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Dear Child Survivors of the Holocaust, 
We trust you and your families have 
all been keeping well. Lena and I 
wanted to prepare a special edition 
of Connections; one that would help 
us prepare for life after “Lockdown”. 
CSH Past-President, Dr Paul Valent 

has written to us on this very important subject, sharing 
his understanding and supportive advice. We also wanted 
to know about the memories that come to mind when 
our child survivors and close others reflect upon life’s 
significant moments. We thank all our contributors for 
sharing their heartfelt words.
We welcome back Jayne Josem, Museum Director & 
CEO of the Jewish Holocaust Centre, to this edition to 
write a few words to our child survivors. Jayne will be a 

regular contributor to Connections; 
it will be wonderful to learn of the 
progress of the new museum the CSH 
section and other important news.
Being in contact over the years with 
our Sydney CSH sisters and brothers, 
we asked Litzi Lemberg (Sydney CSH 
President) to share with us photos and memories about 
the Sydney group. You may recognise some familiar 
faces. 
To child survivors who are unwell or finding the going 
very difficult at this time, please know your fellow child 
survivors truly care about you and wish you well in every 
possible way. 
 

Warmest regards, Viv and Lena.

Covid (Dis)Connections 
So, we are coming out of the world’s 
longest COVID lockdown. We are 
vaccinated and we should feel safe 
as we resume our lives. But that 
hope is not quite warranted.
According to The New Statesman, 
the COVID crisis is the biggest hit to 

mental health since the Second World War, and that hit 
can last longer and go deeper than the original distress.
As child survivors of the Holocaust we also cannot 
but compare the pandemic to the Second World War. 
In some ways there is no comparison. We tell our 
complaining offspring that this is a picnic compared 
to the Holocaust. But we compare anyway, and our 
comparisons may provide useful lessons for how to 
behave today.
Yes, there was Victory Day, like currently Freedom Day. 
That is very important, of course. We could then and can 
now come out of our shelters and shadows and be joyous 
and celebrate. 
But not totally. Just like the virus of anti-Semitism was 
not eradicated, so the current virus has not capitulated. 

The enemy is still around, and it may attack us wearing a 
different uniform.
And then comes the sting in the tail. As we release 
suppressed feelings, we face, in this case, the hole of 
two stolen years. Just like we have sunk into national 
deficit reminiscent of World War Two, so we have to 
account for the losses we incurred in our two years of 
hiding. It is a debt that cannot be repaid easily. 
As we now embrace family and friends whom we 
could not hug, we may wish to forget the separations, 
the loneliness, the absent family dinners, our inability 
to monitor important steps of our grandchildren, the 
unfulfilled cravings of old age. 
After the war, we were told to forget our experiences. 
Then, decades later we had to dig them up in order to 
find peace. This time let us acknowledge our two lost 
years and what they have meant. Let us cry with both 
tears of joy and sadness. 
That way we can truly reconnect with the humanity that 
has been in hibernation for the last two years. 

Dr Paul Valent
Past-President CSH
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Nina Bassat was born in Lwów, Poland in 1939. The time 
and place has influenced much of her life and provides 
the background to her book. Her life has been divided 
between her profession as a lawyer, her leadership 
positions in the Jewish community at the state, federal 
and international levels and her family, which has been 
her centre of gravity. From childhood, books have 
been both a joy and escape and words have been her 
professional tools.
‘When five words uttered by a German soldier determine 
whether you live or die, you spend your life trying to 
unravel all the what-ifs. What if I had not been born 
in Poland in 1939? What if those five words had not 
been said? What if I had grown up in a safe, happy 
environment, surrounded by a large family?’
Take the Child and Disappear examines the Shoah 
(Holocaust) from multiple perspectives – before, during 
and after. As the author recounts her experiences and 

those of her family members, 
she contemplates the many 
ways being a child survivor 
has shaped her life, both 
consciously and unconsciously. 
‘I have lived a happy and 
fulfilling life, surrounded by 
a large, loving family and 
enriched by years of community 
involvement. Yet despite 
this, there has always been a 
sense of dislocation and some 
unresolved questions, most troubling of which were 
– who am I and where do I belong? I thought a visit to 
Poland might answer them. It did not.’ The book is also 
about Hadassa, Nina’s courageous and wise mother.
Take the Child and Disappear has been waiting seventy-
five years to be written.

