The following is part of my story “For Exchange to Palestine”
My name is Alexandra Keston I was born Alexandra Friedman in Krakow, Poland on the 20th November, 1938.  This was just a few months prior to Germany declaring war and invading Poland in 1939.

My parents and I arrived in Bergen-Belsen on 15 July 1943.  My father has been to Palestine in the early 30’s and because of this he had some document relating to his stay in Palestine, which resulted in us being classified ‘For Exchange to Palestine’ by the Nazis.  Also because of this classification we were interned in the part of Bergen-Belsen which was called the “Special Camp” or ‘Sonderlager”.  In the book about the Bergen-Belsen Exhibition published by the Bergen-Belsen Memorial, the following is stated – 

‘The concentration camp Bergen-Belsen was organised in eight separate sections which were strictly divided from one another; prisoners were kept under different conditions as laid down by the SS.  

No 1 Prison Camp established at the very beginning.

No 2 Neutral Camp –

No 3 Special Camp (my section) In the Sonderlager (Special Camp) several thousand Polish Jews had been deported in mid-1943.  Most of them were in possession of temporary passports from South American countries.  These prisoners were also not allocated to work commandos and kept in strict isolation since they had full knowledge of the cruelties committed by the SS in Poland.  By mid-1944 most of this group had been transported to Auschwitz and murdered.  Only about 350 of them remained. 

There were also in this section Jews who had other passports – I have met personally people who had British & US passports as well. 

No 4 Hungarian Camp 

No 5 Star Camp – consisted mainly of “exchange Jews” (similar to the “Special Camp”)
No 6 Camp of Tents

No 7 Small Women’s Camp

No 8 Large Women’s Camp.

When the Allied troops were approaching the SS took the ‘exchange Jews’ from the camp.  Between April 6, (the first transport that I was on) and April 11, 1945 some 8000 Jewish captives were evacuated in three trains.  For hundreds of them the journey led to their death.  The three trains were meant to go to the camp at Theresienstadt (this camp was the last to be liberated by the Allies).  The second train did reach Theresienstadt; the other two went aimlessly back and forth for days and even weeks (the 3rd train), were caught in several air raids; their human cargos were finally liberated by American soldiers near Magdeburg (the first train) and by Russian soldiers near Troebitz (the third train).”  End of quote

The first train, which was my train, was liberated on the 13 April 1945 by the 9th US Army, near the station Farsleben 16 kms from Magdeburg.  I have no recollection of the trip of seven days on this horrific train journey, under conditions of starvation, lack of hygiene and disease.  Only the documentation in my possession confirms the facts of the train journey and the Liberation.

The only recollection I do have of the day of my Liberation Friday 13 April, 1945, is of being off the train, of the German soldiers fleeing and while doing so, dropping their guns. 

I have a most vivid memory of picking up one of these guns, which would have been the same size as I was.  But I did not have it for long. This gun was almost immediately snatched from me.  I guess that was fortuitous, for otherwise I may have caused some serious harm, even to myself, if not others.

When I saw the photographs taken by George C. Gross and Major Clarence L. 

Benjamin of the Farsleben siding, of the carriages of the general desolate geography of the area, it did not trigger in me any memory.  

I guess this is good for my mental health.  I have no need even today of remembering all this horror.

The only thing I remember of that day was picking up the gun.  I was only six, but I wanted to shoot Germans.

We were subsequently taken to Hillersleben.  We spent a short time there. Towards the middle or end of June we were sent to Liege in Belgium, later to Brussels.

It was while still in Hillersleben that I tasted for the first time ice-cream.  I did not want to try it.  I had to be persuaded by my father to have some.  Of course it was delicious. 

Lexie Keston Thursday 18 May 2006.

PS  do you think this is enough for your article by the journalist Konrad Marshall?
[image: image1.jpg]



This document was issued to my mother.  (I have lost mine).  The information on this document tells the story. 
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My parents and myself Bruxelles 3 August, 1945 – 4x months after Liberation

