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Record of Witness Testimony 27 
Here stands Mrs Franciszka Ciszkowska born on 57 years old [sic] 
in Cisk, Ostołęka Powiat , occupation housewife 
religion Roman Catholic , parents’ forenames Wincenty and Marianna 
last place of residence in Poland Cisk, Ostrołęka Powiat, Warszawskie Voivodeship 
current place of residence Cisk, Ostrołęka Powiat, Warszawskie Voivodeship 
 
who – having been cautioned as to the importance of truthful testimony as well as to the responsibility 
for, and consequences of, false testimony – hereby declares as follows: 
I was interned at the concentration camp in Ravensbrück 
from 12 November 1943 to 2 February 1944 as a political prisoner  
bearing the number (I don’t remember) and wearing a  red -coloured triangle 
with the letter ‘P’. 
I was later interned in the camp in Majdanek 
from 7 February1944 to Easter 1944 (10 weeks). 
 From Easter to August 1944 I was at the camp in Auschwitz – tattoo number 77548 – and I also wore a 
red-coloured triangle with the letter ‘P’. 
 From August 1944 to (more or less) the first days of April 1945 I was at Ravensbrück. 
 Following that, I spent two to three weeks at the so-called Jugendlager (a subcamp of Ravensbrück), 
from which I returned to Ravensbrück. 
 
 Asked whether, with regard to my internment and my labour at the concentration camp, I 
possess any particular knowledge about how the camp was organized, how prisoners were treated, their 
living and working conditions, medical and pastoral care, the hygienic conditions in the camp, or any 
particular events concerning any aspect of camp life, I state as follows: 
 
The statement consists of six and a half pages and describes the following: 

1. Arrest and sentencing to nine months’ imprisonment 
2. Incarceration at three prisons (Ostrołęka; Płock; and Allenstein, East Prussia) 

    two pages appended 
3. Transfer to Ravensbrück (a two-week journey), despite the witness having served her nine-month 

prison sentence 
4. The progression of the witness’s leg condition 
5. Leaving on a sick transport, starving in the cattle wagons 
6. Care provided by the Polish Red Cross at the camp in Majdanek 
7. The transfer of the sick to Auschwitz – a gruesome journey 

        [handwritten mark] 
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8. Quarantine at the women’s camp in Auschwitz, Birkenau subcamp 
9. The camp at Auschwitz (the constant, tiresome baths; the death rate; and the treatment of dying and 

living women prisoners) 
10. The witness being beaten at work, her tooth knocked out 
11. Non-working prisoners’ block, observations concerning the segregation of incoming transports, the 

small building that housed the crematorium, bodies being burnt in pits near the woods 
12. Punishment imposed on the block – kneeling with arms raised 
13. Journey to and arrival at Ravensbrück, living conditions, acquisition of food 
14. Selection and transportation of naked women to the crematorium 
15. Transfer to Jugendlager [Youth Camp, Ger.] and involvement in selection 
16. Return to the camp in Ravensbrück 
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Here stands Mrs Franciszka Ciszkowska – 57 years old; born in Cisk, Ostrołęka Powiat, Warszawskie 
Voivodeship; occupation, housewife; religion, Roman Catholic; parents’ forenames, Marianna and Wincenty; 
last place of residence in Poland, Cisk, Ostrołęka Powiat, Warszawskie Voivodeship; current place of 
residence, the same. 
 
 I was interned at the concentration camp in Ravensbrück from 28 [note written above crossed out 
figure] 12 [/note] November 1943 to 2 February 1944 as a political prisoner bearing the number (I don’t 
remember) and wearing a red triangle with the letter ‘P’. 
 From 7 February 1944 to Easter (10 weeks) I was a the camp in Majdanek, having arrived on a 
transport of infirm prisoners. 
 Then from Easter to August 1944 I was at the camp in Auschwitz (after the evacuation of the Majdanek 
camp) and I was tattooed with the number 77548 and also wore a red triangle with the letter ‘P’. 
 Then after the evacuation of the Auschwitz camp I arrived for a second time at the Ravensbrück 
concentration camp, where I remained from August (the end of August 1944) until more or less April 1945. 
 After a selection at Ravensbrück, I went on foot from there to the so-called Jugendlager, where I stayed 
for two to three weeks, after which I returned to Ravensbrück, where I remained until the end. The Swedish Red 
Cross found me there and on 3 May 1945 I arrived in Malmö. 
 
