
September 2012                            Jewish Holocaust Centre 

Registered by Australia Post. Publication No. VBH 7236 

The magazine of the Jewish Holocaust Centre, Melbourne, Australia 

Prime Minister Julia Gillard visits the Jewish Holocaust Centre



JHC Centre News2

JHC Board: 

President: Pauline Rockman OAM
Vice President: Adam Kreuzer
Immediate Past President:  
Shmuel Rosenkranz
Secretary: Elly Brooks
Treasurer: David Cohen
Public Officer: Helen Mahemoff
Members: Goldie Birch, Allen Brostek, Alex 
Dafner, Cedric Geffen, Abram Goldberg, 
Sue Hampel, Paul Kegen, Henri Korn,  
Willy Lermer   

JHC Foundation:

Chairperson: Helen Mahemoff

Trustees:  
Nina Bassat AM 
Joey Borensztajn 
Allen Brostek 
Silvana Layton
Jeffrey Mahemoff AO

Patrons:  
Professor Yehuda Bauer 
Mrs Eva Besen AO 
Mr Marc Besen AO
Sir William Deane AC CBE
Sir Gustav Nossal AC CBE 
Mrs Diane Shteinman AM 
Steven Spielberg 

JHC Staff:

Warren Fineberg, Executive Director
Zvi Civins, Director of Education
Jayne Josem, Curator, Head of Collections
Michael Cohen, 
Community Relations Coordinator
Reuben Zylberszpic, Development Manager
Phillip Maisel OAM, Head of Testimonies 
Sabina Josem & Rose Freilich,  
Librarians
Daniel Feldman, Project Administrator
Lena Fiszman, Office and IT Manager
Tosca Birnbaum, Reception
Claude Fromm, Assistant Archivist
Rae Silverstein, Volunteer Coordinator 

Centre News Editorial Commitee: 

Editor: Ruth Mushin
Pauline Rockman OAM
Michael Cohen
Lena Fiszman
Jayne Josem
Reuben Zylberszpic
Moshe Ajzenbud (Yiddish)

On the cover: 
Prime Minister Julia Gillard with 
Kitia Altman and the Hon Michael 
Danby MP at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre.

Photo: Peter Haskin AJN

The Jewish Holocaust Centre is dedicated to the memory of the six million Jews 
murdered by the Nazis and their collaborators between 1933 and 1945.

We consider the finest memorial to all victims of racist policies to be an educational 
program which aims to combat antisemitism, racism and prejudice in the 
community and fosters understanding between people.

13–15 Selwyn Street 
Elsternwick  Vic 3185  
Australia

t: (03) 9528 1985  
f: (03) 9528 3758

e: admin@jhc.org.au  
w: www.jhc.org.au

OPENING HOURS

Mon–Thu: 10am–4pm 
Fri: 10am–2pm 
Sun & Public Hols: 12pm–4pm

Closed on Saturdays,  
Jewish Holy Days and  
some Public Holidays

JHC Centre News2

Disclaimer: The opinions expressed in Centre News are those of the authors and do not necessarily reflect those 
of the magazine editor or editorial committee. While Centre News welcomes ideas, articles, photos, poetry and 
letters, it reserves the right to accept or reject material. There is no automatic acceptance of submissions.

This publication has been designed and produced 
by Izigraphics Pty Ltd  www.izigraphics.com.au

CONTENTS

From the President 3

Editor’s letter 3

Director’s cut 4

Education 5

Australia contributes to the Auschwitz-Birkenau Foundation 6

The Rescuers: an overview 8

They saved our lives 9

The Rescuers: postscript 11

Arnold Zable: in conversation with Leah Kaminsky 12

We cannot forget 14

After 69 years … 15

Meilech’s dream 16

Deakin University Holocaust research update 17

Miracle, destiny, luck … 18

Reflections of an Austrian intern 19

Quiet heroes of the Holocaust 20

‘Privilege’, judgement and Holocaust film: unearthing a sensitive subject 22

Book review: The Wrong Boy 23

Reflections on the Adult March of the Living 24

JHC Social Club 25

Friends of the Jewish Holocaust Centre 26

Young Friends host a ‘Meet and Greet’ 27

Seen around the Centre 28

Stories from the Collection 30

New acquisitions 32

Remembering his family through giving 33

Rose Freilich and Phillip Maisel OAM: celebrating 180 years! 34

Henri Korn: Jewish Care Volunteer of the Year 34

Obituary: Pinhas Wiener 35

Community news 36



JHC Centre News 3

Ihave to admit that before 
every edition of Centre News 
I worry about what I am going 
to write. In reality I just have 

to walk through the doors of the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) to 
find that there is always something 
happening. This time I am not 
quite sure where to begin. July in 
particular was an extraordinary time 
at the Centre.

In July and August we had a 
temporary exhibition entitled The 
Rescuers, comprising a series 
of provocative and confronting 
photographs of rescuers from 
several of the many genocides in 
our world. 

The curators of this exhibition would 
not have had a clue of the gift they 
would be giving to one woman. Faina 
Iligoga, a Rwandan genocide survivor 
who lives in Hobart, spoke at the 
launch. Faina had never spoken in 
public before and agreed to give her 
testimony only at the last moment 

when her husband had to pull out 
of speaking. I sat in the packed 
auditorium and heard the incredible 
and spine-chilling account of her 
traumatic experience. But it was so 
much more, as the audience actually 
travelled with her as she spoke.

I am so proud that our Centre was 
the nurturer and facilitator for Faina 
to tell her story, a role that is very 
much part of our legacy. We look 
forward to a long collaboration with 
Faina. 

Last month we farewelled the 
German Consul-General, Dr 
Anne-Marie Schleich. The Jewish 
Holocaust Centre has a close 
association with the Consulate 
General and Dr Schleich was a 
frequent visitor. One of the most 
positive outcomes has been that 
Holocaust survivors can now 
renew their pensions at the Centre, 
and no longer have to go to the 
German Consulate. Anne-Marie 
has been posted to New Zealand as 
Ambassador of the Federal Republic 
of Germany and we wish her well. 
We also welcome Michael Pearce 
SC, the new Honorary German 
Consul, and look forward to our 
continued association with the 
German Consulate.

Where would it be possible for the 
Prime Minister of Australia to be 
found singing the Partisan Song, 

joined by Holocaust survivors 
and their families? This is what 
happened at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre on 26 July, at the conclusion 
of a visit by the Prime Minister 
Julia Gillard to the Centre. Ms 
Gillard visited the museum, had 
a special white-glove tour of our 
archives and met with many of our 
survivors. Later, in front of a packed 
audience comprising survivors, 
parliamentarians, many consular 
and community representatives 
and others, the Prime Minister 
announced that the Australian 
Government will contribute half 
a million dollars to the Auschwitz 
Preservation Fund. This was the 
culmination of the efforts of the Hon 
Michael Danby MP. As I said on the 
day, ‘Michael, we at the JHC are 
deeply honoured that you chose to 
hold this event here today. I believe 
it is the right place to do so.’ 

There was such a wonderful feeling 
all around, truly a validation of 
our survivors. In the words of Kitia 
Altman, survivor and long-time 
guide at the Centre: ‘The PM of our 
country came to visit our Centre; 
this is how far we have gone as a 
Centre. For someone like me who 
survived the Holocaust, it is a long 
step to meet the Prime Minister of 
Australia.’

Shanah tovah from all of us at the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre.

FROM THE PRESIDENT

Pauline 
Rockman OAM

Never did I think I 
would visit Poland. My 
grandparents left Belarus 
and the Ukraine during 

the pogroms in the 1890s and both 
families migrated to Australia well 
before the Second World War, so 
I did not see myself as having a 
‘Holocaust background’. However, 
while the Jewish Holocaust Centre 
was abuzz with The Rescuers 
exhibition and Prime Minister’s visit, 

I was in Poland, together with my 
husband Sam, his sister and her 
husband.

We visited Radzyn, the town where 
Sam’s parents were born; Ziebice, 
his birthplace; Treblinka, where 
most of their extended family was 
murdered during the Holocaust; 
and Auschwitz-Birkenau. We set out 
to learn more about relatives who 
disappeared during the Holocaust, 
and to find the house where Sam 
spent the first two years of his life – 
both of which we achieved.

The concentration camps and the 
remnants of Jewish Warsaw are 
stark and confronting memorials, 
but the past was everywhere. 
Walking over the cobblestones in 
Warsaw, we wondered who had 
walked there before us, and in 
Treblinka we felt the presence of 

those who had been murdered 
there. We wondered how many 
Jewish people had hidden in the 
forests, and whether they had 
sought refuge in the barns and 
farmhouses we passed. 

We did not expect to find so much 
beauty – in the old towns of Warsaw, 
Wroclaw and Cracow, the forests, 
blue skies and summer sunshine 
– and the people we met were 
unfailingly pleasant, but we felt a 
disconnect between all that and the 
horror that was. It was a confronting 
experience, and I realised that the 
Holocaust belongs to all of us. As 
Zvi Civins says in his report, ‘being 
there’ does not mean we can come 
remotely close to what the victims 
and survivors experienced, but 
it does evoke a deep emotional 
response.

EDITOR’S LETTER

Ruth Mushin
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Over these last few 
months, the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre (JHC) 
has reached out to other 

communities that have suffered 
at the hands of perpetrators of 
genocide. The Rescuers exhibition, 
curated by Leora Kahn, and 
supported by the Centre’s Curator 
and Head of Collections, Jayne 
Josem, and Development Manager, 
Reuben Zylberspic, encouraged the 
participation of other traumatised 
communities, in particular those 
of Rwanda, Cambodia and Bosnia-
Herzegovina.

The response from members 
of these communities has been 
particularly poignant. Fania 
Iligoga, a survivor of the Rwandan 
genocide, expressed a sentiment 
shared by others – that at the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre, she was 
with people who were able to listen 
and understand her story. Faina, 
who now lives with her family in 
Tasmania, was a guest speaker 
at the launch of The Rescuers 
exhibition and public program 
in late July. It is striking to know 
that the testimony given by Faina 
was the first time she had spoken 
publicly about her experiences 
during the terrible events of the 
genocide that consumed Rwanda. 

The importance of Holocaust 
survivors lending their support 
to Faina, enabling her to speak 
about her experiences, cannot be 
underestimated. They understood 
her pain fully, and could share it 
with her.

The visit of Prime Minister Julia 
Gillard to the Centre, facilitated by 
the Hon Michael Danby MP, was an 
exciting event that coincided with 
The Rescuers public program. The 
Prime Minister’s announcement 
of a grant of $500,000 towards 
the upkeep of the Auschwitz 
Memorial indicated the Australian 
Government’s recognition of the 
atrocities of the Holocaust, and 
its commitment to preserving the 
Auschwitz Memorial in perpetuity. 
This welcome news was received 
by an estimated 300 visitors, who 
packed the Centre’s Smorgon 
Auditorium to its capacity. Both the 
pre-event tour of the museum for 
the Prime Minister led by Jayne 
Josem, and the main event, with a 
segment by Director of Education, 
Zvi Civins, received broad coverage 
in print, TV and radio media. 
Community Relations Coordinator 
Michael Cohen ensures that this 
and our many other community 
programs provide ample 
opportunity for public participation 
in events held by the Centre.

The Thursday JHC Social Club, 
coordinated by Barbara Sacks 
and Max Wald, is held fortnightly 
for volunteers, guides, staff and 
retired volunteers. Presenters have 
included Associate Professor Danny 
Ben-Moshe, Debbie Enker, Rabbi 
Ronnie Figdor, Israeli Ambassador, 
His Excellency Yuval Rottem, 

and Shaynee Cullen. The group 
provides an important opportunity 
for professional learning and social 
interaction.

The JHC Film Club, coordinated by 
Dr Adam Brown (Deakin University) 
and Lena Fiszman, conducts 
screenings on the third Thursday 
of each month, and the Holocaust 
Education course coordinated 
by Zvi Civins meets on Monday 
evenings. I am thankful to our 
staff, volunteers and survivors, all 
of whom ensure that the Centre 
remains an active place of learning 
and a social centre for so many.

A special ‘Mazal tov’ to Phillip 
Maisel OAM, long time volunteer 
at the Centre and Head of 
Testimonies, who recently 
celebrated his 90th birthday with his 
friends at the JHC. 

The Board and the Executive 
are looking at the Centre with a 
strategic focus. As we plan for the 
years ahead, we are mindful of the 
increased numbers of visitors and 
students, with statistics indicating 
that we will break our records for a 
third year running. This increased 
activity puts an extra burden on 
staff and volunteers, and of course 
increases the costs associated with 
running the Centre. Fortunately we 
have been bestowed with generous 
gifts from the bequests of friends 
of the Centre. However, we need 
to improve the revenue generated 
from donations and other sources 
of income to keep up with the 
increased running costs. Our 
Development Manager, Reuben 
Zylberspic is always happy to speak 
with you about the best way that 
you can support the Centre.

DIRECTOR’S CUT

Warren 
Fineberg

(l-r) Dr Hariz Halilovich, Lisa Buchner, Komi Bana, Jane Favero, Dr Caroline Lambert and Gary Samowitz  
at a panel discussion held as part of The Rescuers exhibition
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It is not often I have the chance 
to shake hands with the leader 
of a country. I once shook hands 
with the state governor of New 

Jersey, but that was in 1960 and I 
was nine years old. So to have the 
Prime Minister, Julia Gillard, here 
at the Jewish Holocaust Centre a 
few weeks ago was a very special 
event, for me and for our entire 
community.

The Prime Minister announced 
that the government is supporting 
an international fund for the 
preservation of Auschwitz, which 
is at risk of serious deterioration 
due to very difficult environmental 
conditions.

This raises an interesting question. 
Should Auschwitz – its buildings, 
ruins of barracks and crematoria, 
fences, railway lines and more – 
be preserved? Should we not let 
nature take its course and erase 
from the earth the last vestiges of 
what is one of its most infamous 
sites?

After all, do we need to visit 
Auschwitz to comprehend its 
magnitude? Do we need to visit any 
historical site, whether Holocaust-
related, Gallipoli, Ground Zero, or 
the Kokoda Trail, to appreciate its 
significance? These sites are mere 
echoes of the events that happened 
there. Some have no resemblance 
to what they looked like in the past. 
There are surely enough books, 
documentaries and, of course, 
museums which can provide us 
with the knowledge – perhaps even 
more knowledge – than these sites 
can offer.

I confess: I once felt this way. When 
I was teaching Jewish Studies at 

Bialik College, it was suggested 
that I accompany our students on 
March of the Living – the trip during 
which Year Eleven students go 
to Poland and Israel. Despite the 
obvious effect it had on students 
and my colleagues, I stubbornly 
held to my belief that visiting 
the sites provides a great deal of 
emotional responses, but to learn 
about the Holocaust, a good text 
and teacher is all that is needed.

However, in 2007, I decided I had 
to see for myself what being there 
meant, so I accompanied the 
students. I could write pages, but 
suffice it to say that I came away 
with not only a greater awareness, 
but an almost mystical experience, 
and appreciation of what it means 
to walk through the gates at 
Auschwitz I, in total silence to 
Birkenau, to stand on the ground 
where selection took place, and 
to see thousands of eyeglasses, 
hairbrushes, spoons belonging to 
victims, and more.

We visited Majdanek on a warm 
spring day. How, then, to explain 
the chill I felt once I entered the 
camp? We walked past the gas 
chambers and their blue-tinged 
walls, and could touch the steel 
doors, feel their heavy hinges and 
look through the peep holes. We 
walked through the barracks which 
housed thousands upon thousands 
of shoes, not behind glass but 
behind wire. We could smell the 
dry leather and touch the buckles. 
We walked through the crematoria 
and saw the bathtub where the 
head of the crematoria could have 
a bath warmed by the heat of the 
ovens. 

At Belzec there was nothing left 
but the stark stones which covered 
the incredibly small area of the 
camp, and the steel rods jutting 
haphazardly up from the stones. 
We walked down the centre 
pathway and felt the ground rise 
on either side. Belzec museum 
includes a large, empty, totally dark 
concrete room. We stood there in 
the darkness as the students held 

candles, and listened to Freydi 
Mrocki sing Shtille shtille...

