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Chapter Eighteen
David's Death
Chamutal, 10.8.73

The tanks returned after nightfall. Even before we heard the clatter of the tracks, the voice of 11, our deputy battalion commander, sounded over the radio transceiver, calling 5: Set up the night encampment. Zeevik and I roused our recons who were dozing by then. We'd been lazing around all day till an Egyptian plane roared by, startling us out of our routine of long coffee breaks. It was a weird experience we couldn't grasp: A plane? Egyptians? Firing at us? Aren't they supposed to head for the hills, dropping their shoes in flight? We jumped on our jeeps and lined up the company commander's tanks. The rest of the tanks lined up behind them. Not a sound from 10, our battalion commander. Only when the engines died down and shadows stirred aong the tanks did I get around to asking one of our staff officers: Where's Dan? The man hesitated at first. Then he blurted out: Dan was killed. Dan Sapir, father of our battalion, fatherly, smily, unflappable Dan with the air of calm he exuded over everyone, had simply passed away. And nobody calls the soldiers and officers, nobody says a word? A night encampment after battle. Routine. Without Dan. Without the battalion commander. Everything's alright. We'll manage.
The sense of failure hadn't sunk in yet that evening. It was hard to grasp what we already knew: the attack had failed somehow and our battalion commander was dead. And only the day before yesterday as we rested in the shade of the El Arish palm trees our Dan had said: "The Egyptians have crossed the canal and set up a few bridge heads. We're forcing them back. By the time we reach the canal we may not even have to fight, it isn't clear yet." That morning too, when Dan led off the eighteen tanks remaining after the 200 kilometer drive on tracks, he still radiated confidence. "Our orders have changed. We attack from the west," he said, and soon we heard his voice over the transceiver reporting more and more hits to the Egyptian tanks high on the sand dune known by the heartbreaking name of  "Chamutal." We were sure he would wipe them out in no time.We shared the naive belief that all we had to do was press forward and the enemy would flee, leaving their shoes behind them. But in the evening when the defeated tanks returned to Chamutal, there was no one there to explain.
And not until about a week later were my eyes finally opened. It happened the first Friday of the war, in the sands, westward of the Tasa-Baluza road. We were standing around a transistor radio, a team of lethargic recons, trying to figure out what Golda Meir meant by "600 dead in battle so far." There was a guy there, Roni, brilliant as any combat intelligence officer, with a mind that worked faster than ours did. He explained that this war was different from the Six Day War. It would last longer, there would be more casualties, and it was anyone's guess who would end up as victor. Such was his simple analysis, based on a little more divisional information than we had, a more penetrating assessment of government statements and more vigilance in the field. 

My memories of Mother were elsewhere just then. A few days would pass before the administrative officer passed out army post cards and reminded us that we all have parents and girl friends who are eagerly awaiting our messages. We had no heroic stories to tell and we were forebidden to report our failures. What could we write? That we were alive at least.
When I returned to Mother's diaries in 1985, I wrote in one of my introductions that the Będzin ghetto uprising could have used some of "Zvi's tanks and my jeeps." At the time I'd thought the uprising would have succeeded if only the IDF had arrived there in time. Now, so many wars later, I can relate more easily to the terrible sense of failure that pervades the diary pages. I realize that the ghetto uprisings as Mother describes them in her diaries tell a story of a long drawn-out defeat. She who had been so committed to the idea of the uprising could not help but see that all attempts to carry it through had come to nothing: the ghetto was not set on fire, the Germans were not gunned down, the Judenrat was not defeated, and Jews continued to line up at collection points and board the cattle cars. Meanwhile her friends were dying one after the other, whether in traps set by the Germans, fighting with the Judenrat, or deportations to Auschwitz.
And maybe that's what made the diaries so problematic. The ghetto uprisings in Mother's writings are not epic stories of battle with the Germans but narratives of disappointment, human failure and betrayal, all leading to what she viewed as senseless death. This did not sit well with the ethos of the uprising and it was definitely inconsistent with how others later on would try to convey it to the youth of Israel.