 I was arrested on 24 March 1943 at the border for crossing over into so-called Reich territory and 
buying ten kilograms of bread flour; the place of arrest was Borawy [sic]. From Borawy I was taken 
to Ostrołęka, where I was held in prison for a week and given a nine-month sentence, as I wouldn’t 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



reveal anything except for whom I’d bought the flour from. I got a two-month reduction because I cried. From 
Ostrołęka we were taken by train in handcuffs to a prison in Płock. I stayed in Płock eleven days, and when the 
eleven days were up we were transferred to a prison in Allenstein, East Prussia. While in prison I worked at a 
military factory; we made skis. I worked six months at the factory, and then in the fields – it was October at that 
point. My sentence was due to end 24 October 1943. About five days before that date I fell ill and lay in my cell 
with a fever. Back when I had been working, I had been summoned by the prison authorities so that they could 
check my particulars as well as the circumstances of, and reason for, my arrest. The ones asking were from the 
Gestapo. After describing everything, I was told to sign my name; nothing was said about my sentence. 
 On 28 October 1943 – thus four days after I was due for release – a Gestapo officer came and took me 
away, still sick. Fellow inmates had to help me get dressed and guide me – that’s how ill I was. My leg had also 
swollen up because of two sores that were later operated on at Ravensbrück. On the way there I’d had some kind 
them bandaged in some German hospital. We spent around two weeks in transit, stopping off at no less than five 
prisons along the way. I had to be carried to them on a stretcher. There we would lie on the floor. The hunger 
was excruciating throughout the journey. 
 At Ravensbrück we just passed through the baths and the entire transport had their hair cut, young and 
old alike, even though we didn’t have lice. Everything was taken from us. There was a gynaecological exam in 
the bathhouse. 
 After my arrival, the prisoner in charge of the block we’d been assigned to led me from there to the 
Ambulanz [out-patient section, Ger.] of the so-called Revier [infirmary, Ger.], whe on my way back from which 
I was beaten by an aufseherka [woman guard, from Ger. Aufseherin] for having a towel wrapped round my 
head. At that time we hadn’t been given headscarves, but we were very cold without any hair: we’d been shorn 
down to the scalp. The next day they operated on my leg in the Revier. They made incisions in my sores and I 
spent a few days laid up in the Revier, and then in the so-called Bett- 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