At Plaszow there was nothing there 
but grass and the enormous Soviet 
era monument, and a smaller one. 
A young mother pushed her baby 
in a pram. A runner jogged by. 
We met a woman who told Max, 
our survivor from Cracow and a 
‘Schindler Jew’, that she would 
visit the site in the years following 
the war, collect the bones which 
the earth regularly released from 
its grasp, and give them a proper 
burial.

When I returned to Melbourne I 
admitted yes, I was wrong. We 
need books, documentaries and 
museums, but I cannot deny that 
being present at these sites moved 
me in ways that no book or film 
– no matter how good – could. I 
have written and spoken often 
of my endorsement and use of 
technology, yet I know that nothing 
on an iPad could come near to just 
being there. Despite having been 
just the year before, the second 
time I went on March of the Living I 
reacted in a similar way.

I cannot explain its effect on me, on 
the students and on my colleagues. 
‘Being there’ does not mean 
we can come remotely close to 
experiencing what the victims and 
survivors experienced, and it would 
be foolish to even begin to try to 
do this. But being there evokes 
a deep response. Perhaps for a 
moment, standing where these 
atrocities occurred, at the ruins of 
the crematoria or next to the pile 
of bones and ashes at Majdanek, 
we respond to the Holocaust, not 
intellectually, not even emotionally, 
but on a level that has no label. It 
is not easily explained, and I am 
not certain that these words come 
close to conveying to you my 
experience. For those who have 
been, you understand, I know.

Thank you for your support, Prime 
Minister Gillard and the Australian 
Government. Should Auschwitz be 
preserved? Without a doubt!

EDUCATION

Zvi Civins



During a visit to the Jewish Holocaust Centre in July, 
Prime Minister Julia Gillard announced that Australia 
is donating $500,000 to a fund established to preserve 
the death camps of Auschwitz-Birkenau in Poland. The 
Prime Minister said that the ongoing preservation of the 
Auschwitz-Birkenau memorial site was an important way 
for future generations to remember the horrific events of 
the Holocaust.

The Gillard Government is committed to supporting 
efforts that encourage education and understanding to 
ensure such atrocities are never repeated again.

Many Holocaust survivors, including from Germany, 
Austria, Poland and Czechoslovakia, found refuge in 
Australia and made it their home following the Second 
World War. The resilience and courage of these survivors 
has contributed to Australia’s vibrant multicultural society.

The Auschwitz-Birkenau Foundation was established in 
2009 by former Polish minister Władysław Bartoszewski, 
a former prisoner of the Auschwitz Concentration Camp, 
to secure the preservation and conservation of the 
Auschwitz-Birkenau Memorial Site.

This is the transcript of the Prime Minister’s speech:

Friends, we are here today because of those who are not. 
We are here to be the voice of those whose voice was 
stilled by the greatest crime humanity has ever known: 
the Shoah, the Holocaust. It was of such moment, of such 
horrific magnitude, that the world can and should never 
be the same again.

A part of us must always be on guard, always aware, 
because we know the depths to which even educated 
men and women – an advanced civilisation – can, and 
did, sink. How quickly it can happen. How irreversible the 
consequences. How deep the legacy of grief.

In the decades since the Shoah, this community has so 
often come together to pay tribute to those who were 
lost. In more recent times, I have been called upon 
by the Jewish community, to honour the memory of 
two extraordinary individuals who fought against the 

darkness. Two extraordinary stories that give us an 
added dimension of the Holocaust and its lessons for us 
as human beings.

I was deeply moved by the story of Irena Sendler.  
She saved some 2,500 Jews, mainly children, from the 
Warsaw Ghetto and death at the hands of the Nazis.  
As Irena herself described, ‘I sent most of the children 
to religious establishments. I knew I could count on the 
Sisters.’ Extraordinarily, she carefully preserved the 
names of each of those children by writing them on 
pieces of paper and burying them in jars. Eventually Irena 
Sendler was discovered, imprisoned by the Nazis and 
brutally tortured. They broke her legs, but not her spirit. 
Indeed, she never betrayed a single life, and after the war, 
retrieved her shards of paper and tried to unite survivors 
with parents. But almost always, the parents had been 
exterminated at Treblinka.

‘I could have done more,’ Irena said. ‘This regret will 
follow me to my death. But she did so much, and her 
singular acts of courage properly saw her named as 
Righteous Among the Nations. The memory of Irena 
Sendler has been recently honoured here in Melbourne 
through a magnificent concert inspired by her selfless 
deeds, and sponsored jointly by the governments of 
Poland and Israel and their ambassadors to our country.

This year, we are also marking the centenary of the birth 
of Raoul Wallenberg – so well known as one of the most 
heroic and courageous individuals of the 20th century. 
His story has been often told but never grows dim. 

Raoul Wallenberg single-handedly used his position 
and authority as a Swedish diplomat in Nazi-occupied 
Hungary, to save, in just a six-month period, 100,000 
Jews from murder. On one night alone, by defying the 
orders issued by Adolf Eichmann, Mr Wallenberg saved 
70,000 lives.

For these reasons, Raoul Wallenberg has also been 
recognised as Righteous Among the Nations by Yad 
Vashem in Jerusalem, and has been named an honorary 
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Australia contributes to the Auschwitz-Birkenau Foundation

Prime Minister Julia Gillard tours the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre with Curator Jayne Josem

(l-r) The Hon Mark Dreyfus MP, the Prime Minister 
Julia Gillard and the Hon Michael Danby MP

Judy Berman and the Prime Minister Julia GillardTobi Rosengarten, Caulfield Grammar School

Prime Minister Julia Gillard arrives at  
the Jewish Holocaust Centre

Photo: Peter Haskin, Australian Jewish News

Photo: Peter Haskin, Australian Jewish News

Photo: Peter Haskin, Australian Jewish News
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citizen by the State of Israel, the United States, Canada 
and Hungary.

I am very glad that their stories have been recounted 
here in Australia this year, because we must never fail to 
appreciate the meaning of selfless and tireless devotion 
to human life, and the meaning of moral courage. Indeed, 
the stories of Irena Sendler and Raoul Wallenberg pose 
for us the question whether each of us would have 
shown the same determination to act under such horrific 
circumstances, even though others did not. Fortunately it 
is a question most of us will never have to face.

But there is one moral and civic response to the 
Holocaust that does concern us all: we must ensure 
the Holocaust remains as a sign and warning for all 
generations – especially as we face the possibility of a 
world without the survivors. Therefore we must be the 
witnesses for the witnesses. We must be the custodians 
of the records, the stories, the artifacts and the places 
that denial can never overcome. This is why this 
museum, which I was privileged to visit this afternoon, is 
so important.

The more time passes from the Shoah, the more 
imperative it is to ensure that memories do not fade. 
That history is not re-written. That the Holocaust and 
its meaning is represented to every generation. That 
we never fail to bear witness. This is the mission of the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre and its counterparts in Australia 
and around the world.

But no place speaks more starkly or hauntingly about 
the Shoah than Auschwitz-Birkenau. It is, perhaps, the 
most infamous place on Earth. The train tracks with 

their deadly terminus. The barbed wire enclosing the 
stark rows of flimsy wooden barracks. The sign that 
immortalises history’s most brazen lie. And the low, 
looming buildings with such wickedness at their heart.

Friends, in one sense, Auschwitz is so painful it would 
have been easier to demolish it. But retaining that place 
was the harder, better choice. Auschwitz-Birkenau is an 
irrefutable fact. It cannot be airbrushed from cognition. 
It cannot be denied. It is a place that must command our 
attention and timeless moral concern.

All the camps where the Holocaust was perpetrated are 
places that make us profoundly uneasy, profoundly 
uncomfortable – they are places that afflict our souls. 
And they are places where our conscience must reside. 
So friends, when the Prime Minister of Poland wrote 
to me requesting a contribution from Australia to the 
Auschwitz-Birkenau Foundation, you know what my 
response would be.

With the support and advocacy of Mark Dreyfus and 
Michael Danby, I’m proud to say Australia has joined 
the community of nations by contributing half a million 
dollars to the Foundation’s perpetual fund. The intention 
of the fund is simple: to ensure that the Foundation will 
never want for money so that Auschwitz-Birkenau will 
always be conserved.

We make this gift because Auschwitz is a place and a 
story for all humankind and for all time. From it and the 
other camps, six million deaths cry out through the ages 
for justice and for remembrance. The enormity of their 
loss must not be forgotten.

So we pledge, once more, here today, joining with people 
of goodwill in every country to say, never again. Never, 
ever again. 
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Australia contributes to the Auschwitz-Birkenau Foundation

(l-r) Myriam Boisebouvier-Wylie, French Honorary Consul; Stuart Gill,  
UK Consul-General; George Luk-Kozika, Polish Honorary Consul-General; 

the Prime Minister Julia Gillard and the Hon Michael Danby MP

(l-r) Avram and Cesia Goldberg, Elaine 
Davidoff, the Prime Minister Julia Gillard, 

Helen Alter and Sidney Davidoff

(l-r) Moshe Fiszman, Abram Goldberg, David Cohen, Pauline Rockman 
OAM, the Prime Minister Julia Gillard and Jayne Josem

Rabbi Motty Liberow and  
the Prime Minister Julia Gillard

Willie Lermer, Holocaust survivor  
and JHC guide

Photo: Peter Haskin, Australian Jewish News
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The Rescuers exhibition, held at the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre (JHC) in July and August, 
presented the remarkable stories of ordinary 
heroes who resisted overwhelming tides of 

prejudice and violence, and risked their lives to save 
others from enemy groups. The exhibition was held in 
conjunction with a public program of lectures, films and 
discussions involving academics and leading members of 
the Jewish community, and other communities affected 
by genocide. 

The exhibition was launched by Leora Kahn, the 
exhibition curator, who came from New York, and 
John Searle, Chairperson of the Board of the Victorian 
Human Rights and Equal Opportunity Commission. It 
was a powerful event attended by diplomats from many 
communities, as well as Jewish community leaders. Mr 
Searle gave a moving speech highlighting how important 
it is to acknowledge the people who choose the path of 
good in the face of evil. Faina Iligoga, a Rwandan woman, 
then told her story.

Faina’s husband was meant to speak, but was unable to 
attend the opening, so Faina replaced him, speaking in 
public for the first time. She felt compelled to speak, as 
she wanted to thank the people who had saved her. She 
also felt that at the Jewish Holocaust Centre, she was 
among people who wanted to hear her story. 

As part of the public program, Leora Kahn conducted 
three lectures relating to genocide and rescue, providing 
a background to the creation of the exhibition and 
presenting issues relating to the exhibition. She explored 
what qualifies people as rescuers, what motivates them 
and the contexts within which the rescue behaviour takes 
place. Following each of her presentations the audience 

took part in stimulating and 
thought-provoking discussions, 
which underlined the value 
of both the exhibition and the 
public programs. 

Dr Hariz Halilovich, Senior 
Lecturer at Monash University, 
enlightened attendees about 
some isolated incidences of 
rescue in Bosnia against a 
backdrop of impotence from the 
UNPROFOR, the United Nations 
Protection Force. Dr Halilovich 
was born in Srebrenica, the 
sight of the worst genocide 
on European soil since World 
War Two. He was studying in 
Sarajevo when the massacre 
of 8,000 men and boys took 
place, but many friends and 
family members were among 
the victims. While highlighting 
criticism of the UNPROFOR’s 
failure to act to prevent 
genocide, Halilovich focussed 
on specific stories of rescue.

Paris Aristotle AM, Director of 
Foundation House (Victorian 
Foundation for Survivors 
of Torture Inc), spoke on 

‘Rebuilding Shattered Lives’, providing an insight into the 
25-year history of the organisation he founded and the 
work done there. He spoke of the challenges involved in 
assisting refugees to regain their trust in humanity, but 
how profoundly important it is to do so. He spoke about 
the inner strength of displaced people, of their sense of 
humanity, their coping strategies and the survivor guilt 
that many bear.

Professor Maurice Eisenbruch, the son of Holocaust 
survivors and a Melbourne-based psychiatrist 
and academic, spoke about Cambodia as a case of 
‘autogenocide’. Prof Eisenbruch, who is a Khmer speaker, 
presented a unique insight into the effects of trauma 
as experienced by the Cambodian people. Of particular 
interest was a discussion of the cultural interpretation of 
Cambodians of their experiences, and a note of caution 
to aid and support workers who can be more effective 
by approaching their work with Cambodians by starting 
from a Cambodian cultural milieu.

Professor Paul Bartrop spoke about ‘When good breaks 
out during genocide: goodness in the face of evil’; Sue 
Hampel spoke about ‘Genocide, rescue and reconciliation 
in Rwanda’; Gary Samowitz spoke about ‘Standing up 
against injustice’; and Zvi Civins about ‘Helping our youth 
to become resucuers: what are the necessary attitudes, 
skills and considerations?’ 

Completing the exhibition’s public program were JHC 
Film Club screenings of The Last Survivor, a documentary 
presenting stories of the Holocaust, Rwanda, Darfur and 
the Congo, and Army of Crime, a film set in 1941 about a 
small group of young immigrants in Paris who resist the 
Nazi occupation.

The rescuers: an overview

Students viewing The Rescuers exhibition
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(l-r) Dr Amir Arnau, Dr Donna-Lee Frieze and Warren Fineberg Faina Iligoga and John Searle

Faina Iligoga

They saved 
our lives
Faina Iligoga

I come from Rwanda and am a survivor of the 1994 Tutsi 
genocide. I am married, a mother to four biological 
children and three adopted children. I came to Australia 
10 years ago and live in Hobart with my family. During 

the genocide, I lost my parents, four brothers and almost 
all my extended family. 

My husband and I were living in the south of Rwanda, 
in an Institute of Agriculture Research where we both 
worked. We had a baby girl who was nine months old. 
Miraculously we survived the genocide together.

The evening before the killings began, we received an 
unexpected visitor – our Hutu neighbour Christopher, with 
whom I worked. He had come from a meeting where it was 
decided that the killing of Tutsis would begin that night. 
He handed me a key to his back door and told me to go to 
his place in the middle of the night after my husband had 
gone. However, he said he could not hide me during the 
day with the baby. He told my husband that as soon as 
he heard shots being fired into the air – the signal for the 
killings to begin – he should run as fast as he could. He 
wished us luck and left. Nothing happened that night, but 
in the morning, my husband rushed everyone out of the 
house as the killers had surrounded the Institute. There 
was no time to use Christopher’s key.

I was eventually caught and was being taken away to be 
killed, together with other people, when someone I had 
never met approached. He told the killers that I was a Hutu 

whom he knew. One of the killers said my ID showed I 
was a Tutsi, but the man, whose name was Frederick, said 
he thought I was a Hutu because my husband, who was 
in the army, was a Hutu. The killer accepted this and told 
Frederick to take me away.

About 10 metres away, Yves, my husband’s nephew, 
appeared and told me that my husband was hiding in 
a shrub in front of us. When Frederick had seen my 
husband running with Yves and my cousin towards the 
exit of the Institute, he had stopped them, as nearby there 
were thousands of people about to enter the Institute 
to kill Tutsis. He told my husband to hide in the bushes 
and he said he would look after Yves. Frederick stayed 
around those bushes with Yves, and told people that he 
and Yves were cousins. When I had passed by, Yves had 
told Frederick who I was, and that is how he came to my 
rescue. He took me to his backyard, but I could not stay, 
as we would be caught if my baby cried. A group of men 
approached and accused him of lying, as they knew I 
was a Tutsi. They wanted to take me, but he gave them 
1000Frw to say that I had run away. They accepted the 
money and left, and Frederick pushed me into his sorghum 
crop and told me not to move until night time. 

All day I could hear people being caught around me and 
killed instantly. I thought my husband had been killed too 
but I was wrong. Frederick would come to check on me 
every now and then. In the middle of the night, he brought 
me inside.



