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Dear Child Survivors,
The recent CSH 
c o m p e n s a t i o n 
claim meeting 
held at the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre 
on 8 February was 
attended by an 
astonishing 300+ 
child survivors. 
Given that at 
least 100 already 

approved CSH claimants did not attend, a 
figure of 500 CSH here in Melbourne is not 
unreasonable.
Jewish Care attended on the day to inform of 
the claim process and take CSH through the 
lengthy claim form. Many in the audience 
were anxious to ask questions about their 
eligibility. Maria and her team from Jewish 
Care did their best to answer as many 
questions as possible, in fact Jewish Care 
received over 90 calls a day in the following 
week as a direct result of our meeting.
For those still unsure how to fill out the 
form, we advise that Jewish Care is ready 
and waiting to assist. Any CSH who still 

does not have a claim form please call 
Jewish care on 03 9517 5999 to request a 
copy to be posted out.
Some CSH were not eligible for the CSH 
compensation. Jewish care advises there is 
a second opportunity to claim compensation 
which may apply to the CSH who have 
missed out, the link is: http://www.
claimscon.org/what-we-do/compensation/
background/article2/eligibility/
Jewish Care has provided answers to the 
most commonly asked questions:
• The CSH one off compensation payment 

is NOT for children of survivors.
• The CSH one off compensation 

payment is NOT means tested.
• The claim form may be used for ALL 

services which may be provided by 
Jewish Care.

• The preferred person to witness your 
signature is your Bank Manager NOT 
the Police.

• Please call Jewish Care on 03 8517 
5999 to check your form has been 
accurately completed before posting.

Warm regards,  viv.
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CSH participation at the Jewish Holocaust Centre
The Jewish Holocaust Centre appreciates the child survivors 
of the Holocaust are the last eye witnesses of the Holocaust. 
There is a real need for CSH to give their testimony to the 
school children who come to the JHC to learn about the 
Holocaust. There is also a need for CSH to be guides at 
the Museum, adding to the CSH who are already in that 
position.
Would you be prepared to attend a meeting with Lisa 
Phillips from the JHC Education Department to learn about 
the proposed program for younger school children?
Would you be prepared to give your testimony to the visiting 

school children?
Would you be prepared to give your testimony to Phillip 
Maisel who will record your story to be included in the JHC 
testimony archive?
All these questions are leading to one significant point, a 
greater presence for the child survivors of the Holocaust 
within the Jewish Holocaust Centre.
The next edition of Connections will include an invitation 
to CSH to attend a morning tea at the JHC, please take the 
time to think about the questions we have asked you today, 
we sincerely hope you will accept the forthcoming invitation.

Marie from Jewish 
Care talking at the 
meeting.
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Nowadays we hear discussions 
about what to do with families of 
Asylum seekers and in particular 
with the children remaining on 
Nauru and in other detention 
camps. Politicians who have 
never experienced what these 
children are living through are 
giving opinions and fighting 
amongst themselves without 
having any knowledge of the 
situation.
We child survivors can 
empathize with the suffering of 
children in detention.

I was three when the Germans occupied Lithuania and my 
personal Holocaust began in the Kaunas ghetto for Jews 
in July 1941. Barbed wire was humiliating for adults but for 
curious and restless children it was even worse.
Their world was unnaturally confined to a very small space. 
Even this space could be taken from them because the 
Germans used to treat   the people of the ghetto as if 
they were moving animals around, not human beings. The 
Germans didn’t think that Jews were normal human beings 
deserving same treatment and liberties as themselves and 
the Lithuanians. The Jews were subjected to forced labor, 
punishment and torture, or sent to concentration camps. 
Families could be divided, the children separated from 
their mothers and fathers.
The people of the ghetto were unaware of their fate which 
was decided in “another world” by German officials. The 
adults lived in uncertainty and fear, and the children were 
even worse off, living in a distorted world of constant 
anxiety and powerlessness.
Modern research shows how destructive this environment 
is for a child’s health. Anxiety remains a lifetime’s torture 
ruining health and causing emotional problems.
We know this from our own experience – this feeling 
of the necessity to confine, to squeeze yourself and to 
hide everything out of fear – your body, your feelings and 
emotions.
Even later in my childhood I would never be able to play 
“hide and seek” games.
Eventually I was rescued by a Lithuanian family, Maria 
and Kazimeras Baksha who hid me in a hole they dug out 
under their stove. These Lithuanians didn’t think a Jewish 

