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Dear Child Survivors of the Holocaust, 
We trust you and yours are well.
As Passover approaches, we reflect 
on the tremendous challenges that 
face people all over the world at this 
time, in particular in Ukraine. The 
Passover story resonates right now, 

and we wondered how our Child survivors remembered 

one particular Seder above the rest. 
We are ever grateful to our CSH 
contributors; your springing into 
immediate action is both a delight 
and reward to us all to learn of your 
experiences. 

Warmest regards, Viv and Lena.

From Lena’s Desk

Their survival was a matter of pure luck

In Never Forget Your Name: Children of Auschwitz, 
a German writer confronts history and himself. Alwin 
Meyer has devoted his life to documenting the stories 

of the few of the notorious death camp’s youngest 
members lucky enough to survive.

Alwin Meyer knew about the Holocaust when he made 
his first trip to Auschwitz, the Nazi concentration camp, in 
1971. At 21, the young German man had grown up in its 
shadow.
But he was still shocked by some of what he learned.
“I knew about Auschwitz, but not that there were 
newborns and children in the camp,” Meyer recently 
told the Jewish Telegraphic Agency. “It was almost 

unbelievable. But it is true.”
Meyer has devoted his life since to uncovering and 
documenting the stories of children who were imprisoned 
at Auschwitz, and his book about 27 of them comes out 
this week in English for the first time. “Never Forget 
Your Name: The Children of Auschwitz” highlights stories 
of survival and hope, yet does not flinch from the stark 
reality: that such qualities were rare in this death camp in 
Nazi-occupied Poland – especially for children.
Translated from German by Nick Somers, the book 
weaves together the biographies of 27 people who were 
children when they arrived in Auschwitz, ranging in ages 
from 1 day to 15 years. Four were born there.
Pregnant women who arrived at the camp were usually 
murdered immediately. The few babies who were born 
in the camp were birthed secretly, with help from other 
inmates and in filthy conditions. Virtually all born in the 
camp were killed soon after birth.
The survival of any child represents “a type of resistance 
to the only fate that Germans had planned for the children 

— namely, extermination,” Meyer 
writes in his book. “Very many of 
the children and juveniles in this 
book are fully aware that their 
survival was a matter of pure 
luck.”
The people Meyer interviewed 
represent a tiny fraction of 
the children who spent time 
imprisoned at Auschwitz. Of 
about 230,000 children – most of 
them Jewish – who arrived in Auschwitz from the time it 
opened in 1940, only a few hundred survived, including 
60 newborns. In 1971, just 80 of the child survivors were 
still alive.
Meyer learned those numbers from Tadeusz Szymanski, 
the non-Jewish Pole who was imprisoned there and was 
his guide on that 1971 visit. Like many of his German 
peers, Meyer — born in 1950 in the former West German 
city of Cloppenburg — wanted to confront the Nazi 
crimes of his parents’ generation.
Szymanski, who died in 2002, encouraged Meyer to seek 
the children out; Szymanski had begun the work himself 
with people who lived in Oswiecim, the town outside 
the former camp, “who were not even aware of where 
they came from originally, of who their parents were,” 
according to Christoph Heubner, executive vice president 
of the Berlin-based International Auschwitz Committee.
“Today I am 71, and this has been part of my life since 



VOLUME 11 No.1, APRIL 2022                                                                                                                                          CONNECTIONS

2

then,” said Meyer, who speaks frequently with German 
youth about his work.
The conversations filled a gap that Meyer observed in his 
own family and others. His father never spoke about his 
time as a Nazi soldier; the family learned that his uncle 
was in the SS when a notice about his death on the 
Russian front appeared in the newspaper.
“In a lot of German families, the people who lived 
through that time didn’t talk about it, unfortunately,” 
Meyer said.
For his first conversations with child survivors, Meyer 
was accompanied by Szymanski.
“Otherwise they would not have let me in their home or 
apartment,” said Meyer, who recalls feeling ashamed as 
a German. “He did the talking mostly, and I recorded it.”
Over time, Meyer began meeting with survivors on his 
own, sometimes crying while speaking with them. The 
work took place mostly during vacations from his day 
job directing public relations for Action Reconciliation for 
Peace, a Protestant German organization that works with 
Holocaust survivors and other populations. He produced 
several books and a film based on his encounters with 
the survivors, and has become close to many of them. 
Some have visited him and his wife at their Berlin home.
Among them was Heinz Salvatore Kounio, author of the 
Holocaust memoir “A Liter of Soup and Sixty Grams 
of Bread,” who lives today in the city of his birth — 
Thessaloniki, Greece.
Kounio and his family were deported to Auschwitz when 
he was 15. Because they could speak German, they were 
made to translate instructions to the transports arriving 
every evening.
“I survived seven selections” in Auschwitz, Heinz told 
Meyer, referring to the waves in which Nazis killed the 
prisoners. “At the last one I was very weak and full of 
indescribable fear. My firm belief in God helped me to 

