FORTHCOMING EVENTS
AND ANNOUNCEMENTS

YOM HA'SHOAH
The communal Yom Ha'shoah Commemoration will take place
on Sunday 14th April at 11am at the Logan Hall, Bedford Way,
London EC1.

2002 REUNION OF OUR SOCIETY

The 57th anniversary of our reunion will take place on Sunday 5th
May 2002 at The Post-House Hotel, Regents Park, Carburton Street,
London W1.

As always, we appeal to our members to support us by
placing an advert in our souvenir brochure to be published by the
Society.

Please contact:-

Harry Balsam

40 Marsh Lane

Mill Hill

London NW7

Tel. 020-8959 6517 (home)

020-7372 3662 (office)

THEANNUAL OSCAR JOSEPH HOLOCAUST AWARDS
The ‘45 Aid Society offers up to two Awards of £600 each to assist
successful candidates to participate in the Holocaust Seminar at Yad
Vashem in Jerusalem, which is held from 1st - 22nd July 2002. The
overall cost of participation is about £1,000.

Applications are invited from men and women under the age
of 35 who have a strong interest in Holocaust studies and a record
of communal involvement. After their return, successful candidates
will be expected to take a positive role in educational and youth work
activities so as to convey to others what they learned and gained
from their participation in the summer seminar at Yad Vashem.
However, before applying for these Awards, candidates should obtain
permission from Yad Vashem to participate in the seminar.

Those interested should write, enclosing their CV and other
details, not later than 5th March 2002 to:

Ruby Friedman

4 Broadlands

Hillside Road

Radlett

Herts WD7 7BH

THIS ISSUE IS DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF MOSHE MALENICKY AND SID BAKER
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granddaughter Nadine Sarah born to
Norah and Ed.

Jeff-and the late Edith Freedman from
Florida mazeltov on the birth of a
grandson Taylor Joshua born to Rachel
and Kerry.

Thea & Isroel Rudzinski mazeltov on
the birth of a great grandsor.

Johnny Gutman mazeltov on the birth
of a great granddaughter.

Yehudit Ray mazeltov on the birth of a
grandson.

Sala Newton-Katz mazeltov on the birth
of a great-grandson born to Sara &
Fred, daughter of Janet & Dennis and
the granddaughter of the late Benny
Newton. With our apologies for the
late announcement.

Valerie Geddy mazeltov on the birth of
a granddaughter Leila Star born to
Madeleine & Steven. Madeleine is the
daughter of the late Leo Geddy.

Valerie & Chaim Kohn mazeltov on the
birth of a granddaughter Maital Naomi,
born to Frimette and Gabi. )

BARMITZVAH:

Mazeltov to:

Edith & Paul Gast on the barmitzvah of
their grandson Jeremy son of Monica &
John.

Shirley & Joe Zeller on the barmitzvah
of their grandson Bradley son of
Howard.

Gloria & Krulik Wilder on the
barmitzvah of their grandson

Max son of Mandy & Martin.

Joan & Jack Bajer on the barmitzvah of
their grandson Jamie son of Maryse &
David.

BATMITZVAH:
Mazeltov to:

Jasmine & Michael Bandel on the
batmitzvah of their granddaughter
Lauren daughter of Gaynor & Daniel.
Shirley & Joe Zeller on the batmitzvah
of their granddaughter Jessica daughter
of Gail.

* Kitty & Koppel Dessau on the joint
batmitzvah of their daughter-in-law
Carol and their granddaughter
Heather wife and daughter of Stephen.

* Marian & Myer Stern mazeltov on the
batmitzvah of their granddaugther
Kalia daughter of Lelia & David.

¢ Olive & David Herman on the
batmitvah of their granddaughter
Katie daughter of Rosalind & Geoff.

¢ Betty & Charlie Lewkowicz on the
batmitzvah of their granddaughter
Ilana daughter of Eve & Howard.

* Taunby & Mayer Cornell on the
batmitzvah of their granddaughter
Victoria Shoshana daughter of
Marilyn & Martin.

ENGAGEMENTS:

¢ Wendy and Lipa Tepper mazeltov on
the engagement of their son Justin
to Stacey.

* Fay & Moniek Goldberg mazeltov on
the engagement of their granddaughter.

* Gertie Finklestein mazeltov on the
engagement of her granddaughter
Deborah daughter of Elisabeth and
Lionel and granddaughter of the late
Issy Finklestein.

¢ Solly Irving mazeltov on the
engagement of his daughter Hazel
to Gary. Hazel is the daughter of the
late Sandra Irving.

* Beatty Pollack mazeltov on the
engagement of her granddaughter
Tami to ltai, daughter of Simmy and
Menachem.

¢ Tami is the granddaughter of the late
Baruch Pollack.

MARRIAGES:

* Mazeltov to Thea & Isroel Rudzinski
on the marriage of their granddaughter.

¢ Mazeltov to Doreen and Harry
Wajchandler on the marriage of their
granddaughter Melanie to Grant,
daughter of Susan and Leslie.

* Mazeltov to Solly Irving on the marriage

of his daughter Hazel (daughter of the
late Sandra Irving) to Gary.

GOLDEN WEDDING
ANNIVERSARIES:

Anita & Charles Shane

Sam & Sonja Freiman

Mary & Bob Obuchowski

Betty & Charlie Lewkowicz

Sincere congratulations and may you all
share many more happy and healthy
years together.

DEATHS:

Our sincere sympathy to Helen Lazar
on the death of her husband Mel.

To Sybil Van Der Velde on the passing
of her son David.

To Pauline & Harry Balsam on the
passing of Pauline’s father.

To Sender Riseman on the loss of his
wife Freda.

To Jack Hecht and Martin Hecht on the
loss of their brother in Israel.

To Monty Burgerman and family on the
loss of his wife Essie, sister of

Gertie Wolreich.

To Lottie Mallenicki and family on the
passing of Moishe.

To Moric Friedman on the loss of his
sister in Israel.

2ND AND 3RD GENERATION
ACHIEVEMENTS:

Congratulations to Laura Friedman on
gaining a 2.1 BA Honours degree in
Media Production Management. Laura is
the daughter of Moric and the step-daughter
of Ruby Friedman.

Congratulations  to
granddaughter

Anne Rothmann
of Helen Lazar who

graduated from High School and will
be attending Santa Cruz -University in
California.

BARMITZVAH:

September 2000. Arek Hersh had the
barmitzvah he was deprived of. T am
sure that those of us who were
privileged to attend will say it was a
very moving occasion. It was followed
by a wonderful kiddush in the Shool in
Leeds and afterwards we were
entertained in their home by Jean and
Arek.

November 2000. Mayer and Lily
Bomsztyk celebrated the barmitzvah of
their grandson (the son of Warren and
Sharon).

March 2001. Jerry and Eunice Parker
celebrated the barmitzvah of their
grandson.

May 2001. Hynda Silver (Sommer)
celebrated the barmitzvah of her
grandson.

BATMITZVAH:

September 2000. Mayer and Lily
Bomsztyk celebrated the batmitzvah of

Compiled by Louise Elliot

their granddaughter Lauren Field
(daughter of Jacky & Rodney).

BIRTHS:

¢ January 2001. A grandson for Marita
and Maurice Golding for their
daughter Sara.

e May 2001. A granddaughter for Karl
and Estelle Kleinman born to their
daughter-in-law Justine and their
son Lee.

BIRTHDAYS:

¢ February 2001. Nat Samson achieved
the age of 80 years.

* March 2001. Mark Fruhman achieved
the age of 80 years.

* June 2001. Louise Elliot achieved the
age of 70 years.

I also hear that in October 2000 Stuart
Ferster, the son of Chaim and Nan Ferster
had the honour of being chosen as Chatan
Bereshis.
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Our members and the second and third gen-
eration were invited to Beth Shalom and
although we circularised our members, we
had such a poor response that it was insuf-
ficient to hire transport to take us to
Nottingham. I know that many people have
already visited Beth Shalom, but it would
have been very nice if we could have gone

with our families.

This sort of apathy is

very sad.

Mayer Hersh continues to visit schools etc.,
and talks to teachers and pupils and is very
well thought of by everyone with whom h
comes into contact. :

If T have missed anyone out it is their own
fault if they do not report events to me, but
those of you who have done so I have men-
tioned, and those 1 haven’t who have had

celebrations,

we wish you a hearty

Mazeltov.



y father was known-
and admired by many
people in his commu-

nity and , indeed, throughout
the world for his charity, for his
foresightedness and, above all,
for his tenacious will. He was,
and indeed 1is, the living
embodiment of the word
“character”. You would imag-
ine, therefore, that writing
about such a man would be an
easy task, yet when asked to
write something about him, I
was, for quite a while, utterly
overwhelmed.

To many in the ‘45 Aid
Society, the story of my father’s
early life will be a familiar one.

MOSHE MALENICKY

Written in memory of my Daddy, Moshe
Malenicky, an enormous achiever, a success
and ‘My Hero’.

With love from his daughter
Angela

about the boy, the eldest son of
the bakers of Piotrkow with
three sisters, a brother and
both his parents brutally ripped
away to the gas chambers of
Treblinka. Above all, many
will remember my father for
his - enterprising spirit and
resourcefulness that helped
in his and others survival: Of
making a fire and bartering for
flour to make matzalach; of
finding a way to wheel and deal
for any goods he could lay his
hands on; above all, his single-
minded pursuit of staying alive.
Indeed, this constant struggle
to ensure he had enough food
and water permeated every
facet of my fathers life.
Following on from this, his
astonishing successes, both as a
caterer and property owner,
were born out of a relentless,
often inhuman energy. He had
an almost crazed determination

to ensure that he and his family
would never go hungry, this
ambition no doubt driven by
showing the world, his family
and, most poignantly, the Nazis,
that he could not only survive
and succeed but flourish.
These harsh lessons he
learnt as a child were passed
down to my sister and 1. We
were, from the cradle, imbued
with a sense of the importance
of being strong and single-
minded in order to survive,
often at a great emotional cost.
Indeed, as a child and through
to adulthood, the lessons my
father taught left me feeling
confused and ambivalent. On
the one hand I looked up with
protective pride at the achieve-
ment of this great surviving
hero, on the other, I was often
angry at his inability to express
emotions like other daddies,
often rendering me feeling cold

and guilty. Any semblance of
closely guarded praise was
more valuable to me than any
jewel, and a compliment would
lift me up into the stratosphere.
It was not until recently that 1
came to understand father’s
lessons, luckily before he died.
For he was teaching me about
being strong at any cost, about
only saying something if you
really meant it, of the impor-
tance of pursuing your own
goals and dreams; above all he
was teaching me about survival.

The night before my father
died at home, 1 think of the
faces of those standing around
his death bed. To my sister
and her husband, my husband,
to his four grandsons and a
granddaughter, to my mother,
his wife of almost fifty years,
and I -am consumed by
an overwhelming warmth.
Because, for all his talk of
survival, for all his material
success, he achieved, quite
undeliberately, a success far
beyond survival. Through his
lessons he managed to engen-
der the unquestioned loyalty,
love and respect of his children,
his grandchildren and all
generations who come to hear
his story.

Most know or will have heard

Yiddish Culture Clubs in Israel
February 2, 2001

Mr Menahem Waksztok
15 Ha-Atzmaut Street
Ashkelon

Dear Mr Waksztok:

1 was very pleased to read of your
nomination as an Honorary Member of the
Israel Travel Agency Association for your
contribution to the development of tourism
in Israel with special emphasis on Ashkelon
where you were a pioneer in this vital
economic sector of the city - a place
mentioned some eighteen times in the Bible,
and known for having played an important
role” in the history of the Ancient
Middle East.

Ashkelon, under the administration of
Mayor Benny Vakin, has become the “Pearl
of the South” and your tourist office,
Ashkelontours, served as the “Nahshon” of
tourism in the area. New agencies have
‘been added during the years, but your place
as a Holocaust survivor who re-established
himself with his young family as a central
figure in the cultural and economic
development of the city will never be
doubted. Your important work of retelling
the story of the Holocaust to the new
generations of citizens is a central part of

L -
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your personal history. We have also enjoyed
your support and activities on behalf of the
Yiddish Culture Club of Ashkelon.

We wish you many years of health and
happiness together with your family.

Raphael Blumenfeld
Chairperson of the Yiddish Culture Clubs
in Israel

*x Kk X

Congratulations to Jack Klajman on the
publication of his book “Out Of The Ghetto”
in which he describes his experiences dur-
ing the war. Jack came to England with the
Southampton group in November 1945. He
lived in a hostel in Northampton and later
moved to London from where he was taken
with about fifty other “boys and girls” to
Canada by the Canadian Jewish Congress.
Jack and his wife Sonia live in London,
Ontario. They have four children and Jack
is a successful businessman.

*x * x

Congratulations to Issy Hahn on the publi-
cation of his book “A Life Sentence Of
Memories” Konin, Auschwitz, London,
where he, too, describes his war-time
experiences. ~ Issy came to England with
Dr Shonfelds group. At first he lived with
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his aunt, but soon moved out of her home.
He married his wife Lena in 1947. They live
in London and have a son, Stanley, and a
daughter, Helen.

Both books were published by Vallentine
Mitchell, which set up a special project in
1993 under the umbrella of The Library of
Holocaust Testimonies. To date, the list
includes twenty-one titles, with seven more
in the pipeline.

*x ok K

BIRTHS:

* Nechama & Geoffrey Herman mazeltov
on the birth of your daughter Hava.
Geoffrey is the son of the late
Abe Herman.

¢ Tina & Victor Greenberg mazeltov on
the birth of a grandson Zachary George
born to Deborah and David.

* Margaret & Harry Olmer mazeltov on
the birth of a grandson JAMES Gideon
born to Pauline & Jonathan.

* Millie & Monty Graham mazeltov on
the birth of a granddaughter Honour
Lauren born to Lisa & Stuart.

¢ Sara & Jan Goldberger mazeltov on the
birth of a grandson Orr born to Cilla &
Dotan.

¢ Sonia & Jack Klajman from Canada,
mazeltov on the birth of a



uring the first thirteen
Dyears of the existence of

our Society we kept in
touch with our members via a
Newsletter, which was issued
whenever it was necessary to do
so, and it was not until 1976
that our first Journal was
published. Thus the journal
continued to perform the func-
tions hitherto performed by the
Newsletter i.e., conveying
members news as well as pro-
viding an opportunity for our
members to write about their
experiences during the war and
other .matters relating to the
activities of our Society. We felt
that our experiences should be
remembered, not because they
were our experiences, but
because they were of a kind that
should not fall into oblivion
with the passage of time.

Although™ our Journal was
published once a year, the
contributions from our mem-
bers were initially not readily
forthcoming. This was due
mainly to their pre-occupation
in carving out their careers and
raising their families. There
were, also, many who found it
difficult to describe their
experiences. They preferred to
ignore and even to suppress
their recollections. It was not
until their retirement and
especially the publication in
1996 of “The Boys” by our
President, Sir Martin Gilbert,
that they decided to write their
stories.

We are publishing two arti-
cles “But for a stroke of fickle
fate”, one by William Samelson
PhD and ome by Jacob
Guttenbaum PhD. Both could
have come to England in
August 1945, but fate ordained
otherwise. In their articles they
explain how it happened that
the former finished up in the
States and the latter in Poland.
It is almost inevitable that
they are known to some of
our members as their paths
may have crossed in different
concentration camps.

As our children were
growing up we encouraged
them to send in their contribu-
tions to the Journal and over
the years some have responded,
but we would welcome a wider
response. In this issue we
publish a poignant speech

given by Naomi Gryn at
the launch of her book
“Chasing Shadows”, at the

Imperial War Museum and we
reprint from the Jerusalem Post
Magazine  Aloma  Halter’s
interview of Naomi Gryn.
There is also a touching
account “My Grandfather”, by

CHAIRMAN’S

Darren Richman, Zigi &
Jeanette Shipper’s grandson.

Although the Journal was
established by our Members
for our Members we always
welcomed articles from our
friends and well-wishers and
from those whose contribution
is of interest to our members.
I would like to draw your atten-
tion to the Prime Minister’s
address - on the Holocaust
Memorial Day 27th January
2001 and to the importance he
attaches to the Holocaust “as a
reminder, particularly to young
people that events of the
Second World War must never
be repeated”. Also, Professor
David Cesaranis “Reflections
on the Holocaust Memorial
Day”.

We have also included a
speech given by Field Marshal
Lord Bramall KG., GCB., OBE.,
MC., JP, on the occasion of
the presentation to him by the
International ~ Council  of
Christians and Jews of the
Interfaith- Medallion. He was
our guest of honour at our
Re-union in 1997 and was
the driving force in establishing
the permanent Holocaust
Exhibition. His thoughts are
very profound.

This “year at our Re-union
we  honoured Stuart E.
Eizenstat, the former Deputy
Secretary of the United States
Department of the Treasury,
who played a leading role
in bringing to a successful
conclusion the Forced and
Slave Labour negotiations. The
speech which he made on this
occasion is also included and
hopefully will be read with
great interest.

The ' article by Rafael E
Scharf -is of a soul-searching
nature and our readers will find
it most stimulating.

The publication last year
of Jan Gross's “Neighbours”,
where " he describes the
massacre of about 1,500 Jews
on July 10th 1941 in Jedwabne
by their Polish neighbours,
with whom they had lived
together for hundreds of years,
sparked unprecedented contro-
versy in Poland. For over a year
the argument went on unabated
and is continuing to do so. To
this day, most of the present
inhabitants of Jedwabne find it
difficult to reconcile themselves
to this fact. Many Poles, too,
refuse to admit that this
massacre was carried out by
Poles and put the blame on the
Germans. However, there are
also many who have expressed

contrition and regret. We
include two speeches, one by
the President of Poland, Mr.
Alexander Kwasnieski, and one
by Professor Shevah Weiss, the
Ambassador of Israel to Poland,
made in Jedwabne on the occa-

sion of the 60th anniversary of -

the massacre.

Usually we publish the
Leonard G. Montefiore
Memorial lecture but, due to
unforseen circumstances, it
will have to be published next
year. This year’s lecture was
delivered by the Chief Rabbi,
Dr. Professor Jonathon Sacks
and it was based on his book
“Celebrating Life”. We have,
however, published an appreci-
ation of the lecture by Ramsay
Homa, who is no stranger to
our Society.

We were privileged not only
to survive the Holocaust but
also to witness the phoenix-like
rebirth of the State of Israel just
three years after our liberation.
Our ancestors have prayed for
two thousand years for this
event to take place. Since her
independence in 1948 the
Jewish population in Israel has
grown from 600,000 to almost
5 million. Before the War,
Palestine, as it was then, was
considered an arid and barren
land and the thought that it
would absorb five million
people would have been con-
sidered with derision. Today
Israel is not only self:sufficient
in food, but it is also exporting
agricultural products.

The problem of refugees, a
problem which has become a
major pre-occupation in the
Western World, is paradoxically
no longer a Jewish refugee
problem. Before the Second
World War, the word refugee
was synonymous with being
Jewish. Today, there are no
Jewish refugees, nor are there
likely to be in the foreseeable
future, because, if Jews ever feel
threatened or are not welcome
wherever they live, there is
always a home for them in
Israel We are joined in a
common  destiny with the
people of Israel. Our fate is
inextricably bound with them.
We must not forget what it was
like to be a Jew before there was
a State of Israel. We were
persecuted, despised and
humiliated. We were at the
mercy of other people. Our
commitment to Israel must
never falter. What happens to
the people of Israel must
inevitably affect us. Many of
our members and their families

. racial

live there, some of our chilc
live there; most of us h
families and a large nun
of friends who live th
Israel’s security guarantees
security.

The people of Israel c
for peace, but not at a price
would eventually . lead to
destruction. The Oslo acce
in 1993 stipulated that
future disagreements betw
Israel and the Palestinians
be resolved by negotiations
in spite of many hiccups |
have occurred, it seemed
the two people will in the
reach a modus vive
Unfortunately, the failure
the Peace summit at Ca
David in September 2000 .
the subsequent unleashing
the intifada by Arafat
dispelled this cherished hc
By rejecting the far-reach
concession made by Bai
Arafat has shown that the C
accords were only a me
towards achieving his absolu
end i.e., the eventual elimi
tion of the State of Israel. E
if Israel were to abandon
settlements in the West B
and Gaza and withdraw to
pre-1967 lines, it would,
satisfy Arafat as by demand
the return to Israel of f
million Palestinians he
clearly indicated his intentic
In addition, since his returr
the West Bank and Gaza

-1993, Arafat has contin

promoting and . prescrib
school books which in
hatred, religi
intolerance and  outri

- genocide. Tt is from such
-indoctrination that

breeding ground of suic
bombers emanates. ‘

The people of Israel h
experienced many crises dur
their short statehood and thi
probably one of their wo
Anxiety and  uncertai
remains, but it is hope rat
than despondency that
sustained the Jewish peo
throughout the ages. At
same time, they must conti
to be firm, vigilant and stro
This is a time for the people
Israel, as well as the Jews
the diaspora, to be united.
cannot afford the luxury
disunity because the v
existence of the State of Israc
at stake.

Wishing you and ya
family a very hap
and healthy New Ye



ROSH HASHANAH MESSAGE FROM JO WAGERMAN OBE,
PRESIDENT OF THE BOARD OF DEPUTIES OF BRITISH JEWS

Dear Friends,

It gives me great pleasure to
write a Rosh Hashanah message
to you in the second year of my
Presidency of the Board of
Deputies.

This has been a difficult

and challenging year for the

community. The issue that has
dominated the Jewish commu-
nity this year has been the
armed uprising in Israel. The
media hostility to Israel is of
grave concern. The Board of
Deputies has made every effort
to respond to the worst excesses
of the British media. It has been
painful to witness the bias
against Israel. Nevertheless, we
have lobbied the Government
and the media to take a
more balanced approach to the
current Middle East conflict.
Altering the public’s perception
of Israel is something that can
only be achieved by challenging
entrenched views together.

The forthcoming UN confer-
ence in Durban is another
cause for great concern. The
conference is supposed to be a
generic conference about racism
with no specific references.
However, there is a move
by Arab states to hijack the con-
ference in an attempt to equate
Zionism with racism. This
resolution was originally passed
at the UN General Assembly on
November 10 1975 and was
eventually expunged in 1991.
We are acting to head off
this challenge to delegitimise
the State of Israel and to down-
play the Holocaust. The Board
hosted a recent meeting of
international Jewish NGOs and
letters have been written to
every European Ambassador
and the new Foreign Secretary.
Our thoughts, as always, are
with Israel in this distressing
period.