A few nights later, when it was raining heavily, Frederick 
told me that the killers were searching every house and 
they were now next door. As the baby was crying, he 
thought that I should put her on the street and hide in the 
sorghum crop opposite his house. ‘If God wills she may 
not be killed, but if you stay with her, there is a greater 
chance that you will both be killed,’ he said. I thanked him 
for his help, but there was no way I would abandon my 
child for my own life. A few minutes later he came back, 
saying: ‘I prayed to God and your child will be safe. Go and 
put her on the ground next to the electricity panel. After 
you leave I will lift her up and shout that I have found a 
baby. If they are going to kill her I will go with her.’ A voice 
in my heart told me that was the right thing to do, so we 
left the compound and put the baby next to the electricity 
panel. When Frederick picked her up immediately, I knew 
he would take care of her. As I ran I heard him shout that 
he had found a baby. When people came to see, he told 
them he had seen someone put the baby down and run 
away. When asked where the person had run, he pointed 
in the opposite direction to where I was. When they could 
not find anyone, they threatened to kill the baby, but 
Frederick begged to look after her, saying he was sure her 
parents had been killed. He knew he would be killed if they 
found out he was hiding her parents. 

The woman next door gave him some food and milk for 
the baby. Early the next morning he brought me inside, 
but seconds later he rushed in and locked me inside the 
wardrobe, as people had arrived to search the house. They 
asked him to open the wardrobe, but he said his boss had 
locked it before he left. As his boss was an extremist, they 
believed Frederick, but threatened to kill him if he was 
lying. The following few days were quiet and I spent my 
days in the sorghum crop, only coming into the house in 
the middle of the night.

Frederick looked after the baby and Yves until an Institute 
employee, an extremist, came to spy on him and he 
admitted I was there. She offered to take the children with 
her, and convinced him to show her where I was hiding, on 
the pretext of wanting to give me some clothes. From that 
moment I knew I had not much time left to live, and had 
to leave. I did not know if the children were still alive after 
being taken by that woman, but had to see them before I 
was caught. Frederick begged me to stay but I refused; I 
was no longer afraid.

I picked up my children and we walked to my house, which 
had been ransacked. There was nothing left except a 
buffet that was too big to go through the door, so it had 
been smashed. The news of my return spread and that 
evening, someone told me I had to go to a place in the 
Institute called Mount Rubona, for ‘security purposes’.  

I knew it was where I would be killed. I said I would go, but 
stayed at home. By morning, the children were hungry and 
crying. I could not think straight and decided to go to the 
office.

I left the children at home and arrived at the office around 
8:00am, where the employees were outside raising the 
flag. Someone asked me to leave as he said the soldiers 
would kill me if they saw me. On the way home, I managed 
to escape being noticed, until I was seen by a labourer 
who was on guard to make sure that no one was hiding. 
He found me in the banana crop and wanted to turn me 
in, reaching for my neck to strangle me and calling me a 
cockroach. I promised that he could have everything in my 
house if he let me hide, and he agreed. A few minutes later 
he dragged me to my house as the soldiers had left, but 
when we entered the house he saw I had nothing. As he 
grabbed me by the neck again, we heard someone calling 
out that he would give him money if he left me alone. 
It was Theogene, a colleague who lived 11 kilometres 
from the Institute and was the brother of my next door 
neighbour and work colleague. He gave the labourer 
500Frw and he left.

I wanted Theogene to take in my children and let me die 
because I could not see any other way out, but he refused 
as he said I had to try to survive. He took my children and 
told me he would whistle to signal that I should leave the 
house by the back door.

Two hours later, I heard him whistle so I went outside. He 
had my children with him and told us to walk a few metres 
behind him. If he saw any danger, he would cough as a 
signal for us to hide. He walked very fast and even though 
I was exhausted, I tried to keep up. Half an hour later, we 
came to a roadblock. Theogene showed his ID, and I said 
that mine was lost. They asked Theogene to leave without 
me, but they let us go when he gave them 1000Frws, even 
showing us the safest route.

On our way to Theogene’s place we were seen by a driver 
from the Institute. The driver reported Theogene, but he 
denied he had been with me when he went to work the 
next day.

After the genocide, I heard stories of others Theogene 
had helped and who had all survived. If it were not for 
people like Theogene and Frederick, there would not 
be any survivors in Rwanda. You could not walk 100 
metres without being caught as there were roadblocks 
everywhere, searches were conducted house to house with 
dogs, and bushes had been cut down so that it was difficult 
to hide. You had to have help so that you could move about 
and, importantly, to give you something to eat. 

These people are our living heroes and any achievements 
of we survivors and our descendants will be the result of 
what they did. They acted out of bravery and unconditional 
love of others, knowing they could be killed if they were 
caught helping a Tutsi, but doing it anyway. 

We cannot thank them enough and must ensure that their 
stories are told often. The more people who hear and 
learn about their deeds, the closer we will come to making 
‘never again’ a reality, as more people will fight for the 
lives of others. 

Faina and other Rwandans in Hobart have joined with 
some Australians to form RAFA (Rwandan-Australian 
Friendship Association), and have an initiative to help 
genocide survivors in Rwanda by selling Rwandan coffee. 
Their motto is ‘Refresh twice, once for yourself, once for 
Rwanda’. For further information see  
www.rwandancoffeeclub.org.
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Hosting the Rescuers Exhibition was an 
enlightening and rewarding experience for all 
involved in bringing it to the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre (JHC) and for those people who viewed 

it or attended one of the many lectures in the public 
program. 

The quality of the exhibition itself was reason enough to 
bring it to Australia, however its subject matter resonated 
with the charter of the JHC by examining acts of courage 
during genocide. That it expanded the discussion beyond 
the Holocaust into culturally diverse communities was 
further reason to host it.  This was an opportunity to 
engage with other ethnic communities in Melbourne 
who have suffered the trauma of genocide, encouraging 
them to tell their stories. Even though the subject matter 
revolved around the darkest of human tragedies, the 
overwhelming feeling was one of hope and community.

Nothing exemplified this more than the involvement of 
Faina Iligoga, a survivor of the Rwandan Genocide, who 
spoke at the exhibition opening. The day before, Faina 
called me from Hobart, distressed about having to tell 
her story for the first time in public. As recalling graphic 
details for her speech drew a total blank, she had decided 
to write her story, but in writing she found she could 
not stop. When she told me that her planned ten-minute 
speech may go a ‘bit longer’, I explained that was fine.  I 
wanted her to feel safe no matter what happened.

When Faina began to speak, without using her notes, her 
story came pouring out. As difficult as it was for her to 
speak, her story continued for 50 riveting minutes.  The 
impact on us, the receivers of her story, was extremely 
powerful, but the impact on Faina cannot be put better 
than in her own words.  On the way to the airport the 
following morning she told me she had a wonderful sleep 
and was not troubled by nightmares as she often is. She 
also told me how amazing it was for her to finally tell her 
story, as when she arrived in Australia, no one wanted 
to listen, so she stopped trying to tell people. ‘But last 

night,’ she said, ‘I felt like the people there really wanted 
to hear my story and understood me, and I felt loved.’ A 
few days later she wrote:

 If only words could express the positive outcome I got 
 from my trip to your Centre. All I can say is that I feel 
 very privileged to have come. 

 I am now longing for a place like that, a place where 
 myself and people like me can go and feel they belong. 
 We try hard to settle into a new life (a ‘bonus life’ as 
 Aubert calls it), trying to raise our families, find jobs or 
 go to school, make friends and do other things that 
 normal people do. But our past always haunts us 
 and, because of it, we do not feel we have a complete 
 life. There is always something missing which makes 
 us different from others, and that thing stops us feeling 
 we belong in the society in which we live, or 
 connecting with all the things around us. But a place 
 like the Jewish Holocaust Centre and its people made 
 me feel that I am not alone. I felt I was understood, and 
 that it is okay to feel the way I feel. How good is that?

 So my trip to your Centre has lit a fire in me and God 
 knows what is going to come out of it!

Faina’s words showed me that survivors of genocide and 
their descendants experience the same reactions and 
consequences, regardless of nationality or ethnicity.

Another wonderful positive that has come from 
this exhibition is the opportunity it has created for 
academics and human rights activists to meet and talk 
of ways to spread the word on their important work. 
The JHC’s collaborations with organisations such as 
Courage to Care, Foundation House and Jewish Aid 
have strengthened our ties with them and created new 
working relationships.

Jewish Aid hosted a panel with three human rights 
activists, including Caroline Lambert, Executive Director 
of the YWCA, Jana Favero of the Asylum Seeker 
Resource Centre and Hariz Halilovich, a survivor of the 
Bosnian genocide and lecturer at Monash University. 
Jewish Aid used this opportunity, with guest speaker 
Komi Bana, to launch their ‘Nuba Now Campaign’ a fund-
raising appeal for Nuban people in the Sudan.

Hariz Halilovich had not been to the JHC until he gave 
his lecture about his experiences during the Bosnian 
genocide. A passionate human-rights activist who sees 
his role as making a difference through education, Hariz 
was so taken by the Centre’s work that he has started 
bringing his students to the Centre.

As a result of the exhibition and public program, 
attendances to the Centre have risen markedly, and of 
those who did visit, most who came for the exhibition 
continued on to visit our permanent exhibition.

On so many levels, The Rescuers exhibition has been a 
successful event. I would like to thank the staff at the JHC 
for their work in making this happen: Lena Fiszman, Tosca 
Birnbaum and volunteer Tamara Gotlib.

The rescuers: postscript
Reuben Zylberszpic

 Leora Kahn 
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Arnold Zable is an acclaimed writer, storyteller and human 
rights advocate. His award-winning books include Jewels 
and Ashes, Wanderers and Dreamers, Cafe Scheherazade, 
The Fig Tree, Scraps of Heaven and Sea of Many Returns. 
His latest book, Violin Lessons, was published in August 
last year. 

In March, the Jewish Holocaust Centre hosted ‘In 
conversation with Arnold Zable’. Arnold Zable spoke with 
Leah Kaminsky, an award-winning writer of prose and 
poetry and a practising family physician. This is a short 
edited excerpt of their conversation. 

LK: First, I am very interested to ask a question to which 
I am not sure there is an answer, and that is: what made 
you a writer?

AZ: I think there are a number of answers, and one is very 
relevant to being here at the Jewish Holocaust Centre. 
There is little doubt that a lot goes back to the sort of 
house in which I grew up. I grew up in Carlton and I lived 
in two worlds. On the streets of Carlton I was an Aussie kid 
hanging out with my Aussie mates – Jews, Italians, Greeks 
and working class Australians. We had a lot of freedom 
because our parents were so busy beginning life anew. 
But as soon as you came in the door, it was another world 
for me, and there was a sort of magic in that world. One 
part of it was the Yiddish songs my mother used to sing 
incessantly. And my father was a Yiddish poet. He had 
to take a forty-year detour in factories and at the Victoria 
Market, because a Yiddish poet and a teacher of Yiddish 
could only earn a maximum of one cent a year, but he was 
able to come back to it in later life.

Coming back to what made me a writer, I would say 
that it was a way of dealing with the tension that was 
in the house. While there was magic, and while that 
magic extended to the wonderful Jewish-humanist-
secular upbringing I had, nevertheless, it was a house of 

absences, a house of ghosts. And 
that tension manifested itself in 
arguments between my mother 
and father. My mother would fly 
into rages, as she just could never 
forgive herself for not being able 
to rescue her family from the 
ashes. And my father was the sole 
survivor of his very big extended 
family, except for possibly a 
brother who went to Russia.

The arguments between my 
parents used to make me very 
angry. I remember on one 
occasion when I must have been 
12 or 13 years old, I just left the 
kitchen. Everyone who grew up in 
Carlton knows that the kitchen was 
the ‘engine room’ of the house, so 
all the arguments took place there. 
I made my way to the bedroom 
and I closed the door and for some 
reason I began to write. I do not 

remember what I wrote but what I do remember is that 
the pen began to race across the page. After about ten 
minutes I stood up, and an incredible thing had happened. 
When I walked in I felt heavy, but when I left I felt very 
light. So I discovered the true meaning of ‘expression’. 
‘Ex’ is a Greek word meaning out. ‘Exit’ is a way out and 
‘expression’ means ‘getting it out’. And so I began to write 
as a form of release. I discovered the magic of getting it 
out. But I should say that I discovered something else as 
well: I discovered that the first step is getting it out, but as 
soon as you begin to write, you begin to work it out. 

LK: Just on that note, when you say it is a form of 
expression, a form of working it out, I think that is quite 
common. You said that you lived in a house of ghosts, 
and I too am a child of the Holocaust. There is a sort of 
hauntedness through your work, and I wonder whether 
part of what drives you to write is really a bearing witness 
to the ghosts. 

(l-r) Ruth Mushin, Arnold Zable and Pauline Rockman OAM

Arnold Zable: in conversation 
with Leah Kaminsky

Arnold Zable and Leah Kaminsky



AZ: Technically, there are two types of first person voices. 
The first one is the first person as witness. That is, the 
first person who observes, goes on a journey and meets 
people, and through that first person come the stories of 
other people. And that is the voice I prefer. I would prefer 
to remain the witness or the observer, as that is how I 
feel comfortable. However, sometimes you cannot avoid 
the second type of first person. And that’s the first person 
as hero, or anti-hero, the first person as subject. Where 
you become the focus of what the writing is about. So 
there are moments when you have to switch, and to make 
the story deeper and more truthful you have, I think, to 
move from one to the other. And it’s a tension; a dynamic 
tension. And you’ve got to follow your instinct – there’s a 
certain moment when you say, okay, the spotlight is on me 
whether I like it or not. I might reveal myself as a complete 
schlemiel or a nudnik, or whatever, but it’s time for me to 
step up and reveal something about why I am here.

LK: Do you feel in this bearing witness, and in listening to 
the ghosts that don’t have a voice, a sort of moral duty to 
tell the story? 

AZ: Elie Wiesel famously said that there are some stories 
that are meant to be told and not to tell them is to betray 
them. There are some stories that come your way that are 
so extraordinary that you feel you must tell them. Primo 
Levi has a wonderful term too – the ‘eloquent episode’.  
An eloquent episode is just a little episode but that 
episode could shift your understanding. This major 
example is devastating. Primo Levi is a young industrial 
chemist shipped direct from Italy to Auschwitz. Left 
or right, slave labour or death. He’s assigned to Buna 
Monowitz because he’s got certain skills as a chemist. It’s 
cold and he’s freezing and he’s thirsty. He grabs an icicle 
and begins to suck it, and an SS man comes and bang! 
The icicle flew out of his hands and landed in the snow. 
And he asked, ‘Why? Why?’ And the SS man replied, ‘In 
here, there is no why.’ Now that is a frightening eloquent 
episode, but there can be beautiful eloquent episodes too. 
I think Cafe Scheherazade is a novel of eloquent episodes. 
If you listen long enough you will hear the moment, 
the eloquent episodes in all our lives. I think, similarly, 
in Violin Lessons, a lot of the stories are built around 

eloquent episodes. Can you see the power of the eloquent 
episode? It sort of cuts through to the bone of what it is to 
be human, both in all its glory and its terror.

LK: If I could take you back to what is perhaps an eloquent 
episode in your own life: You are a twelve-year-old boy 
and you are running to your bedroom because you are so 
angry. And you write – you write out of anger. I wonder 
whether part of what drives you to write these stories 
about people who have suffered, who have experienced 
injustice and have been on the fringes of society, is your 
rage at moral injustice in the world. Has that been an 
ongoing thread for you?

AZ: I think it is healthy to be enraged by injustice. 
However, that sort of enragement I express occasionally 
when I write opinion pieces, but even then, I do something 
that I do in all my stories. When I am writing stories, I 
do not write out of anger, not at all. In fact, the beauty 
of writing is that when you sit down to write, you are in 
another place, a place of contemplation. For me, writing 
becomes meditation. When I am writing my stories I feel a 
sense of calm and of contemplation and I go back to that 
moment as a twelve-year-old when all the anger drained 
away. 

When writing, it is all about being alert to what is going 
on. What can get in the way when people write stories is 
that they try to control the story. Instead you should let 
the story lead you. If you do, the story will take you to 
extraordinary and unexpected places. All you have to do is 
begin. Anyone who has tried to be a writer knows that to 
begin is one of the hardest things. But let it take you.

Let me give you an example. Phillip Maisel OAM – a 
Holocaust survivor and Head of Testimonies at the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre – was there in Vilna the night Hirsch 
Glick recited for the first time the poem which would 
become the anthem of resistance, the Partisan Song. 
What a marvellous tale and what a marvellous eloquent 
episode! Phillip, his sister Bella, another man called 
Moishke and Hirsch Glick descended into a cellar and lit 
candles. Upstairs was gehenim, but downstairs was Hirsch 
Glick reading his poem. As soon as I heard that, I was 
knocking on Phillip’s door, and the result was the story 
‘The Partisan’s Song’. 

