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Ladies and gentlemen,
I was approached and asked to give a speech on the occasion of the Holocaust Remembrance Day. I have to say that all of my life I tried to avoid talking about my childhood experience. Such talking has always distressed me. At the same time, I have always admired those, who were able to gather the strength to talk about their terrible life experience.
My story is no different from the stories of thousands of other people who suffered. Majority of those people did not survive the atrocities, though. In my case, there were several serendipities that lead to my surviving.
I was born in Feledince, today’s Jesenske, near to a town of Rimavska Sobota to a family of a county doctor. My grandfather was a local veterinarian. In our family we spoke Hungarian, but my great grandmother only spoke Slovak and German. Even though we were a Jewish family, it was only our great grandma who kept kosher kitchen. But that being said, we kept Jewish traditions. 
In WWI, my father was captured by Russians. It had not been until after WWI when he studied medicine in Prague. During the course of his studies, the doctors diagnosed him with diabetes and my father was one of the first patients to be subject to insulin trials. His life was dependent on that new medicine.
My childhood was beautiful. I was the only child. In fact, I was an only child in our wide family. When I was four, I had a German caretaker. My parents wanted me to learn German. Slovak language learning came with my school age, because my parents placed me into a Slovak state school. Hungarian schools were mostly church schools.
Sometime between 1935 and 1936 my grandfather started to contemplate the idea of moving the whole of our family to New Zealand. My father did not support this idea, so we stayed. Once the southern Slovakia was annexed to Hungary, I started to attend Hungarian school. As a Jewish doctor, my father immediately had to retire. In 1942, at the time when there was an epidemy of typhoid fever in Volovec, Transcarpathia, and the military doctor died, my father was sent to replace him. He never returned to our family in Slovakia – as we were told by witnesses, he was sent to Auschwitz from there.
Later on, we got an order that the whole family living at the grandfather’s in Feledince, had to go to the concentration camp. Our sixty-three-year-old grandfather, hoping he would save his life, applied to be sent as a vet to a Hungarian labor camp. There, most likely, he passed away. He wrote a diary in that camp, which preserved.
In the concentration camp where we were transported, my mother suffered a nervous breakdown and was taken to Miskolc psychiatric ward. When WWII ended, I learned that all Jewish patients of that ward ended up in Auschwitz gas chambers.
Me, my aunt with her five-year-old son, grandma and grandpa’s sister were put on the cattle wagons and transported to the ramp of Auschwitz-Birkenau where we arrived two days later. I carried a haversack where I had some things for my small cousin, but when the SS commanders shouted at us to throw away all our luggage, I threw it away. My auntie told me that haversack was not luggage, so I tried to pick it up again, but I was not allowed to. This move made me stay one step behind the family at the point where SS commander was selecting the people. My aunt, her child, grandma and grandpa’s sister were all sent to one side while I was sent to the other. This meant that I was the only one who survived.
I was 15 at that time. I was very lucky, because I stayed with two older ladies from my village who looked after me in those horrible conditions of the concentration camp. The atrocities from Auschwitz have already been described many times. We experienced all those roll calls, that horrible fear whether we were taking a real shower, we experienced the cold and starvation.
We left Auschwitz on 1 August 1944 for Porici u Trutnova. My name on the list of 594 Jewish prisoners was Eva Singer, born on 17 May 1924, and my number was 485. My real birth year was 1929. The list was probably written by other female prisoners who composed it in a way that it did not have written any names of prisoners who were younger than 18.
From Porici concentration camp we walked every day, early in the morning, without proper shoes or clothing, two kilometers to the AEG factory in Trutnov. I was sent to a storage along with twelve other prisoners. From 6am to 6pm we were guarded by an old German storekeeper. We were sorting out wires and sheet metal. We were starving. Sometimes we were lucky to get to some leftover peels of potatoes or vegetables from factory kitchen and the storekeeper disregarded our cooking of those leftovers in a small can on the little stove situated in the warehouse.
Sometime in April they stopped taking us to the factory. Instead of the SS commanders we were guarded by the Wehrmacht soldiers who took us to dig trenches. One morning we found out we were not guarded by anyone. A sudden panic broke. The prisoners forced open the door from the warehouse in search for bread. We only got to some sugar, margarine and flour.
Suddenly, Russian soldiers arrived at the camp. They claimed that others were to come and bring field kitchen. My elder friends decided to leave.
We boarded a cargo train in Porici. We travelled for several days using all sort of trains until we got to Budapest. There, on 20 May 1945, I got my first post-war identification card and I learned I was a Czechoslovak citizen and could return back to Slovakia.
At home I did not meet anyone. I decided to leave for Bratislava with an idea to study at some school. In the meanwhile, two of my mother’s cousins got to know that I survived and found me in Bratislava. I went to Prague with them and there were some distant relatives of my grandfather who started to take care of me. Our family had very close relations before the WWII. The family remembered me as a six-year-old girl. In this adoptive family, which was taking care of their own children, I learned Czech. I wanted to work in the healthcare, but I had no qualification for that. I then enrolled to a two-year medical boarding school run by Vinohrady hospital. I worked in that hospital as a nurse for the rest of my working career. 
I got married and gave birth to a daughter – so, I had a new family then. I had to deal with another heavy blow – I became a widow while still relatively young. My daughter and me ended up being alone. In 1968, we suffered again, it was during the Russian occupation when our house, located near the Czechoslovak Radio building, went on fire due to the explosion of ammunition. I worked at the severe burns ward in Vinohrady hospital and was a witness of the death of Jan Palach, who was taken to our hospital and died there.
The last ten years of my career I worked at the oncology ward, which was a very stressful job, too. As soon as I could, I retired and started to babysit my grandchildren so that my daughter could return to work.
My three grandchildren studied at the Faculty of Arts of the Charles University in Prague and all of them successfully completed their studies as PhD graduates. They started their own families, so I currently have seven great grandchildren.
All of my life I did my best to help my family and others. The feeling of being helpful to others brought me a great satisfaction. Nowadays, being weaker, I mostly observe and give a bit of advice to my family members. I can say that I have been living a happy life in my old age.
Thank you for your attention.
