THE NAZIS ARRIVE IN RIGA

ON June 17, 1940, THE RussiaN ARMY overran Latvia and occu-
pied Riga. I continued to work in the beautiful office, located in
the middle of the city, across the street from a famous park. The
office was the front of the Zoltinsky apartment, where they lived
with two of their three daughters, aged twenty-one and nine-
teen. The third daughter was married and lived with her hus-
band and child in Belgium. The Zoltinskys were quite wealthy;
they had a maid as well as a summer home near the Baltic Sea.
Mr. Zoltinsky traveled a great deal on business, making trips to
Russia, the United States, England, Belgium, and other coun-
tries.

A year later, on June 14, 1941, in the middle of the night, the
Russians arrested Mr. and Mrs. Zoltinsky because they were
“bourgeois,” raped the two daughters and closed up the office.
My job in the fur business was over. |

I found another job in a car factory. I took apart motors so
that they could rebuilt. I remained at that job for a week, until
the war started on June 22, 1941.

I'll never forget the noise created by the air raid and fire
sirens and the sound of the planes that were bombing Riga. The
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sounds are still inside of me. In Riga everyone was confused.
No one knew if they should run or stay home. People were get-
ting killed; fires burned all over from the bombings. The city
firemen would race to put out the fires and then be killed in the
air raids. Every day bombing runs occurred and the ambu-
lances were very busy. It was chaotic. As time went on, fewer
and fewer people remained in the city, including the Russian
soldiers. I walked to work as long as my job lasted, whereas my
older brother, Mendel, took the trolley car. But after the first
few days of the shelling, Riga lost its electricity and the cars
stopped running. Mendel now walked to work. No more trans-
portation, no more telephone, and the city died. Just as they
killed the people, they killed the city.

I was thirteen-and-a-half, my older brother was seventeen-
and-a-half; my younger brother was twelve-and-a-half, not yet
Bar Mitzvah. The two little ones were ten and one-year-old.
One day Mendel went to work and never returned, and we
never saw him again. I found out years later that he had been
conscripted into the Russian army.

During the day people walked everywhere, to work, to visit
friends, to try to shop, a near impossibility with all the closed
businesses and shortages. Meanwhile, people were thinking
about leaving Riga. They would go to the railroad station, hop-
ing that the trains would soon leave, but the bombing by the
German air force made it impossible for the trains to move.
Buses waited to take women with small children out of the city,
but we did not know their destination. Some people ran to the
busses, which were quickly filled.

My father begged my mother to go on the bus, but she
refused. She insisted upon waiting for my older brother to
come home and remained with me and my brothers.

We heard many different war reports on the radio until the
radio stations stopped broadcasting. Then, on the blackest of
days, July 1, 1941, the German army occupied Riga. I was not