We are disappointed that the
High Court has failed to uphold
the exclusion order on Nation of
Islam leader Louis Farrakhan.
Louis Farrakhan has long
espoused racist and antisemitic
views and has never apologised
for the obscene remarks he has
repeatedly made. The increased
racial tension in the north of
England has made the court’s
decision all the more alarming.
As a community we have been
horrified at the race riots and it
is our belief that the invitation
of Louis Farrakhan to Britain
will heighten an already
sensitive region. Despite this
recent event, the relationships
that exist between our commu-
nity and other ethnic minority
communities are growing with
many shared experiences in our
drive to create a harmonious
multi-cultural society.

This year we witnessed the
first Holocaust Memorial Day.
The Board was one of a number
of groups that participated in
the Home Office planning
for the day. The national
ceremony brought together
victims of genocides from all
over the world to share their
stories and to educate. This was
a resounding success with the
extremely moving national
cereinony placing its emphasis
on educating the younger
generation about the dangers of
hatred and intolerance. The
Holocaust Memorial Day this
year enabled us to share our
experiences as a community
with other ethnic minorities.

There are more Jewish
schools and centres of learning
and more opportunity to travel
and study than ever before. Our
children have never been so
well educated in their religious
traditions, or so comfiortable
with the Hebrew language. We
have given back to the British
society as a result of this with
more Jewish musicians, actors,
painters and writers than every
before. Our culture is wider and
richer; we must continue to
provide our children with the
knowledge and strength to
continue this trend for the
Jewish community of Britain.

We have worked together as
a community on a number
of issues, putting aside our
differences and showing respect
for the good of everyone. This
is seen on many occasions,
including the Yom Hatzma'ut
celebrations and the campaign
for missing Israeli servicemen.
These are just two examples of
where leaders of religious
organisations and lay leaders
meet to discuss issues of
commonality.

I have had the privilege to
serve the Jewish community as
President for just over a year.
Without the young leaders of
the community to carry on our
work we will not be in a
position to see our work
through. It is imperative that
we encourage the leaders of
tomorrow to engage in the
business of the community
today. This is a challenge that I
take into my second year and
ask for your help in achieving
this. Serving the Jewish
community is a privilege that
can be shared by so many more.

LShana Tova Tikatevua
Jo Wagerman OBE

President
Rosh Hashanah 5762

TWENTY-FOUR HbURS

IN RHEMSDORF

By David Herman

David came from Prague in the winter of 1946 with “The Boys”
from Ruthenia. He was born in Mukacevo and his family owned
a brick factory. 'He and his wife Olive have two sons and two
daughters, three of whom are married and have grandchildren.
They have been very active and generous supporters of our

Society from its inception.

lights will go out. Iclimb up

on to my bunk. I always
select a top bunk. It is colder
on top, but the person above
you does not pee on your face.
1 lie down on my side. There
are five of us squeezed together
in one bunk, no room to move.

The lights are switched off. 1
am itchy and scratching myself.
I'm riddled with lice, bitten all
over my body. I am hungry and
very tired. [ cannot sleep. 1
have to wait until Sunday to get
at the lice; Sundays, the day
of our rest, we play games of
finding the lice. They are in
all the seams in my striped
prisoners uniform; they are
filled with blood, my blood. I
kill hundreds, but there are
always more. I cannot wash my
clothes because there is no
warm water or soap. 1 have
nothing else to change into. 1
wear the same thin striped
cotton outfit day and night,
summer and winter; my clothes
smell, my body is red all over,
full with bites. During the day
it does not bother me, 'm too
occupied to think of it. At work
we are continuously beaten,
abused and sworn at, the days
are long and the work is hard.
I'm getting used to existing and
working hard without food; I'm
so thin I can count all the bones
in my body. Many of my friends
are like zombies (muselmen),
they just stare at you, they look
through you but see nothing,
they walk slowly, ready to
collapse at any time. They are
the living dead. They have
given up the fight for life, they
do not talk, only mumble.
They will be next; their bodies
laid out in the washroom.
Soon, new prisoners will arrive
from Buchenwald to replace
the dead and the weak. There is
an unlimited new supply;
nobody cares, nobody worries,
and it-is a death factory where
the worn parts are continuously
replaced.

It is ten o’clock. Soon the

Isink into a dream. Ido not
know if I'm asleep or just hallu-
cinating; I'm back at home, 1
promise my parents that I will
be good and will not fight with
my sister and brothers. It is
Friday night, Erev Shabat. 1
can smell my favourite food,
chicken soup and paprika
chicken with dumplings. We
all sit at the table. We have
three guests for supper; one is
Meir Tzitz the town’s fool, and
then there is Mendi and Dudi,
students from out of town.
My father invited them at the
synagogue to come to our home
for supper. The children all
laugh at Meir, but he is very
serious. I can taste the food. It
seems ‘that nothing has
changed; life in the camp is
only a dream, a performance on
a stage, everything is as it was
and we're all together again as a
family.

I dream of dogs barking, I
hear shouting agd screaming.
Suddenly the lights are
switched on, the time is 4am.
The SS enter our block with
rifles on their shoulders,
holding onto dogs and whips in
their hands, the Kapos holding
wooden clubs, hitting out they
do not care whom they injure
and what damage they cause;
they are all shouting: “Auf
stehn auf stehn. Raus raus
raus, du ferfluchter Jude, du
schwein hund du scheiss kerl,
raus raus raus, mach das
schnell schnell”. 1 climb down
from the bunk still half asleep;
we gather the dead bodies and
take them into the washroom.
There they are laid out and
counted.

It is frosty and very cold.
The latrine is outdoors - a large
trench dug in the ground - it is
all frozen up.

We line up for Appel. It
is snowing and bitter cold.
I am shivering, jumping up
and down to get warm. The
counting has started; you must
stand to attention and not
move. “56478”, 1 reply “Javol”.



liberators, an officer with the
71st division of the US Army.
A decent man from Fort
Thomas, Kentucky, who'd
already seen a few years of
service and the brutality of
war. But, as he wrote in
this eye-witness report:
‘The living and dead evidence
of horror and brutality beyond
one’s imagination was there,

lying and crawling and
shuftling, in stinking, ankle-
deep mud and human
excrement.’

“I'd already been working
with the material for almost a
year, but I found I was shaking
and wanted to vomit... Any of
those people starving and
crawling about in the filth
between the corpses could have

. been my father. I got his grand-

son’s permission to reprint it as
an appendix in my fathers
book.”

It wasn't easy for Gryn to
deal with living with this mate-
rial, with which she had such a
close connection, day after day:.

“It was quite a dark period
for me - a confusion of grief and
anger. At times I felt distressed.
In order to do this project, I had
to extend myself to the person-
ality of my father, and I
enmeshed myself as much as 1
could in order to sympathise,
and then afterwards it was
quite a long process, getting
unmeshed, coming back to
myself.”

One of the reviews at the
time, from The Financial Times,
said: “It is a brave act to have
made this book happen.”
Naomi Gryn, and she alone,
made that book happen.

Last month the paperback
edition of the book was
launched at the Imperial War
Museum in London, which
houses Britain’s new Holocaust
exhibit, for the venue of the
launch because my father
figures prominently there’ - a
video made of him giving a
short eyewitness account is one
of the handful of survivor
videos that is continually being
played... so his presence was
very much ‘there.” But the next
thing I'm working on - and I'm
determined to keep away from
the Holocaust! - is the biogra-
phy of a 52-carat diamond
which was once worn as a hair
ornament by Catherine the
Great.”

Even if her next project is
only half as successtul as
Chasing Shadows has been, it
hard to imagine Naomi Gryn
being any different from how
she is now - getting around
London on her bike, or still
leaning out the window of her
colourful, bric-a-brac-filled flat
and cheerfully waving at her
neighbours across from the
flowerpots.  Neither can one
imagine her without that
unique, infectious laugh of
hers.

MY GRANDFATHER

Darren Richman

Darren is the son of Michelle and Marcus Richman and the grandson of Jeanette and Zigi S
He wrote this article when he was thirteen years old. He is now sixteen, studies at Merchant T
and has just sat for his G.C.S.E. examination. We wish him good luck.

other. Having read the

newspaper, my father
escorted us over to my grand-
parents, us being my brother,
sister and I. 1 rang the bell
five times, as one is inclined to
at such an early age and eventu-
ally my grandmother answered
the door. Having inquired
about whether we were wearing
vests and complained about
the poor weather, she took
our coats and we went inside.
My memory is not perfect, it is
just that my grandmother has
greeted us that way for as long
as I can remember. We then
proceeded to devour our
Sunday brunch, including the
Leek and Potato Broth which 1
so despised, yet drank to avoid
rudeness.

Once the meal was over and
we had all diligently wiped our
faces, it all began. I recall my
grandmother whispering to my
grandfather something about,
“Tell him now”. My grandfa-
ther, named Ziggy, merely
nodded and began in his strong
Polish accent:

“Come here Darren and sit
on my knee. Right, I suppose 1
ought to begin at the beginning.
When [ was your age, I was as
happy and content as you your-
self are. Ilived in a small town
in Poland with many friends.

It was just a Sunday like any

All was well until one day,
many.years ago now, some hor-
rible men from Germany
known as the Nazis came and
took this all away from me.
That is to say that they took me
off on a train to a place called
Auschwitz. Everybody on that
train was a Jew like you and me
and we were so crushed we
thought death was near, but
that was nothing compared to
the horrors we faced in
Auschwitz. We were taken to a
concentration camp; it was like
a prison filled with Jews who
had committed no crime. This
is not Shakespeare, but it is gen-
uine, many of us were killed.
Some days we spent moving
crates from one place to anoth-
er, only to find that the next we
would move them back again.
Oh Jay, this is ridiculous,
Darren is far too young to be
hearing this.”

My grandfather never con-
tinued his tale, he never needed
to. His words had such an
impact on my life, I do not even
think he could foresee it. Since
then, when I read about oppres-
sion in a text book, it is not
merely the past and therefore
not important. [ think of my
grandfather carrying the crates
some nights when I am laying
awake in bed. When I com-
plain about having fish for din-

ner, I recall how he, and
others, would have nothir
1 grew and learned more
persecution, 1 realised
fortunate I am to have al
Jewish grandparents aliv
well.  Then 1 think of
'many other grandparents
could have been who
even saw their fifteenth
day. Other days, I simp
and count up to six mill;
get tired but 1 realise the
multitude of Jews that
killed during the Holocat
Due to this experienc
personal identity change
great many ways. [ no -
stand any racism of any k
know that black p
American Indians along
many other races have
faced oppression. I am
strong, but when faced
racist taunts, 1 will stand
myself and feel double m
As grandpa told m
story, I recall a lone tear
ling down his cheek. T¢
be sure whether that was
the tragedy of the events ]
depicting, or the fact th
face remained expression
wish I could tell him now
the latter is the case, I v
from  untouched, =

amazed and that now,
time 1 remember his p
does bring tears to my ey

y mother was born
into a happy, hard-
working family in

Zdunska Wola, Poland, on
28th November 1927. She was
joined almost immediately by
another baby girl, Gertie, and
later a younger brother
completed the family.

Her father worked at trans-
porting cloth between towns
and although times were not
easy and money was in short
supply, there was never any
friction or arguments in the
Greenspan household.

Then, as we all know, the
world went mad and life was
never the same again.

Barely into their teens, “the
girls”, as they were known
locally, experienced a living
hell. As villages were razed to
the ground and families deci-
mated, their father’s last words
before being torn apart were “to
look after each other” - and by a
miracle they did.

The horrors of the following
years in the camps need no
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ESTHER BURGERMAN

Geoff Burgerman

expansion, but somehow the
sisters stayed together, keeping
secret they were twins and
surviving against all odds.

Liberated in East Germany
and sent to Sweden by the Red
Cross in 1945, they settled in
London the following vyear,
thanks to the tenacity of Aunt
and Uncle Smulevitch. For the
first time in years they could
smile again.

Then, at a friends wedding,
my mother met a handsome
young man from Lodz who, like
her, had seen all his family,
apart from a sister, wiped out.
In 1949, Esther married
Moniek Burgerman and a year
later I arrived. Five years later,
brother Stephen arrived.

Do 1 really need-to state
what a wonderful, caring,
loving, considerate and wise
woman my mother was? Those

who knew her can confi
this - and more - is
Everyone loved Essie.

The last few years wert
to my mother. Hadn
suffered enough? But she
complained because G-
provided “her profit in
Ben, Jon, Robert, Stace;
Alex - her grandchi
who she loved with a
passion. She was also pr
her daughters-in-law S
and my wife Lynda (alsc
on 28th November!)
how their marriages,
hers, were strong, stabl
loving.

We must all pull to
now. My Dad, Auntie (
Stephen and myself. We
find the strength and cc
my mum showed, not
when ill-health ravaged |
latter years, but also whe
was a little girl amongst a
horror and destruction.

She will always be w
and we will love her fores



never lie, and answer as best as
he could. But in 1978, a signif-
icant change took place for
him, because that was the year
he first saw Holocaust-denial
literature which shocked him
so much that he decided to talk
about the Shoah publicly for a
BBC programme called In the
Light of Experience.

“At that time,” says Gryn, “I
was in the throes of a splendid
teenage rebellion, and the
things 1 most enjoyed were
algebra, smoking pot and
hanging out with grubby gui-
tarists from Glasgow. My father
was hugely relieved when 1
announced that I wanted to ‘go
into broadcasting’.

“To ‘encourage this new-
found ambition, he invited me
to come with him to this
recording and 1 sat upstairs
with the technicians as he was
making the programme, and for
the first time when it wasn't just
the family around him, heard
him relate his experiences of his
family being deported. Little
did I guess that 20 years later
I'd be using material from that
programme to complete the
book.”

This key anecdote in their
lives contains it all; their close
relationship; Gryn finding it
easiest to share his experience
with his daughter there, as he
later would when they made
the film Chasing Shadows; the
fact that she didn't only listen
passively, but chose to actively
carry on his message.

Hugo Gryn survived with
his father throughout the war.
They pretended to be cousins
and the senior Gryn was able to
look out for and help his son in
infinite ways. This is a very rare
story of survival; most sur-
vivors were left completely
alone. But not much is heard
about Gryn’s mother, Bella, in
the book.

“Her other son, my uncle
Gaby,” says Naomi, “was taken
from her and sent to the gas
chambers and she was sent to
do slave labour. Meanwhile,
she didnt know that her older
boy and her husband were
together throughout the war.
Both my grandmother and
father separately made their
way back to Berehovo and met
there.”. Naomi notes that when
her grandmother saw Hugo
walking alone from the train
station, she understood that her
husband had died.

“And the most courageous
thing she ever did was to
encourage her son, my father,
to start a new life in the West.
So, aged 15, my father went to
Prague to resume his education.
The Societ border had come
down in the autumn of 1945
and it was on New Years Eve
that my father smuggled his
mother into Czechoslovakia
and took her to Karlovy Vary
where she had a couple of

surviving brothers.

“My father then made his
way to England, with the other
‘boys’ who were brought over
by the Central British Fund,
taught English, given an educa-
tion and generally helped.
Meanwhile, his mother remar-
ried and lived with her new
husband in Czechoslovakia.

“Soon, because of Commu-
nism, they were cut off in
Eastern FEurope and they
couldn’t see one another for
years. Bella was only given
permission to come to England
for my parents’ wedding in
1957, a month after they were
married and by which time my
parents had already left for
America, so there was no point.
Later my gracious, gorgeous
mother, Jacqueline Selby,
travelled with her own dad to
visit Bella on the way to Hugo’s
first pulpit, in Bombay.”

About the success of the
book, Gryn says: “There are
such important issues at stake,
particularly about the need [for
people] to regard each. other
with mutual respect. And rejec-
tion can feel like a judgment
about the value of Jewish life.
The worst thing that could have
happened would have been if
the book had been ignored,; if it
had just sunk into oblivion.

“Sometimes, when people
express a feeling of saturation
with the subject of the
Holocaust, you feel a little
despondent, as if theyre too
disinterested to hear my father’s
story. But I'm not entirely
unsympathetic. The Holocaust
is difficult ‘to sell’: It's not sexy,
it’s not fun - its hard. After the
book launch, for example, an
Irish Catholic neighbour, who
has himself experienced some
of the dire consequences of
racism and armed conflict, told
me: ‘Don't take this the wrong
way, I wish the media would
stop talking about the
Holocaust, and that it just
became part of the school
curriculum instead.”

Gryn remarks that Penguin
“have been magnificent about
supporting the paperback,” and
the British newspapers are full
of adverts for Chasing Shadows.

Gryn spent a full year work-
ing on the book daily. There
wasn't a particular moment or
juncture when she decided to
take the Holocaust “on board,”
it was simply “because I always
enjoyed being with my father
and the things he was involved
in always fascinated me. He
was such good fun, that it was
worth the risk of the sadness in

order to have the pleasure, I -

suppose; that's how I came to
shoulder some of his Shoah
baggage.

“These "days, when a big
episode happens, like an earth-
quake or ‘fire, .or like the
Oklahoma bombing; & team of
counsellors is sent to debrief
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the victims, and then need to be
‘debriefed’ themselves, relieved
of the trauma absorbed from
their contact with the victims.
In Shoah families, there are
children who help to ‘debrief” a
parent or the parents, and
who then themselves need
debriefing. Well, we children of
survivors have often found
creative outlets to debrief our-
selves, which is what happened

. to me, in a way, with the book;

it was part of the process of
healing after the trauma of my
father’s death.”

Gryn suffered quite a trauma
herself in 1994, when she
almost died in a car crash in
Israel.

“I'm lucky to have survived,
even though the recovery
period seemed to go on forever.
But one of the things that
most offended me about this
accident was how the insurance
company’s defence tried to
use the fact of my being the
daughter of a survivor to
basically say 1 must have been
unbalanced and unstable before
the accident - so the dumping
of this truck-load of oranges on
my head and neck had little to
do with the blinding headaches,
and the various head and neck
injuries 1 sustained from the
collision!”

The  “appalling” term
“Second Generation” for chil-
dren of Holocaust survivors,
“makes me squirm,” says Gryn.
“Increasingly, people are look-
ing to the children of the sur-
vivors, who are now reaching
middle age, to somehow act as a
continuation of their parents’
stories.

“The way I see it is that
being ‘Second Generation’
simply means that we have a
duty, insasmuch as we can, to
help our parents have their
voice heard - if thats what we
feel we should do. But we
weren't there. So it’s not at all
about us, but about helping and
facilitating our parents.”

Growing up in a home as the
daughter of a survivor “was
normal because it was our
home. But there were some
things - like my mother never
boiled cabbage because the
smell reminded my father of
burning flesh and gave him bad
dreams; or we children never
asked him for the end of ‘the
story’ because we did not want
to add to his pain.”

In Gryn’s book one sees how
the “boiled cabbage” smell
made its imprint. He must have
been one of the very few people
who saw the inside of the gas
chamber at Auschwitz and lived
to tell the tale. This chilling
episode is at the core of Chasing
Shadows, when Gryn has
wandered off from his father’s
side as theyre waitirig to be
assigned work details,  and
the curious 13-year-old has
decided to explore a weird,

windowless and foreboding-
looking building that he at first
thought might have been a
bakery. He follows a group of
children younger than himself,
aged six to nine, inside, and
befriends Karel, a little boy
from Theresienstadt.

Gryn is fortunately spotted
as being the wrong age by an
officious gas-chamber guard
and told to get dressed quickly
and “buzz off.” However, he
still lingers, curious to see
what will happen next. “The
children lined up in twos and
the double door opened. A
strong smell came out of the
hall beyond. It was a smell I
had never experienced before.

“Sweetish, yet not sweet.

“The hall was lit by
electricity and beneath the
ceiling ran the usual metal
pipes, but from where I stood,
I could not see much of the
interior. The floor, I noticed,
was dry.

“The children went in, and
Karel waved to me as he
entered.

“My dressing, however, was
completed and the man who
had asked us in made signs at
me towards the front door.
The meaning was obvious. As1
passed him he said something
like: ‘Are you lucky!” As 1
opened the front door, the
double door behind me was
closed by the officer. Outside, I
took a deep breath. 1 was
glad to be out again. It was
inexplicable, but 1 felt very
relieved. It was curious, 1
thought, that no soap was given
to the children, and only two
people were supervising their
showers. When we showered,
there had been a whole army of
barbers and other assistants
swarming around the place.
Very curious! Going back to
the square, 1 went round the
other way. The wall on the
other side had no windows
either. There were piles of
clothing and even what seemed
to me ashes of burnt clothing.
All the time the chimney
smoked. Black smoke came
gushing out with an occasional
shot of red flame. It was not so
bad during the sunshine, but at
night it looked frightening.

“Back on the square every-
thing seemed normal - that is, if
the word ‘normal’ could be
applied to anything that
happened in Auschwitz. . Dad
was still talking to the Pole
[with  whom he had been
talking when Hugo first slipped
away], but he looked quite
agitated.”

The account of the gas
chamber experience was not,
however, the most harrowing
part of the book for her. The
time she “really broke down
was when 1 downloaded an
account from the Internet by
Major Cameron Coffman,
one of my fathers American



The Appel takes a long time,
the numbers don’t add up and
the counting starts again.
When it is over, more lifeless
bodies are collected and carried
into the washroom and laid out
with the other dead. A lorry
arrives to remove the dead
bodies to the crematorium.
Today there are 38 dead, some
days only 12 - 15, other days
there are as many as 50 - 60
dead in one night.

Camp life goes on. We
receive a slice of black bread, a
small piece of margarine and a
cup of warm Ersatz coffee. Itis
nearly 6am; we line up in fives
and are counted again passing
through the gate on the way to
the Brabak factory. We march
to the sound of “Links zwo drei
vier, links zwo drei vier, links,
links links los, los, mach das
schnell”. On the way, many
of those who are too weak
collapse in the road, unable to
stand up. They are left behind
to be collected and taken away.
About an hour and a half
later we arrive in the factory
exhausted, with blistered feet
and hungry. Work starts imme-
diately unloading from freight
trains very heavy 10 meter
long steel rail tracks, railway
sleepers and tons of 50kg bags
of cement and ballast. Then we
continue with the rebuilding of
the railway lines.

At the beginning in
this camp we were all Jews from
the Carpathians, now there
are very few left of the
original 3,000. The dead have
been replaced by some
Dutch inmates, (criminals,
homosexuals and communists)
many of them have become
helpers to the Kapos and are
very cruel. Hungarian Jews,
German Jews and now -Polish
Jews are arriying. It seems like
it is an experiment to find out
how long a human can survive
working very hard on very lictle
food. On our way to and from
the camp, we pass many
Germans in - uniform and
civilians. They wave and smile
to the SS guards, they talk to
them, but show no interest in
us. It is like we do not exist. 1
have the impression that they
feel sorry for our SS guards
because they have to be in
charge and torture sub-humans
like us. They dont seem to
object or care when the SS beat
us; they think we must deserve
it for being lazy, listless and not
able to walk fast enough in the
wooden clogs we wear. The
German civilians never show
sympathy towards us, there is
no curiosity of who we are,
where we are from, what we are
doing and why we are being
punished.  The thousands of
German civilian workers in the
factory know exactly what ‘is
happening in the Camp, they
are aware of the conditions we
are . working under; when

passing us, they look the other
way, pretending not to see us.

