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Record of Witness Testimony 103 

Here stands Ms Stanisława Kowalewska born on 25 January 1898 

in Suwałki , occupation tutor 

religion Roman Catholic , parents’ forenames Bronisław, Anna 

last place of residence in Poland Warsaw 

current place of residence Doverstorp, 

 probably Augustów afterwards. 

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 June 1943 to eight weeks as a political prisoner  

bearing the number 40413 and wearing a  red -coloured triangle 

with the letter ‘P’. 

I was later interned in the labour camp in Watenstedt 

from early September 1943 to April 1945, bearing the number 5026. 

 After returning to Ravensbrück, I received the number 109113 and stayed there only four days. 

 

 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: 

Stanisława Kowalewska 

 Ms Stanisława Kowalewska’s testimony consists of three and a half pages and describes the following: 

1) The moment of her arrest in the street – interrogation in aleja Szucha [lit. ‘Szucha Avenue’, location of the 

Gestapo station] two weeks later, incarceration at Pawiak [prison], twenty-five lashes meted out by two 

Gestapo men, three teeth knocked out 

2) Execution by firing squad of the witness’s companion in a ghetto street – being struck by fragments of the 

wall, loss of speech as a result of this ordeal 

3) The witness’s continued imprisonment at Pawiak for seven months under constant threat of death 

4) Transport of the witness along with fifty-nine other women to the concentration camp in Ravensbrück, 

arrival at the camp, eight weeks’ internment 

5) ‘Parading’ before a [male] doctor selecting them for factory work, journey to Watenstedt 

   [handwritten mark for ‘continued overleaf’] 
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7) Back-breaking work; an incident that occurred on the way to the factory, two kilometres away from the 

camp – the witness fell into a bomb crater; her resulting three-month illness 

8) Evacuation of the camp to Ravensbrück, several days’ internment at Ravensbrück 

9) Rescue of the witness by the Swedish Red Cross – the Germans’ reluctance to let her leave the camp on the 

justification that it was possible probable that she would die 
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Testimony of Ms Stanisława Kowalewska, born on 25 January 1898 in Suwałki 

 I was arrested on 21 November 1942 [note written above text] in Warsaw [/note] during a street round-

up, as I was walking along with a young man named Marek (I don’t remember his surname) who belonged to a 

students’ association. Some Gestapo men ordered Marek to put his hands up and they searched his pockets 

while I walked on. As I would later learn, on him they found some papers that likely proved his membership in 

the organization. At that point, one of the Gestapo men ran after me; he said that a woman feared the whip and 

would tell them everything. Believing they had caught themselves a rogue, the Gestapo men called off the 

round-up and took us to aleja Szucha. They beat Marek about the face several times, but not me just yet. We sat 

separately in a ‘tramcar’ [slang term for the characteristic holding cells at the Gestapo station] until the evening. 

At eight o’clock, they took us to Pawiak along with some Jews who had been rounded up. We were held at 

Pawiak for two weeks without interrogation. One day two weeks later, they took Marek away for interrogation; 

they beat him to a pulp and brought him back to Pawiak. On the afternoon of the same day, they took me away 

to make a statement and asked how I knew him and whether I knew he belonged to the organization. I said that I 

had known him since before the war and that I didn’t know he belonged to the organization; I had run into him 

in the street. Then one of the Gestapo men grabbed me by the sleeve and said that I would be severely beaten if I 

didn’t tell them what building the organization was located in. As I made no reply, he seized me vigorously by 

my fur coat, gave me a jerk, and led me away to a small, dark room. There were two Gestapo men there. Lying 

on a table were two large black rubber truncheons. They ordered me to bend my head down to my knees and 

stretch my hands down to my feet; for the time being, they gave me five lashes. I fainted because they beat me 

hard; they were drunk. They poured a bucketful of cold water over me and I regained consciousness, but 

because I didn’t lift myself up from the floor, one of the Gestapo men booted me in the face. The blow was so 

hard that three of my teeth came out; I swelled up horribly. Then they asked me where the organization was 

located and whom I knew in Warsaw. I told them that I didn’t know anyone, at which point they ordered me to 