Dear Child survivors,
At the end of another 
momentous year I wish to 
express my gratitude to all of 
you, and especially Viv and 
Lena, for finding a way to stay 
connected and support each 
other. Your group, conceived 
by Paul Valent decades ago 
was mainly about connection 

and support, and how vital this has been during the 
pandemic. The Jewish Holocaust Centre pledges to 

continue our support of everything you do. We look 
forward to welcoming you back into our new home in 
2022.
What a lovely theme… ‘I remember…’. It made me recall 
my start at the Jewish Holocaust Centre as a curatorial 
volunteer over 20 years ago. My first team, led by curator 
extraordinaire Saba Feniger, were all child survivors and 
they made me feel so welcome. My colleagues were, 
Eva Marks z”l, Floris Kalman z”l, John Lamovie and 
Paulette Goldberg, who seemed to me to be a lovely 
group of survivors, no different to the others. It is only 
later that I appreciated what made them so special. I now 

Greetings from the Jewish Holocaust Centre, Museum Director & CEO

From Lena’s Desk

“Take the Child and Disappear” by Nina Bassat AM

Child survivor, Nina Bassat AM, recently launched 
her moving autobiography “Take the Child and 
Disappear”which I had the pleasure of reading. You can 

view the online event that was presented by the Jewish 
Comunity Council of Victoria by clicking on the link: 
https://youtu.be/gOhE__ET5bM

Nina Bassat AM being interviewed by well-known author, Bram Presser, during the launch of her 
autobiography “Take the Child and Disappear”.
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recognise that their experiences as child survivors meant 
that they understood how difficult it must have been 
for me, a stranger and an outsider, to start work in this 
complex institution - the Holocaust museum. They made 
a great effort to make me feel welcome and I will never 
forget that.

On behalf of everyone at the Jewish Holocaust Centre 
we wish you a happy Hanukkah, and a happy and healthy 
new year. 

Jayne Josem
Jewish Holocaust Centre
Museum Director & CEO

Hello from Sydney Child Survivors. 
Dear Melbourne Child Survivors I have fond memories of 
coming to Melbourne at the request of Paul Valent to help 
start the Melbourne Child Survivor Group in 1989. I met 
with a wonderful group of fifty survivors and like us you 
just expanded from there. We have fond memories of 
interacting and forming a firm bond with members of the 
group and it is gratifying to note that you are still thriving 
all these years later although like us, sadly, you have lost 
founding members. We in Sydney, like you in Melbourne, 
have had problems with Covid for nearly two years now 
on and off in lockdown and are just starting to open up. 
It’s been a hard road but we Child Survivors worldwide 
are a strong and resilient group of people. We survived 
the Holocaust so Covid is just a bump in the road. In the 
past we have met regularly and have enjoyed speakers, 
films and special subject interest. We celebrated every 

year with a wonderful Chanukah party partly funded by 
our benefactor the late Paul Kornmehl. We also managed 
to write our stories in a book “The Words to Remember 
It” which thanks to our former committee member Peter 
Rossler sold widely and still selling. We also branched out 
into the community speaking to schools and the general 
public through The Sydney Jewish Museum and Courage 
to Care. We are looking forward to being able to meet 
again with new programs which we will announce soon. 
We have a wonderful committee who help us keep in 
touch with our membership via email and word of mouth. 
We wish our brothers and sisters at the Melbourne Child 
Survivors good health and a very informative and happy 
time to come as Melbourne will also overcome Covid and 
open up. Our membership is slowly dwindling but the 
glue that holds us together is as strong as ever. 

Greetings from Litzi Lemberg, President CSH Sydney 

Sydney CSH Group from 1991 and more recently.

Jacqueline Dale receives “Legion of Honour” award
Jacqueline Dale has been a Holocaust Survivor guide 
at the Sydney Jewish Museum for over 20 years. A 
favourite with the schoolchildren who visit the museum 
Jackie has never tired of educating others with her 
Holocaust story. Recently Jackie was recognised by the 
French Government for her tireless contribution, receiving 
the highest award “The Legion of Honour”.
Born in Paris in 1942, Jackie hid in an orphanage until 
Liberation. Jackie was the only member of her large 

extended family to survive” 
Telling my story keeps the 
family’s memory alive”.
Congratulations Jackie from all 
the Child Survivors, long may 
you continue.
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Richard Rozen OAM
I remember my first breakfast 
at 23 Steel Street, South 
Caulfield, 14 March 1951. 
My auntie provided a display 
of wonderful food on the 
breakfast table. My cousin 

Jack poured himself a glass of milk; I asked my auntie 
if I could have some too? She replied:” Of course, help 
yourself”. It was my first full glass of milk in my life, at 
the age of sixteen. Also, I had toast with honey; for me 
Australia was a wonderful country of milk and honey.

