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Source: the 2008 UNESCO exhibition dedicated to the rescue of the Bulgarian Jews (note the 

difference between the Bulgarian and the French title of the exhibition. 

 

 



 

 



Testimony of Dionysis Anagnostopoulos (1931-2015) to the 

deportation of the Jews in Drama: 

“There were about 1,200 Jews in Drama, living in 

harmony with the other citizens. Some of them were rich 

merchants, others were artisans, and many were poor workers. 

Soon they were forced to place the Star of David with the name 

of the head of the family written in Bulgarian on the front door 

of their houses. Another star was attached to their garments. 

The marked houses and people made the neighborhood appear 

as if it were quarantined! I remember a Jewish boy, very thin, 

very pale, selling some razor blades. His intelligent black eyes 

had an expression I will never forget. Every so often he looked 

at his star and, in the middle of this unjust persecution, you 

could sense that his soul was free, proud, erect. 

One day the Bulgarians arrested the entire community 

and placed them in a tobacco warehouse by the lake. In the 

morning, the women were allowed, under guard, to get water 

from the lake. I saw some of the women wearing ill-fitting 

men’s trousers; these were very pretty girls who were trying to 

hide their beauty and pass unnoticed.  

In a few days we all knew they were taking them all 

away. The main street was filled with people. The tragic 

procession was escorted by heavily armed guards. The old 

people walked with difficulty. Some sick men and women were 

carried by those who were younger and stronger. Babies and 

children were crying. Some tried to maintain their self-

discipline, but most just stared ahead. 

Suddenly I saw Mr. Jacob with his wife and five children. 

I told my mother, who was holding my hand: “Mr. Jacob, the 

repairman!” He was a middle-aged man, as poor as could be. 

Every spring he used to service our wood burner. He heard my 

voice, turned toward us and, moving his head politely, greeted 

us. We moved our hands, returning his greeting. He tried to 



smile, but his smile was only a bitter complaint, a big “Why?” 

My mother said, “Patience, it will pass.” 

Soon some Christian boys, becoming more interested, 

began pushing the crowd to see better. I heard “Here is the ice 

cream man. I see him!” He was 35 years old, dressed in white 

during the summer. He knew the names of all the boys and 

used to tell us jokes. Now he held his youngest boy in his arms. 

A seven or eight year old boy was walking next to him, holding 

him by his pants. Next to him was his wife, holding a baby in 

her arms and trying to hold back her tears. The boys started 

yelling, little realizing the magnitude of the tragedy: “Hi, ice 

cream man!” He looked as us with tears in his eyes and a very 

painful expression on his face. “Farewell,” he said with great 

difficulty. “You will not eat my ice cream again.” Seeing our 

friend crying, we started crying too, although we did not fully 

understand what he meant. 

The last one in this procession was Samouyas, the “crazy 

man” of the city. He lived alone in a hovel of a room and he 

liked to tease people and be teased by them. The Bulgarians did 

not pay any attention to him. They did not know he was Jewish. 

But when Samouyas saw the great procession, he joined it at 

the end. The guards ordered him to leave but he would not. “I 

am a Jew too,” he repeated many times. “Where all the Jidio 

(Jews in Ladino) go, I go too,” and smiled with self-satisfaction 

at his many Christian friends.” At that moment the Jewish 

conscience of the scorned and mentally sick Samouyas rose 

proudly and made him join his people. None of them returned”. 

…………………………………………………………………………….. 

Source: Michael Matsas, The Illusion of Safety. The Story of the 

Greek Jews During the Second World War, Pella Publishing 

Company, INC, New York, 1997, pp. 79-81.   
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