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We mark the loss of Elie Wiesel in this edition with a moving 
tribute by Rabbi Ralph Genende in which he refers to Wiesel 
as a man burning ‘with a passion and a mission … Out of this 
fire was born his primary mission: … to bear witness, to give 
testimony and create a testament for the future.’ 

Bearing witness and giving testimony has also been the 
mission of Melbourne’s Holocaust survivors, and this edition 
is truly a celebration of their stories and the enormous 
contribution they have made. We bring you the stories of 
Lola Putt, one of the few Greek Jews to survive Auschwitz; 
Floris Kalman, a Belgian child survivor who spent two years 
in hiding; Shmuel Rosenkranz, who witnessed Kristallnacht in 

Vienna as a teenager before escaping from Europe; and Gary 
Gray from Sosnowiec, Poland, and Otto Kohn from Prague, 
Czechoslovakia, who were prisoners in slave labour and 
concentration camps. 

Complementing these personal stories are the reflections of 
Jewish Holocaust Centre Curator Jayne Josem and Archivist 
Dr Anna Hirsh on their recent trips to Poland, an analysis of 
Holocaust diarists by Dr Fiona Kaufman, and a reflection on 
what it means to be part of the third generation of Holocaust 
survivors by Bram Presser. I hope you enjoy them.

EDITOR’S NOTE   
RUTH MUSHIN

FROM THE PRESIDENTS 
PAULINE ROCKMAN OAM & SUE HAMPEL OAM

Elie Wiesel, zichrono lirvachah, died on 2 July 2016. May his 
memory be a blessing. We remember him for the strong and 
vibrant messages he sent to our generations – to make every 
possible effort not to forget the tragedy of the Holocaust and, 
above all, to act in solidarity so that such a tragedy will never 
be repeated. He was a tireless and respected campaigner for 
freedom and human rights, a promoter of understanding and 
dialogue among people, a revered writer and a teacher.

We marked Elie Wiesel’s passing at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre (JHC) with a commemoration led by Caulfield Shule’s 
Rabbi Genende and Dr Michael Cohen, our Director of 
Community Relations and Research.

In May, we attended our second International Holocaust 
Remembrance Authority (IHRA) plenary session in Bucharest, 
Romania. The Australian Head of Delegation, the Australian 
Ambassador to Germany, David Ritchie, ably represented the 
Australian contingent. Pauline Rockman gave a presentation 
about our Centre to the Museum and Memorial Working Group. 
Sue Hampel will present a paper on Holocaust education in 
Australia at the IHRA session to be held in Iasi, Romania, in 
November this year.

The May session adopted a working definition of antisemitism 
developed by the delegates. You can find more details on the 
IHRA website: https://www.holocaustremembrance.com/
media-room/stories/working-definition-antisemitism

In Melbourne, our Centre continues to present a wide spectrum 
of activities and functions earmarked for a range of groups 
throughout the community. One recent example was the event 
titled Music: A Light in the Dark, an evening of film, music and 
discussion co-presented by the JHC and Kadimah as part of 
the In One Voice Jewish Culture Street Festival in the Selwyn/
Sinclair Street precinct. What a treat it was to listen to the 

wonderful performance of Sydney Yiddish singer Fay Sussman, 
and to hear Fay in conversation with Debora Conway, Australian 
singer-songwriter and guitarist. We are planning more combined 
functions with Kadimah.

On a more solemn note, Pauline Rockman recently spoke at 
a ceremony held at Elwood Shule to commemorate the 75th 
anniversary of the Babi Yar massacre. On 22 June 1941, Adolf 
Hitler broke Berlin’s non-aggression pact with Moscow and 
invaded the Soviet Union as part of Operation Barbarossa. There 
were around four million Jews in the Soviet territories occupied 
by the Nazis, including hundreds of thousands of Jews who 
had fled Poland in 1939. About one million Jews succeeded 
in escaping further east. The remaining Jews were left at the 
mercy of the Nazis and, by the end of 1941, the Einsatzgruppe 
killing squads had murdered 15 per cent. The most notorious of 
their exploits was the wanton massacre of 33,771 Jews which 
took place in Babi Yar, a ravine in the Ukrainian capital of Kiev 
from 29–30 September 1941.

Twenty years later, the renowned Soviet poet, Yevgeny 
Yevtushenko, published his epic poem, Babi Yar, in a leading 
Russian periodical, in part to protest against the Soviet Union’s 
refusal to recognise Babi Yar as a Holocaust site. His poem has 
become part of the lexicon of Holocaust literature.

Plans for the new JHC building are proceeding. We are 
working with a wonderfully dedicated group that spans three 
generations to create the blueprint for our future home. We 
look forward to sharing further updates with you in the future.

In conclusion, we would like to return to the writings of the late 
Elie Wiesel:

Hope is like peace. It is not a gift from God. It is a gift 
only we can give one another. 
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This year has seen the consolidation of the new Jewish 
Holocaust Centre (JHC) education team. We bade farewell to 
Anatie Livnat at the end of 2015 and have welcomed Fiona 
Kelmann, who has slipped seamlessly into the position. Fiona, 
a volunteer guide at the JHC for three years, brings a wealth 
of knowledge, passion and experience to our team. She has 
taught law for several years, studied towards a Masters in 
Human Rights degree and is the grandchild of Luba Goldberg, a 
Holocaust survivor. 

Whenever I think that the education program cannot get any 
busier, it does! The numbers up to June 2016 have already 
outstripped those for the same period last year. This is quite 
remarkable, especially as the Holocaust has not been a 
compulsory topic in the Australian curriculum for the past two 
years. From 2017, however, the topic of ‘the Holocaust’ will no 
longer be compulsory in Victoria in Year 10 History, as it is now. 
As a result of this curricular change, we cannot be complacent; 
we need to continue to reach out to teachers at various History 
Teachers’ Association conferences during the year, as we have 
done previously, to inform them of our education programs. 

The success of our program is in no small part due to the 
efforts of our amazing team of volunteer guides, whose 

dedication is highly commendable. Continued professional 
development is vital to ensure the high quality of our program. 
We held three professional development sessions in the first 
half of this year, the aim of which is to support the guides and 
ensure that they have the necessary skills to work with various 
groups, become confident with their knowledge and use a 
more engaging method of guiding asking students questions 
rather than lecturing them. These sessions also support guides 
by providing them with their knowledge of new artefacts and 
forthcoming temporary exhibitions. 

The Holocaust Education Course has been well attended in 
2016, with 34 enthusiastic participants of varying ages and 
backgrounds. In addition to Dr Bill Anderson, Sue Hampel 
OAM, Dr Michael Cohen, Dr Anna Hirsh and Freda Hodge, 
we invited Dr Andre Oboler from the Online Hate Prevention 
Organisation, who delivered a well-received session on 
Holocaust denial and current antisemitism. We have also 
offered three additional optional master classes exploring 
Holocaust literature, film and art, which have been open to all 
volunteers at the JHC. I would especially like to thank Dr Bill 
Anderson, who has taught the course since its inception, for 
his support of this very important program. 

EDUCATION 
LISA PHILLIPS

DIRECTOR’S CUT 
WARREN FINEBERG

Volunteers and staff were saddened by the recent news of the 
passing of Constance Ferhault Koster. Mrs Koster’s bravery in 
saving Jewish babies in The Netherlands during the Second 
World War was celebrated at an event held at the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre (JHC) last year. We also heard of the passing 
of survivor guides Fred Steiner, Danuta (Danka) Schnall and 
Sonia Kempler, as well as Ann Kabillo, a volunteer who assisted 
JHC curator, Jayne Josem. All will be missed. 

Gandel Philanthropy has generously announced its support for 
the JHC middle years’ education program ‘Hide and Seek’ for 
the next three years. Bookings for this program have increased 
significantly and, together with the increases in student 
numbers in the secondary school program, we have broken all 
records and reached our capacity. Plans for an expanded facility 
with the proposed building plans, to which reference is made 
elsewhere in this publication, will be welcomed by the JHC 
Education Department. 

Recent work in the archives area has identified some unique 
artefacts in urgent need of restoration. Dr Anna Hirsh, our 
archivist, is currently working on a project to preserve and 
exhibit these works. Many more artefacts are in need of 

restoration, and a systematic assessment of the collection is 
now underway. Preserved artefacts will be available for display 
and will form the centrepiece of our new museum exhibitions.

The film Ever Grateful and the JHC Collections Online research 
engine are two major undertakings that have recently been 
completed. Ever Grateful, made by Phillip Maisel and Sophie 
Boord and introduced by Magda Szubanski, features a number 
of Melbourne Holocaust survivors talking about acts of kindness 
from non-Jews when their lives were in imminent danger. 
It is scheduled to be screened at the Centre in November. 
JHC Collections Online is a web-delivered tool which will 
allow researchers and members of the public to examine the 
contents of the JHC databases. From November, users will be 
able to find descriptions of our artefacts, artworks, testimonies 
and books, using a Google-like interface.

A new web page is currently being designed and will 
commence operation by the end of this year. In the meantime, 
please visit our current web page at www. jhc.org.au for events 
and links to our Facebook and Twitter accounts. Facebook and 
Twitter will keep you up-to-date with the latest JHC events and 
initiatives. 
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I had the privilege of attending a conference on Jewish Cultural 
Heritage at Polin Museum in Warsaw, Poland, in June. Many 
experts and practitioners from a wide variety of museums and 
heritage sites across the world met to discuss our common 
challenges and to exchange ideas. At the plenary session we 
were encouraged to create projects dedicated to ambivalence 
and thereby engage and challenge our audiences. ‘Everyone 
should feel a little bit uncomfortable,’ one academic suggested. 
This picks up museum expert Elaine Heumann Gurian’s notion 
that ‘museums are safe places for unsafe ideas’.

The conference ended my two weeks in Poland where I had 
been more than a little uncomfortable, traversing this traumatic 
landscape of Jewish loss and memory. There were highs 
and lows but, sadly, more lows. At Auschwitz-Birkenau I felt 
numb, but I was moved by the Block 27 Shoah exhibition in 
Auschwitz and its attempt to give back to the Jewish victims 
their life force in this site of unparalleled emptiness. The use 
of pre-war home movies and survivor testimony, as well as the 
installation incorporating art by survivors, helped me regain a 
sense of the humanity of the victims. And, most significantly, 
in this site where many were murdered upon arrival without 
registration and the remainder branded with numbers, the 
large Book of Names returns to each of them their individual 
identities. I went to the Jewish Community Centre in Krakow 
where Jonathan Ornstein excitedly told us about the many 
ways that Jewish life is being revitalised there. In Lublin I was 
shown around the excellent Brama Grodzka (Grodzka Gate) 
Theatre Centre by a passionate employee, Joanna Zetar, and 
learnt of their efforts in encouraging dialogue and engagement. 
I saw excellent museum displays in Majdanek, Belzec and 
Radegast, and spent many hours at the extraordinary Polin 
Museum in Warsaw. I was also struck by the profound impact 
of Holocaust memorials, particularly those at Belzec, Radegast 
and Czestochowa.

The harrowing aspects were made bearable by the passion 
of the outstanding guides and museum professionals I met 
who are working to keep Jewish memory alive in Poland. One 
memorable example was my day trip to Czestochowa, where 
the exemplary Professor Jerzy Mizgalski devoted five hours to 
showing me the remnants of the lost Jewish heritage of this 
town. The principal reason for my visit was to conduct research 
relevant to the model of the old Czestochowa synagogue made 
by Chaim Sztajer, a new acquisition for the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre museum. 

Professor Jerzy Mizgalski was honoured last year with the ‘Laur 
Pamięci’ (Memory Award) conferred by the Israeli Embassy in 
Poland in conjunction with the Polish Ministry of Culture and 
National Heritage for his work in preserving Poland’s Jewish 
heritage and for his efforts in promoting Polish-Jewish dialogue. 
He has worked for over 20 years documenting the history of 
Czestochowa’s Jewish community and educating local students 
about the Jewish history of their city.

Professor Mizgalski showed us the striking memorial on the 
site of the train station from where the Jews were deported, 

mostly to their death at Treblinka. Before the Second World War 
the Jewish community numbered almost 30,000 – around 20% 
of the population. Professor Mizgalski showed us where the 
synagogues once stood and took us to the Jewish cemetery, 
where we saw memorials to Jews murdered in the ghetto, 
as well as the grave of Rabbi Nahum Asch who had presided 
in the synagogue which will feature in our museum one day. 
From there we visited the site of the former HASAG munitions 
factory, where many Czestochowa survivors worked as slaves. 
With great pride, Professor Mizgalski then took us to the site of 
the new Czestochowa Jewish Museum, with which he is very 
involved. Due to open in September, the plans indicate that it is 
not large. However, it looks very impressive with its thoughtful 
use of images, artworks and artefacts. This is an initiative of the 
well-organised World Society of Czestochowa Jews and their 
Descendants (http://www.częstochowajews.org/). I believe that 
it will also be a part of Professor Mizgalski’s legacy to the city, 
to assist with his work of educating locals about this important 
history.

My day with Prof Mizgalski was a highlight of the trip. It was an 
honour to spend time with him and I look forward to further co-
operation as we work on the synagogue display.

(l-r) Dr Jordana Silverstein, Jayne Josem, Professor Mizgalski and  
his Polish interpreter

Visiting the remnants of Poland’s lost  
Jewish heritage
Jayne Josem
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To commemorate the passing of Elie Wiesel in July, a memorial 
tribute was held at the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC), 
jointly hosted by the JHC and Caulfield Shule. In addition to 
the memorial tribute delivered by Rabbi Ralph Genende, the 
gathering was addressed by two Holocaust survivors, Moshe 
Fiszman and Saba Feniger. Moshe Fiszman recited Itzik 
Manger’s poem ‘T’fileh’ and read an extract from Elie Wiesel’s 
book Dawn, both in Yiddish, and Saba Feniger read a poem 
she had written after Elie Wiesel’s visit to Melbourne in 1998. 
Cantor Dov Farkas intoned the memorial ‘Hazkarah’ and read 
Psalm 130.  An edited version of Rabbi Genende’s address 
follows.

Ferdinand Foch put it well: ‘The most powerful weapon on 
earth is the human soul on fire.’ When I think of Elie Wiesel, 
I think of fire, for he was truly a man on fire. He burnt with a 
passion and a mission; one which was ignited in a place of fire: 
the terrible conflagration and devastation that was the Shoah.

