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“Blessed be God that we have lived and existed to this time.”

Our community is currently celebrating the birthdays of friends who have
reached the age of 80, and I am privileged to be among the chosen ones to
celebrate this special occasion. For me, this is an opportunity to share with you a

personal story that connects me to our common past and our community.
My late mother said I have "several birthdays", how?

The late David Steiner, who was one of the founders of our community and a
friend of our family, came to me before I was led to the Chuppah and said: "We
didn't believe we would come to take you to the Chuppah, and even in
Jerusalem" He hid with my father in the same bunker, worrying about the fate

of my mother, my brother and me, who were in another bunker.

And now the details: I was born in Pressburg (Bratislava), the capital of Slovakia,
in August 1944, at a time when Jews were no longer admitted to the hospitals in

the city and the Jewish hospital was no longer in operation.



When I was 6 weeks old, my parents had to leave the apartment where they were
staying with me and my brother who was two and a half years old, because the
Germans surrounded the house from all sides and there was a fear that they

would enter the apartments.

To get out of the apartment it was necessary to jump from the windows into an
inner courtyard rather than go down the stairs that led to the street. I was
wrapped in a sleeping bag and thrown down. The neighbors who were ahead of

us, caught me.

Early in the morning it became clear that we had to leave the house. My mother
took a risk and went up to the apartment and took a pram. She put me and my
brother in it and went with us to a hiding place, prepared in advance, for a time
of need - a journey of about half an hour, which seemed to my mother an

eternity. All along the way there were Jews standing on the sidewalks with small
packages and behind them the Germans, waiting for the trucks to come pick up

the Jews. All along the way, no one stopped my mother with the children!!!

My mother arrived at the bunker, where there were already 15 people. We stayed
there, in very difficult conditions with very little food from the day after Yom
Kippur until the seventh of Pesach, until the liberation by the Russians,. My
mother managed by her strength of will and her persistence to breastfeed me,

even though she had almost nothing to eat.

We were released on the seventh of Pesach, when the late David Steiner came to

announce that the war was over.

After the war, my mother went down with me in the wagon and my brother
next to the pram. Suddenly a Russian soldier approached the pram, he had a gun
in one hand and a watch and money in the other. He threw the money and the
watch into the cart, snatched me and ran away. My mother ran after him until

she caught up with him and grabbed me back.



Well: how many birthdays do I have?!

Today, when I celebrate my 80th birthday, I think about the long way we have

come and about the privilege of being part of this community.
Blessed be God that we have lived and existed to this time,

— Chava David