Richard Rozen OAM as an Australia Day Ambassador.

Gary Fabian receives award
We recently received an email 
from Gary, he writes:
“A few days ago, out of the blue 
came a letter from Germany that 
I have been given a high award 
- the German equivalent of an 
Australian AO.
I can only assume that this 
has resulted from the fact that 
over the last 30 years I have 

been back in Germany six or seven times, and on every 
occasion have spoken at schools, community groups and 
a couple of teachers colleges about my experience as a 
Holocaust survivor.”
Here is a translation of his important commendation:
The Premier’s Department - Baden-Wurtenberg
Dear Mr Fabian.
You have contributed in a multitude of ways to the 
citizens of Baden-Wurtenberg and their interests sharing 
your experiences and personal story, and building bridges 
of understanding.

As a consequence, I have suggested to the 
Bundespresident (Premier) that in recognition for your 
services the state considers that you are awarded the 
Verdienstorden of the German Republic.
I have pleasure in advising you that the Bundespresident 
has agreed that you are awarded this recognition to 
acknowledge the services you have rendered to the 
country over a long period.
I congratulate you on receiving this award in recognition 
or your services.
Regarding the presentation the German Embassy in 
Canberra will be in contact with you make suitable 
arrangements for the facilitation of the award.

Winifried Kretchmann, Secretary of State
Baden-Wurtenberg

Well done Gary for sharing your Child Survivor story with 
German school children, teachers and community groups. 
The mention of your award in our Australian Parliament is 
also well deserved.

New Holocaust survivor pension opportunity
Lana Khasin, Support advisor at Jewishcare writes “The 
Conference on Jewish Material Claims Against Germany 
(Claims Conference), has announced the results of the 
newly negotiated region-specific pension program. This 
program is now open and currently receiving applications 
“Holocaust Survivors are eligible to apply: 
• who were at least three months in the Siege of 

Leningrad; 
• who Lived between April1, 1941 and August 31, 1944 

at least three months under Axis occupation within 
the borders of Romania on April 1, 1941;

• lived at least three months in France in hiding, 
including with access to the outside world. For 
example, those living in southern France, were 
able to be out during the day and hid at night when 
deportations took place.

Here is the link : https://www.claimscon.org/2021/10/
claims-conference-negotiations-with-the-german-
government-result-in-first-ever-pensions-for-6500-
holocaust-survivors/
Please phone Lana on 8517 5629 or mobile 0459 866 479 
for more information. Email: lkhasin@jewishcare.org.au

I Remember...
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June, 16th 1941, we 
are occupied and having 
a bad time. My Mother 
was sick and taken to 
hospital she died the 
next day 56 years old.
After a huge raid by the 
Grune Police hundreds 
of them blocking off a 
vast area, I hid in the 

attic of a house on Tugela Road. Thousands of Jewish 
people were rounded up my action during that day saved 
my life.
During my hiding days on the farm the Heskampen in 

Friesland with the 
Rosier`s family, I 
can never forget 
the moments 
when about 
seven in the 
morning Martje 
the farmer’s wife 
came out of the 
kitchen rushing up 
to me giving me a 
big hug; she really 
loved me like her 
own sons. 

Joe De Haan

Joe De Haan with his son 
Michael.

Joe De Haan at the farm in 
Heskampen with the Rosier family.

Roza Riaikkenen
I remember how I felt being three in the ghetto; then 
being six and hiding in a hole under the stove in the 
house of my Lithuanian rescuers, though I had done 
nothing wrong. I just belonged to the ‘doomed.’ I was 
freed by the Soviet army and thought I will be persecuted 
no more. Later I got to know that in the USSR I again 
belonged to a minority. I endured oppression and had to 
hide that I had relatives abroad.
In 1995, I escaped to Australia, and gained my freedom. 
I was sure that at least my grandchildren would live 
in a free country, without any persecuted minorities. I 
was mistaken. Our country mistreated the Aborigines 

and asylum seekers, and I 
wonder – maybe right now 
we create a new persecuted 
minority out of the 
unvaccinated though they 
are our fellow Australians 
and have done nothing 
wrong?

Roza Lamdanskyte (Riaikkenen) with one of her rescuers - 
her foster father Kazys Baksha, 1946, Kaunas, Lithuania.

