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My Life Story .... in my own words ”

MY BIRTH

I was told many times by my father that "You are one in a million in our faith.' I never knew
for the longest time what he meant. Maybe it had something to do with being a Cohen, one of
the high priestly tribes of the Israelites, and I knew I could be very proud of that. But Jater he
told me exactly what that "one in a million" meant. He explained to me what it was about me in
particular that made me to be regarded as special. And then it was that it all came back to me,
all those times that my mother had boasted to me and to her friends about how I was destined to
be lucky in life with women. " Lucky in love, my special Issinka", she would say, with a
knowing look in her eye, her smile curled up the one side of her beautiful face.

I could never understand why she used to say that phrase, "Lucky in love..." to me. Because
as a young teenager, I never felt particularly blessed by good looks or dashing
personality. It was certainly not because of my face, long pale, and sombre, with my small
heavy-lidded eyes and protruding nose. Nor could it be my build, what with my
skinny legs, delicate hands and delicate feet. There was no modicum of masculinity hiding
anywhere in the physical form God had bestowed on me, that I could see. This rather anemic, a
pale faced serious-eyed, little boy with no muscles to speak of. I was kept indoors mostly, kept
from doing any unnessary exercise because my mother didn't believe in it. I only really started
doing anything athletic at high school, when by chance I became a football player, which I
suppose now that I think about it, occurred only because I was given the position of goalkeeper
as some sort of perverse punishment for my complete hopelessness and utter ineptitude in
gymnastics.

In truth, the ropes that hung from the ceiling in the gym room were my mortal enemies and
I would not even dare to approach them. And as for the horse, it was my nemesis. There was no
way that I could ever hope to get across that old piece of paddedleather on sticks. The only way
to the other side was if I walked there! Jumping soon became a source of embarrassment, and I
aquired many bruises, to 1my physical as well as psychological well-being. 1 tried that too many
times and the cost to my ego was {00 expensive. It was entirely offensive to my childish sense
of pride and aesthetics to let a dumb piece of sturdy equipment, which tried to masquerade as a
graceful live animal, get the better of me. ' :

This led to a sort of internal battle with me and the fake horse, which I assume was interpreted
by the gymnastics master as an arrogant obstination on my part. All 1 know is that he announce
myname for being goalkeeper for my team in football. So I imagine that it was in his sadistic
revenge against the reluctant "athlete", that he must have specifically put me, a Jew, of course,
in the targeted role of goalkeeper to place me in a position where the others could legitimately
beat me up with the ball.

But strangely enough, as is the ironic way of perversity, I somehow warmed to that position.
Tt felt okay for me to be there, my back against the hollow net, guarding the vacuum, facing the
enemy .all on my own. Wasn't that what life was about anyhow? Standing on your two skinny
legs, with the ball aimed at you, and only your wits to keep you safe? '
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So, against all expectations, particularly my own, I proved to be rather a good goalkeeper,
and in many cases I saved the ball. It actually felt good to clasp that ball firmly against my chest.
It felt almost like I was saving my own honor.

And from there on I went on to excell myself in the 100 meter races, and actually I think I
won some quick sprinting races by sheer willpower despite the handicap of my skinny legs. But
all in all, the sweaty world of the physical was quite plainly not for me. For me, the kingdom of
the mind was much more important and cherishable. At the age of twelve and thirteen, I was

already writing little stories and reading with the appetite of a hungry sparrow, all the
appropriate Polish literature.

e

You see, that was my main passion, the safe, non-threatening world of the written word on \
paper. Even until my old age, I have continued my love for pieces of paper. My stamps, for

example. But back then, by the age of fourteen I was already contributing stories to our school
newspaper. It was called the "wallpaper", peices of paper with handwritten stories and articles
stuck up on a long horizontal board on the wall of a long corridor. By age sixteen, I was the
editor. Our school itself, a Catholic parochial school, was named after one of Poland's national
heroes, a writer and poet himself, the illustrious Adam Misckewich. It was he who wrote about
the Independence of Poland in the early 18th century. He represented the pride and passion of
Polish nationalism and independence. Oh, we learned all about this famous man who was a
philosemite, a lover of Jews, and all of us boys were made to read and study his marvellous book
“Pante Deus," in which there was even a story about Jankel the musician. I remember it well:
Jankel was a simple Jewish fiddler who was invited to the baron's or prince's castle to play at the
court for weddings and other ceremonies. It was especially interesting for me,as well as for the
few other Jews in our class, because we were only seven of us, out of a class of forty. The story
validated our existence. One of them had paid tribute to one of us. In a story. In the form ou

art.

But I must return back to the origin of my story. About why my father spoke to me about
being one of the chosen from the chosen... and why I was to be deemed "lucky in love" by the

woman who herself was never to have that same fortune she cast on her son. It is rather an
interesting story.

When I was born, something like eight o'clock in the morning on the eighth of July in my
mother's bed in our home, attended by her sister-in-law the midwife, my mother
was very very happy that it was not a difficult birth. When my father, the doctor, had his turn to
examine the new baby, after I suppose, my being washed and cleaned up before being presented -
to him, and there being the excitement over whether it was a boy or a girl, ....it was announced
that it was a boy, and all the time my father was hoping it would be a girl, because there was the
story that he used to say to my mother "Oh, my sweet Vavinka, it'll be a beautiful girl just like
you, with your dark eyes and beautiful skin, and lovely hair,” and well, now it was announced
that "It's a boy!", my father the doctor discovered something unusual.

When I was handed over to him to be examined, the first thing he did, was examine my
manhood. Or rather, in all accuracy, I should say he examined my baby boyhood. As he gently
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gazed down at his new little baby son's identifying gender piece, 1 imagine he must have
blinked, gasped and then shouted: "Eureka”.. he is a Jew already!" You see, as he later told me
the story of why I was different and special, he explained that at my birth when he checked my
penis, they found a rather remarkable thing. I was born with a penis that at birth was already
circumsised! As soon as my father saw this astonishing evidence of natural Jewishness, he
quickly hurried to convey the news of the unusual happenstance to his father, Reuven, who then
in turn went to several rabbis from all over Vilna. Now came the discussion of the problem of
what should be done for the brith milah. For as you know, the foreskin of the penis is to be
sacrificed by a the ritual doctor, the mohel, at the precscribed eighth day of the newborn baby
boy's life. This is the ancient Jewish tradition of circumcision, which now, I believe of course, is
quite a common medical procedure. Back in my day, in the beginning of the century, it was the
unquestionable giveaway mark of a Jewish male, and the source of many a taunting by the
Gentiles, because circumsision then was solely practised as a Jewish custom.

So the rabbis convened, I imagine with a great amount of nodding and tugging at beards,
deciding what should be done with an already circumsided penis. They apparantly came up with
a decision that satisfied my concerned father and proud grandfather. So, when it came the eight
day, and all the family was gathered to celebrate my joining the brotherhood of Jews by the
paring off of some of my precious penis foreskin, the mohel simply recited the prayer and
blessing over me and my parents and the whole Jewish nation, and then according to the rabbis
decision, all he did was simply make a tiny cut in my penis to show the appearance of a little bit

of blood. It was my fate that God had already done most of the work of deeming me a Jew
before I was even born!

And so, as my father proudly told me, it was a very special sign for a Jewish boy to be born
so, and that is why after my birth, there was a special prayer said for me at the
nearby synagogue to which my father belonged. It was an old small building, this synagogue,
with the traditional Orthodox arrangement of men on the first-floor and women on the second
floor, separated from the men. Now my father was gabbeh, the president of this congregation.I
do not believe my mother attended there, for she herself was not very religious, coming from a
more intellectually inclined aristocratic Russian household. But for my father, a special prayer
was recited, honoring his uniquely sculpted baby, the first-born and only son, destined to be only
child, of Zaccarias Jutan, doctor and prominent city councellor, and of course, a Cohen, a
descendant of the Holiest of tribes of Jews.

Tt was this special occasion of brith milah, the welcoming of the baby boy into the Jewish
community that was the one and only occassion for which my grandfather came to our house.
That is, the house where my mother and father lived. He had not approved of my father
marrying my mother, you see. But that is another story. And so grandfather Rueben stepped into
his eldest son's house solely to witness the mock brith-milah of his precircumsized grandson.
And after he ate the lekach that my grandmother made, the sweet cakes and confectionaries set
out on the lace tablecloth near the gleaming samovar, drank a little wine to celebrate the birth of
another Cohen offspring, complimented the mohel on a job well done at that, and shook hands
with all who congratulated him, (perhaps he might even have taken a peek at me lying in my
bassinet) I imagine him putting on his hat and saying goodbye to my father and all the guests
and walking out the door without so much as a polite reference to or glance at my mother who
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may have been busy in the Kitchen. It was a man's affair after all, this J ewish circumcision rite of
passage,with women being barred from any participation. And that was exactly perfect for him.
He did not want to have to encounter his daughter--in--law from Russia, the one who spoke
French but no Yiddish, who walked about with an air of confidence and quite frankly, an air of
plain sexuality, that was distinctly affrontive to old Orthodox Jewish men, like Grandpa Reuben.
No, a headstrong Jezebel would have no place in his life, or should in his son's life as he tried so
strongly to advocate before the non-approved marriage, even if she had just produced his first
grandson with the miraculously circumsised penis, the talk of the town.

And as he walked out the door, down the steps into the warm, vaporous Polish July sunlight, I
can just imagine the pernicious mutterings and sinister superstitious thoughts that his mind was
whispering to him , such mean-hearted malevolent things as made it impossible for My father's
father ever to retrace those steps and come back and visit his innocent little grandson with the
pre-ordained marking of being a Jew. | ‘
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The Young Boy.

The park. My memories from way back seem to start by an image
of park. I was always very impressed with park just across
the road from our house%&%& earliest recollections are about

crossing the wide grey cobbled stone road, and walking with

Munies pad
my governess into that big tree-llnedrpark ‘Weﬂwould stop f\
by the delicate round cupola, where on Saturdays and Sundays,

S adh
a Iittle orchestra, sometimes a military band, or a group of

uniformed firemen, would play some rousing trumpeting marches
or tremulous lilting waltzes. There together with many other
children I would play. I was a little four year old boy, with
long curly black hair, dressed in a sailor's outtfit. I had
on a white shirt with blue stripes on my sleeves, a big wide
navy sailor's collar, tied in the front with a sailor's knot.
I wore the matching blue shorts and knee-high navy socks, and
very elegant shiny shoes. I remember looking down at my feet
and seeing the gleam of black (my mother Wouid spit on the
shoes and shine them with her handkerchief.) that squeezed
my tiny feet so tightly. The outfit was completed with the
sailor's cap resting securely on my head of curls that my
ézkennlbﬁl
mother refused to cut, because in truth, my mother ha@Areally
wanted a girl. So anyway, there I was in my beatufiul green
park, dressed in my immaculate sailor suit that mother had
bought especially for me. I remember the park particularly,
because I remember the feeling of anxiously waiting, that
feeling of eager anticipation, to go there, to cross over our
courtyard, open the wide tall iron gate, beyond which lay the
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most luxurious park in the world with the view
' e ruinscfa (oegd g y
. L‘C’éz ancl

of the large Cathedral to the rigthhand side, .giant;Castle HE

o o] over)oolting Fhe Town

faxraway kings7\and the lazy river to the left, where the

beautiful maidens and their princes sailed in their boats

only in the midnight hours when I was asleep. Ah, it was a

beautiful paradise of peace and beauty, this garden of Eden,

this park of my childhood.

I listened to my father recall a distant memory of a long-ago
place of childhood, and I tried to imagine his experience,
that time, that world.. Large green lawns, bright flowers and
trees abundant in their foliage. (I too had-my park of my
youth, but it was in a differect climate, a world apart,
another time.) Now I imagine, like some impressionist
painting, the distant sounds of children playing, ducks and
geese squawking at the river's edge and the melodic strains
of the bénd. It was the lush weli—kept park of a by-gone
world of etiquette, lace, sailorsuits and romantic love. Of
order residing in fragrant colors placed next to each other,
neat and tidy, with the aristocratic stone pointed man-made
church on one side, and the quiet, flowing river on the
other. And in that park, gazing with wide eyes and mellow
heart at the beauty and peacefulness around him stands a
young little boy with 1ongizﬁély hair, proudly wearing his

sailor costume that his mother had bought him. He leans

against a willowtree and shuts his eyes, counting down from
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ten to one as the other children run and hide around him.
"Ready or not" his little voice shouts into the calm of the
sheltering trees. He slowly moves away from the tree, his
governess watching him from her resting seat on the ornate
wooden bench, as he begins his timid search for the other
little children who lie crouching&h the copl dark places of
undergrowth. His little ears can hear the daring revealing
titters of one child and then another's teasing call as they
lie waiting, excitedly for him to find them. His little ears
that peek from under his long dark curly hair. You can just
see the earlobes..earlobes fat and fleshy whose future
dictates that they will be pulled again and again in
reprimand by his mother in accordance with the traditional
Eastern European method of parental punishment in the
authoritarian style of child disciplining. Those ears hear
the sharp calls of the hungry geese and swans that scare him
a little as he walks softly and cautiously toward unknown
hiding spots. High up he can hear too the occassional
twitter of birds exchanging their timeless songs. But what
he doesn't hear, he's still too young, is the visionary
gentle sighs of that bending willow there by the edge of the
river, that still remembers his recent touch. The young boy
dressed up in the new sailor suit that his mother bought for
him, walking cautiously in his good shoes, cannot hear what
the willow whispers down to the river. Even if he did, he
would still be too young to understand that the willow,

leaning towards the river, was softly weeping for the end of
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of the little boy's passing innocence and the arrival of a

new age of evil and destruction.

"Dad", I say, "you mentioned something about your father

always wanting a girl.. remember?"

"Ah yes,' he replies, his masculine body, heavy with age, and
experience shifting a little in the chair, his shoulders
shimmying for a second as if to get adjusted into a different
pose.

" My mother used to tell me always,: Your father wanted to
have as his first born, not a son, but a girl. I don't know
why, perhaps to have a difference from his brother who had a
son already, or perhaps he simply liked the idea of a little
girl to spoil and to pamper. So what did Mother used to?
First of all, she didn't allow me to have my hair cut. She
insisted my hair grow long and curly around my head...like a
girl's. So my hair was growing longer and longer. I was
about three or four years of age. And from time to time,
Mother used to dress me like a little girl, because she
designed some beautiful Victorian dresses, (she loved to
design clothes) then sewed them up, and fitted the; on me.
Now this was always done in the privacy of our home, of
course. Never did she allow me to go outside with these
dresses on, but only inside the house, where she would parade

me around in her creations and look at me with adoring eyes.
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It happened once that during the time when my father was on
his usual travels, she came into my room and told me we were
going to have a special day. With great excitement, smiling
with an extra sparkle in her eyes, she told me we were going

to play a special game. Play a surprise on Daddy!

Before she had said to my father, "WHy do you always bring
back only boy's toys from your trips, why not girl's toys
too, if you so want a girl?" And my father answered her that
that was ridiculous, a boy was a boy, he had a son, and maybe
the next one would be a girl, who knows, maybe that could
happen."

So today she says to me, "Now Papa is coming back today, and
we are going to do something special for him. You and me."
First she took me downstairs to our neighbors who had some
daughters, and she knocked on the door and asked if she could
borrow some dolls for that afternoon because we were getting
some girl visitors and would they mind if we took some dolls
for them to play with. And so we came back upstairs with two
big dolls. Then she showed me what she had sewed, (Mother 2<¢Z&ZZZ
and took out a brand new child's dress. I had never seen it
before. It was pink and lacy with long ribbons. "Look at

what I made," she said, "Isn't it the most bg&%&iful you've A
ever seen?" Then she looked at me lovingly, stroked my long

hair, and whispered close to my face. "Today, you are going

to wear this dress, especially for your father." THen she

. 77/\_1.,1}’;@@3
kissed me on my forehead. And so she put i on me, and then
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she brushed my hair and put a large pink bow in it, on the
top of my head. And she told me exactly how I was to behave.
I had to act like "a girl," and when my father came home in
the afternoon I must stay in my room and play like a girl
with the dolls. Wait, now I remember.. yes. The little girl
neighbor from downstairs actually came upstairs to play with
me, and I recall she was giggling, hee hee hee, all the time,
staring at me dressed in girl's clothing. And then my father
came home. I remember my heart beating when I heard the door
bang shut and heard his familiar beloved voice. And then

he called for me. I heard his footsteps aq&#és the 4232%%? A
floor, and I knew I must play my part well. Then the moment
came when he opened the door to my room and in he stepped and
saw two girls in my room, of course. He turned around and
called for me, to see where I was. And in great excitement I
looked around, smiled and shouted, "Here I am Papa!" He
stood still for a moment, his eyes widening his mouth
dropping a little. ANd then he stared at me with disbelief

on his face, and I said again; "It's me Papa."

