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Introduction
Dear Child Survivors
Thanks to all those 
who contacted us 
to let us how much 
you are enjoying 
CONNECTIONS.
We really appreciate 

your comments and offers to write your 
stories.
To celebrate the 30th Anniversary of 
the Jewish Holocaust Centre we have 
decided to create a Child Survivors’ 
“Time Capsule” (a wonderful idea 
from Eva Marks). Danial Kogan will be 
decorating the special archive box and 
we shall be asking each Child Survivor to 
prepare a small envelope or similar with 
whatever they wish to be included. The 
box will be closed at a special ceremony 
at the JHC and will not be opened again 

for 50 years! The opening date being 
May 2064. 
Our next Meeting will be held on 
Thursday 21 November, 2.00 - 4.00pm. 
Guest speaker: Ephraim Finch.
The end-of-year meeting and luncheon 
will be held on Thursday 12 December, 
12.30 - 3.00pm.  See details below.
We shall have an open discussion at 
both meetings to canvass ideas about 
the CSH Time Capsule.
To all Child Survivors celebrating a 
birthday we wish you a healthy, happy 
year ahead.
To any of our Child survivors who are 
unwell at this time, we send you our 
caring thoughts.

Viv Parry
Chairperson, CSH Melbourne
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A Salute to Child Survivors
One of the 
greatest things 
a person can 
have is the gift 
of daughters and 
sons. Children 
can be the 
greatest source 

of pleasure, happiness and satisfaction 
in the world. I therefore cannot imagine 
the mixed emotions and the turmoil felt 
by Jewish parents of young children 
born shortly before the war or during the 
Holocaust.
Child survivors of the Holocaust are 
very special people.  Born as pure and 
innocent as any child, yet unlike any child, 
immediately touched and burdened by 
evil. An evil that is incomprehensible, 
placed in circumstances beyond their 

control, often changing, mind and body 
never aligned, one moment acting this 
way and another that way. 
Who am I? What is real? Am I loved? 
Should I trust? These existential 
questions are those of the child during 
the Holocaust. Should I speak now? 
Should I hide? Should I run away? How 
do I survive?  These are life and death 
decisions having to make for survival’s 
sake.
It is these questions added to their 
personal Holocaust narratives that 
make the testimony of the child survivor 
unique. The philosophical questions 
asked in a naïve and uncomplicated 
manner. Innocence caught up in the 
horrors of the times.
Unfortunately, children today are 
still being murdered, tortured and 
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displaced.  Taken away from their homes and loved ones by 
circumstances beyond their control, manipulated by those 
who pursue war for ideological and religious zealotry and 
economic greed. 
Most importantly however, their terrible personal stories 
are the ones with which young people connect and identify. 
Their voice is the one that says to the millions of children 

who collectively have suffered from a similar brutality 
throughout the world: it hurts. The pain may diminish but 
it will always remain. Yet, don’t give up; there is hope after 
hell.

By Bernard Korbman OAM

Maintaining the Memory by Remembering
Please mark your diary for our upcoming function.

Speaker:     Ephraim Finch.

Topic: “Maintaining The Memory By Remembering”

Date: Thursday 21 November

Time: 2.00pm – 4.00pm

Venue: Jewish Holocaust Centre

 13-15 Selwyn Street

 Elsternwick

Ephraim is Director of the Melbourne Chevra Kadisha He has worked at the Chevra Kadisha for 27 
years, during which time he has made radical changes to the organisation. He will tell us about his 
ongoing challenge to keep a record of all the families he meets to retain their life stories for future 
generations.

We extend a warm invitation to all child survivors, particularly those who may not have yet attended a 
meeting. Please join us and experience the camaraderie of being with others who know how you feel 
and understand, at this function, and with whom you have a shared past.

Coffee and light refreshments will be served
and there will be plenty of time for a catch-up schmooze.