stay alive.”
Dagmar Lieblova (née Fantl) was born in the Czech town 
of Kutna Hora and died in Prague in 2018. Her family 
was deported to the Theresienstadt concentration camp 
outside Prague in June 1942. From there they were 
transferred to Auschwitz in December 1943, when 
Dagmar was about 14. Ultimately, she was liberated by 
British troops from the Bergen-Belsen camp on April 
15, 1945: overjoyed, but “no longer capable of visible 
emotions,” writes Meyer.
One of Meyer’s more recent contacts in the book is 
Angela Orosz-Richt, who was born in Auschwitz. A great-
grandmother herself, she lives today in Montreal, where, 
in addition to working as a caregiver, she volunteers at 
the city’s Holocaust museum.
“When I talk to people at the museum, I make sure to 
tell them this is Vera’s story: I am here because of my 
mother,” Orosz-Richt told JTA.

Her parents, Vera and Avraham Bein, were deported from 
Hungary, arriving in Auschwitz on May 25, 1944. Vera, 
who was pregnant, survived medical experiments, giving 
birth to Angela in December 1944 with help from another 
inmate, who hid the infant.
Mother and baby were liberated by Soviet troops on 
January 27, 1945. That day, another child — Gyorgy — 
was born. Because his mother was unable to produce 
milk, Orosz-Richt’s mother nursed both babies. Gyorgy 
lives today in Hungary, Orosz-Richt said.
Orosz-Richt met Meyer in 2018, after years of refusing to 
speak with non-Jewish Germans. She changed her mind 
in 2015 after German lawyer Heinrich-Peter Rothmann 
convinced her to testify against former Auschwitz guard 
Oskar Gröning, who was on trial in Lüneburg, Germany.
For Meyer, who has spent his whole life wrestling with 
his family’s and country’s Holocaust history, being able to 
include people like Orosz-Richt in his book represented a 
sign of hope.
“The fact that they will talk with me,” he said, “is a leap 
of faith for the future.”

By Toby Axelrod

Holocaust survivors Dagmar Lieblová and Janek (Jack) 
Mandelbaum with Alwin Meyer during the 2015 opening of 
the exhibition ‘Never Forget Your Name – the Children of 
Auschwitz’ in Berlin. (Hubert Kreke)
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Dear Child survivors,
I remember and will never 
forget Passover 2020. We at 
the Jewish Holocaust Centre 
were meant to be moving out 
of our Selwyn Street premises 
ahead of our rebuilding project 
but COVID-19 arrived the 
month before to change all our 
plans. Instead, my staff and 

all our volunteers were banished to our homes, working 
remotely and isolated from each other. Our first concern 
was the survivors and their well being, so we launched 
‘Survivor Connect’ inviting the public to write to survivors. 
The response was heartening, and our survivors really 
appreciated the letters. I also drove to all the survivors’ 
houses and delivered hard copies of our magazine, 
Centre News, with a hand-written message for each of 
them. And in our electronic newsletter I published these 

words:
We wish you well over this most unusual Passover 
period in which we all, seemingly, have had our 
freedoms curtailed. We feel strangely as if we are 
in exile in our own homes. This Passover will be 
different to all other Passovers. Like the herb Maror, 
this time will be bitter without our extended families 
and without our elders. However, the experience will 
serve to make us appreciate family as we never have 
before. Let us use this time to reflect, to support and 
to connect with all our elders and to practise decency 
and kindness.
We have come a long way these last two years. Chag 
Sameach to you all, I hope you are able to enjoy the 
Seder with your family and friends.

Jayne Josem
Jewish Holocaust Centre
Museum Director & CEO

Greetings from the Jewish Holocaust Centre, Museum Director & CEO

Richard Rozen OAM: Australia Day Ambassador 2022
Dear friends,
Hope you are keeping well.
I was appointed the Australia Day Ambassador in 2010 by 
the Victorian Premier, Steve Bracks to represent him at 
Australia Day ceremonies in Victoria.
This year, I participated in Kyneton, where three people 

were naturalised, there were several local awards 
presented.
My half an hour presentation was based on my survival 
during the Holocaust and my life since I arrived in 
Australia in 1951.