When I went to visit Phillip I found out that he is a 
passionate collector of Oriental art. We sat at the same 
table most times we met, and I noticed that behind Phillip 
was a wonderful painting of two geishas. Phillip was 
telling me his extraordinary story, and I kept on seeing this 
painting of the two geishas. And there came a point when 
I realised that maybe those geishas were part of the story. 
And so the geishas became a part of the story. The older 
geisha is teaching the younger geisha how to hold a fan, 
just as Phillip, the older man, is handing over the story to 
me. There is an unexpected symmetry there. When I teach 
creative writing I say that a writer should not just look 
straight ahead, but should have peripheral vision. What 
is on the walls, and what is happening around you, can 
add a critical dimension to who this person is or what this 
story is about. 

LK: Arnold is a storyteller and I think part of being a 
storyteller is being a weaver and observing the otherwise 
unobserved, weaving it into the story. So outwardly he 
is telling Phillip Maisel’s story, but what he has described 
here is juxtaposing it with something that we do not 
normally see in our normal realm of observing. On the 
other hand, a writer and storyteller is going to pick up 
those things and weave them into the story to take it to a 
deeper level.
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Twins Stephanie Heller and Annetta Able grew up in a 
middle-class family in Prague. In 1941 their parents and 
younger sister were transported to the ‘east’ and they 
never saw them again. Stephanie and Annetta were 
first transported to Theresienstadt Ghetto for one year. 
Afterwards they were sent to Auschwitz-Birkenau. After the 
war they returned to Prague and later emigrated to Israel, 
before coming to Australia. Stephanie has been a volunteer 
guide at the Jewish Holocaust Centre for about 20 years.

I grew up with my twin sister Annetta and our younger 
sister Elizabeth and parents in Prague, Czechoslovakia. 
Ours was a middle-class family and we went to a state 
school. We were members of a national athletics group 

and took part in two European sports competitions. We 
felt a part of the democratic Czechoslovakian Republic 
then. When the Nazis occupied 
Czechoslovakia and introduced 
increasingly harsh anti-Jewish 
measures, we were expelled from 
school and our athletics group. The 
Jews were treated like second-class 
citizens: we were not allowed to go 
to cinemas, theatres or even parks to 
stroll. Property was confiscated and 
we were not allowed to mix with the 
gentile population.

In 1941 our parents and Elizabeth 
were sent on the first transport from 
Prague to the Litzmanstadt (Lodz) 
Ghetto. They were told that they were 
going to work in the ‘east’. Annetta 
and I were not permitted to go with 
them and we never saw them again. 
‘Six million Jews’ is not a number for 
us – we see our family’s faces instead. 
I had a boyfriend, Egon, who with his 
parents, left Sudetenland and all their 
possessions to try to save themselves 
in Prague. I married Egon so as not 
to be separated. Soon after, we and 
Annetta were sent to Theresienstadt 
Ghetto. The ghetto was overcrowded, 
food was scarce and life was harsh. 
The ghetto was a transition centre 
and many people from other parts of 
Europe came and went and were sent 
to concentration camps. People died 
of disease and starvation. One year after arriving, we were 
transported in cattle wagons to Auschwitz-Birkenau.

Being twins, when we arrived at Auschwitz we attracted 
the attention of the famous ‘Angel of Death’ Dr Josef 
Mengele, to be subjects of his medical experiments relating 

to the breeding of twins for the Third Reich. We were 19 
years old and were taken to Birkenau along with other 
twins, dwarves and gypsies. Egon was selected for work in 
Germany and I never saw him again.

Mengele used us as nursing aides and as subjects for 
his blood experiments. The hardest job we were forced 
to do was to load corpses onto trucks to be taken to the 
crematorium. We had to work like robots – we could 
not allow ourselves the luxury of emotion in case we 
recognised someone we knew. We were rewarded with 
soup or bread. It may seem impossible to eat after a job 
like that, but we did; we had to in the everyday struggle to 
survive.

One day Mengele took us to barracks where gypsies 
were housed. They were allowed to stay together with 
their families, and appeared to be well treated. Mengele 
loved music and even allowed the gypsies to keep 
their instruments. They played for him and the children 
danced and sang. Later we found out that they were all 
exterminated soon after our visit. Perhaps the purpose 
of our visit was to gain our co-operation for future 
experiments.

The aim of Mengele’s experiments was to improve the 
Aryan birth rate. He wanted to know if an identical twin 
impregnated another identical twin, whether they would 
produce twins themselves. He killed the pregnant mother 
in the process to find out if the embryos were single 
or double. Fortunately we were saved from this final 
experiment as the Allies neared Auschwitz. Mengele 
disappeared and was never found.

We, together with thousands of others, were sent on a 
death march, which meant what it sounds like: if people 
were not able to walk they were shot or left to freeze along 
the way. We did not know where we were going until we 

finally arrived in Malchov, Germany. 
From there we were liberated by the 
American army. We were 21 years 
old.

We returned home to Prague in the 
hope of starting a new life with our 
family, only to find out that we were 
the sole survivors and I was a widow. 
Annetta and I decided to become 
nurses, so at least we would be able 
to help others.

After graduating from nursing 
school, Annetta, her husband, 
newborn child and I moved to Israel, 
where I married Robert Heller, who 
was visiting Israel from Kenya. 
Robert and I lived in Kenya for eight 
years, and both of our children were 
born there.

Together with my sister and her 
family, we have rebuilt our lives in 
Melbourne. It was important for me 
to educate the younger generation 
and others who did not know about 
the Holocaust, and I have worked for 
20 years as a museum guide at the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre. My aim 
has been to make people realise that 
tolerance between people of different 
cultures is needed to understand 
and build trust in each other. Every 
human being is fundamentally the 

same and we have to treat each other as such.

Sun shines, days pass and our lives are not forever. Let us 
each leave a good mark as a drop of much-needed water 
nurturing life. 

Remembering 
the past,  
living for the 
future
Stephanie Heller

(l-r) Stephanie Heller and Annetta Able 

Stephanie and Annetta with their mother  
Theresa Heilbrunn, Prague 1926

Photo: Abhijit Chattaraj
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Born in Lodz, Poland, Lusia Haberfeld (née Hasman) was 
eight years old when the Second World War began. When 
the Germans marched into Lodz, the family decided to 
escape to Warsaw, in the hope of getting to Russia.

In Warsaw, Lusia, together with her parents and younger 
brother, Rysio, moved in with relatives, but they were all 
soon forced to relocate to the ghetto. When the selections 
and deportations began, Lusia’s father and a certain Mr Blas 
built a secret bunker in a large building owned by Mr Blas, 
to which they planned to escape. However, the liquidation of 
the ghetto and the Warsaw Ghetto Uprising prevented them 
from doing so, and Lusia and her family were ultimately 
captured.

Lusia and her mother were separated from her brother and 
father and would never see them again. She and her mother 
were taken to Majdanek. By pretending to be older than her 
eleven years, and through the benevolence of strangers, 
Lusia managed to be selected for labour. She and her mother 
spent three months in Majdanek, until they were taken to 
Auschwitz-Birkenau. There, Lusia found work as a lauferin 
(messenger girl) that allowed her to smuggle clothes into the 
camp. She exchanged these garments for extra food, thus 
allowing her and her mother to survive in Auschwitz for 18 
months, a very long time, especially for a child.

As the Russians approached, the Germans evacuated 
Auschwitz and Lusia and her mother were taken on a ‘death 
march’, eventually arriving in Bergen-Belsen, where they 
were liberated. 

For 69 years I believed that a decision made by my 
father in the Warsaw Ghetto led to his murder and 
that of my little brother, Rysio, in Majdanek, and that, 
had he not made that decision, my entire immediate 

family would have survived the Holocaust. A chance 
encounter in Melbourne this year, however, convinced me 
that my father’s decision, in fact, was critical to my survival 
and that of my mother during the Holocaust.

I attend lectures at the University of the Third Age. Recently 
I arrived early for a lecture and sat chatting with a lady who 
was also waiting for the lecture to commence. Another lady 
came by and said that she recognised me from a photograph 
which had appeared in the Jewish Holocaust Centre’s 
publication, Centre News. The lady with whom I had been 
chatting earlier then asked me whether I was a Holocaust 
survivor. When I replied that I was, she also identified herself 

as a survivor of the Shoah. She then told me that her name 
was Helen Blas, and that she had been born in Cracow, 
Poland.

The surname, Blas, struck a chord with me. And then the 
story unfolded… When my family was transferred to the 
Warsaw Ghetto, we were located in a large building at 29 
Ogrodowa Street. The building, expropriated by the Nazis, 
had been owned by a wealthy and exceptionally competent 
Jewish engineer, a Mr Blas, the uncle of Helen Blas’ husband.

At that time I was not yet 12 years old, but I recall clearly that 
Mr Blas and my father had constructed a secret bunker in 
the building at 29 Ogrodowa Street to accommodate three 
families, if and when the need arose. One of those families 
was mine. That bunker had electricity, running water, a 
toilet and a stock of non-perishable food. Liaison with the 
outside world was to be through the building’s non-Jewish 
caretaker, who had worked for Mr Blas over the years. The 
building itself, in which I worked, was used as a factory to 
manufacture socks. When the factory was set up, my family 
had been relocated to a small nearby flat, shared by four 
families.

The German forces had intended to begin the operation 
to liquidate the Warsaw Ghetto on 19 April 1943, Erev 
Pesach. Rather than repair to the bunker, my father chose, 
out of sentiment, to spend one last day with his fellow 
Jews, deciding that the family would move to the bunker 
the following day. By then, however, it was too late, as the 
German military had already begun to render the Warsaw 
Ghetto Judenrein. The factory at 29 Ogrodowa Street was 
closed and access barred. My father attempted to seek help 
to enter the building at 29 Ogrodowa Street by bribing a 
German soldier and a Polish policeman stationed at the 
perimeter of the ghetto, but he was told that he was a day 
too late. According to Helen Blas, however, the Blas family 
did manage to enter the bunker.

Helen then told me what had subsequently transpired. 
Apparently a Polish man had offered to smuggle the Blas 
family into Switzerland. The price: US$10,000. The Blas 
family agreed and then left the bunker, only to be betrayed: 
the family was handed over to the Gestapo and murdered.

Since liberation, my mother and I had believed that, had my 
father not chosen to spend one last day with fellow Jews 

on that fateful Pesach day 
and instead had moved 
into the bunker at 29 
Ogrodowa Street, my entire 
immediate family would 
have survived. However, a 
chance conversation with 
Helen Blas in Melbourne has 
ended my speculation – and 
my anguish. I now know that 
my father’s decision, albeit 
made unwittingly, led to 
my survival and that of my 
mother.

After 69 years…
Lusia Haberfeld
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Lusia Haberfeld in Konstanz,  
Germany in 1948

Lusia Haberfeld
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I t was January 1945. Meilech Kinderlerer, who had just 
turned forty-eight, was a prisoner in a concentration 
camp in occupied Poland. By this late stage of the war, 
Allied bombers were often overhead and the Soviet 

army had recently begun a new offensive. The Germans 
decided to liquidate the camp, and to march the prisoners 
west towards Breslau (Wrocław), away from the Russian 
lines.

When they were almost at the end of this march Meilech 
became ill and collapsed. One of the prisoners, a Jewish 
doctor and fellow-townsman from Sosnowiec called 
Zabrański, begged the officer in charge not to shoot 
Meilech but to leave him there, assuring the German that 
he would eventually get up and rejoin the transport. By a 
stroke of good fortune, the officer agreed.

While lying on the ground Meilech had a dream. In this 
dream his father said to him: ‘Don’t worry, you will make 
lechem mishna next Shabbat!’ He awoke with a start and 
looked about him. A blessing over bread, and before the 
week was out? It didn’t seem possible. Yet the dream had 
been so vivid! Meilech felt better, and was suddenly seized 
with a new resolve. If this is what my father has told me, 
he thought, then I’m not going to rejoin the transport!

Although still very weak, he set off as best he could, away 
from the march, but shortly encountered a German unit 
that was preparing to retreat. He was brought before 
the commanding officer and explained that he was sick. 
This was confirmed by a German doctor, who then drove 
Meilech towards the new site of his camp. Before reaching 
it, however, he was let off and told to continue on his 
own. Instead, Meilech went in a different direction, until 
he came to a village. Refused even a hot drink by locals, 
he finally met a couple of farmers who gave him some 
bread and coffee; but they were unable to let him stay 
because two German soldiers were billeted there. Meilech 
moved on, and soon caught sight of a hut that appeared 
abandoned. With his remaining strength he made for the 
hut, crawled in, and settled in a back corner.

After a time, while he was resting there, a large dog 
entered the hut. Noticing Meilech, the dog positioned itself 
inside the door, as if sitting guard. If anyone approached, it 
would growl. When two soldiers turned up outside the hut, 
the dog growled and barked, clearly ready to attack any 
intruder, and prevented the soldiers from looking inside. 
One of them wanted to shoot the animal but had only two 
bullets left – bullets that he said he must reserve for Jews. 
Annoyed and disappointed, the soldiers went away.

A little later some British prisoners of war arrived under 
German guard and were sent into the hut. Luckily there 
was one among them who knew some Polish, and the 
men quickly came to understand Meilech’s predicament. 
Their sergeant, an Irishman named Michael Hartnett, 
brought a farm-cart in which Meilech could be hidden 
under a layer of straw. But Meilech proved too large 

for the cart, so he was given a greatcoat to conceal 
his emaciated body, and his tell-tale shaved head was 
covered. When necessary, the men would press in around 
him to shield him from undue attention.

As it happened, that night one of their group escaped 
(possibly with a local girl). The sergeant told Meilech to 
assume the missing man’s name and he happily agreed. 
They changed him into the clothes the man had left 
behind, and Meilech now took the role of a British prisoner 
of war! The others arranged among themselves that, being 
in such a weak state, Meilech should be given double 
rations. That Friday evening he was able to make lechem 
mishna – the Shabbat blessing over a double portion of 
bread. Meilech’s dream about his father had come true.

Meanwhile the war was nearing its conclusion. With the 
Allies closing in, the Germans abandoned their posts 
and disappeared. Meilech was liberated with the British 
prisoners.

When it was time to be evacuated to England, he stood 
in the queue at the airfield, waiting with the other men, 
wondering what would happen when his turn came. One 
of the officials supervising the evacuees’ departure, a man 
who happened to be Jewish, ordered Meilech to ask no 
questions, say nothing – just board the next plane with the 
others and go!

Nevertheless, on the group’s arrival in London it was 
immediately realised that Meilech was different from the 
other men. He was suspected of being a spy, interrogated 
and imprisoned. But after a couple of days in captivity he 
remembered the concentration-camp number tattooed on 
his wrist and showed it to his jailers. This proved that he 
was a survivor not a spy, and he was released.

It was a Friday. Meilech was put in a car, driven though 
London and dropped in a quiet locality that seemed like 
the middle of nowhere (it was in fact Golders Green). Still 
dressed in English prison garb three sizes too large, he 
stood in the street bewildered, not knowing what to do 

Meilech Kinderlerer, about ten years after the war

Meilech’s  
Dream
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next. But as he lifted his gaze he was astonished to see 
before him – a synagogue! His heart melted. Being a 
religious Jew, a shul was exactly what he needed to see. 
Overjoyed, he slowly walked inside.

From a corner of the chamber he listened to the service 
and the prayers of the congregation. Before long he was 
approached by a man who introduced himself as 

Shabtai Schonfeld; after a short conversation he asked 
Meilech where he had come from. ‘From Gehennom,’ was 
Meilech’s reply – from Hell. And he explained that he had a 
wife and six children but did not know what had happened 
to them.

Schonfeld, who was a rabbi, made him feel very welcome. 
‘I would like to invite you to my Shabbat table tonight,’ he 
said. ‘Will you come?’ Meilech was deeply moved. ‘Yes, 
with much pleasure,’ he responded gratefully. It was the 
start of a wonderful family friendship that would span 
three generations.