child deserved less freedom, love 
and opportunities than any other 
children. They risked their lives 
and did their best for me as they 
would have done for their own 
child. By doing so they became 
a great example and inspiration 
not only for me but for all my 
descendants.
Living in beautiful and prosperous 
Australia, when I see the children 
of asylum seekers in detention; 
when I hear of their suffering and 
understand the consequences, 
my heart weeps.
They are enclosed like I was in the 
ghetto. They are vulnerable and 
scared in the rough conditions 
of the detention center. They are unsure of their future 
and fear that they will be separated from their parents and 
relatives. They are innocent like I was.
I think they all deserve to grow up as free, healthy and 
happy human beings, to receive proper education and to 
enjoy a normal family life with their parents the same as 
our own children and grandchildren do.
Whatever their difficult journey was to escape and achieve 
a normal life we should not put extra obstacles in their way.
No more children in detention!  No more families in 
detention! We child survivors should speak up, loudly and 
firmly.
Australia has a rich history of being an accepting country 
for many generations of people who have tried to escape 
the dangers of war and oppression occurring in different   
places around the world. In fact Australia was built by the 
contributions of people arriving here and bringing their 
skills, goodwill and their most precious treasures – their 
children.
As atrocities continue again and again all over the world, 
people are suffering and trying to flee, on foot, by plane and 
by boat. Let us not forget that they are not just numbers 
but are people like us and never let us close our hearts and 
doors to those who need to be rescued.
http://www.news.com.au/national/breaking-news/
chi ldren- in -detent ion-report - f ind ings/story-e6fr -
fku9-1227216563588.

Roza Riaikkenen (Lamdanskyte) 

A child survivor’s response to asylum seeker children

Roza Riakikkenen at 
the age of 3 years.

Roza with her 
rescuers, Maria and 
Kazimeras Baksha, 
in 1944, after Kaunas 
was liberated.
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“Maybe you can explain it to 
me. How could the people of 
a civilized nation like Germany 
become such murderers? How 
could Hitler have been so cruel?”
“I don’t know.”
“What do you mean you don’t 
know? Aren’t you studying 
psychology in college?”
“I am.”
So how could you not know? If 

you don’t know, who will? You’re studying psychology.”
I was a sophomore in college. My mind scanned the 
psychology courses I had already taken: Introduction to 
Psychology, Child Psychology, and the Psychology of 
Adolescence. As far as I could recall I had not yet come 
across a satisfying answer to his questions. I did not like 
these discussions. I felt uncomfortable and inadequate; it 
was distressing for me to talk about the Holocaust with my 
father.
It was Saturday morning, about 8:45. My father and I were 
on our way to synagogue. Walking. We were Orthodox 
Jews, which meant we did not use a car on the Sabbath. 
My father insisted on being on time. Actually, he wanted 
to be early for services. I was a good boy. Nineteen years 
old, but a good boy. I took it upon myself to make sure I 
was ready when he left so that I could go with him. It was 
a rather long walk, almost a mile. So we walked together in 
the heat of summer and the cold of winter; however, I was 
not particularly fond of long discussions early in the morning 
– certainly not about the Holocaust.
My father was a survivor. He had gone through the 
concentration camps. He suffered indignities few of us 
can even imagine. Through the years he had shared some 
of the details of some of his experiences with me. It was 
painful hearing how he suffered and how his family was 
murdered. Only one brother and he survived from a large 
family. Parents, brothers, sisters, nephews, nieces, in-laws, 
uncles, and aunts all gone, with not even a grave to mark 
that they had ever lived. I did not blame him for broaching 
this topic as often as he did, but I did not feel like trying to 
answer his difficult questions.
A sewing machine mechanic, my father made a very decent 
salary, was well known and respected in his field, and 
always worked hard to provide for his family – my mother, 
my younger brother, and me.
“Worked hard” is an understatement. I cannot remember 