Between 9 and 10 on most
mornings, the air raid warnings
start “Achtung, Achtung,
Luftgefhar” and the sirens start
blaring. Another day of
bombing. They are the only
times when we have hope.
Soon the surrounding area is
enveloped in an artificial smog,
visibility is down to 3 or 4
metres. The German civilian
workers and uniformed Todt
workers all run to the bunkers
to hide, nobody cares for us, the
condemned Heftlinge; we are
marched at a fast pace out of the
factory for 1 - 2 km to sand pits,
no air raid shelters for us; we
are under the open sky, waiting
for the bombs to start falling
and the explosions and fires to
follow.

I enjoy watching the
hundreds of American heavy
silver bombers sparkling in the
sky high above, the engines
throbbing with their heavy
loads. The sky is full of
anti-aircraft shells exploding. 1
watch the planes releasing the
bombs; 1 see the air battles in
the sky when the German
fighters are sent up, airmen
parachuting down when their
planes are hit. Even though we
are in the open and in danger of
being bombed, it gives us

confidence and encouragement-

when seeing that somebody is
hitting back at the Germans, at
their factories, cities, towns and
villages.

Sometimes it takes a long as
2 - 3 hours before the all-clear is
sounded. When theraid is over
we are marched to the nearest
towns to fill in the huge craters
in the roads caused by bomb
explosions. We extinguish fires
and help with the clearing up.
We see the destruction of
German towns, delayed bombs
exploding, houses on fire, many
German civilians dead and
wounded. There are no thanks
from the Germans for the work
we do. They blame us for
everything that is happening to
them.

It is 9pm. The Appel has

begun. On the Appel pltaz 2

Heftlinge are hanged for trying
to escape, others are flogged for
the smallest of things such as
losing a cap or tin plate, for
speaking to strangers, being late
for Appel, avoiding work,
for stealing, caught hiding
something or trying to smuggle
anything into the camp. To
maintain  Nazi  discipline
punishment for this is 25 - 100
lashes. -While these punish-
ments are carried out, we all
must stand and watch. Few
people recover after they are
flogged.

I am exhausted and hungry.
I can hardly stand up. It
has been a long day.

A GLIMPSE INTO MY EXPERIENCES IN PLASZ0

By Harry Balsam

Harry came to England with the Windermere group. He livec
the Loughton and Belsize Park hostels. He is the Vice-Chairn

of our Society.

The Commandant of the

camp by the name of Muller,
picked me out of around 350
men and 35 boys between the
ages of 12 - 14. He told me
that I was to be his Putzer (Boot
Polisher). The remaining 34
boys he said, would be shot. He
told me that I could have one
boy with me. 1 was petrified
and not thinking clearly. 1 told
him that all of the boys were
my friends and cousins. He
shouted back to me “One boy
only - I said.” The first name
that came to my mind in a
panic, was Monek Rosenbaum!.
He was called out and
told to stand beside me. The
remaining boys were crying and
screaming. He told us that
small boys would be of no use
to him as he needed men to
work and help build the direct
railway line from Cracow to
Berlin.

After keeping the men and
boys standing for about two
hours on the Apel-Platz (Roll
Call Ground), he decided not to
shoot any of them but to
transfer them to another camp
called Prokocim, which was
about three miles away.

We were surrounded by the
guards with their machine guns
pointing at us ready to fire.

Rosenbaum and 1 stayed
behind in Plaszow with the
other men. Rosenbaum worked
in the camp whilst T worked
only for Muller cleaning
and polishing his boots.
When Commandant Muller
was. not around, [ spent my
time walking around the camp.
I used to go into the kitchen
and take out as much food as I
wanted for friends and people
I knew. One such person was a
boy called Pomeranc® with
whom I became very friendly.
He was already in Plaszow
when 1 arrived. Other such
people were the elders of my
town who were helping teach
me my barmitzvah. This I
recited in Plaszow Slave Labour
Camp sometime in September
1942.

I am not aware of any other
boy being Barmitzved in a
camp.

After a few months of being
Commandant of Plaszow,
Muller was promoted to a
higher rank and put in charge
of the complete Cracow Ghetto
and  surrounding  towns,
including the main Plaszow
Concentration Camp. This
included  Prokocim  and
Biezanow camps. 1 was with
him most of the time, even on
his visits to the different camps.

Iwas one of the lucky ones.

Muller had suitcases fi
with diamonds, watches, g
coins as well as large amou
of cash, all of which had b
confiscated from Jews wl
they arrived in the camps.

If anyone was found w
items of value after be
searched, they were shot on
spot without any hesitati
This happened in front of
on many occasions. Kill
Jews in that way was a nor
everyday occurrence.

After working for Muller
several months, he trusted
enough to give me access to
his = treasures, which w
hidden wunder his beds
various rooms, including
room which adjoined |
outside the main camp.

He gave me a pass enabl
me to go about freely. I usec
go to Cracow on a bicycle
buy cigarettes and spirits
him on the black marl
These were often used
Muller whilst entertaining
friends, both male and fem:
as well as SS and Gest:
officers who - would visit }
from the main headquarters

- Cracow.

Several such frequ
visitors were the SS Oberful
Sherner, SS Hauptsturmfuhi
Amon Goeth and Dr Has:
Gestapo  officers  Hern
Heinrich and Wilhem Kun
Goeth was to succeed Mu
as Commandant of Plasz
Concentration Camp. Sherr
Hassar, Heinrich, Kunde ¢
Kruger between them c
trolled the entire deportat
and extermination of milli
of Jews in Poland.

1 used to go two or th
times a week to the Crac
Ghetto to visit people T kr
who were still living there.
never had to wear a yellow :
on my arm reading JUI
(JEW) as everyone else did.
Jew was caught not wear
the yellow star, they w
immediately executed.

On one such occasion,
railway police stopped a yot
girl of about 18 years
about to board the train
Plaszow Station. Her name
Christine’. Upon interrogat
her, she broke down :
admitted to being Jewish.
turn she was brought before
Commandant of Plaszow to
executed for the crime of |
wearing the “Yellow Star”.
happened ‘to be with
Commandant at the gate of
camp when she arrived.. Mu
personally took charge
the situation, leaving the t
railway police behind at



main entrance. He marched her
to the rear of the block, which
was the execution ground of
the camp. 1 ran after them
begging him not to shoot the
girl. Muller looked at the fedr
in my face and fired two shots
into the air. He told the girl to
run into the block. Muller and
I then marched. back to the
main entrance where the two
police were standing. He told
them that the girl was dead.
They returned to the railway
station. 1 thanked Muller for
his compassion in not shooting
the girl. He told me to tell her
that she was a very lucky girl
and that she could stay in the
camp and work in the kitchen
with the other girls.

One day, Muller told me to
go with him to get clothing for
the camp. We were going to a
town called Tarnow which,
prior to 1939, had a large
Jewish community. Half the
Jews of Tarnow had already
been deported, leaving all theit
belongings behind. Their
clothing had been stored in the
large synagogue of Tarnow,
which  was outside the
boundary of the ghetto.

We travelled in a large lorry
with a trailer at the back. The
driver of the lorry was Mullers’
personal guard and I sat with
them in the front. It was a
freezing cold day with snow
covering the ground.. It took us
about three hours to get to
Tarnow. 1 was absolutely
frozen. We drove into the
ghetto and went straight to the
Jewish Police Station where
they dropped me off. The
Jewish  Commandant = was
instructed by Muller to look
after me. He then went to the
headquarters of the Gestapo to
make the arrangements to
collect the clothing. After about
two hours they returned telling
me that they would be back for
me tomorrow as the clothing
could not be collected until
the following day. Muller
suggested 1 should stay
overnight in the Police Station.
1 was very happy as it was nice
and warm, and I didnt fancy a
long journey back in the lorry.
The Jewish Police fed me well
and 1 went to sleep after the
meal.

1t was about midnight when
I was awoken by the noise of
machine gun fire and the
screaming of people. The SS
police were shouting “Alle
Heraus” - Alle Heraus”
“Everybody Out” - “Everybody
Out”. This included everyone
in the Jewish Police Station.
The SS were smashing down all
the doors screaming at every-
body to go to the Apel-Platz
(Roll Call Ground). Their
alsation dogs were growling
and barking and the SS were
firing their machine guns and
rifles all over the place. This
continued throughout the night

until daylight, by which time
everyone had been rounded up
and forced to stand at the
Apel-Platz. That was the last
selection of the Jews of Tarnow.
We were then marched to the
train station where the wagons
were waiting for us. The SS
guards were hitting out, beating
and shooting anyone not
marching quick enough. I kept
on telling the guards that I
shouldnt be amongst the
group. I was beaten on my head
with the butt of a rifle many
times. 1 kept on telling them,
and the more I did, the more 1
was beaten over the head. 1
shouted that I should be with
Commandant Muller from
Plaszow. All to no avail
However, as I was being herded
with everyone into one of the
wagons on the train, my luck
changed. SS Haptsturmfurhrer
Hassar recognised me and
called me off the train. He
asked me if I was Balzam the
Putzer of Commandant Muller?
[ screamed “Yes”. In sheer
delight, T told him the whole
story. One hour later I was on
my way back to Plaszow.

After that episode 1 never
returned to Tarnow. The entire
transport that night from
Tarnow went straight to
Auschwitz Extermination
Camp. Nobody from that
transport ever returned from
Auschwitz.

That was the last of the
“Jews of Tarnow.”

1. Moniek Rosenbaum also
survived the war and came
to England with our group
in 1945. He now lives in
Jerusalem and the last I
heard of him he had ten
children.

2. In August 1945 we came
together to England with
three hundred and thirty-
two other boys and girls. In
1948 Pomeranc left London
for Palestine to fight in the
War of Independence. One
year later he returned to
London where we lived
together again right up until
he got married.

Pomeranc worked very
hard helping to bring up his
two children, Denise and
Stephen, whom he adored.
He was very proud to see
them both qualify as
solicitors before unfortu-
nately dying of cancer in
1983. His memory will
always live on.

3. Christine also survived the
war, ending up in the USA,
marrying an American
businessman. In 1960 she
came to England specially to
see me with her husband as
she had heard that 1 had
survived the war and was
living in London. She could
not thank me enough for
saving her life.

| REMEMBER

By William Himmelfarb

William came to England with the Windermere group in
August 1945. He emigrated to the U.S.A. towards the end of the
“40s’. He lives in the Bronx and keeps in close touch with our

members.

y name is William
Himmelfarb. 1, too,
came to England with

the Windermere group on
August 14th 1945. After a short
stay, I was sent to live in
Manchester with fifteen other
friends, in a Bnei Akiva Hostel.
The five years that I spent in
England were great. While
attending evening school in
1948, I wrote this essay.

“Life in England has given
me a new start for the future.
To understand it, one has to
compare it with the life in other
parts of the world. T was born
in a small town (Kopshevuitz,
Poland). In 1942 I was torn
away from my family and
friends by the Nazis. The years
I have spent in the camps or, as
I call it, Hitler's Hell. The
impressions which were left in
my memory, what my parents
told me. I still have faint mem-
ories of the life and customs in
my homeland. When 1 arrived
in England with little expecta-
tion, I entered a new country
with a future. I was put in an
orphanage home with fifteen
other boys. The staff were my

parents and the boys were
my brothers. 1 could feel
something fresh had come to
me. At the hostel I found
recreation, education, etc. After
a few years, 1 regained my
feelings as a free human being.
I noticed that the English
people were very loyal to
the Queen and Government.
I found people to be friendly
and kind. 1 will always bear in
my mind the good impression
which I gained in this country
(England). Therefore, my
heart is full of gratitude to the
Jewish Committee and the
country for the chance of a new
life and a new beginning.” End
of essay.

1left England in 1950 for the
United States and I made my
home in New York. I served in
the U.S. Army during the
Korean war and after the war
became a U.S. citizen. Imarried
a wonderful woman (Ruth).
We raised a family, a son and a
daughter. 1 also have two
beautiful grandchildren. Life
has been good to us and we give
thanks to the good Lord for our
achievements.

MEMORIES

By Yisroel Rudzinski

Yisroel came to England with the Windermere group and studied
at the Yeshivah in Gateshead. He is a committee member of our
Society and it was his inspiration that resulted in the Society
commissioning a Sefer Torah and in erecting memorial plaques of
our parents at the Borehamwood and Elstree Synagogue.

ormally, as time goes by
N things get forgotten, but

lately just the opposite
is happening to me. I start to
remember things from the past,
and this usually happens at the
time of a Simcha - either the
wedding of a grandchild or a
Bris of a great-grandson - both
of which we have celebrated
recently.

A few days before the
wedding of my granddaughter, 1
‘phoned my friend Moishele to
enquire after him and, at the
same time, 1 mentioned the
wedding and if he'd like to
come I'd be delighted to see
him. He came with his wife -
well, words cannot describe his
emotion; he was standing
and crying and thinking back to
our days in the concentration
camp Skarzysko Kamijenna and
Schlieben, those dreadful times,
and here I was standing under

the Chupa marrying off a
grandchild. Never in our
wildest dreams did we think
that this would ever happen to
us.

As you probably know, 1
come from Piotrkow. We were
fortunate that there were two
factories in our town that
employed young boys, thus
enabling more boys to survive
than from many other towns.
Amongst the survivors of
our town is the Chief Rabbi
of Israel, Rabbi Lau. The
Radoszycer Rebbe lived in
Piotrkow but unfortunately he
did not survive the war. He was
taken from Schlieben to
Buchenwald and died there.
Two of his daughters did
survive, one died soon after the
war and the other one married a
well-known writer, Reb Yechiel
Granatstein, who lives in Israel.
Unfortunately, this daughter
passed away a few years ago.



portraits of his father with
Holocaust themes.

For the rabbi’s 60th birthday,
they all clubbed together to buy
him a state-of-the-art Sony
Walkman so he could record
his experiences, intending for
him to write up the tapes and
transcripts into a book.

Naomi, the second child, v

most resembles Gryn, not only
physically but also in terms of
personality and psyche. They
shared the same garrulous
enjoyment of - and ease in
being with - other people; an
irreverent sense of humour; and
the same easeful, unstrained
creativity.

In 1989 - when the film-
maker was just shy of 30 - she
persuaded her father to return
to his hometown, Berehovo -
now in Ukraine - to make a
documentary about his child-
hood.

“When we hit on the title
Chasing Shadows,” says 'the
younger Gryn, “it held great
resonance for us both. My
mission was to give shape to the
swirling shadows of my father’s
past, which are part of my
shadow also. I think he would
have wanted that to be the title
of his book.

“What we wanted to show
in this documentary,” she con-
tinues, - “was in contrast to
what has become visual cliches
associated with the Holocaust -
the mass graves and the
mounds of rotting corpses. My
father and I wanted to give the
film’s audience a microcosmic
peep into what was destroyed in
the Shoah, the life and the
culture that had disappeared
forever.

“This was a two-year period
when I became integrated with
him on some level,” explains
Gryn. “We had both been upset
at how much material had to be
left on the cutting floor in
the course of trimming down
our filming into a 52-minute
programme for Channel 4. 1
managed to obtain for my
father a publishing deal with
Collins Brown but he never
signed it. It wasn't just because
of his amazing workload and
being so busy and pressured;
but I think he just couldnt
bring himself to relive the
horrors of Auschwitz and
beyond.”

Ironically, it was also sent to
Tony Lacey [subsequently
Naomi Gryn’s publisher] at
Penguin, who passed on it in
December 1989.

She describes the chain of
events that led to Penguin
publishing the manuscript
some nine years later.

“In 1997, about a year and a
half after his death, 1 was
packing up my father’s office.
There were  dozens of desk
drawers and filing cabinets
all stuffed with his notes,
his lectures, talks, sermons -

anything he'd said or read or
thought might come in handy
some day. He’d kept everything.
I was cataloguing his books and
working through all the papers
and documents, trying to create
some order before filing every-
thing into acid-free boxes.

“Behind a pile of ancient
bank statements' and cheque-
book stubs, I found a worn
orange foolscap folder. Inside
was the handwritten manu-
script of a book that my father
had begun in October 1951,
when he was a rabbinical
student in Cincinnati.

“1 understood that this was
like finding a very precious
home movie, that this was my
father’s first attempt to record
the tale of his family’s descent
into the Nazi inferno. It forms
the kernel of the book. At first,
1 was afraid and could not bring
myself to read it.”

Gryn says that there were
many reasons for her decision
to begin work on the manu-
script.  “First of all, several
people had approached the
family with requests to write a
biography of my father, but
since he’d begun his own biog-
raphy, we all felt very strongly
that he should have chance to
tell his own story in his own
words. Another factor for me
was the element of tribute, of
mourning. Working on this
material was a way of working
through my own grief. And it
felt appropriate to complete a
project we had started together.

“At the time I was setting up
a Jewish and Moslem women’s
dialogue group and I was nego-
tiating with David Cesarani, at
London’s Wiener Library, to use
a room there for the group. 1
happened to mention to him
the interesting material that I
had of my father’s Holocaust
experiences, and he mentioned
it to his agent, who immediate-
ly contacted me, and within a
couple of weeks I had a deal
with Penguin. By the summer
of 1999 it was already in the
proof stage.

“It was a very symbolic
moment for me when I was fisst
shown the cover of the
hardback, off-white with gold
writing. 1 immediately under-
stood - it was just like the gold
off-white tallit that I'd once
bought for him and in which,
when he died, 1 asked he be
wrapped for burial.

“For me, the cover of
the book, like that tallit, repre-
sented closure and the final
burial of my father.”

Gryn transcribed and edited
tapes her father had made,
adding chapters compiled from
his sermons and talks, tracking
down the facts, and adding
footnotes:  She explains that
she “approached it as it I were
making a film with lots of dis-
parate interviews and archive
material which needed to be
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woven together as smoothly as
possible. 1t contains his story;
my voice ends with the intro-
duction and then it goes over
to his voice, at which point
my involvement is as editor, to
clarify with footnotes.”

The writer, growing up in
Gryn’s congregation and having
experienced him as her bat-
mitzva rabbi, can attest to the
fact that there was something
quite special about Hugo’s
voice.

He was a wise, unassuming
man with tremendous personal
warmth and caring for his
fellow men and it was all in his
voice - a rich, deep, tobacco-
stained and heavily accented
voice, redolent of Gryn’s
Hungarian-Czech background.
Actually, his was not the kind
of voice one would at first asso-
ciate with fluent sermons or
memorable radio programmes.
His sermons tended to be slow
and meditative, and hed
hesitate and stammer, and make
up for it with vivid, eloquent
gesticulations and facial expres-
sions. Rather than alienating
them, this had the effect of
bringing his listeners closer to
him, as the pace forced them to
slow their own thoughts and
join Gryn as he set out on
his spiritual, emotional and
intellectual voyages.

His listeners were made
party to the speakers process
of thinking and searching; even
to his doubts. It was a voice
lacking in rhetoric and oozing
with humanity and warmth.

Later, what that voice was
able to convey on the radio
was that somehow Dbeing
deported to Auschwitz and
losing one’s family could lead to
the beginning of faith and a
moral existence, rather than the
end. It gave people hope.

As another of Britain’s
leading papers, the Observer,
said in its eulogy: “What was it
about him that touched a chord
in so many people? At root, it
was surely that in an age search-
ing with increasing desperation
for moral guidance, he didn't
preach moral authority - he
embodied it.”

Because  his  daughter
learned to type at the age of 12,
she began working part-time at
14 to make money during her
school vacations. “In 1978 1
was Oon my way to university,
but my father was desperate for
some secretarial help; so I spent
the summer working with him,
which is when I got attuned to
his filing system,” and first got
involved in his work.

Gryn’s life is fuelled by great
enthusiasms and passions.
While she’s scathing about the
sales director at Penguin, who,
this time last year, in his infinite
wisdom, cut the print run of the
book just as it was being
excerpted in one of Britain’s
most popular weekend papers,

The Mail on Sunday, she
about her wondertul edi
Penguin, Tom Lace, “an e
tional, really fantastic per:

Neither does Gryn 1
words about “anyone wh
respects my father” - su
Britain’s Chief Rabbi Jon
Sacks whom she describ
“abominably yellow-bel
She is referring to Sack’s a
around the period of f
death when Sacks sough
to acknowledge a colleagy
a rabbi that the rest of F
was mourning with such
affection, and yet tried, v
backstabbing letter, to t
dissociate himself from
thing that smacked o
Reform Movement.

“But all this,” say:
younger Gryn cheerful
nothing compared to “my
ments about some of the
and racists who call them
rabbis in Israel.”

Chasing Shadows apy
at the height of the fa
Irving trial last year.
newspapers were quick to
to the importance o
appearance of such a men
this particular time; eve
heroine was another Pe
author - Deborah Lipstadt
Daily Telegraph, for exa
advised: “This book s
have as wide an auc
as possible; it highlight
danger of revisionist acc
of the Holocaust, and t
into relief the realit
individual suffering in «
cleansing.”

Gryn comments,
Irving was gunning
during the trial was that,
tifically, you couldn’t ex
nate that number of peo
such a short time. Howev:
transport from my fa
hometown of Berehovo
well-documented.  Ther
even photographs of it i
Auschwitz Album.”

Gryn produces the a
which is at hand because
currently collaborating wi
renowned historian Sir N
Gilbert on a research proje
felt that somehow these ‘c
dences’ were orchestrate
my father from beyon
grave to give him a char
stand in the witness doc!
say to Irving: ‘Look me i
eyes and tell me it
happen. Tell me that
people killed didn’t incluc
grandparents and my
brother, Gaby.””

Gryn didn't talk much
losing his grandparents
younger brother, and his f
Geza - who died only a fev
after liberation, after h
survived the war together
his son. Nor did he talk
the separation from his m
for many years.

“He’d answer ques
He’d made a decision: If
us had any question, he x

<



firsthand witnesses about the
catastrophic consequences of
racism still needs to be heard.