Out of this fire was born his primary mission: to be a witness, 
to bear witness, to give testimony and create a testament for 
the future; his was a mission of transmission. He in fact helped 

create that genre of literary testimony. At a time of numbness 
and disbelief which threatened to annihilate all memory, he 
found a way; despite his struggle with the futility of trying to 
explain the inexplicable and the powerful urge to remain silent, 
he discovered a pathway. He met despair with the deep desire 
to articulate, the obligation to record and remember. Others 
(it has been suggested) of great talent like Jean Améry and 
Primo Levi would succumb to despair. Amery when seeing 
the return of antisemites to Germany, especially on the left, 
was dismayed. Primo Levi’s last book similarly reflects his 
disillusionment, calling into question the purpose of recording 
memory. ‘Have we – we who have returned – been able to 
understand and make others understand our experience?’ he 
poignantly asked.

But Elie Wiesel did not give up. He not only said, ‘I am 
writing because I have no choice’ but, as Alvin Rosenfeld 
has suggested, he did not give up because, unlike them, he 
located the source of his energy, the heart of the flame, heart 
of his own darkness, in the Torah, in Judaism, in the Viznitzer 
tradition, in the Rebbe who taught him about the mythical 
Moishe the shamash, in that little shtetl, Sighet, Transylvania 

Tribute to Elie Wiesel
Ralph Genende
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Silence permeates the air  
on chair’s edge, tense we  
are waiting

With leaping hearts anticipating 
heads turned and poised eyes 
focused on stage we are seeing

A slight figure of a man  
with sunken cheeks  
compassionate, sad eyes  
we are watching

No orator like Cicero  
no actor living his role  
no virtuoso making music

We are hearing messages  
of truth heard many times,  
he tells them like no one  
has ever done before

We are listening  
to the music of a gentle voice 
modulating, inflecting softly 
soothing old wounds

We are hearing  
profound statements  
told with feeling  
simply, unassumingly  
we are spellbound

We are proud of  
the philosopher, writer  
peace-loving advocate,  
worthy ambassador

Known across the world he  
speaks with the might of  
millions of voices

We feel embraced 
and warmed by his love 
he is our brother 
Ellie Wiesel, we’re comforted.

Saba Feniger was inspired to write 
this poem after hearing Elie Wiesel 
speak at the Melbourne Town Hall  
in October 1988.

He is Our 
Brother
Saba Feniger

– the Rebbe who taught him how to probe, seek and enquire. 
Questions, he said, possessed power; the more a man asked, 
the closer he came to God. So he lived by the paradox that 
without faith there are no questions, and with faith there are no 
answers. It was this that allowed him to find the meaning that 
Victor Frankl espoused as essential to survival.

It was also, as he acknowledged, a protective function and the 
reason he did not focus exclusively on the Shoah:

In my other books, through my other books, I try to follow 
other roads. For it is dangerous to linger among the dead; 
they hold onto you, and you run the risk of speaking only to 
them. And so, I forced myself to turn away from them and 
study other periods, explore other destinies and teach other 
tales; the Bible and the Talmud, Hasidism and its fervor, the 
shtetl and its songs, Jerusalem and its echoes; the Russian 
Jews and their anguish, their awakening, their courage.

As with the burning bush, Elie Wiesel was somehow able to be 
there in the burning hell, but not be consumed by its flames. 
To be at the Akedah (Binding of Isaac) and to rise again with 
laughter. Like Moshe, after his encounter at the bush, Elie 
Wiesel was able to discover his voice and, like the ancient 
prophets, confront power with truth.

Deborah Lipstadt has written how Elie Wiesel confronted three 
American presidents: Jimmy Carter when he sought to expand 
the number of victims of the Shoah to include those not 
Jewish; Ronald Reagan, appealing to him not to lay a wreath 
at Bitburg Military Ceremony where some SS Warfen were 
buried; and Bill Clinton at the dedication of the Washington 
Holocaust Museum. His words to Clinton were: ‘Mr President 
I have been to former Yugoslavia. I cannot sleep since what 
I’ve seen. As a Jew I am saying we must do something to stop 
the bloodshed there.’ A Holocaust survivor present said: ‘No 
one has even entered the place [the Washington Holocaust 
Museum] and it has already sent a message America has to 
hear.’

On the Cambodian border during the Pol Pot genocide, Elie 
Wiesel expressed his solidarity with the starving. He always 
said Kaddish for his father on the 18 Shevat and somehow 
found a minyan on this frontier. There was a young man behind 
him also reciting Kaddish. ‘For whom are you saying Kaddish?’ 
Wiesel asked. ‘Your father? Your mother?’ ‘No,’ answered the 
man as he looked towards the frontier. ‘It is for them.’ Elie 
Wiesel too said Kaddish for all of them. He said Kaddish and he 
gave hope to all of us.

To conclude with his words about the sacrifice of Isaac: 
‘Why was the most tragic of our biblical ancestors named 
Isaac, Yitzchak, a name which evokes and signifies laughter? 
Here is why. As the first survivor, Isaac had to teach us, the 
future survivors of Jewish history, that it is possible to suffer 
and despair an entire lifetime and still not give up the art of 
laughter.’ Elie Wiesel, of course, never freed himself from the 
traumatising scenes that violated his youth; the Holocaust 
had marked him and continued to haunt him forever. Yet he 
remained capable of laughter. And in spite of everything, he did 
laugh.

Rabbi Ralph Genende is Senior Rabbi of Caulfield Shule. 

Photo:  (l-r) Saba Feniger, Rabbi Ralph Genende and Moshe Fiszman
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Earlier this year, the Jewish Holocaust Centre presented an exhibition of portraits of 20 Melbourne Holocaust survivors by artist 
Jeffrey Kelson. For the artist there was a sense of urgency that led him to this project, as most survivors are now aged in their 80s 
and 90s. When he met with his subjects and learned their stories, he wanted to pay tribute to their dignity and fortitude and the ways 
in which they were able to rebuild their lives in Australia. 

These are some of the portraits from the exhibition.

Tribute: portraits of Holocaust survivors

1 2 3

4 5 6

1  John Lamovie   2  Saba Feniger  3  John Chaskiel  4  Henrika Fromm  9  Henrika Fromm  5  Henri Korn  6 Joe de Haan 
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1  Gary Gray  2  Rona Zinger  3  George Ginzburg  4  Cesia Goldberg  5  Paul Grinwald  6  Dita Gould 

1

4

2 3

5 6
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In the Shadows of Memory: 
The Holocaust and the Third 
Generation, edited by Esther 
Jilovsky, Jordana Silverstein 
and David Slucki, was 
launched by Bram Presser as 
part of the public events for 
the exhibition ‘Can We Talk 
About Poland?’ at the Jewish 
Museum of Australia. The 
launch was sponsored by 
the Jewish Museum and the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre. The 
book is the first to explore 
the experiences of the third 

generation – the grandchildren of Holocaust survivors – and 
what it means to grow up as the last generation to know 
Holocaust survivors intimately. This is an edited version of Bram 
Presser’s address.

How do we continue to bear witness when those who were 
there have all gone?

How do we heal so that inherited trauma and post-memory do 
not come to define who we are while, at the same time, honour 
the suffering of those we loved, those we lost and those we 
never had the opportunity to know?

For the past few years I have been grappling with these 
questions as I seek to learn and write about the stories my 
grandparents could not bring themselves to tell. It is, I am sure, 
a common challenge for those of us in the third generation. 
How do we make sense of our family history – with the benefit 
of time and distance – whether we heard it first hand, read 
it in a memoir, learnt it in whispered snippets or, as was my 
experience, read about it in a newspaper article years after they 
had died, when it was too late to ask questions?

As members of the third generation we are in an historically 
unique position. But for a few exceptions, we are the last ones 
who will know survivors. We are the bridge, we are the candle. 
It is both an honour and, I dare say, a burden. Our relationship 
with the Holocaust raises new, often difficult, questions. Why 
then, have we shied away from discussing them?

When I first heard about In The Shadows of Memory, I realised, 
somewhat surprisingly, that the conversation had not yet been 
had in any meaningful way. There were, of course, cultural 
touchstones – works like Jonathan Safran Foer’s Everything 
Is Illuminated, Nicole Krauss’s The History of Love or, more 
recently The Replacement Life by Boris Fischman. But we 
had not yet shifted the lens of intellectual scrutiny from the 
first and second generations to our own. In The Shadow of 
Memory, to my mind, is the watershed moment for talking 
about and coming to understand the multiverse that is the ‘third 
generation’.

The breadth of what lies between the covers of this book is 
extraordinary. That the editors – Esther, Jordana and David 
– chose not to fix it to any discipline but, rather, opened it to 
the many ways the third generation of Holocaust survivors 
might seek to understand not only the Holocaust but their very 

identities, makes this much more than you might expect. As 
they rightly note, it is much harder to characterise the third 
generation as some kind of homogenous group than those who 
preceded them as they incorporate a whole array of religious, 
ethnic, political, national, sexual and gender identities. And so 
we read pieces from all of these perspectives, whether it be 
a young Australian human rights’ lawyer reverse engineering 
her family history, a study of post-memory and its effects on 
masculinity, a Romani scholar and musician interrogating the 
silences of her people’s Holocaust experience through song, or 
the fieldwork of a young Jewish German anthropologist seeking 
to reconcile her national and religious identities.

In The Shadow of Memory also does not shy away from asking 
the difficult questions. What right do we have to tell the stories 
that our survivor grandparents did not want to be told? How do 
we share the trauma with other survivor groups who suffered 
– the Roma and Sinti, homosexuals, political prisoners, the 
disabled and others – to give their experiences legitimacy and 
meaning in more than just a tokenistic way? Can we find it 
within ourselves to sympathise with the other third generations 
– the grandchildren of perpetrators, and those who have been 
displaced by war. And, of course, what active duties fall upon us 
to give meaning to the phrase ‘never again’?

What really sets this book apart, though, what makes it 
essential reading, is its deep humanity. Never before have I read 
an academic collection that eschews the rigid conventions of 
its form and allows us instead to view the writers at their most 
personal, their most vulnerable and their most fierce. These 
are not merely intellectual studies but vehicles for searing self-
examination. That such a variety of great minds have dug deep 
into their personal histories and then turned their intellectual 
skills to examining what they found is not only fascinating but 
also intensely moving.

In The Shadows of Memory is, however, only the beginning of 
the conversation. It raises just as many questions as it might 
answer and, I have little doubt, will be the book to which 
countless writers, thinkers and casual readers will be turning 
long into the future. On a personal note, it really got me thinking 
about the role of the creative artist in perpetuating memory. 
Heeding Adorno’s famous clarion call, Jonathan Safran Foer 
is said to have stumbled, unsure of whether it was proper 
to imagine the Holocaust in fiction. I too struggle with this 
question – what is there left to say when there are so many 
iconic memoirs and novels by those who experienced it first 
hand? Who owns memory? How do we properly confront the 
taboos of Holocaust representation in respectful but fearless 
ways? I do not pretend to know the answers but, in continuing 
on my quest, I know that this book will remain an invaluable 
resource for thought and self-reflection.

As someone who devoured this book with a profound sense of 
appreciation and admiration, I would like to congratulate Esther 
Jilovsky, Jordana Silverstein and David Slucki as well as all of 
the contributing authors and, to launch officially this wonderful, 
essential book, In The Shadows of Memory: The Holocaust and 
the Third Generation.

Bram Presser is a Melbourne writer and member of the third 
generation of Holocaust survivors.

What does it mean to carry the torch of memory?
Bram Presser
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Jewish Holocaust Centre:  
new museum update

A new museum will be built as part of the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre (JHC) redevelopment. The Centre has engaged 
exhibition designers Thylacine, together with museum 
multimedia specialists Mental Media, to work with us over 
the next few years to bring a bigger and better museum to 
the public, taking into account the needs of the many school 
students who visit, as well as providing an excellent exhibition 
for a general audience.

A new museum committee has been established to assist 
with developing the content for the museum. It began meeting 

earlier this year and is chaired by Jayne Josem, Curator and 
Head of Collections. Members include Lisa Phillips, JHC 
Director of Education; Sue Hampel, JHC Co-President; Dr 
Steve Cooke, Senior Lecturer, Cultural Heritage and Museum 
Studies, Deakin University; and Jess Bram, Curator, ACMI. 
These educators, academics and curators bring a range of skills, 
as well as great passion and enthusiasm, to the task ahead. As 
the project evolves a variety of Holocaust experts will also be 
consulted. We have completed an initial consultation with JHC 
museum guides, which has provided valuable feedback to help 
steer the project.

The Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) is delighted to welcome 
two new members to our 90th Birthday Club. We congratulate 
long-time volunteers Rosa Krakowski and Sarah Saaroni who 
have worked tirelessly at the Centre as museum guides for 
many years.

We wish them both Mazal tov!

Mazal tov to Rosa Krakowski  
and Sarah Saaroni OAM

1

1 l-r) Rosa Krakowski and Rhonda Lipschutz  

2 Rosa Krakowski with her great-grandchildren 

3 Sarah Saaroni OAM with her water aerobics group 

4 Sarah Saaroni OAM (l) with Esther Felman and Esther’s grandchildren  

2

3 4
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Born in Thessaloniki in 1926, Lola Seror Putt survived two years 
in Auschwitz-Birkenau during the Second World War. Of the 
over 70–80,000 Jews in Greece before the war, two thirds of 
whom lived in Thessaloniki, most were murdered by the Nazis, 
the majority at Auschwitz. Lola Putt is one of the just over 
10,000 Greek Jews who survived. Her long and courageous 
ordeal began in February 1943 when the Jews of Thessaloniki 
were forced into a ghetto by the Nazi occupiers. Two weeks 
later, small transports began leaving from the ghetto for the 
unknown.

In late March 1943 Lola’s family’s name was put on the list. 
They had only a day to prepare and were told they could only 
take the basic necessities with them. In the early hours of the 
following morning, Lola’s family, together with hundreds more, 
were quickly moved out of the ghetto and forced onto cattle 
trains bound for somewhere in the Third Reich. During one of 
their many stops, Lola’s father held an empty wine bottle out of 
the tiny window at the top corner of the rail car, hoping that one 
of the soldiers who was standing on the platform station would 
fill it with water. Instead, the soldier knocked the bottle out of 
her father’s hand with his rifle.