Her awareness of failure also led to a revelation of its causes. Mother's diaries frankly portray the romantic, bungling, youthful sides of the underground fighters; young people in their twenties without any military training who embarked on a mission that was way beyond their capabilities. There was no real defense camaign in the ghetto, not only in Będzin, but in Częstochowa,  Kraków and Vilna (Wilno) too. Three days of battle in Warsaw and a day's fighting in Białystok- that was the sum total of combat in the ghettos. Betrayals, surprise attacks and defeats were the outcome of the undergrounds. The struggle of the Warsaw Ghetto brought on the death of the underground fighters and hastened the obliteration of other ghettos. 
But defeats could be verbally transformed into victories. After all, wasn't the aim of the struggle "three lines in history"? Many writers, whether witnesses or historians, painted such a picture. Mother also tried vis-à-vis the Warsaw Ghetto uprising, but when it came to the Będzin underground, she refused. The death of so many of her close friends who had never even entered the fray made her realize that the uprising was a failure. Her awareness of this set off a terrible conflict inside her: the actions of the underground, intended to create a myth for future generations seemed more to her like a succession of debacles and defeats. Words jotted in retrospect could not resolve the conflict. They only intensified it: the diaries swung like a pendulum between two extremes.
Chajka and David, Summer 1943

Everything happened so fast: the bitter end of the passport episode, Merin's deportation, the akcja of June 22nd. Time and again, Chajka, David and Zvi came to see that their fate was not in their hands. Possible rescue ended in fiasco while hopes of defense were dashed yet again. The population of Będzin was reduced by a third and the numbers of their friends dwindled steadily. Ten friends died in the underground before they could carry out their actual mission. On the outskirts of Sosnowiec and Będzin pictures of the suspects in the weapons heist appeared. Yaakov Rosenberg of Hanoar Hatzioni, apparently assumed to be the leader, was hurried away to the nearby Beskidy Mountains.
 In the courtyard of the Katowice prison gallows were set up and Harry Blumenfrucht was hung there.
 His friends considered him as a hero who had refused to betray the underground,
 but Chajka found no comfort in this: there had been no real resistance and the members' loot amounted to a couple of pistols, which, as Chajka points out caustically, were confiscated by Hanoar Hatzioni for their own use. The fact that their pictures were posted made her even suspect that Blumenfrucht had broken down under interrogation.
 It is no wonder that she summarized the period succinctly: "These two events broke our spirits: the deportation and emprisonment of the foreign residents."
 

In a postcard sent from Będzin to Switzerland on June 27th, five days after the deportation, David Kozlovsky reported that 4 comrades set off to visit Nathan (Eck)" but ended up in Auschwitz instead. With black humor he wrote: "They went out to convalesce with Darcha [passport] at Mavetia [death]". And added: "We too intend to visit her. There is a lot of work ahead in this regard. We must store a lot of food and clothes. And we are especially concerned with Hagana [defense], a special favorite of ours."

It was their despair in fact that impelled them to continue; the surviving Hashomer Hatzair members clung to each another. At that time some twenty veteran members were living together in a kind of kibbutz of their own.
 The need to form a kibbutz - sometimes called a plugah [company] -  was due in part to the arrival of some Hashomer Hatzair refugees from Żarki, among them Aharon Brandes, the brother of Zvi, his sister Pesia, Iyzik Najman and Zipora Szporn, the girl friend of Abrashka from Chajka's kibbutz. It is possible that at the time Chajka and David were living in the kibbutz of the Kamionka ghetto. There, as in thousands of other places in Poland, social cohesion, sticking desperately close to one another, became a kind of defense against the collapse of reality.
At this time, or maybe a little earlier, a significant event took place in the lives of Chajka and David: they were married. It was only by chance that news of this reached Zipora Szporn, who happened to turn up at the Klinger home. It seems that Perl Klinger's last wish was to live to see her daughters Chajka and Manya (Malka) married. The two couples went to the rabbi in secret, and he married them. Chajka and David said nothing about it to their friends in the movement. 
 There is also evidence that Leibel too wanted to see his daughters married. 

In her diaries Chajka avoided any mention of their marriage. It is possible however that this is what was she alluding to in the special note she later addressed to "My dear boyfriend."
 True to the socialist ideal of renouncing bourgeois terms  she chose the word "boyfriend" as a euphemism for marital commitment.
According to Zipora Sporn's testimony, Chajka felt closer to her family at this time. She invited Zipora to her sister Sarah's house to play with Sarah's little daughters. But did Chajka's relationship with her father also change? There is no specific evidence of this. In any case, she made sure that every member of her family found refuge in the bunker built by her friends, their hideaway in times of peril.
  Chajka also showed concern for her sister's family: despite the passport fiasco, she wrote another letter to Heini in Swizerland at the end of July asking him to hurry up with the arrangements for Heinrich Mglh (her brother-in-law's brother) and his family. Heini was surprised at this letter: after all, Chajka knew that the passports business had ended badly. Apparently she wished to protect her family in case of another deportation.