I have here my father’s
certificate  of  registration,
endorsed by the Immigration
Office in Prestwick on 19th
February 1946 when he was
just 15 years old but had
already been to hell and back.
He is registered as “stateless”
and is given permission to
land on condition that “he
registers at once with the Police
on attaining the age of sixteen
years, that he does not enter any
employment without the consent
of the Ministry of Labour and
National Service, and that he
emigrates from the U.K. at the
earliest opportunity.” On page
10 it reports that Hugo
was leaving for America on
28th November 1950. He was
on his way to Cincinnatti to
train for the rabbinate and only
attempted to acquire British
citizenship in 1992 when he
was made a Commander of the
British Empire, 28 years after he
returned to Britain as rabbi of
the West London Synagogue.

I wince every time 1 read
about the detention centres in
which creative men and women
languish unproductively while
our. Home Office determines
who may stay and who must go.
I like to think that immigrants
like my father and the rest of
the -group of child survivors
with whom he came to Britain
are the best evidence that
newcomers are often motivated
to become exemplary citizens.
In a speech made to Jewish
Council for Racial Equality on
asylum not long before his
death, my father concluded:
“How you are to people to whom
you owe nothing is a signal. It is
the critical signal that we give to
our young, and I hope and pray
that is a test we shall not fail. ”

The powerful and evocative
video loops which navigate
visitors through the exhibition
were made by James Barker and
Annie Dodds. They wanted to
include archive recordings of
my father with interviews they
had filmed with other
Holocaust survivors. Luckily
they were able to use clips from
a programme my father made in
1995, part of a series made for
the Foreign Office about immi-
grants who have made a success
of their lives in Britain. They
also unearthed a programme
made for BBC TVs “Light Of
Experience’ in 1978 which they
shared with me: It brought back
vivid memories of how, as a
wayward - teenager, 1 had
announced  that 1 wanted to
work in broadcasting. Religious
broadcasting, actually. A few
weeks later, eager to encourage
this newfound ambition, my

father brought me with him to
the BBC's studios in White City
for the recording. I sat with the
technicians while he spoke
publicly for the first time about
his family’s deportation to
Auschwitz, both of us unaware
that twenty years later I would
use some of his script to com-
plete ‘Chasing Shadows’. This is
how the book concludes:

In the Book of Exodus, when
the Children of Israel left Egypt
after a long period of degradation
and suffering, the Passover
Service was instituted with the
injunction that ‘of that day you
shall tell your childrven’. Well, we
who are older are trying to say
something to you who are
younger and it is this: that you
are now comfortable in your
home and not condemned to being
slave labourers. And you can read
any book that you like and not
one ordered by a propaganda
minister. That you can worship
where and how you like. Which
is to say that you have freedom to
think your own thoughts and to
live your own life. But there are
still so many prisons. Of poverty
and of ignorance, of loneliness
and being abandoned, of political
tyrannies and religious fanati-
cism, bars around people made of
racism, wounds inflicted by the
barbs of intolerance and bigotry -
all of them betrayals of humanity.
Human rights are either the
rights of all men or else they
become a meaningless facade for
a bankrupt conscience. Civil lib-
erties are an empty slogan unless
they guarantee every citizen
freedom of opportunity to work
where his talents best suit him, to
live wherever he may choose and
to enjoy an equal partnership in
the brotherhood of man.

Those who survive a tragedy
such as the Holocaust cannot
keep silent, but must do every-
thing in their power to testify to
the fact that life is the gift of God,
and that it is sacred. I recreated a
family. I have devoted my energy
to the building up of my people. I
also became and remain a kind of
ethical nuisance. Wherever there
is oppression or hunger or
brutalisation, regardless of colour
or creed, I consider it morally my
territory and their cause is my
cause. Bigots, racists and
fanatics are my personal enemies
and I intend to do battle with
them until they become civilised,
decent people, if needs be for the
rest of my life.

Time is short and the task
is urgent. Evilis real. So is good.
There is a choice. And we are not
so much chosen as choosers. Life
is holy. All life. Mine and yours.
And that of those who came
before us and the life of those
after us.

Naomi Gryn 2001
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OUT OF THE SHADOWS

Aloma Halter

Aloma is the daughter of Susie and Roman Halter. She is a
journalist and this article appeared in The Jerusalem Post

earlier in the year.

amo Gryn sets her bike
Nagainst the display

window of a bookstore
on London’s chic Marylebone
High Street. She’s waif-like,
somewhere between 18 and 22,
studying philosophy of science
at the London School of
Economics, and she dreams of
becoming a filmmaker, an
author, a broadcaster. Gryn
studies the display. The entire
window is taken up with one
book, Chasing Shadows. It is a
Holocaust memoir with a
difference, begun by her sur-
vivor father and completed
posthumously by his daughter.

Published by  Viking
Penguin, it first appeared in
February 2000, when the libel
trial between Holocaust denier
David Irving and historian
Deborah Lipstadt was at its
height. Now, after five printings
and the book selling out last
August, the paperback edition
has just appeared.

From the book’s cover, the
byline of Gryn's 40-year-old
self, the selfl who compiled and
edited, checked facts and added
footnotes - to material from the
60 boxes of notes and lectures
and jottings and drafts left by
her father - looks back at the
young Naomi, as if to say: “You
did it. Nao. We did it.”

Father and daughter. = An
exceptional team.

Chasing Shadows is the’

memoir of Rabbi Hugo Gryn,
one of Britain's best-loved
figures, whose popularity
reached far beyond Anglo-
Jewry. - Upon his death in
August 1996, many newspapers
called him “the people’s rabbi.”

Born in the Carpathian town
of Berehovo in 1930 and
deported to Auschwitz at the
age of 13, Gryn survived the
Holocaust, went on to the US to
train for the rabbinate, and
eventually became the pastoral
rabbi of a large congregation,
the West London Synagogue,
and flagship of the Reform
Synagogues of Great Britain.

Besides being widely known
for his interfaith work, Gryn
was a frequent guest on TV
talk shows and round tables,
and a hugely popular panelist
on The Moral Maze, a BBC radio
programme which commanded
wide ratings.

Chasing Shadows was -an
overnight success. The New
Statesman hailed it as “not only
an important historical docu-
ment and engrossing memoir,
but the only convincing case
for a belief in God that I have
ever read.” The Evening Standard

wrote: “This book is an essen-
tial witness to the horrors of the
20th century and also to the
resilience of the human spirit.”

Gryn had survived his expe-
riences in the Holocaust
with the belief that the reason
he had to “spend much of my
time working for better under-
standing between religious
groups is partly because I know
that you can only be safe
and secure in a society that
practises tolerance, cherishes
harmony and can celebrate
difference.”

Naomi Gryn has worked
widely in radio and television -
as director, broadcaster,
researcher, producer and pre-
senter, and for a number
of years ran her own produc-
tion company, See More
Productions. She enabled the
recounting of her father’s story -
on film and in print - bringing
it out of the shadows and into
the light.  And the father
enriched his daughter with his
legacy, with a central theme
that has fueled and focussed
her professional creativity: the
exploration of religious themes
and ethical issues.

A glance at the list of Gryn’s
film productions gives insight
into how important the Jewish
perspective has been to her: The
Sabbath Bride; The Star; The
Castle & The Butterfly; The
History of the Jews of Prague;
The Last Exodus; The Flight of
the Jews from the Soviet Union.

Gryns themes, however,
have mnot been exclusively
Jewish, and she is proud of
films made for Thames TV and
for Channel 4; Jesus Before
Christ and Xmas in New York.

Without Gryn, knowledge
of the early part of her father’s
life - a life that touched so many
that, upon his death, volunteers
had to be recruited by the
family to help open the
thousands of letters of condo-
lence - would not have gained
that extra dimension. The
chemistry they shared, even in
a family that is exceptionally
close, was special.

Although the filmmaker had
been an active ally of her
father’s all along, her siblings
also supported him in their
own ways. Her older sister,
Gaby, bore the name of her
father’s 10-year-old brother,
who was sent to the gas
chambers; and their. younger
sister, Rachelle, collaborated
with Naomi at See More
Productions. Their brother,
David, began as a painter and
completed several haunting



They have one son living in
Bene Berak who holds and
important position im
Mishmeres Stam (testing Sefer
Torahs, Tefillin and Mezuzos by
special computer).

From Piotrikow 1 was sent
to Skarzysko, together with
the Rebbe. He was actually
hidden in the Ghetto with his
family, and elderly mother, two
daughters, a son-in-law and
himself. One of the daughters
went out from her hiding
place and she was caught
and was put with a group to
be sent to Skarzysko. When
the Rebbe heard this he came
from hiding to plead for his
daughter. When the Germans
saw him they said “We have
been waiting for you for a
long time.” When his pleading
did not help, he said “Then we
all go together”, and so the
whole  family went to
Skarzysko. 1 travelled in the
same lorry with them; I am not
going to describe the conditions
on our arrival in Skarzysko,

that would take a whole
book. The next day we were
marched to the ammunition
factory and the Germans started
to select people - those who
had a trade either working with
wood or iron were sent to a
different department. The
young boys were put to another
side. I myself was thinking,
young boys are mnot of
very much use to them and as 1
was tall 1 stayed with the
grown-ups. As we had no
trade, we were given the
hardest job making the shells
for underwater mines. The
Rebbe was amongst us. We car-
ried on as best we could,
working twelve hours a day
with very little food, getting
weaker day by day. But the
way, the young boys were
sent to work in Work C where
they filled the mines with
gunpowder and explosives and
within a couple of weeks they
became yellow and died from
inhaling the poisonous fumes.
The Rebbe’s mother and

son-in-law. died from typhoid
soon after arrival.

Coming back to my remem-
bering, our day started at 7 in
the morning till 7 in the
evening. At 12 noon we had a
half-hour break when we got a
ladle of soup, which was just
like -a bit of warm water and if
you found a bit of potato in it
you were lucky. The days were
very cold and we managed to
find a petrol barrel and some
wood. We lit a fire and warmed
ourselves. The Rebbe was
amongst us. Although he was
in the same bitter position as
we were, he started to talk to us
and give us encouragement.
“Yidden,” he said; “Don’t worry.
G-d is only trying us. You will
see that one day we shall come
out of here and have families,
children and grandchildren.” 1
was 162 years old, had a
swollen body from malnutrition
and was listening to the Rebbe’s
words and started to become
happy with my lot - after all the
Rebbe said so.

[ am happy to say that
Rebbe’s words became a rez
I now have, thank G-d, a bu
of grandchildren and gr
grandchildren DR --- som
whom are living in Is
When I come to Israel,
grandchildren -and 1 usu
enjoy  a Shabbos toge
and on one such occa:
recently 1 remembered
Rebbe’s blessing. We wer:
Bene Berak one Friday ever
and whilst sitting at
Shabbos table T suggested to
grandchildren that we visit
Rabbis son-in-law and fai
the following Shabbas morn
After davening we met toge
and went to the house of
Rebbe’s grandson. He
sitting together with his fa
and family 1 told them
this story and showed tl
that 1 was bringing liv
proof of the Rebbe’s blessis
Reb Yitzchokel of Radoszy
blessed memory.

telling this story. Because

this is the Holocaust story -
the final solution story. The
goal of the final solution is the
killing of every Jew in the
German sphere of influence.
The Holocaust has an impact
on me - I feel branded, but 1
survive. My brother Karpu, age
9, gassed in Auschwitz should
be here to tell what that “final”
means - to be gassed. My
mother, llona, dies in a transit
camp in Sered, Czechoslovakia.
She should be here telling.
Eite, my father, 43, dies of
starvation in concentration
camp Sachsenhausen. An hour
and a half out of Berlin; the
capital of the Third Reich. He
survives labour camps and
hiding and is captured when
the Russians are already
liberating Czechoslovakia. ‘He
holds out until a day or two
after the liberation of the camp,
as does his brother, Moshe.
They spend all their prewar and
war years together and die in
Sachsenshausen. 1 do know
something of starvation, but
not all of it, not like they do.
And the others too, should be
here telling, cousins, aunts,
neighbours, baker, shoemaker -
almost everyone, every Jew I
know until age 14 and the
many whom I do not know in
life, but see in their death in
Ravensbruck.

My memory of Karpu is
my most intense and the most
vulnerable.  He goes into
Auschwitz gas with his nine
year old cousin Yidu and Yidu’s
grandparents, both in their 80s.
Yidu’s mother, Irenke, who is
with them, is sent to the other
side and dies in Auschwitz later.

It is not I who should be

| ONGE SAW AN APPLE
IN RRVENSBRUCK

This article consists of extracts from a
presentation given at Princeton University
on the subject “The Terror of History”

Judith Sherman, November 2000

Judith Sherman (nee Stern) lived with her younger sister Mirjam
in Weir Courtney. She studied Social Science at the L.S.E. and
later emigrated to the U.S.A., where she lives with her husband

Reuberi in New Jersey.

I wrote this a long time ago.
Karpu in Auschwitz
eight - perhaps as much
as nine
1 tease him around our
kitchen table.

Did anyone want to
care to -
was strong enough to
touch his pale hair
when gas was filling ?
and his breathing

his breathing

I want to be there
and help him breathe
and postpone dying
and 1 do not want

to die

until he does

and - - and - -

A biographical memory.

A brook runs through the
centre of the main street. On
each side is an alley of acacia
trees - providing elegance and
shade. On Shabbat afternoons
we stride back and forth, back
and forth along this pathway.

Wearing our best and noting
everyone else’s best. Everyone
knows  everyone - guests too.
Shabbat preparations start on
Wednesday with a seriousness
of purpose and no short cuts.
So now after prayers, meals and
nap time we “schpatzir”
(promenade). Predictably and
pleasantly.

And the river! The river on
the south side of the meadow.
Such a meadow - a carpet of
wild flowers. The river runs
the mill. We splash and run in
the river. My brother, sister,

cousins, all the village
population.
Somewhere in Czecho-

slovakia you can still find this
place. 1 did - again. After
Auschwitz and  Germany,
London and Jerusalem and the
USA. After marriage, children
and grandchildren. 1 went
back.

the house not there

the plum trees in the

garden

recognize me.

And then terror. I am ak
nine years old. 1 wake uj
night to have a 'rifle. v

_bayonet pointed at my face.

German soldier says “du ki
ja ruhig schlaffen - wir wis
dass ihr alle Juden sind.” (
can sleep peacefully. We ki
that you are all Jews.) At
point my parents and relat
are standing undréssed
the hallway with rifles poir
at them. Other soldiers
rampaging through the ho
Later 1 hear my mother
“Shoot us or leave us alo
How does she dare? Eventu
they leave, surely not bec:
of her words; probably bec:
it is not time to shoot Jew
Czechoslovakia yet - thoug
is in Poland. This is in 1¢
This German troop is on
way to complete the occupa
of Poland.

1 have heard it"said, x
surprise or with contempt,
Jews went to their de
without resistance. In spit
overwhelming power on t
side and none on ours,
was resistance and usuall:
tremendous cost. In my fa
there was a decision, a detes
nation, that we survive. Al
us. Some of us. Somebody.
parents arrange for us chilc
to be smuggled across
Czechoslovak  border
Hungary, which at this tim
still sate for Jews. They
peasants to take us across
border at night and deliver t
my aunt - father’s sister. -
Kassau.. (Now that [ have
dren I appteciate the anguis
sending one’s children
risky, dangerous situat
because the alternative is «
nitely worse. Parents chc
dangerous uncertainty bec:



the known certainty is even
more dangerous. Such are the
times for parents and for chil-
dren.) We wait for a cloudy
night in a border village to
lessen the chances of getting
caught by the border police.
Sister Mirjam is age six and
being carried across. We end
up in an internment camp in
Budapest. My aunt Frida takes
us there by train illegally at
great risk to herself so that she
can then petition for our release
to her. She comes to visit us in
the internment camp. She is not
allowed inside. We meet at the
gate. I cry and she says why are
you crying? I explain how can I
not cry when I do not even have
a toothbrush? She thinks that
rather amusing - in the scheme
of things to cry over a tooth-
brush. To me it is cause for
crying. You need some physi-
calness in your life that you
take for granted. The tooth-
brush starts your day and ends
your day - a routine like a
prayer. Aunt Frida brings a
toothbrush the next day and a
comb. Later - in Ravensbruck -
a toothbrush is no longer what
I crave. I am now concerned
with more basic physicalness.
We spend a year in Kassau,

It is April, 1944. The
Germans are deporting Jews
from Hungary. We are now
smuggled back into
Czechoslovakia and go back
into hiding. Mirjam and 1
together. We are betrayed. By
now everyone has heard about
Gestapo  interrogations. A
friend of our family was there.
Being tortured. His interroga-
tors keep asking “What do you
say?” Whatever his response
they repeat “What do you say?”
Finally a local policeman
whispers in his ear “povedz
dakujen” - say thank you. He
does and he is thrown back into
his cell where he dies. I know of
this because his cell mate was
released and told wus. Our
friend’s family was allowed to
bury him I know of other
Gestapo stories as well. 1 am
terrified in this prison - Mirjam
too, but less so - she knows less.
They keep asking me where my
family and other Jews are
hiding. I do not say and fortu-
nately do not know. We are not
tortured physically, but the
intense fear is paralysing - it
hurts. In our case, too, a local
policeman smuggles us out of
prison and through various
contacts we finally join relatives
in a small eastern town. Shortly
after T go with a group of Jews
into hiding in the forest.

* k *

We in the forest, about 25
people, live on blueberries,
black bread and raw bacon,
which one of our women,

dressed as a peasant, obtains
from a nearby village. We sleep
in huts on the floor. We sleep in
our clothing.

And once again on a
predawn morning 1 wake up
with a gun and a flashlight
pointing in my face. Schnell!
Schnell! Herraus! A unit of
German soldiers ordering us to
leave the huts. QOutside a man
runs away from the group. He is
shot in the back. His wife runs
to him. She is also shot. They
have an infant daughter cared
tor by a peasant family whom
they pay. When they hear of the
death of the couple they poison
the baby. I hear this when the
war is over.

Our group is shoved into
cattle cars and sent somewhere.
We are not told the destination.
We have to sit with our knees
pulled up or stand. No room for
lying. There is light only from a
small barred window high up.
We are not given food and
worse, no water, for several
days. There is a bucket as
toilet. It is soon filled and never
emptied. People go mad for
lack of water. When we even-
tually stop once along the way
and they drink, they recover
their sanity. (That lack of water
madness remains another non-
erasable vision of sounds and
images.) A young man wants to
push aside the bars and jump
out the window. Some fear
German retribution and some
say do it. He does and as he
jumps we hear a train coming
from the opposite direction. We
do not know if he got killed or
if he makes it. And to make it -
from there - well that takes
another whole world of - every-
thing ---- I know that we do not
want our train to go “East” - to
Auschwitz. 1 know that would
be bad, but I do not know about
gas chambers. 1 pray a lot and
make a deal with God - if we are
spared Auschwitz I will fulfill a
promise I make there - after the
war I will ---- - we go to
Auschwitz. The wagon door is
opened. Men in striped shabby
clothing jump up into the
wagon and yell for us to get out.
They push. People try to take
their belongings. They are not
given time. Our forest group
has no belongings. On the
platform are many soldiers with
guns and dogs. Our welcome is
tierce, harsh and bewildering.
We stand on the platform.
There are crowds of people
everywhere - rows of people as
far as you can see. We are
perhaps even more confused
than scared. Then another
order barked in German and
the men in stripes start pushing
us back into the train. We go on
to Ravensbruck, Germany.
Later we learn that because of
the massive Hungarian deporta-
tion, even Auschwitz is too
overcrowded. 10,000 people are

gassed in a day during that time
period. And later we also hear
that ours is the only transport
to be shipped on directly from
Auschwitz. Every survivor has a
miracle story - a luck story.
That is mine. For that one day
or hour, no room in Auschwitz.
How many trainloads were
killed for that “miracle’ I do not
know:.

The women are given
striped, rough prison dresses,
no underwear, no stockings. 1
put on my red polka-dot
summer dress and thin gray
jacket and my . shoes. The
women are given wooden clogs.
Apart from bread, my shoes are
now my most important sur-
vival aid. The issued clogs are
surely a sadistically calculated
hindrance. They hurt, create
blisters and sores and you
cannot walk fast in them. My
aunt Ella trades her bread
rations for rags to wrap around
her feet to ease her clog
problem. She gives up bread so
she can walk faster (slow
walking may mean punishment
or death), but she is too weak
without the bread. Such are the
wooden clog life and death
decisions.

We are given a metal
bowl and spoon. These we keep
with us at all times. They are
not replaced if lost. I go into the
wash room where there are only
sinks. As soon as I go in, I run
out. The floor is covered with
bodies of naked women. They
are so thin and have missing
noses or ears or parts of thighs.
Rats feed on them. 1 do not go
near for several days and then 1
do. There is no other way to
wash. The water is always cold.
1 walk outside and see two
prisoners pulling a cart with
women’s bodies. They pick up
the bodies and throw them on
top of the pile. I look away and
hear one say to the other, “Da
ist ja eine neue.” Yes, I am new,
but not for long. When you are
cold in Ravensbruck, you do
not get warmer-just less cold,
perhaps. When you are hungry
- just less hungry. Options for
better are minimal and unpre-
dictable. Ibecome sick. I cough
and my cough does not get
better. I am sent to the clinic by
the block-elteste. 1 go in fear
and panic. By now we know
that being sick is bad news and
seeking a cure is very risky. I am
examined, not told of my
diagnosis, I am told to report to
“Revier, “ the hospital. 1 take
my bowl and spoon and go to
Revier. In this Revier, as with so
much else in this place - where
things are upside down and
inside out - in this Revier -
where women are sent to die
and selections to the gas cham-
bers are regular - here in this
barrack my life is saved. Frika
Buchmann, a German political
prisoner, who has been there

since 1939, after serving in
several other prisons, pays life-
saving attention to me.  She
puts an extra potato in the soup
and takes me to the clothing
storage, where 1 am given a
warm brown woolen sweater
with a large white “X” painted
across the back. The sweater is
great, but soon becomes lice
infected - even more so than my

- red cotton dress. 1 am embar-

rassed to search for lice in the
company of others. But soon
the four of us who share two
bunks make this into a social
activity. Every -one’s tempera-
ture is taken daily and people
with temperature above' a
certain level are removed. Two
of my bunk mates are soon
gone. No one is informed as to
where - but they know and
we know. Gas chambers are
operating. When in Revier, we
do not stand appell. Many there
are unable to do so anyway, but
in the other blocks, physical
disability is not an excuse, just
a reason for shooting or
gassing. No appell in Revier.
But I have an image from there
that I cannot erase or weaken. It
is in my eyes, my ears, in my
skin. Off the corridor leading to
the wash room is a room. It is
small and crowded with “dei
veruckte” (with the crazies). 1
think there are no bunks in
there and not enough blankets.
When they are taken out, some
are naked. I hear them scream,
shout, fight, cry. They are kept
in there until taken to be killed.
I do not know what constitutes
madness in Ravensbruck. ---
crying too much for a lost
child, getting into a squabble,
displeasing a person in
authority - even a prisoner in
authority - losing one’s mind,
attempting suicide at the
electric fence. Ravensbruck is
madness , but these women
labelled such are taken away
and the empty room is quickly
filled again. I still hear the
screaming ones and the silent
ones. Some are naked when
taken out.