That evening, when the rabbi’s family were seated at the 
Shabbat table and Meilech was called to make kiddush, he 
did not rise and go straight to the table; instead he walked 
about for some moments, holding back, as if composing 
himself. When at last he took his seat and recited the 
blessings, everyone could see, from the way he spoke and 
conducted himself, what a fine and knowledgeable person 
Meilech was.

Some weeks later, Shabtai Schonfeld paid Meilech a visit 
at the warehouse where he had promptly found him a job. 
He came in and walked around in a casual way, but since 
he had never turned up there before, Meilech asked why 
he had come to see him. At first Schonfeld shrugged the 
question off, as if it was nothing out of the ordinary; but a 
few minutes later he took Meilech aside to explain the 
reason for his visit. He had come with some important 
news: he had learnt that one of Meilech’s sons, Motek,  
had definitely survived.

***

In 1949 Meilech emigrated from England to Australia, 
where he was reunited with his family in Melbourne. For 
many years, almost until his death in 1968, he would work 
tirelessly in the service of others, dedicating himself in 
particular to the care, education and welfare of children.

As told to Alex Skovron by Mrs Mania Kinderlerer, 
Meilech’s daughter-in-law; with additional information 
from the Buxton Herald (UK), 16 August 1945. Motek 
Kinderlerer passed away in February 2011, and Mania 
in May this year.

Deakin University academics Dr Steven Cooke and 
Dr Donna-Lee Frieze have recently been working 
at the Jewish Holocaust Centre accessing 
Holocaust survivor video testimony in the Shoah 

Foundation’s Visual History Archive. Their research 
looks at what happens when survivors return to sites of 
atrocity, such as Auschwitz-Birkenau. Who do they go 
with? What are the experiences when they get there? 
How do they discuss their experiences in their testimony? 
Funded by the university’s Alfred Deakin Research 
Institute, the research will be published next year in an 
edited volume by Ashgate on the geographies of travel.

As part of this research, Steve and Donna also travelled 
to the United States in June 2012 to present a paper at 
the International Network of Genocide Scholars’ Third 
Global Conference, in San Francisco. The paper focussed 
on how the survivor video testimonies they viewed can 
be used within the Masters degree programs at Deakin 
University, particularly as part of the preparation for 
a field trip to Poland that that they hope to conduct in 
November this year.

While in the US, Steve and Donna took the opportunity 
to visit Los Angeles and held meetings at the Shoah 
Foundation at the University of Southern California. 
They also visited the Museum of Tolerance and the Los 
Angeles Museum of the Holocaust as background to their 
research for a forthcoming book on the history of the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre in Melbourne. The Los Angeles 
Museum of the Holocaust is an impressive institution. 
Recently opened next to the existing Holocaust memorial 
in Pan Pacific Park, West Hollywood, the museum 
contains a range of artefacts and images, many never 
before seen outside of Germany and Poland. What is 
particularly noteworthy is the sensitivity to place: the 
way the museum tells the story of how the Holocaust 
happened in different ways in different locations. This 
is evident in the touch screens in the museum dedicated 
to different extermination and concentrations camps. 
Most also contain images of the camps as they are today: 
an important reminder of the ongoing role of sites of 
atrocity as places of pilgrimage and of witness.

Deakin University Holocaust research update

Mania and Motek Kinderlerer
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David Prince and his twin brother, Henry, were born in 
Lodz in 1925. Their happy childhood came to an end when 
war broke out in September 1939. After surviving in the 
Lodz Ghetto until 1944, the family was transported to 
Auschwitz. As a skilled worker, David was sent to a labour 
camp. When the war ended he went to Munich to study 
pharmacy. He migrated to Australia with his wife in 1950 
and requalified as a pharmacist. He has been a guide at 
the Jewish Holocaust Centre since 1997.

I was born in Lodz, Poland, together with my twin 
brother Henry, in April 1925. Because of the Passover 
festivities, my father reported our births only three 
months later, on 21 July 1925. This discrepancy 

meant nothing to us at the time, but it turned out to be of 
enormous significance later.

My father, Izrael, was a draftsman and my mother, 
Frania, was a housewife. We had a kosher home and 
were traditional in our practice of Judaism. We lived 
in an apartment and my father worked 
from home. A year or two before the 
Second World War we became better 
off financially as my father was offered 
a more lucrative job, so we felt more 
secure and comfortable. Henry and I 
were happy children with many friends. 
I played soccer in summer and skated in 
winter, and was a good runner.

Our carefree childhood came to an abrupt 
end when the Germans marched into 
Lodz on 8 September 1939. Henry and I 
were 14 years old and at high school. In 
the winter of 1939-40 we were moved 
into the area of Lodz that was designated 
to be the ghetto – the first ‘closed’ ghetto 
on German-occupied territory. Our family 
moved in with my Auntie Mala, who 
lived in a one-room apartment with her 
husband. It was very small for the six of us, but at least 
we did not have to share a flat with strangers. Henry and 
I attended the ghetto school for a few months until it was 
closed. We then began learning a trade – Henry became 
an electrical motor winder and I became a metal turner. 

Somehow our family managed to survive the terror, fear, 
humiliation and disease that permeated the ghetto. We 
also managed to evade the numerous deportations until 
the liquidation of the ghetto in 1944. We were put on 
the very last cattle train out of the ghetto and arrived at 
Auschwitz-Birkenau on 1 September 1944.

When we arrived at Auschwitz, our mother was separated 
from us. Henry and I held our father between us to make 
him appear strong. We were herded into Block 25, a huge 
compound encompassing over 30 barracks, each with 
700 to 800 inmates, totalling over 20,000–25,000 people. 
From roll call in the morning until roll call at sunset, our 
days were spent outside the barracks with nothing to do, 
huddled together for warmth. We felt as if we were part 
of a cattle market waiting for someone else to decide our 
fate.

One day we heard someone shouting, ‘Metal Arbeiter, 
Metal Arbeiter (metal workers, metal workers)!’ We 
immediately came forward, and pushed our father 
forward to volunteer as a draftsman. We were questioned 
about our qualifications and accepted. When the clerk 
asked for our names and dates of birth, for reasons 
beyond explanation, Henry gave his date of birth as 21 
April 1924 and I gave mine as 21 July 1925 – the date 
father had registered our birth. It was only later that 
we found out that Dr Josef Mengele – the Angel of 
Death – was on the lookout for twins to take part in his 
horrendous medical experiments. 

We were sent to Friedland, a sub-camp of Gross-Rosen 
in Lower Silesia, where we worked for 12 hours a day, 
six days a week producing aeroplane propellers for the 
German airforce. We were liberated by the Soviet army 
on 8 May 1945, the last day of the war in Europe. My 
father, Henry and I survived together, but we never saw 
our mother or most of our large extended family again.

We went to Munich as we heard that 
there were opportunities to study. Henry 
studied electrical engineering and I 
studied pharmacy. It was there that I met 
Ella, a dental student who was to become 
my wife. After I had qualified, Ella and 
I migrated to Australia, arriving in 
Melbourne in 1950. My father and Henry, 
together with his wife and son, arrived 
one year later.

As my German diploma was not 
recognised in Australia, I worked as 
a turner, but eventually returned to 
study pharmacy. Ella supplemented the 
family income by working in a textile 
factory. Returning to study was no easy 
task, especially as our son, James, was 
born while I was studying. However, I 

completed the four-year pharmacy course in three years 
and after an apprenticeship, I was finally able to realise 
my dream of owning a pharmacy. Our daughter Frances 
was born in 1959, and we are now blessed with four 
lovely grandchildren and a great grandson.

Miracle, destiny, luck …
David Prince

Twins David and Henry Prince

David Prince



S ix million. What does that mean? Of course 
most of you who read this article know that 
approximately six million Jews died in the 
Holocaust. But in the end, ‘six million’ is just a 

number. What really counts are the people behind this 
number, and the fortunate ones who survived and did 
not make it into the statistics. At the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre (JHC) in Melbourne, these wonderful people speak 
about much more than numbers. They speak about their 
life stories, and for the past few months, I have had the 
pleasure of working with them. 

With all the facts and figures I learnt over the years, when 
I came to the Centre I quickly understood that I knew 
nothing about the Holocaust. This was because most of 
my education was information presented in a cold and 
sterile atmosphere, without any moving stories with which 
we could connect. 

These stories can be found at the Centre and they have 
a huge influence. I see this influence especially when 
students come to visit the Centre. They begin their visit 
with some facts, and perhaps a few ideas, but they leave 
with emotions and courage, with stories and the memory 
of what should never happen again. There is a flip chart in 
the foyer where students can leave comments. Sometimes 
I stop there and read, as some are very inspiring. One of 
the most powerful and important comments reads: ‘I don’t 
think I’ll ever hate someone again. Your story has changed 
me forever Willy. Thank you so much.’ 

This simple yet life-altering message was written by a 
young man named Jack, who is 15 or 16 years old. If the 
influence of the Jewish Holocaust Centre on someone who 
visits and speaks to a survivor is so immense, I believe 
that the Centre is doing the best it can do. And I feel that 
a person like Jack is unlikely to go out there and hurt 
others, because he now has an idea how an atrocity felt 
for someone he has met.

This is why it is important to bring as many students as 
possible into the Centre, to teach them that it is essential 
for people to respect one another, not to hate each other 
and to tolerate the differences between us, as we are all 
human and thus all equal. 

It is not just students who learn from the Centre, but 
other visitors, and even guides and volunteers like me. 
The Holocaust is a topic that is so big and linked to so 
many other events that no one can ever know it all. I 
have to admit though, that what I have learnt in these 
short months since I arrived at the JHC is already more 
than I can ever give back through work or dedication. 
I feel deeply honoured to be part of the Centre and my 
beliefs about racism and other forms of intolerance and 
discrimination gain strength with every day I work here. 
I am confident that my year at the Centre will not just 
change me, but it will also affect how I deal with situations 
of injustice in the future. 

The Holocaust survivors are most important for the 
Centre, and they are already very dear to my heart. I am 
currently working with Moshe Fiszman in his search for 
a yet-unknown woman who saved him and about 2,000 
other Jewish prisoners at the end of the Second World 
War. This woman, whom we call ‘the unknown woman 
from Scharnitz’, stood up to an SS commander who 
wanted his SS guards to execute these prisoners. She 
convinced the commander that, as United States forces 
were approaching, it no longer made sense to shoot the 
prisoners. The commander gave the order to spare them 
and left with the woman in her car. The guards left shortly 
after and the prisoners survived. Several have provided 
testimonies, although unfortunately none reveals the 
identity of this brave woman.

This event took place near Scharnitz, Tyrol, at the end of 
April 1945. We are trying to find out who this woman was, 
as she deserves recognition for her bravery. If we are able 
to find out her name, we shall apply to Yad Vashem for 
recognition for her as a ‘Righteous Among the Nations’.

As well as being involved in this significant project, I am 
translating articles, letters and other documents for the 
Centre’s archives. As German is my mother tongue, it is a 
useful skill for translating Holocaust-based material.

I am also conducting interviews with JHC Board members, 
which are published in the Centre’s monthly news bulletin, 
The Voice. I have helped on other small projects and 
events, and have also been involved in working with the 
Jewish Museum of Australia.

I am very happy to be at the Centre and am looking 
forward to the rest of my stay.

If anyone has any information about the ‘unknown woman 
of Scharnitz’ who saved many Jewish prisoners at the end 
of April 1945, please contact Dominik Armellini at the JHC 
on 9528 1985. 
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Reflections of an Austrian 
intern
Dominik Armellini

Dominik Armellini
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It is commonly known that 6 million Jews were 
murdered during the Holocaust. Many people have 
heard of Oskar Schindler, the German who owned a 
factory in Cracow, Poland, and who rescued around 

1,200 people from persecution. But how much do we 
know about other less famous people who saved Jews 
during the Holocaust?

Sixty-seven years have passed since the Holocaust. As 
time passes, more and more of the survivors and those 
who saved them are passing away, and it is important to 
keep the memory of these people alive.

The Israeli Government has bestowed the honour of 
‘Righteous Among The Nations’ on those non-Jews 
who saved Jews from Nazi persecution. Help from these 
people came in the form of concealing Jews, providing 
them with false documentation, helping them to flee from 
the grasp of the Nazis, and smuggling children out of 
harm’s way. If caught by the Nazis, punishment ranged 
from being sent to the concentration camps, to death. 
At the conclusion of 2010, Yad Vashem, the Holocaust 
Martyrs’ and Heroes’ Remembrance Authority in 
Jerusalem, had identified 23,768 ‘Righteous’ individuals 
from 45 countries.

Mrs Pieternella ‘Nell’ Van Rangelrooy, who recently 
celebrated her 100th birthday, is one of the Righteous 
Among the Nations. She now lives a quiet life at the Muse 
Gables Aged Care facility in Camberwell, Melbourne. 
However, during World War Two, her life was hard as she 
was hiding Jews in her house.

Van Rangelrooy and her husband John lived in a small 
apartment in Rotterdam with their two sons, John Jr and 
Kees. During the war they sheltered at least half a dozen 
Jews, including a journalist, a nurse and several children.

The Van Rangelrooys belonged to the Dutch 
Underground, and when a friend asked if they could hide 
some Jewish people, they agreed. Helping the Jews to 
survive changed the way the family lived, emotionally 
and financially, during the war.

Food was not plentiful, so John Van Rangelrooy collected 
extra food coupons from work at an aged care facility in 
order to be able to feed everyone. The Van Rangelrooys 
covered their windows with sheets, as lights were not 
allowed to be on at night. This also enabled the Jewish 
people they were hiding to be able to move around the 
house without being seen.

The family was able to follow the news thanks to a radio 
that they owned illegally, which was hidden underneath 
the roof. Whenever Nazis arrived to inspect the house, 

their Jewish guests hid on the roof or under the stairs. As 
the Jews could not leave the house, the Van Rangelrooys 
found a doctor they could trust to look after them if 
needed.

In 1942, Kees was five years old. As food was limited 
and his parents were concerned that he could accidently 
speak to others about the Jews the family was hiding, 
they decided to send him to live on a farm in Winterswyk. 
‘They (the Nazis) would question Kees and then he would 
be very frightened,’ John Jr recalled many years later. 
It took Nell three or four days to walk Kees to the farm 
and then return home. Towards the end of the war, when 
John Jr was eight, he too was sent to the same farm, 
where he lived for one year.

Not only was the family separated, but towards the end 
of the war, they suffered additional hardship when John 
was arrested on the suspicion of hiding Jews. He was 
sent to a concentration camp and Nell had no contact 
with him whatsoever.

John worked as a cook at the concentration camp and 
was beaten so severely that a doctor suspected he had 
tuberculosis (which after the war was found not to be 
the case). He was released after eight or nine months 
as someone unknown to the family destroyed his 
arrest papers, leaving the Nazis unable to prove their 
allegations. Despite the hardship of his imprisonment 
and the enormous risk to both their lives, upon John’s 
return home, he and Nell decided to continue to look after 
their Jewish house guests.

The Van Rangelrooys were reunited after the war and 
John began working for an American shipping company, 
travelling to Australia, Singapore and Canada. John Jr. 
had found life difficult and stressful as a child, especially 

Quiet heroes 
of the 
Holocaust
Lillian Altman

Pieternella ‘Nell’ Van Rangelrooy with her Righteous Among the Nations award



when his father was arrested and sent to concentration 
camp. Recalling that time, he said: ‘There were some 
scary moments when the Nazis would come in and 
search the house.’ 

In 1950, with the help of friends, the Van Rangelrooys 
decided to migrate to Australia to start a new life. The 
family subsequently received many awards for their 
bravery. John Van Rangelrooy died in 1972, but some 
years later a Holocaust survivor nominated John and Nell 
as Righteous Among The Nations. At the age of 75, Nell 
received official recognition – the Yad Vashem Medal 
of the Righteous Among the Nations and a Certificate 
of Honour, presented by the then-Israeli Ambassador 
to Australia, Mr Zvi Kedar, at a ceremony in Melbourne. 
A tree and plaque have been erected in honour of the 
couple at Yad Vashem. Nell has also received the Dutch 
Cross of Resistance.

