[image: image1.jpg]The diary of Becky Behar

St. George School-Switzerland
14 November 1944

This is not the first time I decided to start writing a diary of my life.

Two years ago, in a period of my life full of (beauty), happiness and bliss, I started one, but very
soon a painful event that changed my life occurred.

What was in that diary seemed to be trivial, so I decided to destroy it.

Only one year later those unforgettable days are still present in my mind. I remember...

I lived with my family in a cute city on Lake Maggiore, war had forced us to leave Milan, for the
bombings. My dad had a house and a hotel, where we lived.

I was happy, I did not miss anything, and I was surrounded by my parents' love and some true
friendships. War did not produce serious damages, but despite everything, we waited with strong
hope the end of all the hostility and peace all over the world. And that day arrived in a sweet
September's day: I was going with my bicycle around the beautiful lake and contemplating
enraptured the beautiful landscape that nature offered me. When a woman running next to me broke
my ecstasy, I followed her with my eyes intrigued by that visage which expressed limitless
happiness and that needed to express it to every person present there. I came close to her and the
words «Long live the armistice! Long live the peace! » stroke me immediately.

I watched people in an atmosphere of incredulity: the confusion was great, people hugged other
people without knowing each other and the square, usually empty, was crowded. It seemed like a
dream to me. "Is it possible?" I asked to myself. Was the war really over? Astonished, I went as fast
as possible to the hotel thinking I would be the first person to announce to my parents the enormous
news, but it was only an illusion, at the hotel people had heard the news through a radio, and I
found everyone in a big vivacity. Nevertheless, it was not the real peace, but the armistice of Italy.
Maybe without knowing the consequences of the armistice, that day was one of the most beautiful
days in my entire life.

Only young people were happy that day! Instead, adults, more expert in life, knew the real meaning
of "armistice without conditions" and every moment they asked «How is Germany going to react?
Would the armistice be a good or a bad thing? » and kept going on with these questions.

Then I thought that usual pessimists wanted to sadden the enormous happiness, and I did not care
about it. Sure, I was far away from believing whether that day, instead of being the greeting of bliss,
would have been the beginning of a harder life and would have caused to Italy and the world a lot of
sorrows and pains. In fact what happened was what some people suspected: two days after the
armistice, Germans invaded Italy. From moring to evening cars and camions full of Germans
marched. Frightened people looked at that terrible tantrum and tried to understand the news about
the cities already occupied. «Germans kill people in the streets, arrest innocents, steal in the shops,
get drunk, and rape poor womeny. People said these phrases.

And our turn arrived as well! One morning I was suddenly awaken by rumbles of motors of
camions that stopped in the proximity of the hotel. I ran into my mother's room, where all the
family was already reunited. From the window we observed dismayed what was happening: groups
of Germans climbed down from the camions with rifles and machine guns and, following the
disposition of the commander, quickly surrounded the hotel and blocked every door. My dad,
chinning himself up, said that was essential keep calm and wait events.

How could I forget that tantrum! Two minutes later someone knocked vigorously on the door and
two Germans entered the room, asking my father if he was the owner of the hotel. They were two
extremely tall men, with a uniform, and belonged to the Gestapo. To an affirmative reply of my
father they said: «You know that from this time nothing is yours anymore, you hosted Jews in your
hotel, so you helped the enemies of Germany! » said these few words with an arid tone and a strong
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that I felt for Germans!

For a month there had been in the hotel some Jewish families emigrants from Greece, and my
father, without doing any exception for them, treated them as any other guest. There was a tender
bride with her husband and father and mother in law, a sweet old man and a woman I will never
forget! Another family made of a husband, a wife and four children; another couple of a husband
and a wife with a son who was a student in England. Also Jewish were two other guys who had
been employees of my father for long time and who the day of the occupation were in hotel only for
a coincidence because they normally worked in the offices in Milan.

These were according to the Germans the enemies of Germany!

They did not care about politics and enjoyed the results of their life that raised again after sorrows
and pains they experienced in Greece, and their only desire was to see the end of the war soon.

