid of the "Jewish problem" that they hated so much.

    On the same day, the Germans forced Horthy to appoint Döme Sztójay as Prime Minister. Horthy was forced to announce his retirement from public activities and placed under house arrest by the Germans.

    Although Sztójay was a prime minister, the state was ruled by the German power, the SS officer, an elder named Edmund Veesenmayer.

    Also, the Germans took over several critical public institutions, including the state radio station. Henceforth, only Nazi cult songs were heard on the radio, marshal melodies, calm and boring songs that were supposed to calm or at least give a sense of patriotism to the general public.

    Max and many others did not like to hear these melodies, which prevented them from keeping up to date with political developments and battle arenas.

    A few hours later, another convoy arrived at the parliament in Budapest. At the head of the convoy was a shiny black car, followed by several military trucks loaded with soldiers. There was a thin, slightly bald individual in the car, wearing bulky glasses and wearing an SS army uniform. Gray and wrinkled on his head. Adolf Eichmann led a special team called the "Eichmann Commando,” a team of eight people between 150 and 200, all SS men. The team had come to manage the deportation of Hungarian Jews to the death camps, mainly to Auschwitz.

    Eichmann did not trust the Hungarians to "solve the Jewish problem" and wanted to be present to personally supervise the concentration and dispatch of the Jews. But first, he had to exclude the Jews of Hungary from public activity, except for those Jews who were fit for work and currently at the forefront of the labor companies engaged in various forced labor.

    Eichmann got out of his car with his deputy Herman Cromay. They were greeted by two Hungarian delegates and entered the parliament to discuss the new restrictions imposed on Jews.

    Eichmann carefully planned his movements and did not want to waste valuable time. Already, on the same day, his deputy Herman met with personalities of the Jewish community in Budapest. At the meeting, he demanded that they call an urgent meeting with the Jewish leadership the next day. The Jews had no choice.

    Max was among those present at the meeting. Cromay went to a meeting dressed in an SS uniform. Accompanied by two other soldiers, he hated the Jews in all his past levels; his face seemed frozen and expressed no emotion.

    Cromay took out a folded sheet of paper, opened it, handed it to Max, and informed him, "These will be members of the Council of Jews, the "Judenrat.” And know that nothing will happen or come to you if you cooperate with us,” he said and continued on his way.

    In their naivety, the members of the Jewish community believed the Germans that they had no malicious intentions and wanted nothing from the community. Still, Max did not believe any words that came out of their mouths, and although he tried to convince the leaders of the community, nobody accepted his opinion.

    

  
    
    

    Differences

    

    
    

    

    Max was sitting on a bench in the amusement park near his office. An important meeting would take place in his office in half an hour, an arrangement that would discuss the newly-created situation due to the Nazi takeover of the public sphere.

    Police officers dressed in brown uniforms and black boots with weapons on their shoulders patrolled the open space and maintained public order, and sometimes, when the opportunity arose, harassed Jews.

    Max looked at a well-groomed woman dressed in a trendy brown fur coat, rocking her daughter with a swing; the girl looked happy. Her hair was black and was gathered in an elegant red hat.

    Snow covered the grass, the tops of the trees were covered in a brilliant white, the birds were chirping and flying towards them from tree to tree. Passers-by mounted on mods would pass along the paved paths, rushing towards their destination.

    Max never saw the paperboy from whom he bought a newspaper every morning. He remembered he was here a few days ago, shouting the headline of the day in the street, trying to persuade passers-by to buy a newspaper for a coin.

    Max knew that pastoral silence was deceptive. Below the surface, evil slowly spreads, taking its cruel place and resisting every good plot. The terrifying hatred from the depths of darkness is about to erupt like a volcano and destroy everything that has gone unnoticed. Destroy, pull down, burn. Time is running out. We have to do something. Max thought he and his son would find the way.

    One policeman signaled the woman to immediately leave the premises, "Jews are not allowed to be here," he said in a gloomy face.

    "Come on, Sarah, we have to leave," the mother told her.

    "A little more, mother,” the girl wanted to stay and be able to play in the carousel as well.

    "Don't argue with me, come on,” the mother urged her. The girl seemed irritated, left the swing without a choice, and joined her mother.

    Max got up from the bench and rushed to his desk before the cop could wake him up, too.

    When Max came to his office, members of the Jewish community were already there. Max invited everyone to sit down, and the meeting began.

    "The Germans will not give permission for Jews to leave Hungary," said Moses, one of the community leaders.

    "Yes, I agree. It's a problem," Max replied.

    While discussing the issue, two members of the "Aid and Rescue Committee,” Dr. Gideon Schecter and Yoav Blum, entered.

    Dr. Gideon Schecter turned to them and said, "We have had links with the Germans for several years; we can arrange for them to get exit permits.”

    "Really?" asked Simeon, one of the presenters, enthusiastically.

    "Yes, we can."

    "I have no objection if that's acceptable to everyone..." Simeon turned to the rest of the participants.

    Those present nodded their heads in agreement.

    "All right. Keep us informed later about the progress of negotiations with them," Max said with no choice. He did not like the two; there was a history of substantial disagreements between them about how they tried to save the Jews.

    The meeting ended, and Dr. Gideon Schechter, Yoav Blum, and the other community leaders said goodbye to Max and went on their way.

    Elijah entered Max's office.

    "Do you trust them?" he asked.

    "Those two? No," Max answered emphatically.

    "Do you remember the trick Schecter did before to make us all believe that he had links with the Germans?" Elijah asked.

    "Yes, I remember. The Germans are said to have arrested his good friend and several other people for negotiating with Yugoslav partisans. Schecter managed to free his friend while the others disappeared," Max replied, adding with disappointment, "It is only a pity that the Jewish Agency and the Zionist Organization still trust him."

    - Yes, too bad, Elijah said.

    "Try to see what both are doing," Max ordered him.

    Three days later, when Max came into his office, Elijah turned to him and said, "I have some alarming news."

    "What's happened?" Max asked.

    "Schechter and Yoav turned to Zvi Hyman of the Judenrat leaders (the Judenrat was an institution of Jewish rule, which arose at the behest of the Germans and was responsible for mediating between the Nazi government and the Jewish community) and told him that the Germans were asking for $200,000 fees upfront to negotiate the fate of European Jews. And the Jewish communities, on Zvi's orders, had no choice but to collect money from many people and give it away. And do you know what they did with the money?"

    "No."

    "It was a scam. The Germans sold sponsorship certificates to the Jews for $10,000 each. Schecter managed to get twenty sponsorship certificates from the Gestapo for $200,000. The certificates were signed by Herman Cromay, Eichmann's deputy. Now that the community is happy, Schecter has once again proved to them that he has links to the Germans.”

    "I knew he was not to be trusted; I had a bad feeling about him. And they still call it connections," Max said with disappointment and added, "One day, the community will understand that this is a scam, I just hope it will not be too late.”

    Monday was a particularly cold day; it didn't snow, but strong winds blew and shook the treetops clear of the little snow there. No birds were seen, not even dogs were walking outside. The sun hid behind the grey clouds and forced its way out.

    Max looked out of his office window at a mother and daughter passing by on the street, walking quickly on their way home. He remembered the girl, the same girl who rocked in the park and the mother with fancy clothes, had both disappeared from view in the street. Soon, another meeting will take place between the representatives of various organizations. He was not expecting a breakthrough, but brainstorming was also important.

    The meeting started. Schecter made another crazy offer.

    "There is another way to get exit permits. All we have to do is get 1,200 Jews to Spain on boats on the Danube and tell the Hungarians that it's deportation."

    "I strongly oppose this plan," Max retorted as he realized that the Germans had designed this plan to tell the Hungarians that the Jews had accepted voluntary deportation.

    The plan was dropped from the chapter, and another session was closed without any decision being taken.

    The next day, Max came to his office as usual and, to his surprise, saw Elijah reading a newspaper.

    "Where did you get the newspaper?" he asked.

    "It's the only newspaper the Germans approve of; it's called the Hungarian Jewish newspaper; of course, the newspaper is censored."

    "Does it say anything interesting?" He asked curiously.

    "A Judenrat order has been published here, which says that a census of the population of the Jewish community will soon start in the country. They claim it is to facilitate the distribution of food cards," he replied.

    "This is more like preparing for a divorce," Max said with growing concern.

    "It also says here that Eichmann ordered that henceforth, converted Jews and the members of the mix will also be expelled despite the Judenrat.”

    Max looked at Elijah silently; his face looked dark. He knew that time was short and was very worried.

    "Is there anything else important, good news perhaps?" he asked. “We hope so.”

    "There is no good news. I'm sorry," he replied.

    "Too bad," said Max, trying to smile a little to dissipate the great pressure he was under. "Well, I'm going inside," he said, closing the door after him.

    There was a letter on his desk. The letter was sent by a man from the Istanbul "Rescue Committee" named Joseph Feldman. Max opened the letter and read its contents. It said that he did not cooperate with the Nazis regarding the submission of lists of Jews or the wearing of a yellow stain. These two, he warned, were "preparing for extermination."

    One night, Max woke up in a panic; he’d had a bad dream that gave him no rest. Bodies piled up one after the other in the streets, and a pungent stench wafted through the air. And one man in a gray uniform looked happy and laughed a devilish laugh.

    Max leaned against the wall, drops of sweat clicked on his forehead, he breathed heavily and had trouble falling asleep again. Finally, he got up from his bed, went to the kitchen, and drank a glass of water. After going back to bed and still having trouble falling asleep, he looked to the side and saw that his wife Anna was still sleeping. Finally, fatigue caught up with him, and he fell asleep from exhaustion.

    The morning came, and Max woke up from his sleep, got organized, and left his home to go to his office as usual. When he arrived at the town square, an ad hanging on the bulletin board caught his attention.

    Max approached it and began to read it anxiously. The announcement said that all Jews, including converts and mixing, were ordered to wear a yellow badge starting tomorrow. Jews are to sew the patch on the left side of the chest, at the heart level, onto every garment and coat worn so that it will stand out in a public place; there was a drawing illustrating the dimensions of the Star of David. It was also written that the Jews must be subjected to the authority of the Judenrat. Furthermore, it was also reported that Jews are only allowed to leave their homes from nine to eleven in the morning to provide food. Another decree said that Jews were forbidden to travel, hire non-Jews and work in the government's service.

    Max looked sideways. Within a short time, more Jews arrived and started to read the announcement; all of them looked terrified.

    Max left to go back to his office; when he arrived, he found Elijah sitting in his chair. "Have you seen the ad?" he asked.

    "Yes," he answered and felt humiliated.

    "Did you call Rebecca today like I asked?" he asked.

    "Yes. I couldn't get her," he replied.

    "There is a rumor that the Germans have disconnected all the telephone lines in the cities, and this may be the reason why she cannot be contacted.”

    "Evil follows evil," Max remarked and entered his office, imprisoned within himself.

    Anna was making lunch and suddenly heard the door open. Max went inside and hung his coat on the rack and his hat on the hanger. And before he could even say a word, his wife turned to him, "What happened to you, my dear? You look pale.”

    "The Germans hung advertisements in the town square saying that Jews should wear a yellow badge."

    "Why?"

    "So that they can identify you as a Jew on the street," he replied.

    Anna didn't like the idea and seemed completely reluctant on her part.

    "Send our clothes to the seamstress tomorrow; she probably already knows how to do it," he ordered her.

    "And if I don't, what will they do to me?

    "You will be shot. They're not playing," he replied anxiously.

    Max sat around the table to eat; the soup served to him had a pleasing aroma. He sipped with pleasure and knew the day would come that he would miss it. Anna sat in front of him and looked at him silently, wondering what other decrees would come.

    

  
    
    

    Satanic Plan

    

    
    

    

    In mid-April, the order requiring wearing a yellow badge in the form of a Star of David came into force. Shortly afterward, the instructions began to emerge one after another. Jews were banned from traveling by train and tram, with their telephones, radios, and cars confiscated. Closing orders were issued for Jewish-owned stores and factories, thus depriving them of all sources of livelihood. In Budapest alone, about 18,000 businesses were closed.

    Jacob Frenkel, a wealthy Jewish businessman, stood on Wadas Street and saw with his own eyes how his life’s work had gone down the drain in one moment. He noticed two Germans sticking an order on the wall near the right side of the front door, and on it was written that the factory was closed. Tears of sorrow welled up in his eyes.

    Jacob was an older man; white hair covered his head and wrinkles appeared on his pale face. He wore a thick grey coat, and a black scarf covered his neck; on his coat, he wore a yellow badge on his coat.

    Jacob remembered how he’d set up his business from scratch, the glass products trading house. How he worked hard for days and nights to succeed. His vision to develop and become the largest manufacturer and marketer in Hungary began to take shape.

    Over the years, his sons managed the factory, and they became a thriving and successful family. His sons joined the company, each in a different field. He planned to gradually transfer the management of the company to his eldest son Menachem.

    The trading house was built in a large complex in the city center. The compound housed the business offices and large warehouses for storing the glass, most of which were underground. The glass products were varied: colored glass, shaped glass, clear glass, dark glass, and various other shapes and sizes.

    To advertise the business, the building’s facade was covered with glass, and later, the building was nicknamed the Glass House by the city's residents.

    Jacob approached the order and began to read its contents, finding it hard to believe that it was happening to him as well. The factory that had been closed all his life. Just a year ago, Hungarian soldiers had forcibly taken their young son Pinchas to forced labor at the front. So far, he had not received any information from the authorities about his son's condition, whether he is alive or, God forbid, dead, and where he is, and now the business has also been closed. How will he support his family? How will they survive this damned period? Many questions went through his mind and remained unanswered.

    Jacob decided to return home, tell his family what had happened, and hold a ceremony with them.

    Jacob entered his house at an uncharacteristic time. His wife Rachel noticed a change in his behavior, a silence that was not like him, a worried face.

    "Did something happen, darling?" she asked.

    "The Germans have closed our business," he replied.

    "That's terrible; what will you do?"

    "I do not know," he replied.

    "We have enough money to survive. We can last, can’t we?"

    "Yes. But not for long," he replied.

    "Do not worry, we will get along," she said in an attempt to reassure him.

    But Jacob did not calm down; he seemed to be a counselor, gathered within himself, and the fear for his family's future only raised.

    Every time Jacob went to the streets, he received stabs and spitting in his face.

    Once, he even suffered vigorous blows, was knocked to the floor, and humiliated in front of passers-by.

    One day, Shimon, the middle son of Jacob, went to buy bread, and when he returned, he told his father that he’d seen the Germans taking valuables out of Jewish homes and loading them onto trucks. Other unneeded objects were sent from the windows down to the street. A Jew who resisted was knocked to the floor and shot dead. Families were forcibly evicted from their homes and thrown into the street destitute.

    "It was horrible," he said.

    "We will not be able to stay here anymore. The Germans will also come to our house and start emptying its furniture, and they may also harm us. It is only a matter of time before they break-in."

    "So, what do you suggest we do?" Asked Simon.

    "Tomorrow, in the middle of the night, we will pack our clothes and equipment and move to live in the Glass House. It is a closed and safer compound," Jacob ruled, and everyone agreed with him.

    At one o'clock in the morning, the moon illuminated the deserted streets with a pale light. Jacob got up from his bed, peeked out the window, and saw two Hungarian soldiers engaged in policing, colloquially called 'gendarmes,' walking down the street and talking to their sons. After a while, they disappeared into one of the alleys.

    Jacob hurried to wake his wife and two sons from their sleep.

    "Start packing; we have no time. We will take two suitcases in which we will put only the clothes we need. Put the money and the precious jewelry in the suitcase; we will need them later," he added.

    "But where will we sleep?" asked Simon.

    "We will turn one of the offices into living rooms. We will put mattresses and other equipment there tomorrow," he replied.

    The Frenkel family went to pack in a hurry, and when she had finished, Rachel went to her husband and asked surprisingly, "What if Pinchas comes back from the front and does not find us?"

    "Do not worry, he is a smart boy. The second place he will look for us will be our factory," Jacob replied, peering out the window again.

    "The streets are empty. It's time to get out," he said.

    The family left their house quietly and walked down the street. The bitter cold penetrated their bones, even though they were wearing padded coats. A strong wind blew and ruffled Rachel's hair. Jacob held on to his hat so that it would not fly in the wind and looked suspiciously in all directions, afraid that they would be discovered and caught.

    The family reached the end of the street and clung to one of the houses. Jacob glanced to the right at another street, and when he saw no one, he signaled for them to move.

    On Third Street, gendarmes were again seen laughing among themselves and marching up the street. When they disappeared, Jacob ordered them to continue walking until they finally reached their factory.

    The front door was locked. Jacob looked to the sides to make sure there was no one around, put the key in the keyhole, hurriedly opened the door, and went inside with his family behind him. Then he locked the door behind him and breathed a sigh of relief.

    "We must not be seen going in and out; next time, you will go out through the emergency exit, on the backside," he remarked to his family. "Early in the morning, we will vacate the furniture from one of the offices and organize the place for accommodation. Keep in mind that we will have to stay here for a long time."

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    ADOLF EICHMANN SAT in the Gestapo's Jewish Department's office in Budapest, where he planned and managed the entire operation to exterminate the Jews. Himmler's instructions were unequivocal, the instructions given to him to send all the Jews of Hungary to Auschwitz in as short a time as possible. Himmler raised the concern that an event like the 'Warsaw Ghetto Uprising' would repeat itself and disrupt plans.

    To that end, Eichmann devised the most sophisticated fraud scheme. He invented two fabricated labor camps, one in Kanier, Hungary, and the other in Valdez, Austria.

    The two geographical locations are on the road leading to the Auschwitz extermination camp, both in military areas that the Jews could not check.

    Eichmann used these locations' names to explain to the Jews that these were, in fact, agricultural farms intended for resettlement, thus reassuring them. Calmness was the name of the game to allow the task to be performed without any resistance.

    Eichmann planned to include many young men in the first shipment to Auschwitz. When they get to Birkenau, the Nazis will give them pre-printed postcards with a picture of the place, where they will supposedly write about how wonderful the new place is and how happy they are there.

    These postcards with the signatures and the address of these men's recipients will be sent to their families in Budapest.

    The Nazis will take care of handing over the postcards to the Jewish community institutions and give to their families to increase credibility. By then, the young men would no longer be alive.

    Simultaneously with the planning of the concentration of Jews in the countryside, Eichmann concentrated on negotiations with Jewish political activists in Budapest from the leaders of the Zionist movement to anesthetize the area, lest they suspect that the worst was happening under their noses, and their sons were also Schechter and Yoav.

    In charge of Eichmann, Himmler called him an "artist" since he was the only one who could send vast numbers of Jews to the crematoria without any of them resisting or rebelling.

    Eichmann loved the nickname "artist,” the artist of the extermination of the masses, and decided this time to demonstrate his skills perfectly by sending the Jews in a flash operation.

    Eichmann did not rest for a moment. At the beginning of May, he began to carry out the second phase of his plan to exterminate the Jews who had broken the field, all in cooperation with the High Command's Hungarian authorities.

    Early in the morning, instructions were sent to the people of the districts he demanded to concentrate the Jews in the ghettos that had been established in time.

    The ghettos were wholly isolated from the rest of the city. They were primarily established in the Jewish Quarter, others in abandoned factories or outdoors.

    The ghettos were close to railway facilities to facilitate the timely transfer of the Jews to the trains and their deportation.

    German army trucks arrived in these cities and parked near the homes of the Jews - pairs of gendarmes accompanied by SS men. There were loud knocks on the houses’ doors; they went in and, with gun threats, forcibly took the families out.

    Simultaneously, the gendarmes took from them all the jewelry they had and other valuable stuff.

    The Jews were allowed to take some clothes with them for the purpose of a pre-published ad.

    The Jews were rudely removed from their homes, put into trucks, taken to ghettos, and concentrated in deplorable and inhumane conditions. A large number of families were concentrated in one room. There was no electricity, the bitter cold penetrated their bones, and the hunger was unbearable.

    During all that time, the construction of the fence around the ghetto was completed, and Jews were forbidden to leave those houses or peek out of the windows. And anyone who violated this order was sentenced to death.

    

    
    

    ONE MORNING, MAX CAME to his office, went inside, sat down in his chair, and began to to peruse the documents piled on his desk, but many thoughts bothered him.

    Elijah followed him inside and placed a cup of coffee on his desk.

    "Thank you," Max said.

    Elijah noticed that Max was not focused. "I see you're upset," he said.

    "Yes, we know nothing about what is happening in the country towns, nothing."

    "We need to send our people there to check on the situation of the Jews there," Elijah said, adding, "I can invite Zebulun and Micha too. They look like Aryans."

    "It's dangerous; they could get killed," he said.

    "Yes, that's right. But there is a possibility of equipping them with fake German passports and appropriate clothing, and so it could be slipping into the ghettos."

    "Well, invite them to a meeting right now, no time," Max instructed him.

    About half an hour later, Zebulun and Micha arrived at his office.

    "Do you know why I called you urgently?" Max asked.

    "Yes. Elijah has already told us," Zebulun replied.

    "As you know, the country towns are detached. The Jews there cannot be contacted, and we cannot get an update on the situation, nor can you get there by public transport. You have to go to the city of Debrecen today and check the situation of the Jews there. "And most importantly, try not to get caught, take care of yourself. Elijah will give you everything you need for the mission," Max said.

    "Okay," they replied and immediately approached Elijah.

    An hour later, Max was planning to return home, the curfew was about to start, and he had precisely twenty minutes left to walk.

    Just before he left his office, Elijah addressed him, "Schechter and Yoav want to convene an urgent meeting towards the end of the week; they have managed to get a new deal with the Germans."

    "These two do not despair. They are once again plotting something, I tell you. I wonder what it is this time," he replied, adding with no choice, "Well, make an appointment and update all the factors. I must move. You also have to go home, do it tomorrow.”

    

  
    
    

    Concentration Camps

    

    
    

    

    Zebulun and Micha left their house in the middle of the night, equipped with the required documents. Yellow tags were not seen on their clothes so that they would not be easily identified.

    A black car was waiting for them vigilantly near the house, its lights off. The two looked to the sides to see that there was no one around and hurried inside, then ordered the driver to drive to the city of Debrecen.

    As they approached the exit from Budapest, they encountered a roadblock. Two German soldiers ordered the car to stop.

    The car stopped near the checkpoint. One of the soldiers went to the driver's window and peeked inside. "Where are you headed?" He asked in German.

    "To the city of Debrecen," the driver replied.

    "Show me certificates," he ordered them.

    The three handed him their certificates.

    The soldier looked at the contents of the certificates carefully and then looked at the three faces to make sure there was a match for the pictures that appeared on the certificates.

    "The purpose of the trip?" He asked.

    "An important meeting in the city of Debrecen," he replied.

    "In the middle of the night?" 

    "Yes. His mother passed away," the driver said, pointing to Micha.

    Micha looked at the driver in bewilderment; his parents were alive and well.

    The soldier returned their IDs and ordered them to leave.

    Later in the trip, Zebulun remarked, "My heart is beating very fast."

    Micha replied, "Try to calm down," but he, too, was scared deep within.

    The road was narrow and bumpy, the night was dark, the stars were not visible in the sky, and darkness prevailed all the way. The headlights of the car pierced the darkness. The car jumped every time it got into a pothole. Animals occasionally ran across the road, and the driver was forced to stop his car.

    Micha did not say a word. A sense of grief accompanied him throughout. He felt the end of the world had come, and hell was waiting around the corner, right at the end of the road.

    The journey lasted forever; the chilling silence threatened to take over everything. After an hour's drive, Micha noticed a dim flashlight.

    Joseph, the driver, said, "We have reached another checkpoint, probably the checkpoint on the outskirts of the city."

    Zebulun looked tighter than ever. His heart started beating hard again. He took a deep breath, filled his atria, and exhaled slowly.

    Micha, on the other hand, offered a silent prayer and tried to stay calm.

    When they were close enough to the checkpoint, a German soldier with the flashlight ordered them to stop at the side of the road. The other soldier walked towards them and aimed the rifle at them.

    Zebulun's heart missed a beat; his face looked pale.

    The soldier shone a flashlight into the car in front of those sitting in it. "Documents," he said briefly.

    "Who is Martin Eisen?" He asked.

    "Me," Zebulun lied.

    The soldier looked at him wickedly, examining his appearance.

    "You, what's your name?" he asked Micha.

    "Walter Schreier," he replied.

    The policeman turned his gaze to him and then looked at the document to make sure it was actually him. When he agreed, the soldier gave them back the documents and ordered them to continue on their way.

    The car entered the city of Debrecen. Some of the buildings looked deserted, still like ghost castles. The streets looked deserted and empty of people. Pale moonlight illuminated the streets; the alleys remained particularly dim.

    Zebulun opened the window to breathe fresh air. When he opened, the smell of stench and decay mixed in with a blood-freezing silence crept into his nose as if time had frozen in place. He closed the window quickly.

    The car reached the city center and stopped.

    "Two blocks from here is the ghetto," Joseph said, adding, "I will come to pick you up in two days, at the same time and place, take care of yourselves."

    "Thank you," Micha said, and the two got out of the car and left.

    The sun came up, and the two walked the empty streets of the Jewish Quarter. They looked at the abandoned buildings, the shattered windows. Empty suitcases, worn clothes, old belongings were dumped here and there on the street.

    The two noticed three bruised corpses in the process of decay, a silent reminder of the tragedy that had taken place there. They stuffed their noses, so they wouldn't smell the stench and kept walking.

    A parallel barbed wire fence surrounded a group of buildings and streets, with a permanent gate inside.

    Two armed Hungarian guards stood on either side of him and looked a little amused.

    "This is the hard part of the task," Micha whispered to Zebulun.

    "May we have good luck," Zebulun replied.

    The two walked confidently towards the gate. When they got there, Micha turned to the guard, "We need to get in."

    "Who are you?" The guard asked suspiciously.

    Micha and Zebulun issued the forged documents. The second guard joined him and also examined the certificates.

    "What is the purpose of the visit?" they asked.

    "We were sent to examine the progress of the collection to see if everything was going well," Zebulun replied.

    The guards focused their gaze and returned the certificates to the two.

    "We are sorry, but we have an explicit instruction not to let anyone in," the sullen guard replied.

    "Even for a handful of dollars," Micha said, taking a handful of banknotes out of his pocket.

    The guard relented and took the money from him, then said, "In this case, we are closing our eyes as if you had sneaked in without us noticing.”

    The second guard opened the gate, and the two went inside.

    The streets were empty of people. There was no going in and out. The windows of the houses were closed. The smell of pungent stench was carried in the compressed air.

    "Let’s enter one of the buildings, enter the houses, and talk to the families," Micha told Zebulon.

    After about an hour of interrogation, the dimensions of the disaster became clear to them.

    The food supply that was under the responsibility of the local Jewish councils ran out, and hunger and disease had started. Living conditions in the ghetto were harsh and inhumane, with no possibility of cooking and bathing, without hygiene and sanitation.

    In addition to all this, the Jews were under the control of cruel and ruthless officers, who tortured and beat them. Women were forcibly evicted from their homes, raped, and brutally murdered. Adults who had lost hope drank poison and committed suicide.

    The rich suffered sevenfold because they were both tortured and robbed and were left destitute.

    The Jews did not know the truth about the 'final solution' and went to the ghettos without resistance, ultimately reconciling with fate.

    One of the tenants even told them that one man comes every day, stands on an inverted box in the main square, and reads to them postcards of relatives in which they praise the new place they have come to and that they, too, should go there.

    The two were shocked by the stories they heard and the sights they saw.

    In every house they entered, the Jews begged them to help with a little food, water, soaps, blankets, clothes, and more. But their helplessness caused them embarrassment and frustration.

    The two concentrated mainly on several young people from the Zionist youth movements, handed them fake IDs, and even smuggled some of them out of the ghetto.

    At three in the morning, the black car waited for them, two blocks from the ghetto. They managed to arrive on time as agreed in advance.

    The two hurried inside the car, sat down in the back seat, and then closed the door behind them.

    "We've seen enough. Let's drive from here; another long and dangerous road awaits us back to Budapest," Micha said.

    Joseph began to drive through the desolate city's streets, making his way through the dark alleys, between the deserted streets.

    The two were alert to what was to come, to the checkpoints that awaited them along the way, to the armed German soldiers, to the cruel Nazis, and the devil knows who else.

    Damn war, damn Nazis. They wanted to get there as fast as possible and tell everything they had seen and heard.

    

    
    

    A PARTICULARLY STORMY meeting was held at the Eretz Israel office. Max strongly demanded that Schechter and Yoav be fired from their positions in the "Aid and Rescue" organization and demanded that they immediately stop all their actions on the issue of immigration.

    Max slammed the table angrily and said, "The Germans are using you as bait, a bargaining chip, to distract us from the criminal and horrific acts they are doing against the Jews. They are full of tricks and plots, do not believe them. They are just exploiting you to extort money from us."

    Schechter raised his voice and argued, "You are all wrong. You can talk to the Germans to change some of their plans. Only yesterday we had an important meeting with them; they claim that if the Jews of Hungary behave properly, there will be no ghettoization (the process of gathering Jews into ghettos), no concentration and no deportation.”

    Yoav responded by saying, "It's true. I was also present at the meeting."

    "And I received information that the Jews living in the country towns are already being gathered into the ghettos. So, I do not care what they said or what they promised; you must stop your activities, you heard," Max was furious.

    Schechter and Yoav were silent. They knew Max was determined, and there was no point in arguing with him, but they did not intend to stop their attempts.

    "For me, the meeting is over," Max ruled, and all present went their separate ways.

    The next day, when Max arrived at his office, he was surprised to find that Schechter and Yoav had continued their activities as usual, as if the meeting had not taken place and no decisions had been made related to them.

    "They're really cheeky," Max told Elijah.

    "Schechter and Yoav are determined to save Jews at all costs," Elijah commented.

    "They're doing it wrong; we need to stop them before we all pay the price," Max said angrily.

    "Oh, about the price, you reminded me. Schechter and Yoav are meeting in about an hour. They have a new deal with the Germans," Elijah said, looking at Max's face that had become angry and shocked.

    "I would have boycotted the meeting had it not been for my curiosity to know what new plan these two are devising."

    Max took his place at the head of the desk at the Eretz Israel office. On either side sat representatives of the Zionist leadership and some of the leaders of the Judenrat.

    Schechter and Yoav came to the meeting particularly tense. They knew Max's position and knew he would oppose any move against the Germans for a reason of complete distrust. But the two were determined to bring about any achievement to prove to the community that they were of benefit.

    "We have just returned from a meeting with the Germans," Schechter began. "They demand that any representative of the Jewish community from Hungary travel to Turkey to negotiate with Jewish Agency representatives on the rescue of European Jews."

    Max knew there were almost no Jews left in Europe, and he lost his temper. "What kind of negotiations are they talking about?" He asked impatiently.

    Schechter did not know the answer and looked at Max helplessly.

    "I understand. When you have a clear answer, we will discuss it seriously." The meeting closed, and the guests went their separate ways.

    Another two days passed in the blink of an eye. One morning, when Max arrived at his office, Elijah turned to him and announced, "Zebulun and Micha are waiting for you at the office.”

    Max walked into his office, shook their hand, and sat down in front of them.

    "Well, what did you find out?" He asked curiously.

    "Mostly a horrible sight," Zebulon replied.

    "Jews are concentrated in ghettos inside neglected houses, under horrible conditions. There is no food, no sanitation. People die of diseases because they were taken out of hospitals before and after surgery. Many newborns and old men are lying dead on the ground in the streets," Micha added.

    Max's face looked gloomy; he realized the end had come, faster than expected.

    "The leaders of the community should be gathered and told," Zebulun said.

    "Yes, absolutely," Max said, asking, "How was the traveling?"

    "We encountered a lot of military roadblocks along the way; it was perilous," Micha replied.

    "The main thing is that you came back healthy and intact. Go rest, I will take care of the rest," he said, saying goodbye to them.

    After his conversation with Zebulun and Micha, Max feared that he might have missed the opportunity to save the Jews in the country towns, and now the worst of all was the "expel."

    Elijah made him a cup of coffee and saw Max all alone, deep in thought.

    "Schechter and Yoav are convening a meeting at the Eretz Israel office; you have to go," Elijah said.

    Max looked at him and replied, "Thank you,” then thought in his heart, what are they plotting this time? What trick will they use?

    When he got to the office, he saw them talking; he took his honorable place and sat down.

    Schechter opened the floor by saying, "The negotiations I talked about two days ago are talking about the Germans stopping the extermination of the Jews, and in return, the Allies will provide them with 10,000 trucks, 200 tons of coffee, and 200 tons of soap."

    Max got up from his chair in a rage, "You're out of your mind! Hey, you know the Germans will not stop the extermination of the Jews; it's another trick to deceive us. If the Germans are serious about the issue, then why have they already begun to expel the Jews three, four days before that.

    "They promised us, on the condition that within two weeks, there is an agreement with the Allies," Yoav replied.

    "An insignificant promise," Max said, sitting down in his chair and adding, "I strongly oppose the deal."

    Saul, one of those present, asked, "Is it true that the Germans put the Jews in the ghettos from the field cities and are planning to deport them?"

    "Yes," Max replied.

    All the heads of the community were struck with astonishment. Suddenly, a flood of questions began about the condition of the Jews there.

    Naftali, one of those present, said anxiously, "I think we should get the deal at all costs.”

    All present agreed with him except Max, but his voice was not heard this time.

    "We will send Yoav to Turkey," Naftali said, and everyone agreed out of fear for their fate.

    

  
    
    

    Goods for Blood

    

    
    

    

    It was one of the most challenging days of Rosie's life. She had been involved in the Jewish Rescue Committee in Budapest for a long time and hid many Jews in the shelters of Jewish families who’d managed to escape from the occupied territories of Nazi Germany to Hungary. It was always secretly hidden from the authorities. Now that the Germans had occupied Hungary, she could no longer deal with it, and the frustration was immense.

    Rosie did not imagine that this fateful day would come, that she would have to be involuntarily involved in an important affair of this kind and openly stand by her husband Yoav in the 'Jewish Department' in Eichmann's infamous office. Eichmann repeatedly threatened not to tell anyone the secret of her husband's deal. Involved in it, 'goods for blood.'

    "You must understand that this is the secret of the kingdom. You must not tell anyone, not even the people closest to you; otherwise, it will have very serious consequences. Remember, this is the secret of the Reich, literally," Eichmann warned her in an authoritative and uncompromising tone so that she and her husband standing next to her could hear the message.

    Rosie understood that the reason he told her the secret was to make her realize that she and her children would be a kind of hostage until her husband returned from his important mission abroad.

    "You know that this is the release of a million Jews for 10,000 trucks; you are aware that their fate is in your hands?" Eichmann added.

    "Yes. I will keep the deal a secret; no one will know," she replied.

    "You must not leave Budapest; you must report daily to the 'Jewish Department' to check attendance," Eichmann instructed her.

    Rosie was terrified of him and nodded in agreement.

    At that meeting, Eichmann mentioned the "rescue train" deal in which 600 Jews were to travel to a place of safety outside the occupied countries. He said he had not yet received her consideration.

    Rosie replied that she would clarify the matter.

    At the end of the meeting, Eichmann ordered one of his men to issue a passport to Yoav and give a sponsorship certificate to Rosie, signed by the Germans and Hungarians, so she could move around the city freely without being arrested.

    Shortly after the two left his office, Eichmann received a phone call from Poland that brought a devilish smile to his face. After two weeks of renovations, he was informed that the decommissioned gas chambers and crematoria were ready for operation in the Auschwitz extermination camp again. The Jews of Hungary could now be absorbed without restriction.

    The next day, Eichmann arrived at the Hungarian railway administration and agreed to supply one hundred and fifty trains for deportation. Trains would pass from Hungary via Slovakia to Poland.

    It was also determined that every day, four trains would leave for Auschwitz and that each train would carry about three thousand Jews. The deliveries were scheduled for May 15th.

    Rosie obviously did not know that Eichmann was not really planning to release Jews and that all was one big scam.

    In the early afternoon, Rosie accompanied Yoav to the airport. Heavy fears lamented in her that perhaps her husband's fateful mission would not succeed, and as a result, the deportations to Auschwitz would begin. She was afraid to be left alone with all the meanings and responsibilities that rested on her shoulders towards all those Jews in the concentration camps and towards her children and family's future.

    Yoav hugged her and kissed her lips.

    "Do not worry, it's okay. I'll be back soon with good news; take care of yourself," he whispered in her ear.

    Yoav said goodbye to her. He walked towards the German plane, carrying his suitcase in his hand and accompanied by another man, a German agent named Gross, who’d been sent on a parallel mission to reach an agreement between the SS and the Allies, led by the United States.

    Yoav got on the plane, and just before he got on, waved goodbye to his wife and went inside. The plane door closed behind him.

    Yoav sat down by the window and looked out at his wife standing and waiting. The plane began to take off and the wheels detached from the ground. The plane took off on its way to the city of Constantinople, now called Istanbul in Turkey.

    The landscape of his childhood was slowly receding and fading between the clouds. The weight of the responsibility lay on his shoulders, and quite a bit created anxiety, anxiety that he would not be able to convince the heads of the Jewish Agency in Israel of the deal’s rightness.

    Yoav recalled his first meeting with Eichmann. His words were said rhythmically and sounded like a scratched gramophone record that spins non-stop and repeats the same tune over and over again.

    "Do you know who I am? I carried out the operations in the occupied countries, and I am now tasked with carrying out the operations in Hungary. I checked about you, can you make decisions? I want to do business with you; goods for blood, blood for goods. I am willing to sell you a million Jews. "Women, men, old men, and children, whatever you want. In return, give me goods."

    Yoav hated the idea of ​​deciding who would live and who would die.

    "What commodity are we talking about?" He asked with growing apprehension.

    "Get me 10,000 trucks, and I'll give you a million Jews. Do not worry, we will not use the trucks on the western front, only on the eastern front."

    Yoav realized that this was an apparent attempt to insert a wedge between the Allies.

    "No one will believe me that this is an earnest proposal."

    "I am ready to give you 100,000 Jews as a down payment, which is about ten percent of the deal, and then I will give you another payment. You can choose anyone you want to save among the Jews, from wherever you want," he replied.

    Yoav had nothing to lose. At most, 100,000 Jews will be released, or deportation will be stopped for the time being.

    Yoav recalled Eichmann's promise, "If you come back in two weeks with a positive answer, I will blow up the gas chambers and transfer the Jews to you."

    Yoav was scheduled to meet with the World Zionist Organization president, Haim Weizmann, in Constantinople and negotiate with him about the deal.

    The flight took a long time. From a distance, Yoav could see the land approach, and a few moments later, they began to land. The wheels of the plane hit the ground, a slight shock was felt in the plane, and the plane landed safely.

