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Introduction
Dear Child 
Survivors,
Welcome to the 
April edition of 
CONNECTIONS.
Thank you to all 
members who have 

contributed to the Time Capsule. 
We have had a great response and our 
time capsule will now be packed with 
your stories, photos and memorabilia.
All late contributions to be delivered to 
the Jewish Holocaust Centre by 9 May.
The Time Capsule Ceremony will take 
place on: 
Sunday May 25th 2 pm – 4 pm 
Jewish  Holocaust Centre
13-15 Selwyn Street
Elsternwick.
Refreshments will be served
We encourage you to bring all the 
family, especially the young ones, who 
will be invited to the Opening ceremony 
in 50 years…  May 2064.

The ceremony promises to be 
memorable with our special guest 
speaker Belinda, who was inspired 
by Eva Slonim to create the children’s 
story book on show at the Museum. 
Belinda was 11 when she completed 
this exceptional work. Now aged 32 and 
a mother of two Belinda will share her 
thoughts with us, 20 years on.
Your name will be printed on a name-tag 
to be collected on the day.
Photos will be taken of you and your 
family. With your permission, these will 
be included in the time capsule.

Book sales: Please bring along a few 
copies of your books for sale. All books 
will sell for $20.
RSVP: 95281985 or admin@jhc.org.au
We look forward to seeing you all soon. 
Kindest regards.

viv. 
Chairperson, CSH Melbourne
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The Final Breath
As the train sped along the 
Hungarian countryside, my eyes 
were not on the scenery but on 
the sea of ashen faces, eyes filled 
with terror all around me. This was 
supposed to be our final journey, a 
journey that would end in death. At 
the end of the line we were about 
to be executed, shot by our enemy.

I was travelling with my mother and grandmother, hardly 
uttering a word, hiding my feelings of fear so as not to upset 
them any further than they were already. I was observing 
the people around me, some sitting expressionless and 
silent, some crying and lamenting.
The guards were watching our every move. On and off, 
my mother kept whispering in my ear how she would try 
to save me by helping me jump from the train when it 
slowed down, and some kind person would find me and 
help me to safety. I didn’t want to be parted from her, I 
was frightened that I would never be found, and would be 
left completely alone in the middle of nowhere! Luckily the 
guards were watching us closely, and she wasn’t able to 
help me escape.
Throughout the entire journey a million thoughts went 
through my mind. Will it be painful? Will it be quick? Most 

of all, I was praying that I would be shot from the front and 
not the back, as I wanted to face my enemy and take my 
final breath!
Suddenly the train came to a halt, and we were ordered to 
go down into the paddocks and wait for further instructions 
as to where the execution was to take place.
Then a miracle happened! We heard a loud voice call us 
back into the train to return to Budapest. We were saved!
This was the only train to turn back…. All thanks to a man 
called Raoul Wallenberg.

By Nina Stone (Schindler)
born Nowy  Sacz, Poland 1935

Nina at almost nine years of age in 1944 and Nina 
with her parents after the war.

After surviving the horrors of war
We had to fight for survival once more

Being uprooted on the run for so long
We had no place where we really belonged

After much thought and long contemplation
We made Australia our final destination

Without family, friends, language or money
We arrived in the land of “Milk and Honey”

We fought for a new life amid anxiety and fears
With determination, hard work, sweat and tears

Now we are settled here for a good many years
We are trying to put behind us our tragic past and 
fears

All we want is Peace, not another War
As we never want to fight for survival any more.

By Nina Stone

We The Survivors
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I was born Anneliese Springer in 
1933 in Vienna. My parents Hilde 
and Ernest created a wonderful 
life for themselves. Daddy had 
started a business manufacturing 
commercial pumps (the business 
was called ‘Rex Pumpen’) and 
legend has it he was a member 
of a cartel which paid him large 
sums of money to keep his 
production low, so prices could 
be kept high.)
Tom, my brother, was born in 
1937. Mummy, who actually had 

