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Extrait du journal de Peter Feigl (français)

Du site web : Facing History & Ourselves, « Le journal de Peter Feigl sur la vie au Chambon-sur-
Lignon, janvier 1943 », dernière mise à jour le 21 septembre, 2020. 

https://www.facinghistory.org/fr/resource-library/le-journal-de-peter-feigl-sur-la-vie-au-chambon-sur-
lignon-janvier-1943 

Vendredi 15 janvier 1943 

On nous a dit que nous devrions sortir dans deux ou trois jours. À mon retour de Marseille à midi, Mme 
B. m’a dit qu’elle avait reçu un télégramme de M. Trocmé. Il a un poste vacant et m’attend dès que
possible. Encore une fois, j’ai de la chance. J’ai rapidement fait mes valises pour pouvoir partir tôt
samedi à 7h20. Au même moment, la chose de l’UGIF [Union Générale des Israelites de France] est
arrivée.

Samedi 16 janvier 1943  [Le Chambon sur Lignon] 

J’ai pris congé, j’ai pris le premier tramway à 6 heures du matin et à 7h20 je suis parti à bord de 
l’express Marseille-Paris (voyage = changement de train, bus, mauvais [endroit ?], pont de Lavoulte, 
téléphone, train rapide, train local Cheylard, Saint-Agrève). Je suis arrivé à Saint-Agrève à 23h49. Le 
train n’est pas allé plus loin. 

M. Trocmé est venu à bicyclette pour me rencontrer (un homme encore jeune, et très gentil). Ensuite,
nous devions encore parcourir quinze kilomètres dans la neige par une nuit au clair de lune. Nous
sommes arrivés aux Grillons à 2h30 du matin. Nous y avons mangé quelque chose de chaud et puis je
suis allé dormir dans l’annexe (j’ai seulement vu M. T)

Dimanche 17 janvier 1943 

Je me suis levé à neuf heures du matin et je me suis peu à peu familiarisé avec la cuisine. C’était 
vraiment très beau et très propre. Plus tard, je suis allé voir Amédée, le garçon qui devait venir avec 
moi. 

J’ai joué et j’ai beaucoup pensé à toi. Il y a des enfants ici dans diverses situations (certains comme 
moi). [Ici, Peter a dessiné un cœur dans l’original.] 

Lundi 18 janvier 1943 

M. T [Trocmé] nous a donné des manuels scolaires et des cahiers. Demain, nous irons à l’école. J’ai
changé de chambre et je dors maintenant au premier étage.
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Mardi 19 janvier 1943 

Aujourd’hui, je suis allé à l’école pour la première fois. Chaque jour, nous devons parcourir douze 
kilomètres dans la neige. Il fait beaucoup plus froid ici qu’à Marseille. Je suis en cinquième, mais je 
ne fais pas de latin. Je suis arrivé ici un trimestre trop tard. 

Mercredi 20 janvier 1943 

Je vais à l’école. Souvent je pense à toi. J’ai trouvé un Autrichien avec qui je m’entends bien et qui 
parle allemand. Il s’appelle Kurt Grossman. Sa mère a disparu, comme toi. Son père [est] à Gurs 
[le camp d’internement français]. Plus tard, M. T est parti pour Vichy, où il a [des contacts], et son 
père a été libéré en une semaine ! Chanceux ! Chanceux ! 

Vendredi 22 janvier 1943 

L’UGIF m’envoie maintenant trois cents francs par mois. Monsieur T. les prend cependant. 

Dimanche 31 janvier 1943 

Encore un mois qui commence et je suis toujours sans nouvelles de toi.

Extrait du journal d'Otto Wolf (en anglais)

From Alexandra Zapruder, ed., Salvaged Pages: Young Writers' Diaries of the Holocaust, 2nd edition 
(New Haven: Yale University Press, 2015) 

Otto Wolf was born on June 5, 1927, in Mohelnice, Moravia, the youngest child of Berthold and 
Ruzena Wolf. He had two older siblings, Felicitas (nicknamed Lici or Licka), born in 1920, and Kurt, 
also born in Lipník, in 1915. Berthold and Ruzena instilled in their children a strong sense of their 
Jewish identity, but their daughter Felicitas recalled that before the war they did not rigorously 
observe the Jewish holidays, rituals, and laws, nor did they keep kosher at home. Indeed, like many 
Czech Jews of their generation, they were very much assimilated into mainstream culture, living a 
middle-class existence 
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June 24, 1942. Wednesday, first week. 