* k%

I never see a prayer book
in Ravensbruck. Punishment
death. I once see an apple in
Ravensbruck. The SS guard
walks by. She is dressed warmly
- and eats the apple casually.
We look. I think often of the
casualness of her. She is not
even eating to provoke - just
eating. - Casually. How came she
by such casualness? 1 know
how we victims are made. How
was she? She should tell. We
should know. Regina, from the
bottom bunk of my previous
block comes to the fence. She
arrives in Ravensbruck with
another woman. They both
come with babies and occupy
the adjoining lower bunks. I



SECOND AND THIRD GENERATIO!

SPEECH BY NAOMI GRYN ON
THE OCCASION OF THE
LAUNCH OF THE BOOK
“CHASING SHADOWS”

AT THE IMPERIAL WAR MUSEUM

Naomi is a writer and film producer and is the daughter of Jacky

deeply immersed in the

compilation of “Chasing
Shadows” when the caretaker
at my father's synagogue
discovered yet more rusting
filing cabinets hiding on the
roof and presented them to me.
After three years of tidying up
my father’s affairs, I was feeling
so saturated with him that I
could hardly bring myself to
look at this latest find. Shula - a
friend who'd popped in to say
“hi” - was more intrigued.
She put her hand into one of
the drawers and haphazardly
drew out some papers, which
included a letter that I'd sent
my father in 1986 in which 1
had written: “Part of my own
motivation now towards writing
is out of sheer exasperation over
your reluctance to tell all your
story and the lessons you

3

In the summer of 1999 1 was

Fifteen years later, having
ensured that the film we
made together for Channel
Four in 1989 reached as wide
an audience as possible and
- with the publication of
“Chasing Shadows” in paper-
back - a bargain at £6.99! - my
job is nearly done. Actually
tonight feels rather like my
leaving party and I am confi-
dent that my father’s account is
finally in responsible hands.

Of course there was a time
when the Holocaust was per-
ceived as a paradox of mostly
Jewish interest. Then, in 1995,
the 50th anniversary of the
liberation of Auschwitz was
commemorated in Britain with
considerable public attention.
In my mind, thats when the
Holocaust belatedly began its
formal integration into British
consciousness as the universal
story of how, under the cover of
war, one group of people had
senselessly murdered another
group, while the rest of the
world stood by and did almost
nothing. The Holocaust is an
awful bloodstain on European
history and we all have to come
to terms with it.

That was the same year that
I first heard about the perma-
nent Holocaust exhibition that
was going to be installed here at
the Imperial War Museum. My
father was asked to join its
advisory committee and I went
with him to the press confer-
ence that launched the project.

There have been a number
of events since his death in
1996 which would have made

and the late Rabbi Hugo Gryn.

him sad - like the painful rift
which erupted amongst Jews in
Britain after he died and the
apparent collapse of the peace
process in the Middle East. But
other changes would have given
him great pleasure - particularly
the arrival of three new grand-
sons [Zaki, was born just as this
paperback edition was going
to the typesetters and [ held
up production until the last
possible moment so that his
name could be included in the
Acknowledgements along' with
his four cousins’] and he would
have been very proud of this
exhibition as well.

He was passionately driven
to make this a safer world for
his children and grandchildren,
a world where no one is cold or
hungry and everyone respects
their neighbour, a world
where war belongs only to
history. He devoted much of his
life towards the peaceful co-
operation between people of
different cultures and creeds.
Perhaps thats why 1 find the
display of killing machines in
this atrium so anachronistic,
along with all the other incon-
gruities of cultural domination.
But, like a scene out of the
Beano, the halls throng with
crowds glorifying the military
history of a faded empire,
while 1 have spent many
fruitful hours researching
in the Museum’s extensive film
and photographic archives.
Something for everyone.

Museums give shape to the
amorphous past that forms
the bedrock of our culture.
This museum is housed, so
appropriately, in a former
Bedlam. War is madness. It
grips the psyche of society
when the fragile mask of civili-
sation is allowed to crumble.
Alongside all the great technical
achievements of the twentieth

century, 60 million people
were killed in the course of its
two world wars; the highly
industrial design of the
Holocaust exhibition under-
scores how modem technology
would multiply those figures
exponentially if the world
ever went to war again. It is
the inescapable postscript to
the rest of this museum’s
collection.

1 first came to see the fin-
ished exhibition last summer. 1
knew what to expect but it was
still a shock when the animated
face of my dead father suddenly
appeared on a television moni-
tor - talking about how he
and his family had been
rounded up and deported,
along with all the other Jews of
Berehovo, when he was just
thirteen years old. In the
next room is the centerpiece of
the exhibition, the ghostly
reconstruction of a scene by the
railway lines in Auschwitz-
Birkenau, masterfully designed
by Gerry & Helen Judah. It
depicts the arrival and selection
of a transport of Hungarian
Jews. By amazing coincidence,
it is based on a collection of
photographs known as the
Auschwitz Album, which docu-
ment the same transport that
brought my father and his
family to the now-infamous
death camp on 31st May 1944.
In fact I am convinced that
one of the photographs in
the album includes my grand-
mother, Bella, but other, more
rational people tell me that the
image is too indistinct to be
sure.

IHuminated under bright,
white light, the model is
intricately detailed. Fifteen
thousand men, women  and
children are" disembarking
from  the ‘train and walking
towards SS officers in charge

of choosing who will go t
gas chambers and who w
deemed fit to serve the Ge
war effort as a slave lab
and thus enter the lotter

survival.
Frozen in time, the
figures process toward

stairway that descends ir
gas chamber. Disembc
voices describe the ch
scene that greeted new ar
to Auschwitz. I was sudc
aware of my father a
recounting how, as he gc
the train in Birkenau, he
approached by a man dress
striped pyjamas whom
thought might be an in
from a local lunatic asy
The man spoke in Yid
“You're eighteen and you h
trade”. By the time my f
reached the selection tabl
had prepared his lie. He cla
that he was nineteen and
he was a carpenter and jc
On the side of the sculptur
same story is repeated in
thanking for posterity
nameless  prisoner = w
courageous act saved
father’s life.

As 1 reached the end o
exhibition - where Ste
Rubin has lovingly dedica
statuette of Raoul Wallenbe
my father - I found m
wishing that I'd been a
exhibition about the histo
comedy . perhaps, listenin
my dad telling some o
favourite jokes. I wouldn't
complained even if I'd hear
punch lines a million t
before. Instead, his recolle
of how he'd once seen g
men throwing live babies
ovens burns through my
like a poison. I would g
expunge such images
collective memory, but am
is not a viable option.

The spectacle of T
Irving trailing his ugly bra
race hatred through the I
Courts of Justice last year -
claiming that the D
systematic murder of Jews
itself a Jewish conspiracy
still fresh in everyone’s n
Unanimously the British |
reported the judge’s rulin,
the lrving trial as a vic
against bigotry, but in a tast
parody of fascist slogans
the 1930%, newspaper head
about asylum seekers
Britain have become blat
xenophobic. Since the
can only scream in sile
regrettably, the testimon



(:lose your eyes, and try
and imagine this place as
it was more than sixty
years ago, the market square,
the carriages tied to the horses
and the children playing in the
market place. Jedwabne - this
beautiful town, where Poles and
Jews lived together. Jedwabne
was S0 typical
of the Poland of those days - a
colourful  and alluring world,
and a place where Polish
and Yiddish were almost inter-
changeable.

This reality - this era of
Jewish life came to an abrupt
and shocking end, on a tragic
summer’s day, exactly sixty
years ago. People who lived
together with the Jews of
Jedwabne, these people, who
knew them by name and were
friendly with them - these
same people set upon their
Jewish neighbours, dragging
them to the local barn, before
slaughtering and burning them
alive. It is this fact which

THE SPEECH OF PROFESSOR SHEVAH WEISS
AMBASSADOR OF ISRAEL TO POLAND

10 July, Jedwabne

The Honourable President, The Honourable Mayor, Ladies and

Gentlemen,

makes this event so utterly
brutal, shocking, painful and
distressing.

I, Professor Shevach Weiss,
Israel's Ambassador to Poland,
was brought up in this
country, and was fortunate to
get to know other neighbours.
Thanks to these people, my
family and I were able to
survive the Holocaust. Thanks
to these people, I am standing
here before you today. | know

- also of other barns where Jews

were hidden away. For the sake
of a better future for us all, I feel
the need to state this fact here
and now. I have come here on
behalf of the State of Israel - a
country ~which represents

rebirth and renewal as well as a

reflection of the fortitude of -

the Jewish people. = Living

among us also are Holocaust.
survivors whose lives were *
the

saved as a result of
brave actions of their Polish

neighbours - courageous and’

noble people.

I have come here to this "

valley of tears, in order to

severely condemn this evil®

massacre, and in order to
emphasise the fact that no-one
will be able to bring our victims
back to life. I know that there

are many courageous Poles

who, out of a sense of historic
justice, have taken it upon
themselves to research this

appalling event. I am certain
that when the research and
investigation process is com-
pleted, the memorial stone here
will contain the full truth of
what happened in Jedwabne,
terrible though it may be. In
this way, justice will finally be
done for the victims of
Jedwabne.

In this very place and at
this particular time, 1 would
like to make an appeal to all
fair-minded =~ and  decent
people throughout the world,
and especially to the young
generation of-¢Poland and
Jedwabne, specifically; let us
campaign together and act with
determination against any
manifestation of anti-semitism,
racism, xenophobia, evil and
cruelty. In this way, we will be
able to build a better world,
where the sanctity of life
and individual freedom are
sacrosanct.

May God help us in this
noble mission.

ast’ March, the annual
I Montefiore Memorial

Lecture was given by the
Chief Rabbi, Dr Jonathan Sacks,
to a well-attended gathering of
survivors, their families and
friends, at the Hendon
Synagogue hall. Introduced by
His Honour Judge Israel
Finestein. The Chief Rabbi’s
topic was the title of his latest
book “Celebrating Life”.

It had earlier crossed my
mind that in preparing his talk
to an audience of survivors on
the celebration of life and its
sources of happiness, Dr Sacks
had almost certainly faced
something of a dilemma. On
the -one hand,  since all
survivors had actually walked
through the wvalley of the
shadow of death - and lived! -
‘celebrating life’ must surely
have a particularly positive
resonance for them, fortunately
not within the experience of
the rest of us. On the other
hand, notwithstanding their
incredible courage and
resilience, there remained the
delicate and sensitive issue of
unhealed wounds; most  of
these same survivors had
been torn from - parents and
childhood; had endured years,
even decades of horror and
hardship, and all the while
shouldering the burden of
that discomforting and unan-
swerable question, “Where was
God?” What might ‘celebrating
life’ mean to them?

But if such a:. problem
actually existed, it evaporated
with Dr Sacks’s = opening
remarks. By confiding to his
audience that his book had
emerged “in response to my
mother’s persistence that I

‘And

CELEBRATING LIFE - A COMMENT ON THE
MONTEFIORE MEMORIAL lECTURE

By Ramsay Homa

Ramsay was born in England and has many friends within our
Society.- He was particularly close to the late Kurt Kloppholz.
The text of the lecture will be published in the next issue.

please write something she can
understand!” the tone was set
for an engaging discourse on
happiness and how and where
it might touch our lives.

It was no surprise to
learn that the proffered route
was through a closer and
deeper commitment to faith;
the surprise was that the Chiefl
Rabbi focussed primarily not on
faith as in religion or God, but
on faith in one’s fellow man.
although he made. a
tangential reference to Scripture
showing that whereas God’s
first reaction on creating man
was that for man to be alone
was not good, this was really in
the nature of a professional
aside.” - Pragmatically, said Dr
Sacks, living alone or aloof with
market-stimulated props of fast
cars and designer clothes was
no substitute for the warmth of
human friendship from -which
spring both momentary and
lasting forms of happiness.

In a relaxed manner, punc-
tuated with  intentionally
exaggerated bursts of stentorian
speech, Dr Sacks embarked on a
series of verbally painted
events, mainly from personal
experience, to illustrate a theme
which, with his legendary
fluency and an unexpected
repertoire of jokes and humour,
won him the rapt attention of
the audience.
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He proposed that happiness
was essentially derived from the
giving of oneself; from not
taking events or the actions of
others for granted; for making
commitments and sticking to
them. Achieving this, he went
on, might involve considerable
introspection and sometimes a
thorough realignment of values,
but if this resulted in friendship
and . trust being shown. to
others, and gratitude, when
due, being articulated as an
overt manifestation of apprecia-
tion, it would not only produce
a sense of inner contentment
but could also result in
reciprocity and the mutuality of
a relationship as a. potential
fountain of happiness.

It was a philosophy that
rekindled memories of
Rousseau’s Social Contract and
more recently, Amitai Etzioni’s
culture of Communitarianism,
but Dr Sacks offered an
additional dimension: that real
personal relationships evincing
a faith built on trust, an
understanding of the needs of
others and the expression of
thanks for even simple acts of
kindness, let alone to God for
the gift of life, lead not only to a
higher level of happiness but
ultimately to the awareness of
an inner spiritual dimension.

The Chief Rabbi did not
speak to, but rather with the

audience, composed mainly of
survivors and their offspring,
that - figuratively embraced
and took him to its collective
heart. He came across as the
man he is: erudite, eloquent,
intellectually impressive, warm,
caring, spiritual, and in terms of
Jewish  stereotypes, = quite
unique, because while his broad
approach to scholarship and
the quest for knowledge are
seemingly fuelled by . Rabbi
Sampson Raphael Hirsch’s
doctrine of “Torah im Derech
Eretz” - the pursuit of both
Jewish and secular learning - he
imbibes" deeply and rejoices in
the spirit and spirituality that
flow from Lubavitch, whose
philosophy actually frowns on
secular study.

It may be that these two
contradictory yet paradoxically
complementary sources of
energy, one directing the mind
and the other the soul, can
cause discomfort and conster-
nation when inadvertently
blended to an imperfect mix-
ture, but certainly last March
such an eventuality was not in
evidence. The Chief Rabbis
meaningful message, although
light-hearted in presentation,
was refreshing, stimulating and
thought-provoking.

I came away from the gath-
ering with a few disconnected
lines from Rudyard Kipling,
(a pity he was such an and-
semite), flitting in and out of
my mind: “.... walk with kings,
nor lose the common touch ....
all men count with you but
none too much .... Lord God of
Hosts, be with us yet, Lest we
forget ..”. 1 felt a warm and
pleasant surge of body and soul;
not exactly happiness; rather
celebrating life!



watch how hard each tries to
keep her baby alive. Regina, at
the fence, says my “baby died”.
Regina looks empty and worn.
She does not cry. I do not cry. 1
do -mot «cry much in
Ravensbruck. But this is a time
for crying. For smashing up the
world. For ripping bark off
trees. For puncturing God’s
eardrums. I do not ask her did
you place the baby on the cold
wash room floor - how long
before they took her? Did you
have something to wrap her
in? Did you watch? These
questions I still have. Some
intensities do not leave you.
The other baby dies also.

After the evening soup, the
women in their bunks discuss
recipes - for poppy seed cake,
challah for Shabbat bread.
They do not talk of family
back home, just food back
home. It is easier. (Shortly after
our marriage and arrival in
America, Reuven and 1 are
invited to a wedding. 1 sit next
to a man and when upon his
inquiry T tell him I am from
Kurima - he says “I know you -
I was with your father in
Sachsenhausen. He always
spoke of the family  Friday
evening meal, and the zmirot. 1
even know where at table you
were sitting.” My father was in
Sachsenhausen, one half hour
from Ravensbruck. We did, of
course, not know of each
other’s presence. At this time of
hunger we connected through
family food - 30 kilometers and
a world apart).

From this part of the camp
you can see Lake Schwedtse.
Beautifully calm waters with
two swans on it and trees. 1 say
to myself yes there is a world
out there - peaceful, lovely,
natural. It does exist. And when
1 revisit Ravensbruck 50 years
later 1 learn that the ashes from
the nearby crematoria were
dumped into this lake. I place

flowers onto the water - for.

those I knew and for those who
have no one to place a flower
for them.

It is April, 1945. We expect
the war to end. We expect
President Roosevelt to save us.
We all believe in him. It is
fortunate we do not know at the
time how uninvolved he is with
saving us. Where would our
hopes have gone? His goal for
first ending the war before
taking any measures to save us
is so late for so many of us. We
are given a Red Cross package
and marched out of the camp.

We are marched out of the
camp five to a row, SS guards
and dogs on either side. Long,
long convoys. It is rumoured
that the Russians are coming
and the Germans do not want
us to fall into enemy hands. We
march all day and I am again
grateful for my shoes. In the
evenings we stay in a field and

eat from our Red Cross package
- powdered milk, canned meat,
beans, cheese and biscuits.
Such a new experience - to
spend time on food - to have
food to spend time on. We are
not used to such food any more.
Many get sick and some die.
But for now we eat. We march
for days. Our food is gone. We
do not get more. Women who
cannot keep up, slow down or
collapse and are shot. At first
we turn around at every shot.
Later less - and then we just
march on robot-like. We have
to keep to the side - the road is
crowded with tanks, army
trucks, soldiers retreating from
the front, civilians running
from the Russians. The end is
clearly in sight. What of our
end? The guards and their dogs
stay with us. And then we wake
up on a farm one morning
and the SS are gone and
Russian soldiers are there ---
We are free.

Someone slaughters a cow
and my aunt brings asparagus
from somewhere. We eat. Some
dance and sing. Some do not.
We walk into the nearby town
and stay in an old hotel. The
faces in those hotel mirrors
need re-introductions - to
ourselves.  Other survivors
arrive. 1 do not know when
exactly I begin to see myself as
a survivor rather than a
Haftling -victim, but it is
energizing - a life jolt.

I am back in Kurima. The
people who see me have such a
look of surprise - less I think at
my scrawny appearance than
that 1 appear at all. It is as
though our time there has
passed. We are out of order.
Cousins Elza and Mella arrive
too and then sister Mirjam. We
wait for our fathers. Somehow
we know already that our
mothers and brothers have been
killed. Our fathers do not coime.
I am sent to the Tatry
Mountains for recuperation.
The British government has
agreed to allow 1000 youth
survivors into Great Britain.
Just over half that number can
be found. We go to England
under the auspices of the
Central British Fund. Because
my sister is only eight, we are
sent to a children’s home in the
country. It is a home for the
youngest Holocaust survivors.
Several of the children from age
four have Auschwitz tattoo
numbers on their ~arms.
They are Mengele’s twins.
Dr. Mengele performed medical
experiments to see how he can
improve German fertility rates
and ensure blue-eyed babies for
the Fatherland.

SS man - what do you
tell your children?

SS man

what do you tell your

children?

Do you say

obedience is the law

the law is loyalty

us - Uber Alles?

Do you have nightmares

with the boots polished

of stains

under your bed?

Do you tell your children

of the children

who stained your boots?

Do you have nightmares?

Yes - to this day I am affect-
ed by the Holocaust. 1 have
been fortunate and have had a
good full life since those times.
Family, friends, education,
work, fun. I also live on two
tracks - always. I am here and 1
am there - when I have a
shower; when [ eat potatoes;
when T am hungry - when I am
not hungry When 1 sneeze - I
think in hiding that would be a
give-away. - If an infant cries -
would this baby have to be
smothered to save the others in
hiding? Would there be milk?
Water? A mother? Ido not fast
on Yom Kippur, but do attend
services. I do not wear striped
clothing. I own sturdy boots. 1
do not turn off bad news on T.V.
- because the bad news should
be heard by someone. In super-
markets- I do not select fruit or
vegetables. 1 just take these
from the top. I cannot engage in
selections because of Auschwitz
rejections - because of Mengele.

Parenting. Because of the
traumatic separations in their
own lives some survivors have
difficulty letting go of their
children. My reaction is the
opposite. I have not spoken
about the Holocaust to my fam-
ily. But I did have a very definite
intent to encourage our three
children to “make it out there “
My own model for survival.
And also -very deliberately
provided “good moments” - for
warmth in hard times. Some
good words too from some
good poems. And a mother they
can stand up to! My biggest
accomplishment!!

And death - I 'want
an un-Auschwitz funeral - visi-
bility - in death. Concreteness.
Ritnals. Witnesses. Markers - a
gravestone. A defiant-in-your-
face Mengele death. After a lot
of searching, at my request,
Reuven and I bought twelve
cemetery plots, just for the
two of us. Maximum space -
concreteness. On a hill - under
a poplar tree - with view. I ask
my favourite Rabbi to make the
eulogy - she agrees. And my
good friend also agrees to
speak. This puts a smile on my
face. 1 want words spoken by
people who pay attention. This
is all somewhat bizarre but
logical to me. A solid death
with all the trimmings.

God. God was as much part
of my Kurima existence as the
colour of my eyes. He was there

because he was never not |
Shabbat preparations, Kas
Hebrew school, the me:
our plum trees. My cousin
slip anonymous envelopes
money -under needy d
No-one but God is to see 1
the wagon train I make an
- “if we don’t go to Auschw
after that 1 do not reme
addressing God. -1 do
remember. All the powe
Ravensbruck is concentrat
SS hands. They rule so tc
No one seems more pow
only President Roosevelt,
he is so slow - What I assc
with God is absent ---
People help each other -
often makes a life and deat
ference. Does God help? !
Every survivor thinks
survives by some miracle
every survivor could as e
not have survived - like 1
not have survived. Ch:
Luck. The margin is
minimal.

I believe in God - I dc
know how not to. But i
cannot be there with v
Auschwitz - cannot interv
Is He vulnerable? Embarra:
Please not a bystander. Is
God for Kurima, not
Auschwitz?  Have  tl

changed in heaven as they
on earth? How should w
you, God?




STAMP COLLECTION - MY KEY
FROM A NAZI HELL

By Arthur Poznanski
Arthur came to England with the Windermere Group and lived in the Manchester and Nightingdale hostels. He
has an abiding interest in music and has been a choirmaster for many years.

cial Polish town where I was

born, children played many
games using bundles of real
bank-notes and piles of coins.
Naturally we were not so
affluent as to be able to play
with valid money; the cash
we used was authentic but
obsolete. Successive foreign
governments of Polish territo-
ries left a plethora of currencies
rendered worthless by raging
inflation. The cost of a postage
stamp, for example, would be
thousands of Russian roubles or
German marks. In any event,
all notes and coins became
unusable and were discarded
when Poland gained indepen-
dence, and the Polish zloty
became legal tender.