the business brains (Dad was an intellectual who spoke 
several languages fluently, painted and played the violin), 
worked for her father in the leather business. We lived in 
an apartment in Porzellan Gasse 1X Bezirk and I remember 
certain things about it: a large cupboard in the long hallway 
where the hired nursemaid hid Easter eggs for me to find 
and as a small child I remember the Prater (an amusement 
park). I also remember going on holidays in Semmering 
where they had small bears in cages. I remember being 
taken by my grandfather to a café where I was treated 
to hot chocolate with schlagobers (cream) and allowed to 
watch him play chess. That is how, at a very early age I 
learned to play.
In March 1938 the Anschluss (union between Nazi 
Germany and Austria) occurred and my parents (very wise 
parents) decided we should leave.
My dad together with an American friend Abraham Feller 
had read Mein Kampf and together they decided that it 
would be better to get out whilst one could. Abraham told 
Dad that he would sponsor him to go to America but as 
that would take some time Dad decided we would leave 
immediately.
My mother’s parents thought they were mad as my 
grandfather was a wealthy businessman and had fought 
in the German army in the First World War. As leather was 
his business he had practically outfitted the entire Italian 
army with leather jackets. 
Nevertheless in May 1938 we left for London, I can still 
remember my Mother’s youngest sister in tears at the 
airport as I said to her “don’t cry Tante Grete we are going 
on a holiday” and thus on to London.

There we stayed for several weeks and then one day to 
my amazement we boarded a ship the Strathhaird to 
Australia. My brother and I still make a joke that Daddy 
wanted to see either a koala or a kangaroo. However in 
September 1938 we landed in Melbourne.

Then came Kristallnacht and no longer did my grandparents 
consider us mad. In fact they wanted out and it was my 
mother who was the heroine. Without speaking a word of 
English she put herself on a train to Canberra to get visas 
for her family.
On the train she met a lady and we can only assume that 
the lady spoke German because she told my mother that 
her son worked in immigration and gave Mum his name 
and address. Mum got off the train and went straight to 
the Department of Immigration, asked for the gentleman 
and was able to obtain permission for her entire family 
to come to Australia, her two sisters, two brothers, their 
wives and children. One can only say “Baruch Hashem”.
Back in Vienna when my grandfather received the 
information, he paid out a lot of money to be able to leave en 
famille together with the lounge furniture (which I believe 
was later sold in Melbourne to the then Lord Mayor).
And so they came to Australia (all except my Aunty Grete 
who met her husband-to-be in London and decided to stay). 
Although we now had received a letter of sponsorship for 
America, my Mum and all her family were very happy to 
stay here in Australia.
P.S. I still have the letter from Abraham Feller and I look at 
it occasionally and it brings back memories.

By Anne Korman

Aftermath

Anne Korman with 
her brother Tom.

Anne Korman with her parents and 
brother Tom.
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Newspaper clipping about the suicide of Abraham 
Feller and the affidavit signed by Abraham Feller 
for an immigration vissa for Ernst Springer.
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My fascination with dolls started at an early age.
I have a photo of myself, aged about two, holding a rather 
mutilated doll, whose eyes I used to push to see how they 
worked. When my mother fled Vienna in 1938 and left me 
with my grandmother, she gave me a baby doll. I used to 
carry the doll with me everywhere. I took it with me in 
1938 when I also fled Vienna for Riga, Latvia.   
My mother, for my ninth birthday in Latvia, bought me a 
beautiful doll. She gave it to me just before the Russian 
soldiers came to take us away, on 22 June, 1941 to the 
first of my Gulags. I really loved the doll, which was the 
only one in the camp (gulag) and my link to what had been 
my normal life before the war.
Having the doll made me feel special. In the camp, my 
stepfather became very ill and desperately needed some 
extra bread. I managed to barter the doll for additional food 
and it saved his life. Before handing the doll over, I made a 
small hole in the back of her head so the doll wouldn’t be 
quite the same as I had. It use to hurt so much to see her 
with somebody else.
When I finally returned to Vienna in 1947 (released two 

years after the war ended), we had no relatives, no housing 
or clothes other than what we were wearing and no dolls. 
American charities gave us clothes. And the clothes that 
were not fit to wear, my mother with some help from me 
made a whole lot of dolls for a Viennese orphanage.
Years later in England and Canada I decided to make 
toys and special dolls. Then later in Australia I continued 
with my craft work and teaching toy and doll making at 
Melbourne’s CAE (Council for Adult Education). So many 
people making dolls made me very happy.
About 20 years ago, there was an article in a Melbourne 
paper seeking people to make calico dolls for the Children’s 
Hospital. The children, who were patients, would decorate 
the dolls themselves and also the doctor could show them 
on the dolls where they would have possible treatment.
Over the years I have made hundreds of these dolls, and 
found great satisfaction in that hopefully the dolls have 
given comfort to sick children. I still make these and other 
dolls. I am reclaiming my childhood.