After nearly a week without food or water, the train came to a 
halt. The Seror family had arrived at Auschwitz-Birkenau. That 
was the last time that Lola was to see her mother and two 
younger sisters. Her father and only brother were taken as 
slave labourers and within months they both died from disease 
and malnutrition. Lola was now left with her cousin Rachel, 
a newlywed who was eight weeks pregnant. One evening, 
Lola found her cousin on the cold ground bleeding. Rachel 
had lost the baby and, three days later, she was sent to the 
gas chambers. Lola had no choice but to soldier on alone. For 
eleven long months she and her fellow prisoners came close 
to starvation and, on a weekly basis, suffered the agony of the 
selection process in their barrack.

One day, while Lola was at work digging, she felt faint and 
dizzy. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a bucket of water, 
so she placed her shovel down and walked towards it. Before 
she had a chance to take a sip of water, the SS guard on duty 
shot her in the shoulder. She sat down on the ground bleeding. 
At the end of the working day, she returned to the barrack, 
where the other girls immediately treated her wound with 
strong antiseptic, which they were lucky enough to secure. 

Miraculously, a few weeks later, Lola was one of very few 
chosen to change jobs. She was sent to work in the ‘Kanada’ 
section of the camp, a complex of 30 huge warehouses 

where the possessions of inmates who were sent to the gas 
chambers were sorted. Lola spent the last nine months before 
liberation there, searching the clothing for jewellery and other 
valuables. Kanada was close to a little white house whose four 
small rooms had been converted into gas chambers. Three 
hundred people were herded into each room, which meant that 
1,200 men, women and children were killed at a time.

In May this year, I took part in the March of the Living and while 
at Auschwitz-Birkenau I was curious to see what remained, if 
anything, of the little white house. To my surprise there were 
ruins which had been preserved. It was a chilling reminder of 
the tens of thousands of people – perhaps more – who had 
gone unknowingly to their deaths there. 

We also visited the women’s section of Kanada. Our guide 
confirmed that all of the victims’ belongings were stored in 
these warehouses and that many young girls worked there, 
sifting through piles of clothes and other material possessions 
and sorting them into appropriate boxes.  Although this area 
is now a huge vacant plot, it was still profoundly moving to 
think of Lola and the nine months she spent in the corner of 
one of these dingy warehouses, going through the precious 
possessions of murdered fellow-Jews.

Lola believes that working in the ‘Kanada’ section was a 
mixed blessing. She benefitted from the comparative luxury 
of working indoors and receiving an extra piece of bread each 
day. However, due to the close proximity of the building to the 
gas chambers, she could hear the victims’ screams, all day and 
all night. Even today, after all those years, she still hears their 
screams.

Since those horrendous times, Lola Seror Putt has managed to 
build a productive and happy life in Melbourne and is thankful to 
be living in Australia. 

Gregoria Boursinos is a volunteer at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre. 

1  Lola Seror at age fifteen

2 Lola Seror Putt

From Thessaloniki 
to Auschwitz-
Birkenau
Gregoria Boursinos

1 2
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Communal stalwart Shmuel Rosenkranz was appointed inaugural 
Life Governor of the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) at the Betty 
and Shmuel Rosenkranz Oration, which took place at the JHC on 
8 November 2015. Held annually, the Oration coincides with the 
anniversary of the 1938 Kristallnacht pogrom, to which Rosenkranz 
was a witness.

Shmuel Rosenkranz was born in Vienna in 1922, the oldest of three 
children. His father was a well-to-do businessman. He was sixteen 
years old on the night of Kristallnacht. As soon as Hitler came to 
power in Germany in 1933, Shmuel’s mother had predicted that 
Hitler would eventually occupy Austria, so she bought a property 
in Palestine against her husband’s wishes. However, when 
Germany annexed Austria in March 1938, Shmuel’s father realised 
it was time to go, but they did not have the money required by 
the British to enter Palestine. Arrested by the Gestapo, Shmuel’s 
father managed to escape deportation to Dachau by selling all his 
possessions to the Third Reich. Before Kristallnacht, the family was 
able to obtain landing permits for Australia and were in the process 
of arranging to leave Vienna.

Rosenkranz attributes his survival, and his father’s, to the help of 
two decent men – one a Nazi and the other, a nameless stranger. 
The Nazi, Herr Jungwirt, was the Nazi appointed to look after the 
neighbourhood in which the Rosenkranz family lived. He warned 
Shmuel’s mother that her husband and older son should disappear 
on the night of 9 November. He also assured her that she and her 
two younger children would be safe if they stayed at home.

So, that evening, Shmuel and his father went to Karlenberg, in 
the Vienna Woods, just outside the city. There they sat in a coffee 
lounge drinking cocoa while they watched the flames of Vienna’s 
synagogues and other Jewish-owned buildings burning below 
them. When the owner wanted to close the café, they asked if they 
could stay, risking that he would inform on them. Not only did the 
owner not report them, but he left them in the dark with the door 
unlocked, so they were free to leave if they wished. They returned 
to the city in the morning to find Jewish property destroyed and 
synagogues burned, but their family was safe. The family was 
subsequently able to scrape together the Reichfluchtsteuer, the tax 
required by the government to enable them to leave the country.

Rosenkranz began his involvement in Jewish communal life shortly 
after arriving in Melbourne in 1939. During the following year he 
played a central role in founding the Habonim Movement, and over 
several decades served for lengthy periods as president of the 
Victorian Jewish Board of Deputies (the present JCCV) and Elwood 
Talmud Torah Hebrew Congregation. He was also involved in 
leadership roles with the Zionist Federation of Australia, the Zionist 
Council of Victoria and the Jewish Council to Combat Fascism and 
Anti-Semitism.

The Rosenkranz Centre for Excellence and Achievement at Bialik 
College was endowed in 1997 through the generosity of Betty and 
Shmuel Rosenkranz’s son-in-law, Leon Goldman, and late daughter, 
Judy Goldman, in honour of Betty and Shmuel Rosenkranz, 
who had devoted themselves to the development of so many 
communal organisations in Melbourne for over 60 years. 

Shmuel Rosenkranz served as president of the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre and, at one time, co-president over a fourteen-year period. 
Commenting on his appointment as the Centre’s first life governor, 
JHC co-president Pauline Rockman said: ‘ The decision of the JHC 
board to accord Shmuel this honour marks his selfless dedication 
and commitment to the Centre’s mission as an institution to 
preserve the memory of the victims of the Holocaust and to 
Holocaust education. The appointment as Life Governor also marks 
his contribution as a long-serving President of the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre, a role he fulfilled with distinction.’

Photo: Shmuel Rosenkranz

Shmuel Rosenkranz: 
JHC inaugural Life 
Governor

The Jewish Holocaust Centre has over 1,300 video testimonies as 
well as over 200 audio testimonies in its collection. These provide 
eyewitness accounts of the horrors of the Holocaust, as well as 
glimpses into the vibrancy of pre-war Jewish life in Europe. The 
collection is widely used by researchers and students of oral 
history, the Holocaust and a variety of other disciplines.

If you would like to give your testimony or know of someone who 
is interested in giving a testimony, contact Phillip Maisel. 

Phone: (03) 9528 1985 or email: testimonies@jhc.org.au

Phillip Maisel Testimonies Project
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Floris Kalman was a guest panellist at the Child Survivor Forum 
‘Children Remembering Hurt’, held at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre in April to explore how child survivors of the Holocaust 
deal with past memories. This is an edited version of her 
address.

In July 1942, Floris was eight years old and living with her 
parents and younger sister, Danielle, in occupied Belgium 
when the Germans began rounding up Jews for deportation. 
Her parents decided to go into hiding and, over the next two 
and a half years, Floris lead a truly nomadic life, staying in a 
total of six places. At first she was with her sister, and saw her 
parents at times, but for the most part she was on her own, 
enduring hunger, fear and devastating loneliness.

For years – most of our lives – our wartime memories were 
suppressed, discounted, of no importance, ‘forgotten’. At 
a critical point in our childhood, forgetting, and cutting off, 
became a matter of survival, life and death. So it was, ‘quick, 
quick, get rid of everything that went before!’ For me, hiding 
meant an emotional ripping away from everything that had 
until then been ‘me’: in hiding, memories were dangerous. 

I remember that first moment of hiding very vividly: my mother 
took us to a place which was a children’s holiday home. It was 
summer and there were many children running around, playing 
on equipment, shrieking and having fun. I was standing, 
looking. One minute my mother was bending down talking to 

me, the next minute she was gone! Without any explanation. 
And suddenly I was catapulted from my life, family and 
everything familiar into a strange and foreign world.

So, suddenly I was living a different life, playing a part – a very 
unfamiliar part – that did not include feeling sad or angry, or in 
fact feeling anything. 

I needed to throw out all that went before, throw all my 
memories in the bin or the shredder, for not only were they 
useless and quite irrelevant, but they were even dangerous. 
I was too young to know much about being Jewish but I did 
know that ‘Jewish’ was dangerous. In hiding it was not safe to 
keep – even in my mind – any awareness of who I had been, 
of my parents and sister and the world in which I had lived. I 
could not say: ‘I am really Floris, not Florence. And I do have 
parents and a little sister but I can’t live with them.’ Nobody 
actually told me not to say that but I knew instinctively. 

To complicate matters I moved six times to different places 
with different people, and with every move there was a new 
lot of ‘stuff’ to throw away. Now I became a Catholic, going 
to church regularly, and next I was no more Catholic. So with 
every move I had to throw out all that went before and start 
a new life! I think I became really good at it. Memories were 
disposable.

Nobody really knew me – in fact I no longer knew myself. But 
out of the experience I had learnt to ‘fit in’. The only important 
thing I needed to deal with was ‘now’. 

Finally we were liberated and I went home to my parents. How 
lucky was I! Strangely, being reunited with my family in our 
home after liberation again meant discarding new chunks of 
myself and accepting the adult view that our memories were 
unreliable, unimportant even, that we had been too young to 
be affected. Forget all that! My parents never asked me any 
questions.

A child's memories
Floris Kalman
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I sometimes heard survivors talk about being ‘reborn’ when 
they were liberated. In a way I too was reborn into my family. 
Now it was okay to be Jewish; I learnt Yiddish, I went to a 
Yiddish Sunday school and a Jewish youth group and made 
only Jewish friends. My late husband, Arie, who survived 
in ghettos and camps, used to say that, for him, those 
experiences were easier than being hidden because he had no 
doubts about who he was.

Migrating to a far-away new country, Australia, meant again 
disconnecting from my previous life. I went to school. ‘Forget 
your French,’ they told me. Forgetting French meant forgetting 
my life until then. It meant again chopping off bits of myself. 
Huge bits. I did my best. I was 15.

Memories were unasked and discarded after the war. Now 
they were again irrelevant and useless after migration. Nobody 
wanted to know. And yet the memories stayed around, too 
fragmented to make logical adult sense, but very clear. A 
child’s memories, unreliable, we thought. Until one day we 
met with other child survivors and began to bring these 
memories out into the light. 

For the first time we heard ourselves tell them aloud. It is the 
Child Survivors of the Holocaust group that taught us to value 
those uncertain shreds of memory from our lost childhood. 
The thrill of hearing others talk about experiences that felt 
familiar to us! One of the most exciting and comforting 
moments of our meetings was the sense that, ‘Yes, that rings 
bells for me.’ Now in our fifties, we began to acknowledge 
our memories. We knew that sooner or later, if we did not 
pursue them, they would come back to haunt us. Slowly, we 
felt encouraged to explore and trust our memories, those 
seemingly disparate collections of objects and images.

There are still people now who ask: ‘Is this valid? Is it true? 
Can we really believe it happened?’ It is like asking: ‘Am I 
valid!’ Facts and documents? Can they tell how I felt, or how I 
feel now about what I remember? Even what happened to me? 
And what I remember cannot be confirmed by anyone else 
because so much of it was experienced in isolation only by 
me. What is the importance of ‘it’ now? 

I am still a little afraid that ‘it’ could be taken away from me. 
What is ‘it’? Chunks of my life, of ‘me’. But finally I am the 
only authority on this subject – my past experiences and 
how I remember them and perceive them now. Some of my 
memories were happy and some sad, some painful and also 
sometimes full of hopeful excitement – they go together like 
that proverbial song.

Yet we can also accept our memories and find release. My 
memory is my own country as it were, my own realm. After 
those early major and painful ruptures in my emotional self, 
I can go back there as in a dream. It is like going home to a 
familiar landscape, where I find shelter. It still holds all those 
parts of me that I once had to jettison. For me memory 
has become a priceless treasure, a constant source of new 
meaning and peace.

Floris Kalman is a child survivor of the Holocaust and a 
volunteer guide at the Jewish Holocaust Centre.

Photo: (l-r) Dini Dessauer and Floris Kalman

It Must Never Happen Again
It must never happen again;  
That the rhythmic sound of wheels on the tracks 
Installs fear instead of relaxation. 
It must never happen again; 
That fires glowing in the hearth 
Install horror instead of meditation. 
It must never happen again; 
That travel becomes a nightmare instead of a vacation. 
It must never happen again; 
That men become monsters instead of humanitarians. 
It must never happen again, 
It just must never happen.

How
How do you live in hope 
When there is no hope. 
How do you live in peace  
When there is no peace. 
How do you live in love 
When there is no love. 
How do you fight without weapons. 
How do you fight without food. 
How do you fight without a home to defend. 
How do you leave your children. 
How do you live as a human  
When your humanity is not respected. 
You don’t 
You die.

Before The Yellow Star
Life was different before the yellow star. 
School was a place of friends and learning. 
A trip to the library with books for borrowing.  
Going to town and visiting your favourite shop, 
But not any more that had to stop. 
We could go to the park and play on the swings 
And chase the ball that my brother brings. 
We could ride the tram to the countryside, 
Take a picnic basket and enjoy the ride. 
On Shabbat as a family off to the temple, 
Share in the service and join in the meal 
With challah and sweet cake so ample. 
But not any more, we’re here in a camp, 
Not bright and cheerful  
But so cold, dirty and damp,  
So dark and so very fearful. 
Every one is sad. 
We’re told we’re so bad. 
That this will be the final solution. 
I wish it was before the yellow star.