"But, but... what is this? You are not a girl!", he
stammered. But I just smiled and said what Mother had told
me to say. I stood up in my pink dress and replied: "Yes, but
you wanted me to be a girl, didn't you?"

Suddenly, my father smiled and in an unexpected swoop,
picked me up and hugged me close to his body, carressed with

my hair and squeezed me tight against his smooth woolen
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overcoat. He began to laugh and started to say, in a joke,
you understand, "Oh, my sweet little girl,...Ha ha, give Papa
a hug, what a pretty girl in a beatuiful dress..." but all
the time holding me up in his arms and kissing my face, which
he had never ever done before. He was not the type to hug a
child, you see. He was too serious, too proper. He would
always just pat the top of my head, or if he did kiss it
would be merely an obligatory peck on the forehead. But
never a hug or a kiss on the face. That was the first and

only time he ever did that to me. When I was a girl!

It is a strange twist of family braiding, in that one
generation can rework itself in a different strand into the
next generation. My father had always made it clear to me
that he had wanted a son. To name him after his father. To
keep the memory alive. .And pitiful twist of irony, all he
got was one daughter, to be followed by yet another. And to
his first born, a daughter, it was clear that being a girl
was a disappointment to the one who was most important to me.
The difference is, my father did hug me, and kiss me on the
face, and stroke and wash my hair. Was I the lucky one,
being a girl? Is it some special fortune that dictates that
only little girls get hugged and caressed by their fathers,
while boys don't? Which law dictates that? Is that not
instself, a sexual prejudice, bred in-house? Or was it only
some quirk true to my particular patrilineage. Perhaps,
however it belongs to some larger truth... that if are not
truly loved for yourself, you wish to procreate someone

entirely different to you that can be worthy of love... Down
to the genitalia.
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Name . fﬂ71 é?
# v A&ywﬁuy
I would like ;;/;ell yogfnow the story of how I got mxﬁname.

I was very impressed %ith a book written by a Polish writer
called Ksavery Pruszeﬁynsky. I was about sixteen at the time
when I firs¥ read this book tadkimyg- aobut things Zionistiwe dreaix
and Jewish{ THe name of the book was "Palestine for the Third
Time." He describes how he visited Palestine on his thAid
visit, and how glorious it was, with dedicated Jewish people
making a Garden of Eden out of this wasteland of a desert.
It is very possible that his inspiration came from the slogan
that we saw everywhere, written by our enemies of course,
saying Jews go to Palestine! This was the saying we would
see as graffiti on the walls, on banners and then finally in
our &WH ﬁé%papers. There was a very strong anti-Jewish _
feeling. ©Now when I used to write as a teenager for the Zxﬂ$ﬂ&/
youth newspaper, I would sign my initials,;Eéaﬁ%%ﬁéﬁ§§eif;m$@7 iy
Jutzan. You remember that at the time I was submitting to the -
courier Vilensky, a daily newspaper with supplements for
children, as well as the Jewish newspaper.

Now it came to my attention, as somebody from the Courier

informed me, that with these initials, with my Jewish

sounding name, I would not be able to write much more than

the little sidelines and trivial articles. I should rather *

think about getting myself a nom de plume, he said. So I

said: I have it. I have the perfect name for myself. I want _

it to be Ksavery. Ksavery ... PPoihtka. This pﬁ@htka, as it P
vokey Ts=weitten in Polish, was spelled Piatka, which represented alpo en awun

the number five, which was the highest grade achievable in ~

school-- the best score, you see. Ksavery, because of this i

inspiring writer and also because it was such a very et
aristocratic name, and Piatka, you now know why. ANd so that YUy
is how I became known at the newspaper. This is how they \

called me: Ksaver, Ksavery , Ksav, whatever, and that became
the name I adopted in the world of non-Jews.

With this nom de plume I was able to get myself a reporter's
card. And so I had this identity of a writer.

So this is one story I wish to settle. And I will now tell .
you why it is important. During the term of the RUssian
occupation of Vilna, 1939, 40, 41, it was a time when my
father slowly began to go back to his work in the hospital,
and started to meet Jewish doctors, younger than him, some of
them who worked also in the army. ONe day K& my father came
to me and said: I have some good money for you to earn.

What is it? . 2

7 palere e P Yort

You know where Napolean's Castde isff Well, it is now the
headquarters of the RUssian Red army. You go there and
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present yourself to a high-ranking officer , Colonel So and
so, he is Russyﬁg but he is also Jewish. He will explain to

you the job.
But what kind of job is it?

Just go there and they will tell you. THey have some books
that have English descriptions of armaments or war strategy,
somthing like that. Look, you will take your dictionary, and
you will go there and translate for them. That's all what you

have to do.
SO I went there, and after being scrutinized and inspected

by five different army officials, I came to this man. He was
very happy to see me, and spoke to me a little in ENglish.

ANd I answered back as best I could. ANd he looked at me and ,

smiled a big smile under his moustache. "You are ideal for
us, young man," he said to me. ANd he proceded to write me
down in the attendance book as Israel~gutan. 1 went there
about ten times. IT was very difficult, mostly military terms
and diplomatic phrases. ANd after that was completed, he had
me do, about four lessons I think, some basic English. Like
"how do you do.." and "pleased to meet you" and 'How is the
weather", things like that, and he would give it to me in
Russian and I would respond in ENglish, and that is how I
became the teacher to six to ten high-ranking army officials.
I would repeat the phrase in English and they would have to
write it down, to listen to what I was saying, then repeat it
after me. Majors, colonels, all high-ranking. Because by
that time, the connections with the Americans had started to

be forming.

"How did you know English so well, Dad ?" I asked.
e high- M

"My English started ataschool i ! g
mthe first grade, for eight years I studied English. A young girl

came from England specially to teach English. SHe was the

only woman, certainly, and her and only one other were non-

clergy teachers. SHe was wonderful. Young,pale with reddish

hair, and all of us boys would prance around at recess and

talk with a falsetto in the "propah English of the Queen!",

just like Ms. Windham. Even ou¥ Matric I did in ENglish,

with a marvellous imaginative essay on the COronation of the
Queen and King, 1937."

He took a deep breath, then continued.

nthis is the reason, when I was in ghetto, and I was going
to a work assignment which was outside the actual ghetto, I
learned that the Germans were looking for me, by my name,
through the work organization force, the Jewish Labour Borton ,
ofifiece. You see, the Gestapo had quickly taken over Vilna,
within two days, and of course they had swept into Napleon's
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Palace, which the RUésians had just deserted,/ just ran out of
there, when the GERmAn tanks rolled in. THe/RUssians had
evacuated so quickly they had just left evefything lying
there in their haste to escape, and now thé GEstapo found my
Jewish name in the /logs of the general Z;/ﬁhom I had taught
the English. ANd so they found all the npames. Now, of
course, Iskrael Jukdn was a lot more obvius to identify than
names like Petrovsky, Mejinsky or some /Other "insky' which
could be any kind of person. But Iswxael, well, there's no
mistaking the Jewishness of that name. So here is the
Gestapo, and they have my name and they figure out that

the best way to find me is through the offices of the Ghetto
Labor FOrce, where every Jewish person there is registered,
other you could not get anything like food etc, you see, and
where my friend, luckily, is working. SO he tells me that
they are now looking for me. SO we arrange that I must not
go out of the Ghetto on any work passes and I should rather

stay inside the Ghetto and have a job within the é/,f‘y

administration right there. I used to go out with Mr Lozar
Feigerbaum as his electrical assistant before. But now, they
said that I would make a good "scriba" ---a recorder of
events, a clerk within the Office of Labor. And so that is
how I began to work in the administration of the Labor
office, where the names of those working within the office
were never disclosed to anyone. And for working there, I
used to get a food card. and with this food card I could get
the potato and bread rations.

This I tell you so that you understand when after the war, it
so happened that I hap ed by accident a man in the park ,
the man who was the editordof the COmmunist Paper in Vilna,

the PRavd which had previously been the old COurier
:zilgggkx_gptil the RUssians changéd it. I had worked there,
Temember, under Ksavery Piontka, and here is this man and we
see each other and slowly he recognizes me, I recognized him
first, he couldn't recognize me I was so thin and emaciated
after concentration camps, and then he remembers and says "I
have a job for youl!" ANd this is how in those days I got
papers with the name Ksavery Piatka, which were very good, I
must tell you. Because in those days the Russians, after
victoriously winning and giving Poland the so-called
independence, wanted all those people not originally from
Poland to go back to their home countries. THey wanted them
all to go back and become citizens of SOviet Union. But I
now had documents that I was born in Warsaw, and my name is
not S#kdn , so I did not have to return to Vilna.

o this is one S%OrYéﬁd@o% e adepforon of o Mar hawe,
Fofon '

And second story: When you are in a COmmunist newspape;kxgga

and all around you‘j%N%nti—semitic outbursts, and in Kelgd is
a pogrom of Jews by the idlegal Nationalist movement of
Polacks who are xenophoﬁ}g{?distrusting anybody foreign that
came into the country to/work for the RUssians when they took
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over....they were fighting with Russia in the beginning to
protect their own independent Poland but they lost,....
anyhow, and Jews who I met in the Russian army, had Russian
names, and so I became very happy to pretend to the Polacks b
that I was an assimilated Jew with a Polish name. It was also
something which could give me a good position for the future
life, whatever the life would be, whatever would be waiting

for me. Now you understand it? How I came to have only 7

documents under this new name. It is because at the time ‘ i 0"%
when this old editor of mine offered me a job after the war, ' &ggf

I stated to him that I needed documentation. He said: I will D

give you a uniform, I will give you rank , whatever you need. (

I will help you. ANd we went to the office of records, and he
provided me with the documentation as I told him I wanted it
with a photograph and his signature as witness, I got myself
a document that stated I was a newspaper man. Now based on
these two papers I was able to make an affidavit as to who I
was and then apply for a passport. And it was easy to
continue that same chain. All the identification was based
on that first union card of my being a journalist./Haul

And when it came time to register my marriage to ’
registered it or#y in the courts, besides +he jnglriphey {0 Hoe rabbinical
court m LRgNICA

NOw at this time I need to explain something to you. At 3

the time of 1941 when RUssia came in for a short time before
HItler's army, it was the time you remember that I was firfy
working for this editor at the paper, all the Jews from all
over Poland ran away from the advancing GERmans, from Warsaw,
from Bialistok, from Gdenel, from Krakow, they run to VIlna,
because Vilna was now under Russian occupation, and there was
some kind of refuge and saftéy here, so anyhow all these
people are coming in. But Suddenly, there began a movement
against those "enemies of the people." And these enemies were
of course the Polish army officers or amongst the Jews, it
was the Jewish youth from the youth organizations who still
dreamed about Palestine, had meetings and gatherings to talk
and further those dreams, and they were clearly not accepting
the Russian ddeology of the propoganda for communism. And so
it began e be a purge operation, with the Russians” Tooking WAVD~
for the leaders of these " anti-communist" movements, ﬂ“ﬁﬁleymgv
arresting them and sending them off to Siberia. This was the s
trend. Now when we heard about this from the newspapers and

%k the rumors flying around about arrests etc. we knew that our

{ cousin rid who was a prominent leader #in the REvisionist o

movement must be hidden. ANd where was a good place to hide?
In our basement. In my father's house, in which our friendly
"tenant" the Russian officer now resided and whose trust we
relied on.

So before Germany occupied Vilna, this is how the timing
of it all worked out, there was a big wedding. My cousin
Dgx%d and Sara were married in a very beautiful synagogue,
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whihc is still standing today in Vilna, we called it the
chorql synagogue because it was the only one with a choir...
and it was a most marvellous affair for those times, with
many important Jewish figures, and much good food and
fest}vities. ANd then both of them , through all sorts of
machinations and sometimes falsified papers, were able ;?/bet

visas to leave the country to go to Palestine, through
consuls from Peru and Japan and Shanghai. It was the time
when a lot of Jews were leaving, through MOscow, with/the aid
of the American Joint DIstribution committee, with/péople
coming to Vilna with money and papers for Jews to get out the_
country and emigrate. SO David left,“Begin Yeft, But before A freass
they=left, there was a big raid on the Jewish REvisionist Zieaw€ ﬁh“%{
offices spensered—and organized by the JEwish communist Party
league and youth movements which supported the leftist
Marxists ideology. And because we had a good name in the
vicinity, and because of our Russian lodger, in our cellar
were hidden Beein, my cousin and his wife and other notables
from the more right-wing parties. And when they left, my
father sighed from relief, and said: "0i! Thank God they've
gone!" We didn't want to think what would have happened if
they would have found them there. Violence from anywhere is
bad, but it's somehow worse when it's from your own people.
g. o A

When Dawid went, it seemed like a part of my life had gone
with him. I don't think I realized it at the time. But I did
feel his absence. I had lost my cousin, my friend, my
sometime advisor. During all this time, since I had rushed
back to Poland from Paris, I had heard nothing from my
mother. THe last letter from my mother, I think it was even Y
a postcard, was in 1940,1 think. It was before the German
occupation of France, I am sure, and in it she w¥ote how am I
and so on, and from the newspaper she knows that we are now
under Russia and there is no war, and she is very happy about
it, and perhaps there will be peace.... a very neutral letter
without letting me know anything about how she is, but rather
more about me. And this was the last time I ever heard from
her.
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THE DAWNING.

"Now when it comes to the actual awakening of my manhood, I remember it
happened to me at about the age of five. Next door to us, at number 6, used to live on
the second floor, a family with the father who was an electrician. There was a boy who
was my age, and a girl who was about a year older than I was. And we used to play all
kinds of games together. Indians and cowboys, pirates and robbers, hiding games and so
on and so on, and of course one of the plays was "doctor.” Now, my father being the
doctor, I felt a special connection to this particular game, as if it was my special privelege
by virtue of my heritage, that I should play the main role. I remember we tried to make
sure we had instruments and such to lend the game that fecling of extra authenticity. I
was keen to make the play seem as real as possible. What else is the point of child's play?
And so, very creatively, we used to take, I remember, a can from the shoepolish, clean it
out and make a hole in it. Then we passed a long piece of string through it and then
attached another long string to that one, and that was our telephone. But this elaborate
gadget also served a double purpose. With slight adjustment of the string and our
imaginations, we also used this instrument as a tube to measure the beating of the heart.
And we would move this all over the various parts of the body, anywhere we thought it
possible to detect a heartbeat or maybe even the sound of an imaginary hidden disease.
And so the three of us played doctor-doctor. Now understandably, this game of doctor
has more to do with the discovery of genitals than of rare fake diseases! And we had
heard some interesting things about those mysterious genital parts from what the children
who lived downstairs, the janitor's children, had passed onto us with great authority.

Our janitor, the man who cleaned the sireets and garbage outside our apartment
house, Arturo, was a giganitic red-faced man, with a big moustache, Polish style, who
was nearly always drunk and who would yell and beat his wife, (we heard the constant
shoutings) and had about seven children. Now, me and my neighbors would play
sometimes with these children, out in the courtyard and in the cobbled street. It was they
who taught us how to say swears and other bad words. They were the ones who
educated us on the more basic facts of life that we were never to learn from school or
home. It was the oldest boy, Panek, who seriously pointed out to us what it was that the
dogs, mounted on top of each other and jerking spasmodically with toothy grins, were
doing in the streets. We watched with fascination, until his younger sister with the
missing teeth that made her speech full of spits and sprays, announced to us all that
people do that kind of thing too, and that was the way we all came into the world.

"Only people do it lying down in bed,” she gushed, " with the daddy on the top
and the mommy on the bottom." "People don't do it like dogs," she instructed," that's
only the way animals do it. People do it different, but it's thtill the thame thing," she
explained, her tongue darting back and forth to fill the space where her teeth had been.
That being said, her litfle speech over, she turned and skipped away to the jumping game
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of hopscotch she and sisters were playing and she left us more higher _class nfiiv'e children
to gaze with awe at the furious scene of canine frenzy befor.e us. It stirred within me 2
strange sensation below my navel to watch those dogs, and in that %Ilorr}cnt, my .mm.d
grasped aimlessly at forming a picture conjured up from the incredible m;t.'onnat-lon Jl:lst -
handed to me that humans did the same things dogs did, only in bed. I tried to imagine it,
how humans could do this wild thing, but somehow I just kept having an image of dggs'
tails wagging and wild jerky movements, and then of course, my perplexed young @nd
went blank. At this point, Panek, the older boy, surrounded by his ragged array of sisters
and brothers, called us eager students to come with him to the back alley, the narrow
place between the end wall of the apartment block and the other building. It was there in
the shadows that he would stand in the middle of us all, there in the back alley way where
no-one could see us, that he would assuredly demonstrate his advanced knowledge of
how it was that sex between adults was performed.

"Tt's simple,” he boasted. "The man takes out his john", he explained, "then he
puts it in the girl's john, and then the girl has babies. That's all there is to it," he said
disparagingly. My head reeled with this information. First of all, I didn't even know a
girl had a john. And how curious it was that you could make babies with the same thing
you made pee-pee with. Wait a second, what happened if you wanted to make pee-pee at
the same time you were making a baby? And how did the baby get out of the john...and
...and... Well, it was all a bit much for me to fathom, so I settled for the basic outline that
Panek, his little sister and the dogs' live performance had given me. I figured that
somehow, sooner or later, probably much later, I would find out the rest.

Well, once we had this secret understanding, it was only natural that children
with inquisitive and intelligent minds like our own would want to figure it out more for
themselves, right? So, one day, I remember we were playing doctor over at her place,
the electrician's daughter, when suddenly she spontaneously picked up her skirt, and I saw
with astonishment that she wasn't wearing any panties at all. Then she proceeded to lay
herself down on the little rug on the floor, looked up at me earnestly and said
determinedly: "You must put it in!"

With heart beating wildly, I did what I thought she expected and wanted me to do,
and when I did, she sall of a sudden began to scream and yell at the top of her voice. Her
mother instantancously appeared at the doorway of the room in time to see me lying on
top of her daughter. With a shrill shrick and a series of quick brusque movements of
her very strong arms, she pushed me out of the apartment, and slammed the door behind

me. Iwalked over to my own apartment, still full of the shocking vision of soft girl flesh,
and went to my room.

I was playing quiet!y with my toys and when my mother came home. Now she
slammed the door shut behind her. She burst into my room and started to yell at me.
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"You brute, you pig," she shouted at me in Russian, a whole torrent of offensive
words I didn't even understand, while she waved her arms around and pointed her finger
at me. Then she put me over her knee, took down my pants so that my "tochus", my
bottom was bare to the slap of her hand, and really gave me such a hiding on my behind
like I had never had before in my life. I remember crying and sobbing in my room from
this hitting,.

I was not allowed any food, and I had to go to sleep hungry, hurt, and cursed by my
mother. Iknew it had something to do with the events of that day, something about me
and the electrician's daughter, and my penis and where it should be going, or not going!
The next day I was taught the lesson of boy-gitl relations by my mother. She was always
very strict in her style of childraising with me, and what she said was the absolute rule.

"You must never do it again!” she warned me. I wasn't sure what the "it" meant
exactly, but my childish powers of reasoning attributed it to taking out my penis and
placing it near a girl. I now understood from my mother's reaction that that was a
forbidden thing, which I was knew now would lead to screaming girls, angry women, and
slamming doors. And when my mother decreed I must never do it again, I wouldn't dare

~ to it again.”

: He looked up blankly for a moment, this seventy year old man, with the startled
innocent eyes of a five year old, looking up from his toys at his wild and angry mother.

"Did you have any idea what she was talking about?" 1 asked.

"No," he replied immediately, shrugging his head. "T'm sure I didn't, because it
was not in my realm of experience. I was just not aware of those kind of things. And
now my mother was telling me all these things I musn't do. I mustn't even "look at a girtl's
you-know- what, " she said to me. Iknew how fussy she was with what my eyes saw.
My "looking" was to be always censored by her. When I was about four already, we
used to go to the cinema together, my mother and I, and if there was some romance or
kissing or touching, for instance in a love story, I remember Dorothy Lamour in a film
and everybody was excited to see how they kiss... Well, my mother would suddenly
cover my eyes with her muff that she always wore to keep her hands warm, and so there
I would be, suffocating under my mother's fur muff pressed over my eyes and nose,
because I was not supposed to see the adults kissing on the screen. Of course, later I
would see the whole thing, not really understanding anything, because it was silent movies
then, only music playing and words on the screen o tell the story, and I couldn't yet read
so quickly. But anyway, so this was my very first encounter into the mysterious world of

sex."

'"

He nodded his head, and smiled: "So much for my early luck with women



We would also play tricks on Bertha, his sister, the lifggle
snobby queen with the nose in the air. We only wanted to do
one thing to her, and it was only to pinch her fat behind as
she sat and did her homework or push her off the piano stool

as she practised her gcales. Aunty Sarah used to shout and
scream at us: You hooligans , get away from her, what are you
doing... GO, get out of the house, you hooligans! Bertha was

older than us both, and always SO serious and pompous. She
never changed. ALways a carrot up. And Benny's older
brother, Lazar, was a Very talented pianist already as a
teenager. When he was seventeen, Lazar was playing at the
Poligh officer's club in the centre of town, and he also had
a job playing in the cinemas for the silent movies. He
improvised music with the action on the screen. Because of
him we were sometimes able to sneak in and see the movies
now and again. Aunty Sarah, she was the caretaker of them,
because their mother had died early on. Now Sarah, she was
the youngest daughter of grandfather Simon. And the father
said that according to the law she must go to Uncle Leon and
perhaps he will marry her. Because you know, that by Jewish
law, if a man loses his wife, he can marry her unmarried
sister. But Uncle Leon insisted that he preferred to remain a
widower, and so, according to his will, Sarah became
basically their housekeeper, servant, caretaker, and she was
given her own room to live in. I have a picture of Aunty
Sarah in my mind, standing in the kitchen, koshering the
meat. I remember the meat lying on the mat, a woven straw
mat, waiting to be "kashered". She would stand by the window,
little fat Aunty Sarah, in front of the double window, two
windows to have a stream of cold wind coming through. And
there was always a lot of salt on the meat, and I always
wondered why it had to be like that. WHy salty meat? I
couldn't understand it was the "kashering" of the meat,
because in my house I never saw anything like that. Funny,
the images that stay behind, of inconsequential things...
1ike a still life... meat with salt on. LIke an 0l1ld Dutch
interior painting; bubt with Aunt Sarah in her old fashioned
skirts and up-to-nech blouse of not bright ¢olours,
a proper "shaitl" as her dark hair and at the waist cotton
belt with a ring of keys...

In the middle of the cobbled stone "Napoleon's'" square was a
broken stone pedestal, which once held the monumental statue
of Mouravieff, the governor of Russian Vilna. Of course at
the time Poland gained its independence from Russia,temporary
of course, the people immediately knocked down the statue,
symbol of the imperialist occupier, and left only the broken
stone base for posterity. So there it stood, nobody ever
repl§c1ng anything on it, broken marble rock, until the
Russians came again and put up Lenin on that waiting piece of
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pedes?al. Funny, huh? I imagine that he went down with the
new Lithuanian independence of the 90's.

So there was a big square in the middle of which a round
garden of flowers was surrounded by grass and metal ornate
low fence. Then you faced a high brick fence and behind the
was an enormous, elegant French styled palace, with gardens
of a variety of flowers, small fountain and outer houses for
servants and horses. Opposite the palace was the university.
It was a very beautiful place. Century old stone buildings,
each with high wooden gates at the entrance, through which
the horses and carriages would pass into the courtyards.
Where I lived, it was a very big gate through which we used
to came in and inside were the apartments ands a long court-
vard. In the morning I would go with the governess down the
street to the bakery shop in the basement of a building, and
buy the "Kaiserkes', Kaiser rolls. Once we were home again,
she would recite to me different phrases in English and in
French, and I would have to repeat them after her. We were on
the first floor, directly above the poor basement rooms where
the janitor, Walenty lived with his family. ANd while THe
governess leaned over to me, saying in her sweet gentle voice
"la plume de ma tante", the crude loud beatings, screeming -
and shoutings of the old man, the hairy janitor, wafted up
from downstairs. Of course I was to learn the intricate
poetry of his coarse abusive phrases of "your mother's
whoring cunt," and "I'll wring your neck till your eyeballs
fly to Russia and back again" much sooner than any delicate
French pens of my aunt.! (plume isn't it a feather..??????

Down next to the janitor's hovel in the basement was the
storage cellar where we used to keep coal and cabbages,
fruit and potatoes bought for the whole winter. IT was a
very interesting story about the cabbages. WE used to bring
the cabbages upstairs. My mother used to hire a machine, a
tool with a knife or blade to cut the cabbages, and the maid
used to cut the cabbages. ANd my mother used to buy red
berries which used to be put into a big vat along with the
sliced cabbages. I remember they put other mysterious
ingredients along with the cabbage and berry combination,
some consome concoction, perhaps onions and herbs of all
aromatic kinds, and then would start the dance of the
cabbages; the maid would take off her socks and shoes and
roll up her skirt and tuck it up around her thighs and then
she would step into the vat and stomp and stomp and stomp
around, making pivoting circles in that small vat. I remem-
ber the sounds that emitted from under her feet. Wet slurping
squelching sounds all of a rhythm, like huge sounds of a
heart beating, down in the cold wet darkness of the cellar.
And when the maid would finish, wiping the sweat from her
brow, she would carefully step out of the wvat onto the
newspaper left specially lying there, my mother was very
particular, and I saw with fascination how her feet were
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stained red up to beyond her ankles, like she was wearing
bright crimson short stockings. And then she would sit down
on a stool and I used to watch how she scrubbed and scrubbed
away at that purple color of the cabbage soup dye on her feet
and splashes like blood on her legs.

She would scrub and her mouth would be moving quickly as if
she was talking, but no sounds came out, only maybe soft
Ukranian phrases I of course couldn't understand, it sounded
like spits, until the red from the dye slowly turned to a
kind of pinkish which looked instead like skin, you know,
that you rub to make clean too hard. And then she put back on
her socks and shoes, and then smacked her hands on her knees,
her legs open like a man's, and she would make her eyes into
little lines, and then she would suddenly look straight at me
where I was and say "And what are you staring at, little
mouse?" THen she'd give me a half-smile, and wave me off,
pointing to the stairs. And I would run up the stairs as if
the red-footed witch was about to get me any minute. SHe
never did. SHe would come slowly, I could hear her heavy
steps creaking the wooden steps as she came up from the
cellar behind me. You know, it reminds me, the looking like
blood on the legs and the dark cellar, and the feeling of
being half afraid of that, how would you say, ....slurpy ( he

pronounced it slurrupy) purple cabbage mixture, it reminds me
of another story." ;

He paused for a moment, smiled to himsgelf and then began.

"My mother used to have three very good girlfriends, who
used to come over in the evenings and spend time sitting in
the living room and discussing all sorts of things. Anushka,
Dora, and SOnja. All of them not married. I liked them, tHey
would always bring me little presents when they came, little
chocolates, or postcards or interesting little toys. I would
like to let them in the door, because they would always be
full of some nice sayings to me, like for instance, "hello
handsome little fellow", or "here's the little man of my
dreams," or "and how is the little sailorboy today," and
each one would have a special way of greeting me. Sonja, she
was the small petite one, pretty, very pretty, she would bend
down right close to my face and hold me with her warm fingers
under my chin, I could feel the tips of her painted glossy
nails against my skin, and she would lift up my face to hers
and say " Where's Aunty Sonja's special kiss from her special
boyfriend?" Now sometimes I would kiss her, of course, you
remember she has my chin in her hand and she would push it up
to her red lips, then I would have to kiss her on the lips.
It wasn't so bad, and anyway, I would wipe my mouth
afterwards when she wasn't looking. NOw there was Dora, she
was taller, and very thin and elegant. WHite, white skin and
black her, she was also pretty, in a very Jewish way. Black
sparkling eyes, full of promises of sweetness.But she acted
more like a queen, like a noble lady, and she was the one who
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would pat me on the head with her long white ringed fingers
apd ask if I had been a good boy today, and to make sure I
didn't give my mother too much trouble. "You be a prince,
now" she would say to me seriously, "your mother, she is a
queen, and so you must always try and act like a prince, you
hear?" and then she would smile and hand me a chocolate or
candy, pressing it secretly into my hand. She'd take my hand
and curl it up into a ball, like a fist, over the secret
treat, and then she'd clamp her hands closed over mine. I
remember the feeling of her moist hands holding my small fist
so tightly, it would sometimes hurt. But I liked to endure
1t. "Only when your mother tells you can," she'd say and give
my hand an extra squeeze. ANd my mother would say "Kiss
AUnty DOra 'thank you', and I would reach up as she slowly
bent down and I would plant a kiss safely on her snowwhite

cheek. Of course I would rub it off immediately when I was
out of sight.

Now Anushka was my particular favorite. She had soft skin
and a wonderful smell like a garden of roses or some flowers.
SHe was always smiling and laughing, and she was the one,
most of all, who would make me feel very special. She was
the one who would play silly tricks, like "which hand do you
choose, little sailor?" and I could choose the right or left
behind her back, and one of them would have a candy in it, or
she would sometimes do little waltzes with me, all of a
sudden lift me up from the floor where I'd be playing, and
swoop me up and start a polka or a waltz, la, lah lah la
lah...she'd sing in her beautiful husky voice, and laugh as
she swung me around, my legs would swing this way and that, I
felt like a limp puppet. ANd she would always try to make me
laugh in some way, it was her game. "what do you have hiding
here, bubbeleh?" she'd say and she'd start tickling me, "and
what is this funny thing on your head?" and she'd be touching
my ears. "And let's see what's behind you kneecaps?" and her
fingers would scamper down behind my legs, and I would scream
and shout and laugh all at the same time and then she'd roll
on the ground with me, all the time tickling me or touching
me, and I'd hate it and love her all at the same time. She
was fun, Anushka, she was the most fun. She had the most
wonderful laugh, she did, sparkling green eyes, and always
smiling at something. SHe made you feel happy, even if you
weren't."

My father smiled, he was appreciating lost moments long
gone. Memories of warmth and laughter, amorphous blgnket1
wrapped him for a while. It was nice to see him smile like
that.I also noticed a tear or two in his eyes, he was happy.

"Now why was I telling you about Dora, Anushka and Sonja, the
Three Mooskateers ?" he asked, exagerating the sound of the
"mooskateers" in a deep accent. Past dissolved into present.
Sunlight filtered through the trees, casting dappled shadows
around us.
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"Well, let me see now, "

the last thing you were ta
cabbage soup."

X traced back the images. "I think
lking about was the maid and the

"Yah!" he said, a affirmative jerk of the head acknowledging
the return of memory, like an actor's flash of recognition of
his cue. "I know now what it was.. vah! It is the blood
Story. THe story about the corpse."

?It happened one evening that I was put to bed in my room,
wh%ch was near the living room, and my mother was sitting
drinking coffee with Sonja, Dora and Anushka and they were
talking and telling stories. And T heard Dora say "Did you
read what happened to that couple from Lodz? Wasn't it awful?
ANd I hear the other women say "No, tell us," and " What
happened ?" and then T listen as Dora, in her husky voice
tells the story about a young couple who had just got married
and they were honeymooning in one of the mountain resorts,
right in the heart of some thick forests.

"THey were in their bed, getting down to business" says Dora,
and I hear the women whisper and giggle for a while, "when
all of a sudden through the window there climbs a robber who
quietly climbs up to them with a knife in his hand. Just as
he is about to stab this passionate couple in the middle of
their bed, " she pauses, " the woman turns around and sees
the outline of the man in the darkness, and she Screams. "
Dora pauses again, and as I lie in my bed, you can imagine
now I am lying stiff in my bed, I cannot move because of
fear, and I hear the women shouting at DOra to go on, go on,
tell more, finish the story, and so she carries on....

"Now, when the woman Screams, the new husband thinks it is
because of him," Dora laughs. You know I could never
understand that at the time, why Dora and the other women
laughed, just as I was trying to understand in my fear why
the bride should scream with fright at the bridegroom. "BUt,
says Dora, "the bride points to the man, or screams out
something about their being a man in the room.. and the
bridegroom quickly turns around and in a flash punches the
stranger. A struggle occurs, and the woman runs around to the
stranger, ooh she must have been mad with him for coming in
just at that moment, huh, "says Dora," and she grabs the
knife that had fallen from the stranger's hand when he got
punched, picks it up from the floor where it had landed on
her side of the bed, and just as the man came back again
presumably to strangle the bridegroom, she pushed the knife
into his heart will all her strength. And she killed him.
He staggered back, moaning, blood coming from his mouth and
he fell against the wall of the small country inn room.

Dead. Well, now, at the end of all this, this young couplg
realize they have a dead man, all bloody all over, in their
room, and these young people, they donft know what to do. SO
they decide to clean up the mess and hide the body under the
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bed. Perhaps when they leave the next morning and go far
away , no-one will notice until much much later. You know
how it is young people think. S0 they clean up all the blood
from the_floor and drag the bloody corpse from the wall where
he is lying and they stuff him under the bed. ANd now they
try and go to sleep. ANd at last, finally they manage to fall
asleep," says Dora, her husky voice low and calm," when all
of a sudden from under the bed a bloody arm comes moving out

and the bloody corpse is reaching up up to the bed where the
young couple lie asleep."

Now I am listening to this story from my bedroom. I am
listening to this story of the poor young couple and suddenly
I have a terrible thought. I think to myself: "Wait a
moment. . .perhaps this corpse is under MY bed." And I am
afraid. I am so afraid T cannot even get out of my bed,
because I am so sure that this bloody corpse is lying under
my bed and it is going to grab my thin legs as soon as T
start to put them down on the floor. ANd I started to scream
" Mommy, Mommy, Mommy," and my mother came running in to my
room, followed by the others, and they switched on my light,
and they said "What's the matter?" and I cried " Look under

my bed, Look under my bed.." and they said "What are you
talking about? What's under you bed?" and I sobbed: " Is
there, is there a .. a bloody corpse.... Is there that bloody

corpse under my bed?" and they all started to laugh and I
started to cry. ANd of course, for a week afterwards, or
even more, they used to teage me and say to me "Did you look
under your bed, today? Did you check for the corpses?™

And I remembered that. Yah, that was my mother. Aways
enjoyed a good joke, and always knew how to make it last for
a-long time.

BUt, from another point of view, to give you an example of
the character of my mother, I'll give you just a little
story: There was a maid. OUr maids were always peasants from
up in the country, from .the farms, and there used to be an
old Lituanian or Russian woman who was the employment
officer, you see. And she used to have maids, all seated on
chairs in a semi-circle row in her rooms up there a few

streets from us. I used to go with mother there to choose a
maid. My mother used to go and look into the maids' faces
and demand in a curt way: "show me your hands!" ANd they

used to put out their hands, and my mother would examing them
closely, I suppose they should be not too fat or too thin, or
maybe she looked to see if they were working hands, I don't
know, some secret philosophy to look at the hands", he
smiled. "Anyhow it was always an inspection of the hands, I
remember. And mother would speak in her broken Polish, more
Russian than Polish, she never learned Polish. But the
peasant girls always understand her. MOre some?imes than the
upperclass people, I remember her sometimes going to shops to
buy some things and they didn't understand what she was
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saylng, ooh , she would get so mad, she would walk out and
curse the shopkeeper in Russian. But the maids, they never
had'a problem.understanding her, oh no. You see, I'm sure at
their homes, it was the same, a mixture of languages, what
thg Babushka or the father still remembered and spoke. It was
still early days after RUssian occupation. SO the Polish was
not even a polished Polish, it was rather a kitchen Polish, a
little bit of Lithuanian, Russian, a touch of Baltic, you
un@erstand? Anyhow, the old lady, I'm sure knew already
which maid was -good or not, from how many times they'd been
Fhere at her place, and she knew that MOther was always
interested in having a fresh new maid, someone she could
train in her own way. SO now this new maid had to make one
day "Cantletti".. it is cutlets. Like ground beef or chicken
cutlets, you know, you take an egg, and some bread pieces,
flour.." my father adds the motions as he explains, clapping
his hands to pat the invisible "cantletti" from hand to
hand.." to pat it into a patty, and then you put it on a
plate..and then to put it in the oven or on top.. I'm not
sure how it was done.. I think it was done on an open stove..
I remember a big fireplace, done with coal, to make the oven
hot. Anyhow, whatever it was, the maid had done the
"cantletti" somehow, six or ten cutlets and I don't know how
she did it or if she had forgotten about them in the oven,
but when mother came back in the evening and she went into
the kitchen before dinner to check over everything as it
should be, and she tasted the cantletti, they were hard as
stone. I remember I was standing in the doorway, the maid
was next to the stove and my mother was next to kitchen table
where the cantletti rocks lay next to the potatoes waiting to
be served on the china plate. My mother stuck a fork into
them, and the fork would not go into them. So she took them
into her hand, one at a time, and started to hurl them across
the kitchen at the maid. "You idiot! You dumbhead! You
Balvanske kop!" my mother was shouting." My father began to

laugh. "The cutlets ," he spluttered, " the cutlets, were
flying into the maid," he raced on, "and the maid was fencing
them off, this way, that, she ducked,... and with every throw

of the cutlet, "he took a short breath," mother hurled an
insult along with it." He was laughing between the words, his
voice skipping along as it reenacted the barrage of the
cutlet grenades. " And and.. as they were hard, " he said
laughing, " they were bouncing all over, falling, from up the
floor, boing... to the oven, boing onto the wall, and onto
the oven ... oh oh, it was, oi, it was something to see,
just like in the films..." his voice escalated, gleeful,
almost to a boyish whoop..."and when I saw all this, ?
couldn't help it, I just began to laugh. And Mother, in her
rage, looked at me and started to scream at me: "What are you
laughing at, you imbecile?" and smacked my face! Just l%ke
that, smacked my face, until T ran out erying," hg exclalmed,
his voice high and agitated, still boyish and excited, still
victim of surprise.
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Then his voice dropped to a lower register, the adult was
back, the old reminiscer, as he concluded:"That is how it was
with my mother. Very strong character." He paused for a
moment. Reverence. Remembrance.

"Yah" he said into the sgilence.

I started to say something, but he interrupted me. That was
not to be the concluding testimony. He carried on: "But a
heart of gold," he stated. There was no argument. I was not
to know any better or worse. This is my grandmother as she is
passed down to me, late in my life, after my own mother is
long dead and gone. A chance now for me to meet a female
relative far away from home, in a neutral setting, through
scattered second-hand memories. Is that how we are to be
remembered? Incidents that stick in the mind only because
they are so unusual? Out of the ordinary moments that
transcend the day-to-day brushing of the hair and routine
bedtime stories and nagging petty reminders to play safe and
chew carefully. 1Is that it then? Are we to be remembered
for something other than our daily presences, by those who
happen to be standing witness to our folly or bravado.

For those unexpected moments in which we either rise or fall
to the event that challenges us. Or are we remembered
regardless, for just having been there, as a partner to the
relationship, as a significant other in the true sense. For
having shared that scrap of time in a unique way.

"A true heart of gold," he repeated, his tone somber. "Near-
ly winter, already colder and so on. We could not open the
windows already.. we had double windows. In between the
double windows we had a layer of cottonwool, and on the
cotton we would put red berries or I used to make from paper
or paper mache, a little mannekin or some decoration, just to
decorate..it should look pretty and happy in the cold months.
You see, the windows on the outside would open outwards, and
the windows to the inside would open towards us. And then we
used to have a lot of people coming into the yard, hawkers
and sellers, you understand, coming to make announcements to
the several floors, we had three floors in our building,
about their wares; "Shmattes, shmattes, give me your old
clothes", my father imitated their sing-song calls, "Glass
Repairs, Glass Repairs!" "I sharpen knives, scissors, best
sharpening.." all these artisans used to come around and
shout up to the closed windows,but we heard them, and then
somebody used to send the maid down to do this and this for
fifty groshes or something like that. NOw from time to time
in the spring or summer there were others like a duo or trio
to do a circus stunt, like a man who would take a sword and
swallow it down his throat, or inhale a flame and put needles
in the tongue or a man who would juggle fruit or sometimes
torches, all that kind of entertainment for children to
marvel at. ANd I remember that my mother always used to give
me five groshes or even ten groshes to fold in a piece of
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paper to throw it down to the acrobat from the window. But
whenllt was already October, or November, I used to go
outside myself downstairs to the street level, I used to wrap
a warm scarf around my neck, and go down to give the money to
the street performers. Never, she never let somebody, the
performers or the poor beggars, go without giving them
something. A few groshes, or some bread or some potatoes,
always something to share. Never said "I don't have." ANd
she told me that in her home, back in Russia, in St Peters-
burg it was like that. But in particular, there were two
people that she was especially kind to. One was a gypsy who
used to sing Russian ballads. He would be dressed in a
colorful fringed shawl, with a big round black chapeau,
SPanish style, you know, always on his head. HIs boots, for
instance, were boots different to normal boots, red or blue
or some color, and he played the guitar with these gloves
where his fingers would be sticking out through the open
holes. You know, we would throw him the money and the money
would fall and were lying all around him , and this gypsy
singer, he never picked it up until he finished the song." My
father paused. I could sense he was fighting back tears.
The dam of tears that lies dormant, always threatening to
overspill as a result of abundant nostalgia, old age and
lossed beloveds all flowing together at the same time. Too
much water. We human beings are saturated at 89% anyhow, so
anything extra in the way of watery emotion will either seep
out, or at best form itself into a tightly rolled up little
lump that sits and sticks in our throats. I knew my father
was struggling with that lump. He took the extra breaths
necessary to turn the viscous knot into words that flowed
soft and slow with a liquidity akin to the evocative ballads
sung by a phantom gypsy..

He breathed, then allowed his voice to strum: "He used to
come with a guitar and strum the guitar and sing Russian
stories about love and desires and romance." My father's
voice was lyrical and breathy, his words were gentle breezes.
"There was once one very famous composer and singer, a
RUssian by the name of Vertinsky, it was Ah...people knew of
him for miles around, the famous melodies and lyrics of
Vertinsky, " he elongated the name. "And I remember one song
by him, about Singapore, an evening in Singapore, and a girl
and a man, and this is the last night together, and he is
leaving....she remains, and all kinds of ....Ahhh..." he
stopped. It was too much. The dam could contain it no more.
He sighed, like some humid wind that stops quietly to release
its soggy load. A soft spring shower, dense with forgotten
romances. It was painful for me to watch him, his eyes
becoming more watery than even an old man's eyes should. "My
mother used to stand at the window and gaze out to him, and
she used to hear him singing, "my father's voice broke, " and
she used to cry.." he sobbed. "I stood at the window and I
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crigd with her," my father cried, his voice high and sad,
crying with the forever ageless tears of a young little boy.
He was crying now, as few men do, unashamed, awash in
emotion. "Such beautiful stories," he sobbed, " and I
understood, it was Russian, pure pure Russian, singing..." he
paused, his sobs subsiding a little now, hard rains turning
to soft drizzle. " And she used to put out everything that
she had in her purse, all the small change," GIve it to him,
Give 1t to him, she said to me, and I would run down and give
it to him...." he paused, the sudden shower over, relief come
and gone, and then with a ironic twist, he said, "and so I
suppose he knew to come to our place very very often," my
father smiled and chuckled.

"ANd when he was finished with his song, he would take
off his large hat, with a big sweep, and do a very deep bow
first to this side of the building, then to the other, all
around, to all the windows of the buildings, to all the
women, ladies and maids who were leaning out of the windows
listening and crying to his songs of love."

"Uh" he grunted once more, "I remember asking our RUssian
friend Mishka Lenitzky, you remember him with the big beard,
I remember asking him one day if he knew songs by Vertinsky,
and as soon as I mentioned that name, he began to sing: Oh
dum de rumpum pah dah -Singa..poreh, poreh.. he knew the
whole song, he could remember it all. It was world famous,
he told me, Mishka said." ANd then my father began to sing
himself, in his basso voice in RUssian, about Singapore ".Ya

vas loobloo, daragaya, wstrechnaya ..vsiegda was droog... , a
typical lyrical RUssian ballad melody. "All about these far,
faraway foreign lands..." he concluded, " Yah, it reminded me

of my mother," his voice now fading to a whisper, "she was
always so generous to those entertainment people.™

I wanted to tell you what I heard about what happened
between my father and mother. My father, as you remember I
told you, was always travelling around Europe with his work.
He was very seldom at home. I always received beautiful
presents from him when he returned home. Now we had a friend
who was my father's friend, Blumenthal, his name was, a
friend of the family so to speak, not married, who spent a
lot of time at our house. And when my father would travel,
before he left he would say to to him, Please come over and
help out with Vava and my son. Vavushka must not be by
herself, you know how she loves to dress up and go out to
dances and films shows, so you must be her escort while I am
away. He knew how much my mother loved to go out dancing and
have a fun time, and it was not his custom to dance, he was a
head shorter than my mother. And so that is what happened.
Blumenthal and my mother went to places while my father was
away. I presume that there was some kind of romance there,
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that is what I believe. Anyhow people began to talk. Because
when my father arrived once, I was about four or five, my
grandfather was still alive, and he called him in and spoke
to him and there were rumors in town about my mother going
around with this particular man who was the owner of the only
mineral water factory in the town. He was what you might
nowadays call a very eligible bachelor, what Dora in those
days called; A goldene yugendt... a golden youth, good-
looking, always generous with money, a party-person, a good
dancer who knows how to mix with different people and always
seeking to have a good time. NOw I'm not sure what happened,
if something did or didn't between my mother and Mr.Blumen-
thal. However I do remember her telling me:"You must never
in your life have anything to do with anyone by the name of
Blumenthal, never in your life, you promise me now!" But I
cannot imagine what might happened, if it was indeed only
rumor, but I think maybe not. I suppose, I think something
must have happened. NObody of course said anything to me. It
was a different age, parents didn't tell their children too
much of a personal nature, we were just innocent bystanders
mostly. But I do remember the atmosphere in the house. 1
suppose my father confronted my mother, and demanded to know
if there was any truth to what he had heard from his father,
and I imagine that he asked her; "You tell me now what
happened between you and BLumenthal!" "Nothing." "What do you
mean nothing.. the whole town is talking, and I have to come
home and see people look at me in a strange way, and have my
own father call me in and tell my my wife is sleeping around
with my best friend.. I tell you that's not nothing! I want
the truth!

"Well, the truth is that nothing happened . We went out like
you suggested. THat's all."

"I don't believe you, you're lying, you're lying!"

"Oh, I'm lying am I? You're telling ME what happened with me.
Well if that's the way you trust me, and 1if you cannot
believe your own wife, then why don't you just go on home to
your precious Papa and Mama, and live with them, and believe
everything they say. Your father never liked me anyhow. This
would make him extremely happy, wouldn't it. And why don't
yvou just go and make HIM happy, because that's more important
to you than believing your own wife! So go! There's nothing
more to say!"

My father instead of being clever was not clever. And as he
was not clever, he got a divorce.

And so, the end of the story is that my mother got a quick
Jewish divorce. My father, being a Cohen, you know, the tribe
of the holy men, he was able to hold out his hands, his
fingers divided into a V and say "I divorce you, I divorce
you, I divorce you, in front of witnesses and so it was done.

"He was obviously influenced by his father, who had never
really liked your mother, right?" I prodded.
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"Oh, definitely so," agreed my father." And his brother too,
and Sonja the French speaking sister, also didn't like my
mother. They felt that he could have married a very rich
woman in town, perhaps even one of their friends they had in
mind for him. But that is what happened. They got a divorce,
and he told my mother; I will provide for you until you

marry, and I will care for my son. WHich he did ... which he
s il L

And then I remember one day, he came to see me.

NOw my father moved out of our apartment and moved into his
brother's-in-law place, the hotel. He had a beautiful big
space of his own there. He stopped entirely his private
practice as a doctor, and that was the time when he
intensified his travels as representative for the medical
supply company, and so began to travel much more than before.
Of course, he used to vigit us, and take me to the nearby
synagogue, but he was gone away a lot. During that time, not
long after the divorce my father met another woman, an older
woman, Rachel, who was a pediactric doctor. She was very
well educated, French educated, and her father had one of the
biggest shoe factories in town. And so they married, and she
moved in with him into the hotel. And I used to go there and
visit them.

I called her aunty. Aunty Rachel and she was always trying to
be nice to me, but I .. I never gave her the satisfaction of
showing her any real affection. That was only for my mother.
I remember the one time, a special time, when my father went
away. I was about ten, and the big news was that he was
going to America for a long time on some important business.
It was nineteen twenty-nine, and my father had been elected
World President of the Jewish WOrld War One Widows and
Orphans Fund. I remember I was at the station to say goodbye
to him, he went to the United States to collect money for
Europe to help the widows and orphans. He went there and was
met at the docks by family members living there who greeted
him and introduced him to more relatives. I remember the maps
and guide books he sent back to me, I would study New York,
the streets and famous buildings, so that when I first got
here, I remembered it like an old school friend, from way
back. It was familiar from that long time ago. Oh, it was a
big event, my father meeting all the important people and
planning to go around fundraising, it was in all the
newspapers back in Vilna, and then happened the famous Wall
Street collapse." My father paused and smiled a crooked,
sardonic kind of grimace. "ANd my father, the doctor, the
President, in order to eat a meal, had to wash dishes in a
Jewish restaurant in Bronx. Can you imagine that? What
humiliation, the disillusionment! When he returned to Vilna,
he was a broken man, with hardly any money of course, not
for the widows or the orphans or let alone for himself. And
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America, the Goldeneh Medinah, it was not the country of
riches for him. For him there were just bad memories. For him
it was a country of fantasy, where one day you were a
millionaire and the next you were a pauper, oOr even worse, a
man dead from jumping out from a tall building. Yah, he
came back a sad, disillusioned man. But he recovered. He
had help... he was lucky. Aunty Rachel had a brother,an
accountant who married a rich man's daughter, and this
brother was now a managing director of a bank. He helped my
father get back on his feet financially.

So that was my father. ANd my mother, it was a different
story. During the time after the divorce, the brother of my
father's brother's wife, Osnat, his name was Lurie, arrived
from Germany or some other place in Europe, in to town. He
had been away, out of the country, doing all sorts of things
like being with the circus or some such related kind of
irregular business. And now he was returned and come to stay
at his parent's house again. And he was the cause of some
problems. .The old parents had a room for him, but he didn't
want it, he was complaining it was too small, and he refused
to be in their framing business, he didn't like picture
framing, so he was looking around for something better, I
suppose. ANd his sister Osnat came to my mother and started
to plant the seed. She said; "You know, now that your ex-
husband is getting married, what about you?... You shouldn't
be alone like this, with a young boy and all....surely it's
not right. It is not good for him, or for you either for
that matter... vyou should have a man in the house, and a
father for the boy... let me introduce you to my brother...
see what happens, maybe you'll even like him, so what do you
say, huh, alright?"

And there was my poor mother, without anyone, alone in
foreign country, no communication with her family, brothers
and sisters back in Russia, it was 1926 or 7, the BOlshevik
Revolution, the Soviets against foreigners and former
Russians, she couldn't even go back, she was alone in captive
Poland. So she was quite much stranded, with no-one to
advige her, and that Blumenthal person was gone, finished, a
stranger already, he must have had a big fight with my father
and obviously something bad, an argument, with my mother, and
so she was left with nobody. Her girlfriends that she had
were not in a position to help, they were so young and
inexperienced themselves. So there was Osnat, who was busy
persuading my mother to marry her brother, and I believe in a
weak moment, she must have given in and said finally;
"Alright Osnat, you want me to marry your brother, let's get
it over with." And so they got married, my mother and this
Sor (that was his surname) character. There was never any big
love there, ever, at all. It was more or less a marriage of
convenience, to have a man in the house, and it was all nice
and in the family. A workable family business proposal, in
which I had no say at all..
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And she took his name, and T acquired a step-mother when I
was about seven or eight years old.

NOw when I turned twelve, ready for my barmitzvah, my father
and mother had an arrangement for my caretaking. My mother
wanted to leave the country and go to work in a firm in
Warsaw, besides which her life with Sor was not working out.
ANd so I went to live with my father. He had moved out of
the hotel by this time and was living in a very nice second-
floor apartment, with a surgery and waiting room and
everything on Ludwissarka street, which was right on the end
of the street facing the magnificent Napoleon's Palace, which
I told you about. Our building was a four-storey one, and
within the huge gates, was a large cobbled courtyard big
enough for horses and carts to come and rest for the night,
and at that street level was a type of huge resting area,
like»an inn, where you could have coffee and tea and drinks
for perhaps bench-type lodging for the travellers, the
hawkers, and the poor people.

My high school, it was called "gymnasium" ( he pronounced it
Gimnah-ziocom.) was an all boys Catholic school, named after
Adam Mickiewicz, who was Poland's national poet. The school
was situated on Dominikanska Street, opposite the big church,
about five minutes walk from my uncle's house and his adver-
tising business. It was there that I would go after school to
meet my father, and sometimes we would go to the HOtel Europa
to eat lunch, and other times we would go to the corner of
Dominikanska and Trotska, where there was a popular coffee-
house, Cafe Rudnitski, where he would have a black coffee and
for me he would order a coffee with whipped cream on top,
with lots of cinnamon and sugar. It was wonderful, with a
piece of cake. I was about 11 years old at the time, and
about six months into the school year, our class had to put
on a production of a play. It was a performance done in mime,
like a filming of a group of kids representing a school which
is greeting famous dignatories coming to town. The place
where we stood was painted to resemble a train station, and
the train was about to come in. Now out of all the boys in
my class, they chose me, me to play the part of a girl. I
had to give the "dignatory" a bouquet of flowers, and of
course everything was without words, quiet, and I had to make
a curtsey. My mother was there in the crowd of parents, but
my father, he for some reason didn't come. He didn't come.
only my mother was there. She made me a very nice dress, and
my teacher, they were for the most part priests, did the
make-up on my face. It was very interesting. It was the only
time I played a girl. Otherwise I was always a boy in plays."

Now the times between ages 13 and 15 were transition times.
After my barmitzvah it was agreed that I had to move over to
my father's house in Ludwisarska Street. I didn't have too
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many friends where we lived now. My father's house was
centrally located, in the heart of a more commercial area.
THe more Jewish suburbs were much further away. The only
real social life I had was when I went to some other boys
Barmitzvahs. NOw to my own Barmitzvah, I didn't invite any
of those boys. FlIrstly, it was too far for them to come, and
secondly, I was not quite frankly, interested. To me this
Barmitzvah stuff was something I did for my father's sake, he
insisted on it, because truthfully my heart was not in it. I
remember I used to have to go across to the Jewish old part
of the town,the "Ghetto", up the narrow cobbled stone streets
into a poorer area, up the stairs of a ramshakle wooden
building where there was an old Hasid who would rattle away
these foreign sounding words at me. Yababatatam rabatum tum,
he'd be singing and nodding away, his long beard wiping bad
and forth, like a broom, the high wooden table where I sat
writing down the foreign words in Latin phonetics so I could
make learn them to repeat them. I could pick up the melody
alright and I learned the words from my Latin scribbles, and
that's how I had my barmitzvah at the small, old shul where
my father was gabbeh, which was the one five minutes walk
from the first place we lived in on Arsenalska street. When
I used to go and get my little breakfast buns from the
basement bakery in Garbarska Street, just opposite was this
little synagogue, I would see the elder Jews walking around
in the morning from and to prayer, but it really didn't occur
to me that we were from the same type of people, that we are
brothers, no, not at all. To me, to my young eyes, they were
like strange people, talking and dressing differently to us
in our family. But nevertheless, it was there that I went
with my father for services, just like other Jewish boys
would go with their fathers. Mother used to dress me up
nicely, my hair in place, and I would go for Holidays or
Shabbat, and somehow it was not too bad because there in the
shul I used to feel not afraid. I'd run around with the
other young boys, or go inside to my father as he sat in his
gabbeh's place in the front and sit with him for a while,
even though he was engrossed in his mumblings along with the
other hunched over men. THen I'd get bored and run out and
play again with the boys outside in the little courtyard
around the shul. And sometimes I would go with my father, he
would take me for special occassions, to the Great Synagogue
on Nemetska Street. It was an enormously huge Synagogue which
could hold over a thousand people. When I was in Israel
recently, I was there at the Museum of the Communities, and I
saw there a model which is standing on a big table. Somebody

had made an exact copy of the 0ld Great Synagogue of Vilna
and its immediate surroundings. It was perfect. Every

little detail as I remember it. It brought it all back to
me. I saw this tiny model and I cried.

He drew in his breath, as if sipping in and swilling his own
tears that were spilled in front of him.
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" I don't understand why you say you weren't afraid at your
little shul. Afraid of what?" I asked him gently. ."Explaln
to me why it is that you even comment on being afraid?"

"Well," he looked at me in surprise. "It was just a little
type of house, comfortable like one's home. Not cavernous
and scary like the cathedrals were. It had a completely
different feeling to the cathedrals. In the cathedral I was
always very scared. They had all those giant stone figgres
looming out from the tall walls, looking at me from behind
columns, and some of those Barons and knights who died , they
made statues of them, paid big money to have them built, and

all those monuments and angels and gargoyles for a little
boy, well it was very very scary."

"ER Dad," I interrupted, wonderingly. " I don't understand,
what were you doing in cathedrals, for God's sake?" I
realized I had made an unintentional pun, and smiled to
myself. "Why were you ever there?"

"Please," my father replied impatiently, as if I shoul@
have known the answer implicitly. As if I was not listening
properly and attentively the first time.

"I grew up going to Cathedrals... before even I stepped
inside a shul!" he declared. "It was my governess who took
me there. She was a Catholic, always with a big cross
hanging from her neck. Every day, I told you, she and I,
would go out for a walk. Next to our home, the very next
street was the beautiful main Avenue, on both sides wide
pavements, kept clean, tall trees with multitude of leaves,
big department stores and little shops and cafes and bistros
We would walk around and sometimes we would go the basement
bazaar of all sorts of fresh fruit. Like a fruit market. And
then opposite was the Colonial Shop, a shop of all sorts of
foods from all over the world. ANd the smell of that shop,
ah, with the spices and the chocolate and candy, it was
magical. And then we would walk back and it would bring us
to the big dark Cathedral in the Square, facing the begining
of the main Avenue. We would walk down the long aisle and she
would quietly go into a pew, then she would pray, kneel down
and pray, and I would stand ther next to her, she told me not
to kneel like her, I must stand, and so I would be left to
stand and look up at the huge pointy ceilings. And all
around me were either marble coffins with stone statues lying
down on them, or these grey dead people standing in their
suits of armour with swords and lances peering at me with
anger in their bulging grey eyes which had holes pierced in
them. I remember sometimeg T had nightmares with statues
coming to life to get me for something. Perhaps it was
because I had not brayed properly to them, I thought. Soon
of course, I would know by heart the words of the Catholic

we
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prayer, which helped me much later at school when I could
understand a little what the boys were saying."

"But at my school, I was mostly with the other Jewish
boys. Especially when we were about fifteen and sixteen.
Anti-semitic feelings were very high, very high at the time.
And we were in a Catholic school, only six or seven Jews, and
they were all against us. So we Jewish boys made an
arrangement. We arranged to meet after school to go to
whoever lived nearest, and sit down and work out the lessons
for our homework together, and in this way we progressed and
kept on top of our studieg, and in the top ten places in our
classes. ANd some of the boys who were very aggressive
learned about our little scheme, our study group, and they
wanted to join our group. SO we said Yes! We will tell you
exactly what we are doing and so you will also be well
prepared for school. but on one condition... you will be our
guards! If anyone threatens us, you have to stand up for us
and protect us. And they agreed. ANd it happened that way.
And soon the whole atmosphere changed. We would sometimes
stay after school in the classroom, and the priests would be
so pleased with this arangement. And so we made our bargain.

NOw I was friendly only with one Gentile boy--George
Haidukewitz. A Pole. A tall blonde fellow, whose father was
a banker. They lived very near to us off Arsenalska street.
He used to come visit me sometimes, and we would walk home
together from school. I would go to my place and then he
would carry on walking to his. He was part of this study
group too. We got along fine together, becuase we had

similar interests... stamps, reading, discussions of
politics, you know how it is with boys. And then one day he
invited me over to his place. I think we were planning to do

homework together. We came in to his apartment. The servant
opened the door, and his mother was there inside waiting, and
he walked over to her, greeted her and kissed her hand. ANd
then she said "Hello" to me, and stretched out her hand to
me. SO I walked up to her, took her hand and I shook it. I
didn't know that way of the Poles; in my house we didn't kiss
hands on welcome. ANd then she asked me "Where are you from?"
And I told her, and then she asked my name, and when she
heard my Jewish sounding name, she didn't say anything to me,
but turned around to her son and told him to go upstairs.
"George," she said to him, "you have to go upstairs now. YOu
don't have time to entertain your guest right now, so I'm
afraid he will have to go home." THen she showed me the door,
and said something like thank you for coming, and then as I
walked out, the maid closed the door behind me. George told
me the next day that his mother had said he cannot play with
anyone who does not know the routine of kissing the mother's
hand. I was very angry with him. "WHy didn't you tell me?"
I yelled at him , and he yelled back that he didn't know I
didn't know about such things, and I remember how very angry
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I felt. But, we still liked each other and remained friends
without going to each others' houses. The end of the story
of George is, that when he finished his final year, he was
one of the top students, he went on to university and we were
still friendly at university. I had lent him a book that was
very dear to me, and when the German occupation of Lithuania
began, and we were forced, us Jews to be confined in the
Ghetto, one day I used a group that was going out of the
Ghetto as a work unit, (I had enquired the location of the
work which was near to where GEorge lived), and I went out
with them. When I was near his house, I quickly splipped away
into his building. I had found out he had moved, his father's
bank had folded soon after the Soviet occupation and now he
lived with his granny far away in the industrial section of
the town. So there I was. I knocked on his door, and when he
opened it and saw it was me, I remember his look of surprise
that was a look of terror too. He was so afraid that I had
come to visit him. He just wanted to give me the book and
some food and to get rid of me. I could not believe it. He
was so nervous of either being caught or of having me there,
that he kept saying over and over again; Please for the love
of God, go, leave us in peace, but go, go now. I cannot do
anything for you, please go!" Can you imagine? I explained to
him that I could not go then, I had to wait until the unit
returned when I would join up with them again to return to
the Ghetto. He had to go out later and he didn't want to
leave me alone with hisg old granny, he was so scared. He was
just rushing me to go all the time. I remember it . I looked
at him and said: George, my dear friend, what is the story
with you? We have known each other for so long, and now you
look at me with scared eyes, and push me out your house? Is
this how you treat a friend, a friend you trusted with
intimate secrets and romances and thoughts? Is this what you
do now to an old friend? " ANd he locked at me, with his
panic in his eyes, and he relied:" Well, this is life, this
is life. 1If they find you here, I will be dead. I don't want
to die. Please understand, I don't want to die. I'm sorry, I
just cannot help you. You must understand."

My father took a deep sigh, and let out his breath in an
elongated stretching out of the word "Ya..ah". In that one
word of conclusive affirmation, he condensed a lifetime of
judgement, pity, disappointment and regret. It was all
contained in that one little breath, that one audible sigh
that moaned quietly for the next generation.

He continued; "The story ends very very bad. During the war,
something happened to him that made him have to leave Vilna.
As other Polish people. ANd when I enquired later from other
people that I met when Poland was liberated by the Russians,
what had happened to him , to George, they told me that he is
without a leg in Olstein, a town where many Poles went from
Vilna. They told me he worked in an office somewhere and
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that he wore a wooden leg. SO they suggested I write to him,
and I thought to myself that whatever I had wished him, had
been too little. FOr him to turn away from me, for him to be
scared like that, not to acknowledge me, there was no
forgiveness for that. I would have helped him. IF the
situation were reversed, I would have helped him, like I
helped others when the Russians came. Nah, he got off light
with that wooden leg of his.

"NOw father had a secretary by the name of ALbert Katz, a
young fellow of about twenty-two or twenty-three, who looked
like twenty Jews all in one. He acted as a messenger for my
father's social activities and commitments. Besides being
the head of the family, like the chief of our small tribe of
Jutans, uncles , aunts, brothers and sisters, you see, he was
also involved with civic affairs. He was a city councillor
and honorory President of the Volunteer Firemen of Vilna,
which had ten different branches, and Albert used to be the
one to deliver letters and speeches to all these different
places for my father. He was also fighting for the rights
for the better living conditions of the World War One Jewish
Widows and Orphans. SO he was always busy, always travelling
around to different towns in Poland, and then different
countries like Czechoslovakia and Hungary and especially
Germany. SO as a result, I didn't have too much time with
him. My life was in those years made up of school, and then
sitting in the long dark office of my uncle Samuel. I
remember the big portrait that hung there of the famous
Yiddish writer Peretz.

Now my uncle did not pay too much attention to me, you
remember the story of him and his lack of love for my mother.
But his sister, Aunty Sonja would come over to me sometimes
on her visits to the advertising office, she was the one who
loved to speak French, and ask me questions to see how my
schoolwork was going and then she would test me in French.
Now French was the language which my stepmother, whom I used
to call Aunty, she was fat, very very fat, would sometimes
speak at the house. You know, talking about the fat, I recall
my mother saying something I could never understand fully
then; she told me: "It didn't help her. I wished on her to
have stones, and so she had a miscarriage." I was about seven
or eight at the time, and I couldn't work out why my mother
wished my aunty to have stones.. I thought perhaps she had
stones in her body somewhere, and that was why she was so so
fat. Of course, now I understand. Vavka's dugh! "Vavka's
spirits!". SHe wished her barren. And she got her wish. I
was to remain an only child forever. NOw AUnty tried her
best to educate me, to be kind to me, and look after me in a
motherly way... she was a pediatrician after all. Now I
understand her better. But at the time, as a child I am sure
I hated her. I do remember making it my mission to be
deliberately ungrateful and unkind to her. After all, she
was not my true mother. SHe did not deserve my feelings of
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gratitude. Only my mother, she was the one to whom I was to
remain faithful in my love.

"But for most of these years my most favorite companions
were the books. It was arranged by my father one day that I
would go after school up the hill to one of the sisters of my
stepmother. She had a very big house way up on the top of a
hill and her two daughters, Fruma and Sara, and the two
daughters of another sister, Leah and Basya, there was always
a whole family coming to the house and this aunty Bella would
prepare a big lunch for all of us to eat. All these girls
and me. And afterwards we could do our lessons there, or
maybe talk or play a while, or simply I would decide to go
home after lunch. So, I used to go down the hill, down the
very sloping hill, walk down, down to the bottom where
there was a "holzmarket" a wooden open air marketplace with
leaning stalls full of fishes, and fresh fruits and
vegetables, and the smell of salt and earth and greens mixing
together. And I would walk down through there on that steep
hill, and right at the bottom, at the edge in Zawalna Street
was a wooden shack in which an old Jewish man kept used
books for renting and sellings. ANd there I used to buy, and
sometimes borrow, the magnificent books of Karl May and Jack
London and other in the same Western adventures field.
Afterwards I learned that Karl May was jailed in Germany,
wrote all these fascinating about the Red Indians and their
wars with the "pale faces" from his memories of adventures he
had in the Americas. He was the one who brought to life for
Europe's youth the wide open spaces of North America and the
tales of Indians and Cowboys. I remember the names: OLd
Tomahowck, and Winatoe, Old Shatterhand and Big Kowtou and
others.I used to browse in that dark little hut, like a
little cave it was, a cave of treasures that were all books,
and I used to love the smell of the musty books. It was my
interest to flip through the pages and read some pieces in
the middle, like a taste you know, to see if it was something
I would like, some adventure with nature and the elements,
somewhere far away. In those years I would read books by
Ferdinand Cooper, Defoe, the one about Gulliver's travels,

all fascinating to me. ANd there I also discovered Karl May.
And this how I started to addict myself to books.

And it was during this time, that one day, while I was
walking back from school, a group of local gentile boys
jumped on me and beat me up. YOu see, in Vilna I looked very
Jewish. Dark hair, soft skin, largish nose I suppose, even
though I had on my school uniform from the Catholic School,
with the crest on the arm of the jacket, it did not prevent
them from attacking me and calling at me: Zhid parchaty (ill
blotted Jew) Jewboy, why did you kill our Lord, you Christ
Killer, you pay for that!, things like that, and the end of
the story is that I was beaten up. And when this happened,
another boy, a little bit bigger than I, was passing by on
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the other side of the road, and when he saw what was
happening he came over and started fighting those boys and
then they ran away. He helped me up and offered me his
hankerchief to wipe the blood off my nose, my nose was
bleeding already, and he asked me what had happened. He
didn't look at all Jewish. I was about fourteen I think, or
fifteen. THen he said to me: You have to belong to a fighting
group of JEwish boys, scouts like, because we must not allow
to be at the mercy of the antisemites. We Jews cannot allow
ourselves to be victims of these bullies any longer, don't
you agree? ANd his name was Smulgovsky. Mishka Smulgovsky.
ANd he walked me home. Now we didn't live any more at Ludwi-
sarska street, but over the Green Bridge in Kalvariska
Street, number twenty. It was a very beautiful home, a big
house, with a maid, and we even had a horse and cart of our
own for my father's outings.In the baseent was his surgery.
It was in a poorer part of town, interestingly enough,
because my father was very socialistically minded. Now this
Misha walked back with me, and we discovered that he lived
nearby, at the entrance of the Green Bridge, where his father
had a restaurant, with liquor, which was very important. ANd
so we became very good friends. He introduced me to the youth
movement of Betar. ANd as I did not know any Yiddish, he
introduced me to a particular group of students in this
movement who had formed the "Massada" offshoot of Betar. It
was made up of more assimilated Jewish youth, intellectually,
scholastically inclined and from the more affluent profess-
ional parents. ANd soon enough they recognized my leadership
qualities and I was made secretary of that group. ANd this
is how my life became more interesting, because I would go
off to the main Jewish Library and read up on the lives of
Jewish thinkers and leaders, and learn the difference between
Socialism and REvisionism, and get information about all the
historical events in the Zionist movement; who was Weitzman
and Herzl, The Balfour Declaration, who was Bialik, all kinds
of things I had never heard before. And so I became an
active Zionist in the youth movement of Zeev Jabotinsky.

"Was it a boys' and a girls' mixed group?" I asked. My
father had signed me up when I was a teenager to enter the
same Betar movement, even though most of my friends belonged
to the other more Socialist party. It was not a question of
choice for me though. My father's history became a dictated
legacy for his first-born.

"Oh yes. Boys and girls group, ANd for the first time I
understood what it means that girls are going after boys. I
used to get secret letters from three girls at the same time.
One was Smolgovsky's sister, she was two years younger. WE
accepted a lot of people. ONe day, a young girl, actually
Katrina Karloff, you remember her, she was about nine, and
she came and said in her little voice: I want to join. I want
to belong to the organization. ANd so I asked her if her
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mother knew about this, and she replied yes. So I told her, I
was the secretary now , I was about sixteen or seventeen, I
think, that her mother must bring her. I remember a very
small woman came in with a big mouth, shouting and yelling at
us : what is the problems with you all, I signed my daughter
up , and now you say I must bring her in myself! What, you
don't trust us? and on and on.. and so I just said to her ,
please, we need you to sign a form here and pay the
membership dues and she calmed down and huffed and puffed and
did what she had to do, I remember. I heard later that she,
Katrina's mother, was an innkeeper. She was the woman who
took in the boarders who slept on hammocks in the roomg they
would stay there for a night, and the little girl, Katrina
would have to help with delivery of tea or vodka, or whatever
else in fod served there .She wasg, only nine years old and
coming faithfully to the meetings, she liked her uniform and
all, with the interesting activities she became a good
member of her unit. This is Katrina Karloff Story.

Now back to my "teenage loving stories".So one was this
sister of Misha Smolgovsky, and one was Lilka Levinuvna.
Lilka was a lovely girl. Her father had the only factory in
Vilnius of toilet paper, which he couldn't sell much. ANd he
also made from thin papers, the filter paper for do-it-
yourself cigarettes. And the love story was that we used to
meet after the early evening meetings, usually once a week
at about nine o'clock, and we would walk to her home, and she
would invite me in and make some tea or give some cake, and
we would sit and keep hands together, maybe a smotch now and
again, to kiss, or listen to the music on the radio, and then
I used to say goodbye and give her a squeeze or something,
and that was that. That was Lilka Levinuvna. THen there was
another smallish girl, Bela Lichterman. SHe was very
aggressive. She had decided that I was predestined for her,
she told me, and she was not happy that I was spending time
with the others, with Lilka especially. I just used to smile
at her, appease her, you know. SHe'd say "something in you is
attracting me so strongly, it must be destiny, and I would
smile and say YEs Yes Yes, and then she'd say "WHen did you
go with her? and I'd answer: NO, no, no, I didn't go with
her... her father wanted me to walk her home, that's all.™"
"You didn't stay with her, huh?" "NO, no no, I didn't stay
with her, okay." But with this Bela either, I could not go up
to her place, because her father was very strict and would
not allow us up. SO I would stay downstairs on the street
with her and give her a smotch and a squeeze and talk a
little and then I would walk home in the evening. Sometimes
us boys from the group would arrange to meet at a corner and
just be together also. But this was the story of the three
girls whom I .. I ... I didn't like them even. Lilka I
liked. But the others, well, it was just a kind of passing
time, and being of service, you know. Actually, it was a
gervice." My father started to laugh. " A number of us guys
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in the head command made it our policy to be nice to all the
mgmbers, especially the female ones. We couldn't afford/
didn't want to lose them from the movement!"

Now I remember one of the other fellows, he went with a
girl called Mira. SHe lived not far away from where we held
ocur meetings. She didn't want to go straight away home, so
she would say: Oh I will walk around with you guys, and then
you will take me back home. ANd sometimes I would take her
home, and then she was the one who would tell me: Oh this one
loves you, and this one really loves you, and so on and so
on, and she was very interested in being the matchmaker,
because after all she already had a boyfriend and was
enjoying all the benefits of young romance, and so she was
rather eager to pass it on to me, I suppose.

ANd this was the beginnings of the loves stories, of
my forays into the world of girls. But my true interest lay
elsewhere. I was interested in someone not from this circle
at all. HEr name was Vera Lerman. SHe was blonde, tall,
very well groomed always. She was the daughter of a doctor,
my father's friend, and her mother was a piano teacher. They
lived far away from us, in another part of town, in a huge
apartment house in a eight floor building, the only one in
Vilna that had an elevator. I was very often there in her
place, and I was a very accepted guest, because of the status
my family had. And in Vilna, one's status, that is who your
parents were and what they did for a living was very
important. We were very aware, I speak especially in the
Jewish community, of who was of upper class, professional
educated type people, as opposed to the mercantile lower
class of shopkeepers and tradespeople. ANd Vera was
definitely, in her look and manner, from the upper class.
Very elegant. Very noble looking. Yes, that is who in my

heart I really thought of.

"How did you meet her?"

"Hmm, I don't know.." he said quizzically. He thought for a
moment. A silent sifting through the faded memory cards,
tracing back, back, sorting through time and place, far into
the cool recesses where once red-hot passions lie blackened,
long ago burned out by the apathy of time. Is it really
important where and how they met, I think now that I have
asked for that information, or is it more important to merely
rekindle the feeling, the cherished memory of a soul once

known and desired.

" Well, I think it was, ... ah yes, I know, I know . We met
the first time, they were from the fifteenth of June till the
end of AUgust, always in the summertime.... on a 'dacha'.

A dacha was about fifteen kilometers from Vilna, in the
country, in the forests, near a river, the place was called
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Tsharn Boor (it means Black Forest) where the peasants lived
there year around. We used to rent a room in the peasant's
house, which was always a better room than they themselves
had, a special room for the 'letnyakes', for the summer
people. The train used to bring on the Friday evenings, all
the parents, to spend the weekends in the country houses, and
on Monday mornings off they would go back to work again. But
my father used to come here and stay on as the doctor, with
his own surgery, you see, and that is why we had a lot of
eggs and bread and cheese and butter, and chickens which was
the way the peasants would repay my father for his doctoring.
My stepmother would come mostly for the weekends, because she
was working in the hospital with the children.

Now Verka used to come with her parents also to this
same place,and being housed about ten minutes walk from our
home. We used to take walks along the river banks, it was
always shallow with many stones and a little bit of water at
our spot, and one day our parents met and recognized each
other as doctors and so we had visits together. THis is how I
met Vera. And I was very much... very much in love with her.
I suppose if I think back now, she was my first true love.
But it was not to be consumated as I would have like it. THe
intimacy was very interesting. She never allowed me to make
love to her, but she enjoyed very much a different way. We
would take off our clothes and lay down next to each other,
and she would let me lie on top of her, and then we would
slowly let our bodies move together and rub each other, and I
was to come in a handkerchief or something. And so we would
masturbate each other, and that was how we enjoyed each
other's bodies. " My father gave a snort of a laugh. " It was
very interesting in those days.." he chuckled. I wasn't sure
if it was a sniff of mockery at the prententiosness of sexual
purity, or an ironic dismissal of lost opportunity. Perhaps
it was quite simply, the chuckle of a wise man finding the
humor now in the past clumsiness of adolescent lust.

Whatever it was, he continued his little grunts of amusement.
Then with a smile of a wily country cat remembering the treat
of milk after a day's catch of mice, my father continued:

"But, but at the same time, the peasant's daughter,
Yadviga... let me see, I was fifteen, so she was about
seventeen, she was the one who introduced me into the whole
story of the act of lovemaking. We used to play together,
and one day she said she had something to show me, we always
examined nature things together, because coming from the
city, frogs and rabbits and chickens were all very
interesting to me. So I went with her to see what it was in
the barn, and we climbed up the ladder into the hayloft, and
she said I had to follow her into the back corner there where
it was dark, and so I did. ANd then she giggled, I remember
her face was hot and sweaty, red in the cheeks, I thought it
was from all the climbing, and then suddenly she pulled up
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her skirts and I saw in a panic that she was not weari
underwear. And so my lessons in the barn began. SHe ;ngzgy
me all the working parts of a peasant girl, what and how and
what to do and how to do it, and she told me it was alright
to take off my pants and do it to her. And so, there in the
barnf became our lovemaking place. We would do it from time
to time. But a funny thing, she would always demand something
from me after we were done. Or it has to be gift, or a favor,
or something special to show her that T thank her for a good
time, I suppose. ANd one day I remember, we were there in
thg dark corner, when she heard her father calling her. I
quickly jumped up, pulled up my pants and escaped quietly
through the back door. Now he came in and when she showed
herself, she was all hot and sweaty and red in the face as
usual, and her father thinking that she had been up to no
good, he beat her. HE took a whip to her, and beat her up.
She told me afterwards what he had done. She laughed. She
said: "The silly old man didn't even realize there was a boy
there with me. He only thought I was playing alone with
myself, or maybe he even thought I was doing it with some
animal, crazy man! We have to remain pure until marriage, you
know. It is a sin. But I don't care. I do it my way as my
body tells me. I don't want to be a nun, psheh!" SHe spat
three times. "What am I supposed to do with my feelings, huh,
sweet boy? But that's okay... how is he ever going to Eind
out that his precious daughter, the virgin, is a cracked egg
already, ha ha ha," and she laughed. "In the meantime we make
fun, huh? We make the corn grow, huh, sweet dark-haired
boy?" And then she made me make love again, right there in
her own room.

" ANd it was about this time, through the organization,
when I met Malka." He paused. "Malka," he repeated, his
voice turning serious. Summer in the hay had disappeared.

THe way he said her name, it felt like a new character had
stepped forward onto the stage, and one had the feeling she
was to play quite an important role.

"I was already about seventeen when I met her." He took a

deep breath. "Malka loved nature. SHe loved to go to the

hills, to the parks, to the lakeside, loved to go on long

walks, that was Malka. SHe was thinnish, very intelligent. hr "
SHe had a friend, whose name I sometimes remember and &Agm
sometimes I forget again. But they were inseperable, Malkg

and this friend of her. And she was as fat as Malka was thin.

SHe had a roundish face with a lot of pimples, I remgmber,

but always smiling, always with a quiet shy little giggle.

They stayed in the centre of town, near a monastery, because

Mr. Lazar, it was Malka Lazar, had his big electric supply

shop right there in the middle of town. HE was a very fat

man with a very thin wife. It was very funny to look at them
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together. HE was a very rich man, but no culture. His life,
he had made lots of money from his electrical business, was
just shop to home, shop to home. No music, no art, no books,
no culture at all. In fact he behaved like a fat boorish
nouveau riche man. Their house was unkempt and all they
talked about was material things and of course, money. ANd
this Malka was a spoilt girl. SHe had the best of everything.
Beautiful clothes, beautiful shoes, and all the time: "I pay,
don't worry, I have the money. I pay." SHe was always
generous to everyone in the organization. SHe was the one who
would volunteer to spend on food for everyone if we went out
as a group, donating money to the organization. And one day
we all were on a big outing, we had arranged a hike on one of
the nearby mountains, and we had all gone together. ANd so
we were walking, and as she is next to me, she pulls at my
arms and says to me: "Come, let's go up a little further, I
know a nice place where we can watch the birds a little
higher up. Come with me." There were only about ten minutes
or so left for our "Tiyul" our hike, and I was anxious that
we didn't miss the rest of the group by going off somewhere
else. "Don't worry," she assured me.." we will be back in
time. IT doesn't take long." We were with another couple,
walking, and then they went off somewhere, and Malka held me
by the hand and pulled me up after her. And so I followed
her, she was always athletic, and a good climber. And soon
she brought me to a place and it was a cave. So I said "No, I
am claustrophobic a little, I don't know if I want to go in
there, Malka." And she said to me "No, don't worry, it will
be fine. Look, it really isn't a proper cave. COme look here,
it has an opening.. look you can see the sky through this
hole up here, isn't it beautiful? Please come in here and
just take a look, you'll see. The view is spectacular." SHe
was very excited in her voice and she kept urging me towards
her where she stood in the cave. So then I went inside and
yes, I could see, it was not like a cave so much, but like a
grotto with a hole up in the roof of the cave through which
the sunlight was pouring in, you could see the sky peeping
through, and further along, there was a wide opening on the
gide that looked out at the view down the mountain, and on
the floor of the cave, it was more like a giant hollowed out
rock, was a soft carpet of moss and grass. And once I had
stepped inside, Malka laid herself down on this soft carpet
and said to me, I was just standing there in the middle of
this cave, she said: "Come lay yourself down next to me," and
so I did. And then she started to kiss me and .. well she
really started to go for it." He paused to swallow, his jaw
moving a little. He pursed his lips, as if to hold back words
that would reveal too much. As if the experience was
destined to remain forever lost in a cave somewhere high on a
mountain, with not even the crudeness of carved out names to
mark the moment of a serious young boy's uncertain demise
into temptation. He was choosing the words carefully. The
secrecy of that cave was being respected. After all the
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talking taht came before, this paused now, at the mouth of
the cave, seemed longer than a lover's moan.