Righteous Gentile dies at the age of 101
Nell Van Rangelrooy, 
acknowledged as a Righteous 
Gentile, died aged 101, in 
Melbourne in October, this 
year.
She rescued many Jewish 
children in Holland, risking 
her own life. Discovery by 
the Nazis would have meant 

instant death.
Well-known to Holocaust survivors and Centre personnel  
generally, Nell spoke at Child Survivors’ meetings and at 
the first Child Survivor conference.

One of the children Nell rescued flew from America to join 
the many well wishers at Nell’s 100st birthday in Melbourne 
last year.
Nell was a brave, compassionate and always positive lady. 
She radiated warmth.
We will remember her with great affection, and send our 
condolences to her family.   

By Eva Marks
As someone who survived the Holocaust in hiding with 
other Dutch ‘righteous gentiles’ I would like to express my 
profound gratitude to Nell and to all those who risked their 
lives to save those of Jewish people.

By Marietta Elliott-Kleerkoper



3

VOLUME 1 No. 3, NOVEMBER 2013                                                                                                                                 CONNECTIONS

In honour of the memory of my Mother
I was born on the 18 August 1930 in Vienna.
This is one child survivor episode out of many from Child 
Survivors who are still witness to the horrors through 
which we lived and through which we still live.
I thought I had worked through and come to a reasonable 
balance to my 1930/40 experiences in my late teens, early 
twenties.
I broke my hip at 78 and coming out of the operation back 
to my room at Epworth Hospital I was totally panic stricken. 
I thought I was at the border of Germany and Belgium and 
my mother and I were being taken to concentration camp.
A close friend came to see me, thought I had been 
operated on and decided to wait for me. It was midnight 
by the time I returned. Her speaking made me aware that 
I was in Melbourne not Europe 1939. I am so grateful that 
she was there and brought me back to 2009.
The surgeon told me he had patients screaming, swearing 
and singing coming out of anesthetic but I was the first 
that was silently fighting strongly to get away. I asked if I 
had hurt anyone. ‘No’, was the answer. It is incredible how 
deep the damage lies.
My parents only truly realized the true horror after 
Kristallnacht.
My grandparents were already in Belgium. They sent 
information that they would pay to have local farmers take 
us into Belgium and then by car to Brussels. We had to 
cross into Belgium and go to a farmhouse.
Mummy and I left Vienna for Aachen in January 1939 to try 
to cross the border into Belgium. The first time we tried to 
cross, the German in charge let us through at once.
On out first attempt we were caught in searchlights by 
the Belgians and sent back to the German border. There 
were at least 15 people in our group. Six were sent to 
concentration camp as it was their second attempt. We 
were told not to try again as the same fate awaited us.
My mother thought our only hope was to try again. We 
took the tram again to the border. This time an Austrian 
was in charge. He said (I can still hear his voice): “Go to the 
forest and kill yourself and your daughter. I will not let you 
through.” Another guard whispered to my mother: “Walk 
back along the tram track and come back when we are 
being relieved.”
We walked back and I became totally hysterical, crying in 

fright. My mother was strong and wonderful. She hugged 
and calmed me.  The tram came and the man in charge 
was the same one who had let us through the first time. 
He looked at us and said “You are still here”. He let us 
through as soon as we arrived at the border.  We made it 
through this time. I was violently ill in the car on the way to 
Brussels.  I could not travel by car for many years without 
being sick.
We arrived at the farmhouse. I could hardly walk. My 
mother was petite and I was a tall, not quite 9 years old. 
She could not carry me. She told the farmer about the first 
time.  He gave us clothes and told my mother he would say 
we were his ‘deaf and dumb’ wife and daughter if we were 
caught.  He carried me. We were not caught.
Mummy was an outstanding woman. In Brussels Mummy 
had a visa to go as a housekeeper in England. We went to 
the English consulate asking what we needed to do for me 
to go as well. It needed P50, an immense sum in 1939.
Our family was prepared to sell jewellery and stamps but 
no one was buying in July 1939.
At the consulate Mummy told them she would not be 
going. The Consul advised Mummy to go and to leave me 
with my grandparents, then later to send for me.
I still feel the wonderful love I felt then as Mummy said “I 
would not leave my parents if it was not for my daughter’s 
safety”.  He gave us both a visa. 
We arrived in England three weeks before the war started.