A short while after her wedding, Mania Klinger was sent to a labor camp. Chajka does not mention this fact in her diaries but presumably, she left of her own volition and Zipora Szporn's two sisters left with her. Their destination was Ludwigsdorf  in Germany.
  After the deportation in June, Chajka's attitude to labor camps had apparently changed. The youth movements now considered labour camps as a possible means of deliverance. Chana Wiernik, Benjamin Schlesinger and ten other members of Hashomer Hatzair who were inmates in a labor camp, were given definite orders by Chajka and David not to attempt an escape. 
 Chajka seems to have taken a similar approach in her orders to Mania: to try and survive in the labor camp. Mania was strong and healthy, it was reasonable to assume that she would survive. There is some later testimony about Manyi's actions in the women's camp where she organized a resistance group that planned to escape and join the partisans.

The Partisans 
Three weeks after the June akzcja and the loss of Idza and Irka, another blow landed on the Będzin underground - the loss of two teams that set off to join the partisans. This blow was even harder for Chajka – for heading one of the teams was her beloved David Kozlovsky.
In her diaries of 1943, Chajka continued her description of the events in the previous chapter:
At this time the news came from Częstochowa-
In Częstochowa, there had been an aktsia directed at our people - a bunker had been discovered. Mietek, Heniek, Rywka - all fallen. Some escaped to Koniepol, others vanished without a trace. 

In Częstochowa too there was no defense. They had been so well prepared. So many grenades. Bombs and "shorts" [pistols]- everything failed. Pain beyond all measure.

The news was brought by Marek Folman, one of the Dror leaders from Warsaw who survived the ghetto uprising. Folman was a well known figure in Będzin. Born in Poland in 1916 to a wealthy and educated family, he and his siblings were members of the Zionist socialist groups. He had been active in Freiheit since early youth and during the war he had been one of the liaisons for the Hechalutz center in Warsaw. His Aryan good-looks had helped him fill the role successfully.
 Staying in Będzin for long stretches of time, actually he became an active member of the Dror kibbutz. Among other things he taught there and coordinated Atid [Future], the children's kibbutz  established by Dror members in Będzin after the "Great Ponkat" 
.
The Warsaw ghetto uprising brought him back to his city where he took part in the battles. By the end of the uprising Mark Folman was among the fighters who escaped to the nearby forests and organized a partisan group named after Mordechai Anielewicz. He didn't stay with the partisans for long but returned to Warsaw and from there to Częstochowa where the youth movement had organized a resistance group.
 This ran counter to orders given by Zivia Lubetkin to Rivka Glantz. Zivia preferred to join the partisans at this stage, estimating that ther is no real chance to armed resistance in the ghettoes. Marek, who seemingly disagreed with her, joined the local underground group in Częstochowa, and very soon became its commander. On June 25, he reviewed the fighters. There were a few score of them under his command with pistols and grenades and even two rifles. The weapons were handed out and Marek gave the order of the day. He spoke of the bravery of the fighters in Warsaw and called upon them to fight to the last bullet.

But the Germans fooled them. By three o'clock in the afternoon it seemed the akcja had been canceled that day. The alert was called off. Weapons were returned to the cache. An hour later, the Germans attacked the ghetto. Those ghetto fighters who tried to escape to the bunker were trapped. Inside the bunker,  Mietek  Zilberberg, one of their commanders committed suicide. Another member who was there at the time managed to escape. The arms bunker fell into German hands. Only the group under Marek Folman's command managed to take cover in one of the houses. The next day they decided to leave their position and join the partisans in the neighboring forests. They set off. Six of the fighters stayed where they were under Rivka Glantz's command, defending themselves with two pistols and a single grenade until the last of them fell.
  Marek Folman himself did not stay on with the partisans. He crossed the border and arrived in Będzin.
Despite the bitter news about the ŻOB group  in Częstochowa, Marek Folman's presence inspired fresh hope. The Będzin underground members considered him as a member of their own movement, someone they knew, by now an experienced fighter who had fought in the Warsaw ghetto, in the forests, in Częstochowa. He was also seen as an emissary from the center in Warsaw. 
 He believed that it was possible to do something in Będzin; not by armed resistance, but by joining the partisans. Chajka wrote about this with reservations:
Mark arrived. He evoked thoughts of  partiszanka. We had a different perspective on partisans movement. By this phase of the war the partisans movement were of tremendous importance to the Soviets, and their value was on the rise - yet at the same time- with regard the annihilation of the Jews, when the Jewish settlement would cease to exist, now- when the Polish mainstream no longer considered us a separate section, it lost the fray. At this point it is of no histrical consequence,10, 20, 100 Jews fight with the Partisans, but it was the last act of the dying Jews that was important. Defense was more important to us than the partisans movement. Perhaps for the individual survivor following the  defense it would be a further means of waging the struggle. But Mark had influence over us. Especially as I said, with various groups looking for a flea to escape death in defense, and that's why they accepted his plan.
 
