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Singing Swallows Script 

Written by Romi Kupfer 

 Based on true stories as told by Holocaust survivors 

Recording Introduction 

Hello my darlings, today I would like to tell you a few stories  about four children just like you, but 

they are not just about these children they are actually stories of a people. These events happened 

long before you were born but they are etched in our memories forever and I hope that you will 

continue the journey of these experiences for us.  

Recording 1  

Life was the same as it always had been. I went to school every day in Paris while my parents went 

to work. My two friends George and jean were in my class, we used to play together and then walk 

home. Maman always had hot soup ready for us to eat after school. On this day I had just started to 

take my first sip when I heard a loud knock.  

***  building a door  

As the knocking continued the door seemed to grow until it opened. There stood a tall man with fair 

hair in a uniform. He turned to my father and told him to pack a suitcase, he was going to camp. 

A camp!  I wanted to go with papa to this holiday camp. Maman refused and reminded me that I had 

school the next day. Papa promised that we could go visit him.  

While papa was at the holiday camp, life continued. I went to school, played with George and jean 

until one afternoon we had to go to the town hall.  

*** building town hall 

It was strange to see what they were giving out to us. It was something I’d never seen before. I could 

read the word that was written. juif - jews.  

*** building the yellow star with juif written on material.  

i didn't understand why we had to wear this, maman didn't like it either so we decided to leave to go 

to Lyon and meet papa there!  

We stayed on a farm, our aunty was staying at one nearby and sometimes I would go and visit her. 

On the way I would sneak an egg from the chickens and eat it raw- we didn't have much food.  

My parents decided that it would be best if we separated for a while. They went to stay on another 

farm.  

*** experiencing feelings of loneliness  

But sometimes papa would surprise us and visit!  
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***  experiencing feelings of happiness 

It felt like we were on the farm forever. But finally maman and papa came to get us, they told us we 

could go back to Paris. It was so wonderful seeing the streets again and our house and my bedroom. 

Papa promised we could get new things because all of my toys had disappeared. It didn’t matter 

though because I was so happy to go back to school.  

I looked for George and jean and school but they hadn't come back yet.  

*** put set back to neutral 

Recording 2  

I loved my home town. It was called Lodz in Poland. We were so happy. I had great friends, lots of 

family and I loved going to school.  

Every Friday my father would walk to shule and I would light the Shabbat candles with my mother 

One morning after I woke up my parents told me we were moving to a place called 'the ghetto' 

*** build the ghetto 

I didn’t mind the ghetto, all my friends and family were there and none of the kids from school could 

tease me about being Jewish anymore. But slowly the food started to run out and we had to have 

something called rations - which divided the food for everyone, but was not a lot.  

Sometimes i found potato peels on the ground and kept them for snacks. It was almost a game we 

played, who could find the potato peels to feed our grumbling tummies?  

*** experiencing potato peels happiness 

At night i could hear the whispered conversations between my parents and their friends. I tried so 

hard to listen but could never stay awake, as i was drifting off to sleep I remember hearing my father 

repeat - we will survive. 

*** armour  

The officers came and told us that everyone was leaving the ghetto. They were sending us to 

Germany. It was a long ride in big carts but we were together.  

*** put set back to neutral 

Recording 3 

I loved Germany in the summer. We had a very good life.  The things we had were much more 

modern than our family in Poland, like running water and central heating. We lived in a very 

educated and cultured town. We were very lucky.  

My parents were very strict. My father always made sure I was in line. Before I went to bed he would 

even check to make sure my shoes were under my bed exactly in the right place. 
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In the school holidays we used to go and visit my extended family in Poland during the summer. Life 

was much harder there. When we wanted to use water my mother had to go and get it from a well.  

But we did have fun, I remember playing with my religious cousins, it was boiling hot but they were 

wearing long pants, long shirts and tight caps. I remember seeing them sweating and being so 

grateful that I was in a skirt! 

*** kitchen, domestic life 

We stayed with my uncle; he was a very religious man and had a long beard. They would feed us 

chicken soup. He always wanted us to say the brocha to thank hashem for the food. I would always 

thank my mother because I saw all the hard work she did to prepare it for us.  

When we returned to Germany I went back to school as usual. But when I returned to grade 4 my 

teacher pulled me aside and told me the principle wanted to speak to me. The principle! What had I 

done? I couldn't work out what I had done wrong and she refused to tell me. When I got to the 

office the principle told me I couldn't come to school anymore. He wouldn't tell me why and said I 

had to ask my parents. As I turned to leave the office I looked at my teacher and I could see tears 

running down her cheeks but she wouldn't look at me.  

*** sadness, time slowing down  

 Because I could no longer go to school, I used to play in the streets with my friends, jumping, 

running and competing with each other  

*** playing with friends  

My parents had meetings at our home. I was always sent to bed. I can recall hearing them talk about 

Dachau and lots of other words I didn't understand.  

In late August, we received a letter, it told us we were no longer allowed to live in Germany and had 

to leave.  

*** put set back to neutral 

Recording 4 

My father was a strong man. He always told me to stand up for myself. I always ended up in lots of 

fights standing up for what was right.   

One summer in Poland we were on a holiday and some polish kids insulted my friend and made fun 

him for being Jewish. So I went up to them and stood up for him, I had no fear.  

*** Strength  

There was such a big community where I lived, all together there were 3.5 million Jews in Poland. I 

used to listen to my father's secret meetings. His friends would come over and they would talk all 

night.  They thought I was playing but really I was listening to their conversations and would report 

to my youth leader. I was part of a youth movement, the Bund. We stuck together. In the ghetto we 
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used to have our own secret meetings too, we would sneak our radio and try and listen to see what 

news was happening.  

***kids secret meetings 

I knew we would be leaving soon, so I collected all our letters, diaries and posters. I put them in a 

metal box and dug a big hole to hide them in. This way no one would find and take them before I got 

back.  

*** box of invaluable things 

When we were taken from the ghetto and moved, my mother told me how much I had to be strong 

and survive. I didn't have many clothes, just a top and pants - no undies! And it was freezing cold! 

We used to huddle together to stay warm.  

*** the wall of messages 

 Recording Conclusion 

Now my darlings, you have heard some of our stories, there are still many more out there and you 

have only just touched the surface. But the most important things you must remember are we are all 

human beings, no difference the colour of our skins, gender or religions. Remember to be strong in 

yourself, fear will not lead to anything.  

And lastly, Life is beautiful. You have the power to ensure it stays this way.   