A collection of 
poems about the 
Holocaust
by Bernie Williams
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The Warsaw Jewish Cemetery is quiet, but the brittle March air 
sneaks through my parka. The cake-soft soil is covered in layers 
of slippery dry leaves. I am searching for the grave of my great-
grandfather, who died at the beginning of the Second World War. 
I am in the right section according to the map, but names on 
tombstones are obscured, headstones have fallen forward, and 
I am not brave or disrespectful enough to walk through the rows 
for a closer inspection. Marble and granite, like the trees, are 
dressed mostly in green velour moss. Above, tall silvery trunks 
sway, their branches rasping like an eerie symphony of creaking 
old bones; below, bas relief hands form sacred Shins, while 
others offer charity or pour water. Obelisks have fallen, a domino 
effect caused by the shifting earth, or by vandals not content with 
a death toll. During the Holocaust, this cemetery was a site of 
executions and mass burials. I read the Hebrew inscriptions as 
best as I can, but I still cannot find my ancestor, my connection to 
this foreign place. 

***

Warsaw proved to be different to my expectations. Its wide roads 
and ambitious structures are like other cities, and there was much 
to enjoy: the parks, art, Stalin’s Empire State Palace of Culture and 
Science. The Old Town was quaint. Rebuilt after the war, each 
building was the ‘best’ version of its predecessor, a multiplicity 
of eras. The Jew-dolls in tourist stores were distasteful, but of 
greater concern was the fake Judaica, or Holocaust artefacts, 
perpetuating a black market that has only detrimental effects. 
I searched for Jewish traces but could only find the modern 
building Zlota 44 designed by Jewish architect Daniel Libeskind 
and the small things like windows adorned with heavy lace 
curtains and glass trinkets on sills that are generically European, 
but so nostalgically familiar.

I stayed in a Communist-era apartment block, complete with 
grand Doric colonnade, overlooking a lovely park. It was within 
the historic lines of the Warsaw Ghetto as delineated by tiles and 
metal text in the pavement. Where the ghetto had been crushed, 
the rubble had been reused for new construction, leaving me with 
a haunting feeling. Despite this, I slept remarkably well. 

Barbara Kirschenblatt-Gimblett, curator extraordinaire at the Polin 
Museum, was the catalyst for my trip after meeting her last year 
at the Jewish Holocaust Centre. Polin openly challenges the 
taboo of the ‘Old Country,’ through material and artefacts from 
the thousand years of Jewish inhabitation in Poland, a history 

consumed by the Holocaust.  With my Polish-Jewish background, 
I had only heard of this country as a no-go zone, a site of 
betrayal by those Polish people who had benefited from Jewish 
deprivations and deportations, or had been complicit in atrocities, 
or had turned their backs in apathy, shame or self-preservation. 
The courageous Righteous who risked – and sometimes 
lost – their lives are deservedly memorialised, true to Barbara 
Kirschenblatt-Gimblett’s emphasis on the need to remember lives 
lived in addition to mourning the dead.

Polin’s permanent exhibition is exceptional; imagine stepping into 
a parallel universe, or a dreamscape of inherited memories. It is 
a memory palace whose throne room is the glorious interior of 
the reconstructed Gwozdziec Synagogue ceiling and its heavenly 
bimah. Polin animates history successfully using historical 
narratives intertwined with imagery and artefacts.

I visited the Jewish Historical Institute, where the scorched floor 
of the foyer is another relic. Archivist, Agnieszka Reszka, guided 
me through artefacts in the repository of records and, through 
professional privilege, showed me items from the Ringelblum 
Archives, including one of the milk crates that was buried full 
of history and testimony. Teresa Miechowska, Curator, took 
me through the Judaica and art collection, an overwhelming 
experience demonstrating how much creativity was destroyed. 

On Erev Shabbat, I joined Teresa at the Progressive synagogue, 
Ec Chaim. It was a beautiful service, sung in Hebrew; the Rabbi 
was warm and welcoming to all visitors. The communal Shabbat 
dinner was delicious, and I met many lovely people, managing 
to communicate despite language barriers. The next morning I 
attended a more familiar Orthodox service at the Nozyck Shul 
where, on the Shabbat prior to Purim, members of all the different 
Jewish denominations were called up to read from the Torah. 

I shall no doubt return to Poland for research and personal reasons 
but, for now, I was left with an incomplete feeling. I can only 
attempt to explain this with the following analogy: when ancient 
broken pots are reconstructed using as many of the original 
pieces as possible, often smooth blanks are inserted over the 
lacunae, the missing pieces. 

Dr Anna Hirsh is the Jewish Holocaust Centre Archivist.

Warsaw: of traces and tombs
Anna Hirsh

1 2

1 Anna Hirsh’s great-grandfather (standing 5th from left) and his family, 
 most of whom died in the Holocaust 

2 Warsaw Jewish Cemetery
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‘Watch the ball!’ my tennis coach yelled at me from the 
other side of the court when playing on that nice sunny May 
afternoon. 

But I didn’t watch the ball. My eyes were following that young 
pregnant girl walking briskly on the popular walking path around 
Caulfield Park.

‘Yes, it was Debbie,’ I said to myself, my cousin Gillian’s 
daughter.

A nice warm wave overtook me, a tide, as Broniewski called it 
in one of his Polish poems ‘Tide’ (in Polish Przyplyw). Then, as it 
happens so often, my mind wandered to the other Mays of that 
sad memory bank of my war years.

***

May 1942

Yes, three or four weeks had passed since, as a young 
teenager, I was torn away from the warmth of our home in 
Sosnowiec, Poland, and landed in the first slave labour camp 
Birkenhein, Silesia.

It wasn’t easy, believe you me, missing my mum and dad, and 
my little sister.

It wasn’t easy to get used to that tasteless watery soup or that 
small portion of that tasteless sour bread.

It wasn’t easy schlepping cement bags up the embankment, 
schlepping heavy wet wooden railway sleepers or unloading 
coal briquettes from an open railway carriage.

It wasn’t easy to do this, practically on an empty stomach.

With the day-to-day starvation, I learnt very quickly the value 
of that lousy food that now became the object of my daily and 
nightly dreams.

My mind now went through a sort of kaleidoscope of the next 
three years, of that miserable pattern of different slave labour 
camps and finally concentration camp Lager Sportsschule, and 
then to a new bright pattern in that kaleidoscope – liberation on 
9 May 1945.

‘What’s now?’ my hometown friend Yumek asked about a week 
or so after liberation, when we both came, so to speak, back 
down to earth and the anticipated tragic news was confirmed.

There is no one left from our families, no one!

Yes, what are we going to do now, what are we going to do 
now with:

no family

no money

and a five-year vacuum in our education?

How could I then, in my wildest dreams, imagine that so many 
years later, in some other part of the globe, in a country that I 
didn’t know existed, that I would rekindle the other tragic Mays 
from 1942 to 1945.

***

‘Look at this,’ I pointed out to my coach when our tennis 
session finished, switching on my smart phone, showing him 
the image of my grandchildren.

‘Those are my grandchildren.’

‘When you rightly called out “watch the ball”’, I continued, ‘I 
noticed my cousin Debbie walking along the strip behind us.’

‘Now you see, my friend, it was Debbie’s grandmother who, 
after the war, traced me in Poland and brought me, with great 
difficulty, to this part of the globe to start a new life. Seeing 
Debbie pregnant brought back many memories to my mind, so 
how could I watch the ball?  You understand?’

I don’t think he did.

Yes, I said to myself a few weeks later when little Goldie 
was born, what a nice feeling it is that our family so brutally 
demolished during the Holocaust was again so nicely enriched.

Photo: Gary Gray 1945

The Mays of my past
Gary Gray
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It is difficult to write, but I consider it an obligation and am 
determined to … fulfill it with my last ounce of energy. I will 
write a scroll of agony in order to … remember the past in the 
future. 1

Indeed, Chaim Kaplan’s Scroll of Agony contributed to the past 

being remembered in the future. Despite the fact many of those 

who wrote diaries during the Holocaust were murdered, the 

diary narratives have allowed future generations to understand 

not only what happened physically to the murdered millions, but 

to gauge, to the extent that is possible, inner feelings, changing 

perceptions and reactions to a new and inexplicable reality. 

Although other genres such as memoirs and letters were 

written during the Holocaust, diary writing was a natural choice 

for several reasons. A narrative is essentially the author’s 

representation of events which are woven into a meaningful 

story. The traditional progression of a life narration has an 

assumed trajectory of beginning, middle and end. During the 

Holocaust the progression of a traditional life narrative was 

replaced by the assumption of an unnatural death and the 

Holocaust diarist, perceiving imminent danger and destruction, 

readjusted and redefined the familiar life story. To that end, 

writing a diary facilitated the development of a narrative identity, 

that is, a narration of one’s life story in words, which allowed 

the diarists to create life stories and record what scholar Amos 

Goldberg has coined the ‘narrative of disbelief’.

Writing a diary enabled the diarist to reflect, free of restrictive 

writing codes and the necessity of producing a structured 

story. The diarist was able to record a short segment of life, 

be it the events of one day, one week and so on, without the 

retroactive perspective of a memoir or the assumed future 

of an autobiography. Other autobiographical genres move 

towards a completed life story, unlike the diary which records 

the process of life with no definitive end. As such, the process 

of life reflected in diaries allows for daily change inasmuch as 

the diary is fractured, written in accordance with daily events 

and not concerned with character development and plot. Above 

all, there is no end to a diary as each entry is a small end itself, 

and in this respect the Holocaust diarist was psychologically, 

if not physically, protected from death. A diary gave the diarist 

the ability to record daily, allowed some distance from trauma 

and granted a fresh start each day. The Holocaust diarists were 

able to create a narrative identity which, in words, was able to 

modify events and position them at a place which allowed them 

to cope with the events they were attempting to represent. 

In turn, this enabled the diarist to adapt psychologically to the 

new reality they were facing because a diary accords primary 

significance to a specific day or hour, rather than interpreting life 

events with long range effects or expectations. In doing so, the 

Holocaust diarist was able to keep a semblance of normalcy, 

at least in words. Diary writing enabled the diarist to fulfill the 

responsibility of returning to the diary the following day and 

evidently, under Nazi rule, the intention to write one more diary 

entry became almost tantamount to survival. 

Regardless of personal circumstance, the Holocaust diaries 

are individual responses with one seemingly common theme, 

namely, not only trying to comprehend the incomprehensible, 

but to represent their unprecedented circumstances in words. 

The Holocaust diaries reflect both personal experience and a 

shared narrative of disbelief, evidenced by repeated references 

to the discrepancies between what the diarists were actually 

witnessing, and believing what they were seeing, coupled 

with the quandary of how to make such inexplicable events 

believable to future generations. As noted by Etty Hillesum in 

December, 1942, from the Dutch Transit camp, Westerbork: 

My fountain pen cannot form words strong enough 

to convey even the remotest … picture of these 

transports.2

In truth, it appears that the diarists were able to record facts 

more simply than they were actually able to comprehend them. 

Determining what the purpose of each new event meant and 

the subsequent response to this new development became 

the cornerstone of those witnessing the Holocaust. While the 

differences between Eastern and Western European countries 

are acknowledged, the trauma and disbelief is evident in all 

the Holocaust diaries analysed, regardless of the language in 

which they were written or the country in which the author 

resided. The diaries, written with no hindsight or knowledge 

By chance I found a pencil
Fiona Kaufman
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of the situation elsewhere, constantly refer to confusion in a 

world that could no longer be comprehended. Moreover, the 

narrative identities of the Holocaust diarists accentuate the 

consciousness of death’s proximity, as evidenced by diary 

entries describing murders, unexplained disappearances and 

transports leaving for unknown destinations. Repeatedly the 

diarists reveal how overwhelmed they were by the unexpected 

violence, suffering and sheer terror they were living through, 

reflecting both a grasp of their predicament and their continued 

inability to understand such an unprecedented situation. 

Inherently, a diary is a private document, intended for the writer 

alone. When reading the Holocaust diaries it is discernable 

that by recording their thoughts the diarists were trying to 

make sense of their new reality and, in doing so, private diary 

entries often shifted to more public observations. As public 

observations began to dominate the Holocaust diaries, many 

diarists hid their diaries in the hope that they would be found 

afterwards, or with the slim hope that they themselves would 

survive to retrieve the diary in person. The transformation in 

the nature of diary writing from personal to a more historical 

document is perceptible as the Holocaust diarists appear to 

become more driven to record historical events. 

A diary is immediately recognisable to the reader because 

of its distinctive sequencing, regular dating and ‘dear diary’ 

entries, coupled with the obvious amalgamation of narrator and 

protagonist. In other words, a diarist is both the main character 

and storyteller of the diary narrative. As previously stated, the 

gravity and unexpectedness of the Holocaust negated the 

assumed continuity of a life story, presenting the Holocaust 

narrators with the seemingly impossible task of telling a story 

which words could not describe. Put simply, although one can 

speak in a disjointed fashion and still be understood, written 

prose needs to be more structured if it is to be comprehended. 

A reader follows a story without the guidance of the narrator, 

unlike conversation which is guided by the participants who 

are always present. A story needs to be told within known 

paradigms as it relies on inferences and assumptions made by 

the readers. People write with the intent of being understood. 

However, words written outside any known context simply 

render the words meaningless, and it was this scenario that 

the Holocaust diarists appear to have feared, so unprecedented 

was their new reality. This fear was expressed again and again 

by Holocaust diarists, many concluding that future readers 

would be unable to recognise any familiar social or cultural 

context being recorded, so unspeakable had they become, and 

their words would not be believed.  

In simple terms, the diarists were faced with the dilemma of 

using familiar words within familiar lexical frameworks whilst 

creating a narrative identity which would allow a window 

into the unknown world and terminology of the new order of 

Nazism. Writing in chronological order, bearing witness to the 

fact that these deportations and murders were taking place 

en masse, acknowledging, to the degree they were able, the 

enormity of the Nazi crimes, the Holocaust diarists continued to 

write, notably referring to a new historical reality they were at 

a loss to record. Yet, record they did, creating narrations which 

incorporated the new Nazi ‘vocabulary’ of ghettos, badges, 

Aryans, deportations and resettlement. 

Ironically, the recording of such an incomprehensible new world 

allowed the diarists, in a limited capacity, to maintain a small 

part of the familiar world of which they had once been a part. 