In the evening Germans conducted us into a room on the last floor. What horrible moments were
those for everyone! I experienced the feeling of hatred, thing that before I believed I would never
feel for anyone.

I hated Germans and begged God so that they would be defeated. These men wanted at all my
father to suffer only because he was kind, fair and he always helped the needy in any situation. I
always had a remarkable admiration for my father and, during these circumstances, my admiration
didn’t have any limits. I had always seen in my father physical and intellectual qualities: only
thanks to the use of his intelligence he had succeeded to have a good position in the world. When he
was sixteen started to earn life confronting some obstacles. He has a magnanimous and generous
soul and the most important things for him were family and work. He loves his wife and his
children unconditionally and he is always ready to sacrifice himself for the good of us.

While I was looking at him in that horrible night, I caught sights of worry. What an unforgettable
night! Every minute seemed to be endless and in the silence of the room sometimes you could hear
someone crying. Everyone waited sunrise, bearer maybe of painful events. So it was...

In the early hours of the morning, two Germans went to take my father saying that they must
conduct him to the headquarters in Baveno to interrogate him. My mother, who had been bravely
strong until that moment, could not resist in seeing Germans take away my father and she started
screaming for the desperation. My father hug us and said: «My dears don't be afraid and have faith
in Gody.

These words helped me to bear that horrible moment. My great faith in God gave me the strength to
pray. But I could have committed suicide if something would have happened to him. While they left
the hotel, those men conducted my father to a small farmhouse on a mountain surrounded by
sentinels and there they left him for hours and hours and that would surely have been his end if a
God's miracle had not saved him.

The Turkish consul, my father's friend, was in our villa, because his house in Milan had been
bombarded. Warned about my father's arrest, he quickly went to the headquarters saying that for no
reasons Germans had the right to arrest an innocent Turkish citizen: so he asked vigorously my
father and our liberation, otherwise he would have rose a diplomatic question because Turkey was a
neutral country.

Therefore, we became free. Nevertheless, those poor Jewish were prisoners in that room, waiting
bravely for their fate. Secretly I gave to them some fruit or some cigarette packets, and they did not
stop to thank me; [ remember that one day one of them told me that he would never forget my
kindness. Oh! I would have done more and more for them!

Germans, as usual, kept getting drunk, stealing and having fun in their way... I felt my hate growing
more and more every time I saw their uniforms and in my ears played again for a long time the
rumor of their shoes in the hotel's corridor... They marched imposing.

I slept with my sister in the hotel. Thus, one week passed, always in anxiety and trepidation for
relatives still with those people. In the same time, Germans, considering that they could not take my
father and they wanted him, thought another terrible plan. One night two man in plain clothes
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men, conducted them to a room with a door made of glass so my brother could monitor them. One
of those men, trying to speak French, said that my father’s life was in danger, so they had decided to
help him only if he would have followed them, and they would conduct him in a safe place. Not a
lot of time passed and my father understood that was another Germans’ plan for killing him.

The two man were Germans in plain cloche sent by those at the headquarters whose task consisted
in taking him without saying who they were or where they came from, (so that if something had
happened to him, no one could have connected Germans to the fact.) He answered with diplomacy
at he was not afraid and that he felt good with the comrade; at the end he thanked to them for their
kindness. In that moment, the two men understood that they didn’t have any hopes: one of them,
making his gun visible for my father, started with intimidations, threatening to follow them, or they
would force him.

However, God wanted to help him another time. That night the Turkish vice-consul was for a
combination in the hotel: warned by my brother of what was happening, he entered the room and
put them over a barrel asking to show their authorization for doing that; they understood that the
plan had failed and they left, saying that they would return the day after but no one came back to the
hotel with a regular permission. In the night of the 22 arrived at the hotel two cars of Germans to
pick up those poor Jews. And in the early hours of that day terrible news swept the entire town:
some dead bodies were found in the lake by fishermen, who took them to the shore, where a lot of
people indentified them: they were the Jewish people segregated in the hotel.

