
 

       



 

1944 February 9th 

My Darlings! 

First of all, I would like to congratulate Bobby again – in case my last letter hasn’t arrived - on his 

birthday. I wish him happiness, strength and health with the whole of my maternal loving heart and 

may God hear my prayer. You can probably tell from the date that I am not writing to you in a good 

mood but this is precisely why I wish to one-sidedly speak with you a little my Böske. It has been two 

years since your Father left us, but I remember every moment so vividly as if the misfortune 

happened today. You wrote in your last letter that you hope I am being smart and not driving myself 

mad with grief. I am too busy for that, fortunately, because if I think about it, my heart aches and I 



miss him so much. - Aladár has fallen into eternal sleep as well! For him, it was a relief from all the 

pain. May he rest in peace. We buried poor Böske Faragó’s daughter Éva last week. She was in bed 

with pericarditis for six months and her mother did not leave her side. She couldn’t be saved. But 

enough of this. 

Has your cleaner come back? I would feel sorry for you if she hadn’t, it is hard to find such a decent 

person and you are rather busy with teaching. I am not pedantic anymore either, my dear, it is 

impossible to be so nowadays! 

Alice is coming back tomorrow from Annus. Your friend, Lola’s mother and aunt, who is Nusi’s 

mother, visited me. She asked that you write to Nusi and find out how they are. The address is: Anna 

Kalmüs, Crossway Salisbury Avenue Harpenden Hertz. Tibi is now working with stamps, as many 

people have changed occupations. I was very happy to see your report about Bobby, I also sent it to 

the girls. Herta is happy that Viki is home – Uncle Poldi has aged a lot, he is sickly and is currently in a 

sanatorium. I never see Gabi and her family.  Gyuri has become a big man, he is very kind and a 

gentleman. Uncle Lukács is still alive, he is as thin as a stick but he is still fast and can still work. 

Please tell Vilma and Hedvig, that we – Ilus, Felice, Mrs. Darvas and Mrs. Sarkadi – are sending our 

love. I will write more next time, I am sending many kisses until then, 

Your loving Mother 



 



 



 

 

Nagyvárad, 1944. 4. 2. 

My dear Éva and Herta! 

I am writing to you lying in bed, at 6 am on Sunday morning. As I have so much to do later today I am 

afraid this letter would not get written and that is what I don’t want. Thank you, my Herta for your 

letter, in which you told me that Viki is fine and is home and works in the factory again. And that 

you’re happy. I wish from the bottom of my heart that your joy for each other lasts and that the 

troubles of the present do not interfere. But more on that later- Now I’m happy to tell you that a 



letter arrived from Lisbon yesterday from my darlings, from Böske to be exact, dated the 17th of 

February. This is record speed under today’s circumstances. It was not addressed to me but to the 

man whose son now lives there and therefore it began with: Dear Gyuri! I don’t dare to send you the 

letter today, I would be sad if it got lost, this way I can read it at least daily. So, ’they’re feeling great 

and healthy. They both work a lot. Böske has more and more students; it seems there is a great 

interest in music and arts. She’s very happy to be teaching and can handle the workload and most 

importantly; they are both satisfied. Thank dear God for that! – That is my addition. 

Then she says: ’Boby has got time off for a long weekend from Wednesday to Friday and Böske is 

asking for some time off and they are going away somewhere’. She hopes that we are fine, meaning 

you and us and she’s sending you many kisses. This is the essence of her letter, the rest is the 

necessary bits and pieces. Before this one I received a letter that they sent on the 31rd of December, 

New Year’s Eve in which she said that they spent the three days of Christmas celebrations by going 

to a restaurant on Saturday and Monday as she did not feel like cooking and cleaning the chicken, 

rightly so. She said they had a great lunch at an elegant restaurant. On Sunday, they had guests over, 

- 8 of them in total - for lunch, tea and dinner. She baked a bunch of traditional bejgli with poppy 

seeds and walnut if I remember correctly and handled the guests very well. For New Year’s Eve they 

went to visit her Godson, she says and she took 45 doughnuts that she made herself of course. The 

day before, she spent the morning teaching and the afternoon cooking and baking, and also wrote 

the letter so she could wish us a Happy New Year before the New Year actually arrived. Then she had 

a short nap to feel rested by the time they went to her Godson’s. I don’t know who he is as she 

doesn’t say more. – It would be nice to know, if her cleaner who has been working for her since ’39 

and who she wrote was really well trained (she cleaned three mornings a week) is back or not. She 

had to stay away while her child was sick. Maybe the answer to that will arrive at some point as well. 

I am happy that they are there and that they are well and this gives me strength to bear this 

beautiful present and the even better future. But you can imagine how worried they are about us 

and Aunt Alice’s son, Pista as well. Unfortunately we cannot change things and all I pray for is that 

we will be able to let them know that we are alive as long as possible. I will write them today too. 

But the troubles have begun. If it stopped at the visible stigmatisation, I and many others would 

wear that with pride. But it seems this is only the very beginning. How is it affecting you mentally 

and economically? I trust that Viki can stay in her job, right? And you, Éva, how will you go on with 

your private lessons? We need to stay off the streets in the first few days until the dust settles. My 

cleaner cried because she needs to leave. We will work more, but we haven’t been sitting around 

until now either. A state school teacher lives in the room that I let, she has become almost a family 

member. She eats with us and loves us and the whole thing hurts her very much. And others will 

have the same opinion but what does it change? They cannot help us either and we will have to be 

fatalists and accept what awaits us. I wish for you and all of us that we get through these coming 

hard times with good health at least, to not cause any pain to our loved ones. I would be nice if we 

could write each other from time to time, whatever we can, so that we know about each other. I 

send you many kisses, and so does Aunt Alice, we send Viki our love and hope that it will all change 

for the better. 