    Yoav and Gross got off the plane and approached the airport. When they got there, it became clear to Yoav that he did not have an entry visa.

    Yoav was angry and tried to argue with the official.

    Gross intervened, "It's okay, he's with me."

    Upon leaving the airport, Yoav said goodbye to Gross, took a taxi and drove to the hotel in the city center.

    Later, towards evening, a stranger arrived at his hotel room.

    Yoav opened the door and asked in amazement, "Sorry, who are you?"

    "My name is Haim Berman; I am the head of the Jewish Agency's Rescue Committee' in Constantinople," he replied.

    Yoav was surprised. "Wait, I am supposed to meet Haim Weizmann, the president of the World Zionist Organization, here."

    "No. You're supposed to meet me; look at the document again, in whose name it's signed," Berman replied.

    Yoav looked again and grabbed his head after realizing he’d made a mistake.

    "I thought Haim was ..." he murmured to himself.

    "It's okay. We can help too," he said with a smile, adding, "Rest from the flight; tomorrow morning, we will meet at the office in Nvondon and talk in detail."

    "Okay," Yoav was forced to agree.

    After Berman left and went on his way, Yoav lay down on the bed and tried to close his eyes and fall asleep. Many thoughts went through his mind and gave him no rest; Would he succeed in closing the deal? Would there be unsolvable obstacles? Finally, he fell asleep exhausted.

    The following morning, Yoav arrived for the meaningful meeting, carrying a file containing documents and testimonies about what was happening in the extermination camps and the situation of the Jews in Hungary.

    Berman greeted him and introduced him to the rest of the committee, then invited him to the conference room where the negotiations were to take place.

    Yoav went inside and took his place with the other representatives sitting around the table.

    "Hello everyone," he began. "I am the representative of the 'Assistance and Rescue Committee' in Hungary, and I came to convince you to agree to the Germans’ deal and help us save as many Jews as possible."

    Yoav spoke about the situation of the Jews in Hungary as a result of the German occupation and the details of the deal in which a million Jews would be released in exchange for 10,000 trucks, thus saving their lives. He took out several reports from his briefcase and submitted them to the attendees for review.

    Berman looked at the reports and found it hard to believe about the extent of the extermination of Jews in Europe.

    "It does not seem excessive to you, these numbers?" he remarked.

    "These numbers reflect the number of Jews murdered daily in the extermination camps," he replied defensively.

    Berman was not convinced. The meeting lasted more than an hour, and at the end, Berman said, "You know that it will take a long time to get such a large number of trucks, and you also need to get approval for a deal from the Jewish Agency in Israel, which will take a long time."

    Yoav looked at them in despair; he felt that he had come to Constantinople for nothing.

    "I demand that at least they sign the memorandum of understanding, stating that negotiations are in high gear and that efforts are being made to provide the number of trucks needed for the deal so that the Germans will immediately stop the deportation and extermination."

    Berman looked at him for a moment, considering his reaction.

    "Okay, we will draft a number of telegrams on the subject and send them to the appropriate bodies in Budapest."

    "Good," Yoav replied, adding, "That way, we can earn some time."

    Although he knew that Berman's signature on the telegrams was meaningless, he secretly hoped in his heart that it might be enough for the time being.

    The talks ended in an atmosphere of despair. Yoav soon realized that he had made a mistake and insisted on meeting with other people, who had greater influence among the Zionist leadership, and could make difficult decisions and carry them out.

    Despite this, Yoav arranged to meet at the same place the next day to provide another chance. When this did not work out, he said goodbye to the representatives and returned to the hotel, frustrated and disappointed.

    

    
    

    THE DAY AFTER YOAV arrived at the important mission, alarming news slipped into Rosie's ear that the Nazis had begun to evacuate Jews from the collection camps and load them into freight cars in terrible density en route to the Auschwitz extermination camp in Poland.

    Rosie was surprised and alarmed. Rey Eichmann had expressly assured them that deliveries would not be made in the next two weeks, not while Yoav was on a mission to Constantinople regarding the important transaction. 

    Rosie left everything and ran to Schechter. Schechter was aware of her husband's mission.

    Schechter opened the door, and Rosie entered, panting heavily.

    "The Germans have started to load Jews into wagons. You must turn to Eichmann and demand that he stops shipping," she said.

    Schechter was Yoav's right-hand man and was an important part of the decision-making committee but had never met Eichmann face to face until then. He seemed hesitant, the apprehension beginning to gnaw at him. Schechter had been recently released from a Hungarian prison for subversion and did not want to get involved anymore.

    "I don't know if Eichmann will accept my call, as he doesn't know me," he replied.

    "Don't worry, I'll be with you at the meeting. We have to meet him today; there's no time."

    "Okay. Make an appointment with him, and we'll get there," he relented.

    That same day at noon, both rushed to Eichmann's office with serious concerns. Two serious guards scrutinized them at the entrance and then allowed them inside.

    Eichmann sat behind a table wearing an SS uniform and referring to a number of important documents.

    Noticing them entering, he stopped what he was doing and looked at them silently with a frozen and alienated gaze, a bored doubt, an amused doubt.

    "My name is Schechter. I am replacing Yoav, who has gone on a mission on your behalf," he introduced himself.

    "Come and sit down," he ordered them.

    "We have heard that you have started evacuating the collection camps and sending Jews on trains and that you are crowding a hundred Jews in each car,” Schechter said courageously.

    "You have nothing to fear; these are Jews from the Carpathian-Russia region. They are multi-children families; their children are used to living densely, so they don't need a lot of air. Nothing is going to happen to them," said the man.

    Rosie looked surprised at his answer and asked, "I do not understand why they’ve been evacuated in the first place?"

    "The Russians are approaching the Carpathian territory. The frontier border is changing, so they don’t want to find undesirable elements there. The territory should be cleared of Jews," he replied.

    Rosie and Schechter were silent, afraid to upset Eichmann; one word from him, and their death would be immediate.

    "Evacuating the area from Jews is an essential war need. They will be moved to a safe place," he added, trying to reassure them.

    Schechter and Rosie were shocked by his answer. Eichmann got up from his chair and escorted them out of his office, claiming that he had a lot of work ahead of him and time was short, and he closed the door behind them.

    

  
    
    

    The Swiss Legation

    

    
    

    

    The Swiss legation building was impressive in size and served as an embassy for all types of things - impressive marble columns decorated its façade. On both sides of the building entrance were two large and remarkable stone vases and multicolored flowers bloomed inside. Two armed guards guarded the front door. Above the entrance opening, the top was the state emblem, and below it an inscription defining the representation. The building was located near Freedom Square in Budapest.

    Max knew the place well. Every week, he came there for a friendly meeting with Alex Schultz, the Deputy Consul. An impressive, tall gentleman, meticulous in his formal attire, which included a custom-made grey suit and a black tie, his devilish hair was carefully combed, and sometimes, he wore glasses.

    Alex Schultz was head of the foreign interest’s department. It represented the interests of a number of countries where Britain and the United States participated in the war and did not have diplomatic relations with Hungary.

    In the past two years, Alex had served as Consul in Jerusalem and had a sympathetic attitude towards Jews.

    Alex liked to hear from Max about his visits to Eretz Israel, particularly Jerusalem, a sacred and fascinating city.

    Since Nazi Germany had conquered Hungary, Max had been updating his friend on everything in the country concerning the Jews, and Alex, for his part, showed great interest.

    One morning, Max arrived at the art building and rang the doorbell several times. The guards were already accustomed to seeing him come from time to time, yet they observed the procedures and asked, "Have you made an appointment?

    "Yes," Max replied. The gate opened; Max entered, opened the door, and climbed the stairs to the second floor. Upon arriving at Alex's office, he noticed that there was someone there and waited for him to leave.

    After noticing him, Alex turned around and said with a smile, "Come in, my friend."

    Max came in and closed the door after him. He squeezed his hand, said a few polite words, and sat down.

    "Would you like a drink?"

    "Just water, thank you," Max said.

    Alex called his secretary, and she brought him a glass of water.

    "What can I do for you?" he asked.

    "In the country towns, the Jews were forcibly driven from their homes and hospitals, and all of them were put into ghettos. Soon, they will be sent to extermination camps; perhaps they have already started. Yoav and Schechter have contacts with the Germans to save some of the Jews in Budapest. I am opposed to these contacts," said Max.

    "Why?" Alex asked

    "Because the Germans are deceiving them, using them to mislead and distract us from their plans to focus on us, too. I've already received an implicit threat from Schechter..."

    "What threat?" Alex interrupted his words with concern.

    "That I should not resist and cooperate because the Germans may still see me as a nuisance and dismiss me."

    "This is extremely serious; your life is in real danger. Look, I have known you for several years; you are a prominent and influential political figure, you are the head of the Israeli Land Ministry. I advise you to move with your wife to live with us in the legation for your own safety. You will be considered as an employee, you will have immunity, you will not have to wear the yellow badge, and the Germans will not come here.

    "And what about the office where I carry out all my activities?" he asked.

    "You can copy your business here, so you won't be limited."

    Max took his words seriously. "Okay, I have to go home to pack two suitcases, go to my office to get a box of documents, give new instructions to my secretary, and tomorrow morning, I will arrive with my wife.

    "All right. In the meantime, I'm going to clean one of the unused desks here and put some beds and a wardrobe in it. You can work in one of our offices during the day," Alex replied.

    "By the way, have you received an answer regarding the request we submitted to the German legation for approval of the departure of 7,800 permit holders? Max asked.

    "No, I have not yet received an answer from them. They seem to have been scared when they found out that they were families and not individuals, which means an exit visa for 40,000 people."

    "I knew that nothing would come of it," Max remarked with disappointment, adding: "It's a pity that the Hungarians are so afraid to make independent decisions and constantly send us to the Germans.

    Alex nodded in agreement.

    "Thanks anyway," Max said and said goodbye.

    At ten o'clock in the morning, Max and his wife arrived at the legation building. Alex received them warmly and put them inside. He showed them the room he had arranged in their honor and said, "Leave your luggage here; I will show you around. You will also be impressed by our staff.”

    When the three arrived at the kitchens, he said, "You have food and drink here, whatever you want. I'm going back to my office; if you want anything, you know where to find me."

    Max thanked him from the bottom of his heart, then returned with his wife to his room to unload the suitcase and put the clothes in the wardrobe.

    Max wasted no time and went to one of the vacant offices, sat down, and started writing reports on the situation of Jews in Hungary after the German occupation. He sent the reports to the Eretz Israel office in Switzerland and Jerusalem via Turkey.

    

    
    

    A WEEK PASSED, LEAVING behind loss and bereavement and anticipation of what was to come. That cursed Wednesday crept unexpectedly into the crowded ghetto of the city of Debrecen, like someone trying to do justice.

    It was an exceptionally bright and hot day; the cries of gendarmerie were heard throughout the ghetto, ordering all the Jews to leave their homes and gather in the large square in the public park.

    One by one, the Jews began to leave their houses and gather in the square. It was a horrible sight. The adults looked asleep; the children did not cry. Their silence and hollow gaze looked as if they were dead in their souls.

    The square was filled with tens of thousands of people. The intense heat was oppressing for those who were waiting. After a long wait without water or shade, a train siren sounded and a rattling of wheels.

    The train stopped with squealing brakes. The gendarmes opened the doors of the heavy wagons, placed a wooden surface in the doorway, then brought a bucket of water and another to defecate in, climbed into each wagon, put the buckets on the floor in the middle, and got out.

    An SS officer stood in the center of the square and ordered everyone to get into the wagons. The carriages were cattle wagons and had no windows for air intake. About eighty people were crammed into each wagon. The Jews stood close to each other, children, men, and women. They seemed to stand still and did not utter a word.

    The doors of the wagon closed. The gendarmes locked them with a latch and closed them with a padlock.

    The train's siren sounded again. The wheels started to move with a squeak and a rattle. The first shipment left.

    The train would travel for four days in terrible heat, without breathable air, in terrible density. The drinking water in the bucket would soon run out. Some would not survive and die on the way, and those who managed to survive the journey would be brutally killed in the gas chambers of Auschwitz.

    

    
    

    EICHMANN'S TIME FOR Yoav was running out. Yoav felt that the negotiations he’d had with representatives of the "Aid and Rescue Committee" had reached a dead end. He believed that no advantage would be gained from this. Increasingly, he knew that he needed to meet with a senior Israeli official, one who could make practical decisions and bring the deal to fruition.

    "I demand to meet Moshe Sharett, chairman of the Jewish Agency's policy department," he told Berman angrily. "It seems to me that I am wasting my valuable time here."

    "Moshe Sharett knows about the negotiations. The problem is that the memos we send to Jerusalem will reach him very late," Berman defended himself.

    "That's why he has to come to Turkey and be present at the meeting,” Yoav scolded.

    "He has tried; the Turks won't give him an entry visa. As you know, Turkey is a neutral country, and you don't want this to be interpreted by the Germans as cooperation with the British."

    "If this is the case, let him know that I will meet him in the Syrian city of Aleppo," Yoav insisted.

    "Very well, I will pass it on to him," he humbly replied.

    But Yoav didn't really trust him and decided to try to reach Moshe Sharett himself.

    The next morning, Yoav was waiting in a train station with another man named Ariel, an agency representative.

    When the train arrived at the station, the two went inside and took their seats.

    The train started to move. Yoav seemed particularly tense, the fate of Hungary's Jews was at stake, and he had not yet been able to obtain a meaningful document that would please Eichmann, and time was running out.

    The train arrived at Ankara station and stopped for a short break. Yoav got off the train to stretch his bones when suddenly, he saw two Jews approaching him.

    "Are you Yoav Blum? One of them asked.

    "Yes," he answered with surprise.

    "My name is Kliger, and this is Avner. We are representatives of Agudat Israel and The Revisionist. We've come to warn you not to go to Aleppo; the British are plotting to stop you there."

    Yoav was horrified. "Are you serious?" he asked.

    "Absolutely," Avner replied.

    Yoav could hardly believe it. He got on the train with great apprehension, sat down next to Ariel, and looked out of the window at the two of them still standing on the platform looking at him.

    The train started moving again. Yoav told Ariel what the two he had just met had said.

    Ariel reassured him. "We have an explicit promise from the British that nothing will happen to you."

    "Can we trust them?" He asked.

    "Absolutely," he replied.

    The train crossed the Turkish border and entered Syria, which was part of British-occupied territory. One-stop before the last stop, Ariel unexpectedly turned to Yoav and said, "If you are stopped by the British, do not cooperate with them and do not agree to tell them anything without the presence of anyone from the Jewish Agency. I'm going to look for a porter to take our luggage, and I'll be right back."

    Yoav didn't suspect that he had been set up, but when the train started traveling towards Aleppo and Ariel didn't return, his suspicion grew stronger that something was wrong.

    When the train arrived at the Aleppo terminus, and the doors opened, British detectives suddenly entered the train and arrested him, and so the "goods for blood" case disappeared.

    Yoav was taken to a British prison where he was interrogated for more than four months every day about his relationship with the Nazis, and every time he raised the problem of British Jews, they replied that it was none of their interest. The British were interested in the military situation of the Germans.

    One day, the British Colonial Minister, Lord Moyne, arrived for the questioning, and Yoav told him about Eichmann's agreement.  Melvin listened quietly and said at the end, "And if he sells me a million Jews, what am I going to do with them? Where am I going to put them?"

    At the end of the investigation, Yoav was released, but the British refused to allow him to return to Hungary, and he was transferred to Israel, then called Palestine by the British.

    

    
    

    TWO WEEKS WENT BY, full of growing uncertainty. One evening, a bell rang at the Swiss legation door while Max and Anna were having dinner in the kitchenette.

    At that time, the MPS and even the guards were not there. The deputy consul stayed on with the British legation, who provided him with accommodation.

    Max froze, fear began to gnaw at him, and he thought that perhaps the Germans had come to take him and his wife and that their end was decided.

    The ringing continued. "Will you go and check?" Anna asked.

    "Yeah, sure," Max recovered, got up from his chair, and went down.

    Max looked carefully out one of the windows. When he noticed his secretary Elijah, he walked to the door, half-opened it, then looked to the sides to make sure no one was following him.

    "Come in," he said in a low voice that no one would hear; he hurried in and closed the door behind him.

    "You're here on time; we're in the middle of dinner. Would you like to join us?" Max asked.

    "Yes, absolutely," he replied.

    The two went up the stairs to the second floor and entered the kitchenette.

    Elijah sat down around the table, and Anna hurried to serve him a plate of soup with potatoes and carrots and two slices of bread.

    Elijah looked at the soup, the aroma of the stew rising in his dark nose and his senses.

    "I haven't had such a delicious soup for a very long time," he said, savoring every sip. Max looked at him with a smile.

    When the three of them had finished eating, Max turned to him and asked, "Have you heard anything from Yoav?"

    "No, I haven't heard anything yet. From the time he went on the mission until today, he hasn't contacted us," he replied.

    "I have a feeling that things have gotten complicated for him over there; let's go to the office," Max told Elijah. Anna was left alone in the kitchenette.

    When they entered the office, Elijah turned to Max and said, "I have good news, but the good news is worse than ever.”

    Max sat down and invited Elijah to sit down as well.

    "Tell me what happened?" Max asked.

    We learned that most of the Jews concentrated in the ghettos had already been sent to Auschwitz. I estimate that about 300,000 people have already been sent."

    Max was not surprised; he expected this to happen but not in such a short time.

    "Only a few managed to escape from Auschwitz and told us about the systematic extermination taking place there," he added.

    Elijah took out two letters from his pocket: "These are letters they wrote in which they detail what they saw."

    Max took the letters from his hands and began to read. When he finished, he asked, "Who else knows about this?"

    "Schechter and some of the leaders of the Judenrat."

    "They will try to silence this. I will write detailed reports on Auschwitz and send them to several countries. Maybe that is where our help will come from. "The public must be made aware of these atrocities."

    "Can I meet them?" Max asked.

    "It is dangerous. We have hidden them in one of the houses," Elijah replied.

    Max was not happy. He wanted to hear about the atrocities first-hand. He had many questions to ask.

    "Maybe we could smuggle one of them to the MPs after midnight," Elijah added after understanding Max's body language.

    "Excellent," Max said.

    Max walked Elijah to the door, looked outside to see that no one was there, and said goodbye.

    The same day, Elijah arrived late at night with Bezalel at the Swiss legation and rang the bell.

    Max awoke from his sleep, carefully opened the door, and let them in. He led them to his office.

    Max brought Bezalel a glass of water. "Tell me everything," he asked.

    The conversation lasted about an hour. Bezalel looked thin, pale and a little scared.

    "They are exterminating Jews at a rate of between 4,000 and 5,000 people a day," Bezalel said anxiously.

    Max knew what was happening in Auschwitz but did not imagine that the extermination rate would be so high in his wildest dreams.

    "How is it that none of them opposed it?" Elijah asked in amazement.

    "It's because they sincerely believed the fiction that the Nazis had told them, that they were going to be resettled," Max replied.

    At the end of the conversation, Max remarked, "You must be hungry."

    "Yes, very much," he replied.

    "My wife has made a stew; you have to taste it," Max said as he walked to the kitchenette.

    When he returned, he had a plate of food in his hand.

    Bezalel said, "I haven't eaten home-cooked food for a long time, maybe more than two years,” he took the plate in his hands and ate quickly.

    "Do you want some, too?" He asked Elijah.

    He said, "Yes.”

    Max went into the kitchenette and came back with a plate of food.

    "It's delicious; how did you manage to get the ingredients you needed?" Elijah asked in amazement.

    Max smiled, "Ties, my friend."

    At the end of the conversation, Max escorted them to the door and went back to sleep.

    

  
    
    

    Sensitive Information

    

    
    

    

    Over the next few days , Max received more and more evidence of what was happening in the ghettos in the countryside and in the extermination camps. Much of the material had already accumulated on his desk.

    Max read them all, all the atrocities, the manner of separation, and the methods of extermination. It presented him with a dark and gloomy picture of the plight of the Jews, and there was an urgent need to compile the evidence in reports and disseminate it to all countries that could influence the Hungarian leadership to stop the separation immediately.

    Max got up early in the morning, filled with determination. He made himself a cup of coffee and went straight to his office, holding the glass in one hand and the documents in the other.

    Max entered his office, the sun's rays penetrating through the shutters and projecting their light onto the decorated wooden table.

    Max put the cup of coffee on the table and the documents in front of him and sat down. In front of him was an old typewriter and, next to it, a worn flashlight.

    Max put a sheet of paper in the machine, pressed the keys, and began to type the title: "Report on the heinous crimes of the Nazi regime against the Jews in the ghettos of the Hungarian countryside and the extermination camps.”

    In the report, Max planned to write a precise description of how the Jews were concentrated in the ghettos, the conditions of their imprisonment and deportation to Auschwitz, without omitting any details.

    Later, Alex arrived at the legation building and saw Max sitting in the office typing vigorously.

    "What's up, buddy?" He asked.

    "I' m okay. I am writing reports on the Jewish situation in Hungary, on the ghettos in the countryside and on the Auschwitz placement camp."

    "Do you think it will be useful?" he asked.

    "It must be beneficial. International public opinion must be stimulated."

    "When you are finished, let me have a look at them; maybe I can help you," Alex said affectionately before heading to his office.

    

    
    

    ROSIE STAYED HOME ALONE. Her husband had been missing for over a month and had not made contact with her. The time Eichmann had set aside for the transaction had long expired. But Rosie wanted to believe that there was still hope, that all was not lost, and that it was just another bureaucratic follow-up. But what happens if he doesn't come back at all? What if he doesn't get the solution he wants? Many unanswered questions crossed her mind. And yet, she is a lonely woman in a cruel world, surrounded by threatening darkness, witnessing the horrors that occur every day.

    Suddenly, there was a loud knock at the door. Rosie was tense; she didn't invite anyone into her home on Saturday morning.

    Rosie went to open the door and saw in front of her three serious policemen; her heart skipped a beat.

    "We have an order to arrest you for questioning," said one of them without giving further details.

    Rosie looked pale; her heart was pounding. She was forcibly taken from her home to police interrogation headquarters, where she met other detainees and their sons, Schechter, and his wife, Aggie.

    A security service member took her to the interrogation room, where she was shown around by a Jewish man specialized in forging Hungarian documents. The man appeared to be bruised and injured from the beatings he’d received. Rosie could barely identify him.

    At first, she wanted to lie to the investigator and say that she had no idea who he was, but on reflection, she knew that his condition was only getting worse, so she admitted her relationship with him.

    Rosie was severely beaten as a result, sometimes tortured with electric shocks, and crates of cigarettes were put on her feet.

    Every day, Rosie was summoned for questioning at the police headquarters. The interrogators showed her pictures of Zionist activists, pioneers, members of the success committee. They asked her questions about them, confronted her with her statements, her actions, her behavior, explaining the severe consequences of withholding vital information from them. And when she said that she did not recognize these people, she was again violently beaten to the point of bloodshed.

    The investigations lasted for many, many hours. Rosie did not break or reveal the rescuers and pioneers' names, nor the information she had about their activities.

    At the end of each day of interrogation and torture, Rosie was asked another question: "Where is your husband?”

    Rosie replied that she had no idea, as Eichmann had explicitly told her not to reveal the "secret of the kingdom" to anyone. And again, she was severely beaten and tortured, but Rosie was not broken; she did not agree to talk about the agreement that was so important for the Jews in Hungary.

    On the last day of the interrogations, SS men suddenly entered the interrogation building and released all the detainees to their homes.

    Rosie found it tough to endure the many tortures she was subjected to. The SS men helped her to reach the German security service, a few dozen meters away, where it was made clear to her that the reason she had survived was that she had not revealed the "secret of the kingdom.”

    

    
    

    EICHMANN WAS SATISFIED with his plan's progress to expel the Jews concentrated in the ghettos of the campaign to Auschwitz. Before the campaign, he had one more week to complete the first phase of the program. To date, more than 350,000 Jews had been deported.

    He now decided that it was time to move quickly to the second phase of his plan, which was the main challenge he faced, namely the evacuation of the Jews from the Hungarian capital, Budapest. 220,000 Jews were living in Budapest, and their deportation was scheduled for early July.

    Now that the Allied armies, led by the United States, had invaded Normandy in occupied France and marked the strategic line of defense of Nazi Germany, and Russia's rapid rapprochement with the Carpathians and the Hungarian borders, Eichmann was only encouraged to speed up his mission.

    To do this, Eichmann went to the parliament building and met with Miklos Horthy, the Regent of Hungarian rule, a conservative person in his views, right-wing and pronounced anti-Semitic.

    The cooperation between them was effective, although Horthy was not enthusiastic about evacuating the Jews from Budapest, as he feared that this would fatally damage the Hungarian economy. Eichmann insisted that the agreements be respected and left him no choice. Thus, it was decided that on June 17, the concentration of the capital's Jews in ghettos and their deportation would begin, after the proclamation of the Hungarian province of "Judenrein,” i.e., free of Jews.

    

  
    
    

    Yellow Star Houses

    

    
    

    

    Jonathan was going to take his daughter Yael to the store to buy her some shoes, as they were beginning to wear out when suddenly, a crowd of Jews around his neighbourhood noticeboard caught his attention.

    Jonathan wanted to keep walking. Any delay on the road necessarily involved a real risk for life. The sky was cloudy, the rain had started to fall, and soon there was a flood. His feet were stuck in the muddy ground, refusing to move.

    Jonathan had become accustomed to occasionally hanging posters of one kind or another, limiting posters, soothing posters, threatening posters. But this time, he had a terrible feeling about the ad.

    Jonathan wanted to believe that this proclamation would say that life was back on track and that the war was just a bad dream that was past and gone. He grabbed his daughter’s hand and started walking towards the billboard as if he were hypnotized.

    A group of disgruntled Jews started arguing with each other; others seemed stunned, some angry and grumbling.

    Jonathan made his way through the crowd until he reached the noticeboard and read the poster. It was an order directing the Jews to focus on the houses marked with a Star of David filled with yellow; the houses were referred to by many as "yellow star houses,” some called them "star houses.” Within a week, the Jews were required to move out and live in the houses reserved for them in the 14 districts of the city, a total of 2639 houses.

    In the ordinance, the mayor justified the dispersal of Jews in houses to prevent the bombing of Budapest by the Allies, thus preventing harm to the Jews.

    Jonathan did not buy the reasoning; he looked disappointed and full of resentment. The nightmare is not going to end any time soon; it is only getting worse.

    Jonathan came out of the crowd. "Let's go home," he said to his daughter, but Yael refused.

    "You promised to buy me some shoes," she said with tears in her eyes.

    "I'll buy them some other time," he replied.

    "No, I want them now," she insisted and began to cry.

    Jonathan thought for a moment about obeying his daughter, but after giving it some thought, he preferred to go home and tell his wife the bad news.

    Jonathan took her home and hugged her to calm her down.

    "There will be more opportunities," he whispered in her ear, "I promise." Yael relented, and the two went home humiliated and disappointed.

    When his wife Dina saw him, she remarked, "You came back quickly.”

    "Yes, a new order has come out that we have to evacuate the house soon."

    "We're not going anywhere,” she paused, adding, "They took all our belongings, and now they want our house, too. What else?”

    "There's no choice, they're serious, they're going to force us out anyway."

    Dina was silent; she seemed both shocked and angry.

    "We have to pack a suitcase for us and backpacks for Yael with some furniture. We have to hide the silver and gold in the clothes; we will need it later, maybe to bribe someone,” said Jonathan with growing concern for his family's future.

    On the 19th of June, two Hungarian gendarmes and a German officer arrived at the Jewish homes. They seemed grumpy and angry and began to evacuate the Jews from their homes by force, shouting, and threatening.

    Two gendarmes arrived at Jonathan's house, hurriedly opened the door without waiting for an invitation, and entered. The two came in and ordered the family to come out with screams.

    Yael started to cry out in fear. The mother took her in her arms and tried to calm her down.

    Jonathan begged and asked the gendarme for another moment. He and his family went through all the rooms, saying goodbye to the objects and memories, knowing that they would never see them again.

    Back in the living room, they took the suitcase that had long been packed.

    The two escorted the family from the flat to the street at gunpoint. One of the gendarmes turned on Jonathan and shouted at him as if he were an idle Jew. Jonathan calmed down, humiliated, and ran in fear.

    Leah looked out of her house window to see what was happening on the street. She saw how, in a short time, more and more families had been forcibly evicted from their homes.

    The gendarmes led them all with raised hands through the city to another neighborhood.

    Leah was a resilient woman; her family owned the clothing factory, the building she lived in belonged to her family, and only Jewish families lived there. The building she lived in was already marked with a Star of David, so she did not have to leave it for another place.

    Her husband Yehuda had been away from home for several months, he’d been conscripted into one of the front-line labor camps and lost his connection with them.

    Seven-year-old Sarah also wanted to look out the window to see what was happening, but Leah prevented her from doing so.

    "It's dangerous," she said.

    David, her four-year-old son, suddenly started crying. Leah closed the window and went inside and took care of him.

    The people threw objects at the Jews in the streets and shouted scornfully: "Goodbye Jews, goodbye Jews ....” After a march of about twenty minutes, the gendarmes stopped.

    "You,” one of the gendarmes remarked to Jonathan's family. "Come into this house,” he ordered them.

    Jonathan, Dina, and his daughter Yael walked towards one of the houses with a yellow Star of David painted on its door.

    When they arrived, they opened the door and discovered, to their astonishment, that there was already a Jewish family living there. They introduced themselves and joined them.

    The gendarmes led the rest of the Jews to other houses in other parts of the city.

    About twenty thousand Jews were taken to the "star" houses that were scattered like a chessboard, a Jewish house opposite a Christian house.

    The next day, the government nationalized the property of the Jews who’d evacuated their houses, and what was not nationalized was stolen by the inhabitants; the looting was substantial. Everybody took everything from next door, indiscriminately.

    Shouts of joy were heard in the streets from the mouths of the looters. Clothes and objects were thrown out of the windows and scattered in the streets.

    
    

  
    
    

    Homecoming

    

    
    

    

    Pinchas hid in a cave that he’d discovered in a rock at the bottom of the forest. He went out towards the evening to look for food, sometimes coming back empty-handed.

    Thirst and hunger were his daily lot. Mosquitoes and flies chased and harassed him constantly. A stench emanated from his body.

    Pinchas placed leaves on the ground to store the raindrops. He looked skinny; a thick beard covered his face, and his body was scarred and cut. His clothes were torn, his shoes frayed, his black hair growing wildly, and lice wandered over him menacingly.

    Pinchas ate every creature that came his way; the worms that climbed the tree, the beetles that roamed the road, even the rabbits hiding in the rock were not spared.

    The next day, Pinchas left the cave in the evening, looked up at the stars in the sky, and decided it was time to move north, even though he was not sure that this was his house’s direction.

    Pinchas walked for three days. Exhausted, he tripped and fell to the ground, was injured and lost consciousness.

    Pinchas did not remember how long he lay on the muddy ground surrounded by tall trees. Suddenly, he heard voices of dull conversation, coming and going. He didn't know if they were good or bad people, if they had come to his rescue or to kill him.

    Pinchas opened his eyes when one of them approached him and tried to let him drink water. He looked around with suspicion and saw a group of men and women sitting around a campfire.

    "Who are you?" He asked, frightened.

    "Partisans," the man replied.

    Pinchas wanted to get up but could not.

    "Lie down, rest; you must grow stronger."

    Pinchas took the canteen from his hands and sipped it thirstily.

    "My name is Martin. Where are you going?" He asked.

    "To Budapest," Pinchas answered.

    "You know it is very dangerous there for you. You can join us; you can help us in our war against the bloody Nazis."

    "I would have been happy to kill some of them, but I'd rather go home."

    "As you wish. Go in that direction, within walking distance today, you will arrive in town," Martin pointed to the town.

    When Pinchas woke up the following day, there was no sign of anything but a pile of burnt coals.

    Pinchas knew that he would certainly be caught if he walked to the outskirts of town in the middle of the day, so he decided to go another way.

    Towards evening, Pinchas stood in the middle of the road and stopped a truck carrying livestock.

    The truck driver opened the door.

    "Are you coming to Budapest?" He asked.

    "Yes. Are you Jewish?"

    "No," he lied. If he told the truth, the driver would surely tell on him.

    "Well, come in."

    Pinchas came in. The truck started to travel, and an hour later, he found himself far away in the city. The same city where he was born and raised all his life now seemed a dangerous place to live, but there was no other choice.

    Pinchas decided not to take any risks and asked the driver to stop at a crossroads near the city’s outskirts.

    The truck stopped. Pinchas got off and said goodbye to the driver. And as the truck pulled away, he hid in the nearby woods.

    Pinchas decided to wait until after midnight and then enter the city, so in total darkness, the chances of climbing would diminish, he thought.

    Pinchas snuck into town in the middle of the night. He hid in a street corner and looked everywhere. When he saw that no one was there, he crossed several streets briskly and hid again. About half an hour later, he finally found his house in front of him.

    Pinchas stood at the door of his house, looked to the sides, and when he saw that no one was there, he knocked on the door. But no one answered him. He knocked several times, but there was no answer. Pinchas looked up towards the top floor; there was no light coming from the windows.

    Pinchas was horrified that the light bulb had reached his family. When he recovered, a thought crossed his mind that they might have left their house and were now in the factory.

    Pinchas left the premises and headed towards the factory, sometimes hiding in the entrances of the houses. When he arrived, he looked to the sides to make sure no one was there and knocked on the front door, but there was no answer.

    I wonder where they went," he thought to himself.

    After several more attempts, he decided to leave. Suddenly, he heard silent footsteps approaching the door, the footsteps stopped.

    The door opened slightly. Pinchas saw his father watching attentively. When he noticed him, he had difficulty recognizing his son.

    "Pinchas? Is that you? I hardly recognized you," he said as he came out and hugged his son with great excitement, then they pulled him inside and hurriedly locked the door behind him.

    "Come in, we've moved here; a lot has changed. How do you feel?" he asked.

    "I'm hungry and exhausted," he replied.

    "Of course, you must eat first."

    Jacob took his son to the makeshift kitchen and brought him two slices of bread, jam, and a jug of water.

    "I'll be back soon," he said, waking the whole family from sleep.

    Soon, Pinchas found himself surrounded on all sides. His mother hugged him with excitement, and tears of happiness streamed from his eyes.

    Jacob told them that they should let Pinchas go and not ask him any questions.

    "I made a bean stew," she said, hurrying to serve him a plate.

    Pinchas ate until he was full, the taste of the food bringing him back to his healthier days.

    Pinchas then went to take a shower. When he returned, his mother dressed his wounds. His family accompanied him to his room, and his mother brought him clean pajamas.

    Pinchas got dressed and went to bed to sleep. The rest of the family also went back to their room and slept for the rest of the night.

    Pinchas was so tired and exhausted and fell asleep quickly. His sleep was so deep that he slept two days in a row without feeling it.

    On the third day, Rachel woke Pinchas up from his sleep, afraid that something had happened to him.

    "Get up, take a shower, get organized, there is something you can do," she ordered him.

    Pinchas did as he was told.

    In the dining room, the rest of the family was waiting for him. When he finally arrived, they sat down to eat together.

    Jacob wanted to ask his son many questions but waited patiently for the end of the meal.

    "Tell us what's going on out front?" His father finally asked.

    "He's tired; let him go,” defended his mother.

    "It's all right," said Pinchas, beginning to tell what had been happening for a long time at the front.

    "The Russians have crossed the front line. The second Hungarian army was partly destroyed, and the other side withdrew in panic. The losses were hefty," he remarked gravely.

    "The Germans are starting to lose the war against the Russians, that's good, isn't it?" remarked Menachem, the elder brother.

    "It depends on how you look at it. For us, it can be a hazardous time; they have already started to do horrible things," Jacob replied.

    "So, what do you suggest we do?" Menachem asked.

    There was silence in the dining room..

    Jacob left the dining room and went to his office so he could be alone.

    Rachel came in and served him a cup of coffee in a copper tray.

    "Thank you," he said, began to sip, and plunged into contemplation.

    Menachem entered and sat down before him in silence, waiting for him to speak.

    "Would you like some coffee, sir?" Rachel asked him.

    "Not now, thank you," he replied.

    Rachel left the room with the empty tray.

    Jacob lit tobacco with a pipe and started smoking. He looked at one of the empty walls as if he were looking at a hidden horizon. A cloud of thick smoke came out of his mouth and rose upwards, spreading throughout the room and giving off a pungent smell of tobacco. Another sip of coffee and a long silence.

    Menachem knew that his father should not be disturbed as long as he was preoccupied with thoughts, especially such fateful thoughts. Any interference could result in a reprimand.

    "I will go. I will be there if you need me," Menachem finally decided to leave his father alone and left the office.

    

  
    
    

    Auschwitz Protocol

    

    
    

    

    Among the other documented evidence that mysteriously reached Max was another important report called the "Auschwitz Protocol,” which was accompanied by a detailed diagram of the placement camp and its operation.

    The report was written by two Jews, Rudolf, and Alfred, who’d managed to escape from the Auschwitz extermination camp to Slovakia.

    Rudolf and Alfred cooperated with the Polish underground in the Auschwitz extermination camp. Their job was to spy on the Nazi guards throughout the camp, to observe, listen and centralize the large amount of information gathered.

    Rudolf heard, among other things, that one of the drunken guards said that he was looking forward to the arrival of the "Hungarian Salami,” as he called it, the expedition of Hungarian Jews that was due to arrive soon.

    Rudolf and Alfred decided to flee Auschwitz to warn the Jews of Hungary to come and try to revolt against the Germans.

    Both decided to hide in a space created inside a pile of tree trunks. Two Polish prisoners closed the hiding place with wooden beams.

    Rudolph placed Russian tobacco mixed with oil in the grooves between the wooden beams so that the Nazi patrol dogs would not discover their hiding place. After three days of searching, the Nazis were unable to locate their hiding place with their dogs. So, the two came out of their hiding place in the middle of the night and fled Auschwitz to freedom.

    After eleven days of the arduous journey, they arrived in the town of Žilina in Slovakia and handed over their version to one of the Jewish community leadership representatives, called the "Jewish Center.” But the information was too late, as the Jews from Hungary had already been sent two days after their escape.

    Max worked for several days to concentrate the collected information, writing reports on the situation of the Jews in Europe. The reports included 40 pages full of events and crimes committed by the Nazis towards Jews, including Hungarian Jews.

    Max went to Alex's office, entered, and handed over the reports to him. "I'm done. Read and tell me your opinion," he said, sitting in front of him and patiently waiting for what would come out of his mouth.

    Alex finished reading, his face grave and darker than ever.

    "I didn't know they had done all these horrible things," he told Max with sincere concern.