Through words, the Holocaust diarist was able to revert back 

to familiar daily occurrences which perhaps offered some relief 

from their suffering. For example, in the midst of writing about 

deportations and liquidations, many diarists make references to 

more mundane activities, such as Janusz Korczak’s diary entries 

about weighing the children in his orphanage. Diary writing 

enabled the diarist to shift from recording impending disaster, 

Nazi violence and murder to recording any grain of normalcy still 

remaining, allowing the diarist to retain, at least linguistically, 

a small part of their past lives. The diarists moved freely from 

doom and destruction to writing, for example, about the laundry 

and this, coupled with the ongoing nature of diary writing, 

empowered the diarist with the ability to maintain some control 

over the self. 

Holocaust diarists are to be applauded for writing themselves, 

wittingly or not, into post-Holocaust consciousness. In doing 

so they have given a voice to the victims of Nazism and an 

authentic glimpse into an incomprehensible historical chapter as 

so many Holocaust diarists envisaged. In the words of Chaim 

Kaplan: 

My record will serve as source material for the future 

historian. 3

Dr Fiona Kaufman is currently head of the English 
Department at Metro-West High School in Raanana, 
Israel.

1  Chaim Aron Kaplan, Scroll of Agony: The Warsaw Diary of Chaim Kaplan, 
editor and translator  Abraham, I. Katsch  (Indiana: Indiana University Press, 
1999), 30. Originally published as “Megilat Yissurim: Yoman Ghetto Vasha” 
(Hebrew).  Chaim Kaplan himself called the diary the Scroll of Agony. Chaim 
Kaplan and his wife were murdered in Treblinka.

2  Etty Hillesum, Etty: The Letters and Diaries of Etty Hillesum 1941-1943, 
ed.  Klaas A.D. Smelik, translated by the Etty Hillesum Foundation (U.S.A: 
Wm B Eerdmans Publishing Company, 2002), 584. First published as Etty: De 
nagelaten geschriften van Etty Hillesum 1941-1943, (Amsterdam: 1986, 2002). 
Etty Hillesum was a Dutch Jew murdered at Auschwitz.

 

3  Kaplan, Scroll of Agony: The Warsaw Ghetto Diary of Chaim A Kaplan, 9. 
This entry can be found in the Moreshet Archives of Kaplan’s “lost” diary pages, 
“Moreshet Archives,” Archive D.2.470, Yad Vashem, Jerusalem. It is included 
in the introduction, but not in the English translation of the diary. For unknown 
reasons several diary entries were not included in the English translation, but 
can be found in the original Hebrew in the “Moreshet Archives.”
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Phillip Maisel 
OAM receives 
prestigious 
Victorian 
Museum Award

In July this year, Phillip Maisel was awarded the Museums 
Australia (Victoria) Individual Excellence Award (volunteer) 
for his outstanding contribution as a volunteer over 27 years. 
Museums Australia (Victoria) is the peak body for over 1,000 
museums and collecting organisations. 

Since 1989, Phillip, a Holocaust survivor, has been volunteering 
four days a week overseeing the Video Testimonies Project 
at the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC). The Testimonies 
Project has collected 1,300 interviews capturing the stories 
of Holocaust survivors to preserve their voices and provide 
a resource for researchers. Phillip has inspired the next 
generation of museum professionals to engage with this 
important aspect of museum work by sharing his experience 
with Museum Studies and oral history students from several 
universities, and a range of overseas archives and academics. 
Over his 27 years at the helm of the Testimonies Project Phillip 
has trained over 50 volunteers and, at 92, he continues to work 
with a team of five interviewers to collect more testimonies. 
Many museum professionals from local and international 
community organisations have spent time with Phillip to learn 
how to build an oral history collection. The judges recognised 
Phillip’s outstanding long-term contribution to the JHC and 
the wider community. They commented that his was an 
amazing story from a standout nominee, and particularly noted 
his adoption of self-taught digital technologies: ‘Phillip has 
resources as a volunteer that no one else in Australia, paid or 
volunteer, would have, and demonstrates expertise, ingenuity 
and entrepreneurial ability in his work.’ 

In accepting the award, Phillip said:

For many years, working at the Jewish Holocaust Centre, I 
have been fulfilling a pledge I made to my friends towards 
the end of the Holocaust – in the concentration camp in 

which I was last incarcerated and in the darkest moments of 
my life – that if I survived, even for five minutes, I would tell 
the world about the Nazi crimes inflicted on Jewish people 
and others. My work at the Jewish Holocaust Centre has 
given me the opportunity to fulfil my pledge and to do so by 
collecting over 1,300 testimonies from Holocaust survivors. 
These testimonies contain records of the life stories of 
people who survived the Holocaust – records of senseless 
murder and of immense suffering and injustice. However, 
they also contain records of people who, moved by 
humane feelings of compassion and sheer goodness, took 
immense risks to save the lives of innocent people. These 
testimonies contain lessons and messages to the world 
about how important it is for individuals to fight for truth, 
equality and justice ...to fight for understanding, compassion 
and tolerance. Most importantly, the work I do continues 
to give meaning to my life. I feel immensely privileged to 
believe that I can contribute even in a very small way to the 
very important task of teaching people about humanity and 
human kindness which I hold is an essential if not critical 
value in today’s world.

Mazal tov Phillip. This award could not have gone to a more 
deserving person.

Photo: Phillip Maisel OAM and Lauren Ellis

Photographer: Simon Fox, Deakin University
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Unlike my predecessors I was fairly young when I decided 
to apply for the Austrian Holocaust Memorial Service. At the 
age of 16, I began preparing by reading books and attending 
lectures about the Holocaust and the Second World War. 
When I finally arrived at the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) in 
Melbourne two years later, I spent the first few weeks getting 
to know the volunteers, staff and, of course, the wonderful 
survivors. Sitting in with the school groups and listening 
to the survivors’ testimonies was a memorable and also 
overwhelming start to my year. 

From the very first day I was impressed by the education program. 
As we had not learned much about the Holocaust at school in 
Austria, I was concerned about the level of Holocaust education in 
a country as far away as Australia. In hindsight I believe that during 
a visit to the JHC, students gain more insight into the Holocaust 
than I did in my eight years of history classes in Austria. The 
way that the pupils react emotionally to meeting a survivor who 
experienced the war first-hand made me realise how important the 
work of the Centre is. I have yet to see someone leave the Centre 
without being changed by his or her visit. 

I had the pleasure of working with the Education team and seeing 
how much effort is involved in organising the visits of the large 
school groups that visit the Centre every day – from scheduling 
bookings, to rotating groups through the Centre during visits and 
schlepping hundreds of chairs from one end of the building to the 
other in the morning, and then all the way back in the afternoon. 

My biggest project was the creation of a dynamic map of 
the schools visiting the JHC. The aim was to gain a picture 
of the different suburbs of Melbourne and regional areas of 
Victoria from which student visitors come, and the numbers 
coming from each area. It was indeed a challenging task that 
took quite some time to complete, but I was very proud of 
the result. Later on in the year I was able to present my work 
to the Courage to Care program, which was a very rewarding 
experience. 

I spent the majority of my time at the JHC in the Archives 
department. It might not have been as flashy and stressful 
as coordinating school visits on a tight time schedule, but it 
gave me the opportunity to handle original artefacts, letters 
and documents from the Second World War. I spent hundreds 
of hours translating the correspondence of people who were 
desperate to escape Germany, letters of children trying 
to give false comfort to their mothers, and the meticulous 
documentation of German organisations. This was quite an 
emotional journey and, more than once, I found myself reading 
through all the letters before translating them because I could 
not wait to know the writers’ fate.

My work in Archives was supervised by Dr Anna Hirsh, who 
taught me much about handling documents. Countless times 
I was admonished for picking up a letter the wrong way, 
turning pages without taking enough care, or wrapping a diary 
incorrectly. I learnt a totally new definition of the phrase ‘handle 
with care’, and I am proud to say that my skills improved 
markedly!

My work also involved menial tasks like changing hyphens to 
full stops in the translations on thousands of labels; hours of 
scanning; and the cleaning of chairs in the auditorium before 
a big event. Although these tasks sound tedious, they were a 
welcome variation to my other work and enabled me to relax 
my mind a little. 

I also had the unfortunate but very Melbournesque experience 
of being ‘doored’ by a car while riding my bicycle on my way 
to work. As the result of a driver’s early morning carelessness, 
I promptly found myself in hospital and, a couple days later, in 
surgery. The amazing support of JHC staff made my hospital 
experience much more manageable, and the only residual 
damage is a large scar on my shoulder, which will always 
remind me of my time in Australia.

My responsibilities at the JHC as an Austrian Holocaust 
Memorial Service intern really made me feel an integral part of 
the Centre. Overall, my year in Melbourne was an invaluable 
experience and I am sad that my service is approaching its 
end. I enjoyed my work here and believe that Australians can 
consider themselves fortunate to have an organisation like the 
JHC, with its dedicated and hardworking staff and volunteers. 

Photo:  Deniz Sezer

A memorable year as 
an Austrian intern at 
the JHC
Deniz Sezer
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People assume that going to Poland must be depressing, but 
it is exactly the opposite. After returning from the March of the 
Living, it takes time to make sense of what you have seen and 
felt. It is impossible to describe the depth and intensity of each 
moment. I am not even referring to witnessing evidence of the 
horror, the processing of what it means to have lost 6 million 
lives, or what it feels like to stand in a gas chamber where you 
can still see the blue of the Zyclon B gas on the walls. I am 
talking about those unpredictable moments that literally take your 
breath away. Interestingly, these moments can be so joyful that 
they become etched in your memory as lessons you know that 
have changed you forever.

This year we marched near the front of the 12,000 students who 
were walking the 2.3km from Auschwitz to Birkenau. When we 
arrived it was quiet, apart from the soulful sound of a violin and 
the broadcasting of names of the 1.1 million people who died 
in that place. The chilling recording that repeats for the entire 
day echoes across the vast expanse of Birkenau. The students 
approached the tracks that lead through the infamous entrance 
to the camp, to place their paddles of remembrance and to say 
Kaddish in tribute to family members who were murdered during 
the Shoah.

The silence was interrupted by someone shouting, demanding 
our attention. Jade broke away and walked up to the man 
who was Korean, but was shouting in Hebrew. She stood very 
close to him, put out her arms and hugged him. He began to 
cry and Jade continued to hold him. Then, one by one, each 
of the Australian students hugged the desolate man. He kept 
repeating, ‘I am so sorry, I am sorry.’ Behind us were an Israeli 
man and his father, who also approached the man, and the son 
introduced his father as a Holocaust survivor. When the Korean 
man did not understand, the son pulled up his father’s sleeve to 

reveal a tattoo. The Korean man collapsed to the ground, wailing 
and kissing the survivor’s feet and begging him for forgiveness. 
Gently, the survivor knelt down and, as if picking up his own 
child, helped the man back up to his feet and they stood, holding 
each other. I cannot begin to explain what it felt like to witness 
that moment of forgiveness and compassion, two of the most 
powerful human emotions.

No history or story could leave a more lasting impression on 
the students. That moment changed them forever, but just 
when we thought we could not possibly manage another thing, 
our attention was drawn to a nearby conversation. This time, a 
survivor from America was telling his son that the last time he 
was at Auschwitz-Birkenau was 70 years ago. This inspiring and 
humble man then told us his story, a story of luck, resilience and 
courage. By coincidence, we saw him again a week later in Israel, 
when the students were volunteering at Neve Michael, a village 
for children from abusive homes or whose parents are in jail. We 
do not know what he was doing there, but he came up to us to 
tell us how pleased he was to have met us in Poland. He had 
been very worried about returning to Birkenau, but had been truly 
moved by our student group. Our interest helped him to realise 
that his story was important, and that his memories were indeed 
safe with members of this generation who would continue to tell 
his story, and to bear witness.

Each day had special moments like these. One such moment 
was when Jade found the name of her family’s village on a 
stone at Treblinka. Finding the stone with the name of one’s 
family’s town or shtetl among the 17,000 stones there is 
almost impossible, but Jade did so, and was able to read her 
grandmother’s testimony as she stood next to it. A second 
moment was when we witnessed Ari laying tefillin at the fence 
of Auschwitz. The set of tefillin, which were 200 years old, had 
originally belonged to Ari’s great-grandfather and had not been 
used since the Second World War. This was the first time that Ari 
had laid tefillin.

There are too many other precious moments to record here, but 
for students who have the privilege of attending this incredible 
program it never fails to deliver. It is a truly life-changing journey!

Kim Slender is School Counsellor at Emanuel School Sydney 
and a member of the MOTL Board. She was the counsellor who 
accompanied the Student March of the Living group in April 2016. 

1 Jade Laishevsky 

2 (l-r) Daniel Jaffa and Ari Regan-Lacey 

Student March of the 
Living: a life-changing 
journey
Kim Slender
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Participating in the Adult March of the Living (AMOTL) with my 
brother, Max, sister, Bela, and brother-in-law, Simon Auslender, 
was something that we had talked about for many years. We 
shared some very special family moments together, moving 
from the predominant sadness of Poland to the mostly joyous 
and celebratory experiences of Israel. This – experiencing Israel 
- was a highlight of my journey, but equally special were the 
people with whom we came in contact and the relationships 
we formed during the trip.  

Beginning in Poland, the films of the pre-war Jewish 
community we saw at Auschwitz reminded us of the many 
hopes and dreams that were never realised. This painful 
experience totally overwhelmed me, and I was grateful for the 
support of our tour guide and the rest of our group. These are 
the kinds of moment I will always hold close to my heart.

We had the opportunity to share family stories with the group 
as we moved through the concentration camps we visited, 
and I found this to be an enormous emotional support. I cried 
as I told my father’s story, of how he had lost his first wife and 
child in Dachau. Then, as we entered one of the barracks in 
Birkenau, I told the story of my mother-in-law, who had been a 
prisoner there, and the number tattooed on her arm. When she 
first read the number – 47889 – she realised that it added up to 
36, or twice chai, the Hebrew letters that mean life and whose 
numerological value add up to 18. The symbolism of those 
numbers convinced her that she would survive. 