Mrs Henriette ‘Jetty’ Shartel is the only woman saved 
by the Van Rangelrooys who is still alive. She remains 
very appreciative that the family put their lives at risk for 
people they did not know. She still communicates with 
the family on a regular basis and came to Australia in 
June to celebrate Nell’s 100th birthday. 

Shartel had come to live with the Van Rangelrooys when 
she was 13 and stayed with them for two years, until the 
end of the war. Before the war, she lived not far from the 
Van Rangelrooys with her father, mother and brother. 
Her father owned a business and her mother was a 
housewife. Jetty and her brother attended school, and 
Jetty aspired to become 
a nurse. She was the 
only member of her 
family who survived the 
Holocaust. She recalls 
two narrow escapes 
while hiding in the Van 
Rangelrooy’s home. The 
first occurred on 6 June 

1944, when the family 
was awaiting the delivery 
of a table for Mrs Van 
Rangelrooy’s birthday. 
When the Nazis knocked 
on the door instead, the 
guests hid, including 
Shartel, by climbing out 
a small window onto 
the roof where they sat 
undetected for six hours. 
The second incident also 
occurred when Nazis 
came to the house, but 
there was no time to 
escape. A nurse who, like 
Shartel, was in hiding, 
put on her uniform and 
told Shartel to lie in bed 
and pretend to be sick. 
The nurse answered the door, telling the soldiers: ‘You 
can come up here but be careful, there’s scarlet fever.’ 
The Nazis closed the door and left without inspecting the 
house.

Miriam Griver is another Holocaust survivor whose family 
narrowly escaped death because they were assisted 
by both Jews and non-Jews. Now aged 71, Griver is a 
member of an Israeli Knesset committee that advocates 
for the rights of Holocaust survivors. Griver was born in 
Hungary in 1941. Two years later she was sent, together 

with her mother and sister, to the Budapest Ghetto where 
70,000 Jews were incarcerated. Three months later they 
were fortunate to escape before the last transports were 
sent to Auschwitz. 

During this time, a Presbyterian priest provided Griver’s 
mother with a false birth certificate that stated she was 
a Gentile. This allowed her mother to venture out of the 
ghetto to search for food. 

Griver’s father was one of 4,000 barely clothed prisoners 
who were ordered to march in the wintery cold from 
Auschwitz to Wodzislaw as the Allied forces were 
advancing. Her father was so thin that he collapsed 
and was thought to be dead. He was thrown onto a 
mound of corpses, but survived. After escaping, he 
asked some American soldiers to collect bodies from 
the piles in order to give them a proper burial. He was 
also responsible for erecting a monument in Pocking, 
Germany, to honour these victims.

From her family’s experience, Griver has learnt about 
the importance of helping others. She refers to the 
camaraderie among the victims of the Holocaust, as 
many helped each other to survive life within and outside 
the ghettos and camps.

Whilst the designation ‘Righteous Among the Nations’ 
can only be awarded to non-Jews, Griver believes that 
the Jews who risked their own lives to help others 
should also be officially recognised. Help between Jews 
continued long after the war ended, but many people 
suppressed their wartime experiences and focused on 

rebuilding their lives – as 
did many non-Jews who 
helped Jews during the 
war.

Nell Van Rangelrooy 
rarely speaks about the 
Holocaust and when 
asked today why she hid 
Jews despite the threats 
of the Nazis, she shows 
empathy but does not go 
into detail. ‘I felt sorry for 
them, and never regretted 
what we did,’ she says. 
Her son, John, adds, 
‘There was no time to 
think about these things, 
you know. You just did 
them.’

In contrast, Jetty Shartel 
has always spoken of 
her experiences during 
the Holocaust, whereas 
Miriam Griver only 
began to speak about her 
experiences when she 
was in her late sixties. 
She has also worked to 

have those people who helped her family during the 
Holocaust officially recognised. As a result, the Israeli 
Government has awarded certificates and Israeli Defence 
Force medals to the American soldiers who helped her 
father.

Postscript: While researching and writing this story, I 
discovered that family members on my father’s side were 
killed in Poland during the Holocaust, so this has become 
a personal story for me.

Nell Van Rangelrooy
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The Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) Film Club holds 
a series of monthly film screening and panel 
discussions co-sponsored by the JHC and Deakin 
University. In February, the Film Club viewed Tor 

Ben-Mayor’s 1999 documentary, Kapo. While the film itself 
runs for a little less than sixty minutes, the interactive 
discussion between the panel and the audience ran for 
over two hours, and could certainly have continued for 
much longer. Many Holocaust films touch on emotionally 
and morally fraught topics that prompt vigorous debate, 
some more than others, and Kapo is no exception.

Kapo is one of the few films to engage directly with the 
issue of so-called ‘privileged’ Jews – those prisoners 
in the camps and ghettos who held positions that gave 
them various benefits, and often compelled them to 
behave in ways that have been judged as both self-
serving and harmful to fellow inmates. Kapos, a name 
meaning ‘heads’ or ‘chiefs’ given to those who supervised 
labour squads in the camps, were one important group 
of prisoners belonging to this category; further groups 
include the members of the Judenrat (Jewish councils) 
and Ordnungsdienst (Jewish police) in the ghettos, among 
others. 

The ethical dilemmas encountered by these victims 
have proven very problematic to deal with for Holocaust 
survivors, scholars and artists alike. After the end of World 
War Two, a number of ‘Kapo trials’ were held in Israel 
to investigate the behaviour of those who ‘co-operated’ 
with their Nazi persecutors. Taking these trials as a point 
of departure, Kapo explores the experiences of various 
individuals who held positions of ‘privilege’ in different 
Holocaust settings. Containing interviews with survivors 
filmed in Germany, Poland, Israel and Australia, the 
film raises the troubling dilemmas of how victims who 
behaved in controversial ways can be represented and 
understood, and whether or not they should be judged.

In 1986, Auschwitz survivor Primo Levi published an essay 
entitled ‘The Grey Zone’, arguably the most influential 
essay ever written on the Holocaust. Levi stressed 
that prisoners in the camps and ghettos experienced 
unprecedented persecution, in which the normal concepts 
of ‘choice’ and ‘responsibility’ were radically undermined. 
While Levi unequivocally holds the perpetrators of the 
Holocaust responsible for their actions, he argues in his 
essay that one should suspend moral evaluations of their 
victims, such as the Sonderkommandos (‘Special squads’) 

forced to work in the death camp crematoria and the 
controversial Jewish leader Chaim Rumkowski, the head of 
the Judenrat in the Lodz Ghetto. On the other hand, a close 
reading of Levi’s own writing reveals that he too passes 
judgement on those he argues should not be judged, 
raising the question that if judgement is inappropriate, 
is it in fact, given the inherently judgemental nature of 
language, inevitable? 

Levi wrote that the representation of ‘privileged’ Jews in 
film was particularly problematic, stressing that ‘the time 
has come to explore the space which separates… the 
victims from their persecutors, and to do so with a lighter 
hand, and with a less turbid spirit than has been done, for 
instance, in a number of films.’ The documentary Kapo 
is permeated with strong moral judgements of a number 
of Holocaust victims who held positions of ‘power’ 
and ‘privilege’, and fiction films such as Schindler’s List 
overwhelmingly marginalise the importance of their 
experiences and behaviour. Commonly portrayed as 
minor, insignificant characters, ‘privileged’ Jews are 
repeatedly represented in a negative light, often before 
being absolved by their own or others’ courageous acts. 
However, in the more than twenty years that have passed 
since Levi wrote his essay, hundreds more Holocaust-
related films have been made, several of which reject 
stereotypical representations of Jews as passive victims, 
heroic martyrs or complicit traitors, and confront in a 
more nuanced manner the ethical dilemmas of ‘privileged’ 
Jews. Examples include Tim Blake Nelson’s The Grey Zone 
(2001), Joseph Sargent’s Out of the Ashes (2003), Audrius 
Juzenas’ Ghetto (2005), and Stefan Ruzowitzky’s The 
Counterfeiters (2007).

The complex and sensitive issue of ‘privileged’ Jews has 
been and remains a particularly controversial aspect of the 
Holocaust. Recent research has suggested that the issue 
has been marginalised both in academic scholarship and 
popular culture, and to a significant extent remains taboo. 
On a recent trip to the Sydney Jewish Museum, I was told 
by one guide that she does not talk about such matters 
with visitors; that the issue is too difficult to discuss. Yet 
the complicated subject at the core of Levi’s ‘grey zone’ 
continues to be raised, most recently with the release 
of a 2008 documentary directed by Gaylen Ross on the 
much-criticised Hungarian Jew, Rudolf Kasztner, in Killing 
Kasztner – a film that will undoubtedly stir emotion and 
controversy, but just as importantly, provoke thought and 
discussion.

Please contact the Jewish Holocaust Centre on 9528 1985 
or visit www.jhc.org.au for full screening details. If you 
would like to join the JHC Film Club mailing list, please 
email Adam Brown, abrown@deakin.edu.au.

‘Privilege’, 
judgement and 
Holocaust film: 
unearthing a 
sensitive subject
Adam Brown

(l-r) Deb Waterhouse-Watson, Adam Brown  
and Phillip Maisel OAM
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Reviewed by Elaine Davidoff

Fictionalised accounts of the Holocaust – in either 
books or films – are often fraught with difficulties 
and lead to divided opinion amongst Holocaust 
survivors and educators. Some even go so far as 

to say this should never be done. The children’s book The 
Boy in the Striped Pyjamas certainly elicited strong views 
on both sides of the argument.

Fortunately, The Wrong Boy by Melbourne author Suzy 
Zail has avoided many of the common missteps. In telling 
this compelling story, Zail never allows fanciful scenarios 
to obfuscate the brutal reality of life as it was, firstly in 
the ghettos and ultimately in the death camps.

Narrated in the first person by Hanna Mendel, the fifteen-
year-old daughter of a middle-class Hungarian family 
forced to live in the Debrecen Ghetto, the reader is 
taken on Hanna’s journey from the early days of the Nazi 
occupation of Hungary in March 1944, when Hanna’s 
non-Jewish friends begin to shun her, to the daily trauma 
of trying to survive in Auschwitz-Birkenau.

An accomplished and talented pianist, Hanna dreams 
of following in the footsteps of the famous German 
pianist, Clara Schumann. Although these aspirations are 
shattered once Hungary is under Nazi rule, the thread of 
Hanna’s ambition and ability runs throughout the novel: 
ultimately it is her talent that affords her a way out of 
the back-breaking work in the quarries, while her steely 
ambition reflects her determined character. 

While living in the Debrecen Ghetto the family manages 
to sustain a reasonable semblance of normal life – they 
do at least have each other and Hanna has her beloved 
August Forster piano. But all this changes in June 1944 
when, as Hanna narrates, ‘we were to assemble outside 
the synagogue at eight o’clock the following morning.  
We were allowed one bag each and enough food for three 
days.’ The ghetto is to be closed, the Jews ‘resettled’ – 
somewhere.

After spending a short time in the Serly brickyards with 
hundreds of other Jews, the Mendels are put into cattle 
cars and sent to Auschwitz where their family unit is 
brutally shattered as Hanna’s father, Samuel, is taken 
away. Very soon after this Hanna’s mother, her Anyu, 
begins her descent into madness while her once-feisty 
sister, Erika, starts to lose hope and seems about to 
fade away. All Hanna has to hold on to is the black C-flat 
key that she hurriedly removed from her piano before 
leaving the ghetto. She clutches onto this and it becomes 
a symbol of her resolve to survive and remain human in 
this most inhumane of places.

While obviously 
aware of the 
sensibilities of her 
young readers, 
Zail does not resile 
from describing the 
mindless cruelty and 
barbaric treatment of 
the women prisoners 
in Hanna’s barrack. 
Life in Auschwitz 
is never fabricated 
to soften its harsh 
reality and the 
reader’s heart will 
break over and over 
again for what this 
young woman and 
her fellow prisoners 
have to endure.

Zail also alludes 
to the complex ‘politics’ amongst the prisoners and 
describes the breakdown of ‘nice’ behaviour in the face 
of death or survival. ‘It was easy to die in Birkenau… I 
wanted to make it out alive so I did things I wasn’t proud 
of. I stayed silent when other girls were beaten and I 
stole from an inmate. I woke up one morning to find the 
girl who’d been sleeping next to me was dead, so I did 
what I’d seen dozens of girls do before me, I searched her 
pockets for a crust of bread.’

Hanna is eventually rescued from the endless brutality of 
the camp when the commandant, Captain Jager, requires 
a pianist to entertain his guests at his house, just outside 
the camp. Having won the audition process, Hanna 
finds herself making daily visits to play her beloved 
Mozart, Beethoven and Chopin on the captain’s piano. 
It is during these visits that Hanna encounters Karl, the 
commandant’s son, who is so disgusted by her – as it 
seems to Hanna – that he refuses to look at her.

In time Hanna comes to understand the true nature of 
Karl’s feelings about the madness around him, and a 
dangerous and compelling attraction develops between 
these two young people who are caught in a hideous 
drama not of their making. Although young readers may 
become caught up in this romantic subplot, Zail does not 
allow it to develop into more than what it is: a secondary 
theme that helps to propel the narrative. 

One of the book’s strongest messages is that in life very 
little is either entirely good or entirely evil, and that 
things are often not exactly as they seem. It is to Zail’s 
credit that she allows these dichotomies to play out, not 
only in Hanna’s relationship with Karl, but also in the 
behaviour of camp authorities, amongst the prisoners 
and even, as shown, in Hanna herself. 

Suzy Zail is the daughter of a Holocaust survivor who 
shared his experiences with her not long before his death. 
She has clearly researched her material well and has 
written a compelling, affecting and worthwhile book. 
Hopefully, young readers will be moved and curious 
enough to want to learn more upon reaching the final page.

BOOK REVIEW

The Wrong Boy
Published by Black Dog Press

Written by Suzy Zail
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Reflections 
on the Adult 
March of  
the Living
Natalie Taft

I went on the Adult March of the Living (AMOTL) last year 
with my father, two sisters and cousin, and for me it was a 
life-changing experience – so much so that I encouraged my 
husband to participate in this year’s AMOTL, together with 

his mother and family from Israel.

My mother was born in Bialystok and her family that remained 
there, and my father’s family in the Ukraine, all perished in 

the Holocaust. My parents were not Holocaust survivors, but 
growing up in Melbourne and attending a Jewish day school, 
we were surrounded by Holocaust survivors, both teachers 
and parents. This had an extraordinary effect on our lives. 

This year I had the honour of participating in the AMOTL as 
a leader, together with Tali Nates, a wonderful educator from 
South Africa. The ten adults from Australia were a smaller 

group, but joining the South African, Canadian 
and American participants was a truly unique 
experience. The whole group had such 
diverse backgrounds and experiences, and the 
warmth, inclusiveness and support was felt by 
all. I will never forget our times on the bus with 
the open microphone. We shared lots of tears, 
but many laughs, and vodka, as well!

After an incredible week in Poland and a few 
days in Israel, I have returned to Melbourne 
and hit the ground running, back to reality 
and work. I would like to thank everyone 
for making the AMOTL so memorable an 
experience, one that will have a profound 
effect on all our lives. AMOTL is a unique 
program that weaves together Jewish history 
and personal testimonies. To bear witness and 
pass on this tragic part of our Jewish history 
is an obligation we must undertake for future 
generations. 

(l-r) Amiel Gottlieb, Rita Gottlieb, Pearl Schon, Ann Harris, Renny Rychter,  
Robby Rychter, Sonia (a Polish student) and Geoff Sandler

The Australian, South African and American AMOTL contingent
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In February 2012, the group originally established for 
retired guides and volunteers of the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre (JHC) invited all guides and volunteers at the 
Centre to attend its functions. We are hoping that 

this bi-monthly meeting will encourage people to come 
together to get to know one another, as well as acting as 
a forum for professional development. As new volunteers 
begin work at the Centre the Social Club provides them 
with the opportunity to meet others who have been 
involved at the Centre for many years.

Our first speaker this year was the Hon Michael Danby, 
MP, who spoke about current political issues. Around 70 
people attended this stimulating and enjoyable event.

Rabbi Genende, from Caulfield Hebrew Congregation, 
spoke about Purim, the role of Queen Esther in saving 
the Jewish people, and the important role of women in 
Judaism.