I remember going to the first 
annual World Conference in 
1993. I darted to the plane 
headed to Paris. It did not 
matter where this conference 
was, I would be there. I could 
not miss the opportunity 
to finally see all the brilliant 
carers that looked after me 
and childhood friends that I 
made in the Children’s Home 
in Taverny. I wondered if I 

would actually recognise them after 40 years. 
At the conference, I bumped into my dear childhood 
friend, Felice. Seeing her brought back fond memories of 
our yearly Pesach activities at the Children’s Home. All 
the children and carers would spend a month preparing 

for Pesach. We would get told the 
story of Pesach up until we could 
practically recite it. We would run 
around the residence, searching 
for crumbs so our place would be 
completely Kosher-Le-Pesach. We 
would practice the songs again 
and again and it never became 
boring for us. Truthfully, we had 
no idea what the words to the 
song actually meant, but that did 
not matter to us. We were having 
a marvellous, jolly time, singing and swaying about and 
banging the tables with so much force.
I am so grateful to the World Conference for bringing 
us all together again and again and giving us a space to 
communicate and reminisce. 

Paulette Goldberg

Paulette and 
Felice at the World 
Conference 1993.

Paulette and Felice at 
the World Conference 
1993.
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I arrived in Australia in late 
November 1946 aged 13. It 
was decided that I still needed 
some schooling before joining 
the workforce. My father had a 
cousin who had come to Australia 
in the 1920’s and she said that 
I was the right age to go to 
High School. I had achieved the 

equivalent of year 7 in France and had no idea of what 
“High School” meant.
In February 1947 my cousin, Fay Young, took me to 
University High School to enrol me. The Headmaster, 
Major Brookes, refused to enrol me as I spoke no 
English. He suggested to Fay that she takes me to a 
primary school and in two years’ time he will admit me. 
Fay would not take no for an answer and argued with 
him. Major Brookes told her to come back the following 
day when he would not be so busy. On the next day we 

fronted up to the school again and Fay and Major Brookes 
argued with each other again until my cousin mentioned 
that I understood some German. The German mistress, 
Miss Schmetzer was called in. She asked me a few 
questions in simple German and I replied in Yiddish. She 
then told the headmaster that my German was passable 
so he admitted me on the strength that I had two 
subjects, French and German.
A few days later we had a Physical Education lesson 
and I was placed in the volleyball team. I had never held 
a ball in my hands before and every time the ball came 
towards me, I stepped aside. After a few minutes the 
sports master, Ray Potter, came up to me and said “Paul 
you better watch”. I looked at my watch thinking that he 
wanted the time. He saw that I did not understand him, 
so he took me by the arm and sat me down on a bench. 
I did not know that the word “watch” could also mean 
“look”. A few days later I was asked what sport I would 
like to play. The only sport that I knew of was soccer, 

Paul Grinwald

Paul Grinwald at the 
age of 13.

Looking at this photo makes me happy.
It was taken in the summer of 1941 on the outskirts of 
Brussels - between our return from the South of France 
and going into hiding in July 1942.
We were very close family and friends.
I’m on the right, holding my skirt, with my sister 
Georgette behind me.
The 2 boys are our cousins and the 2 sisters on the left 
are family friends.
We all spent wonderful times together.
Stay well, each one of you.

Sarah Tamir

Sarah Tamir on the right 
holding out her skirt in 
Brussells, July 1941.

This poignant memory reminds 
me of my Mummy, Halina.
I remember the day my mother 
came to pick me up from the 
Otwock Children’s’ Home in 
Poland. I had been living there 
for a few years as a frightened 
little boy aged about four years 
old.
My mother was released from a 
forced Labour camp in Biesnitz, 
Germany called Gorlitz. She was 

all alone and had one purpose and that was to find her 
little son Henry. She tirelessly went from one orphanage 
to another over a distance of four hundred and fifty miles, 
desperately trying to find me.

It’s hard to imagine her 
depth of fear and anxiety 
should she not succeed. 
Imagine how my mother felt 
when the Mother Superior 
brought me to her and I 
spoke up defiantly saying 
“I am not coming with you!  
You are not my mother. 
Everyone says that they are 
my mother in all the places I 
have been taken to and then 
they leave me and never come back. You are just another 
one!” My mother started crying. Gradually the Mother 
Superior convinced me - this time it was my mother.

Henry Buch

Henry Buch at around 
5 years of age.

