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Dear Child Survivors, we do hope you 
and yours are well. Winter is upon 
us and we decided to ask our CSH 
Melbourne and Sydney members 
to reflect on a winter that remains 
in their memory after all these long 
years. Feel sure you will appreciate 

the honesty and sometimes humour that the writers of 
the stories below have shared with us. Jayne Josem, 
CEO at the Melbourne Holocaust Museum writes to tell 
us about a new museum within the larger displays; CSH 

stories “in hiding” will be a feature 
of this new permanent exhibition. 
We would be grateful for your 
“New Year greetings to fellow CSH 
members” please send your emails 
to viv.parry@bigpond.com by 10th 
September for our special New Year 
edition of Connections. 
We send you all warm hugs and best wishes.  Be well!  
Kindest regards.

Viv and Lena.

From Lena’s Desk:  
The surprising true origin of Paddington Bear, 

after Queen Elizabeth video
Paddington, who starred in a 
viral video with Queen Elizabeth 
during her Platinum Jubilee, has 
origins in the Kindertransport 
operation of WWII.  
This weekend, two British 
institutions — Queen Elizabeth 
and Paddington Bear — charmed 
the world in a surprise skit that 
kicked off the Platinum Party at 
the Palace tribute concert outside 
Buckingham Palace.
But many viewers might not 
have known the real origins of 
the ursine celebrity who hails 
from “darkest Peru” — yet was 

actually inspired by Jewish refugee children.
Author Michael Bond, who passed away in 2017 at the 
age of 91, decided to write a book about an orphaned cub 
sent to England after spotting a toy bear alone on a shelf 
at Selfridge’s department store on Christmas Eve in 1956.
“It looked rather forlorn,” he told The Sunday Telegraph, 
so he purchased the bear as a stocking stuffer for his 
wife and began to write a story about it. Less than two 
weeks later, he had a completed novel which was sold 
for 75 pounds.
Bond revealed that while writing the first book, “A Bear 
Called Paddington,” he was partly inspired by vivid 

memories he had of seeing Jewish refugee children pass 
through the train station in his hometown of London, on 
their way to London from Nazi-dominated Europe ahead 
of World War II.
The Kindertransport was an organized rescue effort that 
saw nearly 10,000 predominantly Jewish children from 
Germany, Austria, Czechoslovakia and Poland settled in 
British foster homes and farms. Often they were the only 
members of their families who survived the Holocaust.
“They all had a label round their neck with their name and 
address on and a little case or package containing all their 

Author Michael Bond 
created Paddington 
after spotting a toy 
bear alone on a 
shelf at Selfridge’s 
department store on 
Christmas Eve 1956. 
Getty Images

Paddington’s backstory, meanwhile, was 
inspired by the Jewish children rescued by the 
Kindertransport operation that brought young 
refugees into England ahead of WWII. Getty 
Images 



VOLUME 11 No.3, JULY 2022                                                                                                                                            CONNECTIONS

2

treasured possessions. So Paddington, in a sense, was a 
refugee, and I do think that there’s no sadder sight than 
refugees,” he told The Guardian in 2014.
In the first book, the Brown family finds a bear at 
Paddington railway station in London, sitting on a battered 
suitcase with a note attached to his coat that reads: 
“Please look after this bear. Thank you.” Paddington is 
an orphaned bear who was sent to the United Kingdom 
by his Aunt Lucy as she has gone to live in the Home for 
Retired Bears in Lima.
The book also features Paddington’s best friend, Mr. 
Gruber, an antique dealer and Hungarian refugee who 
understands why Paddington sometimes feels like an 
“outsider.”
Bond is said to have based the character on his literary 
agent, Harvey Unna, who passed away in 2003 at the age 
of 92.

By Nicki Gostin, New York Post

Greetings from the Jewish Holocaust Centre, Museum Director & CEO

Dear Child Survivors,
The Melbourne Holocaust Museum 
(formerly JHC) has been talking for 
a number of years about the new 
exhibition featuring child survivors 
and their experiences in a museum 
designed for younger visitors. These 
stories are very special and deserve 

prominence and recognition. With the confirmation of 

funding from Gandel Foundation for the concept we have 
been working on for two years, we are now ready to 
proceed to the next phase and start building the museum. 
We look forward to welcoming the public into this special 
space next year and will definitely plan a special preview 
for the CSH group.
Wishing you all the very best on behalf of the team at 
MHM.