But there was something else about Marek Folman's idea. He had made contact, he said, with someone from the local PPR [the Polish workers' party], a Pole by the name of Socha, who introduced himself as a partisan officer.
 Nothing much was known about the man, but Marek Folman trusted him. Together with Zvi Brandes who took to the idea, he went to Socha's home on Modrzejowska Street. The man, like his house, made a good impression on them: he seemed to them a straightforward and reliable family man. Socha's demands were reasonable: those who went to the forests were to be armed with guns and be suitably dressed, and carry enough equipment for a long stay in the forests. Folman and Brandes settled with Socha how they would contact with the partisans and what their password would be.
 
They were jointly in charge of organizing the departure from the city, Fredka of Hanoar Hatzioni member remembered how Zvi and Marek arrived one day and suggested that they join their forest mission.
 Chajka wrote:
He [Mark Folman] had dealt with the representative of the PPR. People were happy that the desired contact had at last been found. And we did have an underground [PPR in Zagłębie] so I didn't ask who or what either. I only knew he was from Marek's group.

When Marek and Zvi returned from Socha's, the eager young people got ready to join the partisans: "Hastily they fixed themselves up with breeches, our Alter brought a few pairs of boots every day. Others stole. They made short coats."
 The youth movements collected donations for the purchase of essential equipment, and for the first time in the history of Zagłębie, the Judenrat gave also its share. Youth group representatives were sent to Smietana, who replaced Marin as head of the central Judenrat. Smeitana , a veteran of the Hanoar hatzioni had close contacts with others in the youth movements and he his support to the partisans plan.

Thus the first group of ten included members of Hashomer Hatzair, Dror and Gordonia. David Kozlvski nominated as commander. Women, it was decided, would not go out with the first group. But "Oh, what joy" recalled Chajka, "when we were told that women would be able to go out with the second group. And there were arguments about who would go."
 The list of names in the first group was fateful for Chajka:
David left as the commander of the first group. I wanted to go with him and share his fate- they wouldn't let me. Maybe I'll be sent as an emissary though I may be too weak now to go. 
 But David had to arrange with the men to let a few of the women go with them.

   I didn't want to be petty and say: "Either we all go together or no one goes." The other women in the kibbutz said so - but I didn't. He left. I knew I would never see him again.

The eve of their departure for the forest was recalled by Shmuel Ron as a "farewell party which despite the seriousness of the occasion included humor and a bit of playing soldier." The fighters were given slices of cheesecake as a token of their mission's importance. When Shmuel Ron shook David's hand in parting, David asked for his trousers so he would look like a soldier: "I want to die in trousers like these," he said. Shmuel agreed and they traded pants. 
 Chajka observed them:

Boys, all of them- muscular, young and strong, among our best. Equipped with high boots, riding breeches, pullovers, leggings, side packs. The nest is full. We part in silence, a firm handshake, a powerful kiss . Farwell, brothers, beaming eyes. Groomsmen off to a wedding. David's years dropped away, and it's hard to take my eyes off him. "The red commander."
 Now his dreams have come true. He has never had so much equipment – made of the finest cloth and leather. […] Officer's boots, gazing at them with laughing eyes: when he was a boy his heart's desire was to own a pair of boots.

For David this really was a dream come true. At one time he had written an article addressed to a member of the Red Army: "My brother, I am with you, I want to reach out to you, take my hand!" And now, Chajka continued,

He went out to them. He was the commander of the first group to join the partisans in the forest. His joie de vivre was on the wane, while hatred grew, a vast hatred. He wanted to be a GPU [?] man, a Dzerzhinski… asked to go wild, to thrash and murder and avenge our great disgrace, our bitter fate, the revenge he so craved for Jewish children.
One day he forgot everything, his father, his mother, his sister, the child he loved with all his heart, the brother he idolized.  

He didn't shed a tear, he hardened all over.

In describing their parting the night he left, Chajka stood back to some extent and spoke of herself in the third person, inadvertently turning into the myth she herself had woven after the fact:
They had been together for many years. They were never seen apart. They were as one - rarely do people complement each other the way they did, so wonderously matched they were.
Friends, companions, lovers.

"Do you remember Didko," she would say, "How we wandered while the bombs exploded all around us and you covered me with your body so I wouldn't be hurt, and I kicked you-"

"And do you remember, Chai, how you protected me from that murderer with the knife-" When she was gravely ill he had carried her in his arms, he didn't want a life without her.

