
The House Where Janos Gottlieb Was Born 

This is the house in Nagybanya where I was born. My father wrote on the photo the name of the
street.

In 1919 my father went back to Maramarossziget, he fell in love with my mother, and married her.

They moved to Nagybanya together in 1926 or in 1927, because there were better possibilities of
employment.

My father became one of the main clerks of the famous Phonix Factory, which was mainly a sulfuric
acid factory. He worked there until World War II, until deportation.

I was born in 1929 in Nagybanya. From the age of three I lived at my paternal grandparents.

My grandparents lived in a village somewhere near Nagybanya for a while, I was with them there
too, then in Nagybanya.

But when I was five years old, my father took me with him, he rented a quite nice apartment, in a
nice part, let's say, of Nagybanya, in a villa.

The owner was a woman from Kolozsvar, a widow, her family name was Herczeg.

The rent was quite high, but it was in the outskirts, the air was fine there.

My father always feared that I got tuberculosis or something like that. This was when I was five.

We had somebody who did the housekeeping; my father had a good salary, in those times this
didn't mean a problem.

Later it was my step-mother who did the housekeeping. Well, it wasn't her who actually worked,
but she gave out the tasks for everybody.

It wasn't her who did the cooking, we had a cook. This wasn't a problem.
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I can tell only a few things about the Jewish community's life in Nagybanya before World War II. I
only know about one big synagogue in Nagybanya, the others weren't synagogues, but rather
prayer houses.

My father rarely attended the synagogue, on such occasions he took me with him, but only on high
days: to observe Rosh Hashanah, Yom Kippur or Pesach. Two or three times a year. And that was
all.

I'll disclose it now: once in my life I did observe a holiday. When I turned thirteen years old, my
father asked me if I wanted to become a bar mitzvah.

I didn't want to, so I didn't become. But in the same year, at the time of the great fast, on Yom
Kippur I fasted.

I promised to my paternal grandmother whom I loved very much that I would fast. And I tell you
that I really fasted.

Because it would have had no reason at all to tell her that I was fasting, when I didn't.

Either I fasted, either I didn't and I did. Once in my lifetime. Grandma was very happy.

I did this for her. And I also tried out whether I was able to fast or not. I could observe great fasting.

Oh, my poor grandma told me things like: 'When you'll grow up, you'll have a nice Jewish wife.'

To this I always answered: 'I will marry a woman I would love. No matter if she's Jewish or not…'
And that's what happened. That's it.
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