Jayne Josem

Queen Elizabeth and Paddington Bear charmed 
the world in a surprise skit that kicked off the 
Platinum Party at the Palace tribute concert on 
Saturday. Via Reuters Paddington has been 
featured in more than 20 books translated into 30 
languages and that have sold more than 30 million 
copies. Weinstein Company 

I remember one Winter...
Hi Viv, as promised a short overview 
of the early days after WW 11 broke 
out. It was May 10th, 1940, with 
the terrible sounds of sirens waking 
the big population of Amsterdam.  
People streaming into the streets my 
family went too including our parents 
and my brother all crowding into our 
neighbourhood, it was utter panic. 
Then after couple of days I think the 
5th day Rotterdam was bombed into 
utter destruction; the complete inner 

City was blown off the map and nearly 900 people died. 
My father’s butchery was still open at that stage, but at 
the beginning of 1941 we had to shut the shop because 
all the Jewish butcheries were forced out of business. I 
can still see my poor Dad so terribly upset about all the 
measures taken by the Nazis. In June 1941 suddenly 
my mother got very sick with abdominal pain; she was 

rushed to the only Jewish Hospital open and passed 
away within two days.
The time is now October 1942 my father had remarried 
in June. That year “prosecutions” were in full swing 
and every day one ran the risk of being picked up in the 
streets or at home.
One evening our doorbell went and I had to go down the 
stairs to open the front door. Three Dutch Nazi scumbags 
in black uniforms entered our apartment; one read out my 
father’s and stepmother’s names from his list and within 
one minute they were gone. 
Like a bad nightmare I was left behind because I presume 
that my name was not on their paper, so I was left at 
home. Soon after they had gone, I ran into the street to 
a dairy shop owned by a Christian Family who still had a 
telephone, I called the Jewish Board of Deputies for help, 
but they never came.
I really did not worry about the Jewish curfew we had to 
be off the streets by 8 pm till 6 am.

Joe De Haan in 
1942
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I was alone in our house because my brother was already 
in a work camp in the eastern part of Holland. We never 
heard anything about when or where they went on the 
transport from Westerbork transit camp.
I later found out my brother was in Poland where he 
died in October 1942; this information came from two 
survivors who were by chance in the same camp, same 
barrack and formerly our next-door neighbours in our 
street. Alone in our small apartment one day there was 
a ring on the door; a good friend and colleague of my 
father heard the news that my Dad was taken.  Maurice 
Trompetter was his name and he told me to come and 
stay with his family so I would have a place to sleep and 
food to eat.
I gratefully accepted his offer and stayed with them in a 
different part of Amsterdam East. 
Maurice and Lea`s apartment was on the second floor 
of a three-storey building on Krugerstreet. I stayed with 
them for a short time and was later told that the family 
were going into hiding in Friesland and indeed not long 
afterward two men from an organisation came to collect 
them and the offer stood if I wanted to join I could, but 
I rejected the offer and stayed behind in their beautiful 
furnished apartment.  
At that stage the streets were very unsafe, so I just 
stayed indoors but had absolutely no plans what to do 
next. The family from the first floor, a Christian Lady from 
the Salvation Army came to the rescue after two nights 
on my own. She knocked on the door and physically took 
me down a flight of stairs into her apartment where she 
looked after me for several weeks, I did not venture out 
onto the streets at all.
One day visitors arrived from Friesland to collect some 
clothing for Maurice and his family. I finally plucked up 
enough courage to ask if I could come with them back 
to Friesland. The next day they returned with a suitcase, 
and I followed them to the Railway station arriving later in 
the day at a farm somewhere in Friesland. I was placed 
with a small family who were extremely nervous I sensed 
about hiding me on their farm (after the war I read a book 
that told me precisely the reason why they were very 

nervous about me being 
there). The so-called 
leader of the rescue 
organisation betrayed 
us to the Nazi`s. He was 
sitting in the German 
Army car pointing out the 
places where Jews were 
hidden. About twelve 
people were caught but 
I escaped in the nick of 
time but Maurice, Lea 
and Gerry Trompetter 
are amongst the 
victims murdered in Poland. 
I ended up with another farmer called Jan Rosier who 
took me into his family. They had the largest milk farm 
in the whole area, and I was treated like their own two 
sons. I lived on the farm under the name of William 
Walvis and it helped me a lot having some purpose in 
working; getting up at 4 o’clock in the morning to start 
milking the twenty four cows. During that time, I was 
never hungry and looked really good. Marthy the farmer’s 
wife grew veggies and I made the butter while during the 
summer I made wool on the spinning wheel. 
I remember the shocking cold winter of 1944 seeing the 
thermometer drop to 10C below zero and the icy wind 
blowing under the roof where I slept - that was really 
cold weather. The liberation came in 1945 and I returned 
to Amsterdam in the middle of June only to find heart 
ache... no family left only terrible memories.
I met a young woman who survived the camps, and we 
were married on April 20, 1947, by the Chief Rabbi in the 
Netherlands.
Our two children were born in Cape Town South Africa, 
and we migrated to Australia in 1990. For the past 
ten years I have been involved in educating the young 
students visiting the JHC and I hope to continue again 
when the new museum opens.  
Kind regards.