We children hardly cared
that our play treasures had no
value in the adult world.
We were elated ‘to discover
these hoards of intrinsically
worthless money whilst playing
hide-and-seek in the cluttered
attics of tenement blocks. It was
such great fun for us to raid the
old coffers and; chests of
drawers stored there and
emerge millionaires. Within a
short time I had ‘managed to
acquire an old Gladstone bag
and several big boxes full of old
bank notes and coins. These
cluttered up my toy cupboard
and I had nowhere to keep any
more. Eventually, running out
of the games we could play with
old money, 1 became bored
and started searching for other
treasures. :

My interest and curiosity
were aroused when, picking
among some abandoned boxes,
I came across postage stamps
on old envelopes. Through
ignorance I must have damaged
many good stamps through
trying to tear them off.
“Stamps?” responded my father
Wiladyslaw, from whom 1 had
sought advice, “Well, I used to
collect them and' now you
can collect them too.” I still did
not know why stamps were
collected but I was fascinated
by their varied designs, colours
and inscriptions. At first I kept

In Praszka, the small provin-

my stamp collection in a

disused cigar box. Failing to
create a game we could play
with them, I merely continued
to colleet and swap duplicates
with friends.

It was not until my ninth
birthday in 1936, that my
father, noting my unceasing
passion for collecting stamps,
gave me his much prized
collection. On handing to me
the old Russian album in which
it was housed, he explained to
me the importance of retaining
each item in good condition.
My real initiation into the world
of serious philately was when
my father demonstrated the
careful removal of stamps from
an envelope, using steam or
warm water. I was delighted
to see how smoothly and
undamaged they slid from the
paper; and, later, to witness
them being affixed to the album
page with special, gummed
hinges. These were rather
expensive, however, so I made
my own by cutting up strips of
ordinary gummed paper.

Initially, T was interested
mainly in stamps from
countries of which I had never
heard, or whose names sounded
odd to me. Togo, Cameroon,
Chile or Dahomey, for instance,
were places from which mail
was unlikely to arrive in
Wielun, the town to which we
had moved. I scoured through
an old world atlas to discover
where these countries were
situated. Not only was such an
exercise great fun, it also helped
my knowledge of geography.
Collecting stamps opened up
for me a small window into
the exotic locations which,
previously, 1 had not even
imagined existed.

Some names, however, 1
could not find in my atlas. I was
enlightened when my father
explained that, for example,
Bayern was in fact Bavaria, a
province of Germany; that
Helvetia was Switzerland, and a
stamp without the name of any
country was from England.
Then there were the mysterious
stamps with writing or signs 1
could not decipher. These were
a real challenge to my imagina-
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tion. Much later 1 discovered a
booklet on stamp collecting
which introduced me to the
mysteries of watermarks and
perforations. 1 became a very
keen philatelist.

My father’s album, which
contained a few old and rare
specimens among many com-
monplace stamps, became the
nucleus of my own collection.
My pocket money was wholly
insufficient for me to buy
foreign stamps; nevertheless my
collection continued to expand.
This was mainly due to acquisi-
tions from the exchange of
other collectible items:
photographs of film stars,
prints of wild life and cigarette
cards. Swapping duplicates
with other boys, pestering all
friends of my parents for
stamps from their mail and
asking for stamps for my
birthday presents, were other
means of filling my album.

Without access to a cata-
logue I had no idea of rarity or
the commercial value of my col-
lection. 1 was not particularly
concerned about my ignorance
in this respect, for I grew to love
all my stamps. Whenever
anyone showed the slightest
interest in my album, I was
proud and eager to display my
treasures from so many lands.
Little did I suspect that one day,
in appalling circumstances, my
stamp collection would be
instrumental in saving my life
and help me and my brother
Jerzy to survive the Holocaust.

* % %

Constantly on the lookout
for opportunities for exchange,
1liked to keep the entire collec-
tion with me whenever I was
away from home. This proved
to be extremely fortunate for
me. The collection accompa-
nied me when, shortly before
the German invasion of Poland
in 1939, the family went to stay
with my grandparents in
Piotrkow, a large town farther
away from the German border
than Wielun. . The political
situation was tense and my
father, my mother Peria, two

younger brothers Jerzyk and
Tadzio and 1 were glad to be
moving.

Unfortunately, Piotrkow was
also bombarded and we hid in
villages to avoid the worst of it.
After a few weeks, when
German  forces  occupied
Piotrkow and most other Polish
territory, father left his two
younger sons with their grand-
parents, to return to Wielun
with mother and me. I made my
own decision to leave behind in
Piotrkow my beloved stamp
collection, safely locked away
in my father’s leather briefcase.
It was a heartbreaking decision
to make but I knew it was
sensible in the perilous circum-
stances. The only item 1
brought back to my home town
was an exercise book filled with
duplicates for swapping with
friends.

On return to Wielun we
found to our dismay that,
during the first few weeks of
the war, our apartment had
been ransacked. It had been
stripped of everything of value
and was now occupied by
some Volksdeutsche, German
ethnic  Poles who  had
accepted German nationality.
Most of our possessions had
disappeared, either confiscated
by the German Occupation
Authorities or stolen with their
tacit approval.

My camera, bicycle, model
train, fountain pens, toy
soldiers, books and many
games and toys vanished,
together with our family
heirlooms, jewellery, gold
coins, silver and furniture.
Even our family photographs
and holiday snaps had been
looted. In the circumstances,
we could not reclaim any of our
belongings, even when we
learned subsequently that they
were in the possession of our
Volksdeutsche neighbours. Nor
could my father withdraw any
money from our bank, which
left us virtually destitute.
Naturally, my parents were
devastated.

By comparison the loss of
my personal items, though
painful, was insignificant. The



And the standards of a civilised state, the state with ages-old
traditions of tolerance and amicable co-existence of nations
and religions were binding and should be binding on its
citizens.

Those who took part in the bloody campaign, beat, killed
and set fire - committed crime not only against their Jewish
neighbours.

They are also guilty towards the Republic of Poland,

its great history and glorious traditions.

Ladies and Gentlemen

We are standing on a tormented land.

The name Jedwabne, by a tragic ordain of fate had become
for its today’s citizens a byword recalling to human
memory the ghosts of fratricide.

It is not only in Jedwabne that superstitious
prejudice was enkindled into the murderous
flame of hatred in the “furnace era.”

Death, grief and suffering of the Jews from Jedwabne,
from Radziléw and other localities, all these painful events
which cast a gloomy shadow on Poland’s history

are the responsibility of the perpetrators and instigators.
We cannot speak of collective responsibility burdening
with guilt the citizens of any other locality or the entire
nation.

Every man is responsible only for his own acts.
The sons do not inherit the sins of the fathers.
But can we say: that was long ago, they were different?

The nation is a community.

Community of individuals, community of generations.

And this is why we have to look the truth in the eye.

Any truth.

And say: it was, it happened. Our conscience will be clear
if memories of those days will for ever evoke awe and moral
indignation.

We are here to make a collective self-examination.
We are paying tribute to the victims and we are saying -
never again.

Let us all be the citizens of Jedwabne today.

Let us feel what they felt!

Let us remain with them in a common sense of
grievance, despair, shame and solidarity.

Cain could have killed Abel aniywhere.

Any community could have been tried in the same way.
The trial of evil, but also of good.

Of meanness and nobility.

Righteous is the one who was able to demonstrate
compassion in the face of human suffering.

How many Poles - also inhabitants of the neighbourhood
also residents of Jedwabne -

deserve to be called righteous!

Let us recall all of them today

with greatest gratitude and with highest respect.

Dear Ladies and Gentlemen,

Thanks to the great nation-wide debate regarding this crime
committed in 1941, much has changed in our lives in the
year 2001,

the first year of the new millennium.

Today’s Poland has courage to look into the eyes

of the truth about a nightmare which darkened

one of the chapters in its history.
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‘We have become aware of the responsibility -

for our attitude towards the dark pages in our history. W
have understood that a disservice is done to the nation by
those renouncing the past

Such attitude leads to a moral self-destruction.

We, who have gathered here, with all the people in our
country

who have clear and sensitive conscience, with the lay
and religious moral authorities consolidating our adheren
to basic values, paying homage to the memory of the
murdered and most deeply deploring the despicable
perpetrators of the crime,

give expression to our pain and shame,

we manifest our determination to learn the truth
courage to overcome, the evil past,

firm will of understanding and agreement.

For this crime we should beg the souls of the dead

and their families for forgiveness.

This is why today, as the citizen and as the

President of the Republic of Poland, I beg pardon.

I beg pardon in my own name and in the name

of those Poles whose conscience is shattered by that crim

In the name of those who believe that one cannot be pro
of the glory of Polish history

without feeling, at the same time, pain and shame

for the evil done by Poles to others.

Dear Gathered,

1 wish with all my heart that the name of this village
not only evokes memories of the crime but that it
acts as a signal for self-examination and becomes

a venue for reconciliation.

Polish bishops prayed on 27 May “for all those who
harbour animosity and resentment towards the Jewish
nation

that they accept a change in their hearts with good grace’
These words express only too well the feelings of a great
part of the Poles.

May, then this change occur.

Let us spare not effort for it!

The tragedy which took place here cannot be annihilated
Evil cannot be wiped out; suffering
cannot be forgotten.

The truth about what happened

will not redress what happened.

The truth is not so potent.

But only truth - even the most aching and painful - will
allow to purify the wounds of the memory.

This is the hope that we cherish

This is what we are here for today.

We are saying today the words of sorrow and pain,

not only because this is a must for human decency,

And not only because others expect us to,

Not because it will be a compensation for the murdered,
Not because the world is listening.

We are saying these words because this is what we feel
Because we ourselves need them most of all.

We are doing it too

To be better, stronger with moral strength,

free from prejudice, animosities and hatred.

To respect and to love men.

To turn a wrong into a right.



horrific news to the Fatherland.
What about the concentration
camps in  Neuengamme,
Ravensbruck, Sachsenhausen,
Belsen, Grossrossen, Mittelbau-
dora, Buchenwald, Flossenberg,
Dachau, Stutthof, Mauthausen
being located right from the
birth of the Nazi regime in the
heart of Germany and Austria?
Was their existence and the
savage ‘treatment of their
inmates hidden from the
German people?

Felix Sharf’s invitation to
think what one would have
done - oneself under the
circumstances prevailing in
Poland is not insensitive, as the
author chooses to «call it.
Would the author put his own
and his family’s lives at risk by
helping a fugitive Pole pleading
for shelter? This may be a
“hypothetical question” (to use
the author’s words), but most
relevant to his assessment of
Poles.

The author dismisses any
reference to over five thousand
“righteous Poles” (as compared
with only 327 Germans)

honoured by Yad Vashen for
risking their lives to save the
Jews. 1 personally owe my life
to four such Poles and 1 only
succeeded to get two honoured
in this way. For every Jew that
survived there were a hundred
that did not. None of the dead
wrote to Yad Vashem and most
survivors never bothered to
write about the “Righteous
Gentiles” to whom they owed
their lives. For every one Pole
honoured in Yad Vashem there
must be many more that are not
represented there.

As for the post-communist
Poland where 1 spent at
least nine months over a
period of four years from 1993
to 1997 working in a profes-
sional capacity, 1 recall two
events, in strong contrast
with the authors unfortunate
experience:

During the commemoration
in April 1993 of the 50th
anniversary of the Warsaw
ghetto rising, [ heard in
the Nozyk Synagogue the
Archbishop of Warsaw. In
purple robe, a purple skullcap

covering his head, his face
exuding warmth and sympathy,
he said: ‘As Catholics, we must
understand the meaning of this
event for us and for the future
generations. We must pray to
God that we may draw the right
conclusions and the lesson we
have learned is that we have
all been blessed together as
the sons of Abraham so that
we shall become a source of
blessing for others.” He recited
a Psalm: “.... As I walk and look
1 see that no one cares for me,
no one asks about me, I call for
help but no one listens. Hear
my cries, save me from those
that persecute me and are
stronger than 1. He ended
with the words: ‘To all those
present here I say Shalom, my
words of respect.’

In Ostrowiec Swietokrzyski,
the frequently quoted
background of the author’s
gruesome narrative, 1 was
privileged to visit in 1996 an
exhibition in the local museum
that depicted in photographs,
writings and artifacts the
prewar history of the Jewish

population of the town and
its valuable contribution to
the local community. It was
organised by Poles.

1 suggest Mr Katz should try
to come to terms with his own
and what he knows of his
friends’ painful experiences at
the hands of the Poles. Unless
he is a historian in search of
truth for truth’s sake, he might
be better off not to delve into
further revelations of atrocities
that took place more than
half a century ago. They will
only stoke the fire of his
bitterness without helping
anybody. May 1 also suggest
that he should at least
avoid provoking countless
human beings to get at each
other’s throats, in order to
gratify his predilections. This is
particularly important, when
the two peoples are embarking
on a journey of reconciliation.
How will such incitement
help anybody? And ascribing
prejudices to Felix sounds like
pot calling kettle black.

ADDRESS DELIVERED BY THE
PRESIDENT OF THE REPUBLIC OF POLAND
MR ALEKSANDER KWASNIEWSKI

Dear Ambassador of Israel,

Dear Rabbi Baker,

Dear Representatives of Jewish Milieus,

Dear Mr. Mayor,

Dear Residents of Jedwabne,
Dear Ladies and Gentlemen, Fellow

Countrymen!

Sixty years ago, on 10 July 1941, crime was committed
against Jews on this land, at that time conquered and

occupied by the Nazi Germany.

This was a dreadful day.
A day of hatred and cruelty.

We know much about this crime,

though not yet everything.

Maybe we will never learn the whole truth.
But this has not prevented us from being here today.

To speak in an open voice.

We know enough to stand here in truth - facing pain, cry
and suffering of those who were murdered here;

Face to face with the victims’ families who are here today;
Before the judgement of our own conscience.

This was a particularly cruel crime.
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It is justified by nothing.

Among the victims, among the burned there were women,

there were children.

Petrifying cry of people closed in the barn and burned alive
- continues to haunt the memory of those who witnessed

the crime.

The victims were helpless and defenceless.
The criminals had a sense of being unpunished
since German occupants incited them to such acts.

We know with all the certainty that Poles
were among the oppressors and assassins.

We cannot have any doubts -

here in Jedwabne citizens of the Republic of Poland died
from the hands of other citizéns of the Republic of Poland.

It is people to people,

neighbours to neighbours who forged such destiny.

Dear Ladies and Gentlemen,

At that time - sixty years ago - Poland

was to be wiped off from the map of Europe.

There were no Polish authorities in Jedwabne.

The Polish state was unable to protect its citizens
against the crime committed with the Nazi permission,

at Nazi inspiration.

But the Republic of Poland should persist in the Polish

hearts and mind.



only consolation for my own
deprivation was the thought
that my stamp collection was
safe in Piotrkow. At this time
the collection attained in my
consciousness a position far
beyond that of a mere hobby. It
became almost a mystical sym-
bol of my past, my happy child-
hood, my united family, my
warm home life, ...in a word,
normality.

With difficulty, my father
found us somewhere to reside.
Although living through a
period of dreadful upheaval
there were some compensations
for me in the field of philately.
This was a time when many
new, interesting  varieties
were issued by the postal
authorities. German stamps
were overprinted for use in
Poland and Polish stamps were
overprinted in German. To my
disappointment however I
discovered that very few boys
were keen to exchange dupli-
cates with me. For most part
this was due to the German
influence under which many
Polish youths, formerly my
friends had fallen. They had
now become violently anti-
semitic and = avoided = all
amicable contact with their
Jewish contemporaries.

The few Jewish youngsters
who still remained in town had
either lost their collections
during the earlier German
bombing and artillery bombard-
ment, or had completely lost
interest in philately. This was
hardly surprising as, under the
new German regulations,
the entire social life and the
atmosphere in Wielun had
been utterly transformed. Even
walking in the street became
hazardous for a Jew, easily
identified by a white armband
and later, by a yellow star sewn
onto an outer garment. Jews
were banned from the pave-
ments and were compelled to
move along in the gutters. They
were harassed by frequent
round-ups for work parties
mostly engaged in clearing the
debris from gutted buildings, or
for performing menial jobs for
the officers of the Wehrmacht
(German army) officers sta-
tioned in the town.

Professional men such as
lawyers, doctors and teachers,
were hunted down like animals
and incarcerated in jails,
allegedly as hostages. They
were never released from prison
and simply disappeared. In
such a dire situation my father,
who had been a senior school-
master, fled reluctantly but in
fear of his life, to join the rest of
the family in Piotrkow. My
mother urged him to go there
because he was not so well

known in that town. I was too
young to realise how precarious
our lives were and barely
appreciated that, in the circum-
stances, it would be almost
impossible to collect or
exchange stamps.

My mother, who had been a
teacher in a public elementary
school, resumed her profession,
but in a private capacity. There
was a great demand for anyone
able to teach German. Despite
my young age [ was able to help
her by supervising small classes
of Jewish as well as Polish
children. I even assisted in
teaching Polish and German, in
which languages 1 was quite
literate. These activities which
naturally. involved meeting
parents, increased my opportu-
nities to collect current postal
issues. 1 felt no inhibitions in
asking these adults to let me
have the envelopes from their
correspondence which they
would normally - discard.
Occasionally I was able to
persuade one of my Polish
pupils to go to the post office
(which was out of bounds for
Jews) to buy for me a whole set
of a new commemorative issue
with some of the money 1
earned teaching.

Although I was a child, it
was difficult for me to move
freely about the town. With the
growing problem of avoiding
the constant round-ups for
forced, unpaid work, which
everybody tried to evade at all
costs. One day I was caught in a
trawl for workers. 1 was taken
to the German police station,
where Jews were assigned to
various hard labour tasks
around the town. Fortunately
this happened during the
relatively early days of the
occupation when few German
officers encountered were of the
Einsatztruppen killing squads.

The German officer in
charge spotted an envelope
with one of the attractive
new issues protruding from
my pocket. He pulled it out
and gazed at his find with
great interest.  Seizing the
opportunity which presented
itself, 1 said: “Please sir, you
may have the stamp if you like
it” and 1 added quickly, “I have
a few more stamps from the
same set at home which I shall
be happy to fetch for you, if you
allow me to go.” Obviously a
philatelist, he readily agreed.
A small sacrifice, I thought,
as 1 hurried home for the
stamps, and a German officer
who was also a keen stamp
collector might prove a useful
acquaintance.” I was more than
content to avoid a day of hard
labour, under the supervision of
a brutal Polish foreman, happy
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to torment the Jews in his
charge. The incident at the
police station made me aware
for the first time that my stamps
had a practical value.

The persecution of the
Jewish population in Wielun
intensified daily. The Jewish
Council seemed ineffectual in
stopping the jaws of the Nazi
vice tightening around our
community. In time, each
family was ordered to surrender
all its possessions, including
valuables, stocks and even
businesses. Every Jewish male,
apart from very young children,
was required to register for a
quota of forced, hard manual
labour.  Shortly afterwards
every Jew was compelled to
resettle in an open ghetto on
one side of the town. My
mother and I had to move yet
again; this time to a small
apartment which we had to
share with two other families.

Bad as it was, the situation
in Wielun deteriorated consid-
erably during the autumn' of
1941. The uncertainty of our
fate became even more evident
when, without any warning,
several Jews caught in the street
were deported, allegedly to a
labour camp. A few weeks later
I saw men running in great
panic trying to hide wherever
they could, out of sight of
pursuing  German  police.
Through the grapevine, we
heard that ten Jewish men were
to be taken hostage in place of
unknown others accused of
alleged kosher slaughter of a
cow. Some women, frantic to
find a hiding place for their
men, put up a ladder and
helped them to climb into an
inaccessible attic that had no
floorboards. I was allowed to
hide with them. We stayed
there for some hours, laying on
single beam rafters in utter
silence, while down below
German police were searching
for men with growing frustra-
tion. Within hours, many Jews
had been caught. Ten of those
seized, although innocent of
the alleged offence, were
hanged publicly in the market
square without a trial. All other
Jews caught in the round up
had to watch the execution and
some, under threat of joining
the victims, were compelled to
assist the executioners. The
gruesome event left little doubt
in our minds what the future
held for us.

* kX

Without prior warnings, mass
deportations of Jews in Wielun
began during the following
winter. Every street in the
ghetto was. blocked from both
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clearly knew what this
deportation was about, but
refused to discuss it.

Obviously concerned about
our well-being, ‘the woman
urged us to flee Wielun while
we could. She believed Jews

. would be safer  across the

border, in- the General
Government of Poland, where
Piotrkow was situated. (Wielun
had been annexed to the
Greater German Reich). She
gave us the name and address of
a Pole who lived ‘a couple of
miles outside our town. He
owned a horse drawn sleigh
and might for a price help us to
escape. Though we did not even
suspect that the black vans were
mobile gas chambers, or that
the destination of the evacuated
Jews was the death camp at
Chelmno, my mother and I
heeded the woman’s advice.

Offering our deepest thanks
we left the woman’s house, not
wishing to place her in any
further peril for harbouring us.
We returned to our room in
the ghetto, donned as many
garments as we could reason-
ably wear and collected a few
essentials. For me, these had to
include my secondary stamp
collection, which. I wrapped
carefully into a: small flat
bundle and carried between the
two shirts T was wearing. We
could not take much with us on
the journey; we had been
warned that it would involve a
lengthy trek through the
winter countryside and being
smuggled across the German
border.

The Polish sleigh driver
demanded an exorbitant price
for his help, but we had no
option but to accept his terms.
It was well past midnight when
he drove us to the outskirts of a
nearby town called Krzepice.
The horse blanket in the sleigh
afforded mother and me scant
protection against 'the biting
frost. The driver left us to make
our own way into: the town,
where we managed to contact
some Jewish friends. They
introduced us to our Polish
guides who usually worked
with smugglers and who would,
again for a hefty fee, take us
with them on foot across the
border.

Later that night the guides
led us to a small hut on the
outskirts of Krzepice. There we
met the smugglers who would
accompany us on the journey.
Mother and I were very tired
but we had no choice other
than to set out with the men, in
the direction of Czestochowa,
the nearest town across the
border. Our trek, at a time when
the landscape was gripped by a
severe winter, proved long,
exhausting and tense. We could

have been shot on sight just
for breaking the curfew regula-
tions. I was suffering from a bad
cold and kept coughing. This
made the guides and smugglers
edgy, especially during the
periods when complete silence
was essential. A heavy woollen
scarf was wound around my
head; it helped to mulffle the
sounds of my spluttering.