Richard Rozen OAM

I accompanied Richard to all ceremonies over 12 years, 
and met many interesting people.
Richard’s presentations were met with a lot of interest 
and respect.
Richard always presented his address with a degree of 

humour, not too gloomy for the audience.
He usually involved a small boy in the audience, to 
illustrate his time hidden with his parents in the cupboard. 

Rysia Rozen OAM

Rysia and Richard at 
Australia Day Ceremony.

Rysia and Richard at Australia Day Ceremony with new 
citizens. Photos: Alison Watt,  Macedon Ranges Shire 
Council.
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Book Review: Survivors; Children’s Lives after the Holocaust
by Rebecca Clifford

Sometimes the most fragile and 
most hidden treasures are the 
most valuable and the last to be 
discovered. Child Survivors of the 
Holocaust were discovered only 
in the 1980s and their continued 
presence in general living memory 
is still challenging.
Clifford, a historian, examines in her 
book how history and memory have 

a problematic relationship with the truth. In her search 
she found that little was known about how children, and 
indeed adults remember and forget. I am reminded of 
how early in our child survivor group we had not known 
that we were survivors; only our parents were. How was 
that possible? Clifford links memory with power. We have 
long known that the powerful write history. She expands 
power to fashioning memory as well. 
Clifford notes that when the Germans offered restitution 
to child survivors, they directed their memories to only 

certain forms of suffering, and not others. But even well-
meaning carers’ goals suppressed children’s memories. 
Some wanted children to be eminently adoptable. Others 
wanted them to fit Zionist or religious ideals. What was 
missing, and this applied from parents to organisations, 
was the desire to listen openly to children’s experiences 
expressed in the children’s own language, in an 
environment of constancy and love. 
For many child survivors it took decades, when they 
had sufficient constancy and love in their lives, to draw 
on their internal power and support from child survivor 
groups, to try to retrieve their memories and with them 
themselves.
This book will be of great interest to child survivors of 
the Holocaust, but also of survivors of other childhood 
traumas.

Dr Paul Valent
Past-President CSH

(This is an adapted and abridged version of a review
to be printed in Yad Vashem Studies in 2023).

Dear Viv, 
Thanks for the mail and photo. A typical street scene I 
think before the war. I don’t see any Stars of David on 
cloth. My guess is it’s called Jewish Breestreet about 
a 20-minute walk from my street called Blasiusstraat 
where my father had a butcher shop in which my Mom 
and my brother Abraham and I worked. I recall it so well. 
In particular, the very awful cold winters and my job was 
delivering the orders for our customers on a special bike 
with a big basket in front. I hated that job. I begged my 

family to let me learn diamond polishing, which was done 
by my friends from our street; sadly, none survived the 
war.
In Amsterdam Pesach time was really something special 
where every Jewish family received either two to three or 
more boxes with matzo 8 inches in diameter, depending 
on your size of family. We got three boxes, but it also 
depended on your contribution payment for the Chevra 
Kadisha in which a certain amount of money was set 
aside for the end of your life.

I remember one Pesach ...

Dear Melbourne Child Survivors,
It has been a long time since our two groups connected. 
We go back a long way and have many fond memories of 
our early days together.
On behalf of our committee and our members we extend 
warm Pesach greetings to you all
Pesach is a time to celebrate freedom and on this day 
Covid has added a new dimension.  
This time we are bound down, not because we are 
slaves, not because of the Holocaust but because of 
this completely unforeseen pandemic which knows no 
bounds and does not discriminate so for  once, we are all 
in this together.

We sincerely hope that everyone has survived  it. We are 
tough and strong and it takes more than a pandemic to 
get the better of us.
At the same time we mourn and remember our members 
in Sydney and Melbourne who have passed. We miss 
them and feel their loss as our numbers shrink.
To quote one of our members “Stay strong in body and 
spirit and try to organise a zoom meeting for our two 
groups sometime in the future.’’ (Naomi Goldrei)
With our best wishes
Litzi Lemberg, Lexie Keston, Tom Fleming, Mark 
Spigelman, Ruth Rack. Eva Engel (committee)

Sydney Child Survivors

Greetings from Litzi Lemberg, President CSH Sydney 
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And here comes the 
surprise, the matzo factory 
was in a street “Jewish 
Breestreet“ like the one 
in the photo you sent, and 
the firm was called Fam. de 
Haan but as far as I know 
they were not family.
My parents were not 
members of the Ashkenazi 
Shule because that was 
expensive, according to my 
father, but we considered 

ourselves traditional Jewish amongst about 85,000 
Jewish people of Amsterdam, while about 14,000 of us 
lived elsewhere in the Netherlands. My family history 
dates back to 1780, all born in the Netherlands only 
speaking Dutch with some Jewish words as well.