The night he was due to go to the forest without her, they both cried for a long time. But he didn't say he wouldn't go without her and she didn't say:"Stay!" They were determined to fulfill what they had dreamed throughout those long years.

[…] And finally they go. We watch them, happily, shyly envious. "When will I go?" we wonder. "Will I too get a chance? Before I'm deported?" 

A few days went by and Socha returned to Będzin. Because he had not been given an address, Marcus Pohorila and Mark Folman went to his house. Socha gave them an encouraging report. The comrades had arrived safely at their destination and were received with open arms by the partisans. "Only they were so enthusiastic they forgot to send a message."
 The date was a little before July 25th, since this is the date that appears on a letter sent to Geneva in which Zvi and Chajka wrote "Didya [David Kozlovsky] and his friends have gone to Mr. Yaarski [Yaar- forest]."

A second group was organized. There were enough arms for only ten members so the group could not exceed this number. This time two women were included. Once again, the joy of setting off and the sadness of parting-

Our Hila
 looked like a vibrant young Konsomol- a soldier
: they lefy in a state of elation, and we were so happy- we were all getting ready for the next groups.

In the second group, Izik Neuman from Hashomer Hastzair in Żarki was included. Izik had been living in Będzin for several months as a refugee. Having joined the Hashomer Hatzair kibbutz he was also a member of the underground. Izik recalled how Zvi Brandes approached him one day with the news that he had been chosen to go with the next group. What determined his selection, Brandes explained, was the fact that he didn't have a large family in the city and thus hardly anyone would suffer if he were caught. Before they set off, Izik told Zvi that there was someone he needed to say goodbye to first. Zvi had no objections. Izik went to see his uncle, wearing his good clothes for the forest. His uncle took one look at him and asked nothing. He understood.

In time Izik recounted:" We passed through the ghetto on our way. It was a hot day and as soon as we saw the first trees our spirits soared. We took out our weapons. At last our hopes were realized. We were going off to fight the Nazi foe. We felt like free men. The villagers who knew where we were headed greeted us with open joy. After a 5-6 hour treck we sat down to rest. The Pole went off to bring water, he said, and then returned. An hour later he said, "We're coming to the border. I'll go check…" He left and never came back. Suddenly there was gunfire from every direction. In a matter of seconds everyone lay dead. I too fell but I wasn't hit. I lay motionless. The Germans walked past us. One of them lifted my legs and shouted 'Kaput!' As soon as they were out of sight I got up and started running in the forest, chased by their bullets. I don't know where I got the strength to run so fast. I managed to dodge the bullets…"

Izik fled across the Pilica River, arrived at the train tracks and followed them until he reached a small village. It was early dawn and the farmers were up early, feeding their animals. Outside the village a door opened to him. Izik introduced himself as a Pole and asked for food. The farmer served him potatoes. In return for his good clothes and wrist watch Izik bought some ragged clothes and a train ticket. He traveled back to Będzin. On the way he heard some Poles talking about shots they heard during the night. They guessed that Russian partisans had landed in the area. With bitterness he recalled the words of Chajka and Zvi:"We will die and they'll take credit for our blood."

Late at night Izik managed to sneak into the ghetto. He headed for the kibbutz. Everyone was asleep. The moment he walked in, they all jumped out of bed. Screams and wailing ensued. People fainted. Izik himself fainted. When he regained consciousness he saw friends lying on the floor and others pouring water over them.
 Zipporah Spohrn remembered Izik looking as though he had come back from the dead. His face was ashen white, he could barely walk. She led him to her room and looked after him. Later on he would say:"You saved my life."
 But for Chajka, Izik's return had only one significance: David was dead. Stunned with grief she remembered:

"But the second group drove me completely insane. I asked, is there a password? There is, they answered, but then I learned that it was garbled or else nonexistent."

Was she responsible for the password? According to Chanah Wirnick who wasn't in the ghetto at the time, Chajka was the one who was supposed to obtain the password.
 But there is little testimony to this effect. The main responsibility fell to Zvi and Mark. Zvi wanted to commit suicide. He justified it: "Mark had mesmerized him – he had boundless faith in that one…"
 Socha, as it turned out, had been nothing but a traitor and a Gestapo collaborator, and Zvi could not forgive himself:

"I sent them to their deaths, I killed them and I killed him too, David, my dearest friend…I don't want to live anymore…"


He was told:"We need you. We can't do anything without you here, you have to stay…". Finally I persuaded him."You should know," he told me,"that if I had thought for one moment that I would make it, I would have destroyed myself. But I was sure I would die."