How could you believe something this horrible? It seemed unbelievable to me and I decided to go
to the shore to check with my eyes. The scenery was terrible: I recognized them immediately, they
really were! Poor innocent people, for whom fate had prescribed such a sad destiny! They withstood
a horrible death because they were transfigured. I had like a knot in my throat and I could not
breathe. Left that place with a picture of those dead bodies still in my eyes I walked around the lake,
without realizing that. It seemed like a voice in my head was telling me: «Be brave, Becky, one day
these innocent people will be revenged! »

With difficulty I succeeded returning to the hotel and there, while the great pain was clear on every
face, Germans, in the living room, were dancing and drinking, as nothing had happened, and who
could not hold back the tears had to hide himself for crying: Germans did not put up with people
who cried for their victims!

In addition, our life was in danger. We decided to run away from the clutches of those criminals.
Separately, in the early hours of the morning, we left: my sister and I for Varese, where we stayed
until our parents reached us. However, quickly our enemies discovered our refuge and we had to
run away again. What a gipsy life was that! Sometimes I did not know where the rest of my family
was hidden. We understood that we could not put the life of those one who kindly helped us at risk.
Thus, we decided to depart for Switzerland. During the night, accompanied by a guide, we marched
for a long time passing through endless forests. We arrived to a farmhouse near the net we had to
cross and there we spent the night: the guide advised us that Germans monitored the zone with
dogs. We slept in a stall with twelve cows and at four o’clock in the morning we woke up and
started marching. The road was long and strenuous... An intense cold penetrated in our bones, we
marched quiet and compact, and every little movement arouse in us the fear of being discovered.
Nevertheless, there kind God protected us and on November 12th 1943 we were safe and sound in
Switzerland. I turned around many times to see the net from which few minutes before our lives
depended on, and beyond the net was Italy. I became sad: I left behind me all my dear things, I
abandoned my city, Milan, where I had lived for seven long years. Poor Italy! I thought, where
would be your future under the control of Germans?

And while the night was replaced by the day we were in a small village: all was different here!
Everything released a sweet perfume of peace, houses were not destroyed and even nature seemed
to be different and the sky more limpid.
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Everyone had a sad story, everyone one day would write his memories: mothers and brides without
children and husbands, orphan children. What a horrible view!

Someone had escaped prisons and then, there were long stories about the things they had seen, the
suffered persecutions, and the same words always returned: arrests, persecutions, shootings...

Then I was sent to a college: I tried to forget the past and I had taken the habit to live without
thinking about the return: maybe I did not believe or it seemed to me as a thing too beautiful but too
far-away. I always read Italian journals until the day I heard that Germans had abandoned Italy.
And after a few days, the 8 of May 1943, the radio announced to the world the victory of the
allies: the news was spread and soon in all cities were flags were put out, there were shouts and
screams of joy: the war was really over! Germans were really defeated!

And in the evening, when I had heard bells, I thought about my far-away homeland that had stopped
suffering and about those poor innocent Jewish that could not hear those bells, but that had been
revenged and that in our memory will always been remembered as the Jewish people’s real heroes.
During a good spring day, I left Switzerland: the car went really fast, it was necessary to arrive early
to Milan, to see it by day. “Are you happy?” asked me my father, who saw that I was silent. Happy?
“I do not know, daddy”, I answered. The closer I came, the greater fear invaded me, fear to see lots
of destructions , fear to reach friends that weren’t alive anymore... Here we are in Milan! I looked
at all the ruins. My God, what had happened to the beautiful Milan that had been?

I could not believe in what I was seeing. What were all these people without a home doing? How
could they afford the daily poverty, people who had nothing? No one of us said anything: it was
necessary to keep the eyes open to see all those ruins: A city’s historic monument was destroyed ,
there was a big church without the roof, pulverized districts, devastated sidewalks, and houses with
only a front.

These was my city!

Then I saw the little village near the lake Maggiore, where a headstone had been posed for those
poor dead people that will forever rest in our memories.