Joe de Haan    

Joe De Haan with Melbourne 
Holocaust Museum volunteer, 
Susan Glass.

I remember one winter.... well, actually maybe it wasn’t 
winter because time and place do not matter in my story: 
With the liberating army of General Montgomery was 
a battalion of Polish Jewish young men.  My Mother 
who was an English speaker having been brought up in 
England, was working at the Brussels NAAFI (The Navy, 
Army and Air Force Institutes - NAAFI is a company 
created by the British government on 9 December 1920 
to run recreational establishments needed by the British 
Armed Forces)  introduced one of the young men, Henick 

(Henry) to her cousin Chavah (Eva). They fell in love. 
How they communicated is beyond me as he spoke 
Yiddish, Polish and a bit of broken English and she spoke 
only French. Go figure! They decided to marry, and I 
was appointed Maid of Honour come flower girl, come 
bridesmaid. I was in charge of the ring (I remember that 
there was only one).
On the appointed day, our tiny living quarters were very 
crowded as the few remaining relatives, neighbours and 
odd bods had come to witness this happy event.  My 

* * *
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brother, Charles, who will turn 91 this year, seven years 
older than me convinced me to learn a simple sentence 
in Polish to welcome and greet the bridegroom. There 
I was in my donated second hand too short dress, 
believing that I was so important, standing in front of 
this large assembly, reciting in Polish and in my loudest 
voice” Please Sir, kiss my backside!” There was uproar, 
I received two stinging slaps and Charles disappeared.  
He was not found for a few days – no problem as we 
were both feral after the war able to sustain ourselves 
indefinitely simply by stealing and generally living off our 
wits.
The marriage went ahead but floundered quite soon. 
Marriage between species (intended: poetic licence) do 
not always work.
Subsequently Charles wanting to punish me for having 
told who had put me up to the prank tried to kill me.  He 
had gathered lots of abandoned ammunition both from 
the Nazis and the Allies. He was very fond of a much-
prized rifle. He called me and unsuspecting I went to his 

room and was greeted 
by my brother raising the 
rifle over his head to land 
on my head, but the rifle 
made contact with the 
light fitting on the ceiling, 
glass went everywhere, 
and Charles did not 
know what hit him (no 
pun intended) when the 
adults came to check 
what had happened. 
I was saved!  I had 
escaped certain death 
once more.  I’m old and 
forget much these days 
but somehow, I have 
never forgotten how to 
greet a person in Polish.   

Francine Lazarus 

Two sad orphans, Francine 
Lazarus and her brother 

Charles in 1945.

When Viv asked us 
to write something 
about a moment in 
winter, I immediately 
remembered the 
1944/1945 New Year’s 
night. I was then six 
years old and that 
winter night my father, 
Pinchus Lamdanskis, 
drove me in an open 
semi-military “Willys” 
Jeep with a tarpaulin 
cover, from Kaunas to 
Vilnius, the capital of 

Lithuania. The war still raged somewhere in the West, but 
Lithuania was already free from German occupation. My 
father had just returned from the North of Russia where 
he lived and worked after being separated from the rest 
of the family in the first day of war, in June 1941.
He didn’t know anything about the family he left behind: 
his father and mother, his wife and his then three-year-old 
daughter, who remained in Kaunas under occupation. 
When the Soviet Army liberated Lithuania from the 
fascists in August 1944, those who had originally fled 
to Russia after the German invasion began to return. 
My foster father, Kazimeras Baksha, who together with 
his wife, Maria, took me from my mother and hid me 
in their home, knew from my mother that my father 
might be alive and trying to find us. He used to walk 