    Alex was holding the documents in his hand. "This report needs to be widely distributed. I can post them in Switzerland; it can resonate a lot. Make me a copy, and I'll take care of it," he said.

    Max took the documents from his hands, went back to his office, and vigorously made five more copies.

    Early in the morning, a courier arrived at the Swiss legation to take the mail and send it by diplomatic courier.

    Max took advantage of this and addressed him: "I have four envelopes here with important documents; you are required to deliver them urgently to their destination.”

    Max handed the envelopes to the courier and added, "You hand the first envelope to the Jewish Agency.

    Max knew that the Jewish Agency supported Schechter and his negative actions, so he thought they would not use the information at all but decided to try it anyway.

    "You will give the second envelope to the US Ambassador to Turkey, a man named Lawrence."

    Max thought that maybe he was more likely to make use of the reports because he was Jewish.

    "You will give the third envelope to the Chief Rabbi of Stockholm, Mordechai."

    Max had known Rabbi Mordechai in the past, so he attached a letter and asked him to forward the reports to the Swiss government, who had previously saved Jews and might be able to help this time as well.

    "You will transfer the fourth envelope to the curator Horthy. I hope it will affect him and his attitudes towards Jews.”

    The courier took the envelopes from his hands and continued on his way.

    Max went to Alex's office and gave him the fifth copy of the reports.

    "Rest assured that I will take care of it. We will awaken public opinion," he promised.

    Later in the day, Max also sent copies to some Liberal ministers he knew to raise their consciences.

    On Thursday morning, about one hundred and fifty articles were published throughout Switzerland in the print media about the deportation of Hungarian Jews and their extermination at Auschwitz.

    The advertising created a great resonance across the country.

    Journalists contacted the German press office for clarification.

    The office denied and claimed that it had not been created and that the Jews were alive and in relatively good condition. And as proof, the Germans sent more than three hundred Jews from the Bergen-Belsen camp to Switzerland to prove their point.

    The Germans' alleged evidence caused a sensation in Swiss public opinion, and life returned to normal.

    Lawrence, the US ambassador to Turkey and a pious Jew, received the mail during the staff meeting. He glanced at the envelope and saw Max's name on it.

    Lawrence did not know Max, but his curiosity grew because of the urgency of the matter.

    While the faculty was discussing all kinds of important issues, Lawrence opened the envelope and read the paper more carefully.

    Lawrence didn't believe what he saw; his face turned pale as he read the report.

    Suddenly, the conversations stopped, and there was silence in the conference room.

    "Reading something?" Robert asked the faculty member who noticed Lawrence's facial expressions.

    It's bad. It's really bad," Lawrence whispered in the air and continued reading.

    When he finished, he looked around and said, "The Germans are systematically exterminating the Jews. They have exterminated hundreds of thousands of Jews from rural towns in Hungary and are now planning to exterminate the Jews of Budapest as well.

    There was astonishment in the room and a long silence.

    "President Roosevelt must be informed. We are urgently arranging a flight to the United States tomorrow morning."

    "Very well," replied Robert.

    The staff dispersed to their offices, and Lawrence was left alone to search the substrata.

    Lawrence got up early in the morning, made arrangements, and left his residence for the Ministry car, which arrived in time.

    "Take me to the airport," he ordered the driver and rushed into the car.

    An executive plane was waiting at the airport on the runway.

    Half an hour later, the ministry pulled up next to the plane.

    Lawrence got out of the car, ran to the plane, then climbed the stairs and went inside.

    The flight attendant closed the door of the plane, and the plane started moving on the runway. Shortly afterward, El Al took off.

    At Washington Dallas International Airport, a long black emergency car waited for about half an hour.

    The plane landed at the airport exactly as planned. Lawrence got off the plane, walked down the stairs, and rushed to the ministry car.

    "To the White House," Lawrence ordered the driver, and the driver did as he was told.

    After about two hours of driving, the car finally arrived at the White House. He got out and rushed inside.

    At the entrance to the Oval Office stood the president's adviser, George Shemu.

    "The president will accept you now," he said with a forced smile.

    Lawrence opened the door, entered, walked towards the president, and shook his hand.

    "How was the flight?" He asked politely.

    Exhausting but bearable," Lawrence replied with a forced smile.

    "Come, sit down," ordered the president, and Lawrence sat down opposite him.

    "Mr. President. I wanted to meet you urgently about the Jews of Hungary. The Nazis have exterminated most of the Jews there and intend to exterminate the rest in Budapest in cooperation with the Hungarian government. I ask you to intervene before it is too late.”

    Lawrence informed the president of the content of Max's report, adding that no ghetto would be built in the city, in Max's opinion.

    Roosevelt was astonished and hurried to press the intercom button in his office. "Call Secretary of State Cordell urgently," he told his secretary.

    Cordell showed up in the Oval Office within a short time, and Lawrence also had to give him the terrible news.

    "Why didn't you tell me these things?" Roosevelt raged.

    Cordell defended himself by saying, "We didn't know either, Mr. President."

    "I urge you to send an urgent and strong protest to the Hungarian government... Tell them that we will live with it; it will have serious consequences."

    "Very well, Mr. President. Immediately," Cordell replied as he left the room.

    "Mr. President, it seems to me that the Hungarians are very afraid of our bombing, so they have divided the Jews into houses using the chess method to prevent us from attacking the rest of the city," Lawrence said.

    "Yes, although so far, we have refrained from attacking civilians. We have only attacked factories and various industrial sites," he replied.

    "Thank you for agreeing to meet me on such short notice," Lawrence told the president, saying goodbye and leaving.

    

  
    
    

    Hard Farewell

    

    
    

    

    In the early evening , Jonathan sat down with his wife Dina in a room for a counseling ceremony. Time is running out; life and death are at stake.

    "Maybe we could become Christians," suggested Dina.

    "For what reason?" Jonathan asked in amazement.

    "Then we will receive a certificate that will prove we are not Jewish, and then we will be saved from the evil of the decree," she replied.

    "This process takes about six months, and we don't have time to wait until then," he said.

    "So, what are we going to do? She asked anxiously.

    "I will find a solution.

    Yael opened the door and wanted to go out to play. She was getting tired of sitting in a house full of strangers and listening to adult conversations all day long.

    Dina noticed her, ran, grabbed her hand, pulled her inside, and then slammed the door behind her.

    "You can't go out, you see, it's dangerous. Bad people wander the streets," she said.

    "I'm tired," Yael cried.

    Dina understood her heart and took her in her arms while she waited.

    "I'll play with you," she said. "We'll play hide-and-seek, all right."

    "All right," she said, apologizing.

    "I'll count to ten, and you hide. Think you're hiding from the bad guys."

    The next day, Jonathan went out shopping; the government allowed him and the other Jews two hours a day, from nine to eleven in the morning, and he had to take the time to buy before closing time.

    There was a noticeable lack of food in the containers. The war caused a shortage. Some groceries were very scarce and could not be obtained, but he succeeded in bribing a supermarket owner and agreed to pay a lot of money for the product, well beyond his initial return.

    Jonathan walked down the street with his head covered, trying not to stand out, trying not to attract the attention of one of the cruel cops. An exit from the "Yellow Star House" necessarily posed a real danger­–the danger of someone shooting or hitting you until you bleed and float in your blood on the street.

    But there was really no choice, you had to stock up on food to survive, even if it was a little bit of everything: a little bread, a little cheese, two tomatoes...

    In the distance, Jonathan approached the local supermarket; he could see the long queues coming out of it. They were Jews wearing yellow badges, men, and women, standing together and waiting patiently for their turn. The echoes of the war were muffled on the horizon and grew closer every day.

    At the entrance, two serious policemen maintained order, examining those who stood with scornful eyes.

    One man stepped out of the line and protested to the police that he had been standing too long and that soon the time would be up and he would have to go home with nothing.

    One of the policemen, in return, stopped him, pushed him to the ground, and started kicking him mercilessly, another one panting loudly and shouting loudly to those in the queue, "You will do what I tell you to do. Did you hear me?

    The man was bruised and injured. The guard did not let him back on the line and threw him out of there in disgrace.

    Finally, it was Jonathan's turn; he tried not to look at the cops' faces and went in.

    In the supermarket, most of the shelves were empty, except for a limited number of groceries.

    Jonathan bought half a loaf of bread, a piece of yellow cheese, and a cucumber. After paying, he hastily returned to his home.

    Jonathan opened the door, went inside, and breathed a sigh of relief. His wife was waiting for him in the kitchen.

    Jonathan put the ingredients on the table.

    "We have to talk," she said solemnly.

    "What about?" he asked.

    "We have to hide Yael in the monastery, where she'll be safe if anything happens to us."

    - You're crazy, shouted Jonathan.

    "I will be calmer if she is in a safe place. She will be there until things get better," she said.

    "That can take a long time," he said.

    "It's for her own good," she said.

    "All right. You'll have to talk to her first, explain it to her. And at night, we’ll take her there," he answered.

    "I want to talk to you," Dina said to Yael, holding her hand and taking her to her room.

    "Daddy and I have decided to send you to the monastery."

    "Why?" She wondered.

    "We think it will be safer. Besides, you can play as you wish and meet more children."

    "But I don't want to," she said and started crying.

    Dina hugged her, wiped away her tears, and said, "This is temporary. We'll bring you back when it's safer."

    Late at night, shortly before midnight, Jonathan secretly left his house and took Yael to the monastery. An ancient building, built like a dark castle on a hill.

    Jonathan opened the rusty iron door and went inside. When he arrived at the big door, he gently knocked on it. After a while, the door opened, and an old nun was standing in the door.

    "I'm sorry to have woken you up so late."

    "What can I do for you?" She asked.

    "I want to hide my daughter here. The situation has become dangerous and unpredictable," he answered.

    The nun sent a suspicious glance at the girl. Yael was afraid.

    "All right," she said.

    Jonathan bent down, hugged his daughter, kissed her, and whispered in her ear: "Don't worry, I'll come back for you soon."

    The nun took her hand and let her in.

    Jonathan said goodbye to her, and the door closed after her.

    Jonathan stayed there for some time, uncertain about his decision, then he went home.

    

  
    
    

    Strong Protest

    

    
    

    

    Max felt suffocated , impotent. In the streets, violence raged, Jews were beaten mercilessly by police officers, and some were murdered in cold blood.

    The gunshots that were heard from time to time in the streets managed to make him alert, afraid and anxious about the aftermath.

    Max did much to keep quiet in his office and sink into his thoughts. Sometimes, he would consult with his associates about the situation. He would sleep a little and drink a lot of coffee.

    Time is running out; every day, something horrible happens, everyday decisions are made to the detriment of the Jews, every day, more and more innocent people are murdered.

    Each day seems different from the previous one and just as difficult, but Max did not give up hope, did not raise his hand. There has to be a solution to find a way out of this terrible nightmare.

    A familiar melody suddenly rang out from the outside. Max looked out of the window and saw Otto’s ice cream parked in a street beam. Soon, the children gathered around him with their parents. They weren't Jewish children; they were forbidden to walk the streets during those hours.

    Max was saddened, recalling other times, before the war, when there were very few restrictions on the Jews, and it was still possible to live a normal life, full of hope for the future.

    Max remembered his childhood, how he sat on the riverbank near his house with his father and caught fish, the conversations they’d had about things at the ends of the world. He remembered his mother's cooking, the friends he played with in his leisure time, the school he attended and how the students treated him equally, the youth movements in which he participated and took an active part.

    Now everything is complicated and complex. Max felt as if he was sailing a dilapidated boat in a stormy sea, rocking her back and forth. Hearing the sounds of thunder and lightning, surrounded by storms and whirlwinds, wet from the rain to his bones, and all he desired was to go to the shelter, find rest and peace, and gather the rest of the community with him. Will it happen? When will it happen? How much longer? Many thoughts in nobody's heart, and no solution is found.

    Max secretly rejoiced that he currently had no children and that he would not have to face the anguish and horrors that his children would experience in this dark world, in addition to the experiences he, his wife, and the rest of the community have already had. This is certainly not the life he wanted to be born into.

    

    
    

    MAX'S EFFORTS TO AWAKEN world public opinion to the horrors that the Jews in Europe experienced under the Nazi regime and in Hungary, in particular, began to bear fruit. And already, the first protest came from the Vatican. Pope Pius 12, for the first time since the beginning of the war, personally and publicly protested against the persecution of the Jews. He sent a solid epistle to Horthy, and although he did not specifically mention the word "Jew" in the Epistle, the content certainly meant it.

    One spring morning, June 24th, the Swiss ambassador, Hans Shem, arrived at the legation with a letter in his hand. Hans came from the town of Kecskemet and had traveled a long way to Budapest. Hans will present the interests of the United States in Hungary since Hungary did not have diplomatic relations.

    Hans handed the letter to the consul, Dr. Yegren, asking him to transfer it to the Hungarian government.

    Dr. Yegren opened the letter and read it. He called Max and gave it to him to read as well.

    When Max finished, he commented, "Ask them to specify the date and time the letter reached them. Tell them that this is a requirement of the United States government."

    "Great idea," he replied.

    At four o'clock in the afternoon, Yegren called the Hungarian Prime Minister, Döme Sztójay, a foreign minister, a far-right man close to Hitler, a man who was forced on Horthy by the Germans after the occupation of Hungary and asked him to meet urgently.

    The same day, at half-past five in the evening, a reply was received. Sztójay had replied to the meeting and invited the consul.

    The meeting took place between Consul Yegren and Ambassadors Hans at the entrance to the Parliament building, near a sign that read, "There is no entrance for Jews and dogs."

    Sztójay received them politely in his office and was suspicious of their motives.

    Yegren handed him the letter and waited patiently until he had finished reading it.

    Sztójay continued to read the Epistle more carefully. In the letter, the U.S. government demanded that the Hungarian government stop the deportation immediately, adding that anyone involved in the deportation of Jews would be held to account at the end of the war.

    Sztójay's expression betrayed his fears. His hands began to shake, and his face turned pale when he reached the end of the text. The letter’s wording was extremely firm and severe, and a fierce and threatening warning from President Roosevelt was attached.

    The end of the letter stated that they know the punishment for mass murder."

    When Yegren and Hans returned to work, Yegren updated Max about the meeting.

    "You should have seen him, how his hands were shaking, and his face was pale," he said with satisfaction.

    "Do you think he's going to do anything about it?" Max asked, puzzled.

    "I don't know; we'll wait and see," he replied.

    "Anyway, thank you for your help," Max said.

    "Thank you for making it all end well," replied Yegren.

    Max smiled a reluctant smile. He knew there was still a long, exhausting, and uncertain road ahead.

    Anna came and saw the three of them talking to each other.

    "I made dinner. Do you want to eat?"

    Yegren took the watch hanging on a gold chain out of his coat and took a look at the time.

    "Thank you, but I have to get back to my house. Maybe some other time," he replied.

    Hans said, "I have to move, too."

    The two said goodbye to Max and went their own way.

    Max remained alone with his wife in the Swiss legation; he saw that his wife was slightly disappointed.

    "At least you tried," he said, walking with his wife to the kitchenette. At the end of the meal, Anna grabbed Max's hand and said, "It's all right, don't worry."

    But those words didn't calm him down. He looked at her gloomily but said nothing.

    

  
    
    

    Termination of Deportation

    

    
    

    

    At half-past ten in the evening, Max was exhausted and planning to go to bed when he suddenly heard knocking on the hinged door.

    Despite the compound being protected, each knock on the door made his heart beat strongly. The thought that the Germans were standing in the doorway and ready to break in, motivated to eliminate anyone caught in their way, especially a Jew.

    Fear slowly seeped in and struck with intensity in the evening as it had every evening since his arrival, when he found himself with his wife alone in the legation after the last of the workers had left, exposed to the dangers of the crows on dark nights.

    Max silently walked down the stairs to the entrance hall and looked out of the window as usual. He saw a Hungarian in a fancy suit, waiting alone at the door.

    Max opened the door with care and anxiety.

    "My name is Victor. I am the head of the ceremony at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs," he said.

    "Come in, come in," he invited.

    Victor came in and looked at the hall, the furniture, the pictures that decorated the walls.

    "Would you like a drink?" Max asked politely.

    "No. I have come to inform the consul that the Hungarian government has decided by a majority to stop the deportation. Furthermore, we have transmitted our decision to the German legation so that you may ask for the consent of the German government,” he said.

    "I will deliver the message to the consul,” Max said.

    "Good. I need to move,” said Victor and said goodbye to Max.

    Max went up to the second floor, went to his room, and informed his wife of the decision.

    "It's too early to rejoice, darling; the Germans may not agree," she replied.

    "You're right," he replied, getting into bed and trying to fall asleep.

    

    
    

    EICHMANN HEARD ABOUT the Hungarian government's decision to stop the deportation and realized that his plan to complete the deportation of Jews in the countryside was in jeopardy. He quickly asked his men to speed up the deportation of the Jews lest it was too late.

    "We must hurry. You should have more Jews in every wagon," he said anxiously.

    Thus, the Germans succeeded in deporting about 100,000 Jews from the provincial towns near Budapest to the Auschwitz extermination camp.

    

    
    

    MAX GOT UP EARLY IN the morning as usual; his wife was still asleep. He quickly got organized, had breakfast, went down the hall to get some exercise, then read the newspaper from the day before.

    Max knew that Consul Yegren would be arriving in about half an hour and that the rest of the work and diplomatic activity would also begin.

    But just before all this happened, Max needed calm, calm to think, calm to make wise decisions, and plan the next moves.

    Yegren finally arrived, entered the hall, waved at Max, and walked to his office on the last floor.

    A little later, the bell rang. Max was surprised; he knew that the construction workers had their own keys.

    Max looked out of the window suspiciously. He saw Victor, the head of the ceremony at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, standing in the doorway. Max was surprised, he was there last night, and now he’d come back. Max assumed that he probably did not trust him and wanted to deliver the message to the consul himself. Max came and opened the door.

    "Has the Consul arrived here?" he asked.

    "Yes. Wait here, I'll call him,” answered Max.

    A little later, Max came back with Yegren.

    Victor introduced himself and shook Yegren's hand, then delivered the same message that he had delivered to Max last night.

    Yegren promised that he would deliver the message to the US government.

    Victor said goodbye to him and continued on his way.

    Yegren immediately went to his office and sent the telegram to Switzerland's federal capital, Bern, describing the new development on the subject.

    The Swiss administration of the city of Bern immediately sent the response of the Hungarian government to Washington.

    

    
    

    ROOSEVELT WAS SITTING in the Oval Office and was engaged in briefing staff on political issues. Suddenly, Cordell, the Secretary of State, entered the room with a telegram in his hand.

    "An answer came from Hungary from the president," he said, handing him the telegram.

    Roosevelt read it impatiently; when he had finished, he was annoyed.

    "They think we can be deceived. The Germans will not stop the expulsion," he said in the room.

    Those present at the meeting watched and listened with great interest.

    "What will we tell them?" Cordell asked.

    "Tell them that their answer is inadequate. Ask them to stop the deportation immediately without waiting for an answer from the Germans."

    "Very well," Cordell said and left the room.

    

    
    

    ON JUNE 26, THE "CROWN Council" was convened for an emergency hearing under Regent Horthy's request that the Hungarian government stop the expulsion of the Jews immediately and without preconditions.

    As a result, an internal struggle began in the Sztójay government between the supporters of Germany and its opponents.

    Many government ministers were supporters of the German line, as were the Hungarian gendarmes who proved their effectiveness in evacuating the ghettos of the last Jews.

    The argument was loud, but at the last minute, a mass brawl was avoided.

    Sztójay opposed the expulsion but was mainly concerned about the US government's reaction and wanted to avoid any conflict with the curator Horthy.

    Sztójay ordered a vote. With a close majority, the decision was taken to stop the deportation.

    Until the time of the decision, the Hungarians succeeded in evicting about twenty thousand people from their homes in Budapest and transferring them to Star houses under the watchful eye of the Nazi regime.

    

    
    

    SCHECHTER WAS SITTING in his office worried; he didn't know what had happened to Yoav­–the time that Eichmann had allocated to complete the transaction had long since passed.

    But the very thought that the deal Yoav had made with Eichmann, "goods for blood,” would not be carried out disturbed his rest; life and death were at stake.

    Schechter wanted to find an intermediate solution so that Eichmann would not withdraw from the agreement that was so important to him.

    One of the "Rescue Committee" activists close to him, called Ephraim, entered his office for an update call.

    Schechter took advantage of the opportunity and consulted him on the matter.

    "We can raise fifty trucks as an advance until Yoav brings a signed agreement from the allies," he suggested.

    "Where do we get such a large number of trucks?" He asked, surprised.

    "We'll buy them in Slovakia with money from rich Jewish donors and then deliver them to the Germans as a sign of goodwill."

    "Do you think they would want it?" he asked.

    "Certainly, so that we can get more time in the negotiations until we hear from Yoav."

    "All right," Schechter agreed.

    In three days, Ephraim managed to buy the trucks in Slovakia and transport them into German hands. Thus, he thought he had managed to save time.

    

    
    

    EICHMANN IGNORED THE Hungarian government's proclamation to stop the deportation and sent a team of German experts in the middle of the night to one of the quarantine camps north-east of Budapest. More than a thousand Jews were left in the camp at the time and were guarded by Hungarian detectives.

    The Germans entered the camp, evacuated the Jews, put them quickly on freight trains, and planned to send them outside Hungary’s borders to the extermination camp.

    One of the detectives rushed to call the Judenrat and reported that the Germans were evacuating the Jews from the camp.

    The news came to one of the members of the "Judenrat" named Dr. Yegor. His son was Horthy's son's best friend.

    Yegor turned to his son and asked him to give a message to Horthy's son.

    "Tell him that the Germans are evacuating the Jews from the quarantine camp on the outskirts of Budapest in violation of Horthy's explicit instructions to stop the deportation. Tell him to convey the message to his father urgently."

    "Very well," his son said and went away. Horthy received the news from his son with astonishment, and on the same day, ordered the train, which had almost reached the border, to be stopped and return.

    The train was back on its tracks, and the Jews were sent back to the quarantine camp.

    Eichmann was furious and was not prepared to put up with the fact that Horthy had torpedoed his plans; he was determined to expel the Jews at all costs.

    Eichmann realized that Horthy would not allow him to use trains for deportation, so he decided to get smart and gave the order to secretly bring trucks instead.

    Three days later, the Germans arrived at the quarantine camp again in the middle of the night. This time, they managed to outwit and surprise the detectives guarding the camp, caught them at gunpoint, and tied them up unopposed.

    Shortly afterward, the Germans brought the fifty lorries that Schechter's men had given to the Germans as a sign of goodwill and loaded all the Jews in the camp onto the lorries and drove them to the Auschwitz extermination camp.

    The detectives were only released after the lorries had crossed the Hungarian border and found themselves on Polish territory.

    When Horthy heard about what happened, he was outraged and embarrassed at the Germans. But the Germans treated him disdainfully.

    

    
    

    THE NEWS OF WHAT HAPPENED reached Max's ears. Max contacted Zoltan from the Hungarian Ministry of Foreign Affairs for more details about what had happened.

    After the end of his conversation with him, Max came to the conclusion that the 10,000 lorries that the Germans had requested for the "goods for blood" transaction were, in fact, intended for the expulsion of the Jews from the capital of Budapest.

    The Germans realized that the Hungarians would not allow them to use freight trains, as they were used to transport livestock and agricultural products, and their use would have hampered Hungary's economy, so they came up with the idea of trading "goods for blood" and sent Yoav to Turkey to do so.

    

  
    
    

    Schechter's List

    

    
    

    

    Dr. Schechter was an energetic young man from a wealthy family, a brilliant lawyer and journalist, cold-tempered, Zionist in all his past. A tall man, dressed in a black suit, his black hair carefully combed, wearing glasses with a thick black frame.

    Schechter wanted to prove to the Zionist leaders in Budapest that he could save the Jews. He thought that if he succeeded, the leadership would treat him more respectfully, listen to his advice and would not reject him outright, although, at the time, he already had the full support of the president of the Jewish Agency, Ephraim.

    The Jewish Agency was a kind of government of the Jewish people that was soon to be born, even those in the community who had no notes knew this. And since the Jewish Agency supported Schechter, then many in the Jewish community supported him wholeheartedly.

    But not Max; Max did not trust him from the beginning and suspected him and his intentions all along. In his eyes, Schechter was a miserable ploy and collaborated with the Nazis; he had no doubts about that. But he was the only one, a lone voice crying out in the valley of weeping.

    Schechter knew time was running out and wanted to use his Nazi connections to save his family and associates.

    For a long time, Schechter had negotiated with Eichmann to allow him to save a specific group of several hundred Jews from all currents of Judaism by turning a blind eye and allowing them to move up to Eretz Israel illegally.

    In exchange, Schechter had agreed to help solicit the Hungarian Jews to show no objection to their deportation and even respect order in the concentration camps. And now, fulfilling his part, he thought it was time to demand his return.

    One morning, Schechter arrived at the hotel where Eichmann stayed. Two SS men stood at the door of the hotel, watching and guarding the entrance. They knew Schechter and let him in. If he were another Jew, they would probably have shot him without blinking an eye.

    Each of these meetings carried a certain risk­–the risk that Eichmann would get angry, lose his temper, and shoot you to death. But Schechter tried to show his self-confidence, keep his calm, his peace of mind at each meeting. The signs of fear for him were dangerous and could cost him his life.

    Schechter went up the stairs to the second floor and knocked on the door.

    Eichmann opened the door and let him in. Schechter entered with measured steps.

    Eichmann trusted Schechter with his eyes closed; he knew that Schechter would keep any agreement between them and any promise he gave.

    Eichmann invited Schechter to sit down. Then he sat down in front of him in the living room.

    Schechter adopted Aryan manners; he elegantly took a cigarette out of a silver-decorated box and invited one to his host.

    Eichmann took the cigarette out of the box.

    Schechter took out a silver lighter, lit the cigarette first to Eichmann, then to him, and began to inhale smoke into his lungs and blow it into the air.

    Eichmann watched him smoke and thought in his heart that for his refined manners and restraint, he could have been an ideal Gestapo officer.

    "I held my end of the bargain. I kept order and calmed people down," Schechter opened up and said.

    "Indeed. How can I help you?" Eichmann asked, sucking the cigarette smoke into his lungs and then exhaling with pleasure.

    "I want to organize a train and take a group of Jews through Spain to Eretz Israel. Some of them will be family members and associates."

    Eichmann opened a bottle of cognac and poured himself a glass.

    "Want some?" he asked.

    "Yes, thank you," he replied. Eichmann poured him a glass.

    When he’d finished the cigarette, Schechter lit another cigarette. "Would you like another one?" He asked Eichmann, but Eichmann refused.

    "You can take the others, but give me this group. There will be about a hundred thousand people in it," he said with a frozen face.

    Eichmann looked at Schechter with a poignant look and thought in his heart how many similarities there were in the attitude between the races and viewpoints of the very idealistic Zionist leaders. He believed that Schechter himself would sacrifice thousands of his Jewish people to achieve his political goals.

    "All right. Make me a list, and I will approve it," he finally agreed.

    Schechter got up from his chair, politely shook Eichmann's hand, and left.

    Eichmann felt that he had made a good deal, a kind of gentleman's agreement and was satisfied with himself.

    Schechter put a lot of effort into making an appropriate list. The two main parameters that he set for choosing the passengers for the coveted entry ticket were clear: the first parameter, the passenger must have proximity to Zionism, which is desirable for Zionist political affairs. And a second and most important parameter is that the passenger must be wealthy and have a business or industrial enterprise. This is why the train was also called the "privileged train” because most of the passengers belonged to the great class of Budapest Jews. Besides, Schechter also put his family and associates on the list. And later on, orphan children and single people were added to the list.

    Schechter's list grew and had already reached 1,200 Jews.

    The list included representatives of the Jewish colony in all its diversity: community leaders, doctors, scientists, artists, business people, writers, and journalists. It also included a group of ultra-Orthodox, including thirty anti-Zionist rabbis.

    According to his plan, the train was to reach Switzerland and continue through the city of Istanbul in Turkey to Eretz, Israel. A long way but definitely worthwhile.

    Many other Jews wanted to join the trip when they heard that Schechter was preparing the list, but Schechter categorically refused them.

    Schechter knew that it would also be difficult to persuade Eichmann to accept a list supposed to accommodate several hundred passengers but which had now grown to more than a thousand.

    But if he succeeded in convincing Eichmann, he would actually achieve two things: first, he would save lives, and second, the Zionist leadership would appreciate him more for his achievements and treat him with more respect. Now even those who were sceptical about him and their son, Max, will listen to him.

    On Wednesday morning, June 28, a fateful meeting was scheduled between Schechter and Eichmann at the hotel where he was staying for the final confirmation of the passenger list. Schechter knew it was supposed to be an exhausting and trying negotiation that would probably take too much time.

    Schechter wore his luxurious suit, a shiny tie, combed his hair, and looked in the mirror for a moment to see that there was no flaw in his appearance. Just before he went out, he sipped an intoxicating drink to calm his nerves; then he left the house.

    On the way to the hotel, he met lonely Jews who begged him to add them to the list. But Schechter politely explained that the list was limited and that there was no room for everyone and hurried on his way, so he would not be late for the important meeting.

    Schechter entered the hotel and went up to the second floor, stood in front of room number 212, took a long breath in his lungs, looked at his watch to make sure he wasn't late, and knocked on the door.

    "Yes,” Eichmann's voice was heard on the other side of the door.

    Schechter opened the door and went inside. He saw Eichmann talking to three SS officers.

    His heart was deeply shocked with fear, but externally, he showed peace of mind, as if it was a routine meeting.

    Eichmann introduced Schechter to the officers.

    Schechter safely shook their hands and, as was his custom, took out the silver cigarette case and offered it as a present to them.

    Two officers took the cigarettes from him, and Schechter lit them up.

    "Nice cigarette," said one of the officers.

    "I only buy the best," Schechter said.

    The officer smiled.

    When they had finished smoking, Schechter took the list out of his bag and handed it to Eichmann.

    Eichmann put it on the table, sat down, and started looking at the names. The three officers joined him.

    Eichmann was interested in some of the names that appeared on the page, and Schechter explained how important they were.

    After a half-hour discussion, Eichmann confirmed the names.

    "When can I tell people that the train will take off?" Schechter asked.

    "In two days, on June 30, at ten o'clock in the morning," Eichmann replied, adding, "And don't forget to bring the money as we agreed.

    "Of course," replied Schechter with satisfaction, shaking hands with the rest of the officers, saying goodbye, and leaving the room.

    When the door slammed after him, he took another long breath, arranged his breathing, and went home to inform the families of the developments.

    

    
    

    THAT SAME DAY, ELIJAH came to the Swiss legation and rang the bell.

    Max opened the door for him, and Elijah entered secretly.

    "Let's go upstairs, keep me informed of everything," Max said.

    When they arrived at his office, Elijah said, "Schechter is organizing a group of Jews to leave Budapest for Palestine. He is negotiating with the Germans about it. The group is expected to leave in two days.

    Max was furious, "Let Schechter know that I am strongly opposed to negotiations with the Germans and demand that he stops immediately.”

    "What if he resists?" Elijah asked.

    "Then go to the Judenrat and the Zionist Organization and let them know that I am trying to stop the preparations for the group's exit."

    "Forgive me for not being able to understand why you object," he said.

    "Because the Germans are deceiving him. There's no way they're allowing passengers to go to Eretz Israel; it's a fraud," he replied, adding, "You don't understand, they shouldn't be trusted.

    "Yeah, well. You're right," said Elijah, looking at Max mesmerized.

    There's no time; go now to Schechter and let him know my request."

    "Very well," replied Elijah and went on his way.

    Elijah met Schechter in his house and tried to dissuade him from his actions and convince them that everything was a big scam, but Schechter categorically refused.

    "Tell Max not to interfere in matters that do not concern him," he growled.

    Elijah left his house and went to the Judenrat as he was told by Max. But the Judenrat told him that this was not relevant to Schechter's plans.

    

    
    

    SCHECHTER WASTED NO time and had already summoned the representatives of the families who were supposed to take the train to his home and preached the good news to them.

    "It's going to cost you a lot of money. It is necessary to bribe the Germans and the locomotive driver and the railway workers," he said.

    "We are prepared to pay as much as necessary," replied one of them called Abraham.

    "Good. So, I will update you later on the date and place of the meeting," Schechter said goodbye to them.

    

  
    
    

    The Rescue Train

    

    
    

    

    One day Schecter arrived in his hometown of Cluj, intending to locate the people on the list he had prepared in good time.

    In the quarantine camp, 20,000 Jews were waiting to be delivered to the extermination camps. About 20 gendarmes prevented them from fleeing to the nearest Romanian border.

    Schecher came to the camp and presented the gendarmes with a decree signed by Eichmann allowing him to choose 388 Jews close to him: Judenrat members, friends, and relatives, to separate them from the rest of the detainees and transfer them to Budapest to the assembly place for the journey in the "rescue train.”

    The freight train arrived suddenly. The gendarmes started to put the Jews in the wagons tightly.

    Schechter knew what would happen to them; he knew that everyone would die a cruel and merciless death, but he didn't bother to tell them, else they would resist or try to escape.

    There was one last group left for the delivery of about four thousand Jews. The gendarmes began to mark them.

    When the marked Jews saw the 388 associates separated from them, they began to understand where they were going, cursed them, spat at them, and refused to talk to them.

    Some of the selected Jews tried to give the besieged Jews water, but they angrily poured the water on the floor.

    Schechter saw what was happening with total indifference as if it did not concern him. He accompanied his friends/family/associates from Budapest and moved them to the pick-up point.

    The pick-up point was located in a sports hall of an abandoned school.

    The group arrived late in the evening. There was a table, and around it sat an official who checked the passengers' documents at the entrance.

    The passengers lined up in a column. The clerk checked his list, put a sign next to each name, and then ordered them to go inside. People came one by one and took their places. They were supposed to wait to be called as soon as the train arrived.

    If any passengers were absent for any reason, Jewish refugees from Poland came in and were given the names of missing persons for registration.

    More and more passengers came with suitcases and documents and entered the train. The hall started to fill up from word of mouth. Most of them settled near the wall, some in the center of the room.

    Among the other passengers sitting on the stairs was a tall man, dressed in a brown coat with a casket on his head; his name was Stern, the brother of Schechter's good friend's future father-in-law. He was equipped with a working tool, a suitcase, and a map of Hungary. It was his job to make sure that the train reached its destination and report back to the sender if the Germans changed their minds and the train reached another destination.

    Stern sat quietly alone and did not exchange a word with those around him, waiting tolerantly like everyone else.

    Stern took a sandwich out of the suitcase and started to eat, looking around, curiously examining his surroundings.

    The wait was grueling and lasted two days.

    On the second day of waiting, in the early hours of the morning, passengers were asked to leave the lobby and walk to the station while it was still dark outside.

    As soon as they left the hall, bombings and explosions began to sound in the background.

    The guards asked the passengers to return to the hall. After about half an hour of waiting, the bombing faded and disappeared, and the passengers were taken out again and started walking towards the station.

    On the outskirts of Budapest was an abandoned railway station. The station looked neglected, with weeds growing unimpeded, lit by the pale moonlight. It is doubtful that anyone had used it in the last year.

    After half an hour's walk, the passengers arrived at the station, settled on the benches, some of which were broken, and waited patiently.

    The passengers expected to see a train with seats as promised, but disappointment awaited them on the freight train platform.

    Next to each wagon stood a guard who began to read the names of the passengers who were supposed to enter.

    Apprehensively, the passengers stood up and entered when they called out their names.

    In the first wagon, members from the Zionist movements were concentrated. They planned to disconnect the train from the locomotive in case the train changed course and turned towards Slovakia or Poland.

    Some lonely people feared for their fate when they saw the freight wagons, preferring to give up and return home.

    Others tried to calm the rest of the passengers' fears, arguing that there was no reason to worry. This indeed reassured the passengers, and they went inside.

    The floor of the wagons was mainly covered with scattered straw. The passengers gave each other a confusing look; they had paid a lot of money for this.

    There was no toilet, only a bucket for defecation and a bucket of water. The feeling was difficult; is this the train of freedom, or is it the train of hell?

    Crowded old men were standing next to the children in each wagon, the rich next to the associates.

    There was a small window in the corner of Stern's wagon, and everyone wanted to stand near it or near the doors.

    Overcrowding caused chaos, and one pushed the other angrily. The train had not yet moved from its place, and already the fighting had started.

    Stern took the initiative and began to speak in an authoritative voice, "There are weak women and children here, and everyone has a seat by the window. This means that each of you will come to the window in turn and for a specific time, and the other will return to his or her permanent place. Your permanent place is where you are now. Everyone should be able to get along with each other by talking, not by force."

    Everybody did what he said.

    Stern looked out of the platform window and saw Schechter talking for a long time with his wife Aggie; she hugged him and said goodbye.

    Stern saw a Nazi officer approaching Schechter but didn’t see any official document in Schechter's hand documenting the journey or the destination and was afraid.

    The passengers finally agreed and settled on the floor with their suitcases set aside.

    Finally, the Hungarian railway workers arrived, approached the wagons and closed the heavy wooden doors.

    A number of locomotive horns were heard in the air, and the train began to move with squealing brakes on its way to its destination.

    The uncertainty was absolute. The harsh and dense reality inside the wagons often caused friction and quarrels.

    Stern took the toilet bucket, found a place for it in the corner, and hung a blanket around it to serve as a curtain to preserve privacy.

    Stern breathed a sigh of relief when he saw that the train had left town.

    Despite the uncertainty and the rumors that sometimes spread among the passengers, Stern felt lucky to have managed to escape from the death penalty area for the time being.

    

  
    
    

    Warning Attack

    

    
    

    

    Sunday morning, July 2, was a calm and peaceful morning until suddenly, a loud siren sounded around Budapest that pierced the oppressive silence.

    Max awoke in a panic, jumped out of bed, and woke his wife from her sleep.

    "Get up; we have to take cover," he said anxiously.

    "What happened?" she asked, surprised.

    "Attack, get up," he urged her.

    The two quickly organized themselves, got out of their rooms, and went to an inner room without windows.

    Half an hour passed when suddenly, the noise of an aircraft's propellers could be heard outside.

    Max estimated that hundreds of allied planes were currently heading towards the capital, perhaps six hundred.

    Now the noise seemed deafening. The planes passed over the legation and continued on their way to their destination.

    Suddenly, whistles and bombs began to drop out of the belly of the plane like a rain of heavy metals on a foggy day.

    Max sat crouched with his wife on the floor in the corner of the room; the high explosions shocked the building.

    Max clung to the wall with his wife, afraid that any minute, the building would collapse on their heads.

    The bombing went on for a long time. Heart-breaking screams were heard in the streets among the wounded. Houses were destroyed and turned into islands of ruins, and the dead were scattered everywhere. Blood was shed like water and covered the sidewalks.

    Destruction was evident throughout the city. But the bombing did not stop; it continued more strongly and claimed many victims.

    At some point, the explosions began to fade away until they came to a complete stop. The planes retraced their tracks, and the quiet came back.

    Max and Anna came out of their hiding place to assess the damage.

    The building was still standing in its entirety, but the large stone vases at the entrance were completely destroyed, and some of the fragments had formed holes and cracks in the façade wall.

    Max looked out of the window and saw the mirrors of destruction and devastation visible everywhere and the bodies of the people killed that were scattered in the streets. He felt that this was only the beginning.

    Anna looked at Max anxiously. The first thought that came to mind was to escape from here and as far away as possible. After all, it is the safest place in Budapest. There was no escape.

    "I'm scared," she said to Max.

    "It's okay, I'm sometimes scared too, but fear makes me sharpen my senses, to be alert and focused on the goal," he said, approaching her and kissing her to calm her down.

    Alex came to the legation with an unusual delay, telling Max that most of the roads into Budapest were blocked.

    "There's a lot of chaos there. Tough views of a brutal war," he said apprehensively and entered his office.

    Around eleven o'clock, a bell rang at the door. This was not a familiar thing.

    In the last conversation between Max and Elijah, it was agreed that each time Elijah arrived at a meeting or for a report, three short rings would ring in a row and then a fourth long one. So, Max will know and not have to check through the window each time. But this time, Max had to do it again.

    

    Max went to the window and looked out. He noticed that Zoltan was waiting patiently outside the door.

    

    Max went to the door, opened it, and invited him in.

    Zoltan went inside. "I must speak urgently with the consul."

    Max said, "The consul is nowhere to be found; his deputy is here. Wait here, I'll call him."

    Max went inside to call Alex and came back with him a few moments later.

    When Zoltan saw him, he said, "Victor sent me to inform you of the official decision of the Hungarian government. The Hungarian government, headed by Curator Horthy, has unanimously decided to officially stop the deportation; there will be no more deportation actions.”

    Alex looked at him suspiciously; he had heard such promises before.

    "What if the German government doesn't give its consent?"

    "We'll convince them," he replied.

    "That's not enough. We demand a tribute to the German government before we pass the news on to the US government," he said.

    Zoltan became nervous. "What gesture are we talking about?"

    Max intervened in the conversation, "They must let the Jews go to Israel, to Palestine, according to the request we have submitted before."

    "And only then can we get the message to the US government," Alex added coldly.

    Zoltan promised that he would pass on the request to his government, said goodbye and moved on.

    "It's a great line; let's hope they stand behind it," Max told Alex.

    "We'll wait and see," Alex replied as he returned to his office.

    

    
    

    HUNGARIAN PRIME MINISTER Kalai, a distinct anti-Semite, was forced to arrive at noon in a hurry for the German legations and inform the German and Znameir consuls, "We have decided to stop the deportation immediately and unconditionally. I ask you to transmit the decision to the German government.”

    "Very well," he replied and looked at him with a frozen gaze.

    "In the meantime, until the German government gives its approval, there will be no harm done to the Jews. Tell them that if Germany gives a negative answer, this could blur relations between Hungary and Germany and create problems between us," Kalai added.

    "What gesture are we talking about?" Wazenmeyer asked curiously.

    "The Germans must allow the Jews to go to Palestine. The Hungarian government has been making such a request to you since time immemorial; you’ve already been informed. You can inquire by phone. It's about 40,000 exit visas."

    "OK, I'll transfer the application to Berlin and find out more about exit visas."

    Kalai said goodbye to Moznameier and went on his way.

    Shortly after his departure, Moznameier called the German Foreign Office to find out what the problem was.

    At two o'clock in the afternoon, Zoltan hurried to the Swiss legation, and with beads of sweat on his forehead, rang the bell several times.

    One of the deputies opened the door, and Zoltan went inside.

    "Can I get you some water?" The employee asked.

    "Yes, thank you. And tell the consul a man from Line I has arrived,” he said.

    A little later, Alex and Max came to see him. They saw him thirstily sipping water.

    When he finished, he said, "The German embassy has received the consent of Berlin to bring the Jews they’d already talked about."

    "Excellent," said Alex. "We'll pass on the news to the American government."

    Max was pleased. After Zoltan left, he told Alex, "It's time to put the plan into practice."

    Alex smiled at him and said: "Ask me whatever you need. I want to be involved."

    "Sure," he replied.

    

  
    
    

    Attempted Fraud

    

    
    

    

    The "rescue train" traveled for several days. Sometimes, it would stop on side rails in the middle of nowhere, sometimes in small remote stations, but it always arrived in the dead at night and secretly.

    When the train stopped at the station, the soldiers guarding the train would sometimes open the doors and allow the Jews to get out and stretch their bones before the train continued on its way.

    The soldiers were armed but did not harass the Jews; they were responsible for order and set clear limits within which the passengers could move freely without moving too far from the train.

    Sometimes, the train would stop in the middle of the journey when the locomotive driver noticed damage to the tracks caused by the bombing. In these cases, the train remained in place for several hours until maintenance personnel arrived and repaired the rails.

    In other cases, the railway was occupied by the army and had to wait until it was evacuated.

    Stern looked out the window and checked the train’s location according to the map in his hand. Every day, the uncertainty began to increase; would the Germans keep their promise, or would they be deceived?

    One fine morning, Stern looked at the map of Hungary and suddenly noticed that the train was changing course. Instead of going west to France, to the port of the city of Marseille and from there, to Palestine, it traveled eastwards towards Slovakia on its way to Poland.

    At one of the train stops, Stern dared to approach the train commander, the SS man at the rank of Scharführer and asked: "Can you show me your command? I want to know where we are going."

    The train commander refused.

    "I'll give you money in return," he said.

    "Very well," said the commander and went to get the order.

    Stern read the order's content and was astonished to discover that the last station they would arrive at was Auschwitz.

    Stern was horrified and frightened; he turned to several of his friends and raised a large sum of money and turned again to the railway commander.

    "There is a mistake in the order. We're not supposed to go to Auschwitz."

    The commander did not know Auschwitz and said, "I'm sorry, an order is an order."

    "I have a request, with your permission. Please stop the train at the border for several hours so that we can send messengers to Budapest to correct the mistake.

    Stern handed over the money he had collected in return, and the train commander agreed to wait until then.

    Stern appealed to the messengers and asked them to go to Budapest to Schechter's home and give him the message.  "He knows what to do," he said. The messengers went on their way.

    Schechter was planning to leave his house when he suddenly heard a knock on his house door, went to open it and saw three people standing there.

    "Stern sent us to tell you that the train is headed for Auschwitz; he saw the train commander’s orders.

    Schechter was astonished and very frightened; did Eichmann deceive him?

    "Wait here in my house, I'll check it," and he ran out.

    Eichmann was sitting with his deputy Becher for a conversation in his hotel room when he suddenly heard a knock on the door.

    "Yes," he said.

    Schechter opened the door and entered like a stormy wind, breathing heavily, aiming to clear the air.

    "I have just learned that it is written on the order that the train is headed for Auschwitz. You were paid two million dollars to bring this train to France. What have you done to me, and what am I going to do? They'll kill me for this,” He shouted.

    Eichmann looked at him with a piercing and threatening look and said, "You look stressed; maybe you need a holiday in Auschwitz."

    Schechter realized he had crossed a line and was silent.

    "Calm down. All in all, there was a printing error; it should have read "Ushpitz,” a town in Moravia, not "Auschwitz.”

    Eichmann wrote a new order and gave it to Schechter.

    Schechter apologized to him and thanked him, left the room, and went back home.

    Schechter gave the new order to the messengers and told them to deliver it to Stern; he would know what to do.

    The messengers thanked him and went on their way.

    The next day the messengers came to Stern and handed over the changed order to him.

    Stern handed it to the train commander and returned to his carriage.

    The train started to travel and changed course. But Stern, who did not trust the Germans, was afraid that they would change the route again unexpectedly, so he decided to do something just in case.

    Late at night, Stern took one of the tools he had, and with some help, broke a large hole in the floor of the wagon.

    The other passengers looked at him as he performed the act with curiosity but without saying anything.

    Stern took some planks and placed them over the hole, and sprinkled straw on the planks for camouflage.

    "If we feel any danger, this is where we will escape," he ordered the passengers. Some in response left their seats and preferred to be close to the escape hole if necessary.

    The train continued on its way to the Austrian border and a small stop, but it always stopped at a remote station when it was finally forced to stop. The stop was for several hours, dropping a limited number of people from each carriage to fill the water bucket and empty the sewage bucket.

    Sometimes, in the longer stops, Jewish families of Hungarian origin cooked food. And Jewish children of Polish origin had to pick trees, light a bonfire and cook to earn a hot meal. Sometimes, the children helped prepare the soup. Sometimes, they helped prepare hot drinks, coffee, tea.

    Finally, the train reached the Hungarian-Austrian border.

    In a town near Vienna, the train stopped for three days, which was particularly long.

    The train captain gathered the passengers together and surprisingly declared that since everyone had lice, which could cause typhus, they’d have to shave off all the hair on the head, both men and women.

    Before long, people from Austria started passing between the carriages and shaving everyone from the doorway.

    The next night, while the train was waiting at the station, a group of 350 Jews secretly arrived and joined it. Stern placed them in wagons because of overcrowding.

    Another day passed, and the train continued on its way, this time to the Austro-Slovak border, where it stopped at the Bratislava city station. A group of Jews, numbering about 120 people, arrived in the middle of the night and were crammed with the rest of the passengers into the carriages. In total, the train had 1,684 passengers, both visible and hidden.

    And once again, the train changed course, this time towards Germany.

    Stern looked at the map and was very worried; another looked at the door covered by the corner of the trailer and wondered if he should escape and save his life. But he changed his mind because the passengers were scared and frightened, and he didn't want to add horror and fear to them.

    On a cool morning on July 8, Stern looked out of the locomotive window and could not believe his eyes. The train had arrived and entered directly into the gates of hell at the Bergen-Belsen camp.

    The Bergen-Belsen camp was first established as a transit camp, mainly for the detention of Jews for the purpose of an "exchange program" and holding prisoners of war for bargaining purposes. Later, it changed its purpose and began to be used mainly as an extermination camp.

    The Jews were removed from the wagons and transported on foot to a camp wing defined as the Hungarian camp. All this was on Himmler's orders.

    

    
    

    A LONG TIME HAD PASSED since Yoav left Budapest for his important mission.

    Rumours had arrived very late in Budapest, which said that the British had seized him and taken him to Cairo, Egypt, where they put him in prison for interrogation. Since then, all connection with him had been lost, and no one knew what had happened to him.

    Rosie felt lonely and alone; she didn't know what had happened to her husband and whether he would come back at all.

    The situation in Budapest had deteriorated; fear dominated the streets. Rosie felt that every day that passed brought her closer to the hanging rope.

    Rosie needed comfort, a close caress, a kind word, someone to support her and understand her plight, and Schechter was there for her.

    After his wife had left town in the "rescue train,” he organized himself outside Hungary’s borders and left her alone. The loneliness and partnership of fate bound him to Rosie, and they formed a close intimate relationship. After a while, they moved in together, supporting each other in times of crisis and fear.

    

  
    
    

    Safe Place

    

    
    

    

    Edmund Wiesenmayer , ambassador of Nazi Germany to Hungary, was under heavy pressure in Budapest from the Hungarian authorities. He appealed to Hitler and advised him to cooperate with the migration of the same group of Jews.

    Four days later, Hitler replied. But he had a condition that the Hungarians would allow the rapid resumption of the deportation of the Jews from Budapest.

    When Eichmann heard Hitler's answer from the mouth of Wiesenmayer, he rejoiced. He anticipated that if the Hungarians allowed the deportation to continue, he would deport all the Jews quickly and abruptly so that everyone would be deported before they could travel or obtain a visa to go to another country. But his plans were thwarted, as the Hungarians adhered to their position to stop the deportation.

    

    
    

    MAX KNEW NOTHING ABOUT Hitler's status. He appealed to Alex and asked him to call an urgent meeting in the light of Germany's permission to take 40,000 Jews to Israel.

    Alex complied with his request and summoned all the workers at the legation to the meeting.

    The conference room was filled in a short time, and all those present took their seats.

    Alex informed them of the latest developments regarding the Jewish rescue and the rescue program's approval.

    "Where will you find a place worthy of sheltering thousands of Jews. The legation could not contain all these Jews,” exclaimed Volgan, one of the workers.

    "He's right," Alex intervened and looked at Max.

    "You must find another building from which to organize the immigration operation,” Volgan remarked.

    Max looked at him in silence; there was a point in his words, one must find another place.

    "The only way to find a place like this is to spread the rumour that we are looking for an ideal place to house the many Jews before they immigrate to Israel, and hopefully, we will soon receive some pretty good offers," Max replied solemnly.

    "Absolutely," said Alex.

    The meeting was adjourned, and the workers returned to their jobs.

    Later, Max urgently invited Elijah to the meeting, told him about the meeting's content, and asked him to spread the rumour.

    Already the next morning, hundreds of Jews came to the Swiss legation and offered their homes, hoping that it would save their lives.

    Max did not want to reject them outright. He only had to answer politely that he would examine their request and inform them as soon as possible.

    

    
    

    MENACHEM ENTERED HIS father's office like a stormy wind without waiting for his invitation.

    "Have you heard the news? The Swiss legation is looking for a place to house many Jews for their immigration to Israel?"

    Jacob asked the employee talking to him to leave the office.

    The employee left. Jacob asked his son to close the door after him.

    "Great news. We can approach them and offer our warehouses as a storage option," replied Jacob, cramming tobacco into the pipe, lighting it and sucking out the smoke.

    "You see, sometimes things get along," Menachem remarked with satisfaction.

    "At the same time, we will ask them for twenty sponsorship certificates for our family and our employees so that we will be protected from deportation," said Jacob.

    "It's a fair agreement," Menachem agreed with his father.

    Jacob got up from his place, got his cloak and put it on; he put on his hat and said, "Well. We are going to go."

    On arriving at the Swiss legation building, many Jews were seen standing in a column at the entrance, and Max stood at the door, writing down their names.

    Jacob and Menachem joined the column with everyone else. After waiting for about half an hour, they arrived at the door.

    "Yes, what is your name?" Max asked.

    "Jacob and Menachem Frankel, here to offer our glass trading house as a possible place for survivors to live," said Menachem.

    "The Glass House," he wondered in a brief deliberation, and when he concluded that this was the best place for the purpose of the mission, he added, "Of course, let's go inside.

    "That's all for today," he told those who were waiting, and to their disappointment, he closed the door after him.

    Max led them to Alex's office. He knocked on the door and asked permission to enter, and when permission was granted, the three of them went inside and sat down in front of him.

    "Do you remember that we were looking for an ideal place to house the survivors? We found one: A glass trading house owned by the Frankel family. It's a big three-story structure," he said.

    "Will it be enough for us?" Alex asked.

    "The building could populate, in my opinion, between 3,000 and 3,500 people," Jacob intervened.

    "For starters, this could be a great solution," Max added.

    "The building must belong to a Swiss, you know that," Alex said.

    Jacob disapproved; he wasn't happy with the idea that his life's work would be transferred to someone else, but there was no way out.

    "Don't worry, the property will only be on paper. You will continue to run the business in practice," he tried to allay Jacob’s fears.

    "Well, are we agreed?" Alex asked to make sure that everything was understandable.

    "We have a condition," said Jacob unexpectedly. "We demand to receive 20 sponsorship certificates for our family and employees; we want protection from deportation. And that our company will continue to function normally, at least in appearance."

    Max looked at Alex and waited for his reaction.

    "For me, there is no problem," Alex replied.

    "Well, then we've accepted," said Max, shaking hands with Jacob and Menachem and saying goodbye.

    Max wasted no time and already decided the same day to make a Semitic list of Jewish families who would be nominated for immigration.

    To do this, he summoned his secretary Elijah and a number of representatives of the pioneering youth movements, including "Hamizrachi,” "Hashomer Hatzair,” "The General Zionists," and "The Mapai Union.”

    "It is urgent to prepare a list of 7,800 families, and I need your help," he said, adding, "I need names, surnames, and addresses.”

    The youth movement representatives started throwing names in the air, and Elijah registered all the names. He would stop them from time to time and ask them to repeat the names because he didn't have time to write.

    An hour later, Elijah asked to take a deliberate pause because his hand was beginning to hurt.

    "Well, we're going to take a coffee break, and then we're going to continue," Max said.

    Late at night, Elijah managed to prepare 21 lists of certificates (the certificate was the nickname given to the immigration visa to Palestine during the British Mandate) and another thousand certificates for orphaned children under ten years old and handed them to Max.

    "That's it; I think we have everything we need," Max said goodbye to the representatives.

    The next day, Max arrived at Alex's office and went inside. He waved the paperwork in his hand and said, "We finished making the lists; it was complicated. We have to call the Hungarians and have an urgent meeting with them.

    "Very well," Alex said, picking up the receiver. He called the Hungarian Foreign Ministry and planned to meet with them at lunchtime on Monday to discuss preparations for the arrival of 40,000 Jews in Israel.

    It was a summer morning, sunny and full of hope. Max, Alex, and another man named Volgan came out of the Swiss legation and went to the Hungarian Foreign Ministry building.

    When the three arrived in the building, they were greeted by a stern guard dressed in a khaki uniform.

    "Alex Schultz?” he called out to him in an authoritative tone.

    "Yes," he replied.

    "And who are they?" the guard said, pointing to the two people with him.

    "Workers of the legation," he answered confidently.

    "I was told to accompany you to a meeting on the second floor."

    "Thank you," replied Alex and went inside with the two who accompanied him.

    The guard accompanied them to the door of the conference room and then returned to his seat.

    Alex opened the door and went in; Volgan and Max went in after him.

    In the room was a senior official from the German legation, an expert on Jewish affairs, an SS General named Horst Grell, who served as a representative of the German Foreign Ministry. His whole task was to supervise the delegates' staff and senior officials from the Hungarian Ministry of the Interior and Transport.

    Alex introduced Max to those present as an official of the Swiss legation; he feared for his life lest they discover that he was Jewish.

    The discussions began, the atmosphere was relaxed.

    Wilmos, an official of the Hungarian Ministry of the Interior, asked, "How do you plan to bring up so many Jews?

    "We will transport them by suburban trains from Budapest to Romania accompanied by Hungarian security personnel. Of course, we will have to get Romania’s approval, but I think there will be no problem. In each train, there will be 30 passenger wagons, 72 seats, and two cargo cars. In Romania, they will continue the trains to the port city of Constanta, where, of course, the International Red Cross ships are waiting for them, for which we will need their approval. Their role will be, among other things, to update the relevant bodies. The ships will be accompanied by Red Cross representatives to ensure that they arrive safely in Israel. We've also obtained visa cover, certificates from the British, so everything is arranged," Max replied confidently.

    "It sounds good," said Wilmos, and the rest of the people present agreed with him.

    The conversations continued in a good atmosphere, and everything appeared to go well.

    Suddenly, Grell, the German representative, said, "There is still a certain subject that I have to find out, a subject that may cause problems. From Berlin, they are asking to get the passports of the Swiss deputies to check and confirm them. I believe that in a day or two, you will receive an answer from Berlin.”

    "There is no problem; we have prepared collective Swiss passports for emigrants in time. We will be able to give you them today,” Max replied.

    "Excellent,” said Grell.

    Alex was frustrated. He felt that the meeting ended just as it began. It seemed to him that the Germans were trying to buy time; he didn't know what they were doing until then. Their unwillingness to give exit permits here and now aroused his suspicion.

    "I have another request, an important request, and it's a kind of goodwill gesture," he finally said.

    Grell looked at him with a gloomy look, a poisonous doubt.

    "I ask for relief for about 80 Jewish officials in the immigration department of the Swiss legation. They are restricted in their free movement, which makes it difficult for them to carry out their work in managing the imminent operation of Jewish immigration."

    "What else are you talking about?" Grell asked curiously.

    "I ask that you release them from the need to wear a yellow badge so that they can move freely and work throughout the day without being restricted."

    Grell was outraged by anger and resolutely resisted the request.

    "We will not be able to carry out this whole complex operation with these limitations. They're going to fail the operation," Alex calmly explained.

    After discussing things, Grell accepted Alex's position, realizing that there was a point in his words.

    Grell instructed Colonel Franzi to release the people whose names would be given to him by Max from the yellow batch.

    Alex looked at Max and said, "Well, if it's all settled, we can go, can't we?”

    Max nodded.

    The three shook hands with the Hungarian and German representatives and went on their way.

    When the three reached the Swiss Assembly building, Alex immediately sent the list of 80 officials by diplomatic mail to Grell and waited for a reply.

    Days passed in the blink of an eye, and no response had been received from the German legation. Max began to worry; he sensed that something was wrong, that probably someone was trying to destroy the agreement. The agreement was extremely important, it was a kind of "lifeline" for the whole Jewish community in Budapest, and if, God forbid, the deal failed, it could wreak havoc and destruction on everyone.

    One morning, Elijah hurried to the Swiss legation; he looked to the sides to make sure that nobody was following him and rang the bell. And when the door opened, he rushed in.

    Max greeted him, led him to his office, then closed the door after him without interrupting him.

    "I have very bad news about the deal you are trying to promote. Someone informed the Germans that it was not 40,000 people but 7,800 singles, not families."

    Max was surprised, but only very few people knew about the deal and its contents.

    "Do you know who he is?" He asked curiously.

    "Yes. You won't believe who?"

    "Well?"

    "We found out it was Schechter."

    "Schechter? I had to guess," Max said furiously and added, "I'm not surprised. Schechter acted out of jealousy; he paid two million dollars to the Germans for the liberation of more than a thousand Jews, who almost arrived at Auschwitz, and to this day, their whereabouts are unknown. And we had the opportunity to take 40,000 Jews to Israel without paying anything, really free of charge.”

    "Schechter felt that he had lost all his dignity and prestige," Elijah commented.

    "Totally," Max said.

    "So, what do we do?" he asked.

    "I'll talk to Alex about it. We're going to put pressure on the Hungarian Foreign Ministry to get an answer from the Germans today, it's been too long," Max answered resolutely.

    "Well, I'll update the activists. I have to move,” Elijah said.

    "Take care of yourself," Max said goodbye to him.

    Later, Max entered Alex's office and asked him to find out from the Hungarian Ministry of Foreign Affairs why the answer was delayed.

    "I'll call right away," he said.

    Following the reprimand that took place between Alex and Victor from the Hungarian Ministry of Foreign Affairs, the Hungarian Ministry of Foreign Affairs put a lot of pressure on the German legation for an immediate response.

    To this end, Zoltan was explicitly sent to find out the meaning of the delay.

    Zoltan entered the German legation with determined steps.

    Ambassador Lou was not there, just a junior official named Adler. Zoltan confronted him.

    "There's an unfortunate misunderstanding here," Adler replied coldly, "it's only 7,800 people, not 40,000, as the meeting says."

    Zoltan argued with him and was very angry.

    "I'm not going back to the Foreign Ministry without an answer, you hear," he said.

    "Eichmann was here yesterday. He explicitly asked to wait to issue the exit permit until he traveled to Himmler and asked him to influence Hitler to change his mind and remove his opposition. It all takes time, a long time.”

    Zoltan imagined himself leaping at him and strangling him to unconsciousness from rage.

    "I assure you that the answer will come as soon as possible," said Adler in his attempt to calm him down.

    "I will call every day to make sure you don't forget us," he said furiously and went on his way.

    

  
    
    

    Final Preparations

    

    
    

    

    Following the cessation of the deportation of Hungarian Jews, and after approval by curator Horthy for the issuance of sponsorship certificates, the Swiss legation also acted. On the orders of the King of Sweden, Peter Ralinberg was elected to head the rescue legation in Budapest.

    Peter Ralinberg was a young and ambitious businessman, single and handsome. He was not close to power and had no special ties, but because of his famous family's glorious past and good reputation, he was elected to the post and was ready to carry it out in the best possible way.

    Before his arrival, he demanded that he be given extensive powers and a free hand when saving the Jews, including the possibility of bribing various parties. He also insisted that all funding for his actions be channeled solely through the JDC, a charitable organization of Jews in the United States. All his demands were met.

    Relinberg arrived in Budapest filled with purpose. Immediately afterward, he met with Max to catch up on the situation of the Jews in Budapest and to assess the possibilities before him.

    Later the same day, Relinberg came to the Swiss legation and started marathon discussions to establish the Ministry of Immigration and its function.

    In a short time, he assembled a team of more than two hundred Jewish volunteers.

    His first goal was to redesign the Swiss "sponsorship passports" ("The Schutzpass"), which would sponsor these issues.

    

    
    

    "SO, WHAT NOW?" ALEX asked Max when he met him at noon, sitting alone in the art hall.

    Max raised his head and focused his gaze on him, and said, "I'm afraid our window of opportunity is running out. The cessation of the deportation will not last forever; it can be renewed at any time under pressure from the Germans. It is time to move to the next level, to establish facts on the ground. We cannot sit back and wait for a response from the Germans that is unlikely to come."

    "What do you propose we do?" he asked.

    "I want to convene a meeting of representatives of the pioneer youth movements today in the evening. You should be present at the meeting and representatives of the trading house for construction glass products. We have to work out a detailed plan for all parties' conduct within the Glass House. You know, especially the division of powers."

    "All right. I'm going to be working overtime today," said Alex.

    "Thank you."

    "I have important news for you. I don't know if you've heard, but today there was news in my office that a group of Wehrmacht officers tried to assassinate Hitler. They planted a bomb with a timer in the wolf's lair, where Hitler was hiding. The bomb exploded, but Hitler was miraculously saved. He was slightly injured.

    "It is a pity that he was saved. But it is undoubtedly encouraging news. It means that the Nazis are losing on many fronts, and some are not satisfied with that and blame Hitler for it. They are beginning to see the end of the war.

    "Yes," Alex smiled with satisfaction.

    "But it also means that now that the Germans have their backs to the wall, they may concentrate a greater effort on the extermination of the Jews."

    Alex's smile faded and disappeared.

    "You are right. I hadn't thought about that," he said, adding, "Well, I'll see you later."

    Alex returned to his office, and Max was left to sit and ponder the bleak future that awaited him.

    At five o'clock in the afternoon, the first guests arrived, the representatives of "Hamizrachi.”

    Menachem Frankel came to the Swiss legation a little later in the ministry car that Alex had sent him to arrive safely. The remaining representatives arrived twenty minutes later.

    "I see that everyone is here. Let's go upstairs to the conference room," Max ordered.

    The deputies took their seats. Elijah sat down next to Max, put a notepad on the table and was ready to write down the decisions that would be taken.

    A woman in her fifties entered, carrying a tray with a coffee pot and empty glasses, put it on the table, and left.

    "On July 24th, the Glass House will officially open its doors to the general public. Until then, we have to prepare ourselves accordingly. By tomorrow, we will be moving our activities from the Swiss legation to the Glass House. Each of you will receive special permission from the Swiss government, which will allow you to act more freely. You will not be required to wear a yellow badge on your clothes.”

    Those present were very happy about not having to walk down the street in fear of being caught and executed.

    "Menachem's job will be to watch those who enter the Glass House. We will pass the lists to him, and he will stand at the door and make sure that the entrants are registered. Only those who are registered will be allowed in."

    We will divide the warehouse complex into guarantee zones. Each movement will receive its own zone and will be responsible for its members.

    Moreover, we will have to form an area that will be used as a kitchen for cooking, an area to make official immigration papers, an office to deal with any problems that may arise..."

    Saul, one of the Hashomer Hatzair movement representatives, interrupted his words and said, "We will have to put guards at the entrance to prevent hostile elements from entering."

    "Right," Max confirmed.

    "We will have to take care of providing food and water to many people for a long time," said Zavulun Harsh, one of the representatives of the "Hamizrachi" movement.

    "To do this, we will have to find a number of wealthy donors who will be willing to donate generously so that we can buy supplies and equipment. And by the way, this means that we will have to economize, so we don’t waste food stocks," Max replied.

    "We will need a treasurer to manage the budgets," commented Zavulun.

    "Absolutely," Max replied.

    "I will see to it that they hang the symbol of the Swiss legation and a sign at the entrance that says 'Swiss legation'. Office for the Representation of Foreign Interests. "Department of Immigration,” Alex suddenly intervened.

    "Excellent idea. This is how the structure will benefit from extraterritorial status," Max replied.

    "Who is going to run the place?" Saul asked.

    "We'll decide that later," Max replied.

    "Any other questions?"

    There was silence among those present.

    "Well, tomorrow, we'll meet at ten o'clock in the Glass House; we'll have to examine the building from the inside. It is necessary to think about sleeping solutions for thousands of people and also about employment for children,” he said.

    "You will have to recruit more volunteers from among the emigrants," Alex commented.

    "Yes, that's true,” Max confirmed and added, "I think we're done for now."

    Those present nodded their heads for consent; they stood up from their seats and shook hands.

    Max accompanied them to the front door and said goodbye.

    Elijah was still perplexed.

    "Did you write down everything we said?" Max asked him.

    "Yes," he replied.

    "Good, then I'll see you tomorrow," he said.

    Max came to the Glass House for the first time. The building was located in a small street in the fifth quarter, close to the government offices and many foreign offices; the place was central. Choosing the place for him was a wise decision and aimed to prevent kidnapping or harassment by the Germans.

    The rest of the guests came after a slight delay, one after the other. Menachem welcomed them and put them inside after giving them a tour of the building.

    "The building is three stories high with a large courtyard in the center," he said.

    Initially, he led them on a tour of the ground floor.

    "This is the flat we live in, the Frenkel family," pointed to a small building in the center of the courtyard, adding a comment: "The flat is off-limits; you will have to respect our privacy.”

    Later, Menachem led them up the stairs to the attic.

    "The place is empty; it can be used for the absorption of emigrants," he remarked.

    Max and the rest of the people present examined the space in silence.

    "Let's go to the big basement; that's the important part, isn't it?" he said with a smile.

    When they arrived in the cellar, they saw large spaces with many surfaces with multicolored glass panels and a well-equipped workshop for cutting and processing glass.

    "Where do people sleep?" Max asked.

    "We can concentrate the glass panels on the corner surfaces there," Menachem pointed to one of the corners of the room.

    "We could take the wooden surfaces that we shared and connect them so that the surfaces have a kind of family bed. Mattresses and blankets could be put there," Samuel suggested.

    "In my opinion, any set of pallets can hold at least ten people," Saul commented.

    "So, it is certainly better to concentrate them in groups rather than families so that we can squeeze more people together," Zevulun commented.

    "Great idea," Max said.

    "We will need a place to store the food and a kitchen to cook the food,” Samuel said.

    "We are going to set up a common kitchen in the company yard for all the organizations. We will bring a table, pots and pans and other kitchen utensils and also a Tabun for baking,” Zevulun suggested.

    "Good. Organize all the volunteers and start cleaning up the mess today, and put in the necessary equipment. We have no time to lose," Max ordered.

    Those present, representatives of youth movements, agreed with him.

    "I will come back tomorrow to see how the organization is progressing," he said, saying goodbye and returning to his place of residence, the Swiss legation.

    

  
    
    

    Going on Vacation

    

    
    

    

    The darkness slowly descended on the bloody battlefield and resurrected the demons of the night, and with them came the fears that it would be Judah Shulman's last night alive.

    Another intensive bombardment of thundering cannons from the Red Army created a series of light flashes that pierced through the darkness. The deafening sound of explosions could be constantly heard.

    On the other hand, Hungarian soldiers were on alert. They seemed tired and exhausted, trying to overcome their fear. The soldiers loaded the guns with shells and fired back, hoping to hit the enemy and cause casualties.

    Another bombardment by the enemy and a number of Hungarian soldiers flew into the air and lost their lives. A wounded man lay on the ground and groaned in pain until he fell silent, and his voice fell asleep.

    Bullets from all sides and all directions whistled at their heads as they lay in a ditch.

    Suddenly, there was silence, a pause that lasted about half an hour.

    A soldier in the trench, who told Judah to look at the horizon, was shot in the head by a sniper and died instantly. And once again, shooting resumed more intensely.

    Judah lay down in the trench, praying that the night would end quickly and that the goddess of luck would smile upon him at sunrise. But the night lasted forever and became darker with time.

    To his right, he saw a scruffy soldier, frozen in his place, suffering from battle shock. Next to him, another soldier shouting with a loud voice, "Die already, scum,” taking a grenade out of his belt, pulling the pin out and throwing it towards the darkness without seeing the enemy. A horrible explosion was heard, but no one was hurt.

    The exchange of fire continued more intensively and lasted for many hours.

    A German fighter plane was hit by a Russian shell, began to catch fire, lost control, and crashed. As soon as it hit the ground, a horrible explosion was heard, and a giant fire mushroom began to rise and illuminate the gloomy sky.

    Judas raised his head for a moment out of curiosity and saw on the horizon the heads of the Russians protruding beyond the canal.

    At that moment, he thought of his wife and two children, who he missed so much, a hot meal, clean clothes, a good sleep. All the things that had been denied him for several months now since he’d been forcibly taken from his home to take part in forced labor on the war front.

    The night cold penetrated his bones and beat him mercilessly; the clothes he was wearing were worn out and did not provide the necessary warmth.

    The bombing lasted for a long time. Occasionally, there were pauses for reorganization.

    The Hungarian commander shouted loudly, "To function."

    Many soldiers were in a lifeless ditch. Others shouted their numbers in the air.

    "Don't give up. Fight to the last drop of your blood, for the good of your country," the commander shouted.

    The commander took a rifle from a dead soldier and handed it to Judah.

    "We don't have enough soldiers; you must help, Jew."

    Judah took the rifle from his hand but didn't know how to use it. He watched one of the soldiers as he fired, waited for him and fired a bunch of bullets at the enemy lines, and hid again.

    It started at dawn. The dimensions of the destruction and devastation seemed increasingly horrific. In the space between the Hungarian defensive lines and the Russian offensive were scattered many dead soldiers, war tools out of action, blood-soaked land, and casualties.

    The fragile calm returned for a short period. The commander stood by last night's damage and looked sombre and self-contained.

    Suddenly, Judah noticed that a truck had arrived, carrying other forced laborers to help out in the front.

    Judah courted courage and turned to the commander: "Commander, I have not been at home for several months. I need rest, store up new strength, even for a few days.”

    "We don't have enough personnel,” the commander angrily replied.

    "Sir, a truck with an auxiliary power supply has just arrived."

    Judah took some money out of his pocket and handed it to the commander as a bribe.

    "I can go on the truck and return with it to Budapest. I promise I'll be back soon."

    The commander considered his words, then relented and took the money from Judah’s hands. "I'll give you three days off, no more, you hear."

    "Yes, sir, that will be enough," Judah replied. He came out of the squat ditch, ran towards the truck, and got on it from behind instead of those who got off.

    The commander ordered the driver to retrace his steps.

    The truck started to roll; the echoes of the explosions sounded closer than ever.

    The road was bumpy, and the truck occasionally went to the curb to dodge the bumps in the road.

    Judah looked at the surrounding landscape and saw ruined villages, abandoned fields, burnt groves of trees, scorched earth. There were much destruction and desolation. His heart was cut out at the harsh looks of the rotting corpses on the road. The smell of the stench dried in the freezing air.

    The truck would jump every time it couldn't escape the bumps, and Judah just had to soak up the jumps. He was hungry and tired, emaciated and neglected, tired and sweaty.

    After a journey that felt like an eternity, the truck reached the checkpoint on Budapest’s outskirts and stopped.

    A serious soldier approached the driver and asked for documents, then checked the truck and allowed it to continue on its way.

    The truck entered the town and made its way through the deserted streets until it approached his house and stopped.

    Judah got out of the truck and thanked the driver. The truck continued on its way, and Judah stood still, looking at his house, wondering if his wife would recognize him after he’d been away from home so long.

    Judah walked towards the building, entered the house, and climbed up to the third floor with mixed feelings, a happy doubt and a fearful doubt.

    Judah got to the door of his house and knocked on it, waiting vigilantly.

    Leah opened the door suspiciously and saw a stranger in front of her. It took her some time to identify him.

    "Judah, is it you?" She asked as if she had a hard time believing what she saw.

    "Yes," he replied.

    Leah hugged him with great excitement, saying, "Thank God, you are safe. Come," she said, stepping aside.

    Judah went inside with measured steps, examining the house changes since he’d been forced to leave.

    Leah closed the door behind him and locked the latch.

    "You look awful; I hardly recognized you. You must be hungry. Come and sit down, I'll make you something to eat," she said and went to the kitchen.

    She returned a little later and had a tray with a bowl of corn porridge, a slice of bread, a potato, a piece of cheese, and a jug of water.

    "I'm sorry, I don't have anything else to bring you, we live in poverty."

    "It's all right," said Judah, blessing the food and eating hastily to satisfy his hunger.

    Sarah came out of her room and watched her father eat with curiosity.

    Judah noticed her and stopped eating: "You've really grown up, come here," he said.

    As she approached him, he hugged her in his arms and kissed her on her cheeks. Then, he continued to eat his meal.

    When he had finished eating, Leah said to him, "Go and take a shower now, take the dirt off you, put on clean clothes and go and rest. When you wake up, we'll have to catch up."

    Judah did as he was told. After getting out of the shower, he felt tired and increasingly exhausted. He went to bed exhausted and immediately fell into a deep sleep.

    

  
    
    

    Preparations for Absorption

    

    
    

    

    Yael did not like living in the monastery. The strict discipline imposed on her greatly upset her.

    With her were other Jewish children of different ages. The girls wore a grey skirt and a blue scarf that covered their necks. The boys wore brown uniforms. The children did not have to wear a pendant with a cross, yet they were obliged to attend various ceremonies and prayer times.

    Yael was a rebellious child. She often refused to attend religious ceremonies. She would hide under the stairs or in the monastery’s backyard, where she would periodically meet one of the nuns named Theresa and help her pick the fruit that grew on the trees. In the courtyard, there were flowerbeds in which multicolored flowers bloomed. Yael sometimes helped Teresa water them and rake around them.

    Theresa was an elderly woman, dressed in a nun's uniform, and was tolerant towards children, unlike the other nuns who were considered conservative and authoritarian. She knew how to love them and sometimes even participated with them in their jokes. She had a zest for life and fascinating stories.

    Sitting on a bench and resting from work in the garden, Theresa told Yael fantastic stories about princesses and palaces.

    Whenever Yael remembered her parents and was upset, she sometimes cried. Theresa would hug her, reassure her, and say, "Your parents love you, soon they will come and take you back with them, and everything will be better.”

    Although she secretly knew in her heart that until the good came, there would be much worse, even very bad. Theresa used to say that after every gloomy day of lightning, thunder, and heavy rains, sunshine and renewed blossoming would come the next day. Yael rejoiced and stopped crying. Theresa stroked her head and insisted that she smile, and indeed she would smile, even if it was a purely symbolic smile.

    The lunches at the monastery were an event in itself. The children gathered in pairs, and one nun led them to the dining room, and another nun walked behind, keeping order.

    In the dining room, the children sat around a long table in perfect order and waited vigilantly until the nun in charge gave the signal to start eating, not before the Thanksgiving prayer.

    The meal was sparse and consisted of a potato, a cucumber cut in half, a slice of bread, and a cup of tea, sometimes even semolina soup.

    During the meal, the children would whisper to each other, sharing experiences from daily life that the nuns could not hear.

    Another nun passed between the tables, getting angry at wayward children and keeping order.

    Once the meal was over, the children were taken to class to study history and different languages. Yael tried to avoid some of the lessons but without success.

    

    
    

    MAX AND ALEX WERE CURIOUS to see how such an important project as this one with so much work to do was taking shape.

    On Tuesday, at ten o'clock in the morning, Alex drove with Max in his black car to the Glass House. On the way, Max looked out of the car window and saw some neglected streets. Here and there, groups of passing policemen and soldiers in uniform were seen.

    The residents visited cafés and restaurants; others visited clothing and shoe shops. The city seemed bustling with life. But Jews, on the other hand, were living under restrictive conditions. They were only allowed to leave their homes to stock up on food. They walked through the streets with their heads covered, hoping not to run into angry soldiers, policemen eager for revenge, or simply Hungarians who hated them for their origin and harassed them.

    In a nearby street, a Jewish man had been severely beaten by a gendarme. Max's heart was broken that he could not come to his rescue.

    Beggars, thin and neglected, carrying yellow badges, were seen sitting on a street corner, secretly praying for the mercy of heaven that they would manage to survive another day on Earth.

    The car stopped near the Glass House. Max got out of the car first, and Alex followed him.

    "You saw the sign with the symbol that we placed over the entrance?” Alex pointed out to him.

    Max looked up, "Seems impressive," he added cynically, "I wonder if the Germans will respect the place and not break-in."

    "I think so," Alex replied.

    Max went to the door and knocked. Menachem approached and opened the door. "Come in," he said kindly.

    They both went in, and Menachem closed the door after them.

    Max asked Menachem to give them another tour of the building to see the progress of the preparations with their own eyes.

    The activists of the pioneering youth movements woke up early in the morning. They were actively engaged in the final preparations for the official opening of the Glass House to the general public.

    Saul, an activist from the "Hashomer Hatzair," who happened to pass by, heard Max's request and asked to join them to give them a detailed explanation of what was being done, and Menachem immediately agreed.

    "We'll go down to the cellars first," Menachem suggested, and the rest of those present agreed.

    The quartet went down the stairs and reached the large hall.

    "Look how we have organized the accommodation," Saul said.

    Max looked around and admired the arrangement of the surfaces and mattresses there.

    "These are mattresses filled with straw; that's what we were able to achieve. It will not be so comfortable," Saul explained.

    "That's good enough," Max replied.

    "We've arranged for each youth movement to be responsible for a particular area. This is our area," Saul pointed out the "Hashomer Hatzair" movement area. "As we have determined, there are ten people in each of these areas."

    "Care should be taken to keep the children busy and away from the windows," Max commented.

    "We'll take care of that," Menachem replied and led the three to the next room and began to explain what was being done there.

    "This area will be a food warehouse. We have already bought bags of flour, corn, greens. There are also containers of water in case of need.

    "This will not be enough for a long stay," commented Max.

    "This is what we have managed to achieve at the moment," Saul intervened.

    Max saw the tabun for baking the bread and the table with the cooking utensils and was happy.

    "Have you managed to get a cook or a chef to cook the food?" Alex asked.

    "No, not yet. We will find them among the emigrants," Saul replied.

    In the adjacent room by the wall, Saul showed Max and Alex some wooden shelves that looked like a hive, which had typewriters and blank paper.

    "This will serve us better for printing immigration documents," commented Saul.

    Menachem led the three up the stairs toward the attic.

    Saul began to explain their plans.

    "This will be our office. Here, we will also prepare personal immigration documents for all emigrants. The next room will be used to photograph the emigrants and develop the images to attach to the immigration documents. There are also appropriate stamps and writing equipment.

    "Looking good," Max said, adding, "It is necessary to publish the names of the emigrants in the city and invite them on Wednesday at nine o'clock in the morning to the Glass House. Unfortunately, those who are not invited will be very angry and ask us how we decided who will enter and who will not? And we will be accused of malice, but we can't let everyone in."

    Saul nodded in agreement but was not satisfied with the decision.

    "Good. Give equal opportunity for each family to bring a suitcase with clothes."

    The four walked down the stairs to the ground floor.

    Max and Alex said goodbye to Menachem and Shaul and left the Glass House.

    The ministry car was waiting for them in the doorway. The two got into the car, and the driver took them back to the legation building.

    "The organization looks impressive," Alex remarked on the way.

    "Yes. Let's hope there are no mishaps," Max replied.

    

  
    
    

    Absorption of Emigrants

    

    
    

    

    From the moment the noticeboard announcement was hung, and the Jewish public first learned about the list of emigrants allowed to enter the Glass House, many started to walk around to check the list.

    Those who did not find their name on the list were very angry and started to grumble, shout, and swear. Those who appeared on the list secretly rejoiced at the opportunity: They left the place without saying a word as if they were indifferent to what was being done.

    Leah was passing by with her daughter Sarah, she had just returned from shopping at the grocery shop, and when she saw the pushing and shoving around the bulletin board, she went there out of curiosity too.

    Leah made her way through the crowd, and when she got there, she looked at the proclamation and read the contents. Her first and last name did not appear on it, and while she was disappointed, her spirit did not fall.

    "Come on, Sarah, we're going home," she said.

    Leah came home with Sarah. Judah had just woken up from his sleep. He looked tired and exhausted as if he had not closed his eyes for many months.

    Judah got out of bed, washed his face, and went to the living room.

    "Go to your room Sarah," Leah commanded her, and her daughter did as she was told.

    "Tomorrow, I must return to the front," said Judah.

    "Tomorrow, you will not return to the front," Leah replied, focusing her gaze on him.

    "What do you mean, I have to return to the labor force. "If I don't return, I will be considered a deserter, and you know what deserters are, death," he cried.

    "Tomorrow, we leave home, and you are going with us," she said.

    "I don't understand; why?"

    "Because things are getting worse and more dangerous, and our lives are in constant danger."

    "Where will we go?" he asked.

    "To the Glass House," she replied.

    "Isn't this a glass trading house?"

    "Yes, but it's going to be a hiding place for many Jews from the Nazi terror from tomorrow."

    Judas looked confused; much had changed in the city since he left the house, but he had no time to catch up. Events were happening at a rapid pace, too fast to be understood and internalized.

    "They must have a list of names," he remarked.

    "Yes, we are not registered," she replied.

    "Then they won't let us in."

    "I have a plan. Go pack your clothes in a suitcase for all of us. Put my money and jewelry too. We must act quickly, there is no time, I will tell you later.

    Judas was curious; he didn't understand the sense of urgency. But despite this, he preferred not to ask any more questions.

    While Judah went to pack his suitcase, Leah took the few groceries she’d managed to buy and arranged them in the kitchen. Then, she went to cook vegetable soup for lunch.

    After lunch, Judah stood by the window and looked out at the deserted street. On one of the opposite buildings, he saw the flag of the Nazi party paradise hanging in the window. He realized that probably one of the senior party officials lived there.

    "Do you hear?" his wife said to get his attention.

    Judah turned to her in silence.

    "Go downstairs, down the street. You will find two armed Hungarian cops, pay them a bribe as an advance payment. Ask them to come at half-past eight in the morning and accompany us to 29 Das Street. Do not tell them that we are going to the Glass House; under no circumstances give them any suspicious information. Tell them that they will receive the balance of the money tomorrow."

    "Isn't it dangerous to go out in the street?" He asked, perplexed.

    "It's more dangerous to stay at home with your arms crossed," she replied firmly.

    Judah realized that it was useless to argue with her. She was determined. He secretly hoped for his heart's sake that her plan would succeed, even if he was sceptical.

    Judah walked down the street with great apprehension. He had equipped himself with documents that provided him with all this protection, as he was part of the war effort. Finally, meeting the two cops, his heart was pounding. He showed them his documents and tried to please them, then he paid them a bribe and asked them to come the next morning.

    Judah hurried home and breathed a sigh of relief. The mission was successful.

    "How was it?" She asked curiously.

    "On the whole fine. I found two, they will arrive tomorrow as we agreed.

    "Good."

    The following morning, the family got up early and organized for departure. Then they sat down together to have breakfast.

    "I hope everything goes well today," Judah said while drinking his cup of tea; he looked stressed.

    Leah didn't reply; she was preoccupied with the moves she had planned and how they would be executed.

    The time is almost here. Judah looked out the window and saw the two policemen waiting at the entrance of the building.

    "They have come," he said aloud to Leah.

    "It's time to go," Leah lifted David, and Judah held Sarah's hand and held a suitcase with his other hand. They opened the door, and the four of them went out into the unknown.

    When they left the building, Judah shook the policemen's hands and greeted them.

    Judah looked for a long minute at the building, at the flat on the third floor. He thought in his heart about his deceptive fate; you work all your life to succeed, and then when you finally get the legacy, you lose everything in an instant. Judah did not know when he would return home. Would he ever return? What will he find when he returns?

    "Honey, are you okay," Leah touched his shoulder and interrupted his thoughts.

    "Yes," he replied after waking up. "Let's go."

    The weather was bleak, the streets came alive. The two policemen accompanied the family on their way with guns drawn, ready for any scenario. Any curious or intrigued person who approached them would be firmly expelled.

    Every street was full of many dangers. The danger of crossing it unharmed by angry outlaws, anti-Semites, law enforcement officials who faithfully carried out their duties to carry out discriminatory policies against Jews, among promiscuous youth and among Nazis' abysmal hatred for the Jews.

    The family crossed another street and then turned right. In the next street, they went straight and turned again and continued walking with grave concerns. Half an hour's walk felt like an eternity.

    The family members tried to look down so as not to provoke the anger of passers-by. Occasionally, there were shouts of hatred towards them. Judah would pay them back one day, but now he had to keep a low profile.

    Suddenly, from a distance, they saw a column of people standing in perfect order on the left-hand pavement. The closer they got to the column, the longer and longer it got.

    "We have reached the street," Judah whispered in Leah's ear.

    Leah turned to the two cops. "Take us to the front of the line and put us in by force, despite any objections it will cause."

    Judah looked at her with a surprised look. For years, they had been taught to queue, be tolerant, and maintain order and discipline. And when the dam was breached, anything was allowed. He didn't like it, but now, it made perfect sense to him because of the need to survive and exist.

    The family continued to walk and head towards the queue, and it seemed that the queue was longer than they could have imagined. Men, women, children, and the elderly all stood obediently in line and rarely spoke.

    Judah wondered how long they’d been standing there. It seemed like yesterday to him.

    Judah secretly issued a number of bills and handed them to the cops. "Take us all the way," he said, pointing to the beginning of the queue.

    The family and the two cops kept walking. The people in line seemed more curious than annoyed.

    Judah estimated that there were thousands of people standing, perhaps more.

    The family kept going until they finally reached the front of the queue.

    At the door was Menachem, and in his hands, he held a wooden board on which several pages with lists of names were bound. He loudly called out names, and the people stood before him.

    Menachem marked the names on the sheets and allowed them to enter the Glass House.

    Leah whispered to Judah, "Cooperate with everything I do, even if it seems fundamentally wrong to you."

    Judah nodded his head in consent.

    "I think that's enough; get us in line," she ordered the cops.

    Those who didn't like the fact that the family had pushed in at the beginning of the line were turned away, but they were afraid to protest against the armed police for fear of their lives.

    Another family came and another.

    Menachem started reading the names again, but no one answered.

    "Michal and David Bowman?" Read Menachem again, looking around and waiting for them.

    "That's us," Leah suddenly raised her hand and exclaimed aloud.

    "Are you Michal Bowman?" Menachem asked again to be sure.

    "Yes, I am. And this is my husband, David," she introduced him.

    "And the children?" asked Menachem unexpectedly.

    Judah's heart was pounding; he thought in his heart that the fraud had been revealed. But despite this, he would not give up.

    "You don't know what they are called; they are written here," she snatched the tablet and pointed to the page with the names. "Here, Miri and Absalom Bowman."

    Menachem marked their names and said, "You now belong to the ‘young guard' movement, come inside," he instructed them.

    Judah breathed a sigh of relief. His heart rate began to gradually decrease until it reached a reasonable rate.

    Inside, Saul, an activist in the "young guard" movement, was waiting for them. A tall man in his twenties, dressed in brown work clothes and a white button-down shirt.

    "Do you know how to print?" He asked Leah surprisingly.

    "Yes, I worked at a company that wrote, printed, and published scientific papers," she replied.

    "Right. You'll print the departure certificates for the emigrants for us," he said and accompanied them inside.

    They walked through the inner courtyard, then up the stairs to the top floor, the attic.

    "This will be the Glass House Executive Office, which will be composed of Zionist operators who are part of the Israeli Ministry committee and members of the Zionist Organization," Saul explained.

    Judah looked around and saw a number of officials sitting around tables and filling out forms.

    "For us to prepare appropriate certificates for you, you must be interviewed by one of the officials and fill out forms in which your personal information, names, ages, and home address will be written. Then, you will be photographed, so we will attach your photo to the application. We will call you later, and you will receive a personal immigrant certificate with all your details, which includes a seating arrangement in the wagons and allocation of a place in another wagon for equipment and food.

    Judah and Leah were pleasantly impressed with the arrangement and organization that the activists demonstrated.

    After finishing their fake names and being photographed, Saul said, "Now we're going down to the basement. Follow me."

    The family entered a large room, part of which was already inhabited by families and individuals.

    Saul pointed to one of the areas and said, "This is our area. He accompanied them until they reached one of the sleeping areas. There was a family already there.

    "You will join them. You will sleep here." Just before leaving, he remembered and warned, "Take care of the children and stay away from the windows."

    Judah didn't like the idea of sharing accommodation with strangers he didn't know, but he had no choice. He shook hands with the other family members and introduced his family.

    

  
    
    

    Living in the Shadow of Fear

    

    
    

    

    Later in the day, more and more people who sought refuge from the Nazis came to the Glass House. The pavement along the whole street was filled with crowds, and those who arrived late stood in the road. And before long, the road was also filled with people, and the street was blocked for passers-by.

    People pushed each other, quarrelled, got angry, and grumbled for a long time while standing in line, trying to get to the front door at all costs.

    Menachem stood in front of the crowd at the entrance of the Glass House helplessly; the order was violated again and again. He was afraid that the crowd would break in again, drop him to the ground, and trample on him with their feet, so he hurried and called two other activists to try to help him restore order and push the crowd back.

    More and more people who passed Menachem's Semitic test came into the Glass House.

    The underground rooms that were warehouses were filled to the brim with people, and the density was terrible.

    The youth movement activists tried with all their might to bring order and solve all sorts of problems that were arising.

    Saul went inside and read out loud, "Silence for a moment, silence for a moment ...,” but his voice was not heard; it was difficult to overcome the terrible noise.

    Activists from the 'Hamizrachi' movement and 'General Zionist' stood by his side and tried to calm everyone down.

    "We are trying to do our best to help you, but we can't if you refuse to cooperate with us," shouted Saturn, one of the activists.

    "You have to remember that the Frankel family lives here and runs the business. They should not be bothered or harassed by any issue; because of that, we are here. Our offices are open to all immigrant audiences to provide an appropriate response. Food and water will be provided at a discount at predetermined times. We need volunteers in various fields: cooking, baking, childcare, teaching, first aid, cleaning, tidying, and more. Anyone who can make a donation will be blessed. By the way, we urgently need volunteers who will agree to take risks, go out and get food. Are there any?"

    There was silence in the room; no one was willing to go out and risk it. If he was caught, he would be killed instead.

    Saul looked around, waiting for a hand to raise, but there was none.

    From a distance among the masses, Saul saw a young blond man in a leather jacket and approached him. When he approached him, he saw that the guy had blue eyes, and his outward appearance looked like a mirror of the pure Aryan race.

    "What is your name, man?" He asked.

    "Frints," he replied.

    "Would you be willing to volunteer for the important task of getting food?"

    Frints did not hesitate and answered yes, but he was well aware of the magnitude of the risk he was taking.

    The evening arrived, and with it came the chill of the night. Menachem's legs were tired from standing for many hours. He looked at the list of names; he still had a few places left.

    Menachem knew that the hardest part was ahead of him, to close the list and send all those waiting back to their homes. He knew that this meant that their fate was doomed, and their death was only a matter of time. His heart was horrified at the thought that people might blame him for the Jewish rabbis' death.  But there was no escape; even so, there was no room for everyone.

    Menachem was upset when he saw that he had reached the last name on the list. He put the last person in and looked at all those people who were left behind.

    "The list is closed," he exclaimed loudly, hurried in, and closed the door after him before the crowd could vent their anger on him.

    Menachem stood by the door for many minutes and heard the crowd pounding on the door with their fists, shouting for help and pleading to be let in.

    Tears flowed from his eyes; he felt torn inside. Menachem went inside, struggling to breathe and relax.

    Menachem thought in his heart that it might have been necessary to bring in more Jews without anyone knowing about it. Still, when he came to the basements and saw the terrible overcrowding, he came to his senses and realized that the place was entirely inhabited, and he just had to console himself.

    In the early evening, the kitchen started to function officially. The cook started using the tabun for the first time and baked a relatively large quantity of bread.

    Naftali, the chairman of the Glass House management office, ordered the cook to share the food vouchers to everyone and set regular times to receive meals. "For the children, we will divide pita in one day, not more," he said.

    The emigrants who received the vouchers stood in a long line and waited patiently for their turn to receive the meal. From time to time, there were arguments, but on the whole, order was maintained.

    The cook distributed food to the emigrants in small quantities. "That's it for today," he pointed out.

    Sarah got a pita, tried to bite it, and suddenly discovered two glass fragments. She complained to her mother.

    Leah was furious and went to complain to Saul.

    "My daughter got a pita with broken glass; she could choke and die," the mother admitted.

    "This is still a glass trading house; naturally, there will be glass fragments here and there," he defended himself, and when he realized he couldn't please her, he added: "I'll talk to the cook who'll be careful next time, and you try to be vigilant anyway."

    At night, it was difficult to fall asleep. The number of woolen blankets was limited, and everyone was pulling at them and trying to cover themselves to protect their bodies from the freezing cold.

    In the awful crowd, sleeping together in the cramped basements managed to warm the sleepers a little.

    The mattresses were uncomfortable, and it was not possible to turn around and change position. Some people snored loudly; others coughed loudly and carried on quiet conversations alone in the night, worried about their fate, trying to predict their future.

    In the morning, the sun rose and peered through the high, narrow cellar windows. Most people woke up from their sleep; some did not sleep at all and suffered various pains in their body parts.

    The children got up and started to run around in the empty spaces.

    Saul came to the basements to check if everything was okay. He saw many noisy children and many of their sons and was horrified. “I need a kindergarten teacher. Is there anyone who works with children?" he asked aloud.

    A woman raised her hand at the end of the corridor. Saul approached her, "What is your name?

    "My name is Anna," she replied.

    "Gather the children and engage them. Read them a story or play with them," he instructed her.

    "If you need help, get someone else to help you. And above all, keep the children away from the windows; no one outside should know that we are hiding here," he said.

    Saul looked around at the many people and made his way to the center of the basement. When he reached one of the steps, he woke Leah from her sleep. "We need you upstairs," he said.

    Leah got up, organized herself and accompanied him without saying a word.

    As she reached the offices and went inside, Leah saw that the desks were full of workers.

    "This is your table," he pointed to one of the tables on which a typewriter was placed.

    "They will bring you the forms filled in by the emigrants manually, and you will have to print them on the blank document."

    Saul showed him a sample document. "The document should look like this. An official immigration document," he said.

    "Once you finish typing, transfer the document to this guy to continue the process. He has to paste a picture; then it goes to another guy who will add the necessary signatures," he said and went on his way.

    Leah sat down in a chair, got a bunch of forms, and started typing on clean, quality paper.

    Menachem came into the basement to check how the first night had gone for the new tenants. He saw the masses talking to each other in idleness.

    Out of the corner of his eye, he saw children gathering and sitting on the floor; he approached them.

    Before his eyes, he saw a young woman sitting on the floor, reading them a story she had brought with her. Menachem saw the children sitting in a half-Goren structure, and the sight warmed his heart.

    In his mind, he thought of an idea. He rushed over, went to the warehouse, and took out small colored glass panels.

    Menachem approached the children and handed them the tablets.

    "You can play only after story-time," he said and went on his way.

    In the early afternoon, Max and Alex arrived at the Glass House to see how the project was progressing.

    In front of the building stood two-armed Hungarian administration guards, dressed in brown uniforms and wearing black boots. They did not let anyone in as befits a diplomatic mission.

    Alex introduced himself to them and showed an ID, and so did Max, and the guards allowed them inside.

    They were greeted by Naftali; he made sure to wear tailored pants and a white shirt. His black hair was slicked back and smeared with fragrant oil.

    "Come in," he said and invited them inside.

    Naftali gave them a tour of the place, reunited them with the various activists, and explained their duties.

    Arriving in the basement, Max saw a group of older children and a teacher teaching them a counting lesson.

    "We care about teaching the kids," said Naftali.

    "Great idea," Max replied and looked around at the huddling crowd.

    "By my count, there are over three thousand people here," Naftali said.

    "How do you manage with the limited resources at your disposal?" Alex asked curiously.

    "We barely live but manage to survive."

    Further along the tour, Naftali showed them the small clinic they had set up to provide an initial response to patients. They went up the stairs to the attic, where Naftali showed them the many volunteers working to issue personal certificates called Schutzpass.

    Naftali took one of the permits from Leah's office and showed Max and Alex.

    "This is a work of art. For everyone who registers with us, we create a certificate for him in the Swiss legation name. The confirmation says that the same person is destined to immigrate to Eretz, Israel and is, therefore, under the auspices of the Swiss government, "he said with enthusiasm.

    Alex looked at the certificate and saw his signature signed on it and next to it a fancy red Jack stamp from the Swiss delegates.

    "It's really a job," Alex said with a smile, pleasantly surprised.

    "When we are done, we will start working on the first collective passport with 2,200 names," he noted.

    "Have the Germans already given us the certificate for the exit of the emigrants?" Naftali asked Max.

    "No, we are still waiting," he replied.

    "Why do we really need their approval?" he asked.

    "Because at best, they won't let the immigrant train get underway. And at worst, they might take the opportunity to divert the train from its route to Auschwitz, and we don't want that to happen."

    Naftali shook his head in disappointment.

    "Approval will be given, sooner or later, at will," Max said in an attempt to encourage him.

    Alex told Max he had to go. He had a meeting in preparation.

    "Come on, escort us out," Max told Naftali.

    The three came to the door, and Naftali said goodbye.

    The volunteers involved in the creation of immigration certificates and the treatment of migrants in the Glass House had grown from several dozen to several hundred.

    Over time, the volunteers became employees of the Glass House, so they were also considered employees of the Swiss legation, which enjoyed all consular rights.

    Among other things, they were released from the obligation to wear the yellow badge, and some even used the ministry vehicles and the diplomatic telephone as part of their "consular work.”

    Max himself sometimes travelled around Budapest in the ministry vehicle sponsored by the deputies, flanked by small Swiss flags. A Swiss driver would drive him on his mission.

    

  
    
    

    Secret Mission

    

    
    

    

    Early in the morning , Saul woke Frints from his sleep. "Come on, it's time to get some food before the food runs out."

    Frints got up quickly from his sleep. He slept in his clothes like the rest of the emigrants and, therefore, did not require time to get ready.

    Saul equipped him with an empty basket and accompanied him to the entrance of the building.

    "Even if they catch you and torture you, don't tell anyone the purpose of your mission," he warned.

    Just before he left, he heard someone call to him, "Wait a minute."

    Frints and Saul turned and saw Menachem walking towards them.

    "You can't go out there. There are guards there. They can't know there's undiplomatic activity here. They will inform the authorities.

    "So, what do we do?" Saul asked.

    "There is a back exit to a side street. No one knows the way out," he said and started to go. Saul and Frints followed him in silence.

    The three of them crossed the inner courtyard, went down the stairs, and reached a dark basement. In the basement, there was an opening that led them into a tunnel. They continued walking until they reached an iron door.

    "This door leads to the street. When you go out, make sure they don't see you. And when you come back in, make sure you are not followed," he told Frints.

    Okay, Frints replied, slowly opening the door and looking around curiously. The street seemed deserted.

    Frints stepped out and closed the door after him.

    "Make sure that all the activists leave from this exit solely for their mission," Menachem ordered and retraced his steps.

    Frints went out into the street; he remembered that the key to the task’s success lay in his confidence. If he showed signs of fear or dread, people might notice and try to harm him. He knew that he had to act like a German and speak German to be believable in his costume.

    Frints straightened up and looked around him suspiciously from time to time to make sure no one followed him. He continued to walk down the street, people passing by unaware of his existence.

    A few dozen meters further on, he reached a small, isolated grocery shop in a back street that very few people visited.

    Frints got to the grocery shop and, just before he went in, looked around him to see that he was not being followed.

    Frints went safely inside, turned to the saleswoman, and said, "Hello.”

    "Good morning," she replied and gave him a stern look.

    "I have a bill of fifty pengo. I need two kilos of flour, a pound of potatoes, a jug of milk. And if there's any money left over, then vegetables too.

    "I'll get you some vegetables, too," she said as she entered the warehouse.

    After a few minutes, she put the ingredients on the counter.

    Frints put the groceries in the basket. Just before he left, the saleswoman said in a poisonous tone, "Beware of the Jews in the street, so they don’t steal from you."

    Frints smiled; he knew that if she had known he was a Jew himself, she probably would not have served him. And in the worst case, she would inform him that he was moving around in the streets freely without the badge on his clothes in unacceptable hours.

    Many citizens of Budapest were happy to snitch and hand over the Jews to the Germans. Frints knew that his outward appearance gave him an advantage and peace of mind, even if it was just in appearance.

    On the way back, he suddenly heard a voice behind him talking loudly.

    "Hey, Jew."

    His heart missed a beat; he secretly hoped that no one would recognize him on the street. Frints knew that if he turned around, he would confirm that he was Jewish. And if he ignored it, he might be shot.

    Frints decided to ignore it and keep walking.

    There was another call to him, and he ignored it too.

    "Stop, or I'll shoot," a determined voice was heard.

    Frints knew that if he started to run, the gendarme or whoever he was would shoot him for sure, and he would die instead, and if he stopped as well.

    Frints stopped, looked back, and saw the gendarme pointing the gun at him, not far away.

    Frints knew that life and death were on edge and that the best defence was an attack, so he started shouting at him roughly in German and moved towards him.

    The gendarme was surprised: "Are you German?" he asked.

    "Sure. And you're bothering me on the street with all your impudence," he replied.

    "I'm sorry, I thought you were Jewish," he said.

    "Do I look like a dirty Jew to you?" he asked contemptuously.

    "No," said the gendarme and withdrew, then he added in a calm tone, "I'm sorry."

    Frints turned and continued walking without saying a word; his heart was beating fast. When he returned to the same door he had left earlier, he looked around him and checked to see if there was anyone following him. Seeing that there was no one there, he breathed a sigh of relief, opened the door, and hurried inside the Glass House.

    Frints came to the kitchen and handed Dinah the basket of ingredients to put on the shelves.

    As he left the kitchen, he met Saul and told him everything that had happened on the way home.

    "Next time you go out to get food, we'll provide you with a fake German certificate, so you'll be more protected," he said and continued on his way.

    The Sabbath came sooner than expected, causing frustration and distress. Sarah grew up in a religious Jewish home, but in the Glass House, her family belonged to a non-religious youth movement, the Hashomer Hatzair.

    The "Mizrachi" youth movement, which was a religious movement, was Sarah's favorite group.

    The members of the religious movement organized in time for the Sabbath. They made a Sabbath table and consecrated it classically. Although the food on the table was meager, one special dish stimulated her senses; it was a "cholent" pot, a stew of hard-boiled egg pulp, wheat, potatoes, and some meat.

    Sarah saw a man take a ladle and pour the thick dish into small metal bowls. She knew they would not let her taste the dish that until recently had been an integral part of her family's Sabbath table.

    Sarah went to her mother and cried bitterly. "I'm tired of eating pita bread all the time; I want to eat real food. I want cholent," she said, pointing to the second group.

    Leah hugged her and said, "We don't belong to them. But one day, we'll get out of here and make all your favourite dishes again."

    Sarah found it hard to relax. The experience of living in a closed, dark, stuffy place with no privacy overwhelmed her.

    Sarah looked out through the high windows sadly from a distance. She noticed the guard’s boots walking back and forth outside. She was so frustrated that she couldn't go out and play her favourite games like the rest of the children. She couldn't breathe fresh air, and she never saw the sunlight.

    

  
    
    

    Waiting in Vain

    

    
    

    

    It had been a long time since that meeting in the Hungarian Foreign Ministry on immigration, and no answer had yet been received from the Germans. Max started to worry that all his work would go down the drain.

    One morning, Zoltan came unexpectedly from the Hungarian Foreign Ministry to the Swiss legation. He pressed the bell, the door opened, and he entered.

    "I know a meeting has not been scheduled, but I need you to call Alex Schultz urgently," he told one of the legation workers.

    Zoltan pulled his cap down over his head and waited patiently in the lobby.

    The legation worker returned alone and said, "The consul is waiting for you in his office."

    Zoltan accompanied the legation worker, climbed the stairs, and came to Alex's office. Standing in the doorway, he saw Max sitting there too.

    "Come in, come in," Alex invited him.

    Zoltan walked in and sat down next to Max.

    "I received an answer from the Germans on the issue of Jewish immigration to Palestine. They agree, but they have a condition," he began.

    "What condition?” Max intervened.

    "That all the Jews living in Budapest will be concentrated in the provinces."

    "I'm sorry, that's a condition I can’t accept," Max said, the disappointment obvious on his face.

    "Why?" Alex asked.

    "Because if the Jews left Budapest, it would be easier to get them on the trains and deport them to Auschwitz. That won't happen," Max shouted.

    "You're right. This is another disgusting exercise by the Germans designed to distract us from destroying the Jews," Alex said.

    "So, what do we tell the Germans?" Zoltan asked and shifted in his chair uncomfortably.

    "Tell them we refuse to accept this condition," Max ruled.

    "All right, I'll let them know," Zoltan said, getting up from the chair and going on his way.

    "You can't give in to them," Max commented.

    "That's right," Alex confirmed.

    The next morning was dark and gloomy. Max rushed out of the Swiss legation. The driver said, "Good morning,” and opened the car door for him. Max answered, got inside, and asked the driver to drive him to the Glass House.

    The streets were empty of people. Max looked out of the car window and suddenly saw a Jew sitting on the ground begging. He looked thin, sick, and exhausted. Max felt sorry for him, he wanted to ask the driver to stop and try to help, but when he saw several police officers approaching, he ordered the driver to continue driving.

    The car finally stopped near the Glass House. Max opened the car door, got out, and quickly entered the Glass House.

    At the entrance, he greeted Saul. "Is there any answer from the Germans?" he asked curiously.

    "There is, but it is not enough," he replied.

    Saul did not study the interpretation of the answer and led Max to the top floor offices.

    At the entrance to the offices, he met Naftali, who was in charge of all the employees.

    "I have good news," he said. "We have finished preparing all the Swiss passports. They are equipped with exit permits from Hungary and transit visas via Romania."

    Naftali asked the controller to show Max one of the passports.

    Max examined it and admired the professionalism shown by the workers.

    "It's a masterpiece," Naftali said with a smile.

    "Indeed," Max replied and added, "Good work."

    "Gather all the youth movement leaders and the members of the 'Aid and Rescue Committee.' I have an important update for them."

    Naftali continued on his way and returned fifteen minutes later with all the youth movement leaders to the top floor offices.

    "Come on in," Max invited.

    Now in the offices were both employees and leaders of organizations.

    "First of all, I would like to thank you for the wonderful work of the organization you have done so far; you’ve done it in a relatively short time," Max surveyed everyone with his eyes.

    "We have not yet received a plausible answer from the Germans, but I believe that if we continue to be stubborn, we will. In the meantime, I wanted to inform you that the emigrants' planned route will be through Romania, from where the ships will continue by sea. We have already received confirmation from the International Red Cross; they are ready to put ships at our disposal for the journey and also agreed to inform all the parties about the ships themselves. Besides, they will see to it that their representatives get on the ships and accompany the emigrants to Israel."

    Suddenly, Menachem came, entered the offices, went to Max, and whispered in his ear," Can I talk to you for a minute outside."

    Max nodded, and they both walked out.

    "I want to show you something important," he said.

    Max and Menachem went down into the basements and entered.

    "As you can see, it is very crowded here. People are suffering from poor hygiene. I'm afraid they'll start getting sick here. It’s already infested with lice; you can see people scratching their heads.

    "I understand. They won't stay here long. In the meantime, I'll talk to Naftali, and he'll see to it that we increase the stock of medicine."

    How long will they wait here?" Menachem asked anxiously.

    "I think it's a matter of a week, maybe two weeks," Max replied, but secretly, his heart could not appreciate exactly how long they’d be there. Everything was ready for departure: immigration certificates, departure certificates, trains, ships. Now, they were just waiting for the approval of the Germans, and they were proving difficult.

    "I have to go. I'll let you know when there are developments," Max said and went on his way.

    Menachem stayed behind to watch with compassion all the people who were there. He was afraid that their health would deteriorate and that it would be difficult to treat everyone. Some may die, and burying them too would not be possible. And if terrible epidemics broke out, then everything would be out of control.

    Menachem hoped that Max was right, and this was only a temporary issue that would be solved very soon.

    Max and his wife Anna had dinner in the Swiss legation. Throughout the meal, Max was silent and withdrawn.

    "I see you are troubled," Anna commented.

    "Yes, I was in the Glass House today; the situation is not good. People will not be able to live there for long."

    "They won't be able to get out either; it’s very dangerous, you know."

    "Yes, that's why I'm angry. The Germans are really unwilling to cooperate with us."

    "They will have to; you must not lose hope," she replied.

    "Time is working against us," he remarked.

    "I'm sure everything will work out in the end; only patience is needed."

    "Patience and nerves of iron," he replied with a reluctant smile.

    Two days passed, and Zoltan reached the Swiss legation again. This time, there was a new proposal from the Germans.

    Zoltan rang the bell, and one of the workers opened the door for him and let him in.

    Zoltan took off his hat as usual whenever he entered a respectable place.

    "I need to talk to Alex urgently," he told the employee, and Helz went to tell him.

    A little later, he said, "Alex is waiting for you in his office."

    Zoltan went up the stairs and into his office, and this time he saw Max sitting there, waiting patiently.

    "Come, sit down," Alex invited him.

    "Thank you," he said and sat down.

    "The Germans have announced that they are ready to concentrate all the remaining Jews not in the provinces but in the suburbs of Budapest in camps that were formerly camps of Russian POWs from the First World War."

    Alex looked at Max and waited for his reaction.

    Max listened and tried to think of a suitable solution. On the one hand, he didn’t want to interrupt the negotiations or let the Germans carry out their plan. Suddenly, he said, "We will send the Red Cross representatives to examine the conditions in these camps and send back an answer."

    "Tell the Germans we will consider their offer," Alex interjected.

    "Okay," said Zoltan and went on his way.

    As Zoltan left, Alex called the Red Cross representatives and asked them to check the conditions in these camps.

    The next morning, representatives from the International Red Cross visited the camps and were negatively impressed. After that, they met with Alex and reported that these camps were not worthy of the residence of about 150,000 Jews.

    The same day, Alex called Zoltan and informed him that the matter had been examined and tested and that he should reject the proposal. And so, this malicious plot did not materialize.

    

  
    
    

    The Journey to Freedom

    

    
    

    

    The passengers of the rescue train organized by Schechter, who’d finally arrived at the Bergen-Belsen concentration camp in Germany, had to face many difficulties. The uncertainty about their future only increased; their fate was shrouded in mist.

    Bergen-Belsen was a very large camp, consisting of several camps separated by high tile fences and numerous watchtowers.

    In the camp where the group stayed, there was a large barrack and a small barrack. The barracks were long and each contained rooms about a hundred beds, beds on three levels. In the barracks, the women and men were arranged separately, and the children were housed in the Pioneers hall.

    There was another camp on the other side of the fence, a camp where people died of typhus. Dirt and filth were seen everywhere. In the middle of the camp, there was a big pond, and many corpses were floating on the water's surface. The German guards did not let anyone near the fence for fear of contracting it.

    Typhoid fever came in all sorts of forms and was mainly characterized by high fever, weakness, and other agonizing deaths.

    The deadliest of these was the head type. The person who fell ill with it lost his memory and could be violent towards those around him long before he died.

    Stern saw difficult sights beyond the fence, and his heart was filled with pity for those whose fate had not improved, but on the other hand, for the time being, he felt lucky that he didn’t belong to that camp.

    From the other side of the camp, he saw another camp with Polish prisoners. The camp was fenced, and around it were guard posts, and also, no one was allowed to approach it. In his heart, Stern thought that he might have to find a way to contact them and cooperate to survive.

    There was almost no food. A third of a loaf of bread, margarine, and solid carrot jam were distributed once a week. Hunger reigned throughout the camp.

    During the day, the travellers were given some tea. At noon, they received some broth with pieces of meat. The amount they distributed was small and not enough for everyone, and most of them remained hungry. The remaining broth left in the large pot gave the children something to scratch and lick.

    Those who brought canned food with them helped to supplement the meal, but they were few in number.

    Occasionally, food parcels came from one of the Swiss organizations, but there was not enough to go around.

    At the end of the camp, near the Polish prisoners' camp, was a water tap for the whole camp for drinking and bathing. Not far away, there were toilets and benches. The toilets were so gross that most of them tried to resist and did not use them.

    During the day, children would pick up cigarette butts from the ground. In the middle of the night, children would sneak across the fence of the Polish prison camp without the guards noticing them, and at the risk of their lives, exchange a number of cigarette butts for half a slice of bread.

    Every morning, there was an attendance order, which the passengers bitterly hated. It was not enough that they were hungry and thirsty, but most of the time, they had to work for many hours in the rain, cold, sun, in all weather conditions.