my father taking even one day off for sickness or inclement 
weather. His commute from Newark, New Jersey, to 
Manhattan involved a bus, a subway, and a significant walk. 
He left the house at 7 a.m. and often did not return home 
until 7 p.m.
Having grown up in poverty in Eastern Europe, he wanted 
us to be comfortable and have everything we needed. 
Furthermore, it was important to him that we remain 
observant Jews. Consequently, he and my mother denied 
themselves luxuries so that my brother and I could attend 
yeshiva day school and high school.
“I did not have the opportunity for college. I am glad that 
you are going. You will be able to make a good living. I wish 
I had gone to college; I would be earning so much more 
money.”
It was 1969. I was a child of the ’60s and the idea of money 
being a key to happiness was almost anathema to my 
generation.
“You know, money is not the most important thing in life.”
“Oh no? If you’re short a nickel, do you think they’ll let you 
on the subway?”
Our conversation was right on schedule. So typical of those 
we had on the way to shul. Next up was the war in Vietnam, 
politics, the difference in the quality of the music of his 
generation compared to the music of mine, and, finally, long 
hair. I did not mind defending the views of my generation, 
but I just listened whenever he spoke about the misery of 
the concentration camps and opportunities he had missed 
in life. In these instances I was so relieved when we finally 
got to the synagogue.
I guess, in retrospect, I was already playing the role of 
psychologist by being a good listener; however, at times like 
these I found myself thinking that perhaps I should never 
have told my family that I had decided to study psychology. 
My parents were not exactly cryptic in voicing their hope 
that I would become a doctor. Of course, their intention was 
for me to become a medical doctor – a healer, a high-income 
earner, and the high priest of society in those days.
There was only one problem with my studying medicine: I 
could not stand the sight of blood. Even talking about medical 
conditions could make me extremely squeamish. When I 
thought about physical injuries in enough detail, I could feel 
myself getting light-headed and panicky. These traits do not 
bode well for a person planning to make medicine one’s 
vocation.
Early in my career I assumed that the dynamic behind my 
decision to become a psychologist was the realization that 

Finally Understanding: How Being the Son
of a Holocaust Survivor Shaped My Life

Dr. Joel Verstaendig and 
his father.
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In 2013, at the invitation 
of the Polish government 
documentary maker, Judy 
Menczel, cinematographer, 
Paul Green and singer and 
social activist, Fay Sussman 
went an amazing, life-
changing journey to Poland.
Initially Judy and Paul’s 
aim was to document Fay 
and her band of musicians 
performing klezmer music 

in cities, towns and villages - including some where entire 
Jewish populations had been wiped out in the Shoah. 
Both Judy and Fay are children of Holocaust survivors and 
as Jews might, they embarked on this journey with mixed 
feelings and trepidation. What followed was a revelation. 
In each town they were received by huge audiences and 
greeted with cheers and standing ovations. They were 
celebrated with love and gratitude. But more than that: 
in their travels they met extraordinary people and learned 
amazing things that renewed their own faith in humanity. 
They met young Poles who are now involved in repairing 
and rebuilding historic Jewish sites, synagogues and graves.
The film, ‘Pockets of Hope’ looks at the issue of reconciliation 
between Jews and Poles through the third generation of 
young people as they try to come to terms with the horrors 
of the Shoah – and make genuine moves towards peace and 
understanding. Fay’s concerts are the vehicle to meet the 

people and their stories in this new movement.
“Our Jewish faith tells us that we cannot hold the children 
responsible for the sins of the parents,” says one survivor 
in the film.
“I don’t hate,” says Fay. “My vision is that we change the 
cycle of hate so that the children of tomorrow have hope.”
Says Paul: “We have the stories, the interviews, the video 
footage, the Jewish music and the passion to make this 
surprising and moving story come to life.  
We now need our community’s help to fund the completion 
of ‘Pocket’s of Hope’.