along the streets of the town asking: “Doesn’t anybody 
know Lamdanskis?” One day he met one of my father’s 
friends who knew where my father was, and he sent 
him a telegram saying: “Your daughter is alive and well 
in Kaunas”. We still keep this old telegram in our photo 
album.
When my father came to Kaunas, he found me in the 
Lithuanian family of my rescuers. He found only me and 
nobody else from our family. His father, my grandpa, 
perished on the first day of the occupation. His mother, 
my beloved grandma who looked after me for two and a 
half years in the Kaunas ghetto, was killed in 1944. She 
miraculously went with my mother and I through two 
so-called ‘Actions’ of extermination of the elderly and the 
children, but at the time of the third ‘Action’ chose not 
to hide with the children, but to face her fate alone. My 
mother and I managed to survive this last ‘Action’, but not 
my grandma. 
My mother, Sara Lamdansky, understood that she 
could no longer keep me in the ghetto. With the help 
of my former nanny, Brone, she found a childless 
Lithuanian couple who agreed to take me in and hide 
me. When retreating from Kaunas, the Germans drove 
the young and healthy, my mother amongst them, to a 
concentration camp, Stutthof, in Poland, and burned the 
rest of the ghetto. We didn’t know where my mother 
was and if she was still alive or not. In Kaunas, my father 
finally found me. I was six years old, speaking in the 
Lithuanian language and already attending a Lithuanian 
school. I had completely forgotten him and didn’t want 

Roza stands next to her 
daughter Margarita’s painting 
“Forget Me Not” features the 
families post-war tea set and 
photo album.

* * *
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to leave the house of my foster parents who loved me 
and cared for me. But they persuaded me to go with my 
father. I can understand how difficult it was for them, but 
they really loved me and wanted to do their best for me.
It was very cold, a minus zero temperature and snow 
everywhere when we travelled through the woods and 
villages of the Lithuanian countryside in that open Willys 
Jeep. I was dressed in three coats. One of them, a red 
warm coat that my foster parents had ordered for me 
when I went to school, with a hat and a muff, and two 
bigger fur coats that my father bought for me. They 
became a problem when my father had to help me to 
undress my bottom to “pee” at night in the forest. I was 

still cross and remember telling him: “What kind of dad 
are you if you even cannot put a child out to pee?”
We moved to the capital of Lithuania, Vilnius, where my 
father worked on rebuilding projects. Vilnius had been 
almost completely destroyed by war. There was fierce 
street fighting there. No electricity, problems with water, 
nowhere to live. We stayed in a hotel in the central street, 
one of a few remaining big buildings. There, eventually, 
in May 1945 my mother found us when she returned 
to Lithuania after escaping the concentration camp and 
being rescued by the advancing Soviet Army.

Roza Riaikkenen      

* * *

Return to Paris
Up to the beginning of World War 11 we lived in an 
apartment consisting of one room and a kitchen in the 
north of Paris.  The apartment had no running water, 
nor did it have a toilet, both being on the landing outside 
and shared with three other families. My father, being 
a baker, worked for his uncle in the centre of Paris. In 
June 1940 the Germans marched into Paris and we 
were then living under occupation. A few doors from 
the bakery there lived an elderly Russian couple who 
decided that they would go back to Russia as they did 
not want to live under the Germans. My father’s uncle 
advised my father that an apartment was becoming 
available nearby. I remember going to see the apartment, 
with my parents, and they decided to take it. For us it 
was a luxury apartment as it had three large rooms, a 
kitchen, a bathroom and a separate internal toilet. It also 
had heating throughout the apartment. In July 1942 the 
Germans were arresting Jews in Paris and we managed 
to escape and to smuggle across to unoccupied France 
leaving everything behind. For the next two years we 
managed to evade the Germans and we were liberated 
by the Allies in September 1944. The war still raged on in 
France and it was impossible to return to Paris for some 
months. When trains started running, between Lyon and 

