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Record of Witness Testimony 143 
Here stands Ms Stanisława Cieplak born on 15 October 1890 
in Mały Trzęśniew, Koło Powiat , occupation farming 
religion Roman Catholic , parents’ forenames Walenty and Konstancja 
last place of residence in Poland Cirawy [sic, Dzierawy?], Koło Powiat 
current place of residence Rosöga 
 
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 April 1943 to February 1945 as a political prisoner  
bearing the number 42240 and wearing a red -coloured triangle 
with the letter ‘P’. 
I was later interned in a labour camp in Rechlin 
from February 1945 to April March 1945; 
 then two weeks in Ravensbrück; 
 ″ Jugendlager [Youth Camp, Ger.]; 
 ″ 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: 

CIEPLAK 
 

Ms Stanisława Cieplak’s eyewitness testimony consists of six and a half pages of handwriting and describes the 
following: 

1) Arrest due to accusation in November 1941 and subsequent release; re-arrest on the basis of a court decision 
on 18 March 1942 

2) Two-month stint in prison in Koło, followed by transfer to prison in Wronki 
3) Work distributed among prison cells – sewing uniforms 
4) Prison laundry 
5) Transfer to prison in Filehne [Wieleń (Pol.)] (eight kilometres from Wronki) – work at a factory, punishments 

for failing to meet the prescribed production quota and beatings for help given to other prisoners 
[handwritten mark for ‘continued overleaf’]     
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6) Food provided, treatment of the sick – punishments for giving help to the sick 
7) Searches; death in a cell without medical assistance – a prisoner’s burial at a German cemetery 
8) Second stint, lasting five months, at the prison in Wronki 
9) Multi-leg journey to the concentration camp in Ravensbrück via prisons in Poznań, Toruń, and Szczecin 
10) Scene from the journey: shackled prisoners being transported to prison 
11) The camp in Ravensbrück: change of clothes, number, work as a kitchen assistant 
12) Working aussen [outside (the camp), Ger.] – dogs being set upon the weaker prisoners, one woman shot dead, 

beatings 
13) Unexpected transport do Rechlin – February 1945 
14) Prisoners’ living conditions at the camp in Rechlin – blocks locked shut at night, Appells [roll call assemblies, 

Ger.], trench-digging work, death rate, food provided, estimated prisoner population 
15) Transport of weak and sick prisoners to the camp in Ravensbrück following segregation by a commission 

from Berlin 
16) Arrival at the camp in Ravensbrück – a week of work and transfer to Jugendlager [Youth Camp, Ger.] 
17) Death rate at the Jugendlager camp – removals to the gas chambers and scenes that unfolded at these times 
18) Return to the camp in Ravensbrück 
19) Arrival in Sweden and care provided there 
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Testimony of Ms Stanisława Cieplak, born on 15 October 1890 in Mały Trzęśniew, Koło Powiat 
 
In November 1941, some cotton wool that I had been spinning into yarn was taken from my apartment, and I 
was accused. I was released and a court case was opened against me; the trial took place on 18 March 1942. I 
was sentenced to a year in prison, yet I remained in confinement from then on. From the courthouse, I was taken 
to prison in Koło. It wasn’t that bad: they took us to work; there was food. I was there for two months, and then 
they took me to Wronki. Between ten and twenty of us were driven in a prison van, with each woman locked in 
a cage. When I began to sing a song, a German came, opened the cage, and struck me in the head. In Wronki, 
there was a prison that must have held around 3,000 women and quite a lot of men. They pulled off our clothes, 
and we went about like that the entire day as they registered us. After registration, they weighed us. Many 
women had their hair shorn off. When I hid part of a rosary in my hair, a German woman hit me so hard that I 
bled. 
 Back in Koło, I had had another incident: some money in my pocket, which was full of holes, fell 
inside the lining of my coat. A German woman conducting a search found the money and beat me so badly that 
women cried. 
 At Wronki, we were then dressed in checked prison dresses and white aprons. We were shaking with 
cold: we would be dressed the same in summer and winter, and had only flimsy knickers under our dresses. We 
were locked up seven or eight to a cell; we stacked up the straw-stuffed mattresses and at night we would sleep 
on top of one another. They brought us uniforms to sew. We would sit on the uniforms, but we had to be very 
careful: the moment we heard keys jingling, we got off them. We weren’t allowed to sit on the mattresses in the 
daytime, only on the floor. During frosty weather, it was so cold that we would huddle up against one another. 
We each had a single blanket, but the cell was unheated. We had to make – that is, we had to sew by hand – five 
uniforms per day. Anyone who did not got a beating. I myself got beaten a few times. The first and second time 
it happened, you got a beating; but the third time, you went into solitary confinement. I myself, thank God, was 
not in solitary. I spent a month sewing, and then asked the German ‘haupka’ [sic, perhaps from Ger. Haupt 
‘head, chief’] for a change because I couldn’t sew anymore. At that point, she assigned me 
  