lean forward again and gave me another twenty lashes. But it no longer hurt and I didn’t cry. They took me back 

over to the Gestapo man who had interrogated me. He asked them if I had been flogged and if I had told them 

anything. The other two replied that I had been completely worked over. They shoved me into an automobile 

and took me away to Pawiak. I was so swollen and tender that I couldn’t sit or lie down. Two weeks later, they 

took Marek and me to the ghetto. They stood him with his face to a wall, while I stood three steps away. He 

turned to face me – he was as pale as a ghost – and cried out: ‘You’re going to die because of me!’ Two Gestapo 

men who were about 

  



 

 

twenty paces away let out a burst of machine-gun fire. I was struck by fragments of the wall. Marek collapsed 

and continued to twitch. Then one of the Gestapo men came over to him and shot him in the temple with a 

revolver. I was petrified; I broke out in a sweat and went mute. When the Gestapo man jerked my sleeve, I 

thought now it was my turn, but he shoved me into an automobile and drove me back to Pawiak. It wasn’t until 

eight days later that I regained my speech; to this day I have difficulty speaking and my nerves are all paralyzed. 

Before dropping me off at Pawiak, he took me to Szucha and asked if I knew anyone in Warsaw. Using 

gestures, I replied in the negative. Then he hit me several times in the face and drove me back to Pawiak. I was 

held there for seven months in a state of utter anxiety. Whenever I heard the jingling of keys, I would think that 

they were coming for me, day or night. As a result of the beating, I suffered such bad memory loss that I can’t 

keep the months straight; all I know is that I was wearing winter clothing when I was transported away to the 

Ravensbrück camp along with fifty-nine other ladies. I don’t know where the camp is situated, as I was sick and 

didn’t leave the camp. Upon arriving at the camp at 11 a.m. (it took several days and nights to get there), we 

stood in front of the bathhouse until 8 p.m. All of our clothing, parcels, and jewellery were confiscated. After 

quickly passing through the baths and a hygiene inspection, we were given a shirt and a flimsy, summer civilian 

dress with a cross on the back, as well as Dutch-style wooden clogs that we couldn’t walk in. We walked 

barefoot with the clogs in our hands. We were assigned to Block 24, which was severely overcrowded. You 

couldn’t even squeeze your way through the dining room, where bunks were also stacked three high. The hunger 

was awful; I couldn’t eat the soup because it was hellishly bitter. I lived exclusively on bread and coffee. We 

used to be given half a mugful of coffee per day and a small chunk of bread. I lived in these conditions for eight 

weeks. I was a stout woman, so I lived off my fat reserves. After eight weeks, we attended a medical 

examination. We had to strip naked, but the doctor didn’t examine us; we simply paraded before him. He just 

looked to see if our bodies were nice-looking and clean. I was chosen for work at a munitions factory in 

Watenstedt. A few days later, we were dressed in striped prison uniforms, a full set of underwear, and wooden-

soled boots. We were somewhat warmer. Until then, we’d had to stand barefoot in shirts and summer dresses for 

several hours at a stretch during the night-time, morning, and evening Appells [roll call assemblies, Ger.]. 

Several days later, they transported approximately 800 of us women to Watenstedt in cattle wagons (fifty people 

to a wagon). We lived in wood- 

  



 

 

en barracks, approximately 200 people in each one. We had to walk about two kilometres to the factory. I was 

assigned to a heavy old machine that I had to operate for twelve hours [a day]. During the day shift we would 

get a half-hour break for lunch, and at night we would receive soup. The food was often bad; a loaf of bread was 

split eight ways. I wore out my hand doing that job. It swelled up, and to this day I have a fingernail infection. A 

doctor in Sweden said it would be necessary to perform a difficult and painful operation which is not even 

certain to succeed. The aufseherkas [women guards, from Ger. Aufseherin] beat us badly. On several occasions, 

I was slapped in the face when I stood up straight so as to have a bit of a rest. Once, I was even left bloodied all 

over. The foremen were good, because they weren’t German. After five weeks of my superhuman efforts, one of 

the foremen, who could see me struggling with the machine, assigned me to inspection work. It was a light-duty 

job, but it was awfully cold in the production hall and my joints became badly inflamed. In the Revier 