At 4:14 a.m., we look for a stable hideout and manage to locate one. It is in thick bushes, so that we 
can’t even sit up in there, just lie down. At five, Lici [Felicitas] and I go get some water at the spring by 
the forest. Only then do we lie down to sleep and sleep until eleven, bothered by hundreds of ants. Dad 
is cooking the first warm meal in two days: soup and meat with bread. [. . .] In the afternoon, we lie 
down again with the ants, and stay down until evening, and then have eggs and bread for dinner. We 
are waiting for Slávek. He is supposed to bring our backpacks today. He brings them around 11 p.m., 
and Dad makes coffee around eleven-thirty. Slávek sleeps with us all night until 4 a.m.  

June 25, 1942. Thursday, first week. 

At quarter after five, we go for water, then put away things from the backpacks. Right afterward, we 
have breakfast of warm coffee and then sleep until 10 a.m. Dad is improving the camouflage on our 
hideout: he cuts down two small trees with his pocket knife and uses them to hide the entrance well. 
Lunch consists of soup and rabbit with bread. In the afternoon, Dad cuts off all my hair and then, for the 
first time in his life, he shaves off his beard. We can’t recognize him. [. . .] Slávek does not come, and 
no one seems to be looking for us yet. [. . .]  

July 4, 1942. Saturday, 2nd week. 

We fetch water at half past four, then lie quietly until eight. We have bread and black coffee for 
breakfast. We have practically no kerosene or bread left. We have no idea why Slávek has not come. 
We have bread and bacon for lunch. That is the last of our bread, and it’s only noon. We have no idea 
what to eat in the evening and the next morning. In the evening, we have lentil beans softened in water 
and boiled just a little, because we have no kerosene left. Slávek did not come.  

August 25, 1942. Tuesday, 10th week. 

We go at half past four in the morning and then we have breakfast of coffee and bread. We then take a 
nap. At eight we start snapping beans. As soon as we finish our lunch of garlic soup and bread, we 
continue with the beans. We are done at 2 p.m. We have a tidy pile of them. Dad puts them on the roof 
of the hut [a makeshift shed in the forest] to dry. In the afternoon, something scares us terribly. We hear 
a noise in the hut and assume that someone had found the beans on the roof and is pawing them. 
Later we found out that some man had merely put some fresh chaff into the hut. We were really scared 
at the time. In the evening we have dinner of bread with jam and then sleep a little and then take off at 
quarter past ten to pick up food. But apart from some trifles there is no kerosene at the drop-off point, 
and we are almost out. Dad is the angriest because of it: he doesn’t sleep one bit during the night. We 
don’t know what we will cook and eat.  
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April 19, 1945, Thursday. 

At 6 a.m., they [the Vlasov troops] ask us all for personal identification. They confront our Otosek 
[diminutive for Otto] first. He is at a loss for words, and finally says that he is visiting the Oheras and 
that he is from Telc. The Vlasovite commander does not believe him, though, and simply says: “You’re 
coming with me.” Otto rises to his feet resolutely and goes, although his face is as white as paper. The 
rest of us feel like knives are being driven into our hearts. They demand identification from Papa, too, 
but he says that he has special dispensation and besides is sixty-one already, so finally they leave him 
alone. They don’t even bother Mommy and me. [. . .] After a search, they line up all their prisoners. 
There are about fifteen of them…and some others we don’t know….Papa decides that whatever 
happens, we cannot afford to stay here and must go off to the forest, though unfortunately without our 
beloved Otoˇsek. We take nothing with us except a piece of bread and some shmaltz. [. . .] We are all 
so crushed by events that none of us has eaten anything since yesterday, and we all feel emotionally 
exhausted. Each of us tries to hide sadness, pain, and tears from the others. Papa laments and weeps 
terribly, and we have our hands full keeping him calm. Just before I returned from the Oheras’ in the 
afternoon, he had gone off to cut some branches so we have something to lie on in our hideout: a job 
that used to be Otík’s [diminutive for Otto]. It made him so sad that he had to return to Mommy. He was 
so weak that he could not talk or even breathe. Mommy immediately gave him some medicine to calm 
him down. The weather is changeable and somewhat cold. We go to sleep at seven without having 
eaten anything.  