karte [bed card, Ger.] block. My leg still unhealed, I was discharged from the sick block and I went to a block 
for working prisoners. After a few days there I was sent away to work aussen [outside the camp, Ger.]. I carted 
soil, unloaded bricks from the barge, earthed up potatoes, and so on. You had to work non-stop, or the 
aufseherka/overseer would beat you. What with the constant hard labour in the cold (I also used to lug around 
great big pots of food), I couldn’t heal my leg, apart from which I had started to get sores all over my body. In 
January my name was added to a sick transport list. I left Ravensbrück on a sick transport bound for Majdanek. 
We travelled by train in cattle wagons for four days with meagre bread rations. The hunger was so bad that we 
cried. We would give our bread to the weaker ones eating snow, unable to endure the hunger. The conditions of 
the journey were dreadfully cramped; I had to kneel because my sores were so bad I couldn’t even sit. On the 
fifth day, the Polish Red Cross from Lublin assumed responsibility for us at Majdanek. They took good care of 
us and drove us the rest of the way to the camp in (uncovered) vehicles. We felt quite good there; we were fed 
by the Red Cross and we got medical care. All of us were placed in the camp hospital. At Majdanek I also 
underwent an operation on my arm: an infection had set in. I was treated and by Easter I was already well 
enough to do a day and a half’s work, after which my legs swelled back up and I spent a week in the block 
instead of going out to work. Three On the Tuesday following Easter Sunday, an order came through that the 
sick prisoners from Ravensbrück were to be transferred to Auschwitz. Those who couldn’t walk, after being 
inspected by an aufseherka, were driven away to the station. The rest had to walk. The journey was gruesome – 
it was a very intense experience. We were crammed into cattle wagons, sitting one on top of the other with 
barbed wire fencing us off from the SS men, who sat in the middle of the wagon. This barrier extended from 
door to door and reached up to the ceiling. The SS guards had a sort of hammer on a long wooden stick, which 
they would prod the women with [note added above the text] through the wire [/note] if they rose from a sitting 
position to stretch their stiff legs. I heard gunshots from the SS men in neighbouring wagons. It was said that 
one woman had been killed, but I didn’t see that myself.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sitting behind the barbed wire, we had buckets that we relieved ourselves in. The SS men would collect the 
buckets from us, dump them out, and then bring them back empty. 
 We received food for the journey. Upon arrival at Auschwitz, all of the sick prisoners were redirected 
to the women’s camp at Birkenau, where we spent a few days laid up in the Revier. It was a sort of quarantine. 
After the quarantine we were herded along for three kilometres or so, through the men’s camp where we were 
fed. We sat on the ground, between the blocks. From there we were taken to the women’s camp at Auschwitz, 
where we stayed in a shed all that day, once again sitting on the ground. We were awfully tired. We were 
hustled into some sort of building for the night. It had a cement floor that was covered in water. We spent the 
whole night lying in that water – many of us dying. In the morning I saw them remove women who were still 
moving, drag them over the ground, and pile them up near the block in their final moments before death. As this 
was going on we were given food to eat. We obviously couldn’t accept it faced with this horrific sight. Besides, 
we were so very tired. Afterwards we were taken to the baths, having already had all our things taken from us 
(clothing and undergarments) for steam delousing. We sat naked for several hours. In the baths we were 
meticulously shaved and passed through a trough filled with water, probably mixed with disinfectant. After 
bathing, we went into quarantine for a month. After finishing quarantine, we underwent bathing once more as 
well as a medical examination. We were paraded naked before the doctor. Those who were unfit for work were 
transferred to block 2 7 – the non-working prisoners’ block. I was expelled from there, however, and sent out to 
level ground and haul stones for road construction. One time at work a supervisor in SS uniform, who also 
spoke Polish, struck me three times in the head and the back. It happened in an orchard where we were carrying 
out levelling work. I have no idea what prompted it. Later that day when we were assembling for dinner, a sixth 
an eleventh woman joined the other end of my line. We were supposed to form ranks of ten and I was standing 
at the opposite end of that rank. The same supervisor as before came up to me and struck me twice in the face, 
knocking out one of my teeth and displacing a hook 
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(testimony of Mrs Franciszka Ciszkowska, 57 years of age, born in Cisk, Ostrołęka Powiat, cont’d)  
 
that another tooth was attached to. 
 Back during the quarantine we were put into after the first baths, the blokowa [chief prisoner of a 
block, from Ger. Blockälteste] who we turned to asking for a blanket told us that this was a death camp and that 
our heads would be hanging from the wall by the next day anyway. That made a terrible impression on us: we 
wept, terrified at the thought of having gone through so much only to face such an end. 
 My next job after the orchard was with Kommando 15 [Work Gang 15]. We used to walk twelve 
kilometres to get to our work site, where we dug furrows in the fields. After a few days, I fell ill again because 
of my legs – they swelled up on me so much that I couldn’t even make it to the WC or climb up onto my bunk, 
which was the top level of three. Then the blokowa led me in front of the zauna, as the baths were called, where 
doctors and an Arbeitseinsatz [labour office] clerk segregated those who were and weren’t capable of working. 
On that occasion one of the young girls, a Pole with a bandaged eye, was faking illness in the hope of avoiding 
work. She was told to unbandage her eye and once they found out she had been faking, she was beaten straight 
away with a thick stick, right in front of us in the square. Then they took her away and reportedly she got 
twenty-five lashes. 
 After that I was once again assigned to the non-working prisoners’ block. Only five of the women in 
the block were Polish. There were a lot of Jews and Czechs. Not far from us, some Hungarian-Jewish women 
who’d been brought in were put in the square. They were kept there all night, frozen. Reportedly they were 
taken to the gas chamber. With my own eyes I only witnessed the segregation of newly-arrived transports fresh 
off the trains – there were even children. The newcomers would be divided into different groups and then led 
into the small building that was said to house the crematorium. They would get towels on the way in. After [note 
added above the text] those people [/note] entering the building, I could see a high red flame coming out of the 
protruding chimney; the stench of burning bodies would linger over the camp. 
 On my way to work I would see pits on fire at the edge of the wood. It was said they did the burning 
there too – that was when the crematorium couldn’t keep pace with demand. The same stench of fat and bone 
wafted over the fields. 
 One time my block was given a punishment that consisted in us having to kneel for an hour after Appell 
[roll call] with both arms raised  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