Other precious moments united us with student MOTL 
participants in Birkenau, as we said Kaddish and they sat 
respectfully around the pools where ashes from the crematoria 
were dumped. Davening with other MOTL participants in 
a Krakow shul and then experiencing Kabbalat Shabbat in a 

Warsaw shul were further memories to be treasured.

Carrying the Australian Banner in the march from Auschwitz to 
Birkenau was special. I felt I had to hold the flag high as a mark 
of respect to those who could not be there and I was honoured 
to have been given the opportunity.

We were encouraged to share our experiences. After visiting 
the cemetery at Lodz, my family and I were excited to have 
found the grave and say Kaddish for our great-aunt who had 
died before the outbreak of the Second World War. It was good 
to share this experience with the group, and to hear the stories 
of others.

The debriefing sessions were invaluable in helping us to reflect 
on our experiences, ultimately deepening our understanding. 
Our guide, Jacob, was a wonderful support and also provided 
some necessary light relief when it was appropriate. Our local 
consultant, Kuba, provided invaluable insights into the present 
Jewish community in Poland. We also had the opportunity 
to meet survivors and their families and hear the survivors’ 
stories. 

At the MOTL ceremony in Birkenau, meeting an empathetic 
Greek archbishop and witnessing a Polish group singing Yiddish 
and Israeli songs filled me with hope and reinforced my belief 
that there is still a positive future for the Jewish people in 
Europe.  Meeting local Poles, both Jews and non-Jews, only 
helped to reinforce this view. One example was the elderly 
woman, who has been designated as a Righteous Among 
the Nations, who told us how her family had saved four Jews 
during the Holocaust. Equally inspirational were the four local 
Poles we met who discovered only later in life that they are 
Jewish.

In Israel, I was privileged that our sensitive and supportive 
group, having just witnessed the horrors, sadness and 
unbelievable inhumanity in Poland, shared in my first 
experience of this wonderful and amazing land. Our emotionally 
charged moments included fulfilling a long-held dream of 
mine to kiss the ground in Israel on my first contact with that 
land; experiencing the sadness of Yom Hazikaron; singing 
and dancing at Saffra Square in Jerusalem, which provided a 
welcome balance to Yom Hazikaron; marching to the Kotel on 
Yom Ha’Atzmaut; and laying tefillin and davening at the Kottel.

Overall, the experiences presented in the Adult March of the 
Living program were vital components of witnessing both the 
horrors of the Holocaust and the wonders and beauty of Israel. 
At the same time, they provided an incredible opportunity for 
personal development and encouraged my commitment to 
make the world a better place.

John Glass was a participant in the March of the Living program 
in April 2016.

Photo: (l-r) Max Glass, Simon Auslender, Bela Auslender  
           and John Glass

Reflections on the 
Adult March of the 
Living 2016
John Glass
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The monthly meeting of the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) 
Social Club continues to be a highlight for Holocaust survivors, 
volunteers and guides, and for their friends. Over the past 
months we have continued to host stimulating speakers who 
have addressed a wide range of topics, always generating 
spirited questions and discussion.

Dean Cohen, who addressed us about ‘The New Generation of 
Leadership’, has developed a passion for working with people 
with special needs after several life-changing years working in 
various roles in the disability sector. Two years ago he founded 
‘Camp Sababa Melbourne’ to provide fun-filled experiences for 
people with special needs, respite for families and disability 
care training for young adults. More recently, he established 
‘The Best Bunch’, an online flower business providing 
employment opportunities for people with special needs.

Eitan Dory, Executive Director of the Australian Friends of the 
Hebrew University (Victorian Division) gave us much to think 
about during his discussion of ‘The State of Israel today: Where 
to from here? Two states solution, five states solution or one 
State of Israel solution?’ He has had more than twenty years’ 
experience in raising funds and building business relationships 
for Israel in Europe, the Far East, Africa and Australia, and 
through his role as Co-Chair of Global Israeli Leadership he is 
active in strengthening bonds between Israelis living in Israel 
and the diaspora.

We were also addressed by Dr Jordana Silverstein and Dr 
Esther Jilovsky, who together with David Slucki edited In the 
Shadows of Memory: The Holocaust and the Third Generation, 
the first book to bring together a collection of the experiences 
of grandchildren of Holocaust survivors. Both academics, 
writers and the granddaughters of Holocaust survivors, Jordana 
and Esther addressed us on ‘The Holocaust and the Third 
Generation’.

Najaf Mazari arrived in Australia as a refugee from Afghanistan 
and now owns a successful rug shop in Melbourne. He was 
nominated for the award of Australian of the Year in 2014, is 
the subject of a soon-to-be-released movie, and co-authored 
The Rugmaker of Mazar-E-Sharif and The Honey Thief. Najaf 
enthralled us with the story of his fascinating journey from 
shepherd boy, to forced exile, to an Australian detention centre 
and finally to freedom.

Jennifer Huppert, President of the Jewish Community Council 
of Victoria, spoke to the members of the Social Club about 
‘Changes in the Melbourne Jewish Community in the 21st 
Century’. A former member of the Victorian Legislative Council 
and a lawyer and special counsel at Arnold Bloch Leibler, Jen-
nifer has also been a board member of Youth Connect, as well 
as a number of Jewish communal organisations, including the 
National Council of Jewish Women, the B’nai B’rith Anti-Defa-
mation Commission and the Jewish Taskforce against Family 
Violence.

Rabbi Fred Morgan AM, Rabbi Emeritus at Temple Beth Israel, 
is eminently well-qualified to speak about interfaith dialogue, 
having studied the religions of India in his studies at Columbia 
and Cambridge Universities before undertaking his rabbinical 
studies in London and Jerusalem. His stimulating address was 
titled, ‘Is Interfaith Dialogue Working?’

The club regularly attracts a large audience and welcomes 
members of the community to join us for bagels and coffee, 
and for stimulating and lively discussion. Meetings take place 
monthly on Thursday mornings at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre.

For further information about the JHC Social Club, please 
contact Barbara Sacks on 0404 224 498.

JHC Social Club
Barbara Sacks
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1 (l-r) Rae Silverstein, Chana Rubin and Dr Jordana Silverstein 

2 (l-r) Barbara Sacks, Goldie Birch and Najaf Mazari 

3 (l-r) Lusia Haberfeld, Barbara Sacks and Jennifer Huppert

4 (l-r) Eitan Drori, Lea Wolfe, Lynne Samuel and Jill Goldberg
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Delivering the 2016 Anti-Defamation Commission Gandel Ora-
tion, Dan Mariaschin, B’nai B’rith’s International executive vice-
president noted that the ‘perniciousness of the new antisemi-
tism, trumpeted through the internet at the speed of a keystroke, 
with Twitter, Facebook and other social media, places antisemi-
tism within the reach of everyone’. The Jewish Holocaust Centre 
plays a vital role in educating the community about the dangers 
of antisemitsm, racism and prejudice and the Friends of the Jew-
ish Holocaust Centre is proud to support the Centre in this vital 
work.

To this end, Friends hosted an evening to view the movie 
Remember at the Classic Cinemas. The movie starred 
Christopher Plummer as an elderly man with dementia who, 
with the aid of a fellow Auschwitz survivor, goes in search of the 
person responsible for the death of his family. On a very different 
theme, Friends hosted a theatre night at Chapel off Chapel, 
where the play Man of Mode, billed as a ‘dark and sexy comedy 
set in the 17th century,’ was staged.

In July we hosted another successful movie night when a 
capacity audience viewed Persona Non Grata, a documentary 
about the Japanese consul-general Chiune Sugihara, known as 
the ‘Schindler of Japan’, who issued over 2,000 visas to Jewish 
refugees, ultimately saving the lives of over 6,000 people. Our 
pre-movie audience was treated to an account by Sue Lewis, 
Friends’ committee member and Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) 

volunteer guide, of her daughter-in-law’s family’s connection 
with Sugihara, whose visas enabled them to escape the horrors 
of wartime Europe. The following month, Friends supported 
a theatre night to view a play about Paul Robeson, another 
towering personality whose life was devoted to promoting 
tolerance and respect. Titled A Tribute in Story and Song to Paul 
Robeson, it was held at Chapel off Chapel and The Friends were 
grateful for the donation to the JHC made by the organisers. 

We were honoured that the family and friends of Michael Spicer 
made a very generous donation to the JHC in honour of his 60th 
birthday celebration. 

We are delighted that funds raised by the Friends have provided 
a much-needed update of recording and digital equipment for 
the Centre. Through our functions we have broadened our 
membership base and increased our capacity to raise funds.

As we launch our annual membership drive, we thank everyone 
who has participated in our activities and look forward to their 
continued involvement in the coming year.

On behalf of the Friends of the JHC, I would like to wish you 
Shana Tova and well over the Fast.

1 Scene from documentary Persona Non Grata

2 Paul Robeson

Friends of the Jewish Holocaust Centre
Goldie Birch

The Friends of the Jewish Holocaust Centre plays an  
important role in providing financial support to the Centre 
through membership subscriptions, raffle book sales, sales  
of the Entertainment Book and social fundraising functions.

To become a Friend of the Jewish Holocaust Centre, simply 
download and complete the form from www.jhc.org.au/
friends-of-the-jhc.html 

For further information please contact Goldie Birch on  
(03) 9528 1985 or email goldiegb@bigpond.net.au.

Become a Friend of the Jewish Holocaust Centre.  
Support the activities of the Centre. 
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A unique piece of Holocaust history thought to have been lost 
was found after more than 50 years and is now on permanent 
display in the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) museum. It is 
the model that was used at the end of the Second World War 
by a group of Oskar Schindler’s Jewish workers to make a 
gold signet ring for him. Oskar Schindler, the hero of Thomas 
Kenneally’s book, Schindler’s Ark and the Spielberg film, 
Schindler’s List was a German industrialist and member of the 
Nazi party who saved Jews by employing them in his factory 
and treating them humanely. About 1200 Jews were saved by 
him.

At the end of the war, one of Schindler’s workers, master 
jeweller Jozef Gross, made a gold ring for Oskar Schindler. 
This act is famously depicted in Spielberg’s film, with gold for 
the ring sourced from prisoners’ teeth. According to Jozef’s 
son, Louis Gross, ‘[My father] made a model out of lead pipe, 
[and] used cuttlefish to make the mould, with a channel to pour 
the molten gold into the cuttlefish.’ The ring itself was lost by 
Schindler shortly after the war, while the ring model came to 
Australia with Jozef Gross and lay in his workshop in Melbourne 
for 50 years.

Jozef Gross was a very private person and chose not to share 
his story with the world. He only told his family and a few 
others about his war experiences. Importantly, he gave an in-
depth description of the process used to make the ring to his 
Australian business partner. The ring model was discovered by 
Jozef’s son, Louis, in a box, along with other jewellery-making 

paraphernalia after Jozef passed away in 1997.

This significant historical artefact has now been donated to the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre. JHC Curator and Head of Collections, 
Jayne Josem, believes the ring model is symbolic of the 
profound gratitude Schindler Jews felt for their saviour, and the 
hope that he gave them by protecting them from the Holocaust. 
It gives visitors the opportunity to explore the complexities 
of Oskar Schindler, a German industrialist who was profiting 
from Jewish slave labour before he began to protect the Jews 
working for him. 

‘He was a complex character,’ says Josem, ‘a sinner who 
became known as a saint.’ 

Louis Gross also noted his father’s ambivalence about 
Schindler: 

‘He [Josef Gross] had seven brothers and sisters, most of 
whom were married with children. He was married with a 
child... no one survived [the Holocaust] other than my father. 
That was very traumatic, so he had trouble saying [Schindler] 
was a German who deserved praise.’

1 Model for Oskar Shindler’s ring made by Jozef Gross

2 Jozef Gross

From the JHC Collection: Ring of hope
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Apology
In the April 2016 edition of Centre News we inadvertently omitted Sarah Saaroni’s post nominal ‘OAM’.  

We apologise for this omission.
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The following are new additions to the Centre’s collection 
acquired between January and May this year. We are so 
appreciative of these rare and important historical documents 
and artefacts. Not only are they an important part of Holocaust 
history, but their Melbourne connections contribute to the 
uniqueness of the Jewish Holocaust Centre’s collection. 

1. A pre-war photo album containing numerous photographs 
 from Lodz, and two additional photos. The album belonged 
 to the donor’s mother-in-law Eta Szlagman, née Gwint 
 (1914-1977), and the photographs, from the 1920s and 
 1930s include Eta’s family, friends and classmates. 

 Donor: Ros Shlagman 

2. Megillat Esther, the Scroll of Esther. A beautiful, rare first 
 edition leather-bound book, illustrated by Ze’ev Raban (born 
 Wolf Rawicki) in memory of his mother, Rivka Reisl Rawicki, 
 who died in the Warsaw Ghetto. Raban was one of the key 
 Bezalel School artists. Published by Miriam Publishing 
 House, Jerusalem 1947-1948.

Donor: Michael Radovsky 

3. Schutzbrief, a rare protective document issued by Spanish 
 diplomat Angel Sans Briz to Jeno and Jenone Desi, their 
 daughter Gyulane Geiger (born Magda Desi) and her 
 husband Gyula Geiger. Document issued on 3 November 

 1944. Angel Sanz Briz (1910-1980) was a diplomat working 
 as the Chargé d’Affaires for the Spanish Embassy in 
 Budapest, Hungary between 1943 and 1944. Briz issued 
 about 5200 false Spanish papers to Jews. He was honoured 
 as a Righteous Amongst the Nations by Yad Vashem in 1991. 
 Magda and Gyula Geiger were the grandparents of the donor.

Donor: Simone Jacobson  

4. Dr George Halasz, transcript of lecture titled ‘Children of 
 Survivors – Reflections on the Generations’. Dr Halasz 
 is a psychiatrist, and has held positions as a consultant in 
 child and adult psychiatry at the Austin Hospital and Monash 
 Medical Centre. He is a Senior Lecturer in the Department 
 of Psychological Medicine at Monash University. This paper 
 discusses issues of the intergenerational effects of Holocaust  
 suvivors, their children and their stories.  