Visit http://www.pocketsofhopemovie.com/ to see a brief 
trailer.  
Or donate now at https://www.documentaryaustralia.com.
au/films/607/pockets-of-hope 

Documentary: ‘Pockets of Hope’

I could be a doctor and hopefully a source of pride for my 
parents, without worrying about blood and guts. Of course, 
to my parents a Ph.D. was not a “real” doctor, but years 
later I think they derived some pleasure in the instances 
they referred to me as “doctor.” Outsiders did not have 
to know of my “shortcoming” –that I was not a medical 
doctor.
It is now 2015, and I love my profession. My father, who 
unfortunately passed away in 2008 at the age of 96, 
spoke about the Holocaust until the end of his life. I now 
understand that he suffered a horrible trauma and nothing 
I could have said would have erased his painful memories. 
Nor could I supply any cogent or reasonable response as 
to how something as heinous as the mass murder and 
torture of six million innocent people by the government of 
a civilized country, while the world remained silent, could 
have transpired.
As an adult I now know that there simply are no answers 
to these questions. More important, I recognize that my 
discomfort during those walks to synagogue, all those 

years ago, originated from feelings of helplessness 
and impotence to make everything okay for my father – 
something I desperately wanted to do.
Nevertheless, I now understand that my career choice of 
psychologist was not just a means to be a doctor sans the 
medical component. I finally understand that as a son and 
a skillful psychologist I was able to do something that no 
other professional, not even a medical doctor, would have 
been trained to do.
I now know that my sympathetic ear, empathy, and words 
of validation through the years were palliative. I may not 
have been able to take away my father’s pain, but I was 
always there to share it with him. For this I am grateful.
About the Author:  Dr. Joel Verstaendig is a 
psychologist with over 30 years of clinical experience. 
“I am enclosing a photo of myself and my father taken 
in 2007. We were at a nephew’s Barmitzvah party. The 
photographer caught a special moment and I treasure 
this photo.” His website: www.drjoelvpsychology.com. 
(Published: February 19th, 2015) 

Fay Sussman performing 
with her band.

Dr Kamila Klauzinska, Fay Sussman and 
Judy Menczel.
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JHC Calendar of Events
Thursday 12 March - 23 April
Yad Vashem ‘Besa’ Exhibition

Smorgon Auditorium
Enquiries: 9528 1985 or admin@jhc.org.au

Sunday 29 March, 3.00pm
Screening of the multi award-winning documentary

‘Besa: The Promise’ (2012)
followed by a inter-faith panel discussion

Smorgon Auditorium
Entry: $10/$6

Online Bookings: http://www.trybooking.com./124331
Enquiries: 9528 1985 or admin@jhc.org.au

Sunday 29 March, 6.30pm
Screening of ABC TV documentary
Compass - ‘The Taste of Memory’

Three Jewish women who lived through World War II 
share their life stories - and their cooking secrets.

Sunday 19 April, 4.00pm
Second screening

‘Besa: The Promise’ (2012)
Smorgon Auditorium

Entry: $10/$6
Online Bookings: http://www.trybooking.com./124347

Enquiries: 9528 1985 or admin@jhc.org.au

Sunday 26 April, 4.00pm
Public Event

Stories of Rescue
On the final day of the exhibition hear uplifting stories 
from the Holocaust. These stories will be told from the 

perspectives of the rescuer and the rescued. 
Smorgon Auditorium

Entry: free 
Online Bookings: http://www.trybooking.com./124349

Enquiries: 9528 1985 or admin@jhc.org.au

Belsen 70th Anniversary
Eve Frenkel-Singh is planning to go to the Belsen 70th 
Anniversary and would be most grateful to learn of any 
other CSH who may be attending in the hope they can 
travel/ meet up. Please contact the JHC on 95281985 or 
viv.parry@bigpond.com and we will put you in touch with 

Eve. 
For 70th Anniversary Program details see link below:
http://bergen-belsen.stiftung-ng.de/fileadmin/dateien/
Bergen-Belsen/Aktuel l /Aktuel l_temporaer /GBB_

Gedenkfeier_Oeffentliches_Programm_en.pdf 