in the air. We knelt in water, on stones, guarded by an SS man who beat any women who let their arms drop. 
That punishment lasted a week. 
 Taken off the non-working block, I did three days of hard labour at the land reclamation works. Finally 
in August we were re-segregated and, after bathing and a long wait with constantly changing orders (one minute 
we were to set off, the next we were to remain), we were readied for transport to Ravensbrück. We spent four 
days in transit; the conditions were a little better than they’d been on the journey from Majdanek to Auschwitz. 
We were fed and we weren’t barred in. 
 After arriving at Ravensbrück at night, we were kept outdoors in the street between the Revier and the 
camp wall all night long. The conditions were awful from the start. Assigned to a [note added above text] 
regular [/note] labour block straight after quarantine, we were punished without knowing what for. Once, after 
Appell we were made to stand in front of the bathhouse from noon to midnight, with nothing to eat. 
 The acquisition of food (only the stronger ones had any), the beatings, the sztubowa [chief prisoner of a 
block room, from Ger. Stubenälteste] dousing us with water – it was a living hell. 
 From there, Block 21, I was transferred during a selection to Blocks 28 in the part of the camp fenced 
off with wire. The rest of my fellow inmates who remained in Block 21 after the selection went away after a 
week, crammed by SS men and beaten by women guards onto a truck that took them to the crematorium. I also 
saw women from Block 22 packed onto trucks; they had been stripped naked and were dying. They too were 
driven away. I watched it all from behind the wire. 
 Life behind the wire was very hard, with the constant threat of selection. There was a belief that it was 
better to go to work, so we used to seek out kolonkas [work gang leaders appointed from among the inmates, 
from Ger. Kolonnenführerin] who might take us out through the gates to any kind of work at all. And so I 
worked in a coke shovelling gang. The work was very hard, as we were weak with hunger and altogether sickly. 
We weren’t able to shovel the coke at the required speed. We were beaten constantly by the aufseherkas, in the 
face. Another time we worked at spreading sand over the wetlands, wading through the water all day. 
 More or less toward the end of March during a selection where we had to walk naked or in our 
underwear, covered only in our coats and baref, I went away to Jugendlager. The sztubowa threw me 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



a dress through the window at the last moment. During the final selection at Jugendlager I was among those 
chosen for the gas chamber. Utterly dazed, I was running up to the row of women who’d been selected when 
someone sort of nudged me in the back. Then I turned around and ran over to the row of women being sent to 
the block. There was such chaos that no one noticed my escape. We were locked inside the blocks and forbidden 
to look out the windows. In the evening (I don’t remember if it was that same evening or another – I was quite 
simply shocked senseless by the experience), trucks came and took away those unfortunate women. I heard that 
eight trucks full of women had perished gone away then. 
 Things were calm over the [Easter] holidays, but after the holidays we were marched over to the 
Ravensbrück camp, which was completely unexpected. They had us stand in front of the bathhouse for half the 
night. Everything was taken from us; they gave us a dress and some flimsy underwear, and after bathing we 
were taken back into the wired-off part of the camp. 
 Beatings and water dousings were a regular occurrence in those last days at the camp. To our immense 
joy we received packages from the Red Cross then, but we still didn’t believe the whispers that the Red Cross 
was going to save us. The rumours ultimately proved to be true and we departed, leaving hell behind. 
 
 Read and signed by [three crosses, drawn by hand] 
  

Signature verified [left-facing brace] Mrs Franciszka Ciszkowska, signing with 
crosses 

 Kr. Karier 
 
 The testimony of the illiterate Mrs Franciszka Ciszkowska is most definitely trustworthy. The witness 
is deeply affected by the period described, crying often. 

Krystyna Karier 
Lund, 7 December 1945  
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