Sadly, my brother and parents did not survive, and I left 
the Netherlands with my wife Cecilia in December 1948 
for Cape Town, where my two children, Michael and Judy 
were born.    
Stay safe hope to see you soon one of these days. 
Cheers.

Joe De Haan

People in Amsterdam Jewish neighbourhood. Bing Images : 
Holocaust researchproject.org

Man carrying boxes of 
matzo (post-war Germany). 
Bing Images: Holocaust 
researchproject.org

It is April 15th, 1946. I am nine years old and the entire 
family... that is my mother Fela, her only surviving brother 
Natan, my big sister Tosia aged 12 years and me are 
living in a   UNRRA Displaced person’s camp called 
Schlachtensee in Berlin, Germany. 
In our stark little room on the first floor of a barrack in 
what was once a German army camp, Mama and Uncle 
Natan are telling us about Pesach and  the Seder we are 
about to have. The “table” that Uncle Natan somehow 
fashioned from an old wooden crate is covered by a 
white cloth made from a parachute and set with our odd 
tin plates and mugs.  The room fills with the delicious 
aroma of potato soup that Mama prepared on the Bunsen 
burner. There is even a bottle of wine.
The adults are reminiscing how Seders used to be before, 
when Uncle Natan starts the Seder service. Quietly at 
first and then as he gets lost in his prayers a tear runs 
down his cheek.  I close my eyes and think myself back 
to the Seder I vaguely remember in the ghetto when I 
was almost four and I can see them all before me, my 
grandmother, uncles and aunts, cousins and my beloved 
father. I don’t want to wake up and lose them all again.
Then I hear my mother’s voice “Izia! Iziunia! Wake up 
it’s time to search for the Afikomen. With Tosia’s help 
the Afikomen is found and now it’s time to claim my 
reward.  This is my chance to display my newly acquired 

knowledge of the Yiddish language. I ask my uncle for 
some “nuts”. The adults burst into hearty laughter. 
I ask myself “What just happened? No-one can stop 
laughing”... I am very confused.
Uncle takes pity on me patting my head as he explains 
“It’s your pronunciation my darling child, you made it 
sound like sneezes not nuts!”
Removing a little packet of nuts from his pocket he patted 
my hand “You see I always know what you would like, 
and I will always make sure you get it“. True to his word 
he always did.
Yes, this is the Pesach I will always remember.

Judy Kolt

Mothers and toddlers Schlachtensee DP 
camp, Jan. 1949. Provenance: Paul Kim-
mel USHMM no. 70326.
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My first time I heard of 
Passover was in 1952. My 
brother Alex and I were 
visiting our only surviving aunt 
just before Passover and she 
had just received a carton 
with a box of matzos. I knew 
what they were as my father 
once a year brought matzos 
home, but we didn’t know 
why.

My stepmother wasn’t Jewish, so we didn’t know the 
meaning of Passover and didn’t know until my husband, 
and I were living in Australia. At one time my husband 
was working for a company run by a Jewish family who 

had given him a box of matzos and told him that this is 
what you eat at Passover.
But it wasn’t until many years later that we made friends 
with a Jewish family and were invited to a Passover 
Seder at their home that I started to do some research. 
I was so amazed that G-d led the Israelites through the 
Red Sea after all the horrible plagues G-d bestowed upon 
the Egyptians but not the Israelites. And although it took 
40 years to arrive in the Holy Land they got there in the 
end. My thoughts are now with the Ukrainian people. 
May they too get safely to Israel and experience peace.
I still celebrate Passover every year with my daughter and 
friends and wish each other (hopefully)... “Next year in 
Jerusalem!”.

Netty Tepe-Schoemaker

Dear fellow Child Survivors,
I hope you are coping well in these anxious times. I must 
say that the last two years has been a challenging time 
for me as it has for many of us, and now seeing the 
horrors of the Ukrainian war is very distressing. However, 
I am finding relief in small pleasures reconnecting in 
person with family and friends. The biggest joy for us 
in the past two months has been the arrival of two 
gorgeous great granddaughters; one in Israel and one 
here in Melbourne. I look forward to sitting at Seder 
this year and sharing the table with our newest family 
member. Wishing everyone good health, peace and 

joy over Pesach, and many thanks to Viv Parry for 
continuously nurturing our group. 

