
Abraham Pressburger At This Grandfather's 

This photograph was taken in Galanta, in front of the house of my grandfather Moshe Cvi
Pressburger, who in the photo is standing in the doorway. I am standing in front of him and Aunt
Fina is combing my hair. As an illustration of life in Galanta I'd like to describe an experience of
mine from Galanta. I'd like to present here how Galanta has remained in my memories. It was an
unforgettable month that I had spent at my grandfather's, when I was six or seven years old. It was
an unusually beautiful month, according to how I remember it. I spent about six weeks there. I was
living with him in his small house. It had two rooms and one small kitchen. With him lived my aunt
Fina, my father's sister. From our beautiful four-room apartment in Bratislava I came to
grandfather's poor and cozy apartment. In Bratislava we had a washroom with hot water, and as I
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said, four large rooms. Here I was in an apartment with two rooms. We washed ourselves in a
washbasin and would pour water into it from a pitcher. The basin was made of enameled metal,
about 50 centimeters in diameter. We drew water from a well in the courtyard with a bucket, which
was lowered by hand into the depths on a rope. The toilets were also in the courtyard, they were
wooden latrines. We brought very good drinking water in pitchers from an artesian well on the
main square that naturally ran without stopping. The other inhabitants also got their excellent
drinking water there. As I said, it was a beautiful month. I had a scooter and ran about Galanta,
here and there, free as a bird. I mainly 'scootered' two, three streets away to my uncle Max's, who
lived there with some of his grown children who hadn't yet left home. In those days my grandfather
was 80 years old. Often he sat outside on the street on a stool, looking around and smoking a
cigarette. Once in a while he'd send me off to bring him one. On Saturday I would walk with him to
the synagogue. His son Max prayed there, he sang beautifully and often three of his sons would
accompany him as a choir. Kurt, the son of Fina, Fina neni as we used to call her, at that time also
lived in the house with my grandfather. During the year he lived with my father's other sister Janka
in Vienna, because he studied there. In the summer, when school ended, he was also in Galanta. I
would go with him to the synagogue courtyard, where often they would be playing soccer or other
games. During the soccer games I would watch the other boys play. They were older than I, and I
was overjoyed when they would sometimes take mercy on me and put me in goal.
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