By Dr Margit Korn

Margit Korn and her mother

We welcome Child Survivor / Holocaust-related articles, 
comments or questions.

We will publish contibutions in future editions of 
CONNECTIONS.

Have your say
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Book Review
TITLE: Serry and Me: 
Kindertransport and 
Beyond (2001)
AUTHOR: Elfie Rosenberg
Rosenberg’s poignant 
account of her life story 
begins with the depiction 
of a child who is bewildered 
by the awful events which 
overtake her when Hitler 
comes to power in 1933. 
Three year old Elfie is 
suddenly thrust into a 
world of uncertainty, pain 

and loss. When Elfie’s parents decide to leave Germany 
and escape to France, they send their daughters to England 
on a kinderstransport, but Elfie is unable to comprehend 
the necessity for their separation.  In England, Elfie is 
overwhelmed by her sense of alienation as a foreigner. 
She craves love and warmth and has only Serry as the 

sole source of such solace. She retreats into herself as a 
defense against her loneliness.  Even as an adult, she is 
reluctant to show her emotions. 
She and Serry live but Serry who is older encourages her 
parents to leave. Apart from their parents for eight years 
until they are reunited at the end of the war. However, Elfie 
is to be uprooted once more as her parents decide that 
they will continue to live in France where they expect Elfie 
to join them. She chafes at her parents’ over-protectiveness 
and their reluctance to give her any independence as 
she grows up. Elfie has to endure yet another upheaval 
when her parents decide to join Serry and her husband in 
Australia where they had settled in 1948.
Elfie finally finds happiness when she marries Jacques 
in Melbourne, and she subsequently gives birth to three 
children who bring her great joy. After Jacque’s untimely 
death, Elfie is left with loving memories of their time 
together, but still coping with the ghosts of her past.

By Freda Hodge, JHC Volunteer (Library & Testimonies)

Kindertransport - Letter to my parents
My dear Parents!
On Friday we longingly received 
your dear letter and I hope you 
are well. I am well looked after 
by Opa, Oma, Aunt and Uncles. 
Now, dear Parents, i will tell you 
about the journey.
When we left the Leader in charge 
told us we should go to sleep, we 
said yes, but as soon as he left 
we started to sing. After a while 

the Leader passed by and said what’s going on? We said 
we are not sleepy and continued to sing. Unfortunately I did 
not sleep but I was not tired. At 4am. I went to look around 
the train to see what Erika (my sister) was doing. She was 
fast asleep. I thought it was already very late so I took out 
my breakfast. Then I asked what the time is and was told it 
was 4.30 so I packed up the breakfast and went again to see 
what Erika was doing. I saw she was awake. I asked her had 
she slept and she said yes. After a while I saw Else walk by. 
I opened the door and ran after her. She was very pleased to 
see me (Else was a distant cousin who was a kindertransport 
helper. We knew she on the train too). At 12 pm. the Leader 
came and gave us all a cup of tea. The tea made us all feel 
good because we had something warm in our stomachs. 
In the afternoon the Leader brought everybody a cold 
lemonade. In spite of the lemonade being cold it made us 

feel good. At 10pm we got 
off the train and went to 
the ship. The Captain said 
he would let us in at 11pm. 
Suddenly, we started going 
in and got a bed number. 
I got 70. Then we had to 
get undressed and go to 
sleep. On the ship I slept 
very well. They even had 
to wake me up. We went 
upstairs and got a banana, an apple milk bread and butter 
and tea. The tea was so bitter that I put in 5 lumps of sugar 
and it was still too bitter but we had to drink it. We went on 
the deck garden, the weather was very nice and we were 
medically examined. We again went to the train, looked for 
our suitcases and then went to the waiting room where we 
had to wait 2 hours. 
There was some grass nearby and the man said we should 
go there. We put down all our things. The man had a ball and 
who ever wanted could join in to play football. I did not join in 
but we could play whatever we wanted. When the children 
playing football got tired, the man told us to get dressed and 
went back to the train. We boarded the train and at 1pm. the 
Leader gave us all a bar of chocolate. When the train stopped 
we asked (in English) “if you please is here London?” They 
answered ‘Yes’. We got off the train. We were led to a big 
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Kindertransport instructions

