
Chapter 11: Liberation  

 

“Are you scared,” I asked Gidon. “Tell me the truth.”  

It was another uptick in the conflict in Israel and we had been told that the air 

raid sirens might go off, warning us to take cover from incoming rockets. Though I 

had lived in Israel for more than half a decade, I still couldn’t assimilate the 

visceral fear and attendant despair of the conflict between the Israelis and the 

Palestinians. Sirens signified an attack and an attack would signify a retaliation and 

lives would be lost. Yet again.  

 “Well, I’ve heard these a lot,” said Gidon with a chuckle. Yes, well, after 

sixty years in Israel, I should think so, I said under my breath.  

“No,” he said. “I mean when the Allies were bombing Germany.”  

I had to hit my mental refresh button: Dresden was only 60 miles north of 

Terezin, and Prague, 45 minutes to the south. It added up that Gidon must have 

heard and seen many low-flying squadrons of bombers crisscrossing the sky on a 

regular basis.  

 

Gidon “In the early spring of 1945, we saw and heard, up high in the sky, huge 

formations of American war planes flying towards Germany to bomb the hell out of them 

for weeks. We would shout with joy and satisfaction until some German guard would yell 

and then shoot at us. We didn’t really know, for sure but we felt that this war, and our 

suffering were coming to an end. We had little proof, without phones, radios or 



newspapers, but our senses told us that the end was finally coming. Some of us noticed 

that there were fewer and fewer guards watching over us and there seemed to be a 

constant exit of fully-loaded German trucks leaving the camp, not only with household 

goods, but with the German families themselves.  

I’m not sure how far the sound of the Boeing B-17 “Flying Fortress” bombers 

carried as they flew in squadrons and dropped their bombs from the sky a little 

over 3 miles overhead. According to the USAF, the Allies dropped over 238,000 

tons of bomb over Berlin, Hamburg, Munich, Cologne, Leipzig, Essen, and, 

famously, Dresden, which was completely destroyed in February of 1945. 

Dresden, in particular, became the subject of the inadequacy of the Hague 

Conventions, which had not been updated before the aerial bombardments of the 

Second World War. To Gidon and the survivors of other concentration camps, 

these bombers and others must have sounded like the roar of a vengeful and 

victorious god. They could not have known the toll on civilians but then, living in a 

flattened, Dali-esque nightmare netherworld themselves, this knowledge would 

come much later and become yet another fragment of the shattered pieces of the 

world as they knew it.  

What Gidon could not have known was that both the Allies and the Russians 

were closing in on the Nazis in late 1944 and early1945. There was a flurry of 

activity as the Nazis rushed to destroy evidence of their atrocities and redeploy 

soldiers toward the threats from both directions.  The wheels were flying off the 



Nazi machine. Maps were being redrawn again, in real time. The Russians were 

coming.  

Gidon “We also heard rumors that there was a Czech uprising in Prague and that the 

Germans were setting the city ablaze. It was also at this time that almost daily transports 

arrived from the eastern camps, such as Dachau, Buchenwald, Treblinka and others, with 

totally emaciated, hungry, sick, half dead people whom the Germans had evacuated as the 

Allies and the Red Army advanced. When we saw some of these pour souls (they were 

housed separately for fear of a typhoid epidemic) it was painful. I was afraid to get close 

enough to ask if any of them had seen my father.  

One day in May, in the afternoon, as I was laying on my cot. Suddenly I heard very loud 

shouting coming from the outside. I jumped to the window to see what was happening. 

My mother shouted at me to get away from there. I saw other people from the buildings 

around us doing the same. Some were shouting, “The Americans are here.” Others were 

shouting, “No, it’s the Russians! The Russians have come to free us!” And yes; it was the 

Red Army!  

We ran to the barbed wire fence; several tried to bring it down. I saw the first  Russian 

tank and another behind it, where two officers stood saluting us. I was overwhelmed with 

excitement. I didn’t know what to do with myself. Finally, we were free.  
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