Genofewa (Genia) [Genevieve] Plusa

November 3, 1929 - December 2, 2025

Holy Cross Cemetery, Colma, California
Mausoleum Niche, North Entry, NE/N709

Genofewa Plusa was born the Winter of 1929 in the Kresy (borderland) Polish village, Murowanka,
Nowogrodek, Poland (now Belarus) to Jan and Genia Ptusa (née Czabocko). Genia’s early life was spent in
rural Poland with her three siblings, Tadeusz (Ted) (born January 1929), Jan (John) (born January 1, 1931) and
Wanda (born June 26, 1933). At an early age the children lost their mother. Shortly thereafter, on September
17, 1939, the Soviet Union invaded Poland. This invasion took place 16 days after Germany’s initial attack on
Poland on September 1, 1939 and was carried out in coordination with Germany under the secret protocols of
the Molotov—Ribbentrop Pact. Genia’s father was arrested by the Russians and later executed. The Ptusa
children were deported to Siberia with thousands of other Poles. The Soviet Union forcibly deported
approximately 1.9 million people to Siberia, Kazakhstan, and Central Asia. During these mass deportations
many perished from the harsh conditions, including relatives of the Plusa family. The loss of their mother at an
early age, and the deportation and separation of the family created some confusion about the children’s birth
dates. Genia and her sister Wanda were separated from their brothers. In relocation camps they were
separated by age groups. In New Zealand they were reunited and lived with a foster family with whom they
established close ties.

In 1942, General Wiadystaw Anders who commanded the Polish Il Corps (Anders’ Army) rescued over 115,000
Polish soldiers and civilians from Soviet labor camps. Following amnesty, he led survivors from the USSR to
Persia (Iran), India and Africa. Jan found refuge in India where the Polish army constructed camps for
displaced Poles thanks to the warm hospitality of “The Good Maharaja,” (Maharaja Jam Saheb Digvijay Sinhi).
Genia and Wanda were sent to New Zealand in November 1944 with over 730 children, the country’s first
invited refugees. They lived in a camp at Pahiatua, known as “Little Poland” after surviving deportation to
Soviet labor camps. Genia returned to New Zealand dozens of times for reunions of the Pahiatua Children.
She arrived in the United States from Aukland, New Zealand on May 14, 1960 as a “stateless” refugee. Ted
settled in England after WWII with other displaced Poles who chose to not return to Russian-controlled Poland.
There he married and raised a family. John made his way to the United States where he married and fathered
three children. Wanda married and raised her family in the US. She became a US citizen in 1955.

In 1968, in San Francisco, Genia became a naturalized US citizen. She made her home in the City until her
death in 2025 at Heritage House in the Marina District.

Genia was an avid traveler and an enthusiastic walker. She collected memorabilia from her many travels. She
was an expert City navigator, very familiar with the City’s public transportation system, having never owned a
car. She was a long-time parishioner of St. Vincent De Paul Church on Green Street where she attended daily
Mass and made close friends. Genia occasionally attended the Church of the Nativity of Our Lord on

Fell Street to maintain her ties with Polish immigrants. She loved taking classes at the Fromm Institute at the
University of San Francisco and had a wealth of knowledge.


















how many minutes they would give us, and the
guards/soldiers stood by us with guns, watching so no one
would run away. During these stops we ate snow and filled
any pots or dishes we had with snow to melt it later and use
it for drinking and washing. There was never enough water
and what we had was quite dirty because of the smoke and
cinders from the train.

Most people brought some food with them. Our
grandmother ordered the soldiers and the village men who
came to arrest us and take us away to put three bags of flour,
a ham, bacon, sugar, some salt, also one large jar of honey
and bread, on the sleigh to take with us. Tadek, Janek, Babcia
(granny) and | had to carry it all, along with clothes that
Babcia tied in a large bedsheet, plus two eiderdown
comforters and a blanket or two. She even took a few of our
mother’s dresses, which later on in Siberia she exchanged for
a few potatoes when we were starving. She remembered the
Austrian and Russian occupation before World War | and did
not believe that we would be shot — like some other people
thought, so they brought nothing. She shared what we had
with others and made us eat only a bit so the food would
last. God was merciful that she was deported with us. She
was our Babcia from the village, not like the other one, who
was more of a “lady” and would not have known how to

cope and what to do.



Anyway, | do not have to tell you more about our
situation during the trip nor during the two years in Siberia,
especially after we finished our food and starved. You have
heard about it as your family suffered dreadfully during the
war also, so you know. We survived only by God’s grace.

We were required to go to Russian school and work
in the camps/settlements — cleaning latrines, sweeping and
keeping barracks clean, and helping clear smaller branches
when the men and women felled and sawed the trees for
lumber, to be floated down the rivers to Archangel
(Archangelsk) in the spring. There were no doctors, nurses, or
medicines, so if you got sick or injured, you either got better
or you died. Those who tried to run away were either shot or
brought back and put in the solitary cells. There were only old
men and young boys, women, and children. All other men
were in lagers (camps), etc., like our father, who was killed in
Katyn by the Russians in 1940 (they blamed it on the
Germans — you know the story). Anyway, after about eight
or nine months, the kommandant was going to send us to an
orphanage because we did not have anybody to earn rubles
for bread. Because Babcia saved the chief of militia (the
man’s little daughter would always come by, trying to play
with Wanda), he talked to Babcia and found out that maybe

her daughter Antonina and her family (her husband and two



girls) were also deported and that they could transfer us to
the concentration camp (labor settlement) where they were.
He found them in another camp Kubalo (Kyoano) [?] and had
us transferred there. We almost froze [on the way there] as it
was December 1940 or January 1941 and freezing, and we
were in an open truck for two days and nights, stopping for
one night in the forest and one night in a KGB (NKVD) office,
till they found someone who was going our way to take us
there. We were frightened, but they were kind to us, giving
us hot water and letting us sleep inside and use their
primitive toilet.

