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Expelled from the medical school at the initia-
tive of the PZPR (Polish United Workers Party) 
for “ideological deviations and poisoning the at-
mosphere of equality and progress”, I left Poland 
in one of the last transports of Jews leaving Poland 
for Israel, on June 26th 1950 [1]. Several friends 
came to the railway station to bid me farewell. 
A friendly argument developed. To me it was ob-
vious, that the gates of Poland were closing forever. 
Those who stayed in Poland, would never have an 
opportunity to leave. To my friends it was equally 
obvious, that I would never be able to continue 
my studies. In Poland all studies were free. In the 
capitalist world, medical studies were very expen-
sive, and I had no resources. My arguments that 
I could work and study simultaneously, sounded 
like a fantasy out of this world. 

I boarded the train. The doors were locked. 
The train moved. Those who stayed behind, waved; 
so did I. It was late night by the time we reached 
the border town of Zebrzydowice. The checks per-
formed at the border regarding our identity docu-
ments, visas, bags and suitcases were tedious and 
lasted several hours. The authorities wanted to 
be absolutely certain that no one had managed to 
smuggle foreign currency, gold or other valuables 
out of Poland. 

In the morning we continued on our way. As 
soon as we had passed the border of Czechoslo-
vakia, the people on the train were overwhelm-
ingly relieved. Until then, there had been doubt 
in everybody’s mind. The Stalinist terror was at its 
peak, and there was always the possibility of some 
minor bureaucratic problem. Permits to leave Po-
land could be cancelled at the last moment. Now 
all this was behind us. We were still aboard a Pol-
ish train, and on the soil of another communist 
country. And yet, at the moment the train crossed 

the border, I felt a huge, incredibly heavy burden 
slip off my heart. Suddenly, everything became 
light and easy. The communist “colleagues” from 
the medical academy were now in a different coun-
try, and would never threaten me again. “Never 
again”, “never to return”, those were my thoughts. 
In a locked train which I could not leave, speeding 
toward the Austrian border, I felt completely free. 

After several stops in Czechoslovakia, Austria 
and Italy, we reached Venice on July 1st, and the 
next day boarded the Israeli ship “Galila”. On July 
6th, upon seeing the shores of Israel, many people 
became quite emotional and cried, and later that 
day we entered the port of Haifa. 

* * *
I renewed the studies at the Hebrew Univer-

sity in Jerusalem after 3 months, in October of 
that year, although in both languages, Hebrew and 
English, I was a complete illiterate. Enrolling at the 
university, where all the teaching and communica-
tion was conducted in Hebrew, and all books were 
English, took a lot of nerve, but I trusted my abil-
ity to learn both languages quickly. The University 
authorities were used to the new immigrants who 
could not speak, read or write Hebrew. After all, 
one had to help us become absorbed into the Is-
raeli society. The majority of the new immigrant 
students managed somehow, and learned rather 
quickly. Those who did not, had a problem, and 
sometimes it was the end of their studies. 

* * *
Thirty-six years passed by. In September 1986 

a convention of the Collegium Internationale 
Chirurgiae Digestivae took place in Jerusalem. 
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At that time I served already as chief of the De-
partment of Surgery (general and thoracic) at the 
Wolfson Medical Center in Holon, and as Asso-
ciate Professor at the Tel Aviv University Sackler 
School of Medicine. Naturally, I attended the meet-
ing in Jerusalem, with several presentations. While 
visiting a poster exhibition, I encountered a poster 
presented by a group from Cracow. I turned to the 
person who appeared to be in charge of the group 
(it was Professor Tadeusz Popiela), and started 
conversation. After 36 years out of Poland and 
a near complete separation from the Polish lan-
guage (my wife is not from Poland, and my chil-
dren do not know Polish; at home and at work we 
use Hebrew), my Polish was, so to speak, “rusty”. 
It was difficult for me to find some words and to 
properly construct sentences. But we did manage 
to communicate. The most important message 
that emerged from our conversation was the news 
about the Centenary Congress of the Association 
of Polish Surgeons planned for 1989 in Cracow. 
Professor Popiela invited me to come and partici-
pate in this convention. Having missed the contact 
with Poland for a long time, I wanted badly to re-
turn to many places known to me from my child-
hood and youth; particularly, I wished to see the 
memorable locations in which I was hiding dur-
ing the war. The seed thrown by Professor Popiela 
fell, therefore, on a fertile ground and germinated. 
It took less than a day for me to decide and start 
planning for the convention. I had three years 
time to prepare several abstracts for the congress. 
Hesitation, whether my presentations should be 
delivered in Polish or in English was unavoidable. 
After all, I have never learned the Polish medi-
cal terminology, and I knew that presentation in 
English would be permitted. And yet, would it be 
proper, if I use English at the convention in Po-
land? The mere thought about it was repulsive. 
I had several friends in Tel Aviv who had studied 
medicine in Poland; they helped me to master the 

Polish medical terminology. By the time I went to 
Poland in 1989, any language difficulties had been 
ironed out. 

The convention had been planned for five 
days, but with my extensive plans for the pre-con-
vention and post-convention periods, I decided 
to spend in Poland a whole month, assuming that 
this would be my one and only visit to Poland. As 
it turned out, this was not to be the case. 

My first trip to Poland was extremely rewarding. 
I met old friends, whom I had not seen for 40 years. 
I visited many places of great importance to me. 
I attended an excellent clinical congress, established 
important connections with the leaders of surgery 
in Poland, many of whom became my friends, and 
much more. It is impossible not to mention the 
amicable attitude of Professors Papliński, Noszczyk, 
Kołodziej, Misiuna, and many others, who took 
care of me, and whose help in getting acclimatized 
in Poland again, was invaluable. 

The next convention of the Association of Pol-
ish Surgeons took place in 1991 in Wroc³aw. I did 
not hesitate whether to attend it. Since then I have 
been to Poland more than 20 times, not always in 
connection with scientific meetings. Several times 
my wife or one of my children accompanied me in 
order to see and become acquainted with Poland. 
In 1993, at the convention in Lublin, I became 
elected to the Editorial Board of the Polish Journal 
of Surgery, and in 2005 to the International Ad-
visory Board of the Advances in Clinical and Ex-
perimental Medicine, and our cooperation became 
even closer. Due to these frequent visits, I had an 
opportunity to observe the rapid and impressive 
progress of Poland in the fields of economy, poli-
tics and sciences. 

My most recent visits, in 2008 and 2009, were 
in connection with awarding the title Righteous 
Among the Nations to Mrs. Stanisława Wieczorek 
who saved my life during the Holocaust. These 
were great reunions. 
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