With Love, 

Your Viluka 



 

Note on the bottom of the first page : Felice thanks you that you remembered her and sends you her 

love, my dear Herta. She wishes you well and she is happy that you are not alone anymore. 

 



 

Nagyvárad, 1944 April 5th 

My dear Pista, Éva and little Kitty! 

The times we are living make it necessary for me to say goodbye to you. Because unfortunately it is 

very possible that we won’t see each other again in this life, my dears. I am not sure if you are 

receiving my letters or not but I am unable to write anything to your interest and I don’t want to 

either. It hurts me enough to think about how you must feel when you listen to the radio. We 

received the letter you wrote on the 27th of February my dear, where you say that you have never 

been this worried about us: you predicted our fate. We can still send letters to Annus, she said they 

are staying calm and strong. I hope that is true because I tremble at the thought that, may God have 

mercy, something horrible might happen to them. I am happy when I think of you being in a safe 

place and most likely Pali as well. My Éva, we wrote each other with both your parents and nothing 



was wrong at that point, let’s hope it stays that way. If any harm should come to me, I wanted to 

thank you my dear kind son for being so very good to me, your poor father and your siblings all your 

life. Everything good in my life since Papa died was due to you. Whenever I thought of you, it was 

easier to bear this hard life. And thank you, my dear Éva, for being a good wife to my Pista and for 

loving me as well; raise your dear Kitty well and watch her be happy and content and may you never 

have to fear for her life. If, with the help of God, you see Pali again, tell him that I say farewell to him 

with love as well and I wish him happiness in life. But he should strive to change thoroughly. A good 

friend of mine will get this letter to you. If I am no longer, and if God should let it be that Annus and 

the children survive, I ask you to take care of them but I know that this goes without saying. My God, 

how I love Marika! I hope meeting Frédi will still be a joyful occasion. Since nowadays we cannot 

know who stays alive, whatever their religion might be, as a precaution I am writing two copies of 

this letter and giving it to someone else as well /Mrs. Halmos, Kálvária street 45/. May God have his 

protective arm around you and make all of you healthy and very happy. Tell Böske that I send kisses 

and love too and wish them all the best. Aunt Viluka is rather brave, braver than I am but I am ten 

years older and my nerves are more battered than hers. I am hugging you with love that lasts 

beyond the grave, 

Your Loving Mother 

 

I am giving this letter to Julianna Karingecz, who is a fine and kind person and who is very good to us 



 

Censored 



 

 

1944 April 9th 

My Darlings! 

What could be better for me to do on this nice Easter Sunday, - which also happens to be my 

birthday-  than to talk to you, even if in such a one-sided manner? I am sure that you are thinking of 

me today, and not just on this day but other times as well; and that you long to converse in person 

too, not only in writing. I hope that with the help of God, you are well and I can say the same about 

us. [3 lines censored] …has gone away for the holidays and will only be back in a couple of days. 

Because it has been very cold so far, one does not feel like doing anything. Today is the first warm 

day and I am getting all the spring clothes out and we’ll repair them so that they get a hint of colour, 

despite being worn down. I don’t yet know if your cleaner is back after her child has recovered? – 

Mine is going home. I’m sad about it as she was very decent and I don’t think I’ll take anyone else 



on. I wouldn’t dare because in many places they only cause damage to their employer. We would 

rather work ourselves and as we are heading towards summer, it won’t be too much of a hassle. A 

notification has arrived from the Red Cross for Aunt Alice saying that Pali is missing, I don’t 

remember when we got it exactly. They will look for him, in case he is being held a prisoner. Pista 

has sent a large photo of himself holding the little girl. He has aged a lot as well. He also sent a small 

picture of Böske, but it’s quite a bad picture, I doubt she looks like that. We are all getting older, my 

hair is turning grey quickly as well. That’s not a problem, as long as we get to live peacefully in our 

old age, that is what I ask God for and that’s what you should wish for us too. I received a letter from 

the girls a week ago, they are fine and I sent them a mail back. 

Your loving mother sends you many kisses, 

Your Viluka 



 



 



 

Nagyvárad, 1944 May 2nd 

My Dear Children! 

The paths of fate are wonderful and unforeseeable! I never thought there would come a time when I 

would envy your Father and acknowledge with relief what had happened to him. It was for the 

better, at least he was spared all the agitation that we are going through. At least he ended his path 

on Earth in his bed, treated by a doctor and surrounded by his loved ones. But how will we end ours? 

This is the question that no one can answer, we just live – or better to say, struggle - one day to the 

next and wait for the unavoidable that awaits us. My only consolation is that you, my dears, were 

spared from this suffering and will continue living a humane life, with the help of God. 



It would cause me pain to never see you again but if that is how it’s destined to be I cannot act 

against it and I must accept it. May God bless you and keep you safe. Live a happy life and think of us 

every now and again, who had to suffer for being born. 

You will receive this letter when mailing becomes possible. I am writing two copies, in case one gets 

lost. One will be sent to you as a favour by Margit Halmos who lives in Kálvária street 45 and the 

other by Juliánna Kringecs state school teacher. The latter lives in Dévaványa, although she is 

currently here. They might be able to tell you a bit about us, if we won’t be able to. 

God bless you, I am sending you a million kisses and love you very much, 

Your Mother. 

My darlings! In spite of everything, hope lives on deep in my heart that one day we will meet with 

you and my own children as well. With lots of love, 

Aunt Alisz 

 

 

Shortly after this final letter, Alice and Viluka were forced into the ghetto from where 

they were later taken to the trains in Rhedey (now Balcescu) Park and transported to 

Auschwitz, where they were murdered. 

 

 

 

 