hall with benches. Suddenly we saw Uncle Bertschie. The 
Leader called out Baumann. Uncle Bertschie looked for the 
suitcases. We went outside and saw Omama. We took 
a taxi and went as you may say home. When we arrived 
we of course gave them the greetings from Mutti, Papa, 
Aunties and Uncles. We are well and hope to see you both 
here soon. I will finish with many, many kisses Your Otti.

*****
I remember in 1937 we saw Hitler being driven down 
Thaliastrasse (where my father had his shop) standing in a 
small car with the roof open and making the Hitler salute, 
followed by about six military police on motorcycles.  Every 
window had a huge red banner with a black swastika 
hanging out (the banners were approx 3 metres long x 0.75 
metres).
On Kristallnacht my father was taken to Dachau. He had 
a hat and cap shop which the Nazis confiscated together 
with all the goods. He was allowed to go home after about 

6 months because my mother arranged passports etc to 
leave the country. My sister and I had to change schools in 
Vienna, and so we moved to our grandparents’ home.
This photo of my sister and I was taken by a press 
photographer when we arrived in London middle of July 
1939. My uncle saw it in the newspaper. Unfortunately he 
did not cut out any wording that went with the photo. We 
were carrying fur coats and wearing a thin waterproof coat.
Both my parents arrived in England four weeks later (about 
two weeks before the war started). We stayed with our 
grandparents and uncle. My uncle fled Vienna soon after 
Kristallnacht, over the Swiss border to London. He had 
some money there because he used to export ladies frocks 
to England. He brought his parents (our grandparents) to 
London a few months before we arrived.
We lived with our parents till the war started about 2 
weeks later. When the war started, all school children were 
evacuated into country areas away from possible bombing. 
Our school was moved to Royston (in Hertfordshire, 
approximately 40 miles from London), a country town 
of about 3,000 people. To our parents’ dismay my sister 
and I were separated and sent to different (but wonderful 
families). Imagine, I was only 8 and a half years old (without 
my sister) and could not speak the language apart from 
‘yes’, ‘no’, ‘please’ and ‘thank you’. The people I stayed with 
for five years did not know a word of German and they had 
never met a Jewish person. My sister and I were the only 
Jewish people in the town.
Interestingly, when my mother came to see us 
approximately three months later, to bring Christmas 
presents to the people I stayed with - my mother said we 
could speak English fluently.

By Frank Baumann 

Otti (8½) and his sister Erika

on arrival in London.

This document, dated 8 December 1938, outlines the instructions to parents about to 

send their children from Vienna to England on the Kindertransport.  Kindly contributed 

by Richard Wolfe, Child Survivor from New South Wales.
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Website: Remember Me?

By publicizing these 1,100 photographs, the United States 
Holocaust Museum hopes to identify these children, piece 
together information about their wartime and post-war 
experiences, and facilitate renewed connections among 
these young survivors, their families, and other individuals 
who were involved in their care during and after the war.
We hope to gather as much information as possible so that 
we can preserve the record of their experiences for future 
generations.
In order to do this, we need your help. If you recognize 
yourself or someone you know in one of the photos, 
please contact the Museum’s Holocaust Survivors and 
Victims Resource Center at RememberMe@ushmm.org or 
via phone at 202-488-0416.
Even if you don’t recognize anyone, please share these 
powerful photographs with your family and friends. Doing 
so will increase the chances of identifying these children 
and help raise awareness about the experiences of the 