Paris, my parents left my sister and myself with friends 
and went back to find out whether we could return to 
our apartment. They discovered shortly after we left 
the apartment that it was emptied by the Germans and 
a French couple now occupied it. The occupiers of the 
apartment refused to move out and therefore my parents 
took them to court to get possession and that took 
several months. My parents returned to Lyon awaiting 
the hearing of the court case. I remember on the 8th May 
1945, the day the Germans capitulated, walking with my 
father in Lyon, where I bought two newspapers declaring 
that the War was over. Some 60 years later I donated the 
newspapers to the Melbourne Holocaust Museum.
My parents eventually were advised of the date of the 
court hearing and being at the beginning of the summer 
holidays my sister and I were sent to a Jewish camp in 
the Alps where we stayed until late September 1945. 
By that time my parents had regained possession of the 
apartment and they took my sister and I back to Paris.
At the camp I became close friends with a boy, Jacques. 
Jacques was in a similar situation as I was.  We remained 
close friends in Paris and together we used to run around 
all over Paris day and night.  
I had lost touch with Jacques and on my trip back in 
2000 I decided to look him up. However, I could not 
trace him until I found one Stulmacher in the phone book 
at an unknown address to me.  I rang the number and 
a girl answered.  I explained who I was and that I was 
looking for Jacques. She exclaimed “you are the friend 
that my father said he lost in Australia”. She said that 
her father was on holidays in Deauville and would ring 
him immediately.  Some minutes later I received a phone 
call from him, and he returned to Paris to meet me the 
following morning.
I left Paris for Australia in September 1946 and when I 
first returned to Paris in 1979 it was as if I had never left. 

Paul Grinwald   

Paul Grinwald and Jacques in Paris in 2000.
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In the late 80’s I attended a committee meeting of the 
board of the Holocaust survivors in Sydney fulfilling a 
promise to my recently deceased mother that I would 
take her place on the should she no longer be able to 
attend. At the meeting I was introduced to Caroline we 
had a chat and she asked if we could meet over coffee 
after the meeting and continue our conversation. I found 
her very sympathetic and interesting, so I agreed, when 
we met I was drawn to her humanity and for almost the 
first time she was able to draw out some facts of my 
early childhood which I had kept hidden from myself and 
rarely if ever spoke about to others. By the end of the 
coffee, she had somehow had me agree to come onto 
her program “The Search for Meaning” I went to the ABC 
a few days later where she interviewed me live, during 
the interview, she was able to get me to discuss my 
survival during the holocaust and mention events that I 
had for much of my life refused to discuss or even think 
about to myself. when she published our interview in a 
book in 1992, I recall on reading it that I was shocked 
that I had revealed so much of my hidden knowledge. 
This was due to the sympathetic way she handled the 
interview I felt her genuine interest and concern and 
that she emanated such empathy and a gift for making 
one at ease and trusting this warm and genuine person. 
She continued her interest in the child survivors of the 
holocaust and in fact, she became our unelected Patron 
Saint. Never missing a single meeting and winning I 

believe the confidence and love of us all. In 1991 I left 
Australia to work overseas but Caroline kept in touch and 
on every visit, she insisted we meet usually over lunch 
with the committee of Child Survivors. I have written 
about a humanitarian sympathetic person full of love and 
understanding who shared this gift with whoever her life 
and work touched; there is a Yiddish (Jewish) word for 
this: She was a “Mensch”
RIP we will all miss you. 

Prof Mark Spigelman MBBS BSc (Hons) FRCS
Caroline was always very friendly towards our group and 
showed great interest in our lives and great empathy 
towards us all. 

Peter Rosser
Mark Spigelman’s tribute to Caroline reflects exactly 
the feeling and affection our group held for this fine lady 
who sadly and unexpectedly passed away so recently.  
Caroline never lost contact with anyone once she made 
it and we were no exception. We first met Caroline in the 
early 1990s when she interviewed four of our group on 
her ABC radio program “The search for Meaning”. We 
were quite nervous “going public” without memories but 
we needn’t have worried, her kind coxing manner put 
us at our ease, and this set the tone for our future with 
her. Caroline never failed to take an interest in our group, 
whether it was attending our meetings, dancing the night 
away at our end of year “bash” or sending greetings 
and wishes on Jewish Holidays or other celebrations. 
The foreword she wrote for our book “The words to 
Remember It” is a tribute in itself and made us proud.   
Conversation was easy with Caroline because she was 
interested, and she had a wicked sense of humour. We 
will miss her dearly.
Lexie Keston and I went to her funeral at a very large 
Catholic Church North side. Here we saw how far her 
connective tendrils reached as the church filled to the 
rafters. Tributes came from far and wide. Caroline had 
no children or close family (but many friends) so in her 
meticulous thoughtful way three years ago planned 
every aspect of her funeral, down to the flowers and the 
programme with her delicate watercolours decorating it
We will always remember her joyfully.

Litzi Lemberg

Tribute to Caroline Jones - CSH Sydney

Lexie Keston, Caroline Jones, Litzi Lemberg and Ruth 
Leiser at Chanukah party.


