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Lviv was founded by the king of Rus – Daniel Halicki around 1250 and named after

his son Lion. In the years 1349–1370 was  a part of the Kingdom of Poland, 1370–

1387, part of the Kingdom of Hungary, from 1387 to 1772 again part of the Kingdom

of Poland, from 1772-1918 part of Austrian Monarchy, from 1918 to 1939 part of

Second Republic of Poland. Pre-war Lviv was one of the most beautiful cities in

Poland and the third largest in terms of population. In the interwar period it was

the capital of the Lviv province, and its population was estimated at about 350,000.

HISTORIA

Panorama of Lviv, 1616.
Source: https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Lwow_1.jpg



The first mention of Jewish settlement in Lviv comes from the end of XIV

century. The Jewish Community in Lviv was one of the oldest and most

important in Polish-Jewish history. In the last census before World War

II more than 24 000 out of about 100 000 Jews in Lviv declared Polish as

their native language. It was the largest assimilated group in the

country.

Panorama of Lviv
Source: http://grafik.rp.pl/g4a/913622,477579,9.jpg



The outbreak of war on September 1, 1939, marked the

beginning of an irreversible demographic change. The Soviet

and German occupation and the post-war change of Poland's

borders caused that Lviv lost an estimated 80% of its

inhabitants.

Lviv Market, 1938
Source: Biblioteka Narodowa



Scheindl-Charlotte Kohn recalls Lviv from her childhood

before the outbreak of World War II:

"I remember that, first of all, the Ruska street was a

busystreet then, much more than now. The tramway was

going there. Then, on Boimów street were many

synagogues, small synagogues. And many Jews were living

there. At Boimów therewas also the Goldene Rose.[1] I

don’t remember especially the Goldene Rose, but I

remember all the synagogues. Now, I still remember

Rynek 6, which was very close to our apartment, and there

were some market days. I remember the people of Ukraine

and Poles, from countryside, coming to sell their food,

their vegetables and everything, on this market place. I

remember, my father had a shop, not far away, on Serbska

street 7. […] He was selling china, dishes, glass. My mother

worked with my father, but there were very difficult times.

I remember that there were difficult times, and it was not

enough. So she opened another shop with a friend on

Gródecka street 9, and there was a dairy, not a restaurant,

but like a small palace where you could buy some

sandwiches. […] I only remember the synagogues, and on

our street, there was a small grocery shop, a very small

one. There was a place, where the mangle, they were

pressing, you know, there was a time, when you had to

press the sheet, and you had to press them in a big

machine, we called it magiel, mangle. There was one like

this. And I remember that there was a lady, a very small

lady, she had a shop, and she gave me some candies".

 

[1] On Boimów Street (now Starojewrejska Street), the Great City

Synagogue and Bet Midrash were located. The Golden Rose

Synagogue was located on Blacharska Street (now Fedorowa Street).



WORLD WAR I I

Lviv between September 1939 – June 1941 was on territory occupied

by USRR. At the end of June 1941, the Germans entered the city. In

August 1941, the District of Galicia, the fifth district of the General

Government, was created with Lviv as district's capital.  The

Governor-General Hans Frank supervised civil administration from

Krakow.

Battle of Lwów
Source: https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Artyleria_plot_Lwowa.jpg



1940-1941

1940-1941 – deportation

of Polish citizens deep

into the Soviet Union.

The victims of the

deportations were mainly

Polish and Jewish

intelligentsia circles

together with their

families.



1941

June/July, July 1941 – Germans

inspired pogroms, a few

thousand Jews were murdered



1942

March 1942 – approximately 15 000

Jews were deported to the Nazi

German extermination camp in

Bełżec

 

June 1942 – a few thousand Jews

were shot on the spot

 

August 1942 – approximately

40 000 Jews were deported to the

Nazi German extermination camp

in Bełżec

 

November 1942 – approximately

10 000 Jews were deported to the

Nazi German extermination camp

in Bełżec and a few thousand to

Janowska concentration camp



1943

January 1943 – between 2, 000

and 5, 000 Jews were deported to

the Nazi German extermination

camp in Sobibór

 

June 1943 - the final liquidation

of the ghetto in Lwów



Dov Weissberga recalls the moment when the Germans started liquidating the ghetto:

"The Action started on August 10, 1942 and lasted two weeks. On the first day, my maternal

grandparents Frieda and Salem Klinger, my aunt Erna (Jozek’s wife) and their one year old

son Emil were taken to the gas chambers in the Belzec extermination camp, 70 km away

from Lwow. They never returned. The Gestapo and the SS entered our home in the ghetto

at 11 Wagowa Street. They wanted to take the children - my brother Marian and me - with

them. Terrible fear overtook my mother. She knew that they were taking us to our deaths.