most vulnerable victims of war 
and genocide.
Background
The persecution of Jews and 
others by the Nazis and their 
collaborators left millions of 
children displaced, orphaned, or 
otherwise separated from their 
families.
Agencies providing assistance 
to displaced persons after the 
war included the United Nations 
Relielf and Rehabilitation 
Administration (UNRRA) and the 
International Refugee Organization (IRO), both operating 
under the auspices of the United Nations. Jewish 
organizations also participated, including the American 
Joint Distribution Committee (AJDC) and the World Jewish 
Congress (WJC).
These agencies helped displaced persons obtain housing, 
food, and medical care and establish new lives. In addition, 
they worked to reunite families separated during the war.
The photographs on this Web site were taken by 
relief workers during the immediate post-war period. 
Approximately 1,000 of them were taken at various 
locations and collected by the WJC.
The second set consists of more than 100 photos that 
were taken at Kloster Indersdorf, a children’s center 
established by UNRRA in Bavaria. In these photos, the 
children held placards with their names in the hopes that 
family members would be able to identify their missing 
loved ones.
http://rememberme.ushmm.org/pages/about-the-project

Leaving Home at 80+
Danka Schnall has moved into 
residential care.  I visited Danka 
to see how she was adjusting 
to life in her new situation.
We met in her large sunny 
room and sat by the windows 
overlooking a park. The room 
was furnished with quality 
drapes and furniture, some 
pictures Danka had brought 
from home, a TV mounted on 

the wall and a small kitchen area with microwave oven and 
fridge plus a dining table for two.

I asked “Was there a specific situation which convinced 
you to move into care?”
Danka replied, ”I had an operation on my back and 
when I came home from hospital I could no longer be 
as independent as I was before. I could not walk far and 
simple movements became very difficult. I soon   realized 
I could no longer look after my house or myself. The two 
hours of assisted help was not enough to cover the rest 
of the day or night, it was very frustrating. I had been very 
‘house proud’.”
“I also became isolated. Friends of the same age were no 
longer able to visit. My apartment was on the first floor 
and the stairs were difficult. I did not want to bother my 
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family for all the additional small things I needed: bread, 
washing, clearing away. I felt they were doing too much for 
me already.”
“I called my family together and told them I was going into 
care. I had tried a place for two weeks respite after my 
operation and found it very comfortable. Enjoyed the food 
and the staff members were very kind to me. There were 
no other Jewish people living there. The residents were 
mostly Australians, but I felt cared for.”
“My family decided after a few months I needed to be 
somewhere where there was an outside sitting area, larger 
room and more Jewish people. I was reluctant to leave the 
Respite Centre. Everyone had been so caring but my son 
insisted and so I moved.”
I asked Danka if this second move had been worthwhile 
and she replied: “This room is much bigger and I really 
love the view and the opportunity to open my door and 
sit outside with a visitor or just to sit and read. There are 
Jewish people here, some I know well and the food is very 
good. We are seated for the main meals at tables for six 
or just two, whatever we feel comfortable with. The staff 
is friendly and helpful, bringing morning and afternoon tea. 

There are not as many activities as the Respite Centre but 
we do have daily activities and music at the weekend. The 
house doctor calls every three weeks or earlier if needed 
and a Rabbi visits on Friday night for Shabbat.”
I asked Danka if she felt moving out of her home had 
produced the result she was looking for: “Yes, most 
importantly I am in a peaceful environment and stress free. 
I feel safe and my friends and family visit often because I 
am close by and the street parking is easy to access. I will 
never have to move from here. There are two levels, low 
and high care. I know this is my home for now and the 
future.”
It was really good to see Danka looking well, happy and 
independent enough to go out whenever she needed, be 
it shopping or attending lectures at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre and enjoying social occasions with friends and 
family.
Danka hopes your reading her story will give you some 
insight into moving into residential care. A move that has 
for Danka, been all she had hoped for.