By Eva Marks

My Fascination with Dolls

Dolls and knitted Teddy Bears made by Eva and her Mother for the Viennese Orphanage.
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Danial Kogan painting: Escape Hatch
In memory of Miriam who was put in a convent for four 
years.
After the war her aunt came to take her but allowed Miriam 
to believe she was her mother.
On her wedding day Miriam learnt from her aunt that her 

mother had died in the Holocaust.
Miriam’s foundation shattered and she emotionally broke 
contact with her aunt/mother.
Escape Hatch is dedicated to all the incarcerated children 
of the Holocaust.

Escape Hatch (diptych) 2007 completed 2012
Oil on canvas
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I, Silvia Andacht was born 
in Germany 1929, the only 
child of Norbert Andacht and 
Frieda Bergwerk, a very loving, 
charming and good looking 
couple.
My mother was the second child 
of 8 children living in Germany 
and my father was also the 
second child of 8 siblings living 
in Poland.

1941
This was the year the Russian army retreated from 
Stanislawow. Occupation then was firstly by the Hungarian 
army then a week later followed by the German army.
Orders against the Jewish population began immediately 
with new proclamations every day. I remember my parents, 
grandparents, uncles and aunts wearing white armbands 
with a blue star, all the time. Parks, bicycles and every type 
of transport was forbidden to Jews.
The first roundups of Jews began. Ten thousand Jews 
were taken to the cemetery, brutally shot and thrown into 
mass graves which had been prepared earlier.
Tension grew as we faced this cruel reality. People were 
moved into a Ghetto constituting a few streets surrounded 
by a six foot fence and a few gates.  Jews were constantly 
rounded up; aided by dogs and firearms and then more 
Jews from surrounding areas were brought in. Dead 
bodies were collected every morning and taken out. We 

lived in constant fear in terrible cramped conditions
1943
My parents, unbeknown to me organized my escape. I 
had Aryan papers to the effect of my name being Janina 
Jaskiewicz, born in Poland.  The plan worked and I was 
sneaked out of the Ghetto into a hostile environment. I 
decided a few months later to join a transport of young 
Poles, being forcibly taken to Germany for work.
I had been on my guard constantly keeping up my new 
identity, never a word of German (my native tongue) 
ending up not speaking to anyone at all in German, just 
doing my work.
Only due to love and extraordinary determination did my 
parents snatch me from the clutches of certain death.
1945
I was 15 years old when the war ended. I met my husband 
and married at 17 in 1946, immigrating to Australia in 
1947 on the Johann De Witt, a Dutch army ship sailing 
five weeks from Marseilles. We considered that we had 
defeated the German killing industry and were proud 
Australian Jews, always aware of where we came from 
and all our lost family.
I changed my name from Jaskiewicz back to Andacht.
I am now 84 years old; have a wonderful family of 2 
daughters, 3 grand children and 4 great grandchildren all 
because of the incredible, amazing effort of my parents 
and my will to survive as well.
Hardly a day goes by that I don’t remember all my family.

By Silvia Migdalek

My Story, My Life

We welcome Child Survivor / Holocaust-related articles, 
comments or questions.
If you would like to contribute your story for “My Life... My 
Story” section, please note that it can be no longer than 600 

words.  Articles for “Aftermath/Tales from my suitcase” - 
between 600 to 1,000 words, gratefully accepted.
Send to: viv.parry@bigpond.com or 0419 819 131.

Have your say

Caring Thoughts
Eva Slonim for a speedy recovery, ongoing.