[infirmary, Ger.], compresses were placed on my legs and I was told to go to work. One morning, as we were 

marching in a column to work and had to cross a crater left by a bomb, I asked one of the other inmates to hold 

my hand, as I couldn’t make the leap over the ditch. She replied: ‘As if I’m going to pull you along!’ She 

pushed me and I fell into the crater, which was full of snow and mud. It was pitch dark, so no one could see me 

lying there, and the entire column walked past me. Once the last of the prisoners had gone by, the two 

aufseherkas bringing up the rear saw me lifting myself up. One of them cried out, ‘Was ist das? [What’s this?]’ 

and kicked me in the mouth so hard that two of my teeth came out. Then she pressed me down into the mud 

with her foot and wouldn’t let me get back up. She called over two Russian women and ordered them to fetch a 

stretcher along with the other aufseherka. I lay there under her foot for around an hour – soaking wet, covered in 

mud, and bloody all over. Then I was placed on the stretcher and carried back to the block; she continued to 

heap abuse on me all the while. For three months, I lay ill with flu and joint inflammation. At the end of those 

three months came the evacuation to Ravensbrück. It took a full week to get there. Only occasionally did we 

each receive a piece of bread – one-eighth of a loaf of bread every other day. There were a select few who 

would receive bread every day, but most of us got it every second day. In our wagons, there were Polish women 

among us who slept under a blanket shared with SS men. These women would be given everything: sausage, 

margarine, bread, and tinned food. Upon arrival at Ravensbrück, we were assigned to Block 29, which was 

horribly overcrowded. I slept two nights on the dining room floor, and because 
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I was sick and groaning a lot in my sleep, I was laid on the stone floor near the toilets, and there I was to spend 

my final night at Ravensbrück. The women walking past would say: ‘She keeps croaking, but just won’t croak.’ 

They wouldn’t even give me any coffee when I asked. While I was lying there in the corridor, I was picked 

clean of everything I had. The next day, I heard the blokowa [chief prisoner of the block, from Ger. 

Blockälteste] shouting that the Swedes had arrived in trucks, and that Block 29 was supposed to be departing for 

Sweden. I was barely able to lift myself up, fearing they might finish me off then and there. Falling over and 

picking myself back up, I ran to the gate. There, an SS man pushed me aside and said that I wouldn’t be going 

because I would die in transit. Yet I held my hand out to the Swedes and shouted that I wasn’t sick, just cold, 

and I wept dreadfully. At that point, one of the Swedes came over to me and took my pulse. He pushed the 

German aside and said: ‘We’ll manage with her just fine.’ The Swedes put me on a stretcher; wrapped me in 

sheepskin jackets they had taken off their own backs; gave me medicinal drops, tablets and a few rusks to eat; 

and took me away to the vehicle. I slept all the way to Denmark. There, I was going to be taken to hospital, but I 

wanted to travel with my comrades to Malmö. In Sweden, I have been laid up in various hospitals and I am still 

unwell to this day, but I am glad to have got away from the Germans, and I am grateful to the Swedes that I am 

alive and that they have taken such great care of me. 

 

Read and signed by 

 

Stanisława Kowalewska 

 

Testimony recorded by 

 Halina Czarlińska 

 

Institute Assistant’s comments: 

 Ms Stanisława Kowalewska, whom I know personally, looks like a wreck of a human being after what 

she has been through. Having retained her clarity of mind, however, she endeavours to reconstruct the entire 

period faithfully. Her testimony is absolutely trustworthy. 

 The testimony was recorded by Ms Halina Czarlińska, whom I know personally and whom I authorized 

to perform this work. 

 

Krystyna Karier    

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 Ms Stanisława Kowalewska, whom I know personally, looks like a wreck of a human being after what 

she has been through. Having retained her clarity of mind, however, she endeavours to reconstruct the entire 

period faithfully. The testimony is absolutely trustworthy. 

Krystyna Karier    