to the laundry. I had to wash 200 items a day: men’s shirts, drawers, pillow slips. I wasn’t given any soap or 
detergent, yet the items had to be properly washed. If they weren’t properly washed, she would bring them back 
as many as three times for rewashing. People felt so weak. I was drenched with sweat from having to rush. I 
worked there for two months and went back to uniform work for another two months. Then we were transported 
to Filehne [Wieleń (Pol.)] – myself and three other women. This was because I hadn’t been able to cope with the 
uniforms and had asked for another transfer, so at that point I was transported to Filehne (also a prison), eight 
kilometres or so from Wronki. From the prison, we would walk some three kilometres to a factory. We plaited 
rope the thickness of a finger from straw and grass. One hundred metres of rope had to be plaited each day. 
Anyone who did not plait this amount would not be fed. There were ninety of us working there – all Polish 
women. They would select farm women, who were more capable. I myself went unfed several times: once I 
went without bread; another time, without bread or soup. I could actually plait rope, but there were some women 
who couldn’t, so I didn’t want to plait more [than them]. Once, a German woman caught me plaiting for 
someone else on the sly; both I and the woman I was helping were punished. After that, I would get my 100 
metres done and although I could do more, I wouldn’t plait for myself but rather for others on the sly. We had 
fifteen minutes for lunch, so we had to eat quickly; if a prisoner didn’t manage in this time, she didn’t eat. A 
woman being punished would have to stand without food during the fifteen-minute break, so that everyone 
would see she was the one who hadn’t got her 100 metres done. And many a time, the food would be raw – not 
just bland and unsalted but so raw you couldn’t eat it. Yet we would eat it anyway out of hunger. We were fed 
the same as in the camps – 100 grams of bread and some thin soup. If a prisoner plaited 100 metres, she got one 
litre; if less, three-quarters of a litre. When they brought in sick and infirm prisoners who couldn’t walk, we 
would take them to the factory on a trolley – a tiny four-wheeled trolley. The first day, we didn’t have the 
trolley; we carried them in potato baskets. We would carry them, switch, and carry them some more. And then 
when they couldn’t make rope and I helped them, I had to carry basketfuls of vegetable peels for three days in 
punishment, during the three-kilometre walk. 
  



Another time when I didn’t get 100 metres done because my finger hurt, I carried peels for four days. A German 
woman called me faul [lazy, Ger.], but when I showed her that my finger hurt, somehow the next day even 
though I fell short of the quota she didn’t say anything. 
 Then when one woman lost a knife – at Christmas – we were all beaten. When we returned to prison 
from the factory, we were strip-searched and stood two hours barefoot and naked in the snow. That was our 
Christmas. We were all crying. The next day, the knife was found in the rubbish. But what a Christmas we were 
given! 
 And there were a few searches like that. We weren’t allowed to have anything. If a woman wrapped 
herself in paper, she got punished. Once, when I had a needle on me, I got beaten for that too; I was hit so hard 
that I fell over. Searches happened often. People would still wrap their legs in paper (the stockings were as short 
as socks, and the knickers were flimsy and short too), even though we would be strip-searched and beaten. We 
had wooden clogs. Once, when there was glazed ice on the ground, we all took off our clogs and went barefoot. 
 Another time, a woman got pneumonia and couldn’t go to work (she was from Poznań and spoke 
German, so she could explain for herself that she was sick). Regardless, she was chased outside and we 
practically carried her to the factory. There, when she was unable to work (she was running a high fever; her 
fingers and nose were already turning blue; and her mouth had gone completely white), she was beaten by a 
German woman. When she fainted, we laid her on straw. A better guard came who understood Polish; she 
covered the woman with a coat, but only until another, worse guard showed up. Then she brought a trolley and 
we laid the woman on it along with another sick woman, and I pulled it back to the prison. There, I washed her 
and half an hour later she died in the cell. Shout as we might, we couldn’t get anyone’s attention. We almost 
broke down the door, but no one came or even switched on the light for us. Only the next day, through the 
window (which was high up – I had to claw my way up to it), did I manage to call the haupka over and tell her 
that the woman had died. I don’t remember her surname, just her given name: Kazia [Kazimiera]. At that point, 
the haupka came and brought a doctor with her. He was German too. He said that she had died of a heart attack 
– although she had had pneumonia. She was taken from the cell on a blanket and 
  