He spoke with such conviction I was alarmed. It was like a headlong rush to death. An eerie fate: Our friends who had spoken so often of death had all fallen…"

Romantic death had finally come. In death, David had joined his friends in the Warsaw ghetto, the heroes of Flames and Human Life [p. 305?]. Zvi wanted to go his own way but he wanted to die right. The compulsion to commit suicide was characteristic of the Jewish fighters not only in Będzin but in Warsaw, Białystok and Częstochowa too. It arose in response to the crisis or as the final act in the war against the Nazis.
 Their futile struggle bore the seal of collective suicide. Surprisingly, it was Chajka, the most romantic of them all, who refused to submit to a meaningess death and persuaded Zvi to go on living.
In her own distinctive way, she elaborated a myth about David's death as well,. Perhaps imagining it in words and color brought her some relief, as though she had been with him in his last moments. Then too, her myth of heroism counterpointed the absurdity of existence and its ending.

There were ten of them.

[…] They, the fortunate ones, leave the city, tear off the yellow star, heave a sigh of relief. At first their pace is restless and their hearts pound. They are nervous. Then their stride grows bolder, more daring. 

They enter the forest, their heart swells with happiness, with excitement. It want to burst through their chests.

At last we are free, we can raise our heads! They feel like singing but it is not allowed, their leader forbids it. That is David, first in line with the guide. David is speaking to him about the Germans, about the partisans, about the new life that has begun. The stranger earns his trust and he continues to talk to him. The stranger asks him for his gun, but David refuses: Oh no, I'll never let go of that."

They continue walking, chatting calmly together as they enter the forest. The guide has to leave. "Sit down," he says, "We'll eat here and I'll go fetch some water."

They sat down. looked at each other with shining eyes, spinning their dreams for the future. One of them imagines capturing the first German, the second says: Let's go to it - but discipline requires…the third one -
And suddenly they hear a loud voices, commotion. They try to jump up. Shots are fired. Machine guns. Grenades. Armed Germans in cars, a few score of them surround them with a chain. They lurch but too late. One, two, three lie strewn on the ground. Only David manages to pull the pin on his grenade and release it. He didn't know what happened next. Just then he grabbed his chest. Maybe he had time to think "Goodbye, Chaj" - as he let his soul go forth. It's a good thing death came instantly, no suffering, no chance to reflect. It's a good thing they didn't realize their guide was a Gestapo collaborator, It's a good thing they didn't know they'd fallen into enemy hands because of their leader's inexperience and naive trust and didn't have time to curse it.

And maybe her tragedy was that even as she was creating a myth she couldn't help facing the bitter truth. Time and again she was forced to pay the price of the underground game, and the price went up and up. She couldn't forgive Mark. A death sentence was issued for Socha, but it was not carried out until after the war.
 Mark Folman, eaten with guilt, left Będzin two days after Izik Neuman's return. He tried to cross the border, was caught and he too was shot.
 In despair Chajka also did her reckoning with the the dead Mark:
I don't mean that falling into a trap that way when he left was retribution. No. He didn't intend for the men to die. But how could a responsible member of the Histadrut be so naïve, it's shameful even to speak of it-

I harbor a burning resentment towards him. Even today I can't forgive him for it.

Someone in the throes anger should not be judged. Folman was a hero in his way. In daring and enterprising spirit he was not unlike Anielewicz.  Anielewicz might have made the same mistake under similar conditions. After all, the Warsaw groups that went off to join the partisans were also captured. From now on Chajka had to deal not only with the blow to the organization as a whole but with her own personal calamity. She saw herself and David as a single entity. She had lost her other half.

Our Hope of Meeting the Homeland Will Not Be Fulfilled

In the days that followed Chajka plunged into depression. The cruel fate of thse who went off to the forest had torn her beloved away and with him the dream of defense. It seemed now that there was nothing more to do.

Nu, and now we were really shattered. The moment we decided to send our best forces to the forest, the workshop was closed, because we were afraid there would be a search since Harry [Blumenfrucht] had been caught, and we were not sure how much information he divulged. For days on end we stayed in the bunker. We'd lost our best men and most of our weapons which they had taken. Who was left to initiate our actions now.
It was so painful. We had sacrificed so much, people of such immense value had fallen and we were afraid to take more risks without defense. Twenty such men, nearly all of them captains of five, might have turned into who knows what sort of force. Our sound foundation, the core of our movement was no more.