Donor: Dr George Halasz

5. Four postcards, three sent from Poland and one mailed from 
 Melbourne to Rome (1947). These cards were sent between 
 Josef Orbach and Morry and Eda Sheppet, Miriam’s 
 Zimmet’s parents. Morry Sheppet was born in Lodz (his 
 family were from Krzepicz), and was deported from the 
 Lodz Ghetto to Auschwitz in 1943. He was relocated to 
 Sachsenhausen Concentration Camp, where he worked as 
 a slave labourer on the Nazi project of counterfeiting English 
 currency. He was later sent to Ebensee Concentration Camp, 
 where he was incarcerated until liberation. Eda was also born 
 in Lodz and, in 1944, was deported from the Lodz Ghetto to 
 Auschwitz. After a period of incarceration in Freiburg, she 
 was in Mauthausen until liberation.  

 Donor: Miriam Zimmet  

6. Two photographs, the first of the grave of Adolf Ehrenwerth, 
 who was wounded during the First World War and died 
 before the outbreak of World War Two. The second 
 photograph is of Minya Ehrenwerth, who died in Auschwitz. 
 These photographs will be added to an existing collection 
 from the estate of Hermann Ehrenwerth, who came to 
 Australia in 1940 on the Dunera. 

 Donor: Berenice DeSilva 

7. Three photographs and two original documents. The first 
 photo is of Meir Lewin (1916-1990); the second is of Meir and 
 Elka Lewin (née Kornblit); and the third is a group photograph 
 with Meir Lewin in Lager Wegschein, a DP camp in Linz, 
 Austria. The documents are from the immediate post-war 
 period. Meir Lewin was born in Lodz (his parents were from 
 Wyszogrod) and was incarcerated in various concentration 
 camps during the war. Elka Kornblit was from Zamosc. Meir 
 and Elka Lewin immigrated to Israel after the war. They were 
 the parents of the donor. 

 Donor: Sara Elkas  

 We thank our donors for their generosity and assistance with 
documentation. Donations of original Holocaust artefacts are 
always welcome. We encourage our readers to assist us with 
documentation by preparing family history to accompany artefact 
donations. 

If you wish to donate artefacts, please email JHC Archivist Dr 
Anna Hirsh at annah@jhc.org.au to make an appointment.

1 Schutzbrief, a rare protective document issued by Spanish diplomat 

 Angel Sans Briz, 3 November 1944

2 Postcard from Lodz, Poland

3 Pre-war photos from Lodz, Poland

New acquisitions
Anna Hirsh
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12

1: (l-r) Leanne Sun, Cr Jamie Hyams, Nikolaus Rittinghausen,  
 Carl Gopalkrishnan, David Southwick MP, Cr James Long, Jennifer 
 Huppert, Bill Appleby, Cr Claude Ullin, Hong Lim MP and Daniel Scida

2: Phillip Maisel OAM

3: Sandra and Henri Korn

4: (l-r) Esther Werblud, Ruth Neuhauser, Helen Leperere, Saba Feniger 
 and Clara Weis

5: (l-r) Louis Gross, Clare Gross, Marilyn Gross and Jack Moore

6: (l-) Jack Fogel, Margaret Fitzherbert MLC, Warren Fineberg, Abram 
 Goldberg OAM and Dr Anna Hirsh

7:  l-r) Abram Goldberg OAM, Willy Lermer OAM, Cesia Goldberg and  
 Halina Zylberman

8: (l-r) Pauline Rockman OAM, Nathan Fink and Helen Mahemoff

9: l-r) Arnold Zable, Pauline Rockman OAM, Jeffrey Kelson, Sue Hampel  
 OAM, Jayne Josem and Warren Fineberg

10: (l-r) Abram Goldberg OAM and Dr Christopher Browning

11: (l-r) Dr Leah Kaminsky, Dr Clare Wright and Magda Szubanski

12: (l-r) Willy Lermer OAM, Stan Yarramunua, Jayne Josem, Viv Parry and  
 Irma Hanner

Seen around the Centre

7 8

9 10
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Otto Kohn was born in Prague, Czechoslovakia in 1928. 
Between 1942 and 1945 he survived five concentration camps. 
He arrived in Australia alone in December 1950 and, over the 
years, built up a very successful timber business.

Otto was born into a loving, assimilated, well-to-do Jewish 
family. He had a younger sister, Olga. When the Nazis invaded 
Czechoslovakia in 1939, his life changed forever. Prague Jews 
who had identified as Czech citizens of Jewish religion in the 
1936 census were suddenly branded as ‘Jews’, had to wear 
a yellow star and faced many restrictions. For Otto this meant 
being prevented from doing what his non-Jewish friends did, 
and celebrating his bar mitzvah in his apartment, with only the 
cantor and his family present.

In 1942, Otto and his family were transported to Terezin 
(Theresienstadt), where Otto worked as a messenger boy, with 
the privilege of having the only bicycle in the camp. Men and 
women were separated and the barracks were overcrowded. 
Transports arrived daily from German-occupied countries and 
hunger and overcrowding were the norm. Although many 
members of his extended family came to Terezin, all were 
transported – supposedly to a work camp in the East – and 
none survived.

Terezin, however, was mild in comparison to Auschwitz, where 
Otto and his father were sent in 1944. There they survived Dr 
Mengele’s ‘selection’, only to be transported to another camp 
several weeks later. When they were leaving Auschwitz, Otto’s 
mother and sister were arriving on a transport from Terezin. The 

women and children on this transport were sent straight to the 
gas chambers.

Otto and his father survived five concentration camps: 
Auschwitz, Landsberg, Kaufering, Landshut and Dachau. His 
father, who had always tried to protect him, died of starvation 
in Dachau, just three months before the Americans liberated 
the camp in May 1945. Otto, who was close to death, 
was hospitalised and later repatriated to Prague, where he 
discovered that his uncle Victor was the only other family 
member to have survived. As he could not see a future for 
himself living under communism, he joined a transport for war 
orphans, leaving Prague in 1948. After further rehabilitation in 
Switzerland to recover from TB, he emigrated to Australia. 

Arriving alone in Melbourne in 1950, he found a job and began 
studying English and later, accountancy, at night school. After 
a succession of low-paid jobs, he went to work at sawmills in 
Fitzroy, where he worked very hard, finishing each job he was 
given before going home, even if it meant spending two or 
three hours longer at work. This angered his work mates, but 
as unpleasant as it was for Otto, it made him determined to 
become a business owner rather than an employee.

In 1956, Otto established OK Timbers Pty Ltd, a company 
that still exists today. At that time, the timber industry was 
dominated by large, long-established family concerns, but his 
approach was different, as he found out what customers really 
wanted and went to great lengths to satisfy their demands. As 
a result, his company prospered. 

Otto Kohn: continuing his father’s legacy

1
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Otto believes that his ethics, both personal and business, 

are the direct result of his family heritage, both before and 

during the war, when his father was with him to teach him the 

importance of ‘doing the right thing’.

Although Otto was very busy rebuilding his life for the first 

decades after he arrived in Melbourne, he was one of the first 

to give his testimony and has always valued the work done 

by the Centre. As he says, ‘I support the Jewish Holocaust 

Centre because I was part of the Holocaust – I lived through it. 

I do not think it will happen again, but genocide will continue 

to happen, and future generations need to understand.’ Now 

that he has retired and with time to reflect on his life, he has 

decided to donate to the Centre in the form of a bequest. He 

is aware that survivors like himself will not be there to run the 

Centre in the long term, and believes that it is important to 

continue the legacy of the founders. ‘I have the utmost respect 

for the survivors who had the courage to establish the Centre, 

but funding is needed for their work to be continued on a 

professional basis,’ he said. 

We are most grateful to Otto Kohn for his foresight and 

generosity in supporting the Centre. For further information 

about leaving a bequest, please contact Reuben Zylberszpic at 

ReubenZ@jhc.org.au or phone 9528 1985.

1 Otto Kohn 

2 The Kohn family, with Otto standing next to his grandmother (seated  
 centre)

3 Otto Kohn with his sister Olga

Regina Aldelfang

Erika Bence

Elza Bernst

Susan Blatman

Gitla Borenstein

Dr Joseph Brown AO OBE

Majer (Kopl Ceprow

Richard Charlupski

Bertha Fekete

John Fox

Jakob Frenkiel

Cecilia Freshman

Romana Frey

Sara Frucht

Walter Geismar

Fania Gitein

Samuel Gnieslaw

Arnold Hacker

Bessie Heiman

Magda Horvat

Sabine Jakubowicz

Betty Janover

Basia Kane

Thea Kimla

Lola Kiven

Leslie Klemke

Izabella Krol

Pinek Krystal

Nona Lee

Ivor Leiser

Ruth Leiser

Charlotte Lesser

Kurt Lewinski

Sarah Liebmann

Julek & Ada Lipski

Abram Malewiak

Janina Marcus

Don Marejn

Anna Mass

Sonia Mrocki

Victor Muntz

Kalman & Elka Bajla Parasol

Edith Peer

Elizabeth Peer

Lilian Renard

Gerda Rogers

Betty & RoseRosalky

Hadasa Rosenbaum

Szmul Rostkier

Bencjan Rozencwajg

Irene & Ignacy Rozental

Leslie Sandy

Raymond Harry Schiller

Helen Sharp

Marianne Singer

Sara Smuzyk

Mary Starr

Georgette Steinic

Samuel Stopnik

Geoffrey Tozer

Josef Tyler

Chana Uberbayn

Emanuel Wajnblum

Ludvik Weisz

Pinkus Wiener

Ludwik & Rita Winfield

Sabina Winter

Chaya Ziskind

Sofia Zitron

Estate Gifts
We acknowledge the Jewish Holocaust Centre and Foundation bequestors for their generosity and vision.
May their memory be a blessing.
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Ann Kabillo came into my life one day around 2011 following 
the upgrade of the Jewish Holocaust Centre (JHC) museum. 
She wanted to help, she wanted to volunteer at the Centre but 
she did not want to guide. What could she do? She had been 
a teacher and it was clear to me from our first conversation 
that she was smart. The only real challenge was her lack of 
computer skills. However, her timing was good as I had a 
project for which I needed help. She indicated a willingness to 
learn, so I took her on.

Perhaps it was her smile and her demeanour that made me 
instantly warm to her. Because, to be honest, and Ann would 
appreciate my honesty, it took her quite some time to master 

the computer. Most weeks when she arrived, my assistant 
Daniel Feldman and I would spend the first 20 minutes trying to 
locate the file she had been working on the previous week. 

Ann was a wonderful volunteer, doing anything that was 
required of her without a fuss. She only ever complained 
when it appeared that my need for her help was waning, as 
she constantly reminded me how much she loved working 
at the JHC. Most of the time she assisted with research on 
collections items, which often involved listening to testimonies 
to ascertain the provenance of the items. She had a strength of 
character to be able to sit through these harrowing testimonies, 
yet still come back the following week smiling, ready for work. 
Ann’s work has greatly added to our knowledge of the precious 
items in our collection.

It always pained Ann to condense survivor testimonies for me. 
‘How much should I write?’ she would ask. When I asked for a 
page she would furrow her brow, pause for a moment, look up 
and tell me that was just not possible. ‘How can I summarise 
a three hour testimony in a page or two?’ She refused to do 
it, feeling deeply hurt by the concept of leaving out important 
parts of people’s stories. Ann really cared in every fibre of her 
being about the stories she was hearing, and just could not 
comply with my request. ‘Give me your summary and then I 
shall try to summarise further’ was my compromise. 

Mostly when I think of Ann I think about how her face lit up 
when she told us about her family, especially her grandchildren, 
and of all the simchas in their lives. And every week we were 
given an update on a movie or a play or a concert she had seen. 

Ann, by all accounts, was a much-loved teacher and, in my 
office, she became a much-loved volunteer. Ann Kabillo did 
not take from life; she gave and gave and gave. At the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre and, particularly in my office, she is sorely 
missed.

Jayne Josem is the Jewish Holocaust Centre Curator and Head 
of Collections.

Photo: Ann Kabillo

Ann Kabillo: a much-loved volunteer
Jayne Josem

The Jewish Holocaust Centre Foundation ensures the 
continued existence of the Centre and supports its important 
work. Funds raised through the Foundation are invested, with 
the earnings providing an ongoing source of income for the 
Centre to support its operations and programs into the future.

For more information on how you can help support the 
Foundation and how your support will be recognised, please 
contact Helen Mahemoff, Chair of the Foundation  
on 0417 323 595  or  Email: jhcfoundation@bigpond.com.

Become a Partner in Remembrance
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Sonia Kempler (née Rosenblum) was born in Leipzig, Germany 
in 1929. The Rosenblums were a strictly Orthodox Jewish 
family who were well established in Leipzig.

When Sonia was four, she first experienced antisemitism when 
she was attacked at kindergarten by a girl who spat at her and 
called her ‘ein Judenschwein’ (Jewish pig). The girl’s parents 
had joined the Nazi party.

During Kristallnacht, on 9 November 1938, Jews were attacked 
and murdered, and buildings and books were burnt. Sonia 
huddled together with her family in the attic of their home. The 
family was spared, but when her father went out the following 
day, he was arrested and incarcerated in Buchenwald. After 
he was released, he and Sonia’s older brother, Heini, fled to 
Antwerp. The rest of the family was to follow.

In January 1939, as life became increasingly more dangerous 
for Jews, Sonia’s mother decided to get Sonia and her younger 
brother, Max, out of Germany. As children were not yet being 
arrested, Sonia, aged nine, and her brother Max, aged two-and-
a-half, travelled alone by train, without passports, to Belgium. 
The journey was extremely risky, but Sonia managed admirably. 
In Belgium, Sonia met Harry Kempler, a handsome 12-year-old 
who was to become the love of her life and, later, her husband 
and the father of their children.

When the Germans invaded Belgium in May 1940, 
arrangements were made for the family to flee and Sonia 
and Max were again sent ahead by train. As the result of 
bombardments and derailments, their one-hour train trip to La 
Panne, which borders France, became a seven-day odyssey. 
They finally alighted in the village of Malfaite in the South 
of France. Alone and hungry, they went into the forest and 
collected chestnuts. Sonia roasted them and bartered them 

for food, and when chestnuts were out of season, she sold 
mushrooms instead. They met the mayor, who invited them to 
come to school and, as the only children who did not go home 
for lunch, they were invited into the teacher’s dining room. 