    The morning shift was mainly intended to check the attendance. A number of people often did not correspond, and the German in charge of the counting was often confused and recounted all the people present each time.

    Stern stood for several hours, heavy rain pouring relentlessly on his head; his clothes were wet, and the cold penetrated his bones. He remained motionless and did not move from his place.

    With him stood men, women, and children. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Schechter's wife, Aggie, standing in the front row. She looked slim and feisty; her hair shaved smooth to avoid getting lice on it.

    A number of children could not resist and drank from their clothes; others fainted from exhaustion. The passengers who could no longer participate in the counting remained in the barracks with permission.

    "One hundred and one, one hundred and two, one hundred and three... I said don't move," the German shouted in a high-pitched voice.

    Another hour passed. Stern hoped the nightmare would end soon. His legs ached; he stumbled and almost fell.

    "You are allowed to return to the barracks," the German finally said.

    Stern breathed a sigh of relief and returned with the rest of the people present to the barracks.

    Each time in the order of attendance, the numbers changed. There was a shortage of patients in the barracks, the lack of in-patients in the hospitals, the incessant miscounting. The wait took hours in difficult conditions until the numbers finally worked.

    Time passed in an instant, and days turned into weeks.

    One particularly bad and cold morning, a soldier entered the hut and loudly exclaimed, "Come out for your duties."

    The passengers went out for a morning order and lined up in rows.

    It was a morning unlike any other morning. An SS officer had come to the camp, a German named Herman Cromay, Eichmann's assistant. There was an excitement that something good was about to happen, that the suffering that was the gift of many was about to end.

    Stern noticed this and loudly exclaimed, "Cromay has arrived.”

    Those present stood still, watching what was going on with vigilant eyes.

    A junior soldier placed a podium in the center of the extension.

    Cromay handed the list to one of the permanent staff soldiers and asked him to read the names.

    "Everyone whose names are on the list must line up at the side," Cromay ordered loudly.

    The soldier stood by the podium and began calling out names.

    More and more people came out of the ranks and stood aside.

    The order took longer than usual and was stressful. The passengers stood for many hours and were tired and stressed. They didn't know what would happen to them. Does this bode well for those whose names were called, or is it, God forbid, evil? Is it for life or God forbid, for death? And those whose names were not called, is it good or bad? What is the evil of the decree? The uncertainty only increased, and there was no answer.

    Of the 1684 passengers, 318 names were read out. Among these names that were called were those who were not present because they were ill.

    When the list was closed, and everything was settled, Cromay came to the selected group and said, "You are the first team to be transferred to Switzerland tonight."

    Some passengers were very happy. Others were sceptical and did not believe it; they were afraid that the trip would be to another place, maybe to Auschwitz; after all, they were already once on that road.

    Those whose names were not called burst into tears and even cursed; others were filled with hope and supreme happiness that a donor would also come soon.

    Stern and Schechter's family were not among the selected passengers; they were left behind with the other passengers who did not improve their luck and remained in the camp.

    The selected group returned to the hut and started to organize their exit. Those who remained looked at them with envy and deep disappointment; what would be their fate? No one knew.

    The selected passengers took their small belongings with them and rushed to the exit gate.

    A little later, several soldiers arrived and accompanied the team. The group made their way on foot to the same remote town from which they had arrived earlier.

    At a car station, they were met by a passenger train with benches to sit on. They were pleasantly surprised that it wasn't a freight train when they arrived.

    The passengers boarded the train and took their seats, and were both excited and suspicious.

    The train was on its way. The journey took ages until it reached the Swiss-German border.

    The train stopped at the Swiss border station early in the morning. The nurses who waited there helped the passengers get off the wagons and took them to their sides. Everyone present was crying with excitement.

    The nurses led them to the waiting room, where they were allowed to drink tea and eat bread. The adults were given cigarettes, and the children were given unlimited chocolate.

    The passengers soon realized that their luck had improved, and they were now free to embark on a new path.

    

  
    
    

    Preparations Continue

    

    
    

    

    The month of August came and brought with it new insights. The events on European soil had taken a worrying turn for Miklós Horthy, the Regent of Hungarian rule.

    The Russians were already standing at the gates of Warsaw after occupying most of the Polish territory.

    On another front, after a long wait, the Russians launched a massive offensive in the Balkans: the Armenian Red Army invaded Romania and Bulgaria.

    Horthy understood where the winds were blowing; he realized that the Germans were beginning to lose the war, seeing them defeated on several fronts.

    Horthy realized that he had to abandon his alliances with the Germans to survive the war and try to start negotiating with the allies about Hungary's secession from the war.

    In the same month, Horthy tried to get rid of the Nazi fans in power. He dismissed several ministers and sought to reduce the pressure of the German authorities on his state.

    Horthy submitted a note to the German ambassador in which he pledged to concentrate the Jews of Budapest in a defined territory within the country, stating that only the Hungarians themselves would take care of the "Jewish problem,” not by shipping them out.

    In a scathing letter of protest, Horthy demanded political prisoners' release, the secret police's return, and Eichmann's commando to Germany.

    The protest started to give its signals, and as a result of an agreement signed between Hungary and Germany, Eichmann and his commando were sent back to Germany. Himmler, the head of the Gestapo and SS, abolished the expulsion of the Jews from Budapest scheduled for the end of the month.

    Horthy replaced his Prime Minister Sztójay with a new Prime Minister named Geza Lakatush. His government reverted to the previous policy of seeking a retreat from the war.

    The situation of the Jews improved; many restrictive laws were abolished, except for the law restricting their movement, which was still in force. There was optimism among the Jews.

    But Max did not let the optimism confuse him or darken his senses. He knew that as long as the war continued, there could be more variations of fate, so it was necessary to wait patiently for as long as it took until the clouds of war dispersed and the sad picture became clear.

    Max knew that as long as the war was not over, one should not trust the Germans and their promises; one should wait and hope that the situation would continue to improve.

    The spirits of change still did not affect the tenants of the Glass House; they did not dare to go out and see for themselves.

    Max was not impressed by the winds of change either. More and more Jews came every day and begged to be let into the Glass House, but there was no more room left.

    Max entered Alex's office and turned to him, "We need more space to accommodate more people, the Glass House is already full."

    "We don't have money to buy more buildings, you know that," he remarked.

    "We don't need to buy any structure. The Jews living in the area of Ollipotvarush, the thirteenth district and Lipotvorush in the fifth district will gladly agree to 'give' their houses, for that matter, provided that they are protected."

    "How many houses are we talking about?"

    "I estimate about 72 houses."

    Alex was silent for a moment and wondered how Max had determined this number.

    "Very well, organize it," he said, "On these protected houses, we'll have to establish a sign that they're the property of the embassy and are under its diplomatic protection."

    "We'll have to issue sponsorship certificates to those who will live there," commented Max.

    "Do what you need to do and let me know."

    "Very well," Max replied and left his office.

    In the Glass House, Naftali appointed Rosen to be the main order keeper. His task was to make sure that the Jews behaved according to European standards and order. In case one of the tenants forgot his "Swiss education,” Rosen would come out of nowhere and put him in his place.

    Rosen would reprimand him and comment politely, "Don't forget that this place belongs to the Swiss, so behave accordingly," and the European order would be restored.

    In addition, Rosen's role was also to keep people away from the offices during the day. The office workers could continue to work without any interruption and not draw attention to what was being done there.

    To maintain order, the building was divided into zones: the "Hamizrachi" movement occupied the attic's left side. The "Hanoar Hazioni" movement occupied the other side of the attic.

    The "Hashomer Hatzair,” "Deror" and "Maccabi Tzair" movements occupied the basement of the building.

    The "Orthodoxim," who were ultra-Orthodox religious, lived in another basement.

    Jews who did not belong to any movement had to find accommodation in offices or corridors at night.

    Max came to the Glass House, met Naftali, and told him about the protected houses which he had acquired, and now they had to be filled with as many Jews as possible.

    "How are you going to provide them with so much food?" he asked, perplexed.

    "That's why I came here to give you some advice," Max replied.

    "To provide food for thousands of people, you will need the help of food wholesalers," he said.

    "Do you know anyone like that?"

    "None. But I'll look for someone, believe me."

    "Well, keep me posted. We don't have much time," Max said and went on his way.

    The crowd continued to gather daily at the entrance to the Glass House, longing for a shelter of mercy.

    Menachem stood for hours at the entrance, took down their names, and referred them to the protected houses in the fifth quarter.

    Naftali called a number of food wholesalers in the city and managed to convince them that in exchange for the large quantities of food purchased from them, he would pay them in dollars, but this would only happen after the liberation from the Nazi occupation.

    One of the wholesalers was a resilient Jew named Icha, who ran two emergency food warehouses.

    Every day, the emigrants received three meals. The menu included cabbage, beets, and potatoes.

    Naftali decided to change the way the meals were distributed. Instead of long queues in the courtyard for food distribution, the distribution of food would be done by representatives of various movements. Each representative will take care of the distribution of food to the group for which he is responsible.

    In addition, there was also a public kosher kitchen for the kosher guards.

    Every day, Hebrew classes were held in the movement's compounds in the basements. Many emigrants took part.

    Cultural activities also took place. Hanukkah was around the corner, and a party was held in a small warehouse that had once stored coal. Many gathered to see the Hanukkah candle in a nutshell, lit and illuminating the darkness. And when it started to get stuffy in the warehouse, the emigrants returned to their seats.

    In the attic of the "Hamizrachi" movement, Professor Shulman held Hebrew and Arabic classes.

    There was a Torah scroll in the basement where the Orthodox lived, and prayers and Torah lessons were held.

    Every day, the management of the Glass House published internal leaflets on cultural and political topics and divided them among the emigrants, thus slightly dispelling the fear and anxiety that filled the house.

    Max often visited the Glass House to take a closer look at the conduct of the place, and at times, it seemed to him that the place resembled a "Noah's Ark." Beyond the terrible density, all denominations and shades of Hungarian Judaism from all corners of the society lived there. From the extreme ultra-Orthodox to the left-wing movement "Hashomer Hatzair.”

    Anyone who came back to visit the Glass House would find it hard to believe that thousands of Jews were hiding from the Nazi terror in such a small place and trying to lead a vibrant communal life.

    

  
    
    

    The Protected Houses

    

    
    

    

    Slowly, the protected houses began to fill with new Jewish residents. There was an immediate need to improve the existing management mechanism and respond to any needs or problems.

    The new residents assembled relatively quickly in the houses that were already inhabited by Jewish families.

    On Thursday morning, Max and Alex arrived for an important meeting that would determine the mode of operation.

    At the entrance to the Glass House stood two guards with weapons on their shoulders, allowing no one to enter.

    When they saw Max and Alex, they were allowed to enter without asking questions.

    Naftali was waiting for them inside the building and escorted them to the offices in the attic. In one of the offices, all the heads of the movements were sitting around the table. The three went inside and took their seats.

    "Hello everyone. We have gathered to discuss the management of the protected houses," Naftali began.

    "There is a need to establish a medical service and recruit doctors on behalf of the community who will respond to patients in the protected houses," Max said.

    "I have an idea," Naftali said unexpectedly. "We will establish an improvised hospital in one of the protected houses and put medical equipment, an X-ray machine. We will establish clean rooms for surgery, and, of course, we will bring the doctors there."

    "We should also set up a technical department that will take care of fixing breakdowns in these houses," commented Saul.

    "We also need drivers to drive people for medical care and also transfer regular food supplies," added Alex.

    "Yeah, right," agreed max.

    "We need a legal service," added Avraham, leader of the Hamizrahi movement.

    Menachem arrived a little late and sat down. "I can't cope alone with the huge number of applicants seeking refuge in the protected houses, I'm sorry."

    "He's right," Naftali said, adding, "We need to set up a housing department whose job will be to register people and send them to the protected houses."

    "Beautiful, we need to start informing the activists and directing tasks; we don't have time. The situation can change at any time; we have to be prepared for the variations of fate," Max commented.

    "There is another thing we haven't talked about,” Joseph, a representative of the Orthodox, who’d been silent until now, suddenly commented.

    All present turned their gaze to him and waited for him to talk.

    "What about the protection of the protected houses? We need guards who will protect the migrants from looting, destruction and harm to innocent people."

    "Maybe we'll turn to Zoltan from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs," Alex intervened.

    "No, he won't lift a finger," Max replied and suddenly fell silent when he saw Zipora enter the office, carrying a tray with glasses of water.

    Zipora handed out the glasses to the guests and left without saying a word.

    For a moment, there was silence. Those present tried to give advice to each other.

    "I have an idea that might work," Naftali suddenly said, and everyone turned their gaze to him.

    "There are a lot of Hungarian deserters walking the streets in idleness, looking for work; we will employ them to guard us. We will equip them with appropriate certificates, and thus, they will get immunity from military police searches. We will give them places to live, a monthly salary, and food in our immigration service warehouses.

    "I don't know if they can be trusted to do their job faithfully," Saul suddenly remarked.

    "We will attach Jews to the Guard's missions, so we will ensure they function," Naftali replied.

    "Where are we going to fund all this activity?" Alex asked anxiously.

    "We have wealthy Jews who are here in the Glass House, and they have expressed their willingness to contribute to any activity that will be necessary for the good of the higher cause," Max explained to him.

    "That sounds good," Joseph added and seemed satisfied.

    "Well, then, if everything is settled, the militants should start going out into the streets to recruit soldiers for the mission. I think we'll need about two hundred soldiers. Do it wisely, don't take unnecessary risks," Max concluded, and everyone agreed.

    Zipora returned, this time to take the empty glasses and left.

    Those present got up from their seats and went out, each to their own affairs. Naftali stayed with Max and Alex in the office.

    "Yesterday, I met Schechter on the street," Naftali suddenly turned to Max. "He wants to be part of the rescue operation we are running here."

    "No, by no means," Max replied emphatically.

    ""He is nevertheless the chairman of the 'Rescue Aid Committee' of Hungarian Jews."

    "He has connections with the Germans, he can report to them on the activity here, and we'll all be in trouble. I don't trust him."

    "All right," Naftali replied without a choice.

    The three walked out of the office, and Naftali walked with them to the front door and said goodbye.

    On the way to the legation, Max said to Alex: "Do you have time? Do you want us to go and visit the protected houses?"

    Alex took out the watch attached to the lapel of his coat with a gold necklace and looked at the time.

    "Alright, I've got about an hour."

    The car changed course to the fifth District, a district where primarily resilient Jews were concentrated; it looked well-kept and large enough to accommodate many migrants.

    The driver parked the vehicles near one of the houses and opened the back door.

    Max and Alex got out and walked up to the house in front of them.

    Max knocked on the door, and the door opened. He didn't have to introduce himself; everyone knew who he was.

    "Come in," said the owner, Benjamin, inviting them in.

    Alex and Max walked in and saw the family sitting in the living room.

    "Thank you for agreeing to make our house a safe house," Benjamin said enthusiastically.

    "You're welcome," Max replied and sat down. Alex sat beside him.

    "In the next few days, more people will come to your house. You have to help them adapt and get along with them."

    "How many more will come?" Benjamin asked in fear.

    "There will be at least twenty people. It will be crowded and uncomfortable, but it is for a higher cause. You cannot leave the house under any circumstances. We will provide you with everything: food, water, protection, maintenance. If you need a doctor, we will take you to one. You will have to get along with the new tenants and be patient.

    "For how long?" he asked.

    "I wish I knew. Hard days are about to come, and you must be strong and brave."

    Benjamin found it hard to believe that it could be any worse than it is now.

    "Come and give us a tour of the house," Alex asked in an attempt to change the subject and dispel the gloomy atmosphere, and Benjamin agreed.

    After the tour, the two parted ways with Benjamin and returned to the Swiss legation.

    

  
    
    

    Forgery of Sponsorship Certificates

    

    
    

    

    Summer ended with a faint voice, and autumn began to appear hesitantly, waiting anxiously for the future. The days began to grow shorter, but it was still warm and comfortable.

    A light breeze blew over the treetops and made the leaves jump to the ground and scatter everywhere.

    More streets awaited a surprising development. The closed shutters implied the fear of the future.

    At the entrance to Schechter's office, many Jews were waiting with great anxiety for their loved ones' fate. About a month ago, the rescue train had made its way to a designated destination. However, its path was shifted with malice and eventually reached the Belsen-Bergen camp in Germany. Later, some of the passengers finally reached their destination and went free. But most of them were still stuck in the camp, in bad conditions and existential uncertainty.

    At one point, the relatives got tired of waiting and burst in while Schechter was in the middle of an important conversation.

    They were interested in the fate of their relatives. Schechter looked embarrassed and stressed.

    "It's a terrible glitch, I'm still figuring out the problem with the Germans," he replied.

    One of them, Issachar by name, burst out angrily, "What do you mean; inquiring about the matter? We paid you huge sums of money so that they could travel safely to Switzerland; you are responsible for their safety."

    Schechter tried to calm the relatives and claimed that his wife was also among them, but to no avail.

    Rosie stopped by to visit Schechter and ask about his safety, and to her surprise, she saw the commotion around him.

    "We will meet with Eichmann and come back to you with an answer,” she intervened.

    "When?” Issachar asked impatiently.

    "In the next few days," she replied.

    "We will come back here so that you give us an answer."

    The relatives left the office and went back to their homes.

    "Thank you," Schechter said to Rosie and sighed slightly.

    Rosie smiled but said nothing.

    "You'll come with me, won't you?"

    "To Eichmann, of course," she replied.

    Eichmann was furious, all his plans to finish the job and destroy the Jews of Budapest had come to nothing. The signed order sent by Himmler, clearly reserved for him to stop the transportation, irritated him greatly. Moreover, Curator Horthy's opposition to the expulsion of the Jews did not help the matter.

    Eichmann expressed his displeasure to two SS officers sitting in his office.

    "There is a way around the command," said one of them.

    "I'm listening," Eichmann replied.

    "Go to Germany and meet with Hitler, and he will give you a new command that will override Himmler's command."

    "Bypassing the powers, you say."

    "Yes," he replied briefly.

    "Great idea," Eichmann smiled devilishly.

    Suddenly, there were knocks on the door. One of the officers went to the door and opened it, and at the entrance stood Schechter and Rosie.

    "Let them in," he said impatiently.

    The two went inside.

    Eichmann ordered the two officers to leave, and they did as he had ordered.

    "Come, sit down," he said, thinking in his heart whether it was time to get rid of them since he would no longer need their help, or perhaps it was better to wait if that was the case until things became clearer regarding the further extermination of the Jews.

    "What can I do for you?" he asked politely.

    "The passengers we agreed to set free are still trapped in the Belsen-Bergen camp. You promised that you would free them, I gave my word to their relatives; they trusted me," Schechter began.

    "I took out the first group, didn't I?"

    "Yes. But the majority are still there. My wife is among them too."

    "It's a time-consuming procedure, but soon they will be free."

    Eichmann wanted to hold them as bait to blackmail Schechter so that he would continue to cooperate.

    Eichmann took out a box of fancy silver cigarettes and offered one to Schechter, but he was too stressed to smoke and politely refused.

    Eichmann took a cigarette and smoked with satisfaction.

    "What should we tell the relatives?" Rosie pleaded.

    "Let them know that a slight delay has occurred and that the problem will be solved soon," Eichmann replied with a cheerful smile.

    Schechter was not satisfied with the answer but was afraid of upsetting Eichmann and preferred to leave things as they were, vague.

    The two said goodbye, left his office and went on their way.

    After the door closed, Eichmann picked up the handset and dialed Berlin.

    "I'm coming tomorrow; arrange a meeting with Hitler," he said.

    

    
    

    REUBEN, IN HIS TWENTIES, was an activist in the Hashomer Hatzair movement. He saw that the demand for protected houses was only increasing and began to internalize that many applicants would be left without protection, exposed to real danger.

    His heart ached for them. He had a strong desire to help as many Jews as possible, even those who were unlucky and not registered in the collective passport, even if that meant many of them would have to huddle in the same houses in deplorable conditions.

    But how can you take care of so many people? It would cost a lot of money that he didn't have.

    Reuben conceived an idea in his mind of how he could solve the limitation.

    One evening, Reuben turned to Saul while he was wandering around the basement in the Glass House where the migrants in his group stayed, trying to solve their plight and asked:

    "Can I talk to you for a second outside?"

    "Sure," he replied.

    The two went to a side spot near the stairs.

    "What can I do for you, my friend?" Saul asked him.

    "I need your help. There are too many people seeking asylum, and we only have few places under the established agreements."

    "So, what do you suggest?"

    "I suggest that we forge immigrant certificates and thus, include more people in the protected houses."

    "You are crazy. If too many learn about this, it could endanger the whole operation."

    "No one must know. We will fake the certificates at night when everyone is asleep."

    Saul was silent, many thoughts running through his mind. He didn't like the idea, but on the other hand, if no one knew, it would only benefit and cause no harm.

    "Okay, we'll have to recruit a team of clerks in secret. I know someone very good with a lot of experience."

    "Good."

    "There's a problem," Saul suddenly reminded. "How do we fund it?"

    "We'll charge a one-time payment for the certificate."

    "Corruption," Saul said.

    "Calling it a 'processing fee' sounds better."

    Saul relented. "Okay, but I have one condition. The Hamizrachi movement must not know; they are close to Max. And if the story gets out, I will deny any relationship to the attributor. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I understand," Reuben replied solemnly.

    "Good. I have to go, we'll talk later," Saul said and went.

    The next day, at one o'clock in the morning, when all the migrants had fallen asleep and were scattered all over the Glass House, Saul came into the basement and secretly searched for Leah.

    Pale moonlight streamed in through the narrow windows and illuminated the concrete floor.

    Saul could identify Leah, sleeping with her family on one of the surfaces on the right-hand edge, near the wall.

    Saul touched her shoulder. Leah woke up in a panic.

    Saul put a finger over her mouth and motioned for her to be quiet.

    "I need your help; it's important," he whispered.

    Leah got up from her bed and quickly organized herself.

    Saul signaled her to come after him. As they went up the stairs, he said in a low voice, "I need you to help us issue fake certificates of sponsorship from time to time, to save more people who didn't get a better chance and aren't in the collective passport."

    "Isn't it forbidden?" she asked inquisitively.

    "Yes, you have to keep everything secret. No one can know."

    The two climbed the stairs and reached the offices.

    Leah entered the office and saw a number of people working, vigorously simulating certificates of sponsorship. She did not recognize any of them.

    "Come in, come in. Meet Leah, she will help you grasp the details of the asylum seekers."

    Leah was tired and preferred to go back to sleep, but Saul assured her that the job would last about an hour at most, and then she could return to her place.

    Leah humbly accepted the verdict.

    Saul left and went away.

    

  
    
    

    Uncovering the Hoax

    

    
    

    

    Soon, Yael began to adjust to a new agenda, different from what she knew. Different dress, different language, different lifestyle.

    The order of life in the monastery was set. At seven o'clock in the morning, the nun Berta would go through the rooms and wake up the children. At half-past seven, she gathered the children and organized them in pairs in a long column; then she led them to the dining room.

    After breakfast, the children were taken to the church for morning mass. After that, each of them went to do the tasks assigned to them, whether it was cleaning, cooking, or helping the nuns with the various activities.

    Yael helped the nun Theresa in the garden. She dug the soil, cut the bushes and picked the fruits.

    During the breaks, Yael would talk to Theresa about subjects that tormented her or subjects from the world.

    Yael was a curious and wise girl; she loved to listen to Theresa talk about the wisdom of life and more than once asked her intelligent questions, which Theresa found difficult to answer and resolved by saying, "I have no idea.

    Sometimes, when it was dark, Theresa would hold Yael’s hand and lead her up the stairs by the chapel to a high tower, where they would look out over the horizon and see flashes of light and the sounds of bombing coming closer each day.

    "Will the Germans kill me?" Yael asked in fear.

    "If the Germans come, I'll hide you, and they won't find you," Theresa replied.

    "What are the hot flashes coming from?" she asked.

    "That's the Red Army advancing here," she replied.

    "Will they save us?"

    "I don't know, we'll wait and see," Theresa replied, embracing Yael in her arms.

    "I don't want to die."

    "You won't die," she reassured her.

    The night was dotted with stars, full of dark secrets. A cold wind blew and ruffled Yael's black hair.

    "Time to go downstairs, it's already late," Theresa said, holding her hand, and the two of them went down the stairs.

    Theresa accompanied Yael to her room, laid her down in bed, and read her a fairy tale story.

    At the end of the reading, Theresa kissed her forehead, smiled, and said, "Good night, sweet dreams, sleep.” She closed her door and went to her room. There, she kneeled beside her bed and prayed for miracles to come from above just before she went to bed too.

    

    
    

    ELIJAH WAS MAX'S EYES and ears at the Glass House. From the moment the Glass House was opened to the general public, Elijah was among the first to enter to live on Max's orders.

    Elijah used to report to Max on an ongoing basis about activities within the building.

    One day late at night, Elijah couldn’t sleep. He got up, sat up in bed, looked to the side, and saw all the migrants sleeping. Pale light streamed in through the narrow windows and lit up the voids in the basements. He heard a fragmentary scream from a woman, mumbling the indistinct words of an adult.

    Elijah tried to go back to sleep again but to no avail. Finally, he got out of bed and decided to drink some water. After he finished drinking, he decided to go for a walk, just to make sure everything was normal. When he approached the stairs leading to the attic, he suddenly heard whispers.

    Elijah began to climb the stairs softly, and the whispers now sounded like arguments between people. Suddenly, he saw a flickering candle from one of the offices.

    Elijah came to the front of the office and saw a group of men and women engaged in underground activities.

    "What the hell is going on here?" he asked unexpectedly.

    Everyone present looked at him in panic. One of them came up to him and said, "It's not what you think."

    Elijah went inside and saw fake certificates placed on the table. He picked up one of them and sifted through it carefully.

    “You’re faking certificates; you know that's not allowed," He remarked angrily.

    "We are trying to help all the asylum seekers who are not in the collective passport."

    "So, you risk us all. If the Hungarian authorities find out about this, they can cancel all permits, you understand."

    "They didn't know."

    Elijah didn't want to confront them. He saw that they were too determined, too motivated to stop their actions.

    Elijah retraced his steps until he got to his bed. He would have to report it to Max; he would know how to handle them.

    Elijah lay down on his bed and slept the rest of the night away.

    In the morning, Elijah went through the back exit of the Glass House and met Max in the Swiss legation. The guard at the entrance recognized him and let him in.

    Elijah climbed the stairs to Max's office and noticed him talking on the phone. Max waved him in.

    Elijah sat down opposite him. When he finished the conversation, Max asked him how he was.

    "Well, thank you. I have some bad news for you," he said. "I got up in the middle of the night and saw a whole industry of fake sponsorship certificates."

    Max was surprised, "Are you sure?" He asked as someone who found it hard to believe.

    "Of course. They didn't even try to deny it," he replied.

    "Well, I'll be there at noon with Alex. It's time for a poignant conversation."

    "By the way, is everything okay?"

    "Yes, living in austerity and scarcity," he remarked.

    "These are hard and difficult times; we must be tolerant."

    "How long will it last?"

    "I don't know how long it will take," he said with his face serious.

    Elijah said goodbye and went back to the Glass House.

    At noon, Max and Alex arrived in the black ministry car.

    The two-armed guards at the entrance pulled away and let them in without asking any questions.

    Inside the Glass House, they were greeted by Naftali, who was used to their urgent visits.

    "Take part in an urgent meeting with all the activists, the leaders of the movement and schedule Menachem too."

    "Did something happen?" he asked in surprise.

    "Yes,” Max answered briefly, without going into detail.

    All the guests took their places in the attic office.

    Alex seemed nervous, not his usual self, and asked for a change of authority. "We have learned that some activists have decided to take the initiative into their own hands and distribute false sponsorship certificates to people not included in the collective passport, which would compromise the whole rescue operation.

    Saul responded defiantly: "In Budapest today, about 180,000 Jews live in fear and intimidation. Every day, many Jews turn to us and seek refuge from Nazi terror; what should I tell them? You are not listed in the collective passport, so you are doomed to die."

    "There is no choice, with all the sorrows involved. We have an agreement with the Hungarian authorities, and if we break it, they can cancel it completely," Max intervened.

    "It's both my name and the sponsorship of my country, Switzerland,” Alex added angrily.

    The tones went up, the exchange of accusations began.  

    Menachem, who had been listening to the debate so far in silence, added fuel to the fire and said, "Not only are you risking the whole operation, but you are also risking my business, the factory that I built with my own hands, this is really irresponsible."

    Saul defiantly commented, "No foreign element should know about this activity. If there is no more room, we will buy more buildings and house more Jews."

    "No, you won’t. You won't do what you want," Max replied angrily.

    Max and Alex got up and left the office in a rage.

    Alex made it clear to Max that it was his job to prevent the move.

    Max reassured him and said he would not help with this dangerous move. They got into the ministry car and returned to the Swiss legation.

    

  
    
    

    Hope Disappears

    

    
    

    

    The winds of change kept blowing harder. But Max did not believe them. He did not believe that it would be okay, that evil would pass with a wave of a hand, that life would return to normal, just at the point where it was stopped.

    Max believed that it would be much worse before it would be okay, so he should not be complacent but be alert and attentive to every possible scenario. They needed to continue with the rescue operation and not lose a single moment.

    

    
    

    HORTHY KNEW THAT GERMANY was starting to lose the war; its total defeat was only a matter of time, so he decided to plan a dramatic move that would change Hungary's role in the war. He was determined to abandon the Germans and move away.

    Horthy knew that if he did not do so, he would soon witness Hungary’s ruin and had no desire to be part of that.

    Initially, he looked for the possibility of cooperation with the Allies. But they resisted cooperation with him and were determined to fight Germany and the rest of its allies and their son Hungary to the maximum.

    Troubled, as he had no other choice, Horthy decided to appeal to the Russians, hoping that they would agree to sign a truce with him, although he was afraid that the Germans might find out if he did. The Germans had an active, branched intelligence system in every country they occupied.

    Horthy decided to try to make this move secretly.

    One day, he summoned several close party members to his house in the middle of the night.

    When they came to his house, he said, "I hope nobody followed you."

    The party members nodded their heads negatively.

    "This meeting must be kept secret," he commented.

    "It is no secret that we are beginning to lose the war. The Russians are close to our borders, and it is only a matter of time before they invade and conquer us and destroy the whole country. I want to send you on a secret mission for the future of Hungary. I want to send you to Moscow to meet the leaders and request a truce with them; this is the most urgent thing. We must do as much as possible to save the country.

    "And if they refuse?" asked Gotcha, one of the party members.

    "Then we will be in serious trouble. You must seriously convince them of our intentions."

    The party members were silent.

    "I wrote them a letter detailing our requests, signed on my behalf. Give it to them," Horthy said, handing it to Gotcha.

    "Now get out. A car is waiting outside, it will take you to the airport, and you will fly to Moscow from there.

    The party members said goodbye to Horthy and set off.

    When the expedition arrived in Moscow, the Russians reacted suspiciously at first. They did not know if the mission's intentions were serious or a tactical exercise designed to buy time.

    After reading Horthy’s Epistle, they agreed to accept the terms of the truce.

    Three days later, the expedition returned to Budapest. They came to Horthy's house with an overnight certificate.

    Horthy opened the door for them, full of anticipation.

    "Well, what did they say?" he requested impatiently.

    "The Russians are ready to accept the terms of the truce; they sent you a reply," Gotcha replied and handed him the letter.

    Horthy opened the letter and looked at it for a moment.

    "Excellent, remember that the Germans should not know," he commented.

    "Do not worry about your secret, it is safe with us," replied Gotcha.

    The legation continued on its way, and Horthy already began to plan the next moves.

    Four days later, Horthy arrived at the state radio station, excited and hopeful.

    Horthy walked into the studio, sat down in the chair and felt lucky that he had managed to pull Hungary out of the teeth of war, destruction and ruin.

    The presenter put the microphone in front of him and said, "As soon as I finish counting to three, the program will start, and you will start talking to the nation.

    The count ended, and the broadcast began.

    "Dear nation," Horthy began. "This day is a holiday. We have signed a truce agreement with the Russians, and the war is over, a new era begins..."

    

    Later in the speech, he mentioned the problem of the Jews.   "Unfortunately, the Gestapo shamefully treated the Jews, which contradicts all human principles ..."

    

    The speech to the nation was over; Horthy was happy. The broadcaster shook his hand, and the factory workers applauded.

    Horthy sincerely believed that the bloody affair of the damned war was behind him. He seemed blissful, had a lot of jokes with his party colleagues and even secretly met for an interview with the chairman of the Jewish Council, Mendel, assuring him that from now on, all would be well.

    But it soon became clear to him that the Hungarian senior officer, who tended to the right and supported Nazi Germany, would not respond to or support any of his requests during the course of the day.

    Horthy returned home depressed but restrained. When he entered his house's living room, he saw the ambassador, the German proxy, and Zenmeier sitting on the sofa, waiting anxiously for his arrival. Horthy panicked when he noticed him; his face blanched like a lime.

    "We’ve kidnapped your youngest son," he said, amused. "We invited him to conduct secret negotiations with Tito's supporters, so to speak. He took the bait easily; it was amusing."

    "Free my son right now," Horthy cried.

    "If you want to see him live, you should resign your post and come with us."

    Horthy had no time to reply. Suddenly, German secret agents broke in, grabbed him and the rest of his family and took them captive to Germany, and so hope vanished.

    

  
    
    

    The Arrow Cross

    

    
    

    

    Ferenz Salashi (Selshi ) was a despicable fascist and distinctly anti-Semitic killer, worse than any of his predecessors. He had excellent relations with the Nazis and believed in their fascist ideology and racial theory.

    Selshi led the Arrow Cross party, a pro-Nazi, racist and anti-Semitic Hungarian movement.

    Selshi was detained in the German legation for a few weeks and was properly prepared for the power reception in his hands.

    On the same day, when Horthy reluctantly resigned, the Hungarian army generals passed contradictory messages to their units, causing confusion and bewilderment.

    The Germans took advantage of the conspirator's time and forcibly brought Selshi to power.

    The administration he headed set two main objectives: one, the continuation of hostilities on the side of Nazi Germany and the other, assistance to "the final solution of the problem of the Jews."

    The first decree that Selshi imposed on the Jews was that they were forbidden to leave their homes. He made sure to publish the decree on all billboards and official media.

    It was a black day, the little hope in the hearts of the Jews that the nightmare was about to end was gone, the age of hatred and discrimination returned more and more and spread from hell all the dark demons of the worst kind.

    The next morning, a murderous journey of an unrestrained mob began on the streets of Budapest. Armed street gangs of the Arrow Cross party, simple, ignorant and cruel young people, attacked Jews passing by in the streets, abused them and killed them mercilessly.

    Some of the gangs increased their efforts and broke into the "star" houses, robbed the tenants, destroyed their property, and brutally murdered them.

    Dina and Jonathan heard the screams of the neighbors nearby, followed by a few shots and silence. They feared for their lives but took comfort because their daughter Yael was in a safe place in the monastery.

    The couple sat across from each other at the table, holding hands and praying that they would not be next in line.

    "Whatever happens, I will always love you," Dina said.

    "Me too," he replied, looking pale and frightened.

    The door was slammed open. The gang members came in, amused by the fear of the occupants.

    "Bring us your gold, and we will not kill you," one of them ordered.

    Dina took the wedding ring from her finger and gave it to them.

    "Is that all? We want more," the gang leader shouted angrily.

    Jonathan took the watch out of his pocket and gave it to them, "It's a gold watch," he said.

    The leader took the watch and checked if it was working. Then he moved to the other occupants and threatened them that if they did not bring him money and gold, he would kill them without any remorse.

    One of them said he had nothing of value to bring to them. One of the friends shot and killed him instantly.

    "Search the whole house," he instructed his friends.

    After the gang members turned the whole house over and found nothing, they moved on with their plot to the next house.

    

    
    

    TWO DAYS AFTER SELSHI seized power by force, Eichmann returned from Germany. Hitler gave him permission to ignore Commander Himmler’s orders to circumvent his authority and to continue his plan to exterminate the rest of the Hungarian Jews living in the capital, Budapest. Now the conditions were ripe, the objections were removed, and the way to the goal was paved again. Eichmann looked pleased.

    The next day, Eichmann arrived at the government building and met with Interior Minister Gabor Ina in his office, raising the issue of the Jews and "The Final Solution."

    Eichmann explained to Vaina that all the roads and railways leading to Hungary were destroyed. Therefore, public transport could not be used to transport the Jews, and the only way the Jews of Budapest could be transported was on foot, a distance of 220 kilometers to the Austrian border.

    Vaina heard and agreed in the first stage to transfer about 50,000 Jews to Austria and later the rest of the Jews of Budapest until no one was left.

    Eichmann was pleased with the meeting and returned to his room at the hotel. Later, he met with his officers and updated them about the meeting; a diabolical smile came to their faces.

    

    
    

    MAX HEARD THE HARD news that Selshi had seized power, and his concern grew over the fate of the Jews. The new decrees made him realize that the deportation of the Jews was going to be renewed, and it was only a matter of time.

    Max entered his office in the Swiss legation in haste, wrote a telegram and sent it in a panic by phone to the United States contingent in Constantinople. In the telegram, Max announced that the deportation of the Jews was going to be resumed.

    The next day, a telegram arrived in response to the Swiss legation in which the United States government expressed its protest. In protest, the United States demanded that the deportation be stopped immediately and warned that all those who participated in the deportation would be prosecuted for murder.

    On the same day, Alex took the telegram from Max's hands and met Selshi in Budapest's administration building. When he got there, he also saw the Swedish consul, Dr. Hirschenson, in another matter in his office. Alex handed the telegram to Selshi.

    He looked at the telegram attentively and said indifferently, "We do not plan to expel the Jews, only hire those who are able to work in different jobs. If you don't believe me, then come with me to one of the camps, and you can see with your own eyes."

    Alex was sceptical and answered, "All right, let's go."

    The three came out of the administration building, got into the car and made their way to the camp.

    After a short trip, the car reached the Buda district, where the pickup camp was located.

    The three got out of the car and went inside.

    Alex brought Selshi's attention to having children, old men and women in the camp.

    Selshi immediately ordered the camp commander to take them out of the camp and send them home, and so it was. In total, Selshi released about 15,000 Jews that day.

    When they returned from the camp, Selshi invited Alex and Dr. Hirschenson to talk in his office about the fate of the Jews. In the conversation, Selshi made it clear that he had no malicious intentions towards the Jews. He tried to take advantage of the conversation and strengthen his position among the neutral countries and win their sympathy.

    Alex and Hirschenson did not believe a word from his mouth but did not want to confront him and preferred to maintain a good atmosphere.

    Alex took one breath deep into his lungs, courted courage and asked Selshi, "What about the 40,000 Jews that the previous government approved their freedom this July?"

