
Oh my God, what have they done? What is going on? No one tells us anything, only rumors reach us. And these are rumors we don't want to believe in. I just stopped, because we were fleeing, let me catch my breath, we were all fleeing in panic because the soldiers were shouting that we would soon be flooded. We were not allowed to take anything, food, clothes, nothing, absolutely nothing. My father somehow managed to pull out from the bottom of a suitcase valuables he had accumulated before, money, gold and some jewelry. And I told him "Dad, leave it, don't move it, leave it, we won't need it," but he insisted, only that someone had noticed him, and I saw my father lying on the ground with his head broken, blood flowing from him, and someone was running away from him, and money was falling out of his pocket. I wanted to, I wanted to approach, I wanted to help him, but a soldier stopped me with the butt of his rifle and told me to go, that he would take care of it. That was the last time I saw my father.