Dr Tammy Herring spoke about ‘Optimising health in 
later years’, focusing on medicines and the importance of 
understanding what is prescribed. She provided practical 
information about pharmacists who will come to the home 
to check medicines to ensure that they have not expired or 
are no longer necessary.

Timmy Rubin, a prison chaplain, told us fascinating stories 
about the prisons and the work she does visiting the 
Jewish prisoners, and Danny Elbaum spoke to us about 
the origins of Hatzollah, providers of emergency care 
in the Jewish community, and the incredible work and 
dedication of the volunteers who are on call 24/7.

Debbie Enker, a popular television critic, delighted us 
with her interesting talk, and Rabbi Ronnie Figdor gave 

a thought-provoking presentation on creation. Israeli 
Ambassador Yuval Rotem and refugee advocate Shaynee 
Cullen both gave interesting and informative talks.

We meet every second Thursday from 11:30am to 1:00pm. 
Bagels and coffee are served and we have many exciting 
speakers lined up for the rest of the year.

For further information about the JHC Social Club,  
please contact Barbara Sacks on 9596 9857 or Max Wald 
on 9676 2975.

JHC Social Club
Barbara Sacks

(l-r) Dr Tammy Herring and Barbara Sacks

Members of the JHC Social Club with Israeli Ambassador, His Excellency Yuval Rotem
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IIn recent months the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) 
has been a hive of activity, focusing on the launch of 
The Rescuers photographic exhibition and the public 
program that followed. The Friends team assisted in 

hosting the launch and welcoming over 200 guests.

A highlight of July was the visit of the Prime Minister Julia 
Gillard, which was an enormous logistic and security 
operation. The Friends team was there to assist with 
managing the flow of people and engaging with the many 
dignitaries and members of the public. Later that evening 
the Young Friends, capably led by Lauren Spitalnic, held 
their own Rescuers opening ‘Meet and Greet’ event.

In August we held a movie night at the Classic Cinema 
featuring the new Australian movie The Sapphires, set in 
the heady days of the late 1960s when four young, talented 
singers from a remote Aboriginal mission are discovered 

by an unlikely talent scout. The function was attended by 
over 200 people. Once again we appreciate the support of 
the Classic Cinema’s owners, Lindy and Eddie Tamir, and 
look forward to our continuing association with them.

We aim to increase the Friends membership and publicise 
the Centre to as many people as possible, covering all age 
groups. We invite you to consider becoming involved in 
our activities if you are not as yet involved.

For further information about the Friends Committee and 
functions, please contact Goldie Birch on 0407 560 515

Help support the activities of the Centre by becoming a Friend
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Title _____ First Name ________________________________  Surname ______________________________________________

Address ____________________________________________________________________________________  postcode __________

Daytime Contact Number __________________________ Mobile __________________________

E-mail ___________________________________________

          Cheque payable to: Friends of the Jewish Holocaust Centre

Credit Card:            Visa            Mastercard            Diners            Amex

Card No:    

Expiry Date: ________ /________

Cardholder Name: _________________________________________________________

Signature: ________________________________________________________________ 

        $25 Single            $45 Family            $15 Single Concession $ ________________

        Tick here for Young Friends (under 35) $ ________________

DONATION (All donations over $2 are tax deductible) $ ________________

                                                                                                            TOTal aMOuNT $ ________________

Please send payment to:

Friends of the Jewish  
Holocaust Centre  

13-15 Selwyn Street,  
Elsternwick 3185      

Telephone: 9528 1985 
Fax: 9528 3758

Email: friends@jhc.org.au 
Website: www.jhc.org.au

PaYMENT DETaIlS

FrIENDS aNNual MEMBErSHIP

FRIENDS Friends of the 
Jewish Holocaust 
Centre    Goldie Birch

(l-r) Michelle Marks, Rosi Meltzer, Sabbie Berger and Goldie Birch  
at The Sapphires movie night

(l-r) Alice Peer, Lauren Spitalnic and Goldie Birch

Photo: Michael Ross Photography
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On 26 July 2012, more than 100 guests attended 
The Rescuers exhibition launch hosted by the 
Young Friends sub-committee of the Friends of 
the Jewish Holocaust Centre. The Young Friends 

committee aims to incorporate the Holocaust Centre into 
the lives of the 18–30-year-old age group.

The foyer of the Centre was lined with tables full of 
scrumptious treats and drinks. As guests began to arrive 
at 7.30pm it was evident the night would be an instant 
success. The foyer, museum and Rescuers exhibition 
were packed with people who all have a shared interest 
in the promotion of tolerance, respect and Holocaust 
remembrance.

Towards the end of the evening it was clear that guests 
did not wish to leave. They all had a strong connection to 
the Holocaust Centre and were making new friends and 
talking with each other about their family connections to 
the Holocaust. This informal ‘meet and greet’ definitely 
ignited some new friendships.

Following the event, one person wrote: ‘Thank you Young 
Friends for hosting us at the Jewish Holocaust Centre. 
Your tour and the presentation on global genocides 
reiterated a firm message of tolerance and peace, and the 
need for personal strength drawn from compassion when 
faced with the decision to help those most in need.’

 A big ‘thank you’ to David Majtlis, Hayley Hellinger, 
Tamara Gotlib and Michael Ross, the AUJS team, Jewish 
organisations and the Chabad campus team for helping 
make the night a success.

The Young Friends look forward to hosting many more 
events in the near future. 

For further information about Young Friends, please email 
Lauren Spitalnic:lspitalnic@hotmail.com 

Young Friends host a ‘Meet 
and Greet’
Lauren Spitalnic

(l-r) Hayley Hellinger, Lauren Spitalnic and David Majtlis

Photo: Michael Ross Photography

(l-r) Sharyn Lawdowski, Belinda Krechman and Tarry Friedman

Photo: Michael Ross Photography

Bryam Lim and Alicia Chisholm 

Photo: Michael Ross Photography

World Federation of  
Jewish Child Survivors

of the Holocaust and 
Descendants

The 24th Annual International Conference will be held 
in Cleveland, Ohio, USA from 26-29 October 2012.

For further information see the Federation’s web page 
at www.holocaustchild.org



(l-r) Michael Cohen; Dr Shmuel Rosenman, Chairman, International March of 
the Living International; Jayne Josem; and Cedric Geffen 

SEEN AROUND THE CENTRE
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(l-r) David Bird and Prof Paul Bartrop at the launch of Mr Bird’s book 
Nazi Dreamtime: Australian Enthusiasts for Hitler’s Germany

New Austrian Ambassador, Dr Helmut Böck with (l-r) Michael 
Cohen, Pauline Rockman OAM and Warren Fineberg

Outgoing German Consul Dr Anne-Marie Schleich (centre) with (standing) Willie 
Lermer, Abram Goldberg and Pauline Rockman OAM and (seated) new Honorary 

German Consul Michael Pearce SC and Claudia Holoch, German Vice-Consul

Students from the Arava, Israel, with Rosa Krakowski
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The Centre farewells outgoing Austrian Ambassador, Dr Hannes Porias. (l-r) Pauline 
Rockman OAM, Claude Fromm, Michael Cohen, Jayne Josem, Warren Fineberg, Dr Porias 

and Dominik Armellini

Viv Parry (l) visits the Centre with the Winja Ulupna Women’s Group

Austrian intern Dominik Armellini with his mother, aunt, sister and cousin 
during their Australian visit

Lee Fuhler (l), President of the Romani Association of Australia, 
with Pauline Rockman OAM and Warren Fineberg

Maria Lewit OAM and Croatian Consul-General  
Antun Babic



I came across this photo in the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre collection. When you look at it you see two 
people praying, but the power of this image relates 
to that which we cannot see, that is, the horrific sight 

that these two men see before them – a ditch filled with 
emaciated rotting corpses. 

The photo was donated by Hanka Gross, a Holocaust 
survivor, who was born in 1921 near Silesia in Poland. 
Her tragic tale is sadly all-too-familiar. Her family went 
from freedom, to incarceration in a ghetto, to deportation 
to Auschwitz, where Hanka was separated from them. 
Her head was shaved; her arm was tattooed. Stripped of 
her identity, she was sent to work as a slave in a sewing 
workshop in Birkenau. In January 1945, with the approach 
of the Russian liberating forces, Hanka was sent on a death 
march and eventually found herself in Bergen-Belsen, 
from where she was liberated in April 1945.

Bergen-Belsen in 1945 was pure hell, overcrowded, with 
death and disease rampant. Typhus, dysentry, starvation 
and tuberculosis killed tens of thousands of prisoners each 
month that year. Every account from liberating soldiers 
is harrowing to read; the impact upon these hardened 
soldiers was tremendous. Tragically, death did not stop 
with liberation; an estimated 500 inmates per day died in 
the days following liberation.

British troops arrived at Bergen-Belsen on 15 April 1945. It 
is hard to imagine today that moment when the liberators 
arrived, unprepared as they were to come face to face with 
the barbarity that had taken place beyond the barbed wire. 
Statements like the following from Lieutenant-Colonel R 
I G Taylor, the Commanding Officer of the 63rd Anti-Tank 
Regiment, describe the unimaginable landscape: 

A great number of them [the inmates] were little 
more than living skeletons with haggard yellowish 
faces. Most of the men wore a striped pyjama 
type of clothing — others wore rags, while women 
wore striped flannel gowns or any other clothing 
they had managed to acquire. Many of them were 
without shoes and wore only socks and stockings. 
There were men and women lying in heaps on both 
sides of the track. Others were walking slowly and 
aimlessly about — a vacant expression on their 
starved faces. 

BBC journalist, Richard Dimbleby, who created a most 
powerful audio recording of his impressions at liberation, 
simply states, ‘This day at Belsen was the most horrible of 
my life.’

Australian war artist, Alan Moore, was among the 
liberating forces and later he remarked:

It was a death camp, Belsen. They intended for 
people not to come out at all… I had been on all 
fronts … but when I entered Belsen I wanted to get 
out of the army again, I wanted to finish, it affected 
me so much.

During his days at Belsen, Lieutenant Moore took many 
photographs, which are stored in the Australian War 
Memorial Archive. He said that he took the photos because 
the scenes he witnessed were so far beyond human 
comprehension that he felt obligated to document them 
with photographs, lest anyone in the future doubt that his 
drawings were accurate. We are privileged to have one 
of his powerful drawings in our collection at the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre depicting a starving woman, literally 
dying as he was sketching her.

The British troops had to deal with the immediate 
challenge of feeding tens of thousands of survivors, 
reducing the mortality rate, and preventing the spread of 
infectious diseases. The death rate, however, remained 
high, averaging 300 to 400 deaths per day. Even one 
month later, it was still just under 100 deaths per day. In 
addition to the more than 13,000 corpses found by the 
British liberators upon their arrival, nearly 14,000 former 
prisoners died during the month after liberation. 

Of all the challenges facing the liberating forces, the most 
harrowing was the need to bury the masses of dead. At 
first, presumably as a form of punishment, the British 
forced the former SS guards to remove and inter the 
corpses in mass graves, and many photos were taken 
of these scenes. However, this method was too slow, so 
the British brought in bulldozers to complete the task. 
Images of the corpses, and of the burial process, were 
wired around the world. It is these repugnant images 
that provided the rest of the world with a vision of the 
terror that Nazi Germany had inflicted upon its enemies, 
predominantly the Jews of Europe.

One of a series of photographs taken in Germany in 1945 on the site of 
the death camp of Bergen-Belsen liberated by the British on 15 April 1945

A Prayer for the Dead: a lament for 
that which we cannot see
Jayne Josem
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STORIES FROM THE COLLECTION

Source: Jewish Holocaust Centre
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As part of the burial process, one of the duties of the army 
chaplains was to recite prayers for the dead. 

On the left in this photo is 37-year-old Jesuit priest Father 
Michael Morrison, who originally came from County Kerry 
in Ireland. He joined the British Army as a chaplain soon 
after the outbreak of war. His first foreign posting was 
in the Middle East in October 1942, and for the next few 
years he performed mass each week and gave counselling 
to the troops. 

His life changed radically when his regiment was sent 
to liberate Bergen-Belsen concentration camp in April 
1945. He was assigned to Camp No 1, the ‘horror camp’, 
and dealt with the dead and dying every day. After a little 
while he decided to perform a mass. He described this first 
mass as one of the most memorable moments in his life, 
as hundreds of people of different religions came to pray 
together. He demonstrated incredible courage in his time 
at Belsen, but returned from war a broken man, plagued 
by ill health for the rest of his life. After the war Father 
Morrison was sent to Melbourne, Australia where he 
served as a parish priest. 

Hanka Gross migrated to Melbourne in 1949, and soon 
after met a woman who enquired about the number 
tattooed on her arm. When Hanka explained that she had 
been in Auschwitz and Bergen-Belsen during the war, the 
woman recognised the name Bergen-Belsen because her 
local priest had mentioned it. Soon Hanka Gross met this 
priest, Father Morrison, and they immediately recognised 
each other, as Hanka had worked for him as an interpreter. 
They began a friendship that lasted for many years; not 
many people had visited hell as they had. Father Morrison 
became known for his work with refugees in Melbourne, 
but eventually he retired to Ireland where he died.

The chaplain on the right in the photo was Reverend Leslie 
Hardman, a 32-year-old Jewish chaplain in the British 
Armed Forces. Hardman was the first Jewish chaplain 
to enter Belsen following liberation, attached to the 8th 
Corp of the British 2nd Army. He immediately tried to 
bring comfort to the survivors by saying Kaddish, the 
Jewish prayer for the dead. When the army began using 
bulldozers to push the bodies into the mass graves, he 
spoke to the drivers and asked them to try to bury the 
victims with dignity. In fact that was his main goal at 
Belsen – to restore dignity to the dead.

If you look closely at the image, Rev Hardman appears not 
to be wearing the traditional Jewish head-covering, the 
kippah. Following screening of a show on television about 
the liberation of Belsen, Hardman reported that someone 
from his congregation complained about his failure to don 
the kippah. ‘Can you imagine that?’ Hardman rejoined, 
‘There I was, burying thousands of bodies, and all this 
man cared about was that I wasn’t wearing a hat.’

Hardman is perhaps best known for the quote he provided 
to a BBC commentator, which was no doubt framed by his 
experience in Belsen. Hardman said, ‘If all the trees in the 
world turned into pens, all the waters in the oceans turned 

into ink and the heavens turned into paper, it would still be 
insufficient material to describe the horrors these people 
suffered under the SS.’

Returning to the photo: in the course of my research I 
discovered that the Imperial War Museum in London 
holds this image in their archive. When I saw their image 
I realised that ours has been slightly cropped. In the 
original image we have a glimpse of what the chaplains 
can see, the dead bodies in the ditch before them. This is 
significant because when I looked at our holding I could 
only see two men praying, but looking at the original 
image I can see why.

And when I look at this photo of two men standing close 
together in a desolate landscape praying, each praying 
according to his own tradition with different words and 
different voices, I wonder whether dealing so directly with 
the atrocities and with the survivors brought these two men 
closer together. Suddenly their differences mattered little. 
They were both religious men whose calling was to help their 
fellow men and women in the terrible terrain of war. They 
had been confronted with the absolute worst of mankind. 
They were both navigating alien territory without a road map, 
looking in their respective scriptures for the way through. 

Father Morrison and Reverend Hardman stood together 
and prayed. They prayed for the dead before them, and 
they prayed for all humanity, knowing that after Belsen, 
everything would be different.

Original, uncropped photo, found in the Imperial War Museum Archive 
Source: Imperial War Museum, London

what’s on at the Jewish Holocaust Centre
The Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) has a busy program of speakers, exhibitions, workshops, 
film nights run by the JHC Film Club and social events run by the Friends of the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre. Details of all future events can be found on the Centre’s web page at 
www.jhc.org.au. If you do not use a computer, please phone the Centre on 9528 1985 for 
information about up-coming events.