We got to Kubalo, where Ciocia and Uncle Dominick
could help look after us because they were working, he as a
lumberjack and she as a bakery worker. But stiil, the rations
of bread were very small, and we could only afford to buy
soup occasionally, but at least we were together.

In January 1942, when we finally found out that
Germany had attacked Russia (the kommandant did not tell
us), we noticed that there were not as many guards and they
did not watch us as closely. A lot of people started leaving to
try and go home to Poland or to the west, so we left also. We
gave some clothes and a watch to a villager to hire a horse
and sleigh to take us to a railway station. After walking for
two or three days or more (with an occasional short ride on

the sleigh to sleep for an hour or so as Wanda, Janek and



Babcia needed to ride more), we got to the station (I do not
remember which one — maybe Pechora or Berezovo). Every
time we would get on the train carrying goods or freight —
not a passenger train — believing it was going west, we
would learn we were going east, deeper, and deeper into
Russia. All trains going west were full of Russian soldiers,
tanks, etc., heading to the German front. Consequently, we
were traveling up and down, but always further east, beyond
the Urals, and we never knew where we would end up. One
day, when uncle and Tadek went looking for hot water
(kipiatek) at some station, and trying to find out where we
were, our train left without them before they got back. We
did not think that we would ever see them again. But they
managed to get on the last [car] of the train and traveled on
the roof for half a day before the train stopped, and they
were able to join us. They were almost frozen and could not
talk for a long time or get warm. After about two or three
weeks of that, we ended up southeast in Alma Ata after going
through Sverdlovsk, Chelyebinsk and Semipalolinsk, where
we saw English uniforms on skinny and half-starved Polish
soldiers. They were men from concentration camps, like our
uncle, who were forming into regiments under the
agreement between Churchill and the Polish government in
London, and Stalin. They were supposed to fight by the side

of the Russian army. The Red Cross also tried to find places



for us civilians (by then it was late February or early March).
They sent us to newly established orphanages and hospitals,
all supplied by England, with some food and clothing. The
children and women were dying like flies from typhus,
dysentery, tuberculosis, etc. They could not bury us fast
enough. We were sent first to Tashkent (where there was
much typhus), then on to Samarkand (with the same problem
— also full of dying and sick people, all coming out of Siberian
camps), then to Bukhara, where Wanda and | ended up in an
orphanage in Shahriziab [?]. Tadek also had typhus and was
taken to a hospital, and Janek was sent to another
orphanage. Babcia, after placing us where we could be safe,
went to a hospital. She was very ill and died a few days later
of typhus — no medicine, not enough food. Ciocia and her
daughter found a place somewhere and uncle joined the
army.

Those of us who were still alive at the beginning of
April were sent by the Red Cross (Polish and English) outside
Russia as they did not trust Stalin’s promise that he would let
us out. By then we had heard about Katyn [the 1940
massacre of Poles] and other such horrors. Because America
would not take any refugees on President Roosevelt’s order,
England sent thousands of us to British countries. First, most
of us went to Persia (lran), which was under the British

protectorate. Wanda and | stayed there almost three years,



going to a Polish school, which was formed by teachers who
were in Siberia and had gotten a few books from the Polish
government in London, etc. Tadek went to Palestine, which
was also under the British (from there he went to England
and joined the Polish Air Force cadet school). Janek was sent
to India, a British colony at the time. We did not know where
the others were but found out later from the Red Cross.

Ciocia ended up in Mexico with her two daughters.
Some people were sent later to the British part of South
Africa and others were sent to Lebanon, Canada, Australia,
and New Zealand (New Zealand took 732 orphans and 134
adults in November 1944). Wanda and | ended up in New
Zealand, a very small country then, with less than two million
people.

And now, a little about each of us.

Tadek was in the Polish Air Force in England and after the
war stayed in the English RAF (Royal Air Force) as a squadron
chief mechanic/technician. He served in Egypt (the Suez
Canal, also Singapore, Malta, and Gibraltar). He married an
English woman. They have a son, Stefan, a doctor who is
married to a psychologist and has no children. Tadek retired
early when England reduced its armed forces.

Janek — After a few years in India (Jamnagar in Gujarat
Province), Janek came to America in the late 1940s and went

to school with Franciscan monks. He left after a few years,












health is quite good — just a heart problem, but since | was
born with it, | manage. | take medicine and visit the doctor

regularly, and life is great. No depression during the last 15
years or so, and I’'m no longer lonely.

God has been very good to me and to all our family. We
survived war, Siberia, and everything that life brought us. |
know that no matter how bad things were for us, Ciocia Irena,
Stasia and their families suffered just as badly at times. The
worst has been losing our parents so early and being alone so
often. But how fortunate it is for all of us to survive and end
up being happy.

| wrote too much — good and bad — but you asked and
wanted to know. My memory is getting very bad now (I will
be 80 years old in November), but | think whét I've written
may be of interest to you.

God bless you all and thank you for being interested in

us. | wish | could drop in and meet you all.

With much affection and hugs,
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