carried away to a separate cell. Later, two prisoners were granted permission to bury her in a coffin in a German 
cemetery. Her own clothes were brought from Wronki, because that was where she had them. 
 I was there for eight months. From there, I was transported back to Wronki and sewed uniforms again. 
One young girl who hadn’t completed 100 metres of rope was punished with food deprivation and went into 
solitary confinement. We would meet her during what was called Freistunde [free time, Ger.] – a walk fifteen 
minutes before work. I had been setting aside bread for a while by then and when, with great difficulty, I gave 
her some bread, I was beaten by a German woman so badly that I lost a tooth. My second stint at Wronki lasted 
five months. 
 I left in a group of twelve women. Over a period of two weeks, we halted at various prisons – in 
Poznań, Toruń, Szczecin – for two or three days at a time. And thus we arrived at Ravensbrück on a transport of 
200 women in April 1943 (it was around 20 April). I received the number 42240. 
 Returning to the journey itself, there had been 200 women and 70 Germ men in our group when we 
arrived in Szczecin. At that point, we were shackled together in pairs. Though most of the time I cried, I was 
laughing then that we had been given ‘bracelets’. My arms were so thin that the handcuff slipped right off. A 
German talking to the woman next to me asked her what I was saying to her. When he learned that I was calling 
it a ‘bracelet’ and laughing, he put it back on me – despite seeing that it had already fallen off. We all walked, 
shackled and surrounded by enormous dogs. Then when we were put into our cell, we spent the entire night 
standing – that’s how cramped it was. 
 When we arrived at Ravensbrück, we were fed, but because there were many people in front of the 
bathhouse we slept outdoors. The first ones to arrive at the camp were the first ones bathed. We weren’t bathed 
until the following day. And when we were dressed, we were given short knee-length dresses and wooden shoes 
that were too heavy for me to lift. I underwent quarantine in Block 29 – four weeks. After those four weeks, I 
signed up for work in the kitchen: I carried swedes from the cellars, and potatoes to the soup pots and the 
cellars. I would carry and cart away the peels in wheelbarrows. 

[three crosses] 
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 Testimony of Ms Stanisława Cieplak, born on 15 October 1890 in Mały Trzęśniew, Koło Powiat 
 
 After a while, I became sick. Since I didn’t have a fever in the Revier [infirmary, Ger.], I was given a 
two-week exemption from kitchen work. Despite having pneumonia, I didn’t stay in the Revier. After that, I 
worked for a Bauer [farmer, Ger.]; then I was sick again; and then I did sand work. I would give fellow inmates 
bread, and they would help me along as I walked. Once, when we were supposed to return to camp during an air 
raid, I fell over and got another beating from the aufseherka [woman guard, from Ger. Aufseherin]. Even though 
both the kolonka [prisoner in charge of the work gang, from Ger. Kolonnenführerin] and I said that I could not 
work, the aufseherka said that I had to. 
 Once, while I was doing sand work, one woman strayed a little from the other workers. An SS man 
shot and killed her. We carried the dead woman back to the camp. 
 Another time, a dog attacked one of the prisoners, who was weak and doing less than required. It 
maimed her so badly that she died the next day. 
 When I was working in a column [work gang, from Ger. Kolonne] that sorted items brought by 
Warsaw evacuees, one woman took a sweater. During a search, she was found with two sweaters. He [sic] beat 
her so badly that she, too, died the next day. 
 In February 1945, I returned from work and we were ordered to fall into ranks. Then we were taken to 
Rechlin – 300 or 400 women. It took one day for motor vehicles to bring us there, because it was a seventy-
kilometre drive. When they locked us inside our block there after work, we could have suffocated. There were 
700 of us women in the block. Crude stuffed mattresses lay on the floor; we slept two to a mattress. Every 
woman had a blanket, but we didn’t use them; because once we had been gathered inside and the shutters were 
closed, we couldn’t cover ourselves up. Women were fainting; every so often, they would go to the bathroom 
and pour water over themselves. Twenty would die every night, and we would sleep alongside them like that 
until morning. At 5 a.m. the block would be reopened for Appell. Sweaty and tired, we would go outside for 
Appell and stand until 11 a.m. at the earliest. Then we would go to work digging trenches. After two weeks, I 
was so weak I could no longer work. At that point, I was reassigned to a block where such women died. The 
ones who worked lived in other blocks, while the ones who didn’t work were placed in death blocks. There, we 
got one-tenth of a loaf of bread 
  