To avoid German road
blocks and patrols we needed to
detour many extra miles across
fields, meadows and along
remote paths through dense
forests. Despite the many
additional garments we were
wearing, we were frozen by the
sub-zero temperatures and icy
winds. I was only happy that
my stamps were snug and safe
between the layers of my shirts.
Mother and I hoped that, once
on official Polish territory, it
would be easier for us to make
our way to the Piotrkow ghetto
and join our family. That
town however was still -many
miles away and we were both
becoming utterly fatigued by
the journey. Finally we
slumped into Czestochowa
having safely traversed the
German border.

After a night in the town,
which we spent with some old
friends of the family, my
mother decided we could walk
no further. Relying on our
non-Jewish appearance and-a
pure Polish accent, she resolved
we should take the train to
Piotrkow as Poles. At the
railway station my mother
managed to purchase tickets for
the journey without any
problems. When the corridor
train pulled into the platform,
we entered a carriage which
happened to be occupied by
five German soldiers. Despite
the trepidation we felt, we were
determined to play our parts.
As it turned out the young men
were very polite and moved
quickly to make space for a
good-looking woman and her
young son. As soon as the train
chugged away from the station,
I took a harmonica from my
trouser pocket and began to
play. The soldiers enjoyed
the music and hummed or
sung with me some of the
current tunes I was able to offer
them.

Time elapsed in a strangely
surreal yet not unpleasant way.
The seemingly congenial
atmosphere ~ was  greatly
enhanced by the fact that no
one came into our compart-
ment to check either our tickets
or our identities. Even several
SS inspectors walked by
without entering, probably
thinking we were family or
friends of the soldiers. When
the train arrived at Piotrkow, we
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wished the soldiers a pleasant
journey and left them with a
deep sigh of relief.

My mother and 1 mingled
with the crowds in the Polish
section of the town, anxious
not to draw attention to our-
selves. Eventually we succeeded
in slipping into the ghetto by
joining a column of workers
returning from their factory
shift. The joy of our reunion
with my father, brothers and
other family members, after
such a long separation was
incredible. It should have been
an occasion for a great celebra-
tion but with food and
money in short supply we had
to be content with just being
together again. The hardships
and tensions of the journey
now over, mother and I could
relax a little and relate all the
details of our escape from
Wielun. Now I could finally
rescue my bundle of stamps
from between my shirts and
unite them joyfully with my
main collection, still - safely
stored in my fathers leather
briefcase.

* % X

Once again the now combined
collection of stamps became
my main preoccupation. My
troubles seemingly behind me
in Wielun, I was impatient to
reclaim my album and to add to
it the interesting items I had
proudly acquired  despite
the many dangers and difficul-
ties. However the state of
comparative tranquillity which
prevailed in the Piotrkow
ghetto did not endure for long.
News from other towns about
continuing deportations of Jews
were soon superseded by
rumours and then by fearful
information that similar action
in Piotrkow was imminent.
Talk had it that only those in
safe jobs, more specifically
work deemed essential for the
German war effort, would be
allowed to remain behind. At
the cost of what was left of my
mothers jewellery, my father
bribed some officials to secure
work for Jerzyk and me.
The jobs were in Hortensja
glassworks which supplied the
Wehrmacht with bottles and
jars. Not long after we started
work, official confirmation of
the impending deportations
threw the whole population of
the ghetto into a panic to secure
employment in any German-
owned industries.

In October 1942 all Jewish
workers employed in the glass-
works Hortensja and its sister
factory, Kara, were ordered to
report with -some essential
belongings to remain encamped
on the sites of the factories

during  the - deportations
from the Piotrkow ghetto. We
were allowed to bring with us
anything we could carry on our
shoulders. Mother rolled up a
blanket for me and packed my
best suit and some other articles
into a rucksack. Likewise, she
packed a rucksack for Jerzyk. In
my naivety and failing once
again to appreciate the danger
we were in, I cared only for the
safety of the leather briefcase
which contained my stamp
collection. After brief good-
byes 1 left with my brother to
join the assembling groups of
factory workers. Because of my
father’s employment in the
administration of the ghetto, 1
felt confident about the welfare
and security of my parents
and Tadzio. 1 expected to be
reunited with them within a
few days.

During our days at the
factory camp we were fully
occupied by work and acclima-
tising to our new living
environment. My  stamp
collection was often on my
mind; mostly though I left it
untouched, only occasionally
checking that my treasure was
safe and intact in the cramped
corner allotted to me. Isolated
and fairly secure in the camp I
was totally oblivious to the
cataclysmic tragedy which
engulfed the inhabitants of the
ghetto. I was too young and
immature to grasp, or even
imagine, the enormity of the
events taking place a short
distance away and from which
we were protected. On 22nd
October 1942, the deportations
completed, we were ordered to
return to the ghetto.

* x %

To my consternation, the ghetto
area had contracted since we
had left it a few days previously.
The place appeared utterly
alien, condensed as it was to a
few of the most derelict and
dilapidated streets in the shab-
biest part of Piotrkow. Later we
referred to this compacted
living area as The Little Ghetto
or The Block. Soon after 1
returned to the town, having
left Jerzyk working his shift at
Hortensja, 1 was approached by
a member of the Jewish militia.
Apparently bribed by my
parents, he handed me a
crumpled scrap of paper,
obviously scribbled hastily in
pencil by my mother. As 1
began to read, my legs weak-
ened and buckled under me.
The sudden realisation that my
parents and Tadzio had been
deported struck me like a
thunderbolt. Stunned by this
horrific news and overcome by
unfathomable grief, I collapsed



Germans had no inhibitions or
constrains there whatsoever. It
was clearly evident that the
vast majority of Poles were
grateful to them for ridding
their country of its Jews and it
also gave them an opportunity
to enrich  themselves - by
taking advantage of the situ-
ation, by widespread plunder
and by taking over so-called
“leftover” properties.

In post-communist Poland,
honour is heaped upon ex-
members of the Armia Krajowa.
The present Government even
has the gall and chutzpah to
seek the extradition of some
Jews from Israel and England
who may have had a hand in
the prosecution of nationalist
elements who in earlier times
were probably also guilty of
killing Jews. These officials
whom they now wish to put on
trial, were after all part of their
own former administration and
judiciary, comprising countless
Poles, but of course they would
choose to single out a few Jews.
Would the present Polish
administration be equally
intent on taking steps to indict
Poles who had a hand in the
killing of Jews during and
after the war? Perhaps they
would consider putting. on
trial two notorious wartime
Polish policemen in Ostrowiec,
Kaczmarek and Bombel, who
guided German search-and-
destroy units to likely hiding
places, resulting in many Jews
being flushed out of their
hide-outs and shot on the spot.
I also have a -testimony, I
recorded when in Poland, from
an honest and scrupulous
woman in Ostrowiec, naming a
local forest ranger who
deceitfully had a house signed
over to him in payment for
hiding a Jewish family he later
murdered. He still lives in that
house in full knowledge and
maybe even with tacit
approval of his neighbours.
The dear old woman referred
sardonically to such people as
Nasze Polacy, our Poles!

I found myself in Warsaw
with my older sister during the
uprising in August 1944. We
had been seized and were
being escorted at gunpoint by
Walften-SS guards, out of the
Warsaw inferno, but this time
as “fellow Poles” with hundreds
of others. We passed the
vicinity of Wola where the
streets were littered with
leaflets. The Germans warned
us not to pick them up, but the
bold caption in Polish caught
our eyes and | could not resist
doing so. My sister and 1 were
shocked to the core by what we
read:

CITIZENS OF WARSAW!

We are fighting for a

FREE POLAND

A Poland without Germans,

Jews and Russians

I quickly threw away the
leaflet without reading any
further. Poland was bleeding
and Warsaw was dying. The
uprising was being crushed
ruthlessly and the capital
levelled to the ground. This
really was the Poles’ darkest
hour and yet they thought
it imperative to denigrate
the Jews, even though they
were fully aware that by then
virtually all of Polish Jewry had
been wiped out. And worse
still, the AK rounded up and
killed some Jews taking part in
the uprising. Others fought on
as covert Jews and died in the
rubble of Warsaw as unknown
Poles. 1 knew all along about
this hardly known odious crime
and 1 am pleased to see that, at
last, Jan Gross mentioned it in
his book.

At the behest of my children
who wanted me to retrace
my steps, we went on a
reluctant trip to Poland in
1992. The people I came across
in my hometown adopted a
hostile and even aggressive
attitude when we tried to show
an interest. Furthermore, when
I approached the Municipality
for some information, 1
was told that all records had
been destroyed during the
war, but a non-Jew managed
to obtain for me what I
requested.

I would like to finish on a
lighter note which is, neverthe-
less, rather illuminating.
During my visit to Poland, I
took my family to a brickyard in
Ostrowiec. 1 approached the
gatekeeper and asked him for
permission to go inside which
he politely refused. I then
explained to him that 1 was
Jewish and wanted to show my
family where I had been hiding
for several months during the
war. I went on to say jokingly
that, if permission was not
granted, I could easily, knowing
the complex well, find my
way in and out again unseen,
as 1 did during the war.
The astonished gatekeeper
immediately  phoned  the
director for instructions. I
could not of course hear what
the director was asking, but the
gatekeeper’s reply in Polish was:
“No Sir, he has no beard. . . No
Sir, he looks quite normal and is
dressed like a Pole”. . . The
Kierownik then - personally
appeared at the gatehouse
to meet me.. .1 suppose to
see for himself the Jew he
had conjured wup in his
imagination!

In spite of the good offices of
some well-meaning people who
seek to mend fences and wipe
the slate clean, in my opinion
and that of many visitors to
Poland, the rank and file has
not changed much in the last
fifty years.
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A REPLY T THE ARTICLE B!
RUBIN KATZ

From Jerzy Lando

Jerzy was born in Lodz and during the war lived in the L
ghetto, Warsaw ghetto and then on the Aryan side. His b
“Saved By My Face” is due to be published.

am a survivor of the
IHolocaust. With my par-

ents, I found myself in the
Warsaw Ghetto in the late
autumn of 1940. By the time 1
escaped from it in September
1942, two months after the start
of the liquidation of the Ghetto,
some 80% of its population
were already deported to the
death camps. From then
onwards [ lived under false
papers on the “Aryan side” and
this is how I survived. My
father and most of my family
and friends did not survive the
slaughter and I would not be
surprised to hear that my father
was a victim of denunciation
by a Pole. The purpose of this
article is not a desire to white-
wash the Poles or to deny
Polish anti-Semitism, I just
want to place the events the
author describes in the right
perspective. 1 also want to
reject his self-assumed role as a
spokesman for the Polish
Jewish community. It is not for
him to say what “we” owe to
the victims of the Nazis, nor is
it up to him to choose the time
when the bridges between the
Jews and the Poles will be
rebuilt.

The controversy over the
role of the Poles in assisting
the Nazis in the destruction of
the Jewish community will run
for as long as the remaining
survivors are alive. There is
hardly a survivor who has not
come at least once across a
“sgmalcownik” - a Polish black-
mailer. They were people at the
margin of society, the criminals
and the morally weak, looking
for a quick buck. There were
also the Jew-haters. To Mr
Rubin Katz it was “clearly evi-
dent that the vast majority of
Poles were grateful to Germans
for ridding their country
from Jews.” This was not evi-
dent to me. What an irrespon-
sible and inflammatory use of
the words “majority” and
“evidently”! ~ I happened to
spend this morning as an
onlookers at the Highgate
Magistrate’s Court and found
that all those I saw accused of
selling hard drugs were black.
Did I conclude that the vast
majority of drug dealers,
oblivious to the indescribable
sufferings of the people they
supply, are blacks?

The Poles are proud that
they were the only people in
occupied Europe who did not

co-operate with the Ger
authorities,. Who commit
greater crime? The illite
men inspired, like the gen
tions before them, by
teaching of the Church
taught them that Jews
crucified Christ and had &
using Christian blood
Passover Matzos, who t
kill the Jews with their ¢
hands, or the highly cultt
politicians like General Pe
and his many Vichy henchn
that condemned with
stroke of pen tens of thousa
of Jews to death? In
recently published book I
Shadows Anna Paris tells us
many French Jews v
murdered in a death c:
located on ‘the French -
What supports your staten
that “Nazis” chose Poland a
‘ideal killing ground? It
the French and mnot Po
policemen  that  delive
voluntarily tens of thousanc
Jews to the Germans, knov
that they would be sent
their deaths. Would
make France deserve
author’s epithet as an “i
killing ground”? . As for
controversy over the erectio
a plaque to commemorate
butchering of several hunc
Jews in Jedwabne, Mr I
might ponder on the plaqu
memory of the Jews han
over to the Germans by
French having been ple
inside an obscure building
Vichy that nobody ever v
(as described in the recent ]
programme on Vichy Franc
The author’s bias leads
to an illogical answer to w
he calls the main subjec
Felix’s article “why did
Germans build the death ca
on Polish soil.” He w
accept the simple fact that t]
was no greater concentratio
Jews anywhere in Europe t
in Poland - over 10% of
country’s population - and
Poland was home to over
of European Jewry. ~Mr 1}
prefers to think that Hitler
so concerned about the Gers
public opinion, that he deci
to erect concentration camy
Poland, where nobody but
heartless Poles would ki
anything about their existe
He ought to know that tl
were hundreds of thousand
Germans living and sen
within the pre-war Po
borders, capable of sending



the purchase of their arms. On
the designated day, they were
guided to an wunderground
bunker in a wood. Having first
handed over their money,
ostensibly in exchange for
guns, they were then treacher-
ously killed by being blown up
with hand grenades tossed
through an opening into the
bunker- and were thus
entombed in their dugout.
Another cousin of mine, Meier
Berman, was amongst them.

There was another similar
atrocity involving a larger
group, also - deceitfully killed
in cold blood. They had fallen
into the hands of a murderous
Armia Krajowa gang who
were viciously anti-Jewish.
Incredibly,  one  Shloime
Zwajgman survived the exe-
cution - and, feigning death,
although  badly injured, he
managed to make his way back
to the Ghetto and lived to tell
the tale. These despicable
murders put an end to any
further attempts by young men
from our ghetto to make
contact with the Polish under-
ground, convinced that Poles
could not be trusted. Their fate
was thus sealed. Thereafter,
they had to operate alone or in
pairs and be on guard not only
against Germans but also
against Poles. The forests in our
region were dominated by the
AK and NSZ Polish fascists.
Had we had the support of our
Polish neighbours, we could
have at least made the Germans
pay a heavy price.

Several young Jews, running
for their lives, were hiding at
the local Zaklady steelworks.
They were discovered there one
day by Polish steelworkers who
alerted the Germans. They in
turn got their Ukrainian under-
lings to toss them alive into the
roaring furnace one by one.
Amongst them was a relative of
mine, Yankel Fiksenbaum.

I could go on and on, but
there is little point. One may
safely deduce that Ostrowiec
was in mo way unique and
similar ugly crimes took place
all over Poland. The tally of
crimes committed by the Polish
public at large against Jews is
endless and will never be fully
documented. Such a work cries
out to be written before its
too late. I fear, however, no
one would undertake such a
daunting task - it is too
incredible to handle.

In his article, Felix Scharf
also.. refers to the recently
published book ‘Neighbours’
which - details - the horrendous
murder of 1600 Jedwabne Jews
by their Polish neighbours. He
asks why the book has been
published only now, after 60
years? The simple explanation
lies in the book itself. The
Jedwabne Society in - America

and Israel published their
Yizkor Book in 1980. But it was
not until some years later that
the eminent scholar Jan T.
Gross became aware of this
horrific event and decided to
research it further. One can
only assume that by asking
“why now?”, Felix regrets this
being brought to light now, as it
would open fresh wounds in
Polish-Jewish acrimony. 1
would have thought there is no
time limit on publishing the
truth, however embarrassing it
may be to some.

Felix is also surprised that
he had not heard of the
Jedwabne atrocity before. Many
crimes lie forgotten because
dead witnesses cannot speak
and these would have only
been known to the people of
that area in-the first place. It is
certainly not in the Poles’
interests to bring their igno-
minious deeds to public
attention. Only recently, 1
myself have become aware of
another Polish outrage which 1
am pretty certain Felix would
not have heard of either. In the
summer of 1944, as the Red
Army was nearing the Vistula,
the villagers of Maséw and
Mtynek, near Deblin, fell upon
and massacred 64 frail and
pitiable camp prisoners who
had escaped from a moving
train speeding west towards
Czestochowa.

It is significant that the
murderous Jedwabne pogrom
occurred early in July 1941,
soon after the Germans entered
Russian-occupied Poland and
long before the decision had
been taken to implement the
Final Solution. - Pogroms swept
eastern Poland - after the
Germans arrived there in the
summer of 1941. Apart from
Jedwabne, these took place in
Grajewo, Radziléw, Wasosz all
in the Lom?a province, where
Jews were either murdered or
burnt alive by their neighbours.
The Jedwabne Poles asked the
Germans for guns to ‘do the job’
which was refused. Ironically,
some Jews of Jedwabne, writes
Jan Gross, survived because
they happened to be at the
German gendarmerie at the
time of the massacre and others
ran to the Germans for protec-
tion from the bloodthirsty mob.
Even the Germans recoiled in
disgust at this horrific butchery.
Their role was limited to taking
photographs for propaganda
purposes to depict how Poles
treat their Jews!

According to Jan Gross, a
stone. inscription was erected
in Jedwabne during the
Communist era, which propa-
gates the blatant lie that 1600
Jews were murdered there by
the Nazis: A different stone
inscription was -erected. there
again after 1989, in - post-
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Communist Poland, which is
even more significant. This
refers only to the memory of
180 people, including 2 priests,
who were murdered in the
district between 1939 and 1956
by the NKVD, the Nazis and
Polish secret police. It entirely
ignores the massacre of the Jews
by the locals. Is this the face of
the new Poland some would
have us embrace?

This brings me to the main

subject of the ‘Big Theme’ as to
why the Germans built all the
death-camps on Polish . soil.
Felix maintains that the reason
was simply a question of
logistics and proven beyond
doubt!... And to corroborate
this theory, he says it was where
the majority of the victims
lived. How can this be right
when in fact, only half of the six
million were Polish Jews! His
argument does not stand up to
close examination. The Nazis
did not do things willy-nilly
and without careful planning.
Surely, it would have been far
more efficient (something the
Germans approved of) to have
placed at least some of the
mass-murder facilities in other
countries. One could, however,
concede that Auschwitz was
strategically situated, but it
only accounts for less than one
quarter of the victims. Why
have millions of victims criss-
cross the whole of Europe,
thereby diverting much needed
rolling-stock from the war
effort? The Nazis had ready-
available  facilities  within
Germany from before the war
and all that was needed was the
installation of crematoria. Or
why not build the odd camp in
other areas of Jewish concentra-
tion outside Poland? If logistics
were the primary reason, it
makes no sense at all to
transport German and west-
European Jews to Poland. Why,
for instance, send Dutch Jews
to distant Sobibor in -eastern
Poland? This is poor logistics.
No, the real reason cannot be
just logistic. The fact is. Hitler
and his henchmen did not want
the death-camps on German
soil nor anywhere else in
western Europe. Contrary to
the usual school of thought, it
has been established that
Hitler was susceptible to public
opinion within the Reich, lest
it affect civilian morale. The
Nazis knew the Poles well and
chose Poland as the ideal killing
ground, where they knew they
would get away with it, without
repercussions and without
opposition.

According to the Diaries
of Victor Klemperer, which
are considered an important
historical document on every-
day life - within: wartime
Germany, the public were told
that their absent Jewish neigh-

bours were resettled in the
East. Klemperer ‘remained in
Germany throughout the war
and as a Jew, he had no axe to
grind; he may have had his
doubts later on as to the fate of
those taken East, but this was
nevertheless what the Germans
were told all along. The Nazis
did not kill' German Jews
en-masse in their own country,
but transported them to Poland.
A clear sign that they were
concerned  about public
opinion at home and tried to
keep their public sanitized from
their more odious crimes.

There is also the case of the
Rosenstrasse Protest in 1943
when the last remnant of Berlin
Jews were rounded up and were
about to be “evacuated” East.
Hundreds of German women
married to these men protested
in the street outside the deten-
tion centre, day after day,
demanding that their spouses
be released. They were later
joined by their brothers and
relatives in Wermacht uniform,
some wearing the Iron Cross.
Goebbels threatened to have
them all mowed down. But
wary of public unrest, he
backed off and ordered their
release. They were even made
to remove the Yellow Star.
As a result, thousands of
intermarried Jews survived the
war. Clearly the Nazis did not
relish any disorder on the home
front.

Himmler outlined in a high-
level speech in Posen in 1943
to some of the Party faithful,
the necessity to keep the anni-
hilation programme secret
because “Eighty million worthy
Germans and each one has his
one decent Jew”. Clear proof
that the Nazis were heedful of
public opinion. The stench
from the crematoria and the red
sky at night, evident for miles
around, could not have been
kept secret from the population
within the Reich for long, but in
Poland it would not matter.
This may rankle the Poles, but
the fact remains that Poland
was chosen .as the killing
ground.

Felix Scharf is wide off the
mark again when he says
“the Germans were not in the
least concerned with - the
feelings or the reaction of the
local population”. - He is
certainly right in relation to
Poland and that is precisely
why Hitler built the death-
camps there. Nowhere, apart
from Poland (with the excep-
tion of the Baltic countries
where local people initially
assisted in the massacres) were
crimes committed openly as
they were in Poland. During the
Aktions all over Poland, people
were shot in the streets by the
tens of thousands, in full view
of the local population. The



onto a large stone. As I lay
prostrate, in a mind numbing
state of shock and disbelief, all
other worries receded into the
distance.

Many minutes passed before
I could move or even think
straight. Eventually, 1 dragged
myself into a sitting position;
but my deep sorrow was accen-
tuated by feelings of complete
helplessness and abandonment.
Staring with disdain at my few
possessions, including the
leather briefcase with my stamp
collection, 1 thought with
mounting panic of the serious
implications of my bitter plight.
“No parents, no home, no
money and Jerzyk to look after
... how am I going to cope?”