    Hirschenson did not wait for him, took advantage of the opportunity and also asked, "And what about all those Jews who worked with us? We have trade relations with them. They got visas from us; we have a list. Do they also have the opportunity to go to Sweden?"

    Selshi looked at them, surprised. He considered whether it was worth refusing them, as he hated the Jews with an abysmal hatred. Finally, he thought and preferred to show them his positive side.

    "Those Jews you are talking about will be able to leave Hungary without any problem," he answered.

    "But until they leave, we have to vouch for their safety," commented Hirschenson.

    Selshi did not like being pushed into it, but he said, "If you are afraid, you can issue personal sponsorship certificates to them, so their safety will be guaranteed."

    "I suggest that we concentrate all those who receive sponsorship certificates, both on behalf of the Swiss and on behalf of the Swedish legations in protected homes intended for our reasons," Alex added.

    Selshi looked at them with contempt and did not understand their zeal to save the Jews.

    "All right, accepted by me," he said with no choice.

    Thus, the Swiss legation received renewed permission to save 40,000 Jews, and the Swedish legation received permission to save 4,500 more Jews.

    At the end of the meeting and before each of them returned to his own legation, the two agreed to stay in touch and cooperate with them.

    

  
    
    

    Sponsorship Certificates

    

    
    

    

    Alex returned satisfied with the meeting with Selshi and updated Max on the details of the meeting.

    "What, he agreed without problems?" he asked, surprised.

    "Ye. He wants us to think good things about him," Alex answered with contempt.

    "Yeah, sure. An abominable killer," Max said in horror, adding, "We need to take the opportunity and inform other officials that they should also submit a request for permission to issue sponsorship certificates. Thus, we can save as many Jews as possible."

    "Yes, absolutely. Take advantage of it."

    The next day, Max called the Spanish legation, the Portuguese legation, and the papal representative in Budapest, informed them of the meeting and told them that they could also turn to Selshi and ask for a similar arrangement.

    Max looked out the window, very unhappy with what his eyes saw. The abuse and murders of Jews in the streets by the Arrow Cross gangs continued with a disturbing eye and seemed more brutal than ever. He knew that time was working against him and was determined to save as many Jews as possible.

    Hirschenson immediately turned to businessman Peter Rotberg, who at that time was in the legation, and informed him about the meeting with Selshi and the conclusions they’d come to.

    "From now, you will be responsible for issuing certificates of sponsorship to all those registered in our lists. Turn to the Swiss legation and ask them to show you what the sponsorship certificate looks like and what its wording is and do something similar, of course, with the name of our legation and the necessary signatures.

    You will also be responsible for taking care of those Jews in the sheltered homes that the authorities will allocate to us and their shortage."

    "Happily," replied Peter, who had been waiting for this opportunity for a long time and immediately set off.

    On the same day, towards evening, Max turned to other parties, updating them regarding the meeting with Selshi and employing them to appeal with a similar request.

    These parties met with Selshi at different times and raised the problem of the Jews, and sought a similar arrangement to the Swiss and Swedish legations.

    Selshi answered them unexpectedly and gave them the appropriate certificates. And so, the Pope's representative received approval to issue 3,000 sponsorship certificates. The Spanish legation received approval for 1,500, and the Portuguese legation received approval for 700 Jews.

    

    
    

    THE DAY AFTER ALEX and Hirschenson met with Selshi, there was a rumor among the Jews of Budapest that personal sponsorship certificates (Shutzpass) were distributed to all those listed on the collective passport and had no place in the Glass House. No one could say the rumor’s source and its credibility, but the rumor spread like wildfire. And already in the early afternoon, crowds besieged the Glass House, asking to register to enter the protected houses of the various consuls.

    Menachem came out of the Glass House, stood in front of the crowd and tried to explain to them with admirable patience that these were only rumors, and he didn’t know about any such decision. He seemed helpless; his heart broke for these asylum seekers.

    Menachem closed the door and left the crowds behind, stunned, disappointed, screaming and begging, knocking hard on the door and asking to enter.

    Menachem hurried to call Max and get an update on the rumor.

    "The rumor is true. But we still have no place to absorb so many people. Wait with it for the time being until the authorities keep their promise and allocate suitable houses for us," Max answered.

    

    
    

    A FEW DAYS LATER, THE Hungarian authorities confiscated several suitable buildings and set a sign on them: "This house stands under the protection of the legation..., entry for foreigners is forbidden!"

    Max was pleased and considered it a positive sign.

    

  
    
    

    The Death March

    

    
    

    

    Max left the Swiss legation and drove as usual around the city to make arrangements in the black ministry car, when his eye caught a group of Jews huddled near the bulletin board.

    Max stopped the car and went to check; he knew that every day that passes hid many dangers for the Jews, and he had to keep his hand on the pulse.

    "What's going on?" he asked the people gathered there, but they answered in an oppressive silence.

    Max made his way through them and got to the bulletin board. He saw a poster that appeared on behalf of the administration stating, "As from October 17th, we hereby declare a general recruitment for the frontline labor service, and anyone who refuses to enlist for any reason and tries to evade will be executed."

    Max saw Selshi's name signed on the poster.

    "One of the insiders recognized Max and addressed him with a question," What do we do?"

    Max was silent. He didn't know what to answer. Time was working against him. Every minute can determine destinies.

    Max seemed tired and exhausted; he did not remember the last time he’d slept a whole night; in fact, he rarely slept at night. Many thoughts about the ways of survival disturbed his rest and excluded sleep from his eyes. Dealing with problem after problem had exhausted him, but despite this, he remained sharp and focused on the target.

    Max made his way out, got in the car and returned to the Swiss legation.

    Alex tried to calm him down and said, "I'm with you in the fire and in the water, you know." And he added, "As you have already heard, the Red Army has captured two-thirds of Hungary and are moving towards Budapest, there is not much time left until the long-awaited liberation; hold on, my friend."

    Three days had passed since the poster had been hung in the city square, and one gloomy morning, a battalion of the Arrow Cross appeared on the streets, accompanied by grumpy armed gendarmes and made their way to the Star houses. When they got there, they forcibly broke into the houses and began to scream furiously at the stunned occupants, and all the men had to go outside immediately.

    The Arrow Cross men moved from house to house and forcibly removed the men, most often with threats and vigorous blows.

    Jonathan was also taken out of his house by force; he did not have time to part with his wife. His wife screamed, cried and begged him to be left but to no avail.

    Long columns of Jewish men aged between 16 and 60 were seen on the street, standing with hands raised up. The battalion commander screamed loudly, "Start walking, idlers."

    The men began to walk around the city, it was cold and pouring rain. Passers-by moved on indifferently; others spat on them and threw objects at them.

    The gendarmes directed their guns at them and ordered them to march out of the city into the unknown.

    A week later, the Arrow Cross men came again to the Star houses accompanied by armed gendarmes, broke in and forcibly took out the women aged between 18 and 40 years.

    Dina was also expelled by force as the rest of the women were taken out.

    The Jewish women stood on the street with their hands raised up.

    And again, the commander of the regiment screamed with a high-pitched voice to start marching.

    The women walked around the city, in the cold, in the rain.

    And this time, too, passers-by seemed edgingly happy, passing them indifferently. Others took advantage of the opportunity to spit on them and throw objects at them.

    "You are going to the front, to the Austrian border, to help us build a defensive line on the Reich border by elevating fortifications, building canals, and other necessary works," the battalion commander said aloud.

    The gendarmes aimed their guns at them and ordered the women to march out of the city.

    Two days later, the Arrow Cross men came again and began to search diligently in the “Star” houses for occupants who’d managed to slip away and were at the appropriate age for forced labor and forcibly took them out.

    And when they did not find any in certain buildings, the house managers turned and demanded that they look for Jews hiding and competent for work, giving them away to the authorities. Sometimes, occupants were also taken from the protected houses.

    Selshi realized that there were apparently many who were still hiding and imposed a three-day curfew on the occupants of the Star houses.

    In those days of the curfew, the Arrow Cross people took to the streets and made constant raids in search of Jews. The people caught in these raids went through humiliations, were brutally beaten, and some were even shot to death.

    Cromey complained to Eichmann about the cruel acts of abuse, and Eichmann replied indifferently, "You’ve seen nothing yet."

    The captured people were transported to a collection camp set up in Ubuda at a brick factory in the vicinity of Oylak, where they were densely concentrated under the open sky, in the rain, in the cold, in hunger, with the strict observance that no one would escape.

    Peter, from the Swedish legation, quickly learned about the Jews who were living under these conditions in an abandoned brick factory.

    "There are people here who have a Swedish passport, you cannot take them," Peter lied.

    Peter gave their Group fake sponsorship certificates and released them.

    In the morning, the Jews were taken out of the brick factory and began to march towards the city of Dyshalum on the border of Austria. On the way, they were robbed of all the valuables, clothes, blankets and silks they’d taken with them.

    The Jews walked for eight days without food and water, in the freezing cold, with very few breaks. Most of them died in a short time from malnutrition; others were brutally shot to death, women suffered humiliations and were brutally raped. They called the March the "Death March," and it was the cruellest.

    

  
    
    

    The Orphans and the Abandoned

    

    
    

    

    An emergency meeting took place in the offices of the Glass House. The meeting was attended by Max, Alex, the Swedish Red Cross people, and other rescue activists. In the meeting, they discussed the abandoned, orphaned children in the streets and the children left alone in the "Star" houses after their parents had been forcibly removed for forced labor.

    Max opened and said, "I was approached by a couple in Bengal, representatives of the Red Cross, and they asked for our help in saving the abandoned Jewish children. With me is Anton, the husband, and another man named Eddie. I will give Anton the right to speak."

    All those present looked at Anton, waiting for him to speak.

    "Hello everyone. The Swedish legation received the assignment of Protected Structures to protect citizens who received a certificate of patronage on their behalf, and we thought, of course, in consultation with the legation, to take advantage of some of the buildings and convert them into children's homes. Therefore, we need your help, the help of the activists, to locate the children and send them to us."

    It's dangerous to walk around the streets like this looking for lost children," Saul remarked.

    "Let's start evacuating the kids from the ‘Star' houses, first," Max intervened.

    "Who will take care of them for food, medicine and clothing?" Naftali asked.

    "We will take care of all their needs," Anton replied.

    "I see no problem," Naftali said.

    "Good, then everything is settled. Our contact will be Eddie," Anton pointed to the man next to him.

    "You will bring the children to him, and he will house them in the children's homes, and we will monitor that everything goes well."

    "Do you want us to give you a tour of our rescue plant so that you can be impressed?" asked Alex proudly.

    "Sure," Anton answered.

    Anton and Eddie, representatives of the Red Cross, went on a tour of the company and were pleasantly impressed by the management and organization. At the end of the tour, the representatives said goodbye to Max and Alex and left.

    Max and Alex parted ways with Naftali and returned to the Swiss legation.

    At nightfall, a group of rescue operatives soon arrived at the "Star houses."

    They went inside and explained to the children that they’d come to help them and save them.

    "We will take you to the children's homes, where you will be safe," one of them assured.

    The children looked thin, emaciated, neglected and frightened. They had not eaten for a long time.

    The activists quickly put the children in the car and drove them to the children's homes, where they were greeted by the Bengal couple, who took care of all their needs.

    Within a few days, about eight hundred children had been transferred.

    

    
    

    THURSDAY AT TEN O'CLOCK in the morning, a sudden deafening noise was heard, piercing the bloody silence. The Allied fighter aircraft squadron burst out of the grey clouds and made its way towards Budapest.

    The planes began to fly lower and at low altitude began to drop bombs indiscriminately, on houses, on the streets, on institutions and public buildings.

    Strong echoes of explosions shook the streets of the city. Destruction could be seen in every corner, the cries of the wounded were heard on the streets, and from all sides, the dead were lying on the ground.

    The shelling did not stop for a long time and claimed many victims.

    Theresa came in a panic to Yael's room, opened the door in haste and cried out, "Come, we must hide."

    Yael hastily ran out and joined her. She grabbed Theresa’s hand, and together, they ran into the gloomy corridor. The echoes of the explosions sounded closer than ever.

    More children were taken out of their rooms hastily, and everyone quickly ran down the hall to the underground prayer hall.

    The first shell was a direct hit on the church in the monastery, causing casualties.

    Theresa and Yael fell to the ground from the power of the blast.

    Some of the children disappeared in a thick dust cloud.

    Theresa grabbed Yael's hand and ordered her to get up. The two continued to run.

    A second shell fell in the nuns ' residence, and a gap opened in the corridor.

    Fragments of blocks fell to the floor, some hitting them. Theresa and Yael stumbled and fell.

    Theresa’s hand was injured, and Yael was bruised in her head. And again, the shells fell, this time closer than ever, and it suddenly became complete darkness.

    Over time, the dust and smoke dispersed, and the noises of the explosions sounded more and more muffled until they stopped.

    Theresa lay lifeless among the ruins, fragments of blocks covering her body.

    Sister Jean walked around the ruins, sizing up the damage, screaming in uncontrollable fear. The children and nuns had all died, and the monastery was destroyed to the ground.

    Jean calmed down and sat down on one of the bricks, her clothes were worn, her hair was dishevelled and full of dust, her face was slightly sooty. She turned her head with both hands and began to cry; her whole world had been destroyed.

    When she recovered a little, she tried again to look for survivors. Suddenly, she saw a little moving hand from the ruins. Jean quickly made her way through the ruins, cleared some of the fragments, and saw Yael lying unconscious.

    Jean picked her up and left the destroyed monastery and descended into the city, limping and stumbling through the streets.

    People were running around in front of her, eyes in panic, seeking refuge for themselves.

    At the entrance to the Glass House, she met one of the Zionist activists estimating the damages.

    Jean gave him the girl and said, "Take care of her, she has no one in the world."

    "Happily," he answered, took Yael from her hands and entered the Glass House.

    The activist brought Yael to the small clinic on the top floor and handed her over to the doctor.

    "Put her down here in bed, I'll take care of her."

    "Thank you," the activist answered and went on his way.

    Three days passed, and Yael recovered and regained her strength. She was still frightened and scared.

    Saul went to the clinic and introduced himself to her.

    "You should not be afraid anymore, you are in a safe place," he said, holding her hand and taking her down the stairs to the basement.

    "Come on, we're going to meet someone special," he said on the way.

    Arriving in the basement, Saul met one of the teachers.

    "Meet Sima, she will now take care of you and bring you together with the rest of the children to the group."

    Sima smiled at her and hugged her. "It will be fine, I promise," she said and took Yael under her wing.

    

  
    
    

    Labor Battalions

    

    
    

    

    About a week later , representatives of the labor battalions, accompanied by Hungarian staff, arrived at the Glass House, with lists of their company members who had withdrawn from the front lines and were supposed to be sent to Germany.

    Representatives met with Max and begged him to receive sponsorship certificates, so they wouldn’t have to be sent there. They feared that when they arrived in Germany, they would immediately be sent to extermination camps.

    "This is our only chance to be saved," said one anxiously of his fate.

    Max looked at them with compassion and, with no choice, ordered officials to register them and issue certificates to them.

    The deputies returned to the front, handing out their sponsorship certificates to the labor battalions, and thus, some managed to be saved and released to their homes.

    The next day at noon, rumors were again shattered. This time, it was the labor battalion personnel who’d come on vacation for one day before being sent to Germany. They soon reached the Glass House in droves.

    There were about 4,000 people who stood there day and night, even during the hours they were forbidden to walk around the streets because of the limitations. They would not leave until they received protection in the form of the coveted certificate.

    The exhausted Glass House officials worked continuously for about twenty hours a day to satisfy demand.

    Pinchas looked at those people who stood on the street; the queues amounted to four blocks.

    The streets adjacent to the Glass House were under a police blockade to ensure the safety of Jews seeking sponsorship certificates.

    Pinchas brought in ten people at a time to write down their details. But at some point, because of the crowding and pressing, the order could no longer be maintained, and officials began taking tables and chairs out into the street, continuing to list the details of the people, and then asked them to come the next day to receive the certificates, but they refused to go.

    The influx of applicants did not stop and continued to grow steadily, even during the hours that Jews were forbidden to walk around the street.

    Suddenly, policemen mounted on horses came and pushed the crowds back to maintain order.

    A few hours later, the certificates ran out.

    "What should we do?" One of the officials helplessly asked Naftali.

    "Go to Max, to the Swiss legation, near Liberty Square, and ask him for suitable paper. Tell him that the stock has run out and that I sent you, do not delay on the way."

    The officials set out, leaving their desks empty in the middle of the street.

    "There has been a slight delay in issuing the certificates; you must wait patiently," Naftali shouted to the masses, but it is doubtful that they heard his call amidst all the commotion.

    The officials ran all the way, and when they reached the Swiss legation, stood panting, trying to catch their breath.

    One of them rang the bell. Max opened the door for them and was not surprised when he saw them.

    "Naftali sent us. We're out of pages for the sponsorship certificates," they said, still breathing heavily.

    "Come in."

    Max escorted them to the top floor and entered Alex's office with them. At the same time, Alex was in a meeting away from the legation and wouldn’t be coming any time soon.

    Max opened Alex's closet, removed the paper and handed it over to officials.

    David, one of the city officials, said, "It is little, it will not be enough for everyone."

    "That's all that's left," Max replied.

    "So, what are we going to do?" he asked.

    "There's a printing press down here; we printed those forms there, go there," Max replied.

    "All right, we'll go over there and get some more paper," said Solomon, another official.

    The officials thanked Max and rushed on their way. A little later, they came to the printing house and purchased printed paper. They now had the required amount.

    "Wait, there's another problem. We lack the legation stamp," commented David.

    "Let's go back to the legation and ask for the stamp," Solomon said.

    Returning to the legation, Max was surprised to see them again.

    "Did something happen?" he asked anxiously.

    "We need the purple stamp to stamp the forms."

    Max accompanied the officials again to Alex's office. Fortunately for them, Alex had returned from the meeting and was present in his office.

    "They need the stamp to stamp the new forms," Max told him.

    Alex opened the drawer, took out the stamp and handed it over to officials.

    The officials signed all the forms and returned the stamp to Alex.

    "Thank you," Alex was told.

    The officials took the forms, said goodbye to Max and rushed to the Glass House.

    Upon arriving, they settled around the tables on the bustling street and continued to receive crowds.

    Naftali shouted loudly, "New forms have come, keep order and be patient."

    The distribution of forms lasted until the wee hours of the night.

    The street was emptied, and the crowd returned to their houses.

    The officials felt elated that they’d managed to save several thousand Jews from the terror of the decree. They picked up the tables and chairs, put them inside the Glass House, then went to bed.

    Those who failed to obtain sponsorship certificates were sent the next day from the front west to the Austrian-German border.

    Every day, groups of two thousand people from the 64 labor battalions were sent on foot, 220 kilometers away, in the cold, rain and hunger.

    Those who fell to the ground from exhaustion were shot and killed; others were brutally beaten to death. Many others were starving and died on the roadside, and others died of terrible diseases.

    The few who managed to survive all the horrors on the way and managed to get up to the German border were sent to forced labor and then to extermination camps.

    One of these days, Peter came, accompanied by his assistants with several trucks to one of the groups that were on their way to the Hungarian-Austrian border. The trucks were carrying food and medicine.

    When he reached them, Peter handed out food and medicine to the marchers, then yelled at the Hungarian guards and said, "How dare you take them! Don’t you know that they have sponsorship certificates from the Swedish legation?"

    Peter presented them with a fake certificate, so he managed to free hundreds of people from the death march and return them to Budapest. The marchers called him "the angel" and "the Saviour."

    One morning, two SS officers arrived at the Swedish legation, asking to speak with Peter urgently.

    When Peter arrived, they told him, "Eichmann asks that you immediately come to his office for a clarification call."

    Peter became frightened and pale; his heart pounded strongly, he did not expect this and was very afraid for his life.

    "All right," he said with no choice and accompanied the two officers.

    Arriving at Eichmann's office, the three went inside without waiting for an invitation.

    Eichmann seemed particularly nervous. When he saw Peter, he screamed at him loudly, "I heard that you were releasing Jews without my permission."

    "These were Swedish citizens," Peter signed.

    Upon hearing the answer, Eichmann’s anger increased. "If you do not stop it immediately, I will shoot you myself, 'Jewish dog’."

    Peter was silent, he knew that he was playing with fire and did not want to "stretch the rope" excessively. However, Peter did not intend to stop his actions to save Jews and considered the risk involved.

    "And now get out of my sight," he said disrespectfully.

    Peter came out of his office a little frightened, took a deep breath, and trying to catch his breath; he returned to the Swedish legation and updated Hirschenson regarding the charged meeting.

    "You need to be more careful," he said.

    "The end justifies the means," he answered.

    

  
    
    

    The Cries of the Seamstresses

    

    
    

    

    Max sat in his office in the legation and listened to the sound coming from the radio, it was a special broadcast in which the authorities spoke to the people.

    From time to time, the authorities used the state broadcasting station to transmit messages to the people. Lately, messages have been directed mainly to the Jewish population, new decrees, additional restrictions.

    This time, the broadcast was extraordinary. The announcer surprisingly declared, "Anyone who knows how to sew must report to the military authorities to repair clothes for soldiers."

    Max thought it might be a malicious plot by the authorities, but he didn’t think it was important enough to test their intentions, despite not attaching too much importance to the message.

    Not a quarter of an hour had passed since the broadcast, and the phone began to ring in his office. "You will not believe what is happening here. Women have come in masses to the Glass House, asking for sponsorship certificates; they are all seamstresses.”

    Max then realized that apparently, the broadcast's goal was to lure the seamstresses into reaching the authorities and then be caught and sent to the collection camps.

    "Ask the officials to issue them sponsorship certificates," Max ordered.

    "I already talked to them; the signed forms are finished. What do we do?" he asked.

    "Let me check with Alex, I'll call you back later," he answered and hung up on the call.

    Max went to Alex's office, but Alex wasn't there. Apparently, Alex had left the legation for a meeting.

    Max did not want to turn to the legation workers for help; he did not have a close relationship with them, even though he had stayed there for a long time, so he had to wait until Alex returned.

    Night came, and Alex had still not come back. The women stood there on the street in front of the Glass House and did not agree to leave.

    Menachem called Max again and wanted to know if the problem had been solved.

    "No, he has not arrived yet," Max answered helplessly.

    Menachem turned to Naftali and asked for his help on the subject.

    "We will issue them a temporary certificate until the official certificates arrive," he suggested, and Menachem agreed.

    Naftali went to the offices and talked to the officials about issuing the permits. In ten minutes, the officials were organized, took tables and chairs with them and went out into the street.

    Menachem went after them and tried to maintain order as best he could.

    "Stand in one column," he shouted.

    The officials sat by candlelight in the darkness and handed out notes to the women, writing their personal details, noting that they were registered in the collective passport from then on. It was also noted in the note that within two days, they would receive an official certificate.

    The only fear in giving the notes is that the Hungarians would not respect them. But strangely enough, when several women were caught on the street and presented the notes, the Hungarians respected them and released the women on their way.

    The next day at 1am, the same women again came to the Glass House and demanded that they receive official sponsorship certificates.

    Menachem tried to explain to them that he didn’t make the decisions on whether to give them or not and that the issue was being sorted out.

    "I need to talk to Max, see where things stand, you'll have to be patient," he told them and went to his office to call.

    "Alex, unfortunately, has not come back. Send the officials here, I'll give them his stamp, then I'll update it, " Max answered.

    Menachem spoke to Naftali and told him the contents of the conversation. Naftali rushed and sent the officials to the Swiss legation building near Freedom Square.

    The shelling resumed unexpectedly, and there was even more destruction on Budapest. There was destruction everywhere, the earth trembled, and the noise was deafening.

    The officials ran alongside the houses, trying to take cover. They held many forms on which the names of women were written. They prayed that some bomb would not fall on them, and they would have to pay with their lives.

    After about half an hour of running and hiding, they finally reached the legation building, where they saw Max waiting for them, along with the two Guards of the legation at the entrance of the building.

    "Let's get in fast," he hastened them and let them in.

    The legation building was dark, and nothing could be seen. The officials turned on the headlights to see their way. The building was empty of its employees.

    "Let's go upstairs to Alex's office," Max ordered them.

    When they arrived at Alex's office, they found the door was open, so they lit their flashlights and went inside.

    "Turn the flashlight on the drawers under the table," Max asked and went to open them.

    To his disappointment, all the drawers were locked.

    David, one of the officials, pulled out a set of keys from his pocket and began trying to open the drawers.

    "I succeeded," David answered. Within minutes, all the drawers were opened.

    Max checked the contents of the drawers and found the purple seal.

    "Sit here around the table, take the stamp and start signing all the sponsorship certificates. We do not have much time; do it quickly. I'm going to bring candles," he said and went.

    A little later, he returned with candles in his hand, lit them and put them on Alex's desk; then he left them alone and went to his room.

    The officials worked at a crazy rate by the light of candles until early morning. They managed to stamp all the original certificates.

    David went to Max's room, woke him from his sleep and announced, "We're done."

    "Good, let's go downstairs. Do not forget to take the certificates with you.”

    When they got down, Max asked them to wait and went outside to talk to the guards.

    When he returned, he said, "I arranged an armed escort for you to the Glass House, so no one bothers you on the way."

    The officials went outside with the documents in their hands, and the two well-armed guards stood on both sides and accompanied them back under heavy bombardment to the Glass House and then returned to the legation.

    The officials gave the women the sponsorship certificates in accordance with the notes they received earlier, said goodbye to them and entered the Glass House.

    

    
    

    YAEL DID NOT GET ALONG with the other children in the group in the Glass House. Most of the time, she felt lonely and alone. She used to sit on the sidelines, sometimes crying about her parents not being with her.

    Yael did not know what had happened to them. Would they come and get her one day? Would she get to see the light of day again? Would she get to play at the amusement park again? Would she ever get a happy life?

    The war had made her a few years older, made her a gloomy and withdrawn person, not trusting anyone. She lived an anxious life, afraid for her fate every day and terrified by the sounds of shelling. She was hungry for food, warmth and love.

    Sima occasionally tried to introduce her to new friends but to no avail.

    One morning, Sima gathered the children's group and did social activities with them. Yael sat on the sidelines and did not participate, despite Sima's pleas.

    Sarah left the activity and settled near Yael.

    "Do you want to play with my doll?" She asked and presented her doll entirely made of worn rags.

    Yael initially looked at her suspiciously, looked at the doll and took it without saying anything.

    "We can play together," Sarah suggested, and Yael nodded her head as a sign of consent.

    Sima sent a curious look at them and was pleased with Yael's cooperation.

    

  
    
    

    Acceleration of Activity

    

    
    

    

    An emergency meeting took place in the offices of the Glass House. The meeting was attended by Max, Alex and other rescue activists. The chapter discussed finding protected residences for all those Jews who had just received sponsorship certificates and had nowhere to stay.

    The unbearable crowding in the Glass House did not allow the absorption of new people.

    Naftali began and made serious claims. "The overcrowding here is terrible. We find it difficult to carry out our administrative work, we find it difficult to maintain relations with the authorities, with the different freedoms, with the international suppliers and organizations. It is not possible to continue working in these deplorable conditions anymore."

    "And what about all those who have recently received sponsorship certificates? Where will they stay? We need to put them in a safe house," Saul said.

    "You need to take into account that all problems cannot be solved at the same time; it takes time. We currently have 72 protected houses; it seems to me that this will be enough for now," Max answered in an attempt to reassure those engaged in the craft.

    Alex began to move in his chair uncomfortably. The overcrowding really seemed unbearable, but no plausible idea came to his mind to solve the problem.

    "I think it is necessary to purchase another building," Naftali suddenly remarked, and all those present turned their attention to him in bewilderment.

    "How will we buy a building, from what money? And if we had money, who would agree to sell us such a building in these troubled times?" Alex cried out.

    Max tried to calm his fears, "We can find a rich donor among the migrants here, that's not the problem. Acquiring a new building is a necessity of reality, there is no other choice."

    Alex began to internalize Max's words, but he still punched.

    "Where will you find such a building that will suit our needs?" he asked.

    "We have already reviewed the issue," Naftali said, adding, "There is a building on ‘Vacrala Shandor Street,’ an office building and warehouses..."

    "Oh right," Max interrupted his words when he suddenly remembered. "This is a three-story building owned by a Jewish family named Adelson; they also have a textile factory."

    "Would you be willing to talk to them?" Alex asked Max.

    "Yeah, I'll take care of it."

    "Okay, then," Alex confirmed the move and now seemed calmer.

    Later that day, Max met with Joel Adelson, the father of the family at his home, and told him about their plan and the rescue plan they were holding under the auspices of the Swiss legation.

    "I ask if you can put your office building at our disposal. The building will be protected under the auspices of the Swiss legation; you have nothing to fear.

    "Happily," he answered and asked in the same breath, "When do you need it?"

    "By tomorrow, if possible," Max answered.

    "There is no problem," he said.

    "Thank you in advance. I have to move; we will be in touch," he said, shaking his hand and returning to the Swiss legation to report to Alex about the conclusion.

    Shortly after receiving the building, Max called Naftali and reported to him.

    Naftali did not lose any time and ordered activists in the Glass House to transfer from the offices of the Zionist movements to the same building.

    "You will also organize food warehouses there. I have a feeling that we will need them in the future," he added.

    The activists rushed on their way, entered the building and began to clean and tidy it up. Others transferred necessary equipment to the new offices and food to warehouses.

    

    
    

    ONE MORNING, ON NOVEMBER 12, the voice of János Solymossy (Shwimushi), the new commissioner of government and sole responsibility for the issue of Jews, was heard on Hungarian state radio.

    Max listened attentively to the announcement: "All those who have various sponsorship certificates of the neutral countries are asked to move to live in the St. Istvan Park area - Pojuni Street until the 15th of the month, the deadline for registration for immigration. The certificates must be presented when entering the protected houses; the number of certificates shall not exceed the number of certificates approved by the administration, a total of 15,600 persons.

    The message sounded three times during the day.

    Max called Menachem. "Can you urgently call Naftali on the phone?"

    "Read something?" he replied with a question.

    "Yes, the administration has set a deadline for issuing certificates of sponsorship."

    "That's not good. Okay, I’ll call him," he said, put the handset on the table and went out.

    A little while later, Naftali came to the phone, picked up the phone and said, "Hello.”

    "It's Max. We need to speed up the sponsorship, three more days left, no time. Send the officials to the Swiss legation to sign additional certificates."

    "All right," he answered.

    "Don't forget to send messengers to the community to quickly call people to the legation."

    Naftali disconnected the call and went to update the activists.

    In a short time, about 5,000 people came to the Swiss legation to receive sponsorship certificates. They arrived every day and stood for hours in line, in cold and rainy weather.

    Those who managed to get inside were referred to officials for the issuance of sponsorship certificates. The officials worked long hours to issue the certificates but did not have time to distribute them to everyone.

    Suddenly, the underworld workers came to the works and offered those Jews who managed to get inside fake sponsorship certificates for a fee of money. Without a choice, many agreed to pay to be saved from the evil of the sector.

    And so, it happened that instead of 40,000 people who were supposed to enter the protected houses, 60,000 actually entered. This caused terrible overcrowding.

    Since the time was about to end, the activists in the Glass House decided to speed up procedures and distribute fake sponsorship certificates to anyone who demanded them.

    The people were put in the office building they had purchased.

    But in a short time, this building was also filled to capacity, and more space was needed.

    Naftali called Max, informed him about the situation and asked his opinion.

    "Acquire another building; there is no choice. I will update Alex."

    Naftali Nathan ordered activists to acquire the building of the National Football Association on Vadas street 31. "Hang on the building the sign: 'Food warehouse',” he ordered.

    The activists returned to Naftali and announced that the mission was completed.

    "It is not completed yet. You know what's special about this building?"

    The activists nodded their heads in denial.

    "This building has a common wall with our building, the Glass House. You need to open an opening in the wall and move the people to live in this building. We don't have much time left; hurry up before it's too late."

    Just before the activists were going on their mission, Naftali turned to Samuel, an activist in the 'Ziyonut Haklalit', "You will be responsible for managing this structure. I trust you."

    "All right," he said and went on his way.

    The activists finished their work and put about a thousand people inside.

    "Each person will be allocated 40 square centimetres so that it will not be too crowded," Samuel ordered, and the activists took care of it.

    

  
    
    

    Establishment of the Ghetto

    

    
    

    

    It had been three nerve -wracking days since the sponsors had entered the overcrowded homes. Life stopped, waiting for the next decrees with terrible anxiety.

    One frosty morning, Shwimushi, a former deputy police chief, arrived and was reappointed as governor and in charge of Jewish affairs at the "Jewish Council" of Budapest, a council established by order of Eichmann after the Nazi occupation of Hungary. Accompanied by two policemen, she opened the door and went inside,

    "Who is in charge here?" he asked in an authoritative tone.

    One of the officials fearfully pointed towards the next room where Zvi was sitting behind a table, flipping through documents.

    Shwimushi went inside and asked to verify, "Are you Zvi?"

    "Yes," he answered from his chair, surprised by the status.

    Shwimushi ordered him to sit down.

    "I intend to evacuate the Jews from the Star houses and transfer them to the ghetto that will be established in the 7th District."

    "Maybe I should call my friends and discuss the issue seriously," Zvi suggested, trying to overcome his fears and demonstrate self-confidence on the outside.

    “Alright,” he relented and sat down in the chair. Zvi left the room and went to call a friend. He returned with three of his friends, who went inside and sat down in front of Shwimushi.

    Zvi brought out a map of Budapest and spread it on the table.

    "You know that people who are non-Jews live there," Zvi commented.

    "How many do you estimate that there are?" Shwimushi asked.

    "About 12,000 people," he answered.

    "We will evacuate everyone from the houses and move them to another area."

    Shwimushi put his finger on the map and marked the boundaries of the ghetto area.

    "It's too small; it won't be enough to contain them all," said Moshe, one of those present.

    "I suggest so," Zvi placed his finger on the map and marked a larger area.

    "OK," Shwimushi replied, adding, "We will build a high wooden fence around the ghetto; there is no time for a brick wall."

    Zvi did not particularly like the idea of ​​the fence and looked at Shwimushi with a helpless look.

    Shwimushi stood up, and just before he left, he added sarcastically, "You will finance the construction of the fence, you have a lot of money. Contact a contractor named August who belongs to our party, the Arrow Cross, to build the fence; it is now in the north of the city."

    Zvi stood up, his face whitened with fear.

    "If I may ask, how long do we have?"

    "You have about two weeks to complete everything."

    Shwimushi went on his way, along with the two policemen who accompanied him, leaving the council members shocked.

    

    
    

    THE FREQUENCY OF ALLIED shelling over Budapest had only worsened. Every day, houses, streets, factories were shelled indiscriminately. The sights of destruction were seen everywhere; dead bodies were seen scattered through the streets, and no one bothered to evacuate them and bury them in a worthy place.

    Every time the shelling sounded, Yael would shrink into herself, trying to stick to the wall or take cover under the staircase.

    The Glass House was not damaged by shelling, but every close shelling would shake the structure and shake the inhabitants inside it.

    The closeness between Sarah and Yael had grown stronger. They often ate together, played together, hid together and supported each other in moments of fear.

    Sima was pleased that Yael would no longer be alone, that she had a girlfriend.

    Sarah introduced Yael to her parents, and sometimes Yael spent time with them. But despite this, the longing for her parents often caused her despondency and poor mood.

    

    
    

    THE BUILDING OF THE ghetto fence soon began, and it surrounded large parts of the 7th District.

    Max was secluded in the Swiss legation and was withdrawn to himself. He did his best in the short time at his disposal to save as many Jews as possible, hoping that his efforts would bear fruit. But his heart was broken for all those in the Star houses who had not been lucky enough. He wanted to save them from the terror of the Nazi regime but ran out of ideas.

    Alex noticed him and said, "It's not good to be alone. When we go around the city, we visit the sheltered houses, and everything seems to be fine."

    "It’s very dangerous outside," Max cried out.

    "No danger will break our spirit; we have been through so much together."

    "All right," Max relented.

    The two came out of the legation, got into the car, visited the protected houses, and saw that, indeed, everything was normal and that there was no cause for concern. They passed near the 7th District and saw the workers building the construction of the ghetto fence. The two got mad.

    On the way back, Max suddenly shouted, "Stop.”

    "What happened?" Alex asked, surprised.

    "There's a new ad on the bulletin board. I have to see what it says."

    Alex parked the car, and the two headed for the bulletin board.

    As they approached the board, Max saw a new decree on behalf of the government, which said, "The ghetto is currently being established in the 7th District of the city. The evacuation of the non-Jewish population from the designated ghetto area and the entry of Jews from the Star houses will take place in early December and will last for about eight days."

    "Trouble haunts trouble," Max said in the air, hissing a soft curse.

    "Let's go back," Alex said, patting his shoulder affectionately as if to reassure him.

    The two made their way back to the car and from there, drove back to the legation.

    One rainy and cool morning, the Arrow Cross men came to the Star houses, accompanied by gendarmes, and forcibly took all the Jews out and escorted them to the ghetto. More and more Jews were seen being led in groups on the streets with their hands raised up, frightened. The gendarmes directed their guns at them and shouted that they must hurry.

    Thousands of Jews entered the ghetto gates, knowing that their lives were going to end very soon. They looked thin, neglected, depressed, and hopeless.

    Later that day, the children who stayed in the children's homes of the Swedish Red Cross were also led to the ghetto. Some were taken by the Arrow Cross to the Danube banks, shot to death, and thrown into the water.

    Two days later, the person responsible for the ghetto was accompanied by several guards and ordered them to count the number of Jews there.

    The Jews were taken out, arranged in rows for hours in the cold and hungry.

    One of the guards went to the person in charge and said, "We counted; there are 32,000 Jews here."

    "What? It can't be. There were supposed to be much more," he said furiously.

    The person responsible reported to the authorities about the low number of Jews.

    The next day, representatives of the government arrived and began to search for the missing Jews and discovered to their amazement that there were many with fake sponsorship certificates living in the protected houses of the Swiss legation. They were outraged and turned to the legation with fierce protest and strongly asked to get the Jews out of there.

    The Swiss legation agreed with no choice on the condition that its representatives would also be present at the time of the search.

    Police soon arrived at the protected homes and found some 10,000 fake certificates.

    The policemen took them out by force and threats and led them to the ghetto. Many of them were killed on the way in cold blood.

    Other Jews were brought to the ghetto from all over the city, even those who’d managed to hide from the regime’s terror for a long time.

    The next day, the person in charge put the Jews in queues outside and sent the guards to count them.

    After a few hours, they returned to him and reported, "There are now 70,000 people."

    "Excellent," said the supervisor and now seemed satisfied.