Anne Handelsman

In Memorium: Sue Wright
Funeral Service, 7 Feb 2022
I started working as the curator at the Jewish Holocaust 
Centre in 2001, a little after Sue began volunteering 
with us. It is hard for us to imagine Sue’s childhood 
experiences, her trauma at the loss of her beloved father, 
uncle and grandfather at the hand of the Nazis. She was 
so young. It pains me to re-read the words her father 
wrote for her as he departed. ‘Even though fate might 
separate us for some time, we belong together’.
It is understandable that Sue closed off these memories 
for decades, and never could come to terms with the 
loss, such that when her daughter, who later became my 
friend Eileen, began studying the Holocaust at university, 
the questions Eileen began asking her mother most 
likely irritated her. ‘Why don’t you ever talk about my 
grandfather?’ Eileen enquired. Sue later wrote, ‘A simple 
question but it was to change my life… It forced open a 
sealed compartment of my mind housing the shadowy 
memory of a father who was snatched away from me 
too soon. ’Sue wrote about this eloquently in her memoir 
‘A ballad by Johannes Brahms’, published in 2006, this 
book the culmination of a journey that began with Eileen’s 

innocent question.
One day around 1998 Eileen took Sue on an excursion 
to the Jewish Holocaust Centre in Elsternwick, a trip 
that changed both their lives Sue was very uneasy 
and once in the museum, despite the friendly survivor 
guides, became more distraught and had to leave. But 
Eileen nudged her mother to return a while later and 
informed her about a group called the Child Survivors 
of the Holocaust, encouraging her to join. I can imagine 
these words coming from Sue’s mouth ‘Don’t be silly, 
I’m not a child survivor… I haven’t been in a camp or 
a prison.’ Eileen corrected her: Sue was indeed a child 
survivor. And as she returned to JHC and began meeting 
the survivors, she realised that she was just like some 
of them. Lovely Maria Lewitt told her that she too had 
a Christian mother, although her mother had converted 
to Judaism, and that her father had also been murdered 
by the Nazis while Maria survived on false papers. 
Gradually mother and daughter both began volunteering, 
each lending their particular skills to different parts of 
the organisation – Sue volunteered in the library first, 
and then in the Education Department. And, despite 

Libby Hodaya and Pippa Sofia
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her reticence, Sue recorded a video testimony. Sue met 
another child survivor from Vienna, Eva Marks, who took 
her to a child survivor meeting where Sue continued 
to feel like an outsider.  She told Eileen she would not 
return, which in turn exasperated Eileen, who truly 
understood how this self-help group could help Sue with 
the healing process. Because although Sue had buried 
her pain deep, it remained an open wound. Reluctantly 
Sue returned and with the help of people like Dr Paul 
Valent, the child survivor and psychiatrist who had started 
the Child survivor group, she began to understand that 
her insecurities about belonging actually stemmed from 
her childhood trauma. He explained to her that common 
feelings of not belonging and not deserving happiness 
stemmed from fear that they might be snatched away.
Once Sue opened up to the Child Survivors group and 
began forming relationships with survivors and other 
volunteers, her life changed course, and as I intimated 
this culminated with the writing of her memoir. I had 
the pleasure to work with both Sue and Eileen on a 
temporary exhibition called ‘Shelter from the Storm’ 
which explored Jews seeking refuge in Australia before 

the war, drawing links to refugee experiences today. 
This was a rewarding project and I really valued working 
with such a smart and passionate woman. Well, two 
smart and passionate women. One thing that remains 
in my mind – apart from her sharp intellect and passion 
for social justice - are Sue’s facial expressions. She was 
mostly very serious – this was after all serious material 
– somewhat stern at times, and a little intimidating. But 
very easily – with a little joke from me – I just loved the 
way her whole face would light up. It was like flicking a 
switch. 
We at the JHC are so grateful for all the work Sue did as 
a volunteer. It is a wonderful to know that she found a 
home at our home, and that our centre was able to help 
her unlock a part of her life that she had kept so hidden, 
but one that truly needed to be opened in order for her to 
reconcile the ghosts of her past.

Jayne Josem
Jewish Holocaust Centre
Museum Director & CEO

In Memorium: Halina Czernuszyn Robinson
(passed away in January 2021)

Child Survivor of the Holocaust, prolific author of a trilogy 
of books on her personal history commencing with 
“A Cork on the Waves” Halina embraced life and its 
challenges with humour and a steady resolve to succeed. 
Great supporter of not only the Sydney CSH group but 

also her Melbourne CSH friends, Halina made a point of 
coming to our Melbourne reunion several years ago.
Wishing Halina’s family a long life filled with all the stories 
and inspirational moments they shared with Halina.