Sitting on the stone, uncon-
trollable sobs wracking my
body, I struggled to think of a
way out of my predicament.
From time to time, peering
through the mist of tears
shrouding my eyes, 1 re-read,
like a sacred and most precious
scroll, my mothers farewell
note.  “We are being taken.
May God help you, Arthur. We
cannot do anything more for
you, and whatever may happen,
look after Jerzyk. He is but a
child and has got no one else,
so be his brother and parent...
Goodbye”

The heartbreaking poig-
nancy of my mothers words
tugged at -my confused
emotions. “T'll try! Yes, I'll try”,
I kept repeating to myself, “but
how?” T felt so lonely and
helpless. How could I look after
my brother when I could barely
take care of myself. My brain
could hardly accept the fact of
being torn from a large family -
parents, grandparents, my
youngest brother, uncles and
aunts. 1 was alone and in a
turmoil but glad that Jerzyk was
safe and as yet unaware,
working his shift at Hortensja.
There on the stone, sitting
bowed in anguish and despon-
dently contemplating my many
problems, I was found by my
two aunts. Miraculously, they
had slipped through the SS
dragnets. Aunt Sabina and her
two young sons owed their
salvation to her husband
Ernest. He had an excellent
knowledge of German and, in
consequence, had secured even
more privileged employment in
the administration than my
father. Aunt Hanna had escaped
the deportations by pure
chance. Now they were both
here in. The Block looking for
us. The three of us wept
together, clutching each other
for a long time but my aunts’
words of comfort and consola-
tion had little effect on my
depressed state of mind. Aunt
Hanna decided to wait for

Jerzyk’s return at the gates of
The Block. Meanwhile, at my
request, Aunt Sabina told me
reluctantly about the terrifying
events of the past few days.
1 was in two minds. about
knowing of the - sadistic
brutality of the SS squads
taking part in the Aktion. This
was the euphemism used by the
Germans to describe the forced
removal of Jews from the ghetto
to the death camps. It included
rapes, beatings, looting and
other unspeakable atrocities
in which Ukrainian guards
and Polish police eagerly
participated. = Even = some
members of the Jewish militia
took part ignominiously in
collaboration with the
Sonderkommando (Special
Action Squad) of the SS. As I
listened intently to my aunt’s
tearful description, my senses
refused to comprehend the
notion that my family, and all
other Jewish deportees, had
fallen victim to organised mass
murder.

After a while, the thought
that Jerzyk and I would not be
entirely alone gave me some
measure of relief. When my
brother returned from his shift
it was his turn to weep. My eyes
were red, but now dry. Since
that day, and despite many trau-
matic experiences, I have been
unable to shed tears. I had
exhausted my lifetime’s supply
on that October day in 1942 in
the Little Ghetto in Piotrkow.

Taking advantage of her
husband’s - influence in the
administration. Aunt. Sabina
arranged for the allocation of a
bed for us. The bed was in the
attic room in the same house
my aunt occupied with her fam-
ily and aunt Hanna. This
arrangement, aunt Sabina said,
would enable her to keep an eye
on Jerzyk and me. 1 enquired
about the other bed in the
room, but she explained that it
had been assigned to two
brothers named Grubstein.
This did not concern me in the
circumstances. A single shared
bed was sufficient; one of us
would sleep in it while the
other was working his shift.
There was little time for us to
be together.. The garret itsell
was dingy; the floor comprised
bare and dusty floorboards and
the discoloured paint peeled
from the damp walls and
sloping ceiling.- A small pine
table and two rickety chairs
stood near a tiny window
overlooking the back yard. Two,
time-worn, wood-framed beds
and - a  ramshackle - wardrobe
with one of the doors hanging
loosely by a broken hinge, com-
pleted the spartan furnishings.
One of my new room mates,
Shimon Grubstein, a big lad
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about three years older than
me, introduced himself- when
we first met in the attic. I was
stretched out on a bed when he
came in. Perceiving that T was
in an emotionally charged state,
he refrained from speaking to
me for several minutes.

“I can guess how you feel”,
he said finally, “I have been
through it all myself. You know
we are in the same boat. I am
called Shimon, but my nick-
name is Shimba ... my brother’s
name is Lazar. It was not our
choice to live in this tiny garret,
but we have to make the best of
it. So, pull yourself together and
let’s talk about it. First, we must
clean it up and divide the space
in the wardrobe drawers. Then
we should agree on our respec-
tive duties for the future. Rest
assured that we will respect
your personal rights if you will
respect ours.”

He waited patiently and in
silence while 1 regained my
composure. “I am Arthur and
my brother’s name is Jerzyk,” I
responded and continued, “You
are right, of course, Shimba, if 1
can call you that.” He nodded
and I went on, “At present, [ am
unable to care about anything.
[ realise ‘that I have to face the
facts, but T need a little more
time to come to terms with the
situation.” Shortly afterwards,
we both set to work cleaning
and dusting the room, and
shaking out the beds. We had
to carry the water in a bucket,
from the tap in the yard all the
way up the narrow stairs to the
top landing of the building.
When the job had been
completed, 1 emptied the
contents of my rucksack. 1
hung my best suit and coat in
the wardrobe and put the other
articles in one of the drawers.
The briefcase containing my
stamps 1 placed on top of the

wardrobe. “Be - sure to tell
your brother to keep his hands
off this «case,” 1 warned

Shimba. “It’s my precious stamp
collection. I treasure it greatly.
Jerzyk apart, it's all 1 have

left to remind me of my
home and family.” “I under-
stand,”.  Shimba nodded

sympathetically. “We have our
own keepsakes to remind us of
happier days” he confided,
adding quickly, “We must learn
to trust each other. There is no
other choice.” We shook hands
to dispel the tension; after a
very short time Shimba and
Lazar became our good friends.

The Block was situated in
the southern part of Piotrkow.
Many of the buildings in the
cramped area had been partially
damaged by the German
bombing at the start of the war.
Over 3000 Jewish men, women
and children, from all walks

of life were penned up in w
nified squalor. The req
ments of privacy or hygiene
steadily, inexorably evapor
The few tenements in b
condition than most had
assigned to- members of
Jewish Council and
families and to the comm
kitchen and stores. Near
barbed wire fence adjoinin;
main gate of The Block
amidst several ruined hc
was .a site’ which had
completely cleared of rubb
formed a sort of passage i1
yard where, propped agair
partially demolished buile
there stood a single, tin
framed latrine without its |
door. The befouled wooden
was always besieged by a sv
of green flies. This sordid
remains imprinted on
memory; every day I ha
pass it on the way to worl
the time, it seemed 2
symbolic of The Block
our meagre, unseemly
precarious existence within
The entire area of The I
Ghetto was overrun by
mice and other, vermin. Fo
the plague of bedbugs w
constant nightmare. Only 2
nights after-arriving in our
accommodation, we .
covered by red, itchy sj
These seeped blood and tu
septic when scratched.
could not stop ourselves |
rubbing the tormenting
infected bites, and hardly ¢
for more than one hour
time, even on transferring
the bed to one of the ch
One morning, after a sleej
night in a chair in the
Jerzyk fell asleep during a s
break on the shop floo
Hortensja. He was thrashe
an irate Polish foreman. “Pl
do something -about
bedbugs, Arthur,” he ple:
with me later that day, “or

will be the cause of
downfall even before
Germans.” We endured

hours of hard labour, shor
of food and harassment by
Jewish militia. The bedl
were the last straw, turning
lives in The Block int
nightmarish hell. During
brief spells between work
what passed for rest,” Shi
and I discussed the

problem and how we m
deal with it. At first we tho
that the vermin could
eradicated - only by poisor
gas, which would kill u
well; or by fire, which wi
probably " set - the buils
ablaze: Then it occurred to
that boiling water might s
the same purpose. My a
promised to help us by boi
the water in their kitchen.
morning after I had the ides
return from the might s



Shimba and 1 set about
collecting firewood from the
heaps of rubble piled up around
derelict houses in the neigh-
bourhood. We carried the wood
and several buckets of water to
my aunts’ kitchen. Our next
task was to scrape and strip the
paper and loose emulsion paint
from the walls of the attic. This
was not very easy when our
equipment consisted of old
and rusty kitchen utensils. To
our horror, we discovered
sickeningly large nests of bugs
behind the wallpaper and in the
crevices between woodwork
and plaster. In our immediate
terror and panic, we despatched
hundreds of the wretched,
scattering pests with rapid
whacks from a pair of old boots.
Then we splashed the bucket-
loads of boiling water onto
the walls, floor, beds and
mattresses, which took over a
week to dry out. '

The results of our watery
onslaught were staggering.
Countless bugs and other
insects floated in the water,
swishing against the walls:
Shimba and I mopped them up
into an old washing bowl
covering our noses against the
distinctly sweet stench of the
dead vermin. We were now
able to sleep in our beds
virtually unmolested for over
two months before the bugs
reappeared and we had to
repeat the process.

Gradually we settled down
to the peculiar routine of work
at Hortensja and existence in
the “Block”.  Occasionally, 1
would take the briefcase down
from the wardrobe and look
through my stamp collection;
it brought back nostalgic
memories of my home and
family before the war, but
gazing at the pages of my album
made me very sad and down-
hearted. During this period my
aunts were of great help and
comfort to us. Sometimes they
washed our clothes; and,
generally, they monitored our
standard of hygiene, so far as
we could attain them. This
assisted us to maintain a certain
discipline, which boosted our
morale. Some evenings, before
going on. shift, I consoled
myself by playing tunes on my
harmonica.

The Germans frequently
rounded up innocent Jews in
the ghetto for executions. The
SS and their allies celebrated
every major victory, or marked
every defeat, with random
selections for the firing squad.
They even slaughtered victims
as a reprisal for their adherence
to certain Jewish festivals. The
Jewish Council was totally
ineffectual in its attempts
to prevent these atrocities.
Although we were physically

exhausted by our strenuous
work efforts, nervous, knife-
edged tension kept us awake at
nights. Fear of being the next
victim prompted constant
vigilance and alertness. We
were ready to run or hide at the
slightest hint of an Aktion
although we tried to pretend
that the danger did not exist.

The Block was plagued by
frequent searches for the so-
called illegals. These were Jews
who had evaded deportation by
remaining undiscovered in
their concealment. Later, they
had returned to The Little
Ghetto to merge with the
remaining Jews, hoping to
avoid arrest. Hunted by the SS,
police and militia, the illegals
led a perilous existence. Unable
to register legitimately for safe
employment, they could not
obtain ration cards and were
forced to buy food at exorbitant
prices on the black market.
They were desperate to avoid
detection and to acquire secure
shelter. This objective was dif-
ficult to attain because anyone
caught harbouring illegals faced
instant execution by pistol shot.
Because of the swift and final
punishment awaiting those
found assisting them, very few
fugitives succeeded in gaining
legitimacy, by employment in
one of the factories either
through influence or bribery.

By now we had reached the
conclusion that we lived in the
Block on borrowed time.
Although we were careful to
avoid falling foul of the author-
ities, we had little trust in them.
Realisation had dawned that the
Little Ghetto was merely a
temporary haven for its
remaining Jews; and that our
fate depended not on our good
conduct, but on the whim of
the Nazis. Our usefulness to the
German war econory won us
our transient existence; but we
harboured few misconceptions
about our likely destiny. We
were captives in the lair of a
wild and unpredictable animal,
helplessly waiting to see which
one of us it would devour for its
next meal. The Damoclesian
sword, of what we later learned
to be Hitler’s infamous Final
Solution of the Jewish Problem,
hung constantly and danger-
ously above our heads. Only
with my harmonica, or my
stamps and the dreams of
faraway places from which
they came, could 1 escape
momentarily from my living
hell.

* % Kk

Due to the German army’s
growing demand for sheets of
armour plate glass, many
unskilled employees from the
Hortensja works were trans-
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ferred to the Kara factory
that winter. The aim was to
construct a huge new furnace
capable of - handling the
increased production require-
ments. It was my misfortune to
be selected for transfer to Kara
to work on this new building
project. The work squad to
which I was assigned on arrival
had been formed especially to
excavate the foundations and
erect the furnace. The manage-
ment insisted that our task
was an urgent priority; and
because there was no mecha-
nised equipment available to
assist the team, the work was
murderously hard. Under the
supervision of Polish and
German overseers, only too
eager to use their power over
the defenceless, and often weak
Jews, we were chased, punched,
kicked, whipped and generally
abused. Our group had so many
daily casualties that we com-
pared ourselves to the victims
in the arenas in ancient Rome.
To mark that comparison we
named the assignment “The
Circus”.

Being unable to lift a mortar
filled “traga” (an oblong wood-
en box measuring approximate-
ly one cubic metre with a long
pole on either side for
carrying it), I was one of the
first casualties. Literally, I was
kicked out of the work force
and pronounced, “fit only to be
melted down for soap “, a grim
allusion to the rumoured by-
products of the crematoria in
the death camps. The loss of
employment in the glass works,
for which my parents paid so
heavily, was a bitter blow to me.
It could have sealed my fate for,
without a legitimate job, 1
would have been declared an
illegal, suffering the conse-
quences that that status
implied.

Apart from my uncle Ernest,
I had a few other influential
friends in the administration,
people who knew my parents
well. Fortunately, they were
concerned at my situation and
helped me to secure approved
work at the Befehlstelle, a
Special Orders Group employed
by the SS to clear houses in the
former ghetto. The work
involved collecting the "goods
left behind by the deported
Jews and sorting them for
despatch to Germany.

Disposing of the remnants of
the Jewish families was a heart-
breaking operation; but the ever
present threat to -our own
lives hardened us against the
luxury of sentimentality. Each
day as we worked through the
deserted dwellings, we could
barely believe that their former
inhabitants had perished.
Countless  books, diaries,
photographs and memorabilia

were thrown onto bonfires.
Mountains of bedding,
clothing, furniture, utensils,
tools and ornaments were
sorted and loaded on lorries for
transportation to Germany.
We neither knew nor cared
whether any of these goods
were appropriated by the local
SS individuals or their cronies.
Personally, I found nothing of
any great value concealed in the
many unoccupied rooms which
1 searched, though I did manage
to “organise” (that was our
name for this activity) a few
items of clothing for Jerzyk and
myself. I did not consider it a
crime, or morally wrong, to
take these pathetic items. It was
more an act of defiance and a
small recompense for the
possessions plundered from my
family. But it was a dangerous
pursuit. As we worked through
the buildings, we were watched
constantly and searched fre-
quently. Anyone caught in
possession of an organised
article faced immediate and
public execution. One young
Jewess was shot in front of the
whole work group when a pair
of stockings was discovered in
her coat pocket. A young Jew
was shot in the street for trying
to smuggle a few potatoes
hidden in a pillow case through
the gate into The Block. Despite
the perils involved I continued
to search for any useful
commodities with a firm belief
that I had more right to them
than the Nazis; and in the
happy knowledge that 1 was
depriving them of their use.
The day I came across an
exercise book crammed with
stamps I could not resist the
temptation. Carefully 1 con-
cealed it inside my shirt and
smuggled it into the Block. 1
spent a few happy hours in the
attic examining my serendipi-
tous find; then added it to my
existing collection in the brief-
case. On another occasion 1
exchanged my small shabby
saucepan, hitched perpetually
to my trouser belt, for an
organised newer and larger one,
which had a capacity of one and
a half litres. This newer pot,
though more cumbersome to
carry, proved very useful.
Because a ladle full of soup,
which was our daily ration,
hardly covered the bottom of it,
the foreman dishing it up
usually poured in extra,
thinking he had short-changed
me. I did not mind if this
procedure caused some mirth
among the German guards, who
called me the little worker with
the big pot. The extra soup
more than compensated for
their sarcasm. Although the
work at Befehistelle was hard, 1
feared nonetheless that it was
destined not to last for long.



at subsequent international
championships.

In the 1950s and ‘60s, Soviet
weightlifters were among the
best in the world - indeed, often
any of the USSR’s top three
lifters in any weight class could
have been world champions.
Kirshon was a genuinely
outstanding competitor.

I "had often thought
about him, and wondered
what had become of him.
I never imagined we would
meet under these circum-
stances. 1 was excited at the
prospect of renewing our
acquaintance.

When he arrived, we gazed
at each other. We hadnt met
for 45 years. In those days, we
were both 25 years old. He
weighed 132 lbs; 1 weighed
148. Now, he was 168 1bs and 1
was around 180 lbs.

I had lost most of my hair
but he still had most of his and,
looking at him, 1 could see
traces of the young face I had
encountered all those years ago.
Still, I probably would not have
recognised him had I passed
him in the street.

1 reminded him where we’'d
met and mentioned some of the
members and officials of
the Soviet weightlifting team
who had been with us in
Warsaw. His face lit up and
he exclaimed, “Of course [
remember you!”

It was a moving moment,
not only for the two of us but
also for my colleagues from the
Claims Conference and for the
Hesed volunteers and officials
who happened to be present.
Kirshon recalled when we had
met, and said he had always
remembered me, if only
because 1 had given him a
Phillips electric shaver.

We spent some time
together, and he told me how,
in the past few years, his
economic  situation  had
worsened. His savings were
wiped out by inflation in the
early 1990s and, although he
was reasonably fit, he could not
work, as he had to look after his
chronically ailing wife.

I thought of how, as a boy of
15 at the end of the war, I had
been freed by the Russians
in Theresienstadt. T was one of
a group of a few hundred
youngsters and there was
talk that our liberators were
prepared to take us to the USSR
to give us the opportunity to
make a fresh start in our
lives. Fortunately, the British
authorities also offered to admit
us - an offer we accepted
with alacrity. I could not help
wondering what would have
happened if the British offer
had not been forthcoming.

1 would, no doubt, have
gone to the USSR - and might
now be living under similar
conditions to those of my old
friend Pinchas Kirshon.

DIFFERING VIEWS ON THE ‘BIG THEME

By Rubin Katz

Like many others, Rubin did not come to England with the “Boys” but joined our Society later.
arrived here with the first post-war Schonfeld transport directly from Warsaw in March 1946
lived for a time in the Woodberry Down hostel.

article entitled “Scattered

thoughts on a Big Theme”
in the previous issue of the 45
Journal, which prompted me to
respond, echoing his call for all
voices to be heard and truth,
however painful, to be spoken.
1 always enjoy Felix’s talks and
witty anecdotes from the
vanished world of Polish Jewry.
1 have great respect for him.
However, I must take issue with
him when he endeavours to
extenuate Polish misdeeds and
it dismays me whenever he
attempts to espouse their cause.
1 can appreciate why the
present Polish administration
has a vested interest in trying to
foster Polish-Jewish accord,
but 1 find it baffling why
some Polish Jews and survivors
at that, would wish to be
associated with it. We owe it to
the victims to at least leave this
sensitive issue to future genera-
tions - fifty years is all too soon.

Felix states provocatively
that “Before casting a stone, it’s
as well to pause and think what
one would have done oneself”.
This example from the Gospels
is, in this instance, both insen-
sitive and hypothetical. One
may deduce from this that we
would have acted no better
than the Poles, and it also
implies that we would have
committed similar wrongs, had
roles been reversed. The con-
tention is not about what the
Poles failed to do, but rather
about what they did!

The fact that several
thousand righteous Poles were
justly honoured in Jerusalem
does not mitigate the ugly
deeds perpetrated by countless
other Poles who set about
denouncing, blackmailing and
actively assisting the Nazis in
purging their country of its
Jews. And worst of all, after the
liberation, they still did not
have it in their hearts to show
any compassion to the small
remnant and again set about to
finish where Hitler had left off.
And not just in Kielce, which is
often cited, but all over Poland
where no town was free of
attacks against returnees. Some
were even pushed out of speed-
ing trains to stop them reaching
their former homes. In my own
town of Ostrowiec, several sur-
vivors were cruelly hacked to
death in March 1945 and others
injured under a trumped up
accusation that a “list” had
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been drawn up with names of
local Poles against whom the
Jews had a grudge. My sister
narrowly escaped the same fate
by being absent, at the time of
the assault on the “Jewish
house” where they had all
stayed together for safety.
Incidentally, some of the 42
Kielce victims were also from
Ostrowiec, including my child-
hood friend Bela Gertner whom
I knew well as one of a handful
of young survivors in my town.
She had gone to nearby Kielce
for Hachshara training prior to
her departure to begin a new
life «in Eretz Israel. Bela was
the sole survivor of her entire
family. To die so young and so
soon after the liberation was a
cruel twist of fate. A more
obscene crime is hard to
imagine.

My sister had several more
narrow escapes at the hands of
the Poles. On one occasion, she
was denounced by her
concierge and ended up in the
infamous Aleja Szucha Gestapo
headquarters in Warsaw in
1943, from where she miracu-
lously emerged. The Gestapo
officer ordered her release in
spite of the condemnation by
the Polish interpreter during
her interrogation. The Germans
often went by the book: my
sister had good papers and the
‘Aryan’ looks to match. But the
Pole knew better - they had an
intuitive sense of perception.

Felix Scharf seeks to draw
encouragement from a “concil-
iatory letter” circulated by the
Polish Catholic Church which
declares anti-Semitism a sin
and in the same breath con-
demns anti-Christianism as an
equal sin and also refers to
(Jewish) anti-Polonism. Clearly,
any gesture of goodwill by the
Church has to be, it seems,
counterbalanced by a “jibe” at
the Jews, no doubt to head
off any public criticism. The
“letter”, according to Felix, also
refers to Polish wartime sins
against the Jews in the form of
“indifference and hostility”. 1
looked up the adjective ‘hostile’
in my Oxford Concise which is
defined as “antagonistic and
unfriendly”. Were it only that
and no worse, I dare say,
countless more Polish Jews
would still be alive today. It
would appear that no voice in
Poland, however conciliatory, is
as yet capable of uttering the
unvarnished truth. One often

reads how Poles and ti
apologists, the likes of Lord :
Lady Belhaven, are keen
point to the sizeable Pol
contribution in the Avenue
the Righteous and maint
they don't deserve the rept
tion they have been sadd
with. However, they are
prepared to concede mn
regarding their shameful j
and in their defence claim f
they too, like the Jews, w
victims of the Nazis.

1 would like to list bu
few examples of what
Church describes as Pol
“indifference and hostil;
towards members of my ¢
family during the war:-

One day a sack was for
lying against the Ostrow
Lager fence. Inside it were
severed heads, those of
cousins Moshe and Yo
Berman. They had ear
escaped from the ghetto to
hidden by two peasant farn
for money, in the nea
hamlet of Denkow. After
peasants, working as a te
had presumably taken away
their money and my cou
were no longer of any use
them, they butchered tt
in a most gruesome man
running them through w
pitchforks. Their severed he
were dumped against the Lz
fence in a grisly display
hatred to the Jews and tl
headless, lacerated bodies w
ditched elsewhere.

As the Ostrowiec Lager
being liquidated ahead of
Russian advance at the enc
July 1944, my sister’s fia
Shaul Rapaport ‘managed
escape. As he was making
way across town, he was rec
nised by local people who f
beat him mercilessly and tl
dragged him to the Gest:
where he was murdered. -
streets of Poland were not
for Jews, not so much beca
of the Germans but because
the Poles. The Germans w
gullible enough to believe
Jews were only to be founc
ghettoes and to them m
Jews were indistinguishe
from Poles anyway.

Earlier in 1943, seve
young men from our ghe
made contact with a Pol
resistance group suppose
operating in the area. Each -
required to pay a hefty sum
the privilege of joining |
partisan unit and also tows























































