    

  
    
    

    The Release Agreement

    

    
    

    

    The fighting intensified , and Allied planes continued to shell the city mercilessly and indiscriminately.

    The Red Army continued to approach the city and bombard it with heavy artillery.

    The Germans fought the Red Army alongside the Hungarians stubbornly and resolutely, not surrendering. For them, it was to live or die.

    The city was devastated and bleeding. Many houses caught fire, and the sky was covered with smoke.

    The brutal war continued and claimed many, too many victims to count. It was the last stronghold for the Germans before the final fall, the stronghold that would determine the war’s end.

    Rudolph, an officer in the German army, ordered his soldiers to attack with all force until the last drop of blood.

    "The entry of the Russians into the city must be prevented at all costs, you hear," he shouted loudly, and they continued to fight more strongly.

    

    
    

    ON THE SAME DAY, MAX received a phone call from the Glass House; it was Elijah on the line.

    “There is a rumor that the Germans intend to blow up the ghetto, "he said anxiously.

    "How do you know?" Max asked with great trepidation.

    "I met one deserter from the German army who told me," he answered.

    "And you believe him?"

    "He sounds believable," he answered.

    "All right, I'll take care of it," he said and hung up on the call.

    Max entered Alex's office and told him the news.

    "Call an emergency meeting with all relevant parties," he said.

    Max rushed and called the International Red Cross and representatives of the police and summoned them to the Swiss legation for an urgent meeting.

    An hour later, representatives of the International Red Cross and police representatives arrived.

    Max began and said, "Worrying news has come to us that the Germans are going to blow up the ghetto and all its inhabitants."

    Representatives of the police tried to find out the news source, but Max refused to disclose it.

    "We need a hundred police officers to be placed in the ghetto regularly," Alex strongly demanded.

    "Nurses should also be sent there in the Red Cross uniform to discourage the Nazis from going inside," Max added.

    The deputies agreed to send police and nurses to the ghetto.

    Towards evening, Elijah called Max again.

    "I wanted to report to you that it turned out to be fake news."

    "What do you mean?"

    "This defector I thought was telling the truth turned out to be a liar," he replied, adding, "It was all a lie and a falsehood, a kind of prank."

    "Why would he do that?" Max was interested.

    "I don't know," he answered.

    "Anyway, it's all for the best. At least today, the murders in the ghetto were stopped," Max said, hanging up the call and reporting to Alex.

    

    
    

    KURT BECHER, AN SS officer and the head of the economic department in Hungary, realized that the war would soon end in the Third Reich's narrow defeat. He knew that history would judge him harshly on the day the war ended and began to think of the day after and creative ways to portray himself as trying to help the Jews and thus be saved from the evil of the decree.

    Becher recalled Schechter. In the past, Becher had managed the financial side of the "goods for blood" deal with the "Help and Rescue" committee and, therefore, knew him.

    Becher knew that Schechter wanted to save as many Jews as possible and was deeply disappointed by Eichmann's humiliating attitude towards him. They did not fully comply with the agreement they had on the "rescue train,” which he’d worked on so much.

    Becher left his office and walked directly to Schechter's office, about twenty minutes’ walk away.

    Schechter sat in despair in his office. He saw how Max had managed to save so many Jews, and he’d only managed to save a few.

    Suddenly, a knock sounded at the door. "Come in," he said and looked to the door.

    Becher went inside, and Schechter hurried to stand up out of fear.

    Becher ordered him to sit down and sat down in front of him.

    "Offer you a cigarette?" Schechter asked kindly.

    "Okay," he replied

    Schechter opened the fancy metal box and honored Becher with a fragrant cigarette, then lit it.

    Becher put his hat on the table, blew out the cigarette smoke and seemed to delight in its fine taste.

    "To what do I owe this honor?" Schechter asked cautiously.

    "I know that you have been trying to save Jews for a long time, without much success. I have come to make you an offer that you cannot refuse," he said.

    "I'm listening."

    "In the past, I was a Commissar of concentration camps in Germany. I have many connections there. I can help you save the remaining Jews there. There is an intention to eliminate these camps before the end of the war, you know."

    "And what about the passengers of the rescue train who are still in Bergen-Belsen?"

    "Of course, we will also release them," Becher answered, winking from the cigarette again and letting out a thick cloud in the air space.

    Schechter looked at him suspiciously. After many failures in negotiations with the Nazis in saving the Jews, the proposal now sounded too good to be true.

    "And what will I have to give in return?" he asked with trepidation.

    "Nothing special. The war is about to end soon. History will judge us for the severity of the terrible crimes we have committed. I want you to remember the help I'm giving you now, and in due course, you will testify in my favor."

    Schechter thought the proposal was logical and did not require any sacrifice from him.

    "Okay, I agree."

    "Good, then, go and get organized because tomorrow morning, we go to Germany," Becher said with satisfaction, getting up from the chair, shook his hand and went on his way.

    The next day, Becher arrived early in the morning at Schechter's office and escorted him to his car. In the car sat two more Nazis, one of them Herman Cromay, Eichmann's deputy, and the other Otto Günsche. The car made its way to Germany.

    The four moved from camp to camp. Becher spoke in units with camp commanders and persuaded them to release the remaining Jews.

    Schechter did not hear the conversation's contents and did not know what was promised to these commanders in return. But this also did not interest him particularly, only the purpose for which he’d come.

    Schechter met some of the Jews in these camps and told them, "You have survived. You'll be free soon."

    When they arrived at Bergen-Belsen camp, Schechter met his wife and the rest of his family; their condition was abysmal.

    "You are about to be released soon, I promise," he said and tried to keep calm and not break.

    His wife hugged him with the rest of her strength, tears flowing down her eyes. She looked emaciated and pale, shaved head and neglected.

    "Hang in there, a little longer. I know you're suffering, but your suffering is about to end," he whispered in her ear.

    The other passengers of the rescue train identified him and surrounded him from all sides.

    "You are about to be released soon, I promise," he reiterated.

    "When?" they asked angrily.

    Schechter didn't know for sure. "You need to be patient, it's a matter of days."

    Half an hour later, Becher arrived at the end of the conversation with the camp commander and called for Schechter.

    "I have to go," Schechter said to his wife.

    "I spoke to the camp commander; he promised that it would happen really soon but refused to set an exact date," Becher told him.

    Schechter was afraid that something would go wrong like the previous times. But Becher reassured him that there was nothing to fear, that he was the guarantor of the release.

    

    
    

    TIME SLOWLY PASSED with watchful anticipation of the long-awaited release.

    Stern did not lose hope and tried to manage the remaining passengers in Belsen-Bergen as best as he could. But the great frustration and despair he felt only hampered his mission.

    Every morning, there were expectations that Cromay would come and choose another group to go to Switzerland, but this did not happen.

    Hope was overcome with time and replaced by despair.

    One inclement morning in cold December, Cromay arrived for a surprising visit to the morning order and announced that everyone was boarding the train to Switzerland.

    All remaining Jews, without exception, ran to the barracks, collected the little property they had and ran to the exit gate. Joy and fear intertwined with each other and formed a night of mixed feelings.

    At the gate, German soldiers waited for them and escorted them back to the town where they were waiting at the railway station. This time, too, the sick and the elderly were brought there in trucks.

    Arriving at the station, they discovered, to their surprise, a passenger train with comfortable seats, not a freight train as they were accustomed to.

    An order was given, and the survivors went inside and took their place with great excitement. But just before the train left the station, an alarm suddenly sounded.

    The German soldiers ran for their lives and hid on the roadside and in the fields.

    The survivors also feared for their lives, but despite this, they remained seated in their places.

    After a while, there was a cease-fire. The German soldiers and railway workers returned from their hiding places, and the train eventually set off.

    After a few hours, the train reached the Swiss border. At the station, Swiss soldiers were waiting.

    The train stopped at the station, and many soldiers surrounded the train from all sides.

    Passengers began to get off the train with heavy trepidation. Some preferred to stay for the time being and take a closer look at the developments.

    The passengers began to leave the station and were welcomed with open arms. Their lives had been saved.

    

  
    
    

    Anarchy

    

    
    

    

    The massive shelling continued all the time with short pauses. Budapest continued to bleed, but it did not seem that the situation was about to change. On the contrary, the situation deteriorated and worsened. There was an acute shortage of food, water and medicines.

    The streets looked ruined, desolate, deserted. The cries of the inhabitants were no longer heard.

    Selshi seemed frightened, 'his chair had begun to swing'. His short reign seemed to be in danger more than ever, and it was not in his power to change it. He knew that he would not be able to stay for long in Budapest, that he had to go somewhere else, less threatened, a safe place.

    The staff of the Nazi German embassy left Budapest last night.

    Selshi was afraid to remain alone in the campaign, so he ordered his government to abandon the city and move to another place the next day. In these actions, the city was abandoned at the mercy of the fascist and murderous militias of the Arrow Cross, creating complete chaos.

    A group of extremist young members of the Arrow Cross took advantage of the situation. It stormed the Columbus camp on the city’s outskirts, armed under the auspices of the International Committee of the Red Cross. On that day, many Jews were murdered indiscriminately.

    

    
    

    NAFTALI SEEMED WORRIED; the situation worsened from moment to moment. The need to save as many Jews as possible kept him from sleeping.

    Naftali thought of a bold idea and wanted to share it with Saul to ask his opinion.

    "It is necessary to do more for the Jews who are attacked on the streets and houses," he said.

    "What do you suggest?" he asked.

    "We need to organize a small group of young men who look like Aryans, dress them in the clothes of the Arrow Cross, send them to save Jews."

    "They will immediately recognize that they are Jews just by their behavior," he answered.

    "You're right. Train them to behave just like the people of the Arrow Cross, so they will not stand out in the field."

    "All right," he said, went on his way and began to recruit people for the mission.

    A day later, Saul returned and called Naftali to see the group he had organized.

    Naftali came to the basement and looked at them with curiosity.

    "Now we’ll see what they can do," he said, ordering the group to go to the entrance floor and harass one of the migrant Jews at random.

    Saul and Naftali followed them. The group began to scream, curse and threaten a poor man who seemed overwhelmed.

    Naftali burst into laughter, "This is not like reality, but it will certainly suffice. Send them on field missions. Don't risk them too much."

    "All right," he answered.

    And so, the group disguised themselves, came out of the Glass House in secret and rescued Jews from the hands of the Arrow Cross men, risking their lives.

    

    
    

    ONE DAY, MILITARY GUARDS unexpectedly arrived at the Glass House and demanded to go inside.

    Menachem went outside to see what their intentions were.

    "We learned that communists are hiding inside the building," one of them said.

    "There are no communists here, it is a glass trading house," he defended.

    Menachem was afraid that the guards would go inside and see all the Jews hiding there.

    But the guards insisted.

    "Last night, a bomb exploded in the largest hall in the city, where a Nazi party meeting was being held at the time, and several people were injured as a result. The military police caught one of the terrorists, and Helz told them he did not know the names of his friends, but he’d met them here, in the Glass House.”

    Menachem did not want to start arguing with them.

    "Wait here, I'll go in to find out and come back."

    Menachem hurried to his office and called Max to report the incident to him.

    "Try to stall for time, I'll take care of it," he instructed.

    Max ran to Alex and told him about the incident. "They should be prevented at all costs from getting inside," he said anxiously.

    Alex called the foreign ministry, introduced himself and said, "The Glass House belongs to the Swiss legation, it has an extraterritorial status, and we do not allow anyone to get inside."

    "All right, we'll send someone to notify the military cops."

    Menachem waited at the entrance to the building, blocking their entrance with his body.

    "I'm waiting for approval," he justified.

    Suddenly, a courier came running and told the police that there was no permission to go inside to search.

    The policemen seemed disappointed and went on their way. Menachem breathed a sigh of relief and went inside.

    

    
    

    ON DECEMBER 24TH, THE Red Army besieged Budapest and continued to shell the city more intensely. The sky turned red from buildings on fire, the Earth was scorched, houses were destroyed, destruction and devastation were everywhere, and many corpses were stretched out in the streets.

    The Nazis continued to fight stubbornly and refused to surrender. The number of losses steadily increased and reached tens of thousands.

    The situation that was worse between now and then continued to deteriorate at breakneck speed.

    Many residents died from disease and hunger. The remainder of the food that was in the supermarkets was completely eliminated, and food could not be obtained anywhere else.

    Hunger exacerbated and caused people to act violently and cruelly out of despair, enter houses by force, and look for hidden food. In contrast, the warehouses in the Glass House were filled with food. They watched what was going on and organized accordingly. The migrants who stayed there continued to receive food with a considerable allowance and reduction to allow them to continue to exist over time.

    A few days later, the Arrow Cross people learned that there was an aggregate of food in the Glass House. They sent representatives there to bring the food at any cost, even if it was required to exert force.

    Delegates came armed and demanded to go inside.

    Menachem peeked out of the window at them, then went to Naftali and reported to him.

    Naftali sent a group of Jews to the entrance to block it so that no one could enter.

    "Let us in and, we will not blow up the building," cried out one of the delegates.

    Menachem was afraid to leave, making sure to lock the door from any possible scenario.

    "Let us in; we know you can hear us," another screamed.

    There was silence from the other side of the door.

    One of the Arrow Cross people took a bomb out of his leather bag and put it at the doorstep.

    "This is the last warning; I’ll count to three. One, two."

    When he reached three, he activated the bomb with a horrific explosive noise. The door was displaced and fell to the ground, along with part of the wall.

    The explosion caused three dead and thirty wounded among the Jews.

    The delegates forcibly entered and, to their amazement, discovered the group of Jews entrenched there. A mass scuffle began to unfold.

    The besieged tried every way possible to prevent the Arrow Cross representatives from entering.

    The delegates refused to leave the premises until they got what they wanted.

    Naftali came to the entrance door hastily.

    "What do you want?" he cried loudly at them.

    "We know you're hiding food here."

    Naftali knew that if he started arguing, the situation would only worsen, so he decided to negotiate to stall for time.

    Menachem entered his office and reported to Max on the phone about the incident.

    "They’ve begun to take Jews out," he said anxiously.

    "I'll take care of it," he answered and hung up.

    Max immediately called the authorities, protested to them about the incident and reminded them that the building was owned by the Swiss legation. But nothing was done.

    Negotiations between the people of the Arrow Cross and the besieged continued.

    "We will only go on the condition that the owner accompanies us to headquarters to discuss several controversial issues."

    Menachem heard the demand and knew that if he did not turn himself in, the whole rescue operation would be revealed, and many would find their death.

    "I am the owner of the place," he said with great trepidation.

    "Come with us," they commanded.

    Menachem accompanied them out. Naftali ordered the Jewish group to seal the doorway with wooden beams.

    "Where are you taking me?" Menachem asked anxiously.

    "You will see," they answered without detailing.

    Menachem was led to the banks of the Danube, where he was shot dead and his body thrown into the water.

    

  
    
    

    The Red Danube

    

    
    

    

    The incidents that took place in the Columbus camp followed by the Glass House only illustrated the need to reinforce the security around the protected houses, the Glass House and the Swiss legation.

    Max appealed to Joren, one of the delegates who helped save Jews.

    "We must strengthen the security around our buildings to prevent the people of the Arrow Cross from going inside and hurting the Jews."

    "What do you suggest we do?" Joren asked.

    "Let's get out of the legation; there are a lot of armed deserters wandering the streets in idleness. We will offer them a fee to guard for us.”

    "You think they'll agree."

    "I'm convinced."

    "All right."

    The two went out into the street at the risk of their lives, met deserters and recruited them for the purpose of guard duty.

    In a short time, they’d managed to organize a whole detachment of deserters from the Hungarian army, who were sent to protect the Swiss legation building, the protected houses, the Glass House and tens of thousands more Jews who hid in all those places threatened by the fascist regime.

    A few days later, the Swedish building was attacked by the people of the Arrow Cross. They threw stones, Molotov cocktails and tried to force their way into the building.

    Hirschenson escaped through the legation's back door and ran as fast as he could to the Swiss legation building. When he got there, he rang the bell, loudly knocked on the door and constantly looked around him, making sure that no one was chasing him.

    Alex opened the door, and Hirschenson hurriedly walked in, panting heavily.

    "They attacked the legation," he finally managed to say after he came to his senses.

    "Who are they?" Alex asked.

    "People of the Arrow Cross." I'm afraid they broke in."

    "From now on, you stay here. We'll get you a bedroom in one of the offices. You will be protected here for now."

    "Thank you, what would I do without you?"

    "Thank me when this nightmare ends," he said with a smile.

    As a result, all the activities and efforts of the Swedish treatises to protect the Jews ceased.

    The Swiss legation took on the activities of the Swedish legation in defense of the Jews, and in a short time, Alex and the legation workers began to receive threats on their lives and blasphemous curses.

    Snowy January came faster than expected and brought another wave of abysmal hatred and blind vindictiveness towards the Jews.

    One morning, Interior Minister Gabor Ina called Alex and asked him to come to an urgent hearing in the administration building.

    Alex tried to find out about the emergency and what the discussion was about.

    "It's about the Jews living in protected houses," he said.

    Alex realized that this discussion would only bring bad and terrible news. He hurried, got out of the assembly building and went to the administration building.

    Arriving there, he went inside and went directly to Ina's office.

    "Come on in," he told Alex with a sullen face full of contempt and hatred.

    In the room sat the people of the Arrow Cross, looking amused.

    Alex took his place and sat down around the table, anxiously expecting what was to come next.

    "We’ve decided to bring all the residents from the protected houses to the ghetto."

    "It is impossible; many of them have Swiss sponsorship certificates," he answered.

    "The certificates are cancelled," he said rudely.

    Alex did not give in and began to argue and explain that agreements must be respected.

    The discussions lasted for a long time, each side trying to bend the other. And although Alex's hand was on the bottom, he obtained permission for 7,000 people who were equipped with sponsorship certificates to stay in their homes and ensure the extra-territorial status of the Swiss legation buildings and their team.

    The next day, some Hatchnikim' wards came to the protected houses and forcibly removed the rest of the Jews with blows and threats.

    The Jews were taken out into the street with raised hands; some were shot to death on the spot, others were led by severe physical violence to the edge of the Danube River in the snow and frost.

    The Hatchnikim put hundreds of them in a long line, their faces turned towards the water and shot them in the back to death, throwing their bodies into the river; among them were men, women and children.

    The river was soon filled with the blood of the victims, and bodies floating on the water’s surface swept along with the current.

    Peter quickly got there and began to shout like a maniac, "What are you doing? Can’t you see that the children are frightened and are crying, as you kill their parents before their eyes. These are children who have Swedish sponsorship certificates.”

    Peter gathered several dozen children at the risk of his life and took them back with him to the protected houses.

    The Hatchnikim continued the brutal murders unabated.

    When they ran out of ammunition, they tied the victims with a rope to each other and attached heavy stones and weights to them so that those who fell into the water would drown more easily.

    Even that evening, Ina ordered the Arrow Cross people to eliminate the ghetto so as not to leave a trace of his nefarious actions.  

    "No Jew should survive," he ruled.

    The people of the Arrow Cross went on a mission with excessive enthusiasm, but when they arrived at the ghetto, they discovered, to their surprise, many police officers standing there on guard.

    The Arrow Cross people tried to provoke them and forcibly enter, but the policemen managed to prevent them from entering and expelled them in disgrace.

    
    

    
    

    ALL THAT TIME, THE battles continued strongly. The Red Army began to enter the city’s outskirts, but the Nazis and the rest of the Hungarian army continued the stubborn fighting.

    Rudolph, an officer of the German army, ordered his soldiers to blow up all the bridges on the Danube River that connected both parts of the city.

    "It is necessary at all costs to prevent the entry of Russians inside," he shouted, and the soldiers hurried on their way to carry out the task.

    The bridges were blown up and destroyed to the ground. Budapest was divided into two: one side of the city called "Buda,” where Alex lived in the British embassy building after the coup and remained there in the curfew. And the other side of the city called "Pest," where the Swiss legation building, the Glass House, the protected houses and the administration building were located.

    On the eve of the 15th of the month, the Arrow Cross men began to flee the city for their lives.  They did it in stolen cars but not before they had time to load up on loot.

    Max and two officials left alone in the Swiss legation building, and Peter from the Swedish legation, together fiercely thwarted the Nazis' recent attempts to exile the occupants of the protected houses before their escape, thus saving the residents in the remaining ghetto.

    

  
    
    

    Liberation Day

    

    
    

    

    Despite the demolition of the bridges, the Red Army managed to cross the river and reach the other side of the city to the "Pest.”

    The nests of resistance faded as time went on, still abandoning battles on the streets.

    The smell of sulphur and soot was carried in the cool air. The city was completely devastated and looked like a ruined island. There were craters and pits along every street in the city, evidence of heavy shelling. The pits were soon filled with rainwater on the often-defiled soil.

    Bodies lying on the ground were still scattered along the streets.

    The sky was dusted with thick smoke, the sun was not visible, cold winds slapped the soldiers’ faces wildly, but they felt nothing.

    Few in the Glass House knew about the drama that was happening outside. They heard the shelling, the bunches of shots, the cries of the rift but did not really know when the war would end and who would win. What would the streets look like the day after and the places they’d known until a few months ago that were part of the fabric of their past lives? They did not know what had happened to their loved ones. Were they still alive? Do they have a home to go back to? They did not know what their fate was; for them, there was more than meets the eye.

    Naftali came to the basement, along with several other activists and looked at the crowds in silence.

    The overcrowding was terrible, but everyone was busy with their affairs, and no one paid attention to it. He enjoyed watching how life went on despite everything; in his eyes, it was a success, a source of pride.

    Naftali was able to manage the place efficiently and optimally, but the work had not yet ended.

    Naftali stepped inside; the people began to notice him and turned their gaze to him, waiting for him to speak.

    "Listen, everyone," he said.

    "In the coming days, the fighting will begin to fade until it stops. According to the information we have, the Russians will probably win, it's only a matter of time. Even after the fighting has stopped, no one is allowed to go outside. There are still dangers lurking everywhere. Only when I tell you you're free to go outside will you go. It'll take time. You've waited till now, wait a little longer. Be patient."

    People surrounded Naftali and began to ask him a flood of questions. He refused to answer because he currently had no answers.

    

    
    

    THE RED ARMY FOUGHT fiercely between the houses, between the alleys with the enemy who refused to surrender.

    The mounds of the ruined buildings, destruction and ruin, and countless dead did not deter the soldiers; they were determined to complete their task to its end.

    And after stubborn fighting that lasted about a week, Budapest finally fell into the hands of the Russians.

    General Vladimir was exhausted and hungry. His face was sooty from war hazards, his clothes were worn and smelly. He concentrated the forces that remained alive on Freedom Square. Around him, on the trees, hung residents suspected of being communists and Jews for the sake of seeing evidence of the cruelty of fascist rule.

    Some soldiers took a nap; others sipped water from their canteens. There was no celebratory or joyful fanfare, but a fierce hatred of the Germans and Hungarians and a desire for revenge.

    After about an hour, Vladimir rose to his feet and signaled the soldiers to wake the sleepers from their sleep. When everyone seemed attentive, he said, "It's a happy and sad day–a happy day for the war’s victory and a sad day for many of our friends who lost their lives in battle. You deserve to rest and regain strength, but we have more challenging tasks here and there. Therefore, I hereby declare three days off, in which you can do all that comes to mind."

    The soldiers rejoiced and applauded their great commander.

    "We will meet here again in three days. Have a pleasant holiday, and do not forget to take care of yourself and be vigilant to any development and danger.”

    During those three days, the Russian soldiers raged in taverns and drank to drunkenness. Many of them fell drunk into the pits that opened up from the shelling and were filled with rainwater, drowned and died. Others caught Hungarian women and brutally raped them. In those days, thousands of women were raped, and some were even brutally murdered.

    At the end of the three days, the soldiers gathered at Freedom Square again, looking satisfied.

    "I hope you enjoyed it," he said with a smile.

    The soldiers cheered for joy.

    "New forces of our army will soon come to the city to maintain order. We will move on to the Burgenland County to finish the mission, there's a few resistance nests still left."

    The soldiers stood on their feet and continued their journey.

    As these military forces left, new military forces arrived in the city. They took over the city’s institutions, freed the Jews from the ghettos and restored order within the terrible chaos.

    

    
    

    NAFTALI AGAIN CAME to the basement accompanied by his assistants. The people began to notice him and turned their gaze to him, expecting him to speak.

    "Listen, everyone," he said out loud.

    "Today, I can tell you for sure that the Russians have won, and the Nazis have been defeated, the danger has passed, and you are free to return to your homes."

    Naftali looked at the crowd, but there was no rejoicing, only a protracted silence.

    "Where shall we go? Hey, we have no home, we have no food, we have nothing," said Avner, one of the survivors.

    "You can't stay here anymore. We will give each of you something for the road that will be enough for the next few days," Naftali replied, adding, "We will be in touch with you and take care of you later. Please exit through the rear exit."

    Sarah grabbed Yael's hand and pulled her where her parents sat.

    "Mom, can we take Yael with us?" she asked.

    Judah, her father, was not enthusiastic about the idea, as it was, the situation was very bad, and he was not sure that he would be able to worry about her.

    "Sure, we will be her family until her parents return to take her," Leah replied without hesitating.

    The survivors arrived at the exit, where Saul stood and began to hand them something for the road. He distributed small toys to the children to make them happy.

    "Let's get out of here and go home," Judah told Leah with increasing concerns about the unknown.

    Leah was holding Sarah's hand, and Sarah was holding Yael's hand. Judah raised little David in his arms, and together, they went to the rear exit opening of the Glass House.

    Saul smiled at Sarah and Yael, giving each of them a small toy.

    Judah was given a quarter loaf of bread and some vegetables wrapped in cloth, side by side.

    The family went outside and found it difficult to believe their eyes, the sight of destruction and ruin, poverty and destitution. There were many corpses scattered everywhere, and the smell of stench and rot was carried in the air. There were dead horses on the street, and people cut parts of them and ate their meat.

    "Do not look," Leah instructed them, and they looked away.

    "Be careful not to stumble; there are many brick fragments here," Judah said.

    The more they moved towards the target, the more they feared.

    Judah prayed in his heart that he would find his house intact and still standing. He didn’t want to wander somewhere else. But what are the chances that the house will still be standing while all the houses around it have been devastated to the ground?

    The family crossed another street, turned right on the corresponding street, and everything was ruined.

    The closer Judas got to his place of residence, the more intense his heart-beats.

    Suddenly, at the end of the street, he saw his house, surprisingly still standing among all the ruins.

    "Look, the building was not destroyed," he said to his wife excitedly, pointing to the house.

    When they arrived at the building, they were horrified to see criminal neglect, disrepair, dirt and filth. The well-groomed garden had a pile of dry thorny bushes. The path was devastated, the gate had slipped, the walls were perforated by the wounds of the abandoned battles in the area.

    "Let's go inside," said Judah with increasing trepidation.

    The family went inside and climbed the stairs to the third floor.

    Judah stood in front of his house door and debated whether to insert the key into the keyhole or knock at the door. Finally, he decided to knock at the door first.

    The door opened, and in the doorway stood a man of the Arrow Cross and looked at them with disrespect and hatred.

    "What do you want?” he asked impatiently.

    "This is our house; we are back," answered Judah.

    "This is not your home anymore," he said, pulling out a sharp knife. "Now, get the hell out of here, or I'll kill you."

    Judah looked at him, shocked. He knew that if he argued with him, he would pay with his life.

    "Let's go," he told his family.

    When they reached the ground floor, Leah asked Judah, "Where will we go?"

    Judah seemed to be thinking. "I don't know. Let's look for a ruin and sleep there in the meantime until we find a solution."

    For many hours, the family sought a habitable ruin and did not find one.

    Towards evening, they came to an old, neglected castle in a ruined plot. "Let's go inside," Judah ordered his family.

    "Are you sure there is no one there?” Leah asked anxiously.

    "No. But at best, we will be expelled from there too," he answered and moved towards it.

    The family came to the castle. There was no door, so they went inside into darkness, into the unknown.

    "Is there anyone here?" Judah shouted loudly.  Suddenly, he saw a commissar, a Russian government official in front of him.

    "Who are you?” he asked suspiciously.

    "We are Holocaust survivors, looking for a place to stay for a family," Judah answered with trepidation.

    "Luckily for you, you caught me on a good day. There is enough space here for all of you," he said, adding, "Come in."

    The family was escorted by the commissar up to the second floor. At the end of the hall was an empty room.

    "This will be your room for now. By the way, my name is Gregory."

    "It is delightful, Gregory, my name is Judah," he said, reaching out.

    Gregory shook his hand and said, "If you need anything, let me know," then he returned to his place.

    "Let's get organized for bed," Leah suggested. They grabbed a corner and lay on the floor adjacent to each other to keep warm from the chill of the night.

    

    
    

    ONE DAY, ALEX UNEXPECTEDLY came to the Swiss legation after he’d been gone for a long time, holding a suitcase.

    Alex rang the bell, and a little later, Max opened the door.

    "Come on in," he said with a smile.

    "No, I came to say goodbye to you. The Russians ordered me to return to Switzerland, my homeland.

    Max shook his hand and said, "The Jewish people will never forget what you did for them. While everyone had abandoned us and entrusted us to these murderers, you remained and fought to the end, risking your life and the lives of the legation workers. It was thanks to you that all the rescue work we did was successful. You were our light within all this darkness; you were our shield within all this hell."

    Alex, who until now had shown composure, began to shed a tear. He hugged Max and said to him, "You know I wouldn't abandon you."

    Max nodded his head.

    Having come to his senses, Alex added, "You can go back to your home or stay here for now, whatever you want."

    "Thank you for everything, my friend," Max said.

    “No, thank you for the opportunity to meet wonderful people," he said with a smile and went his way.

    Max stayed standing at the door, looking at the ministry car moving away, then he closed the door and went inside.

    "It's time to go home," he said to his wife, Anna.

    

    
    

    SCHECHTER WAS PLEASED that thanks to his cooperation with Becher, he’d managed to prevent the final liquidation of tens of thousands of survivors in the extermination camps in Germany. He returned to live for the time being with Aggie in the same house and continued to give support and help to survivors as much as he could.

    

    
    

    A MONTH HAD PASSED, and Hungary began to internalize the size of the disaster that had happened to it and collect the fragments.

    There was still heavy famine in the city, and food was in short supply in the stores. The Hungarians began to evacuate the ruins on the Russian’s orders and rehabilitate some of the buildings.

    Judah found an abandoned store in the city’s suburbs, whose shop window was shattered and broken. The store was empty, dirty and neglected.

    Judah cleaned and arranged it and then began to sell hats to anyone who wanted them.

    Most of his customers were Russians, who enthusiastically bought everything he had.

    The money that Judas earned was enough for him to support his family with dignity, but nothing more.

    One day at noon, Judah saw many young Jews in their twenties approaching his store across the street.

    Judah tried to be calm on the outside, even though there was a fear of what was to come.

    The leader of the gang entered the store first, followed by the rest.

    "Do you know who we are?" The leader asked him.

    "No, I have no idea," he answered.

    "We are the Avengers," he said, adding, "If you want to take revenge and kill all the damned Hungarians who collaborated with the Nazis against the Jews, this is the time. Just give us names, and we will close the account with them.”

    "I do not want revenge," he answered.

    "Are you sure? You have a chance."

    Judah focused on the leader of the group and said, "Will the dead return to life? Will the life we ​​lost return to its former state? No, they will not. What will revenge do me? Add hatred to hatred, crime to crime. No, I do not want revenge despite everything I went through."

    The leader looked at him with bewilderment and told his friends, "Well, let's go."

    The gang left the store; Judah looked at them moving away and thought to himself how lucky he was to have remained alive, how much he lacked a sense of freedom, sunlight, chirping of birds, sounds of sanity, things that were once obvious, things that were once in his life.

    Another client came in; Judah smiled at him and returned to his pursuits.

    

  
    
    

    Epilogue

    

    
    

    

    In November 1945, the Nuremberg trials were officially opened under the management of the three great powers: the USA, Russia, and Great Britain. Trials in which the heads of the Nazi regime were prosecuted for crimes against humanity and war crimes. Among those tried was Kurt Becher.

    When Schechter learned about Becher's trial, he secretly arrived in Nuremberg, where the trials took place, testified in court in favor of Becher and even wrote a sympathetic affidavit.

    Finally, the court acquitted Becher and released him free; thus, Schechter rewarded Becher for helping him in the last liberation of the survivors of the extermination camps in Germany.

    In 1952, about four years after the Jewish state was established, Judah and his family immigrated to Israel, as did most of the Jews of Budapest. Out of about a quarter of a million Jews living in Budapest, about 124,000 remained alive at the end of the war.

    Rosie returned to live with her husband Yoav in Israel after a few years of disconnection and continued to have an open affair with Schechter.

    Aggie tried desperately to motivate her husband Schechter to stop this forbidden affair but was unsuccessful and had to live in his shadow.

    Schechter continued his political activities in the newly formed Young State, while Max, on the other hand, retired and lived with his wife, Anna, happily and modestly.

    In 1957, an article in a local and meaningless newspaper in Israel accused Schechter of cooperating with the Nazis. The attorney general decided to sue the journalist who wrote the slanderous article.

    Schechter presented his arguments in court and demanded that he do historical justice. The journalist’s lawyer brought counterarguments; among other things, he presented the document that Schechter testified in favor of Becher.

    The trial turned, and Schechter went from accuser to defendant and was thus convicted of cooperating with the Nazis. There was a publicized statement in all media networks.

    Schechter filed an appeal to the court and waited for a retrial.

    One evening, Schechter came in his car to his house after staying at Rosie's.

    A jeep was waiting for him at the entrance and in it sat three people. One of them went out to him and asked if his name was Schechter. Schechter answered yes. The man pulled out a gun and fired three bullets at him. Schechter collapsed on the floor, bleeding. The jeep disappeared from the scene.

    After a few days, Schechter died of his injuries in the hospital. It was the first political murder in Israel.

    A year later, a retrial was held without his presence, in which Schechter was acquitted. 

    In 1960, Eichmann was seized by the "Mossad" in a secret operation called "Finale" and brought to trial in Israel. Max was among the first to testify against him at the trial. Two years later, Eichmann was executed by hanging. It was the only time in the history of Israeli law that someone had been executed.

    In 1964, Alex was one of the first to be awarded the title of "Righteous Among the Nations" by the Yad Vashem organization in Israel.

    Alex, without whom all this rescue work would not have come to fruition, who’d accompanied the Jews hand in hand into hell and did not leave them for a moment in the most difficult moments, risking his life and blatantly violating his diplomatic mission.

    

  
    
    

    Thanks

    

    
    

    

    On this occasion, I would like to thank Shoshanna Altman, a Holocaust survivor, for agreeing to host my wife and me in her home in Jerusalem on Sukkot, Saturday, and to tell her rare and fascinating testimony about what happened in Budapest during the Holocaust and, in particular, within the walls of the Glass House.

    Shoshanna was a seven-year-old girl at that time and together with her family, hid in the Glass House from the Nazis, along with thousands of others who hid there, experiencing fear and horror every day.

    At the end of my conversation with her, I asked Shoshana three questions that intrigued me personally:

    

    1. Do you think Schechter (pseudonym) collaborated with the Nazis?

    

    She replied that she was aware that he was a controversial figure but thought that he was merely trying to gain time.

    

    2.  Who do you think actually ran the Glass house?

    

    She answered emphatically that Max (pseudonym) was in charge.

    

    3. Who offered whom the idea of hiding in the Glass House? Did Max offer Jacob Frankel (pseudonym) or vice versa?

    

    She replied that from her point of view, it did not matter.

    

    At the end of the conversation and just before she went to the synagogue to pray, she said the following sentence, and I quote: "More than the Germans had a war against the Russians and against the allies, they had a war against the Jews."

    

    Dear reader

    Thank you for buying my book, The Glass House. I wrote this book especially for you and other readers like you. I'm a reader myself, so I worked hard to make sure that this book is as good as I can make it, just so you'd have an excellent time reading it.

    I would greatly appreciate if you could devote your time and leave a review on my book, as it will allow me to promote my book and continue writing.

    

    
    

    KINDEST REGARDS,

    Rafael Shamay

    

  
    
    

    The End
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    Did you love The Glass House? Then you should read A Light in the Dark by Rafael Shamay!

    

    

    
    

    The greatest secret ever, which was hidden under the Vatican ...

    ... has finally been revealed.

    

    For over a hundred years there have been widespread rumors of a vast treasure hidden somewhere in Vatican's secret passageways. Many believe that the treasure was pillaged by the Romans from Jerusalem's Second Temple, and hidden by them there.

    

    Avinoam, an influential politician, was invited to the Vatican following a report that extremists from Israel had penetrated the secret passageways and were looking for the hidden treasure.

    

    The extremists found an ancient letter hidden in a secure room that revealed valuable secret information, which caused great embarrassment to the Holy See. Now they've barricaded themselves until all their demands are met.

    

    What was written in the letter? Avinoam tries to find answers with the aim of putting an end to the affair and discovers that there is more to it than meets the eye.

    

    A Light in the Dark is a fascinating book. An intense, immersive plot, full of upheavals and adventures, a fine, intensive reading experience that is derived from the cultural treasures of us all.

    

    Perfect for fans of Dan Brown, Clive Cussler and James Rollins.

    

    If you are looking for an addictive read with much to teach—this is it.

    

    Get it now!
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    Rafael Shamay was born in Israel. He is interested in ancient history and archaeology. An engineer by day, and in his spare time, especially on weekends, he writes fictional novels that combine facts and events that really happened in order to give the readers a different historical perspective. He likes to listen to music, read books, and watch suspense films. Sometimes in the evening, he likes to take a walk on a familiar walking route along the sea. Additionally, he likes hiking in nature and traveling to other countries. He also writes a blog about relevant topics that interest him. He runs a Facebook group of novice writers. You are welcome to follow his Facebook page 'Author Rafael Shamay,' where you will find his books, and receive updates and pre-news of his newest works. He began writing his first book 'The Chosen One' in the year 2000, which took him 11 years to complete. The book was a great success and received excellent reviews in his country and much was written on it in local newspapers. Rafael was interviewed on national radio by Jonah Nebenzahl on her popular show 'The World We Live In,' about the book he wrote. Dr. Lea Mazor, head of the Department of Bible of the Hebrew University, published an article on her blog about Rafael's book, named: 'Mystery of the Sons of Light'. Among his books: 'A Light in the Dark' - A historical mystery, 'The Hiding Place' - Psychological thriller, and the new one 'The Glass House - Holocaust Novel. So if you are looking for memorable characters, twisted plots, and a dangerous secret, then you will love my stories. Come on this journey with me. I promise I will always work hard to honor your valuable time with exciting action, baffling mysteries, and intriguing history. Join the adventure.
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