Thanks to Jewish Holocaust Centre volunteer Ann Kabillo 
for her research for this story.
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The following are additions to the Centre’s collection 
from January to June 2012:

1. Metal sign in German ‘Juden Unerwüncsht (Jews  
 undesirable)’; Metal sign in German ‘Juden warden 
 nicht bedient (Jews are not served)’; Jewish patch 
 with Star of David in red and yellow # 5192 Dachau;  
 and Jewish metal stamp used for official documents. 
 These items are unauthenticated.
 Donor: Robert O’Keefe

2. Tfillin (Phylactery) found at Theresienstadt
 Donor: Netta Warda

3. Tfillin (Phylactery) in a velvet bag and five prayer books 
 in Hebrew.
 Donor: Linda Golde McNiece 

4. Resistance armband from Denmark, 1945.
 Donor: John Lloyd

5. Copies of letters concerning grandfather of donor and 
 his involvement in the Dutch Resistance, together with 
 a photograph of him with his three children.
 Donor: Jessica Foeken

6. Deutsches Reisepass (German passport) marked ‘J’, 
 issued on 24 February 1941 for ‘Altmann (Mrs) Gertrud’. 
 Donor: William J (Bill) Forrest OAM

7. Documents relating to the late Abraham and Basia 
 Kane, who were from Bialystok. They were in Russia 
 during the Second World War.
 Donor: Michael Lewin, Executor for the late Abraham 
 and Basia Kane

The Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) collection is a vital 
repository of Holocaust-era material. Artefacts and 
documents are carefully catalogued and stored in a 
state-of-the-art temperature-controlled facility to ensure 
their preservation for future generations. The JHC invites 
members of the public who have precious items relating 
to the Holocaust to consider donating them to our 
collection for safekeeping.

New acqisitions
Claude Fromm

COLLECTIONS

Tfillin found at Theresienstadt

Armband worn by resistance fighters in Denmark, 1945
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Henry Buch, a child survivor of the Holocaust, has 
donated to the Jewish Holocaust Centre and 
dedicated a plaque in memory of his family.

Henry was born in 1941 in the Warsaw ghetto, 
where his family had a large textile business. The ghetto 
was being slowly emptied and there were regular round-
ups to transport people to camps. When the round-ups 
occurred, the family hid behind a false wall and, as Henry 
was very young, his mouth was taped up. His father, 
however, was apprehended by the Germans one evening 
and transported to Majdanek, where he was murdered, 
but the rest of the family survived. Henry was wrapped in 
a paper parcel, smuggled out of the ghetto and given to a 
Polish family. He was subsequently hidden by a number 
of families and, by the end of the Second World War, was 
living in an orphanage in Paris. His mother, who had been 
liberated from a slave labour camp, eventually found 
him, but at first he was not willing to go with this strange 
woman who assured him that she was indeed his real 
mother.

After the war Henry came to Australia with his mother, 
grandmother and aunt. The family lived initially in 

Bacchus March, later moving to Parkville. Life was easier 
once Henry mastered English. He gained good marks 
at school and later qualified as a physiotherapist and 
podiatrist. He has been involved in many welfare and 
social groups, has been a councillor of the City of Glen 
Eira, and served as a volunteer at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre for many years.

The plaque dedicated to Henry’s family is a befitting 
memorial to survivors and victims of the Holocaust, 
providing future generations with a place to visit and 
reflect on their ancestors and events of the Holocaust. 
By honouring his family Henry has also supported 
the Jewish Holocaust Centre to continue its work as a 
memorial to victims of the Holocaust and as Australia’s 
only dedicated Holocaust museum and education 
institution.

If you would like further information about donations or 
bequests to the Centre please contact Reuben Zylberszpic 
on 9528 1985.

Remembering  
his family  
through giving

Don’t miss the chance to become a 

Partner in Remembrance
through the Jewish Holocaust Centre Foundation to ensure the ongoing success of JHC.

Three levels are available, payable over five years. 
All donations are fully tax deductible

 Gold Partner $18,000 
 Silver Partner $10,000 
 Bronze Partner $5,000

Each ‘Partner in remembrance’ will be acknowledged.

Further details are available from Helen Mahemoff, Chair of the Foundation

t: 9822 8080 or 0417 323 595

Plaque honouring the memory of Sewek and Sara Buch

(l-r) Jason, Henry, Brenda and Debbie Buch
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In March Jewish Care honoured Henri Korn as Volunteer of 
the Year. Henri, who is a child survivor, is a guide and Board 
member at the Jewish Holocaust Centre and President of Child 
Survivors of the Holocaust. At Jewish Care he is a member 

of the Claims Conference Holocaust Survivors Committee, 
overseeing how funds from the German, Austrian and Hungarian 
governments paid as compensation to Holocaust survivors are 
spent. He is also involved in Jewish Care’s education program, 
speaking to staff on issues related to the Holocaust, including the 
traumas some survivors continue to face.

Mazal tov Henri!

Henri Korn, Jewish Care  
Volunteer of the Year

The Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) has 
recently held two joyous celebrations – to 
mark the 90th birthdays of Rose Freilich in 
March and Phillip Maisel OAM in August. 

Both Rose and Phillip are Holocaust survivors and 
long-time volunteers at the Centre. Rose, together 
with Sabina Josem, has worked tirelessly to run the 
Centre’s library. Phillip, who is the Centre’s Head of 
Testimonies, has dedicated the past two decades 
to videotaping testimonials of Holocaust survivors 
– now named ‘The Phillip Maisel Testimonies 
Project’. Both Rose and Phillip were presented with 
certificates of appreciation in their honour. 

We wish them both Mazal tov!

Henri and Sandra Korn

Rose Freilich and Phillip Maisel 
OAM: celebrating 180 years!

Rose Freilich and Phillip Maisel OAM

(l-r): Ewa Krawcyzk, Pola Konkolewska, Cesia 
Goldberg, Phillip Maisel OAM and Abram Goldberg

Gery Kras and Phillip Maisel OAM Rose Freilich surrounded by friends
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Pinhas Wiener was a straight talker. He said what he 
thought, and he thought what he said. On the eve of his 
death, in hospital, his thoughts turned back to the city of 
his birth. ‘Lodz was a dirty, polluted city,’ he whispered. 
‘But it was my home, and the home of my mamushka and 
tatushka.’ 

Pinche Wiener, as many called him, was born in Lodz on 
25 April 1917. His parents, Moishe and Royza, were active 
members of the Jewish socialist movement, the Bund. A 
close-knit family, they lived in a third floor apartment at 28 
Szkolna Street. His parents imbued Pinche with a love of 
Yiddish culture and sent him to the Bund youth groups, Skif 
and Tsukunft, and the Bund-run Medem School.

As a child Pinche was a mischief-maker with a leaning 
towards adventure and risk taking. His brother Bono, three 
years younger, became his partner in mischief. They would 
climb over the roofs of Lodz en route from school, a source 
of great anxiety for their mother who saw them making 
their way over the roofs from the kitchen window.

When war broke out Pinche served in the Polish army. He 
was captured by the Germans and after spending time in a 
prisoner of war camp he stole across the border to Russia. 
He was arrested by a Red Army patrol and taken by train 
under armed guard to Lvov where he spent months locked 
with over a hundred prisoners in one large cell. A drum 
served as a toilet, and the only window was tiny and placed 
high up, restricting the inmates to a glimpse of sky. All night 
a light burned. 

Pinche was taken late at night to be interrogated. His 
interrogators looked bored, at other times threatening. They 
wanted him to confess to being a foreign spy. Always the 
same questions, night after night, to the sound of a dripping 
tap, and a single globe swinging back and forth.

Towards the end of 1940, the inmates were marched to the 
station, herded into cattle wagons, and conveyed thousands 
of kilometres to Kotlas, a frontier town at the end of the 
northwestern line. They journeyed by barge to Pechora on 
the flanks of the Urals. They trudged over the snow and 
across frozen streams. Pinche was so exhausted the snow 
seemed like a warm pillow. He sank down to what would 
have been certain death, save for the efforts of a fellow 
prisoner, a former Polish policeman. He kicked Pinche 
awake and dragged him to his feet. 

The prisoners arrived at Vorkuta, a vast labour camp in the 
Arctic Circle, where Pinche was set to work in coal mines, 
waist deep in cold water, deep beneath the earth. Ironically 
the ‘classless society’ had evolved into an exploitative 
hierarchy in which the political prisoners were on the 
bottom rung as slave labourers. One rung above them 
stood the criminals, who lorded it over them. On the highest 
rung stood the party apparatchiks and commissars.

On 13 October 1941, the Polish prisoners were freed. They 
were conveyed by barge back south, abandoned on the 
banks of the Pechora and left to fend for themselves. The 
larger band broke up into smaller gangs. Some resorted 

to stealing food at knifepoint, or dug potatoes out of the 
frozen earth until they reached the railway line. They leapt 
on board moving trains and leapt off at the outskirts of 
kolkhozes where they scavenged leftover food from the 
fields. Pinche spent the remainder of the war working as an 
electrician at a hydroelectric station in Soviet Uzbekistan.

He emerged from his years as a Soviet prisoner with a 
visceral hatred of totalitarianism, and disillusioned with his 
youthful ideals. His hatred remained a lifelong obsession 
and he viewed all politics through this prism. He was 
plagued by the erosion of his youthful ideals. ‘Aron, we 
thought we would save the world,’ he often told me. ‘Aron, 
remember, we proved to be idiots.’ Pinche prided himself 
on his camp experience: ‘I may be an ignoramus in many 
things’ he said, ‘but in two things I am a professor – in 
hunger and mud – and you can add lice. I know every 
nuance of hunger, every texture of mud. In this I have a 
doctorate.’

Pinche returned to Poland in 1946, to news of the death of 
his parents in the Lodz Ghetto. His brother Bono had spent 
the war years as a Bund activist in the ghetto before being 
deported to Auschwitz and Mauthausen. After they were 
reunited the brothers made a pact to support each other for 
the rest of their lives.

The attempts of the Bund to regroup and renew Jewish 
life in post-war Poland became untenable after the 
Communists came to power. Bono and Pinche escaped 
Poland in September 1948 in a group of six Bund comrades. 
They arrived in Australia in 1950 and worked for a year 
as contract labourers in the Australian bush and on the 
railways, out of Perth and Adelaide, before settling in 
Melbourne in 1951. The brothers readily took to Australia, 
and its rough and ready egalitarian ways.

Pinche could be a very difficult man. He was argumentative 
and uncompromising when it came to his political views. 
He had fallings out with friends. But he also had, as his 
close friend Moshe Ajzenbud put it, ‘a sentiment for people,’ 
and remained loyal despite the arguments. He maintained 
a lifelong allegiance to the Bund. In the final weeks he 
reaffirmed: ‘Aron, I was a Bundist and I still am a Bundist.’

Pinche got on well with children; indeed he remained an 
eternal child himself. He became a surrogate grandfather 
to my son Alexander, who appreciated his straight talking 
ways. He often had us over to dinner at his Elwood house, 
where he lived in his later years with Sonia Lizaron, a 
Yiddish actress and singer he had known in childhood. 
Sonia was liberated in Bergen-Belsen where she helped 
form a Yiddish theatre that performed in Displaced Persons 
Camps throughout Europe. She lived in Paris, moved to 
New York, and finally settled in Melbourne as Pinche’s 
partner. When they moved to the Gary Smorgon House for 
the aged, Pinche continued to welcome us with a glass of 
‘medicine’, as he called his beloved vodka. 

Pinche taught me much about certain aspects of life, 
particularly in those final months when a fall landed him 

OBITUARY

Pinhas Wiener 
25 April 1917–19 March 2012
Arnold Zable
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Mazal Tov

Birthdays

Engagement

Bar Mitzvah

To Bill and Esther Anderson on the death of their 
mother and mother-in-law Agnes Bissett Anderson

To Ralph and Anna Glezer on the death of their mother 
and mother-in-law Ida Glezer

To Bernard and Cheryl Korbman OAM on the death of 
their stepfather and stepfather-in-law Jacob Korbman

To Willie Lermer on the death of his son-in-law Morris 
Wolfe Sztajer 

To Michael and Nicole Silberberg on the death of their 
mother and mother-in-law Edith Silberberg

To Alan Reid and Elly Brooks on the death of their 
mother and mother-in-law Thelma Reid

To Viva and Herbert Leder on the engagement of their 
granddaughter Elise Kopel to Lee Keleman

To Shmuel Rosenkranz on the engagement of his 
granddaughter Terri Goldman to Jonathan Lazarus

To Joey and Julie Borensztajn on the engagement of 
their son Noah to Romy Teperman

To Gita and Jack Ginger on the engagement of their 
son Adam to Kaylene Rawlings

To Michelle and Tony Marks on the engagement of 
their daughter Jaime to Almog Shitrit

To Eran Hatuel on his marriage to Zehavit Amsalem

To Paul Kegen on his marriage to Jenna Wainstein

wedding anniversary

To Estelle Rose on the bar mitzvah of her grandson 
Teigan Aaron Rosen

To Max and Dora Zilberman on their 60th wedding 
anniversary

To Tosca Birnbaum on the birth of her grandson Eytan

To Sala and Herschel Balter on the birth of their  
great granddaughter Gila Tova Borowski

To Sue and Alex Hampel on the birth of their 
granddaughter Rio Jasmine Hampel

To Susan and John Onas on the birth of their grandson 
Leo Ludo Blashki 

To Richard Laufer and Suzie Linden on the birth of their 
grandson Ari Mannie Mandie

To Deb Braitberg and George Braitberg on the birth of 
their grandson Nadav Meir Sztrajt

To Carol and Harry Kamien on the birth of their 
grandson Jack Abe Kamien

To Rae Silverstein on her 60th birthday

To Eva Marks on her 80th birthday

To Rose Freilich on her 90th birthday

To Phillip Maisel OAM on his 90th birthday 

To Freda Schweitzer on her birthday

Marriage

Condolences

To Eileen Vamos on the death of her mother  
Mrs Conway

In Memoriam
My parents

Moshe Szyja & Masha Cykiert
and siblings

Adela, Mirla, Sulen Yizthok, Bluma, Bajla
Miriam & Abraham Cykiert

Remembered by daughter, Tova Tauber
children & grandchildren

Births

OBITUARY

in hospital. He was incased in an iron brace to protect his 
fractured neck, yet he soldiered on. What kept him going 
was his lust for life, and his deep rootedness in Yiddish 
culture. He was nurtured by his upbringing in a house of 
books, which fostered a lifelong passion for literature and 
an enduring curiosity.

‘Reading was my Dybbuk,’ he said. ‘Even now, with my 
old head, I can recite many lines by heart. I wasn’t a good 
student, but I was a good reader.’ In his final weeks he 
would recite poems by the Yiddish writer I L Peretz and 
entire verses from the epic poem Pan Tadeusz by the Polish 
writer Adam Mickiewicz.

Pinche had an irrepressible chutzpah and spirit. He could be 
enraged and obsessed, but rarely depressed. He possessed 

what Primo Levi aptly described as feral vitality. After Bono 
died in 1995, Pinche devoted much time to ensuring that 
his deeds were remembered and honoured. He provided 
funds to the Jewish Holocaust Centre in his memory. He is 
survived by Sonia Lizaron, and by his stepdaughter Sheila, 
from a brief marriage to Marie Koschen. To Sheila’s three 
children he was Uncle Peter, much loved for his forthright 
and cheeky ways.

The night before he died, I greeted Pinche in Yiddish with 
the words I have always greeted him with. ‘Pinche, you have 
made a deep impression.’ Despite his struggling breath, he 
replied, as always, by calling me a no good scribbler, and 
worse. He certainly left a deep and lasting impression.
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With Compliments

KATZ SILVER LAWYERS
Suite 1, 71 Kooyong Road,  

Caulfield North  3161 
Ph: 8508 8300   Fax: 8508 8399

Conveyancing, Wills & Estate Leases,  
Litigation and Business Law

aDVErTISING
If you would like to advertise in this section 

please contact

Reuben Zylberszpic

Email: ReubenZ@jhc.org.au

Phone: (03) 9528 1985
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The Jewish Holocaust Centre 
is proud to present the Australian launch of 

Anne Frank: A History for Today
A travelling exhibition from the Anne Frank House in Amsterdam

5 February to 28 April 2013
This exhibition has been made possible with the generous support of the Estate of the late Jokob Frenkiel

For further enquiries: www.jhc.org.au  

For school & group bookings and general enquiries: admin@jhc.org.au or 9528 1985

Registered by Australia Post. Publication No. VBH 7236 

September 2012                             Jewish Holocaust Centre 