and a little mugful of soup. I was in that block for three weeks. I was so weak that the wind could blow me over. 
Our transport was the third to arrive at Rechlin; it was said there were 5,000 [prisoners] by then.  
 In late February or early March – rather definitely in March – a commission came, probably from 
Berlin, and they selected sick and weak prisoners. Among them were many good people; they gave us better 
food then, and more. 
 The camp was fenced in behind wire, and straw was woven between the wires so that we couldn’t see 
what was happening in the [note written above text] German [/note] military camps next to ours. There were 
constant bombardments. 
 We were brought to Ravensbrück, where I spent a week or so. At some point, an aufseherka called us 
outside after work and we were led over to Jugendlager. A very large number of us went at that time – perhaps 
300. It was a large group. We were given the same food as at Rechlin. 
 Back at the Ravensbrück camp, a blokowa [chief prisoner of a block, from Ger. Blockälteste] had gone 
and said that we had come to work, but nothing did any good – we had to go. 
 At Jugendlager, women dropped dead like flies. There were constant selections; and once, during a 
selection, 400 out of 700 women were chosen. One night, some lorries came. I woke the women up. We were in 
tears because we thought our time was up. Meanwhile, the lorries (there were eight of them) halted in front of 
Block 6, where women who had been selected the previous day were kept. The lorries reversed right up to the 
door, and an SS man went into the block – the women had to undress and enter the lorry naked. When they cried 
and shouted ‘what are you doing with us?’, they were beaten some more and hustled into the lorry. 
 I saw two such removals. The first time, it was 200 women, because there were only four lorries and 
fifty women got into each lorry. 
 Women hid wherever they could; those who had already been selected for the gas would sneak into 
columns of healthy women. When an SS man noticed, he would beat them savagely. I myself was told by a 
blokowa to hide, but I said it was ‘God’s will’ and did not conceal myself. 
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 After Easter, we were herded back over to Ravensbrück. As we were walking, we would collapse – we 
couldn’t walk. One aufseherka beat us, while another allowed those who couldn’t [walk] to go slowly. 
 At Ravensbrück, we went to Block 27. When we got Red Cross parcels, I gave mine away because I 
could no longer eat anything. I was living on nothing but water. 
 Finally, I left for Sweden aboard a train. I gave my parcels to fellow prisoners who had helped me 
along. When they tried to make me eat on the train, I couldn’t eat anything. I could only drink. The train ride 
took six days, and finally on 2 May I arrived in Lund, Sweden. I weighed twenty-eight kilograms at the time. 
When, after disembarking, I was unable to move from the ground, a doctor picked me up himself and carried me 
away for bathing, and then carried me right to my bed. I was laid up in hospital until July, and from there I went 
to Landskrona, still carried on a stretcher. 
 In Lund, I had [X-ray] photographs of me done twice. My legs swelled up like balloons and I asked the 
doctor to give me an injection to put me down. The doctor told me I was going to live; I just had to eat plenty of 
food. He was like a father. He took care of me throughout my time in Lund. 
 From Landskrona, I went to the sanatorium in Rosöga. My current weight is forty-five kilograms. 
Krystyna Karier   Read, signed, and accepted by   [three crosses] 
 Ms Stanisława Cieplak’s eyewitness testimony is entirely trustworthy. The sharpness of mind shown 
by this simple woman, who had barely enough energy to sign her name once (first copy); her vitality, despite her 
weakened condition; and her wish to help her comrades in adversity, which she has demonstrated through her 
testimony – are admirable. 

Krystyna Karier    
Lund, 29 January 1946 
 
 
 
 
 Note: 
 Witness Cieplak – a slight woman, weak and tired – exudes amiability. She speaks eagerly, reliving her 
experiences as she retells them; her eyes are often filled with tears which she tries to contain, smiling through 
them. 

[handwritten mark for ‘continued overleaf’] 
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What made an especially strong impression on me was her request to the doctor (in Sweden) to give her an 
injection ‘to put her down’. She was so exhausted by her camp experiences that she did not wish to live. Having 
survived so many years among Germans whose code of ethics allowed for the extermination of the elderly and 
weak, she asked for a lethal injection, unaware that such a course of action could be taken only in Germany. 
 

  Krystyna Karier 
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