Personal Notices

Film Screening
Adam Ricco’s film “The things that Nanna remembers” has been accepted into the St 
Kilda Film Festival.
The screening will take place on Wednesday 28 May at 7.45pm at The Astor Theatre, Cnr 
Chapel and Dandenong Roads, St Kilda.

mailto:viv.parry%40bigpond.com?subject=
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Alice Herz-Sommer 
was born in 1903. A 
renowned concert pianist 
and a survivor of the Nazi 
concentration camps. 
Despite the tragedy of 
losing most of her family 
in the Holocaust, she 

remained resolutely optimistic and full of energy.
As a young girl, she knew Franz Kafka - he was the best 
friend of her elder sister’s husband, Felix Weltsch.
With her Jewish background, she endured the miseries of 
the Prague ghetto, spent two years in the Theresienstadt 
(Terezín) concentration camp, where nearly 35,000 
prisoners perished. 
“We had to play music because the Red Cross came and 
the Germans were trying to show what a good life we 
had,” says Sommer. “It was our luck, actually. Even so, 
hundreds and hundreds were dying around us every day. 
It was a hard time.”
They lived in barracks for two years; they were given black 
water coffee for breakfast, white water soup for lunch and, 
in the evening, black water soup. “We lost weight. People 
ask, ‘How could you make music?’ We were so weak. But 
music was special, like a spell, I would say. I gave more 
than 150 concerts there. There were excellent musicians 

there, really excellent. 
Violinists, cellists, singers, 
conductors and composers.”
Her husband was moved to 
Auschwitz in 1944: she nev-
er saw him again. She lost 
many in her extended family 
and most of the friends she 
had grown up with.
In 1949, she went to Israel 
and taught music.
At the prompting of her son, 
Raphael, she moved to London in 1986. For a number of 
years, she went swimming every morning and attended 
the University of the Third Age three times a week to study 
history, philosophy and the history of Judaism.
She lived 26 happy years in London supported by the lov-
ing care of her family. Alice died peacefully with her grand-
son Ariel by her side on the 23 February, 2014.
“I am no longer myself. The body cannot resist as it did in 
the past. I think I am in my last days but it doesn’t really 
matter because I have had such a beautiful life. And life is 
beautiful, love is beautiful, nature and music are beautiful. 
Everything we experience is a gift, a present we should 
cherish and pass on to those we love.”

Tribute: Alice Herz-Sommer

Jewish and Christian children playing at Le Chambon-sur-Lignon during the Second 
World.
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JHC Calendar of Events
Sunday 18 May, 2.00pm

JHC Book Club
Shirley Randles

No Locked Doors: Jewish Life in Shepparton
Venue: JHC Library

Tuesday 20 May, 6.30pm
JHC 30 Anniversary Gala Dinner

Peninsula A
Shed 14, Central Pier

161 Harbour Esplanade
Docklands

Tickets: $110.00 per person
Enquiries: 9528 1985 or admin@jhc.org.au

Thursday 22 May, 11.15am
JHC Social Club

Jenny Better
School Education Coordinator
Jewish Museum of Australia

‘Jewish Jesus at the
Jewish Museum of Australia – Why?’

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

Sunday 25 May, 11.00am
Friends of the March of the Living

March of the Living artistic presentation
Open to the public

Venue: Smorgon Auditorium

Sunday 25 May, 2.00pm
Child Survivors - Time Capsule 'Closing' Ceremony

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

Thursday 29 May, 7.00pm
JHC Film Club

“Sand and Sorrow” (2007)
Entry: $5.00

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

Monday 2 June, 11.15am
Jewish Writers' Festival

Letters From the Collection: 
A poignant selection from the Jewish Museum and 

Jewish Holocaust Centre
Jayne Josem & Deborah Rechter.

Chair: Ann Richter
Supported by JHC and JMA

Venue: Lamm Library
304 Hawthorn Road, South Caulfield 3162

Enquiries: (613) 9272 5611 
info@mjwf.com.au

Sunday 15 June, 7.00pm
Friends of the JHC

Film Screening
"Grace of Monaco"

Venue: Classic Cinema
Gordon Street, Elsternwick

Cost: $20 per person
Enquiries: 9528 1985 or admin@jhc.org.au

Sunday 22 June, 10.30am
Indigenous 'Smoking Ceremony'

Buffet brunch to be served
Enquiries: 9528 1985 or admin@jhc.org.au
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