Henry with his mother 
Halina Buch at Council 
Chambers.
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As she lay in her bed, fading 
from this life, I remember 
holding my mother’s hand, her 
right hand. The harder working of 
the two. 
I kneaded it with both my of 
mine, stroked her arthritic 
fingers, winced at her knotty 
joints. I outlined her small, 

pudgy, flat broad fingers with my bigger pudgy, flat, broad 
fingers.

Her hands had worked relentlessly; raking saturated soil 
foraging for winter food, making munitions at Krupp, 
cleaning, sewing new dresses and her fingers on old 
machines, scrubbing floors on both her knees, holding 
babies, reading books, cooking kasha and veal meatballs,  
and cleaning. 
As I held her hand for dear life, I remember searching like 
a Palmist for a lifeline for her lifeline, and wondering with 
tears in my eyes, how could a woman who worked so 
hard in the most cruel & harsh conditions still have such 
warm, soft hands? 

Renata Schnall
(Daughter of much loved CSH Danka Schnall)

which is the national sport of France. I was placed in a 
soccer team and went to Princes Park to play. After a few 
minutes the captain of the team, Bernie Pushett, came up 

to me and again said “Paul you better watch”. This time 
I understood what he meant. That was the start and the 
end of my sports career in Australia.

The Australian Holocaust survivor community, mostly 
from Melbourne, has donated more than 12,000 original 
historical items and supporting documents to the Jewish 
Holocaust Centre. These donations have an immense 
impact on the documentation and teaching of the 
Holocaust in Australia and internationally. 
The Jewish Holocaust Centre’s major building project 
is progressing quickly. In our interim location in East 
Malvern, our Educators continue to deliver high quality 
programs to schools across Victoria. A successful 
teaching aid is the use of a handling collection, using 
reproductions from our collection, to prompt questions 
and deepen understanding of individual experiences. 
Our Curatorial team are also working hard preparing and 
designing the new museum which will feature many 
historical items from our collection. 
The new Centre will have increased storage capacity 
that will allow our historical collection to grow and be 
safely stored. As museum collections are digitized, 
original artefacts are not limited to physical displays, 
limitless items can bear material proof and tell stories 
to the world through online presence. Importantly, this 
also contributes as an important part of international 
Holocaust documentation. When items are kept solely 
within families, access to this information is limited, and 
the chances of these items being lost, damaged and 
scattered increases. 
We focus on original items because these present 
tangible evidence of people’s lives and experiences 

before, during and 
in the immediate 
aftermath of 
the Holocaust.  
Authentic items 
are material 
evidence against 
deniers. Our aim is 
to collect original 
historical artefacts 
that represent all 
of Melbourne’s 
Jewish survivors 
and commemorate 
their murdered 
families: from 
Orthodox to secular to atheist, of all socio-political 
persuasions, and from all locations in Europe, North Africa 
and the Middle East that were imperilled by the Nazis and 
their collaborators. 
The JHC collection includes paper-based objects such as 
photographs and albums, correspondence, identification, 
and official documents; textiles including camp uniforms 
and identification badges; historical artworks and diaries 
and memoirs both historical and written in later years. 
We are particularly interested in items from ghettos and 
camps. 
We do not expect families to donate every item or 
photograph in their possession, as we understand how 

Preserving our History:
Donating to the Jewish Holocaust Centre’s Collection

Photograph of Bep-Rie Gomperts 
(nee Gerritse) with her mother 
Jeanette Gerritse-Kwetser by Polish 
photographer Boris Kowadlo c. 
1943. Jeanette’s parents sheltered 
Kowadlo and his brother (and other 
Jewish migrants) at their house in 
Amsterdam. JHC Collection.
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To all our dear Child Survivors and their families

from Viv Parry and Lena Fiszman

meaningful and personal these items are. We respect 
that it is often emotionally difficult to part with precious 
items, and we encourage families to discuss potential 
donations and to consider bequests. Please contact our 

Collections Department on 03 9528 1985 or Collections@
jhc.org.au to find out more.

Dr Anna Hirsh
Manager of Collections & Research

Jewish Holocaust Centre

A ‘wish card’ sent to Bep-Rie Gomperts (nee 
Gerritse) at her second hiding place with the 
Lugtigheid family from Herman Keuker, a 
member of the first family she hid together with 
her mother c. 1943-1944. JHC Collection.

Drawing by Bep-Rie Gomperts (nee Gerritse) 
created as a child while in hiding with the 
Lugtigheid family in Heemstede, the Netherlands 
c. 1943-1944. JHC Collection.