In January 1941, Sonia and Max returned to Belgium and the 
family was reunited, only to be separated again as their father 
decided that this would give them the best chance of survival. 
In June 1942, Sonia visited 16-year-old Harry Kempler. At the 
time thousands of Jews were being deported. Harry would not 
leave his mother and had decided to travel with her by train 
‘for relocation’. He tore three pages from his father’s treasured 
stamp book and said, ‘Keep this for me and if we survive 
this nightmare, you can return them to me after the war.’ Of 
the 1,236 people on Harry’s transport to Auschwitz, only five 
survived.

In mid-1942, Sonia entered a convent in Brussels. Nobody 
but the mother superior, Mother Teresa, knew that she was 
Jewish. Sonia believed that she survived the war because of 
her innate instinct for survival, good luck and the generosity of 
spirit of strangers, many of whom risked their own wellbeing to 
help two young children.

Following her childhood experiences of selling chestnuts and 
mushrooms in the forests of France, Sonia always loved to 
close a deal and subsequently, in Melbourne after the war, 
became an excellent businesswoman. She was highly regarded 
in the fur and leather trade and, from the early 1960s, travelled 
for business purposes behind the Iron Curtain to Leningrad, and 
then to Stockholm, Montreal and Seattle.

As she had been denied an education, in her mid-30s Sonia 
decided to return to school. She achieved outstanding grades 
for her matriculation (Year 12) and then completed an Honours 
Arts degree at Melbourne University.

Sonia and Harry loved Australia and felt blessed to live and raise 
a family here. They did not speak to their children about the 
terrors and dislocation they suffered, as they wanted to put the 
past behind them, and to protect the innocence and integrity of 
their family. Their children were raised in an open house where 
all were welcome and were surrounded by laughter and music. 
Shabbat was central to the family tradition. People felt welcome 
to drop by on impulse and there was always plenty of food and 
a spare bed.

Sonia had a great passion and commitment to Jewish 
community organisations. She was active in B’nai B’rith 
Courage to Care and was a guide at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre. At the International B’nai B’rith Conference in 
Jerusalem in 2000, she proposed the lighting of six memorial 
candles to honour the six million Jews on Yom HaShoah, a 
practice that is becoming accepted globally. 

As Sonia grew older, her work at the Jewish Holocaust Centre 
became increasingly important to her. She felt that the Centre 
provided a platform for all Australians, particularly young 
students, to learn, feel and reflect on man’s inhumanity to 
man; to better understand today; and to meet the challenges of 
tomorrow.

Photo: Sonia Kempler

Sonia Kempler: an extraordinary life
Leon Kempler
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The beautiful, tiny, blond-haired Danuta (Danka) Rozalia Loven 
von Rothenburg was an only child born in 1928 into a wealthy, 
assimilated Jewish family in oil-rich Boryslav, Eastern Poland, 
now Ukraine. 

She had only a few memories of her pre-war life, a pleasant, 
cosseted existence spent with family and friends. Although 
her beginnings were not humble, she learnt very early in life of 
the transience of wealth and status, and never forgot that hard-
learnt lesson. 

Her life changed in September 1939 when her father, 
Maximillian, an officer in the Polish Army, was called up for 
military duties. She never saw him again. After Germany and 
the Soviet Union partitioned Poland, she remained with her 
mother in the Soviet sector. 

In June 1941, at the beginning of Operation Barbarossa, 
Boryslav was overrun by German troops. To protect Danuta, her 
mother hid her in a rubbish bin. Although the intention was for 
her to spend only a short time there, the family housekeeper 
could not rescue her for two days because of an horrific 
Ukrainian action. She was 12 years old, alone, with no food 
or water and heard bombs exploding, people screaming and 
machine guns rattling. This was the seminal event of her life 
and she could never bear to be alone after that. She never saw 
her mother again and could never, to her intense frustration and 
grief, remember what either of her parents looked like. 

For two tumultuous years Danuta, with false papers, was 
shifted from one Polish family to another, often hidden in 
cellars for days. She lived in the Ukrainian forests for months 
with an uncle, until starvation forced them back into civilisation. 
She was interrogated and beaten by the Gestapo after being 
informed upon and was a prisoner in many concentration 

camps. Initially she was sent to Plaszow and then, on 7 August 
1944, to Auschwitz, where she was marked on her forearm 
with a tattoo, which was later to become a badge of honour. 
She survived two selections by the infamous Dr Joseph 
Mengele and was eventually transferred to Bergen Belsen 
where she worked as a slave labourer. She was subsequently 
sent to Geislingen, a work camp where, at the age of 14, she 
worked as a welder for 14 hours a day making munitions for 
Krupp, with only a bowl of potato peels in water to sustain her. 
She slept at the welding machine.

Danuta remained at Geislingen until the camp was closed in 
April 1945. She was then transferred to Dachau. On 7 May 
1945 she and many women and children were to be shot by the 
SS in a clearing in a German forest, but instead were liberated 
by the 7th American Army. On being told she was free, she did 
not speak for three days as she realised that she was alone in 
the world.

Danuta met the love of her life, David Schnall, a tall, dark and 
handsome Holocaust survivor, in a DP camp in Bari, Italy. They 
married at the end of 1945 and migrated to Australia in late 
1948. In their first years in Australia they worked incredibly hard 
in factories, and later established a successful but demanding 
bakery. Their children were born in the early and mid-1950s. 
It was her ambition that her children should become well-
educated and that they should learn all the things about being 
Jewish which she could not teach them.

In 1978 David died suddenly and Danuta, aged only 49, was 
devastated and alone again. Heartbroken, she continued to 
work hard, sacrificing many of her needs to provide for her two 
young-adult children. 

When her son married and grandchildren arrived, Danuta was 
thrilled. The arrival of her first grandson confirmed for her that 
Hitler had not won, and when her second grandson arrived 
three years later, she now had an apple in each eye!

Danuta loved being busy. For over 20 years she was a great 
practical help to her son in his physiotherapy practice, helping 
him every day with the things he did not have time to do. She 
also cared lovingly for her much-loved Aunt Minya.

Although not formally educated, Danuta was fluent in 
four languages, read widely and was interested in history, 
particularly Jewish history. She was proud of Israel and its 
achievements, and she loved Australia, Australians and lamb 
cutlets, as well as Italy, Italians and in particular, Dean Martin. 
All she ever needed, however, was the love of her family, 
whom she loved without reservation. 

When she became a guide at the Jewish Holocaust Centre in 
the late 1980s, Danuta found an emotional home. Not only was 
it the best therapy she could have as her suffering was given 
significance and meaning, but she also developed new and 
deep friendships and was able to influence future generations 
by sharing her experiences with them. 

Renata Schnall is Danuta Schnall’s daughter.

Photo: Danuta Schnall

Danuta Rozalia Schnall 1928–2016
Renata Schnall
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Fred Steiner was born in Kosice, Czechoslovakia, a town that 
was ceded to Hungary in 1938. The war began there in 1941, 
and anti-Jewish laws were soon introduced. In 1944, the 
12,000 Jews of Kosice were transported to Auschwitz where 
a selection took place. Sixteen-year-old Fred was wearing 
his grandfather’s trousers which made him look older, so he 
avoided the gas chambers. His grandparents, sister and most of 
the rest of his family were not so fortunate.

Fred, who was all alone, secured a job looking after horses 
for the SS officers. In mid-January 1945, with Soviet forces 
approaching, the SS began evacuating Auschwitz and its sub-
camps, forcing the prisoners to march west. Eventually, they 
arrived at Buchenwald. Starvation and disease were rife and 
people died all around him. With the Soviet army continuing to 
advance, Fred and other prisoners were taken to Theresienstadt 
camp, arriving on 8 May 1945. Fred was taken off the train on 
a stretcher and sent to the hospital. He woke up eight weeks 
later, having survived typhus but still with severe tuberculosis. 
It took him years to recover. His mother was the only other 
member of the family to survive.

Fred wanted to go to Israel but the doctor advised against it so, 
in 1950, he followed his mother to Adelaide. He had no regrets. 

He learned English, completed his secondary schooling, and 
studied engineering at the Adelaide Institute of Technology. 
He worked as an electrician and a TV engineer. In the mid-
seventies, he set up his own electronics company and became 
very successful. 

Fred was a wonderful husband to Mariette, a proud father 
of Jack and twins Paul and Anita and an adoring grandfather. 
(Sadly, Anita passed away before him.) He was especially proud 
that Paul and his family chose to live in Israel, something he had 
been unable to do.

Fred became very involved in Jewish community organisations. 
He was president of the State Zionist Council of South Australia 
and president of B’nai B’rith, and in leading positions for other 
organisations. Above all, he believed that, as a Holocaust 
survivor, he bore a responsibility to talk about what happened. 
So, while living in Adelaide, he went to many secondary schools 
to talk about his experience, determined that the darkest period 
in Jewish history, and perhaps human history, should never be 
forgotten. After moving to Melbourne, he became a guide in the 
Jewish Holocaust Centre museum, a defining role that gave his 
life continued purpose. 

When his Israeli grandson, Jack, invited him to join his March 
of the Living class in Poland, the entire family went. As a 
Holocaust survivor, returning to Auschwitz with his wife and 
three children, accompanied by a large group of Israeli students, 
could be no greater victory for Fred! One of the girls from 
that class spoke on behalf of the students, thanking Fred for 
accompanying them. She said: ‘To us, you are a hero.’ Fred 
replied: ‘I am very moved to be here with all of you, but I am 
not a hero. Those of us who survived the Holocaust, whether 
we were in camps or in ghettos or in hiding, just did what we 
had to do to survive. The heroes are those, particularly non-
Jews, who risked their own lives to save Jews – the people 
that did what we all want to believe we would have done in the 
same situation, but cannot be sure.’ 

I will remember that moment throughout my life. I was 
extremely proud of my father that day.

We cannot be prouder of our father – of how he lived his life, 
how he rebuilt it after everything he had been through, how he 
chose to see the positive in everything, his endless optimism, 
tolerance and liberalism, his family and community values, and 
his passion for life. 

Paul Steiner is Fred Steiner’s son.

Photo: Fred Steiner

Photographer, Simon Shiff

Fred Steiner: a passion for life
Paul Steiner
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Mazal Tov

To Goldie and Irving Birch on the engagement of their  
son Allan Birch to Rochelle Platus

To Anna and Ralph Glezer on the engagement of their  
son Paul Glezer

To Lisa Gluck on her engagement to Yossi Procel 

To Rona and Eric Herz on the engagement of their  
son Mark Herz to Murni Novi

To Michelle and Phil Rozen on the engagement of their 
daughter Lisa Rozen to Tony Grey 

To Barbara and Harold Sacks on the engagement of their 
grandson Brett Sacks to Ashley De Winter

To Sue and Ron Unger on the engagement of their  
son Marc Unger to Bianca Miller

To Goldie and Irving Birch on the marriage of their  
son Allan Birch to Rochelle Platus

To Brenda and Henry Buch on the marriage of their  
son Jason Buch to Anita Zukowski

To John Chaskiel on the marriage of his  
granddaughter Janie Chaskiel to Dale Brouze

To Tuvia Lipson on the marriage of his  
grandson Adam Rischin to Samantha Blau

To Tacye and Phillip Ross on the marriage of their  
son Michael Ross to Yilin Miao

To Mark Shulkin on the marriage of his  
grandson Marc Shulkin to Lauren Kempler

To Brenda and Henry Buch on the birth of their  
grandson Benjamin Jay Buch

To Pearl and John Buchanek on the birth of their  
grandson Asher Buchanek

To Tuvia Lipson on the birth of his  
great granddaughter Ella Lipson

To Michelle and Isaac Rochwerger on the birth of their 
granddaughter Libby Faivel 

To Tamara Schneier on the birth of her  
grandchild Isabella Schneier

To Suzie Kleid on her 60th birthday

To Luba German on her 70th birthday

To Mary Slade on her 70th birthday

To Charles German on his 80th birthday

To Rosa Krakowski on her 90th birthday

To Sarah Saaroni OAM on her 90th birthday

Engagements

Marriages

Birth

Birthdays

To Goldie and Irving Birch on the death of their  
mother-in-law and mother Ada Birch

To Mark Baker on the death of his wife Kerryn Baker

To Robyn and Ken Fetter on the death of their  
father and father-in-law Jack Lewis

To Lisa Phillips and Anton Grodeck on the death of  
their father-in-law and father Peter Grodeck

To Yehuda Kabillo on the death of his wife Ann Kabillo

To the family of Sonia Kempler on her death

To Geri and Barry Kras on the death of their  
father and father-in-law Jack Krauskopf

To Gil Langfield on the death of  
his wife Dr Michele Langfield

To the family of Herman Lissauer on his death

To the family of Danuta (Danka) Schnall on her death

To Mariette Steiner on the death of her  
husband Fred Steiner

Condolences

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
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1198 Toorak Rd  
Camberwell Vic 3124

Telephone: (03) 9804 0888 
Facsimile: (03) 9804 0322
Website: www.morco.com.au

CHARTERED ACCOUNTANTS
Contact – Martin Artenstein

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
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www.fredmal.com.au
fm@fredmal.com.au

W

E
F
T

03 9523 6460

03 9523 7611

Caulfield Junction, VIC  3161

Expertise in
 Residential,
 Commercial 

and Community
Architecture and Planning

With Compliments

P.O. BOX  2474
Caulfield North, VIC  3161

Suite 3/115 Hawthorn Road 

MalinaFredman
PLANNINGARCHITECTURE

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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12 September – 30 October 2016

The lives of partisans depended on their ability to remain unseen, undocumented and 
unidentifiable. But one fighter, Faye Schulman, had a camera. Schulman’s rare collection of 

images captures the camaraderie, horror and loss, bravery and triumph of the rag-tag, tough 
partisans—some Jewish, some not—who fought the Germans and their collaborators.

For opening hours and further information – www.jhc.org.au

Pictures of 
Resistance

“Traveling exhibit produced by the Jewish Partisan Educational Foundation 
and curated by Jill Vexler Ph.D.”

This exhibit is made possible through the generous support of Thomas and 
Johanna Baruch, the Epstein/Roth Foundation, the Koret Foundation, the 
Purjes Foundation, the Charles and Lynn Schusterman Family Foundation, 
the Taube Foundation for Jewish Life & Culture, the Holocaust Council of 
UJA MetroWest, and Diane and Howard Wohl.

The Jewish Holocaust Centre presents

The Wartime Photographs of  
Jewish Partisan Faye Schulman

Supporter:

Ian Mark Light

Patron:


