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Dear Child Survivors of the Holocaust,  
We understand how life can be 
challenging and the important role 
memories hold for so many survivors. 
This edition of Connections is about 
memories, those personal reminders 
of years ago before the war in happier 

times and the more difficult memories gained during the 
Holocaust. And with those memories, sometimes locked 
away for years, come questions. ‘Are my memories a 
true account of what really happened? Is it possible as a 
child that I can remember everything I saw and heard in 
such great detail?’ 
We are fortunate our founding CSH President, 
Psychiatrist and Traumatologist, Dr Paul Valent continues 
to pursue his life’s work about memory and the brain. 
Paul has written an article about memory for this edition 

of Connections and even more 
reassuring, Paul will be our keynote 
speaker at the next CSH event, 
The Nature of Memory Across 

the Generations. The date will be 
Sunday, April 16th at 2.00pm. Your 
family members are welcome to join 
us; there will be plenty of time for Q&A. Please find your 
invitation in this issue.
We trust you will enjoy this edition of Connections and 
we are ever grateful to our CSH contributors for sharing 
their lived experience; we understand and appreciate this 
is not always just a simple writing task. 
Look forward to seeing you April 16th.
Warmest wishes

Viv Parry and Lena Fiszman

Co-Presidents

ti d th ease find your

From Lena’s Desk : Q&A with Max Wald OAM
What drew you to Jewish 

Genealogy and how many years 

have you been involved in the 

Australian Jewish Genealogical 

Society?

At a meeting prior to and for March 
of the Living in 2004. A certain Lena 
Fiszman recommended we do a 

Shtetl Visit. This got me working towards contacting town 
offices in Biala Podalska and Bialystok to organise visits 
for records.
The fuse was then lit and the rest is history.
In those times there was not much internet connection 
with Poland, but I managed through much searching to 
get fax numbers for those offices.
Thus began my own research and now research for 
others I now am Town Leader for JRI Poland for Biala 
Podlaska & Bialystok and have extracted Polish records 
for about 40 towns in the Lublin Gubernia in Poland. All 
Voluntary.
Do you find it rewarding helping people research their 

family history?

Needless to say, I feel personally rewarded to know that 
I have assisted many people in their family research. 

I am currently Vice President of the Australian Jewish 
Genealogical Society (Vic) and have worked on many 
projects within the scope of genealogy.
You have also been a volunteer for many years at 

the Melbourne Holocaust Museum, interviewing 

Holocaust Survivors and members of the second 

generation. What has that experience taught you 

about collecting survivors’ memories?

In my opinion I cannot stress the importance of hearing 
from the mouths of survivors, their experience and often 
miraculous survival during those horrible years.
Given that many Holocaust survivors are quite elderly 

and, in some cases, unwell – are you still finding 

survivors to interview?

Surprisingly, we often come across someone born in the 
1930’s who has strong memories of those times and 
have related their experiences to me with interviews.
During the last two years, we have conducted many such 
interviews at the homes of the survivors as the Holocaust 
Museum was being rebuilt.
Do you think it is ever too late to interview a 

Holocaust survivor due to age or infirmity?

Never too late!
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Memories

Dr Paul Valent, Psychiatrist & Traumatologist
The present is fleeting and the 
future has not happened yet. 
The past is all we have. The past 
exists in memories. We are our 
memories. 
It has been thought that our 
memories represent truth of 
past events; as if these events 
are carbon copied in our brains 
and can be called up at will. 

It was also thought that children’s memories took time 
to develop, and that before the age of seven children 
could remember only a few slivers of events. Hence 
parents reassured themselves and us that we could not 
remember the Holocaust. 
But knowledge about memories has grown. For instance, 
children’s memories have been shown to exist at birth 
and even before birth. However, because words emerge 
into coherent thought and self-awareness only at around 
seven years of age, these memories are only bodily 
sensations and emotions that cannot be thought about. 
As well as different memories emerging at different ages, 
different types of memories are located in different halves 
of our brains. Thus verbal, thinking, self-reflective, time-
conscious memories are located in the left hemisphere 
of the brain, which normally becomes dominant after the 
age of seven. Instinctual, timeless, bodily and emotional 
memories are located in the right hemisphere of the brain 
which is normally dominant up to the age of seven. 
In normal circumstances the right and left hemispheres 
act in concert. In trauma, events lodge in the right, 
instinctive, non-verbal, timeless, physical sensations, 
emotional hemisphere. It is the super-fast non-thinking 
hemisphere. Hence we say ‘I acted without thinking; I 
only realised what I had done later.’  
Fast instinctive responses evolved for stable natural 

conditions. Hear a rustle, you’re alert for predators or 
prey. The Holocaust presented insoluble threats to life, 
so Holocaust events kept resonating in the timeless 
wordless right brain, relived, like nightmares, as if they 
were occurring currently.  
The alternative has been shutting off (repressing) 
memories that stimulate right hemisphere relivings. 
Survivors concentrated on current left hemisphere 
survival problems. However, right hemisphere Holocaust 
emotions, physical symptoms, and behaviours continued 
in subterranean channels and erupted at triggering times. 
For child survivors matters were even more complex, 
because their memories were influenced by parents 
and society. ‘You can’t remember!’ ‘Don’t remind me of 
those times!’ And so child survivors’ memories had an 
added layer of censorship and difficulty of validation.  
We are our memories, but if we are not to just relive 
them or suppress them, but to function properly, we 
need our whole brains to function. We need to recall 
time, place and reality in combination with emotional 
pains of lost love, grief, guilt, shame, injustice, existential 
meanings and purpose. Our memories demand the 
darkness in order to combine it with light.  
In other words, in order to feel more fully human, we 
must eat of the fruit of knowledge of good and evil. We 
need to remember both good and bad, past and present, 
love and grief and put them in context of the truth of our 
humanity. 
We must forgive ourselves for unfreezing the past, for 
moving on, for recombining our split minds. In return, 
we will regain ourselves, our truths; among them the 
truth that we were good innocent children who suffered 
terribly. And because actually love cannot be killed, now, 
as adults, beyond our pains, we can retrieve the love we 
always deserved, but have for so long kept in reserve.

Dr Paul Valent

Happy 90th Birthday to Paul Grinwald!
Happy 90th birthday Paul 
Grinwald! 
Paul was recently honoured 
at the Melbourne Holocaust 
Museum together with family, 
friends and colleagues on the 
occasion of his 90th birthday.
Paul arrived with his family 
in Australia late 1946 from 

his home town of Paris, France. He continued school 
and helped his father’s successful Carlton bakery until 
receiving a scholarship for the University of Melbourne.
Paul began volunteering with the Melbourne Holocaust 
Museum almost two decades ago, speaking not only with 
students, but also with adult groups and visitors to the 
museum as a Sunday museum guide. 
He was also a volunteer guide for Courage to Care.
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INVITATION
To Child Survivors and their families

Guest Speaker:

Dr Paul Valent

Traumatologist, Psychiatrist

& founding President of the Child 

Survivor of the Holocaust Group 

(Melbourne)

will present

’The Nature of Memory Across the Generations’

“The present is fleeting, and the future has not happened yet. The past is 

all we have. The past exists in memories. We are our memories.”

Date:   Sunday 16th April, 2023

Time:  2.00pm for a 2.30pm start - 4.30pm, includes Q&A session.

   Refreshments will be served

Venue:   Melbourne Holocaust Museum

   13-15 Selwyn Street, Elsternwick VIC 3185

RSVP:   03 9528 1985 or bookings@mhm.org.au
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My Love for Liquorice by Paulette (née Szabason) Goldberg
I was born Paulette Szabason 
in Paris on the 29th of March, 
1938. The hospital was on the 
10th arrondissement. I think it 
was called Publique-Saint- Louis. 
I grew up in an apartment on the 
2nd floor of a residential building 
on the 10th arrondissement at, 5-7 
Rue Corbeau. I was the second 

daughter born to my mother, Mindal and father, Maurice 
Szabason.  My older brother Joseph and sister Léa were 
born eight and five and a half years before me. 
I have very strong memories of my mother from my 
childhood, mostly of how she wanted to save us from the 
Germans when we parted. It is the smallest details that I 
remember; the things that don’t get shown in movies or 
told to anyone, but just stay in your thoughts and in my 
dreams, even today.
I was about 3-years-old, my mother was dressed all in 
black, and she was happily peeling potatoes and smiling. 
She was a furrier, working very hard to support our family 
on her own. My father, Maurice was a tailor, and he was 
travelling to Poland to be with his family for his father’s 
consecration. I can’t remember ever meeting him, my 
memories of my father are from stories people have told 
me.
I asked my mother that day if I could go to the shop 
with Raoul, a Jewish boy that I used to play with, in the 
courtyard. We played a lot and would go everywhere 
together. I remember him being my height; I think he was 
three years older than me. I asked my mother for some 
money to buy a stick of liquorice from a store nearby, 
I don’t remember exactly where, I wanted to buy the 
liquorice and always went with Raoul. I had to go with 

him; my mother said “If you leave the courtyard you have 
to go with Raoul!” He told me that morning on our walk 
that he heard from his parents “That they were gathering 
the Jews and they were killing them (murdering them)!” 
I ran home to tell my mother. I got scared. When I told 
her, my mother denied it and said “It’s not true, it’s just 
a fairytale, they are not killing the Jews and you have to 
forget what Raoul said.” My mother always made sure I 
wasn’t frightened and reassured me that everything was 
okay. But then she told me “You both have to stay inside 
our courtyard and not go out!” I knew she was lying to 
me, I knew Raoul was telling the truth. I could feel my 
mother was scared and I knew that she believed Raoul. 
I think this is why I find it so hard to trust people even 
today. 
When I went back to Paris in the 1990’s to see my old 
home on Rue de Corbeau I found out that all the children 
from our apartment block, (and it was a very big block 
filled with Jewish families) had all been killed apart from 
myself, my brother Joseph, my sister Léa and Annette 
Zaidman, a girl my sister’s age. Raoul and his family were 
all sent to the camps and murdered. 
From that time on I always craved liquorice and I didn’t 
know why. Then as the years went by, I started to 
remember my childhood, the blackouts and the forgotten 
memories started to come back. I realised why liquorice 
was so important to me and why after eating it I always 
felt so satisfied.
It’s hard to understand but I didn’t have nice things when 
I was young, we were walking the streets of Paris, we 
had nothing. I still love liquorice; it warms my heart and 
reminds me of my mother. I remember her smile and 
warmth and how she always looked after me.

Pic: Paulette at 3-years-old. Pic: Paulette always the

smallest (front row).

Pic: Mindal Szabason, 

Paulette’s much loved mother.

Pic: Maurice Szabason 

Paulette’s father.
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Greetings from the Melbourne Holocaust Museum, 
Museum Director & CEO

Dear Child Survivors and friends,
We hope you are all well. My team 
is frantically working to put the final 
touches on our exhibition spaces 
as well as all the behind the scenes 
upgrades to systems to ensure we 
are able to properly welcome visitors 
to our new museum. The most 

important thing for us is that visitors feel welcome and 
safe while on our site. This is challenging because of the 
difficult history to be found on our museum walls, but 
nonetheless we will train our staff and volunteers to be 
on the lookout for people who might be struggling with 
the content and offer them support. That is our ethos, to 
try our best to ensure their safety. 
We will have two museums: the main museum 

‘Everybody had a name’ explores the history of the 
Holocaust. And, as was revealed to you last year, we 
will have a special exhibition called ‘Hidden: Seven 

Children Saved’ revealing the experiences of seven 
Melbourne survivors. We look forward to inviting you to 
this exhibition around July/August of this year.
Meanwhile I encourage any of you who have not given 
testimony to get in touch with our Testimonies team 
[testimonies@mhm.org.au] or call 9528 1895 and ask 
for Robbie Simons or Max Wald. We want to document 
your experiences and hear your stories; they are vitally 
important to record.
We look forward to seeing you on site at any of our 
events.
On behalf of my team, I send our best wishes. 

Jayne Josem, Museum Director & CEO

We all know that anti-Semitism is prevalent and 
increasing every day and has been thus forever 
throughout our history.  However, few are as virulent as 
the Belgians, my compatriots. Just think of the vicious 
and violent Crusades in the Middle Ages many faithfully 
led by the Gauls, Belgian predecessors. Jews in Belgium 
were a tiny minority before the war and an almost 
nonexistent minority left after the Nazis had done their 
murdering.
One would think that the “ordinary folks” might have 
embraced the remnants of the Jewish community, 
helped them and supported them. No such thing: anti-
Semitism was so ingrained having been absorbed in their 
mother’s milk that not one day would go past without 
a taunt, an insult or some penance for the very few 
survivors. There was another Jewish girl (Esther Kremer) 
in my primary school but either the class was not aware 
of her affiliation, or they allowed her to blend in. I was 
extremely jealous of her. At recess I would be surrounded 
by children laughing and singing “You dirty Jewess you 
killed Jesus”. However, many times I would tell them 
that “I didn’t even know Jesus!” made no difference to 

them; if not more taunts, 
insults and destruction 
of whatever few things I 
possessed, happened.
However, there was 
one day a week which I 
remember with glee, my 
best memory of my school 
days. Once a week, all 
pupils were ordered to 
stand in one line in front 
of the school head teacher 
who stood at the front with 
a bottle of ‘huile de foie de morue’ (cod liver oil) and a 
single spoon. She administered a spoonful to each child, 
serving every class in turn. This procedure was a dreaded 
torment with horrible tasting oil sliding down our throats 
‘for our own good’ it was worse than the taunts the 
other children directed at me. It felt cathartic in a devilish 
way because all the students went through the same 
sickening ritual, all of us on equal terms at least once a 
week.

Memories, from a hidden Jewish Child in Belgium by Francine Lazarus
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Rena Quint retraces her memories

When Rena Quint was 31, a cousin from Israel came to 
visit her in New York. She hadn’t seen or spoken to a 
blood relative since she was 7 years old.“Oh Fredzia, do 
you remember your sister?” her cousin asked, using her 
Polish name.“No, I didn’t have sisters,” Rena told him. 
“I had two brothers, Dovid and Yossi.”“Oh, you were so 
cute, such a little girl, with your sisters,” Rena recalled 
her cousin, who was older, saying.
Rena went home devastated. She didn’t remember 
having had sisters, but she did remember her brothers. 
She remembered them pulling her on a sled through 
the streets of Piotrków – not far from Łódz, Poland – on 
wintery Fridays, a pot of chulnt nestled beside her, ready 
to place in the bakery oven to stew overnight for a hot 
Shabbat lunch. She remembered seeing her mother and 
brothers for the last time, at around six years old, when 
she slipped out of a Piotrków synagogue where Nazis 
had rounded up hundreds of Jews. And she remembered 
saying goodbye to her father when he entrusted her to 
a schoolteacher as they climbed out of a cattle car and 
women and children were sent one way, men another. 
But over the decades, she began to doubt her own 
memories. Did she really remember her brothers? She 
recalled her parents’ names, the feeling of their presence, 
but she couldn’t conjure up images of their faces. Over 
the years so many people had questioned how such 
a young child could have survived the Bergen Belsen 
Concentration Camp without parents that she began to 
suspect even her most visceral memories of the stench, 
the lice, the cold and hunger.
It wasn’t until the 1980s that she started to seek and 
find answers in repositories of Holocaust documents, in 
conversations with other survivors, and in Polish archives. 
It was in a records hall in Piotrków that she found her 
birth certificate, and those of her brothers—but no others. 

This confirmed that her memory, not her cousin’s, was 
in fact true.”Every time you find something, you prove 
to yourself that it was real, and you start to believe 
things,” Rena said in testimony she recorded for USC 
Shoah Foundation in 1998.She framed her brothers’ birth 
certificates and hung them in her Jerusalem home amid 
the photos of her children and grandchildren. But, after 
some time, she took them down. 

Rena Quint has no pictures of her birth family, so she 
framed her brothers’ birth certificates and her parents’ 
marriage certificate, which she was able to locate in 
Piotrków archives in 1989.“I found it difficult to pass 
by. As much as you don’t want to ever forget, you can’t 
remember all the time,” she said in her testimony.
Rena is now 86 and still serving as docent at the Yad 
Vashem World Holocaust Remembrance Center in 
Jerusalem. She was one of two survivors to meet with 
President Joe Biden when he visited Yad Vashem in July 
2022.Rena has worked hard to find a balance between 
moving beyond memory and living inside of it, between 
yearning to know—and have proof of—where she came 
from and what she lost, but of not wanting to be defined 
by it.
Ready to Confront Her History: Rena said in her 1998 
testimony that for most of her early life, she had no 
interest in revisiting the past. In 1946, 10-year-old Rena 
had been adopted by Leah and Jacob Globe in Brooklyn, 
New York. They gave her everything she had lost during 
the Holocaust—a new name and identity, aunts and 
uncles and cousins and a secure and loving Jewish home. 
She learned English, jumped to grade level at her Jewish 
day school, earned a college degree and became a 
teacher. She married and had four children of her own.
“I never wanted to tell anyone I was survivor, or that I 
was adopted, or that I was different,” she said. By the 
time her children were mostly grown, Rena felt ready 
to confront and understand her past. In 1981 she and 

Pic: Rena Quint, back row, in 1948 at a wedding with the 

Globe family, which adopted her in 1946.

Pic: Rena’s brothers’ birth certificates and 

her parents’ marriage certificate.



77

VOLUME 12 NO 2, MARCH 2023                                                                                                                                       CONNECTIONS

her husband, attorney Rabbi Emmanuel Quint, travelled 
to Israel for the first World Gathering of Holocaust 
Survivors. It was there that she met other survivors from 
Piotrków and learned to access new research tools. 
She knew that her birth name was Fredzia (Fraidl in 
Yiddish) and that her parents’ names were Yitzchak and 
Sara Lichtensztajn. But in the bank of computers at the 
gathering, she found no trace of her family. A docent 
explained to her that the information in the databases 
of victims and survivors had been supplied by family 
members who had survived. Rena realized that it was up 
to her to enshrine her family’s memory. Rena then wrote 
to the Arolsen Archives, an international clearinghouse 
located in Germany that contains millions of documents 
related to Nazi persecution. In response, Arolsen 
researchers sent her a copy of a registration card from 
a Displaced Persons camp. It had her name on it and 
confirmed that she had been in the Piotrków ghetto and 
in Bergen Belsen Concentration Camp. She then attained 
documentation from the Swedish government, as she 
had been hospitalized in that country after liberation. 
And at the YIVO Institute for Jewish Research in New 
York, in a book of names of survivors of Bergen Belsen 
Concentration Camp, she found, “Fredzia Lichtensztajn, 9 
years old, Poland.”
A Return to Home and Memory: 

In 1989, Rena and her husband took a trip to Piotrków. 
Clerks in the municipal records hall helped her find a trove 
of information: her own birth certificate, her brother’s 
birth certificates, and her parents’ marriage certificate. 
For the first time she learned her mother’s maiden name, 
Messer, and that she was named for her grandmother, 
Fraidl. She also learned her real date of birth, which 
fell two months before the one she’d adopted upon 
arrival in the United States. She found the address of 
her childhood home, and she went to visit the site. She 
saw the balcony she remembered, and could picture 
the kiosk across the street where she always got ice 
cream. On the doorpost of her former home she found 
a faint outline of a tilted rectangle under many layers of 
paint—the mezuzah her parents had hung as a talisman 
and prayer to protect the home. Even before her visit, 
Rena had recalled the moment in 1939 when strangers 
moved into her home. On her tour through Piotrków, she 
observed that the synagogue, the bakery, and the Jewish 
schools were all located close to her home—all within 
the confines of the ghetto established by the Nazis. She 
learned that the Piotrków Ghetto was the first ghetto of 
its kind in Poland, set up in October 1939, just one month 
after Germany’s invasion of Poland. She also visited the 
Piotrków synagogue, which had been turned into a library. 
A librarian took her to a space where, hidden behind a 

bookshelf, she saw the Ark where the Torah scrolls had 
once been kept. The Ark’s doors, adorned with the Ten 
Commandments, were pocked with bullet holes.
Starting a New Life:

In Sweden after Liberation, Fredzia met Anna Philipstahl, 
a German survivor whose daughter had recently died. 
Fredzia assumed the dead daughter’s identity—becoming 
Fanny who had been born in Germany in February 1936—
and used it to travel to the United States with her new 
mother and her brother, Sigmund.
But only months after the newly constituted family 
arrived in Long Island, New York, Anna died. That was 
when “Fanny” was introduced to Leah and Jacob 
Globe, a Brooklyn couple in their 40s who had never had 
children. The Globes adopted Fredzia, and gave her a 
new name—Rena, the Hebrew translation of her Yiddish 
name, Fraidl, which means joy.
“Most children who survived had to continue their lives. If 
they lost their parents, they were lost forever. If they lost 
aunts, uncles, grandparents, there was no way of getting 
them back,” Rena said in her testimony. “I was different. 
I got new parents. I got new cousins and new aunts and 
uncles and new grandparents. I even got a new name and 
a religion. I became the person I am now, and they are 
the ones who moulded me and shaped me.”
In 1984, Rena and her husband immigrated to Israel, 
where some of her children and her mother, Leah Globe, 
had previously settled. She taught English to Russian 
immigrants, and, as she dug deeper into her roots, 
became a docent at Yad Vashem. At 86, she continues 
to tell her story to audiences everywhere—on Zoom, in 
person, and in A Daughter of Many Mothers, a book she 
published in 2017.
But her primary audience is her 22 grandchildren and 43 
great grandchildren.
Rena’s granddaughter, Geffen Shvat, 22, said in an 
interview from Jerusalem that she is grateful not only that 

Pic: Rena Quint with her adoptive mother, Leah Globe, and 

her daughter and some of her grandchildren in 1998.
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her grandmother survived, but that she has been eager to 
explore and share her story.
“Even the youngest grandchildren and great-
grandchildren know Savta Rena’s stories,” Geffen said. 
“To know that our family has this history, and these 
roots, and to know where we come from and what her 
family was like and what sort of customs they had—the 

clearer the picture of our family becomes, the more 
colour it adds to our lives.” (Edited version).

Full version available in the link below. 

https://sfi.usc.edu/news/2022/10/34036-rena-quint-

child-survivor-found-herself-her-family-history

In Memoriam: Danielle (nee Gryfenberg) Charak OAM
Melbourne’s ‘Yiddish treasure’ 
Danielle Charak OAM and 
child survivor, who has been 
remembered for her warmth, 
positivity and wisdom after 
she passed away at the age of 
84 following a long battle with 
cancer.
Charak was born in Brussels in 
1939 and when the war came 

to Belgium, she was put in the care of a non-Jewish 
family, who looked after her for a year until 1944. She 
was reunited with her parents and older sister, the late 
Floris Kalman, after the war and the family moved to 
Melbourne in 1949.
Charak taught at Mount Scopus and for many years wrote 
the Yiddish VCE exam and was an examiner, lectured at 
Monash University and was recognised internationally as 
a Yiddish scholar.
She spent four years as executive director of the 
Australian Institute for Jewish Affairs and the Executive 
Council of Australian Jewry (ECAJ), was a member of the 

National Council of Jewish Women of Australia (NCJWA) 
and spent a decade in Yiddish radio, broadcasting on 3EA, 
later renamed SBS Radio.
As well as being a teacher of Yiddish for over fifty years, 
Danielle found time to be a Yiddish speaker at countless 
community functions and events.  These involved 
commemorative as well as celebratory evenings with 
readings, music and songs.  Danielle also recorded 
books in Yiddish for ageing, vision impaired members 
of the community and acted as a translator of many 
private letters and articles.  She was also instrumental 
in fundraising for the teaching of Yiddish at Monash 
University and in 2004 headed the small team that raised 
funds to secure a Yiddish lectureship.
Danielle married Isi Charak in 1962 and she was the 
parent of three children and the grandparent of twelve 
grandchildren.

https://www.australianjewishnews.com/yiddish-

scholar-loved-her-life/

https://www.monash.edu/arts/acjc/yiddish-

melbourne/biographies/danielle-charak