"ANd she had it," he stated succintly. Silence broken,
Desire satiated. The spoilt Malka got what she wanted yet
again, his voice seemed to betray. And I gave it to her, his
words said smugly. Mission accomplished. Wipe the hands.
"And I said to her," he continued, his voice now relieved,
heading on back down the mountain, out of the cave and its
moist nature sodden air, "why did we have to come all the way
up here to do this?" He was laughing now, amused at his own
wittiness, dismissing the whole incident in a toss of the
eyebrow, "we could have stayed at home and had a much more

comfortable bed..." he smiled sardonically, still speaking to
Malka of the cave. "And she replied, NO, no, it had to be
like this, out in the open,,...this is a so much more

romantic way of making love. This is how it should be.
Natural, part of nature. OUt in the open, under the gky."

His tone was mocking, his voice imitating Malka like a drag
queen who cannot refrain from indulging in the anger of
overacting. I remember this tone from my own experience as a
child ---the voice and the mocking smiling eyes from the God
I adored. How he could make one feel insignificant in a
flash, with a twist of his face, or a narrowing of the mouth.
Oh, you have ideas of your own, do you? the lips would
snarl. Oh you think it is so easy and wonderful to be a free
spirit, huh, and believe in airy fairy things, do you? His
eyes would glare to the beat of hig grinding jaw that made
his high temples move up and down, up and down in silent
scorn and ridicule. Silly you, with your wishes and your

- fanciful thoughts, don't answer back, and your head in the
air, silly girl! He could make you feel humiliated just for
having a thought, just for being interested in dreams, he
could. Just for being female. That is how it felt to me.
The laugh that dangled you helpless.

"So this is the story of Malka. Malka the nature lover...
he continued, his eyes still twinkling. He had come down to
more familiar territory, safely away from Malka's cave, back
on the ground where he could walk with more assurance, recall

events with more bravado.
"And then she used to invite me to her house, when she knew

that her parents were going to be away. And her younger
sister would be fast asleep, and then we would make love in

her room."
"SHe was how old, did you say?" I asked him.

"Well, I was seventeen, so she was a year younger, she was
sixteen," he answered.

"Sixteen!" I repeated, incredulously. She was so young, I
thought to myself. I realized suddenly that I had had such a
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different picture planted in my head of young people in those
So-called olden days. Those prewar days about which we were
led to believe that girls were supposed to have had strict
Vietorian morals, and our generation had been nurtured on
purified images of prudish virginal maidens who married young
and then spawned us, woe is me, flaming revolutionaries. ang
it was we alone, the sixties bra and groundbreakers who
finally led all women to their eventual sexual liberation and
into the realm of free love. Now wait just a minute.
Something wrong with this picture! I was beginning to
question that misguided image. It appeared from the story of
Malka, the cave siren, not to mention Yudviga the Panting
Polish Peasant that teenagers had been acting on the firm
convictions of their hormones no matter what era they were
born into. The rest was just good public relations or great
big whopping lies.

"She had a very strong desire to have sex," my father said
matter-of-factly. He broke into my train of thought, and
confirmed my musings. I felt betrayed. I had spent my whole
adolescence under the very tight reins of this very man, this
man who was now divulging all the passions of youth to me, to
ME, who had been reprimanded at every turn to act like a
lady and keep my mouth and my legs closed at the best of
times. Yah!

He continued his story. "One day she invited me over to her
house. I came over there and I see that her friend is with
her there too. Oh, I just had her name now, er... Nah..
Nat.. Natalie..Let us call her Natalie for now. Oh no, gh .
no, I have it. NOw I know, it came to me now! Natasha—— it is
Natasha. Natash Shneiman. That is her name. The friend of
Malka. So Natasha sits there, and we being talking apd so
on, and then Malka says to me: 'Look,.I want to be fair. And
please, I dont want you to be cross with me."

He %auses. He is searching for the right words, the exact
words.

""We will have sex, 'she says to me. 'But Natasha will be a
part of it."

'"Whoa, what..wha...' I spluttered, I just didn't know what to
say to that. .

'stt listen to me, for a minute, 'she says. 'Listen to me
carefully.'

"It is very interesting, this next five minutes," my fatger
smiles to me. He knows what he i1s about to reveal to me, the

unsuspecting listener. _ .
"Shg 1ookg at me and says to me: We will have a sandwich!

i i ' d you will be
11l be in the middle. SHe will be upder me an
énwéop." MY father looks at me and smiles. "You never heard

about it, huh?
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I sgddenly became aware of the droning sound of a lawnmower
coming from the next house. What was I supposed to say. Oh
sure, Dad, everyone knows about those things. Those kind of
things go on all the time. What I was truly trying to imagine
was the logistics of it, and I was having trouble placing a
half—imagined thin Malka with a vague fat Natasha under a
young image of my father all in the nude balancing on top of
egch cher. SOmehow in my mind they kept falling off and
giggling, and I just couldn't get to the picturing of the sex
part of it. But that was obviously the failure of my
inexperienced imagination. Besides which, the truth of it
was, that I was still struggling with the idea of these girls
daring to do at sixteen, what I in my postchildren
renaissance barely allowed myself to think about in our
modern Aids-infested day. "Dad," I finally heard myself say,

"I .. I .. just can't believe that they were doing this
at sixteen. We, we ... Jjust had such a different picture of
our parents. In fact, you never think of your parents as
youngsters, let alone having sex , doing the ...doing the
nasty, is what the young kids today are calling it..." I said
to him. He was grinning. He was definitely enjoying this
moment, like the faint aftertaste of a good delicious meal,
He was remembering the taste again for a brief second.

"Oh," he smiled, beginning to laugh, "It's very funny. The
parents don't hear from the children what the children are
doing, and the children don't hear from the parents what
they are doing..." He was laughing gleefully, mischievously
now. .. "But we were all doing it, you better believe it, we
were all okay. All having a good time."

"RIght!" he said, announcing that he was carrying on with
the story. "And it was very exciting." Then his voice became
more conspiratory, more soliticously quiet. " And she used
to get red on the face.." he almost whispered.

"Who?" I asked. " Natasha?"
"Natasha," he confirmed. "She enjoyed it. Underneath, you

know. I could hear her breathing and moaning little sounds of
pleasure. ANd afterwards her look of smiling face and
glistening eyes. Like a doll with a painted smile. It was
very strange, but she kept the secret. And afterwards it
became a routine, like this.'

"With Natasha," I said.
"WIth Natasha, yes" he replied. "Natasha underneath, or

Natasha on the side, how ever, and she would play w%th her,
or with herself or whatever. But I, I was always with
Malkaleh, only with Malka."

He stopped for a moment. I feared he was done with this
episode. I wasn't ready to have Malka or Natasha 1eaye the .
bedroom quite yet. I still wanted to get a.clearer picture in
my mind, position them in the bed in a series of wvarious
poses before he went on to whatever else his memory presented
next. For he was the one in control, as always, uh huh, the
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scene director, the rule maker. The one to impart his
knowledge, his dictates, his stories. The one with the power
to cast spells, good or evil, with his words.

He spoke again. "Just to end the story with Natasha", he
declared. His tone was now crisp, precise --- the rounding up
of facts and herding them into a neat tidy solution. "When
the Ghetto had to be liquidated, the first September nineteen
forty-three, Malka somehow was with her father, and her
sister and her mother. For about two days.... tHere was a
whole chaos in the Ghetto. I was in a room like this ( he
spread his arms to suggest my livingroom, about twenty by
fourteen feet), ten families. BUt I had a ledge on one of the
window sills, with some kind of linen sheet that I tacked up
onto the wall to indicate some kind of privacy. ANd I was
packing, I didn't care what was happening around me, all the
wild turmoil of shouting and cries and bewilderment. I had
heard there was a call for people to go and work in Estonia,
and I sent a message to Malka and her family, that if they
wanted to join me we would travel together. But we would have
to leave immediately."

" But were you married already?" I asked.

" Yah," he said hurriedly. " I am just skipping... I'm
going from 1938, I 'm going te 1943."

"Alright," I said, nodding, understanding suddenly that my
interruptions were barricades in the way of his flight to
Estonia. My quest for logical, timesequencing was a stumbling
block for the freedom of his quickflowing mindstream.

"And that, that I will be waiting for them," he rushed on,
THere is a point at which we will meet at eight o'clock, and
we must all be there, you see, you must all be there," said

quickly. " You must be packed, all what you need, not too
much, only what you need, I told them. I gave them all the
instructions, everything I told them,...in ...in a little
letter. ANd.. and .. I gave it the boy. And he went. The

little boy. THere were always little boys who :.who woul@ be
the quick messengers, whom you used to pay, give some?hlng,
and they did it. ANd he came back to me to say everything is
alright... the children are packing and the parents are
getting ready and the parents will go together." He paused
briefly for a quick breath.

"At about ten at night", he said in a hushed voice, "Natasha
came to me. She said : I have nobody. WIth whom will I go?
And I told her; You will go with me. Don't worry. And she

stayed with me... and then...me made love."
He took a breath. "And I never forgotten it, " he said.
"She was ... unbelievable," he said softly, breathlessly,
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"... unbelievable, this Natasha."

His voice had become delicate and flushed, like a shy little
girl who looks in the mirror and sees with a pang of pleasure
that she is starting to become beautiful. He was silent for
a moment, his face calm with a radiant smile that betrayed an
uncommon wonderment. It was a cherished memory. Tucked behind
the thin linen screen, hiding furtively in the crumbling
darkness of a past life best forgotten), suddenly a moment
comes to light, to life, and causes an old sunwrinkled man to
bask in its gentle glow.

"After the war, I was looking for her, by the way. And I
heard from a friend that she had died."

"You know what," he said to me, his voice suddenly breaking
the mood, ", that friend of mine Meish, you know him, he
loves now in FLorida, when I told him afterwards that I had
made love to Natasha and how incredible it was, he says to
me; "Hey, what's the matter with you, why didn't think of
doing it before? I had her all the time!" he says."

My father chuckled, then broke out into a hearty laugh. "that
bastard Meish," he laughed, his voice reaching higher and
higher, I couldn't tell soon if he was laughing or crying...
" He .." he laughed, "he...had ...her ...all the time...".

I looked at him. Here he was, the old man, laughing like a
child, over lost pleasures, his eyes crinkled to a slit, his
body shaking gently like some CHinese made head-bopping
ornament. What is so funny about it, I thought to myself. It
must some male thing. Some secret male bonding agreement
underscored in the Rites of Conguest rulebook, which states
in small print that the winner takes all, and the loser
laughs the sadness away. Shake hands and role the dice
again. Onto the next play. Place your bets. Smile and
congratulate the winner. Especially if it is your friend.

"And do you believe him?" I asked.

He sat up, his laughter stopping suddenly. "I don't know," he
replied, as if hearing something for the first time. "To_tell
you the truth, I don't know." His face settled back to its
former seriousness. In effect, I had changed the game with my
surprise question. I had showed him different cards.

He recovered quickly. "I think perhpas it was not true. And
I will tell you why. ONce, I remember Natasha did not come
to a meeting.. she was sick. NOw Malka was just a regular
organization member, but Natasha belonged to the leadership
group with us boys, Meish, Misha and myself...thg Fhree
Mooskateers. ANd I remember that day going to visit her.
And it was the last day of her sickness, she was feeling
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better, but i i

clothing,---?zi,wﬁfoi;;é? gglgzd.bag:r gigeggs o0 B EReD Qf
shop, beaut%ful shop with all sérts o% elegant?nﬁiée¥§ry N
arranged things, and they were always in the shop, Natasha
too, she was Fhe only daughter. ANd there wag a young maid
And she was sitting in a chair next to Natasha who was lyiﬁg
in her bgd. ANd I said to Natasha, in Yiddish, what does she
want, this maid. WHy is she sitting there. So she says to the
malq, please leave, you can go, go to your room, I will be
alright. ANd the maid gives me a look, turns to Natasha and
says to her: No, no, he will do something to you, you mustn't
stay alone with him, it's not right. ANd I say to the maid:
NO, no, don't be gilly...I will not do anything to her. Don't
worry, I am just a friend come to a visit, to see how she 18,
you can be assured I am not that kind of person.

ANd then when she was out of the room, I turned to look at
Natasha and of course, now that the maid had planted the idea
in my head, I began to think of only that and so I said to
her; So, what about it, eh, you feel like it? Can anything
happen here? AND she sgaid quite strongly; No, no not at all.
You are with Malka, and I could not do that to a friend,
never, no...no. I will not allow it." So we sat and talked
fo; a while, and then I could not help myself, I suppose, I
tried to put my hand near her breast or something, and she
smacked my hand away, and I got very excited, and then I said
to her; Well, you're feeling alright, I see. You're getting
better, huh? And she said she's feeling much better, and I
said ALright, alright, alright..that I would see her at the
next meeting, then, alright, and goodbye! AaANd I walked out
of her room. And there stands the maid right outside the
bedroom door in the hallway. And she presses her back into
the wall, and swaying from side to side, she says to me: "So
what happened....you didn't get it?" "what are you talking
about?" I asked her. "Well, I saw what was going on... I
heard you two. You still want it, heh? And I said again my
voice very high and innocent of course, "What are you talking
about?" ANd she took my hand and led me down the hall,
round the corner and into her own room." He paused, a grin
growing on his face again. "This was like butter," he
proclaimed gleefully, and began again to laugh his staccato
chuckle. " I suppose she did it so much, you know," he said
between the chuckles,"it was just like going into soft
butter." "I saw it in your face when you looked at her," she
told me. I protested. It was never my intention. "Well,
anyway, " she said, "you got what you wanted!" He began to
chortle again, "ANd she got me soap, " my father said
chuckling, "and, and .." he continued, "a new towel, to clean

myself off."

"Yah, that was Natasha. A most marvellous lay with a face
still full with the acne. The acne remained all the time."

STAMPS by XAVIER PIAT Weekend Magazine 18 Febr.l1995
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And I will tell you why. ONce, I remember Natasha did not
come to a meeting.. she was sick. NOw Malka was just a
regular organization member, but Natasha belonged to the
leadership group with us boys, Meish, Misha and
myself...the three Mooskateers. ANd I remember that day
going to visit her.

And it was the last day of her sickness, she was feeling
better, but she was still in bed. Her parents had a shop
of clothing,...,em, blouses, belts, bags, and so on...
very nice shop, beautiful shop with all sorts of elegant,
nicely arranged things, and they were always in the shop,
Natasha too, she was the only daughter. ANd there was a
young maid. And she was sitting in a chair next to Natasha
who was lying in her bed. ANd I said to Natasha, in
Yiddish, what does she want, this maid. WHy is she sitting
there. So she says to the maid, please leave, you can go,
go to your room, I will be alright. ANd the maid gives me
a look, turns to Natasha and says to her: No, no, he will
do something to you, you mustn't stay alone with him, it's
not right. ANd I say to the maid: NO, no, don't be
silly...I will not do anything to her. Don't worry, I am
just a friend come to a visit, to see how she is, you can
be assured I am not that kind of person.

ANd then when she was out of the room, I turned to look at
Natasha and of course, now that the maid had planted the
idea in my head, I began to think of only that and so I
said to her; So, what about it, eh, you feel like it? Can
anything happen here? AND she said quite strongly; No, no
not at all. You are with Malka, and I could not do that
to a friend, never, no...no. I will not allow it." So we
sat and talked for a while, and then I could not help
myself, I suppose, I tried to put my hand near her breast
or something, and she smacked my hand away, and I got very
excited, and then I said to her; Well, you're feeling
alright, I see. You're getting better, huh? And she said
she's feeling much better, and I said ALright, alright,
alright..that I would see her at the next meeting, then,
alright, and goodbye! ANd I walked out of her room. And
there stands the maid right outside the bedroom door in
the hallway. And she presses her back into the wall, and
swaying from side to side, she says to me: "So what.
happened....you didn't get it?" "what are you talking
about?" I asked her. "Well, I saw what was going on... I
heard you two. You still want it, heh? And I said again
my voice very high and innocent of course, "What are you
talking about?" And she took my hand and led me down the
hall, round the corner and into her own room." He paused,
a grin growing on his face again. "This was like bgtter,"
he proclaimed gleefully, and began again to laugh his
staccato chuckle. " I suppose she did it so much, you
know, " he said between the chuckles,"it was just like
going into soft butter." "I saw it in your face when you
looked at her," she told me. I protested. It was never my
intention. "Well, anyway," she said, "you got what you
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better, huh? And she said she's feeling much better, and I
said ALright, alright, alright..that I would see her at the
next meeting, then, alright, and goodbye! ANd I walked out
of her room. And there stands the maid right outside the
bedroom door in the hallway. And she presses her back into
the wall, and swaying from side to side, she says to me: "So
what happened....you didn't get it?" T"what are you talking
about?" I asked her. "Well, I saw what was going on... I
heard you two. You still want it, heh? And I said again my
voice very high and innocent of course, "What are you talking
about?" ANd she took my hand and led me down the hall,
round the corner and into her own room." He paused, a grin
growing on his face again. "This was like butter," he
proclaimed gleefully, and began again to laugh his staccato
chuckle. " I suppose she did it so much, you know," he said
between the chuckles,"it was just like going into soft
butter." "I saw it in your face when you looked at her," she
told me. I protested. It was never my intention. "Well,
anyway, " she said, "you got what you wanted!" He began to
chortle again, "ANd she got me soap, " my father said
chuckling, "and, and .." he continued, "a new towel, to clean
myself off."

