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I stand here today in front of you to tell you, Hitler did not win.  
 

I was born in Warsaw, Poland in 1937. My name when I was born was Ruth Lewkowicz 
Kirszenberg. We had a comfortable home, and I felt safe and secure. One of my fondest memories 
were days when I refused to eat, only opening my mouth to squeal with delight when my beloved 
grandmother would open her colorful umbrella. In retrospect, I would have been much more willing 
to eat had I known what was coming. By the time I was two years old, I would be starving in the 
Warsaw Ghetto. 
 

The year was 1939. The seeds of genocide had been planted and the poison of Nazism 
invaded Poland. As we were forcibly moved into the ghetto, survival was the only thing that 
mattered. But some part of me hoped and believed it was all temporary. A fluke, that it was all a big 



One day during our hunt for scraps of food, our pace was even more brisk than usual. My 
Mother was weighed down by a large bag, and I had my precious doll, my Laleczka, who was not 
typically a companion for those expeditions for sustenance. 
 

Suddenly I was tossed down a sewer. I waited in fear for Mother to join me. As I waited, my 
eyes adjusted to the darkness of the grimy, pestilent tunnel. 
 

Where are we now? What is this? All I could see, all I could feel, was the stream of water 
rushing past me. It was wet, dirty...awful. The relentless stream of water kept splashing on my face. 
My mother pushed me to move through the foul gutter. It was soggy, there was a tremendous stench 
– we were crossing the sewer for the whole ghetto area. All these years later, I can still smell the 
stench of that seemingly endless passage. Rats skittered past me. My only companion among those 
vermin was my beloved doll Laleczka. As I crawled along holding her, she became soaked through 
with the foul water and scent. She was my stunning little doll and even SHE was not safe in this 
Hell on earth.  
 

As quickly and as forcefully as it had begun, the pushing from behind suddenly stopped. My 
mother threw me above ground and clambered up after me. To this day, I still wonder how she 



marked my victory over Hitler. It provided me with a reinvigorated purpose I could never have 
imagined. Yarden is active in sports, Scouts and an excellent student. Yahel, twelve, is going to be 
Bat-Mitzva this year. She looks like I did at her age. She is very gifted in math and science and is a 
graceful dancer. Shirah, nine, is an outstandingly talented skater. She enjoys being the family 
spokesperson and is amazingly articulate and easygoing. Ivri, seven, is lovable and curious. He 
enjoys sports and the Internet.  

 
Last year, I moved to Palace Modi´in, Israel, to be near them and to delight in their growth 

and success.  
 

This is a tribute to my mother, as is my whole life – along with the lives of my children and 
grandchildren.  
 

I need your voice. The voice of the United Nations. The United Nations that arose out of the 
ashes of WWII. I need your voice because without it, silence is indifference. 
 

Throughout the course of my life, I realized that it is not only my responsibility, but it is my 