By Viv Parry

WARPEACE
In December 1944 the Germans quit France. I was just over 
a year old. My mother and I went from being homeless 
to renting a room, from near starvation to having three 
meals a day. For my mother, however, there was one more 
horrific revelation to come. The knowledge of the fate of 
her two small children who perished in the gas chamber 
of Auschwitz and of her husband who lingered a further 
seven months before he was also murdered. None of this I 
knew but somewhere inside me is etched my experiences 
during this time. It is the basis of WARPEACE. 
If you would like to contact me regarding WARPEACE 
please email danialkogan@hotmail.com

By Danial Kogan

WAR
 The war within us
 refuses to end
  Wounded blossom 
  trembling iris    
   dare to bloom 
   in an amber sky
    Peace has broken out
     PEACE

By Marietta Elliot (Based on a painting by Danial Kogan)
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Landmarks in life
The story of my family and indeed 
myself is not more special than 
others, but reflects the many 
stories of European Jewish 
families, and what happened to 
them in the 1930s and 1940s. It 
also offers a brief glimpse of the 
movement of those who survived 

the Holocaust and the rebuilding of their lives, both across 
geographical and cultural renewal.
My family on my father’s side goes back to the early 1600s, 
while on my mother’s side sketchy evidence suggest 
that they lived on the Heidelberg area from the late 13th 
century onwards.
There is an entry in the Town Chronicle of Kaliesch in 
Pomerania in 1603 (now Kalisz in Poland) that the “Jew 
Fabian was granted the right to purchase property due 
to providing a special service to the Land Graf” at a time 
when Jews were not permitted to own property.
My late father served in the German Army during the 1914-
1910 War and was awarded an Iron Cross.
None of these factors prevented the persecution of our 
family, along with the half million of German Jews, when 
Nazis came to power in Germany. 
I was born in Germany in 1934, and my family seeing no 
future in Germany, emigrated in 1936 to the Sudentenland 
area of the Czech Republic. When this area was annexed 
by Germany in September 1938, we fled to Prague. With 
the German invasion of the rest of Czechoslovakia on 15 
March 1939, the grip of the German Reich once again 
engulfed us.
In November 1942 we were transported to the 
Theresienstadt Ghetto, where my parents and I were 
fortunate to survive until liberation in May 1945.
Statistics tell us that some 15,000 children went through 
the ghetto between 1941 – 1945, and about some 100 – 
150 survived the war. (If you are a gambler these would be 
considered very long odds indeed.)
The almost-three years spent incarcerated in the ghetto 
are a chapter in my life that is a story that parallels the 
raft of Holocaust survivor stories that have been written 
and rewritten over the decades, and present an important 
message – that we have a duty to transmit these to 
future generations to illustrate the inhumanity that was 
perpetrated during the dark years of 1933 – 1945 in Europe.

While seven decades have passed, many of the experiences 
are deeply embedded in our minds, and specific dates have 
a significant impact despite the passage of time. 
While the aim in life should be take each day as it comes, 
and generally always to be forward looking, occasionally 
a significant date that brings back a past event into sharp 
focus when it happens falls on a significant day on the 
calendar and casts a glaring spotlight on the connection 
of one’s past.
Coming up next week, on the 20 November 2013, is one 
such landmark that will come sharply into focus for me.
Seventy one years ago, on the 20 November 1942, I, 
together with my parents and 997 others took a train 
journey, which lasted just under two hours. Perhaps in the 
normal course of events there is nothing special about 
such a trip. 
But this particular train travelled from Prague to the 
Theresienstadt Ghetto, with the return trip not taking place 
until May 1945.
It was a bleak, grey day of early winter, little knowing what 
would await us at the destination of this relatively short 
journey.  While it was just another stage of our journey 
through an uncertain future, which had commenced some 
four years earlier, in September 1938, when German troops 
marched into the Sudetenland.
While we were unclear what would confront us there, it 
was to be just another phase of the events that were to 
develop over the next few years.  While my parents and 
I were fortunate by some strange twist of fate to survive 
there until liberation on the 5 May 1945, very few of the 
other 997 passengers on the train on that fateful day in 
November 1942 survived the deprivation and subsequent 
removal and murder in the extermination camps of Eastern 
Europe.
So indeed for me, the 20 November 2013, marking the 
71st Anniversary will have a special significance, a stark 
reminder of two very significant landmarks. One - the 
arrival in a place of deprivation and despair, but more 
importantly the miracle of my survival and being granted 
an additional 70+ years of survival and life, a gift that the 
very large majority of my fellow travellers on that fateful 
journey were not given.