Was this the moment of truth? Hashomer Hatzair had undoubtedly suffered more than other movements that sent members to join the partisans. Not that they suffered more in terms of caualties, but it was David who had been lost, he of the triumvirate of leaders. The bonds of friendship among the three of them and the parental support they lent to the ken affected the entire group. David's death shattered Zvi as well as Chajka. His name had been added to the list: Idjze, Irka and Leah Pachsohn, Natia Klugman and Hila Katzengold. Other than Rachel Rozenker, Ada Neufeld, and Chajka there were no survivors among the founders of the flourishing Będzin ken. Moreover, in Sosnowiec the greatly beloved Kalman Tenzern was dead, and Lipak Mintz and Zvi Dunski had been executed. In Warsaw Yosef Kaplan, Shmuel Breslav, Mordechai Anielewicz, Tussia Altman, Zvi Dunski and Arieh Vilner had fallen. Chajka and Zvi had known and loved them all, had dreamed of fighting side by side with them. Now they were bereft.
It is hard to gauge whether Chajka and Zvi made operative decisions as they hid in the bunker. Judging from their behavior, they had given up any specific plans for a defense initiative during the coming Aktsia. They resolved instead to defend themselves using guns and grenades from the bunkers if they were discovered. In a passage that hints at this Chajka wrote: "Those remaining knew they wouldn't be taken alive to deportation."

The same decision was apparently reached by the other movements as well: the general mood in Dror was not much better after the deportation that took away some of its strongest members. Yet the leaders of Dror survived: Frumkeh Plotnitzka, Baruch Gaptek, and Hershel Springer escaped the June deportation train and returned to Będzin.

Renia remembered the arrival of a note in Hershel's handwriting, asking to be reached at his hiding place in one of the workshops. Escorted by a Jewish policeman, they  found him there under a pile of merchandise. "His face was scratched and bruised, his clothes torn, his legs covered with sores. He laughed softly, nestled against us and held us close with real fatherly emotion. Tears ran down his cheeks, tears of happiness that he had come back to us. 

He told them that when he tried to break the floor of the cattle car the Jews called out: "Are you insane, what are you trying to do? You'll bring disaster on us all and we'll be killed because of you." Hershel kept at it. Two of his friends from Dror wanted to commit suicide but he stopped them and told them to jump off the train after him. When everyone's attention was distracted he escaped through the window. The Germans fired at him but missed.  Strewn along the railroad tracks he saw bodies, hit by bullets apparently. Hershel propelled his legs in the direction a woman working in the field. She took care of him, but would not let him stay in her house for fear of the neighbors. Slowly he made his way back to Będzin and found a place to hide with the help of the Jewish police.

It was at this time that the long-awaited contact with Palestine was finally made. On July 17, another courier from the Kushta rescue mission arrived in Będzin. There is no mention of this event in Chajka's diary and it is possible that she was unaware of it. The emissary was apparently Jerzy Weiniger who had failed in his attempt to reach Będzin two months earlier. He brought many letters with him and a large sum of money: 50,000 marks.

On his return to Kushta Jerzy took brought a letter written in German by Frumkeh Plotnitskah and signed by the leaders of the underground youth movements: Hershel Springer (Dror), Juzek Korzuch (Zionist Youth), Shlomo Lerner (Gordonia) and Zvi Brandes (Hashomer Hatzair). This letter, a crucial document in Holocaust historiography, was filled with despair and longing:"After so long a wait, we were fearsomely happy to receive only today the courier with your letter. To our great sorrow though, the courier was a little late in arriving. For years we dreamed of having a chance to tell you about our lives and our war."

Followng this came a detailed account of the annihilation of Polish Jewry with a list of the communities that had been destroyed, the numbers of Jews killed, the names of the death camps and its methods. "In the 'general government' region, no Jewish communities exist any more outside of three forced labor camps…" they reported dryly. As for the activities of the youth movements, the Będzin members told about the Warsaw uprising and its outcome, carefully naming the fallen: No one left from the Yaari family. Toussia, Chancheh, Leah Perlstein, Yosef Kaplan, Mordechai Anielewicz and hundreds of others of those closest to us are no longer alive."

About themselves they spoke very little. They reported the failure of the passports rescue operatin and about their dwindling numbers: membership in all the youth movements combined had dwindled to a few hundred. They were seeking a way into Hungary, they added, and asked the mission for all possible help in this. There was no mention of armed resistance. They closed with the words:" Do everything you can. It is doubtful that you will be able to help us in time because we are facing our last days… our hopes of meeting the homeland will not be fulfilled, to our greatest sorrow. Send our regards to Babitt Tabin (Tabenkin), Eliezer (Gravitsky), Bendersky (Bendori) Yaari, Kolodni, Goldstein, Pinchas (Lubianker-Lavon) and all our kindred."