April 20, 1945, Friday. 

We wake up at quarter after five and go to a clearing to move our feet a little since it has been 
dreadfully cold during the night. We have no blankets. We then pray: it is Yom Kippur Qatan. We fast 
until 1 p.m. At noon, I take the basket and go back to the Oheras’ for the most indispensable of 
indispensable items. When I get there, I find Mrs. Oherová running around as if she had lost her mind. 
She says that I must leave right away, that the criminal police have already been here twice and that 
they had left just before I arrived. [. . .] Each one of us has a tiny piece of bread with a little shmaltz for 
dinner. Before noon, an old woman roaming around the place scared us. We go to sleep at seven.  

April 21, 1945, Saturday. 

We rise at 7 a.m. Breakfast consists of a tiny piece of bread with a hint of shmaltz. The weather is very 
cold now. At noon, I crawl through the forest toward Mrs. Tichá’s, who is already waiting for me with a 
loaf of bread. [. . .] She doesn’t know anything about our men: all Trsice men are home already but 
none from Zákrov.  

She says that I shouldn’t even think about going to the Oheras’ because the Gestapo is showing up 
there constantly. The Vlasovites may also be roaming around Trsice all the way to the Korábko looking 
for us. She is afraid that they may find us. She looks terrible: she can barely walk. [. . .]  

April 22, 1945, Sunday. 
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The rain lets up in the morning, but the wind continues. It is terribly cold. We have lunch of a small 
piece of bread with a tiny bit of aspic that was still left in the bag from the attic. In the forenoon, the rain 
returns. We have to hide in a shed because our little tent is completely soaked and so is everything 
inside. The cold is more intense than anything we remember during our three-year exile. When a break 
in the rain occurs, we hope it is permanent and move outside the shed again because we don’t feel 
safe inside. But the rainstorm returns four more times, bringing with it hail and such terribly cold wind 
that we keep moving back and forth between our hideout and the shed. Everything is so wet that we 
have to spend the night in the shed. We sit down on a narrow perch and huddle close together. The hut 
is very drafty, so we hang a raincoat in front of us to cut down on the cold wind. During the night, we 
have to get up several times to stretch because all our bones hurt terribly from sitting on that perch. We 
actually squat more than we sit. All our clothing and shoes are completely soaked, which adds to the 
cold. We shake like leaves. We keep praying and thinking about Otosˇek, wondering what he is doing 
now. At times, we simply cannot explain to ourselves how such a misfortune could possibly have 
befallen us. At half past six, we pray and go to sleep.  

April 23, 1945, Monday. 

We rise at seven, pray, and each breakfast on a tiny piece of bread with a few molecules of shmaltz. 
We fix up our hideout. Papa uses his knife to cut branches from about ten trees and uses the branches 
to make a roof. I help a little, but in every- thing we do, we sorely miss Otosˇek’s able hands. At quarter 
to twelve, I go to see Mrs. Tichá. She provides two loaves of bread, half a jar of jam, ten hard-boiled 
eggs, a little shmaltz—about five decagrams, six to eight decagrams of butter, nine pies, ten apples, a 
little over a liter of milk, and medicinal drops. She also sends Papa twenty Zorkas [cigarettes] and a 
little tobacco, two boxes of matches, and two newspapers. She says that we have to make it last for 

two weeks. [. . .] Our dear ones have already been transported from U ́ jezd: no one knows where they 
are now, but the guess is Prerov. [. . .] At noon, I go for water. I feel helpless with grief when I 
remember that I used to walk through here with Otosˇek. I have to monitor myself carefully so our 
parents don’t notice anything. The weather is very cold now. We shiver at night, and get up in the 
morning nearly frozen.  

April 27, 1945, Friday. 

We pray at eight, then eat a little bread with shmaltz for breakfast. [. . .] Dad has stopped shaving: he is 
growing a beard. We don’t even feel like washing in the morning: we just splash a few token drops of 
water on our faces. All we can really focus on are our prayers to G–d: we beg for liberation and for 
Otík’s and Kurtík’s [diminuntive for Kurt] safety and well-being. [. . .] We have bread with jam for lunch, 
the same for dinner. Tomorrow will be Mommy’s birthday. [. . .] 
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