By Garry Fabian
(His memoir “A Look Back Over My Shoulder” 

published by Makor Library, 2004) 
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Upcoming Events at the Jewish Holocaust Centre
Thursday 28 November

JHC Film Club
“Enemies of the People” (2009) 93 mins

Directed by Them Sembath and Rob Lemkin
Time: 7.00pm

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

Thursday 5 December
JHC Social Club
Public Lecture

Guest Speaker: Brett Kaye
Time: 11.15am

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

Afterwards...
I had become used to putting 
myself aside. I had been 
hidden in so many different 
places, with different people, 
expectations and lifestyles, 
that I had learned to adapt. 
I had learnt to cut off from 
that small voice inside that 
occasionally screamed, 
panicked or maybe even cried 

quietly over the one creased family photo I kept hidden 
somewhere.  Oh, I enjoyed any opportunity to learn 
something new, l lapped it up ironing, embroidery, cleaning, 
English, arithmetic, Christmas cards and catechism. And I 
thrived when I was told I had done something well. I did so 
much want them to be pleased with me… perhaps even to 
love me. Sadly, things turned sour more than once, and the 
most unforgivable thing I did was to get angry and throw at 
them: “You’re only doing this for the money!”
Going home was going to be – had to be- different. Now 
at last I would have someone who would champion my 
interests. Now the small, quiet and hurt being deep down 
inside would be able to come out and be looked after. I 
would become precious and important. It was a child’s 
hope.
Those years of the war had been in shades of grey. For 
a long time afterwards I saw them like a film that had 
stopped, frozen at one point. But at the end the colours 
did not come back, the child was not allowed out.
I think that “afterwards” for many years meant I was 
putting on a brave show of being grown up, of coping, of 

being successful at school though I had missed out on two 
years of schooling. Getting back with my own age group at 
school was my biggest achievement. It was called “jumping 
classes”, like playing hopscotch. But feelings continued to 
be numb, I felt like an outsider wherever I went; youth 
groups, Sunday school, day school, even home. I was 
awkward with my peers, lacking in confidence and still 
trying to please all and sundry. And if I thought I wasn’t 
pleasing, I could be very self – effacing.  Withdrawal, after 
all, had been one of the great survival strategies.
For a long time - decades in fact – what I had learnt 
remained with me.
Mustn’t be noticed. Mustn’t say what I want or what I 
feel too quickly. Mustn’t attach any importance to what 
had happened to me during the war. Only watch others’ 
moods, be normal and achieve like everyone else. Never 
mind what was inside, just skate happily on the surface.
The thawing out process has been long and slow, but 
sure. I have much to be grateful for - marriage, children, 
grandchildren, friends, study. Years of therapy and seeking. 
And the world of the Child Survivors’ group. But I am also 
grateful to the small child that kept banging and shouting 
inside. It proved to be very determined. That small child 
deep inside drove me and never gave up. We were liberated 
from the Germans in September 1944, but it is only in the 
last few years that I have begun to feel free in myself.

By Floris Kalman
Past President of the Child Survivors of the Holocaust.

(Excerpt from CSH Anthology SILENT NO MORE 
dedicated to the memory of Arie Kalman).
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Condolences
Wolfe Sharp and Family, on the death of Helen Sharp.

Mazal Tov
Wishing any Child Survivors who might be celebrating a 
birthday a hearty Mazeltov!

Please call or email to let us know your important dates, 
such as anniversaries, etc. We shall be pleased to 
share these meaningful occasions in our next edition of 
CONNECTIONS.

Personal Notices

Invitation

END OF YEAR LUNCHEON

Date: Thursday 12 December

Time: 12.30pm – 3.00pm

Venue: Jewish Holocaust Centre

13-15 Selwyn Street

Elsternwick

We extend a warm invitation to all child survivors, particularly those who may not 

have yet attended a function. 

Please join us for our end-of-year luncheon and experience the camaraderie of 

being with others who know how you feel and understand, without explanation, 

and with whom you have a shared past.

Coffee and refreshments will be served

and there will be plenty of time for a catch-up schmooze.

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