She asked, first politely, then with agitation, to leave us at home. When they rudely

refused, she became hysterical, and tried  to block the door with her own body. A shouting

argument developed between her and the commanding officer. Eventually she fell to her

knees, grasped the officer by his boots and begged him to leave her at least one of her

children. While struggling to free his legs, the officer turned around, gave a short order to

his subordinates, and they all left, leaving us behind.  This episode was exceptional to an

extreme degree, in striking contrast to the reality of the Action. Was the officer impressed

by my mother’s clean and aesthetic appearance? By her pure and rich German? Or did she

awaken some humane feelings in him? We were saved by a miracle. To stay at home  would

be suicidal. They would surely come again and the miracle would not be repeated.

Dov Weissberg (sitting in the middle) with his parents and younger brother



We had to leave, to go somewhere, anywhere, as

long as it was out of the ghetto.  Later on during

the day, when the Action abated and the Nazis

left the ghetto, we went to hide in “Textilia”, the

textile factory where my father worked. "Textilia"

was located at 23 Legionow Street. In it, raw

materials were extracted from old   uniforms

stripped off Soviet casualties and prisoners, and

were converted into cloth for uniforms for the

German armed forces.   Only Jews worked there,

all as slaves, without   any compensation. 

However,  the  work provided the slaves with  an

employment   certificate - a key for survival. We

spent several days in the "Textilia" storeroom,

squeezed between bales of cloth. There was

hardly any food,   but enough water and tea. My

mother was very sad and cried most of the time,

thinking of her parents who had just been taken

to their deaths. Both were in their sixties. My

mother was 41. She sang a sad German song, "Ich

hatt' einen Kameraden". I still remember that

song. As the days passed, the Action in the

ghetto seemed to draw to an end, and my

parents decided that it was time to return home.



We did, but not for long. August 17th was one of the

worst days of the Action. The Nazis came in large

numbers, assisted by the Ukrainian police.

Thousands of Jews were taken from their homes and

sent to the Belzec and Janowska camps.  My mother, 

brother and I were caught.   The Nazis were very

brutal, quick and efficient. They would not listen to

arguments or explanations. Pushing, using sticks and

the butts of   their rifles, they threw us out of our

home, downstairs to the backyard,  and further on to

the street. From there, the Ukrainian police led us to

a nearby house at 11 Goluchowski Square, and

shoved us into a large courtyard. The courtyard had a

single gate. There was no other exit. Some 200 people

were squeezed into this yard. The Ukrainian

policemen and the SS guarded the exit. It was a very

hot day. We were sweating and very thirsty. No one

would give us water  or anything else to drink, or any

food. More and more people were forced into the

yard, fear and desperation on   their faces. Stench in

the air. Mother repeatedly told me and Marian to stay

close to the gate at all times, and to watch for an

opportunity to escape. She would try to escape later. 

At that moment any chance of running away seemed

impossible. The police force was large in number,

and they all seemed to keep their eyes on us. We told

our mother that we would not run away.   We   felt

safer with her and wanted to stay with her. But   she

saw escape as our only chance to survive, and was

very firm and insistent about it.



We were both small and very thin, and could perhaps

squeeze by, unnoticed, between people entering the yard

“Now is an opportunity", mother said suddenly and

pointed to the direction out, "Go away! I will come after

you".  In an instant, perhaps a  second or  less, we found 

ourselves between the  boots of the Nazis and the legs of

the Jews being shoved in, and then, suddenly, on the

street, among people moving freely. Walking quickly, but

not running, in order not to attract attention, we went in

the direction of "Textilia", to our father. My father

already knew that his family had been taken away, but

there was nothing he could have done to help   us. A

quick conversation with other Textilia workers, and we

were again hidden between the bales of cloth, as during

the previous week. Mother, of course, did not follow us.

She never came... Another victim of that day's Action was

my paternal grandmother Feiga. She lived with her

daughter and son-in-law, Lola and Bruno Gersten. They

were protected by employment certificates.   She   was 

not. In  addition, she was ill and bedridden. When an SS

man ordered her out of bed and out of the apartment,

she could   not comply. A shot in the head from his

handgun cut her life   short. We heard this from Lola a

few hours later. There were no funerals. Jews who died

or were killed in the ghetto were dumped into common

graves.  My father never found out where his mother was

buried.