Lior, who knew about the letter, said a decision was made to use the funds from Kushta to organize defense. This decision was willingly accepted by the movement representatives.
 At the time, Hankeh Bornstein, a member of his movement, reported to Switzerland: Defense is weak but we are not to blame."
 The underground members were determined to die armed but they no longer believed in the possibility of real defense for the ghetto.

Chajka says nothing about the courier in her diary  A letter sent from Będzin to Switzerland one week later, on July 25, 1943 signed "Zvi" but written in Chajka's round hand testifies that she knew about it:
We received regards from Mendel [Menachem Bader] but to our sorrow it arrived too late. All the same we were glad that he didn't forget us or our family. I wrote him a few lines today and passed on our approval and regards. Please thank him for me and my family.

I am about to be married…to Kilyonsky [kilyon- extermination in Hebrew] We will honor the occasion with our presence. I believe our entire family will very soon move in with Mr. Mavetsky [mavet- death].

Last Rescue Attempts

Despite this sense of doom, the request for help in finding a way into Hungary shows they were also looking for a means of escape. The Zionist Youth movement sought new ways of escape from the already condemned ghetto through Slovakia. They began sending contingents of women off to Germany disguised as Polish workers.
 The members of these movement had organized few if any bunkers. The single bunker that had been built by the Zionist Youth movement was not big enough to hold all the members.

In Hashomer Hatzair, Dror and Gordonia, all the active members were organized in bunkers. These movements did not believe in rescue but tried to keep a few members alive as witnesses. Their sense of mission now took new forms. Chajka wrote:

They wanted to save a group of people, for a mission, that is. This person and another were to go to the Aryan side in Warsaw. Ina [Galbred] came with the news that there was room for me in the bunker. I didn't want to go. So long as I had anyone left here – I refused to go. I wouldn't sit idly by there in distress.  No one from the "Aktiva" would leave. No one was in a hurry and no one had time."

As far as we know, the courier from Kushta asked Frumkeh Plotnizka to go with him but she too declined. Like Chajka she rejected the idea of returning to Warsaw and hiding on the Aryan side. Later on, Chajka would imagine Frumkeh's last hours:

They tell her "Shut up. You could have stayed on the Aryan side. Your death here was meaningless. It was your duty to stay alive because who could better tell our story? Did you want us to perish with no remembrance?

When she wrote about Frumkeh she was writing about herself as well. Time after time Chajka had been condemned to life by her friends but she refused to accept the verdict. Here she defied the decree of the movement.

Nevertheless,  Zvia's plan to save a few Będzin members was apparently accepted. In late July, Ina Galbred and Renia Kokilka set off again on the road to Warsaw. For Ina this would be her last trip to Warsaw: at the "general government" border she attracted the attention of a Nazi woman prison guard and was held for questioning.
  Renia continued on her own. She arrived in Warsaw, stayed there for a few days and headed back to Będzin on August 1st carrying twenty-two counterfeit border passes and identification papers. As she quickly realized, she was too late.

In parallel, the possibility of sending a contingent through Hungary was also tried. The orders likely came from Kushta and the contingent was financed from there. A German railway worker they found agreed to let four of the men cross into Hungary in exchange for 20,000 marks.  As captain of the team, Baruch Gaptak from Dror was chosen and he was joined by Shmuel Rosenzweig of the Aryan group from Hashomer Hatzair, Dov from Gordinia, and a member of the Religious Shomer. Shmuel recalled that at the farewell party for the group,  Zvi Brandes pulled him aside and made him swear  to return with weapons: "Zvi felt hopeless and disappointed.  He no longer believed in the conscience of the world or in any real help from the Jews of the world."

The four of them apparently set off on July 31, supplied with the false documents of Polish workers. Everything went smoothly all the way to the Auschwitz station but there the German railway worker disappeared, The four men, fearing a trap, decided to turn back. They separated into pairs. Gaptek and the religious Shomer man left the station area while Shmuel and Dov hid in the sewer pipes for the night. In the morning they headed back to Będzin. As they approached it, they saw Nazi policemen surrounding the farm. They understood that an Aktsia was underway and hurried out of there.
 Baruch Gaptek managed to escape between watches of the guards and return to his friends. If he was going to die, he wanted to die with them. Chajka summarized the episode succinctly:

Then came the Hungary affair which cost us a lot of money - ten thousand a person. It too turned out to be a disappointment. That is how we met with the events earlier described.
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