"Yah, that was Natasha. A most marvellous lay with a face
still full with the acne. The acne remained all the time."
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The favor. Z@%WM/
The Futah family consisted of many brothers and sisters. My
father's brother married Osnat Sor. SHe was the daughter of
a couple, very smallish in size. He was a picture framer, one
of the only ones in the town of Vilna. Osnat got herself a
very good education and became an assitant "accouche", which
means a midwife. She worked with a very rich lady doctor,
Dr. Lurie, and they were very good friends. "Surely it
wasn't very common to have female doctors?%" I
interrupted.
"No, it was not common," he replied, "but she was from a very
very good family. Jewish, a very known name, Komai. Well, to

continue, the story I want to tell you is a very interesting
story."

"Osnat one day came to my mother. She said to her:'Vasha,
I'm in trouble. I'm in big trouble. '
So my mother said to her, :'What can be this big trouple?'
And Osnat said to her: 'I am being blackmailed by a girl ?or
whom Dr.Komai and I did an abortion.' As you know.Polgnd is a
Catholic country and in Catholic countries, abortion is
prohibited. Now this girl was looking to make trouble. So my
mother says to Osnat:" I'm not sure why it is that you are
coming to me, Osnat. How do you think that I can help?!
So Osnat says to my mother: 'I know that you hgve three
friends. One is Anushka, who, you know lives with that German
fellow who comes here from time to time . You know the one,
the traveller who comes to Vilna every now and then and spe
lives with him... her own mother doesn't even know about it
or that he's German, even. And the other one is Dora, the
nice black-haired one, who also has a German fellow. Well,
now the girl with whom we are having all this trouble is .
German. So perhaps you can talk to your friends and they will
talk to the men, and the men perhgps'w1l% talk to the girl
perhaps we will pay her,whatever it is, just to get out of

!
thesgr;;bigéher says to her:'You know what, Osnat, I will see
o for you.' _ .

thgwIwﬁsndgd she gome to my mother,_is also an 1ntgrest1ng
story. You see, we were a double famlly. What does it mea?-.
double family? (He asks the questlgn for me.) I shall epraln
what this means. When my father divorced my mother when
was about five or six, a year later Osnat introduced my
mother to her brother who was Yossi Sor, Who made a veiy
impression on my mother and the whole faml}y. And sg s ﬁt
married him. THis Sor was a tallish man with very rig .
eyes looking in all directions how to make a l;v1ng£ tsai =
of a picture framer, he also knew that profession, bu gl
age of twenty he left the country for Germany and Frincned
avoid being called up to the army. Afterwgrds he rilur .
to his home town, but we never knew waht.klnd of fe. og =
is. But when my mother got married to him, we realized w
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a very big mistake it was. First of all, he had a
illegitimate son from a Jewish girl, and perhaps this was
even the reason he ran away in the first place. His son was
about twelve or thirteen when I was about seven, and the son
already had a criminal record and had been in a juvenile
correction home for delinquents. Anyway my mother had to take
care of this son of his sometimes when he came to our house
and would ask for money or food, especially when he knew his
father was not at home. In fact I'll tell you a story about
this wildboy, this ganef. He was older at the time, and had a
job during the summer at the fairground. ANd one day I was
walking around there, when this Dotka, David, was his name,
sees me and calls out to me. He is working at the horse
carousel, taking tickets. HE shouts out to me: HEy, Isska,
come over here... you wanna ride ?" Of course I did, so I
shook my head eagerly and he led me up onto the round
platform of the carousel. It was lovely.. the dainty cheerful
music going, pum pum pah, parapa pah.. and those beautiful
brightly colored painted horses, ah a magical circle. So I
follow this Dotka as he presses his hand at my back, and I 'm
looking around at the bright horses, and then suddenly we go
through a little door and I am thrust into a dark little
hole, like the centre of some giant wheel. HE had pushed me
into the hub of the carousel, a small dark chamber with light
only from the open top high up. And I am now the horse."

I looked at my father not understanding. "Don't you
understand, there was no electricity. Back then we didn't
have electricty and everything had to be done by hand! so
this Dotka was in charge of supervising boys, little boys who
wanted to ride free and a couple of poor old men who
struggled for the few groshes, to turn the giant wheel that
revolved the carousel and made the pretty music-box melodies.
IT was heavy, that wooden bar to push. Hard work for a
little, so that I couldn't even push the bar with my arms, I
would strain against it with my stomach. I got my free ride,
but my face was dripping with sweat. And I even did this
twice because I wanted a another ride. And I did it. But I
hated the way that young Sor tricked me. I never forgave him
for that. And he always used to come to our house to beg for
food or money especially on those occassions when my
stepfather wasn't at home. My mother was always very kind to
him and helped him in the little ways that she could, but
told him that he sould not come and bother his father. And
she used to tell me not to report to my stepfather that his
son had visited when he had. ANd sometimes I would tell him,
and I would get into trouble from my mother for doing so. I
don't know. I never liked my stepfather, Sor. And I liked
his son even less.

So now, here is the connection between Osnat Sor and my
mother. NOt only was she my father's first cousin's wife but
now she was my stepfather's sister, my stepaunt. And so you
the double family, I mention. You see that she knew all about
my mother and her friends from not one, but many sources.
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She knew all the stories. So this is connection that brought
her to my mother to come and ask for this big favor, when I
was about eight years old.

I lived with my mother until I was thirteen years old, at my
barmitzvah time.

S0 my mother immediately made the neccessary requirements
from ;her three friends, Dora , Anushka and Raya, little
Raya. All three of them were not married, and nearly every
night they would come to my mother's apartment and sit
together in the living room and tell their stories to one
another. When I was seven, which is around the time this
incident happened, they must have been , let's see now,
around thirty. My mother was twenty-eight, RAya too , DOra
was thiry and Annushka was twenty-nine. THis was the group.
The Musketeers. THey used to all go together in the evenings
down to the cafe Strahl, where the entertainment was a ladies
trio playing the popular waltzes and tangos of the day.
Violin, piano and cello, they played, these ladies of
culture. They were very nicely dressed and coiffed,very very
elegant. At eleven 0'clock on a Sunday morning, we all used
to go, me included, with the ladies as escorts down to that
coffeehouse for a coffecreme, and I was allowed a small cake
which was like an eclair, roll with cream in it. Oh, how I
loved it. Anyway, the decision of the three girls when they
discussed this problem of Osnat, was that "Yes we must help
her, of course, but unfortunately the two Germans had just
left. These two fellows were not connected with each other,
and it was coincidental that they were both gone at the same
time, but they would be back in about four months time. So
Raya said: "Wait a moment, girls, I have a connection. I
have a connection with a judge." (My father smiled as he -
feigned the feminine voice with a twinkle in his eye.)"He
uses from time to time my services, he's a Polish Judge and
we are very friendly, and he helps me from time to time. But
I have difficulty in meeting him + You know how it is, in
town , where can a single woman meet a prominent person in a
nice intimate private setting? In the hotels it is not
allowed, and he is married, we know that. But I have a
feeling that if I can go to him, you know, and ask what he
thinks about the situation, well, you never know what little
favor he can come up with for me." Well the Judge was very
amicable to her and explained that cases like that came
across his bench very often, and that if the case would
indeed come to him, then for a specified amount he was sure
he would be able to squash it. Which meant that now the caswe
had to come to court. So Osnat was notified about the whole
story, and spoke to her Doctor partner, and they agreed that
they would not submit to the blackmail of the girl and if the
girl really wanted to, she could take them to court. They
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understood that perhaps the boyfriend of the girl wanted to
make some quick cash, and probably thought "if the Jews don't
want to pay, then we go to court." THis was the idea.
Because the girl actually said as much to them. Osnat was
very upset because they had done everything to help this
desperate young girl in good faith, and then complications
must have happened after the operatlon and the girl had
panicked and instead of returning to them had gone to a local
hospital. Osnat believed that the girl's religious guilt had
then begun to plague her once things were public, and she
then decided to find the scapegoat which is always the JEw,
always the helper.

Now the way it worked out, the glrl did indeed go the police.
The police came to make an imquiry. NOt with the Doctor, mind
you, but with Osnat. Doctor Lurie was very cleverly away
from town at this time. So they came to Osnat and inquired,
and she said "yes , a girl came to us, she was desperate for
help, and I examined her and said to her I'm sorry you are
already in such a way that I cannot really help you, and she
went away." Now that police made a dossier and determined
that it would have to go the state attorney who decided that
it had to go to court. THe friendly judge was notified about
it and he took over the case.

Raya came to say that there was some complications with
the case.
MY mother said back to her: "Complications, or no
complications, if he wants money, he will get it." So Raya
said; "I have an idea. Maybe if I could meet with him again
and talk to him in a different kind of venue, you know, well,
it could happen that between the two of us we could come up
with some solutions. . (My father smiles as he pauses. ) DO
you think it might be possible to perhaps have the use of
your salon for a meeting with him?"

"Salon, meaning living room?" I interrupted.

"Yes, yes, of course.." my father replied. "You see," he
explained, his mind easily retracing his steps back into his
apartment from sixty years before, " When you come into my
apartment where I lived, you go through the entrance and on
the left is the kitchen, and straight is the door to the
livingroom. A big 1ivingroom, with an elegant couchette in
the centre and a palm tree in the corner, with little two
tables and armchairs in which the women would sit and share
their stories."

"By couchette, do you mean those curved chaises with the
satin upholstery’", I asked. I was trying deperately to
conjure up in my mind a picture of an elegant stylish room of
a bygone era that had died along with the grandmother I had
never Kknown.

"Yes," he said slowly, patiently. VYEs, like a Napolean
style llttle sofa, where mother used to have a nap in the
afternoon..." he paused. Was he there, tiptoing softly in
the darkness of an lacy afternoon, careful not to wake a
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sleeping woman? Careful to let beloved ghosts have their
afternoon nap? .

" I have always wanted one of those.." I said.
I now knew why. A precious memory of a familiar treasgred
object had been passed into my genetic code, secreted into my
cells issued from my father at conception. Dormant
inheritance. Memories from another generation slipped into my
unsuspecting enzymes to lie lurking 1like strangers from a
foreign land in a corner room of my modernized mind. To
register finally, ironically, as a piece of furniture. .

"Now on the right hand side," my father carried on, wading
just as easily back in time as he swam his leisurely
breaststroke in the pool," was the bathroom, and then a
corridor passed along, whose left wall was the back wall of
the salon. And then a dark corridor which led finally to
three rooms. One was a big dningroom. ON the lefthand side
was a big room in which it was the bedroom. Right." HE paused
for a fraction of a second to change gears. From the tour of
the old apartment he slid easily into the narrative. HE had
complained to me at the airport of how bad his memory was.
Yet her he was as quick and agile in recalling his young past
as a young boy running from trouble. SO my mother said; "You
know what, I think it is a good idea. Let him come to us,
this judge. VYou can invite him over and say it is a party
and you'd like him to meet your good friends, why, you know
how to do it, Raya, you know what to say better than I do.
Let him come to us."

"A social evening," I contributed, smiling.

"Yes," my father nodded," I suppose you could call it a
social evening.

"Now I was at this time..well, I had heard the talk about
this story going on and on, but you know, I was always
playing with my toys or writing or doing something with my
imagination to keep myself busy. Oh yes, it was my farm. At
this time, by the way, my father had brought me home from one
his travels to Germany, a big farm as big as half of your
kitchen table, made up of cows and pigs and trees and stables
and barns, everything from wood, everything that a farm has,
and I could play and rearrange all the pieces in different
places for hours. So yes, anyhow, for this particular
evening about which we are talking now, it was about nine
o'clock, she put me to bed, my mother, and said to me
sternly: "You must not get out from the bed!"

"Apd where was your father, I mean, stepfather?" I asked,
trying to sort out the pieces of information like a little
boy playing with the figurines on his model farm.

"My stepfather was away or something. Yes, he was away. He
used to be away often, my stepfather, like my father too.

He used to frame pictures, religious pictures, pictures of
Mgry and qesus, et cetera , and then travel out to the little
villages in the country and try and sell them to the peasants
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or villagers far away. Oh, Sor used to keep himeself very
bgsy all the time." His voice dismissed him readily from the
pPicture. As for his stepfather, my father's contempt for him
kept him out of my father's memories just as surely as those
very trips he had taken himself.

"So the end of the story is," my father continues, "when my
mother told me that I must not get out of my bed, of course
it was natural that I would do exactly the opposite. And so
now I came out from my bedroom and I saw this man in the
salon from my secret hiding place in the corridor, the dark
corridor. He walked in with Raya into the apartment, and
there is waiting my mother and ther friends. Raya introduces
my mother, and then introduced Dora and also Annushka, and
the judge didn't know what to do." My father stops to smile,
the mirthful grin of a young boy outwitting a grownup, his
voice becoming sing-song as he recalled the judges'
confusion. It was as if he is suddenly his mother, Vava,
greeting this prominent judge at the door. He seems to be
recollecting this story from her point of view, with her
sardonic wit and narrative rather than the innocent
observations of a curious boy in the shadows. For a moment I
wondered wHose memories they really were. And then I suddenly
realized with a pang, that they had now become mine too.
Ghosts can come alive. SHe has woken from her nap.

MY father continued his gleeful encounter : "Can you just
picture this judge, huh? There he is at the door, having
come all the way for a rendezvous with one, one girl.." he
chuckled as he held up one finger, " and now all of a sudden
here he is face to face with four women." He smacked his
hands together and brought them up to his mouth, prayerlike,
to hide his pursed and mischievous grin. He breathed out his
amusement with a high cascading whistle, and brought his
hands back down to rest flat and smooth, palms down on his
chest. He has had his moment of fun, and now he continues
with the story.

"ALright, so now this judge he makes a little bit of polite
conversation, and my mother says to him; Well, we know that
we must leave you two alone, because Raya has told us that
you two have something very very important to discuss, so
please make yourself at home. You see, over there I have
prepared a carafe of wine, some drinks, a little streusel,
some canapes...so eat a little, drink a little and talk for
as long as you need. Be well in my home, and we'll see you
in a while." And then my mother left them and with her two
friends walked out of the living room, heading towards the
corridor. Of course as soon as I heard them coming, I ran
quickly back to my bedroom. THey went into the diningroom,
And from my bedroom I strained to listen to their voices
telling their secret stories. And I hear that my mother
says: Well, now we got him. NOw I can deliver to Osnat." But
the whole story is that this judge still hadn't received his
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money. The court case comes up and he informs the young girl
that the accused has denied doing the operation, and that she
hgs alibis for that day, adn so there is not going to be very
difficult finding in favor for the young girl. But I can
help you in.some way, becuase you are poor people , I can let
you off paying the court costs. And he gave them a warning,
tglling them that if they pursue any more action against the
midwife, they would get into trouble for harrassment. And so
the case was dismissed, and the judge now made another
appointment with his friend Raya for another appointment in
the "salon".

When he came to our house the second time, there was an
envelope there already waiting for him. My mother greeted him
warmly and said to him: YOu honor, we wanted to buy you some
flowers or some special gift for being so helpful to our
cause. But then we decided you would probably have some
special flowers that you prefer, so you don't mind if you
choose out some flowers for yourself, do you, and we will
give you the money?" she said as she handed him the
envelope. "It is not much, really only for some flowers, but
it is just a small token of our appreciation of your
kindness." THen she took the money that Osnat gave her that
Dr. Lurie had given to Osnat (the Doctor, you understand had
paid everything to keep her name and practice clean) and gave
a large part of this money to her friend Raya for arranging
the whole scheme. Because Raya was one of the poorer ones,
and she worked from time to time as a social call-girl or
Like an escort, what you call it today. Now Osnat wanted to
show her appreciation in turn for what my mother had done for
her, and so she baked a nice babkah cake and gave it to my
mother, with a nice little card: "Thank you very much." SO
it's all very nice and in the family, yes? Everybody happy in
the end, right? Well, let me continue. So my cousin David's
father, OSnat's husband, in conversation with my father, says
to him:" Well, I never expected that in your home there would
be a bordello!" SO my father, he doesn't know what he's
talking about, what when, wha.. so , he just kind of flubbs
it off, and he says back to his brother " Oh you know, Vavka,
it was nothing... she just arranged something for one of her
girlfriends to meet somebody, and so on... and tell me, how
do you know about this?"

So his brother says "Well, Osnat told me ."
"And how does Osnat know about it?" my father asks.
"Oh, you know people, they meet and they talk..."he answers.

My father takes a break and breathes in a deep pause. HE has
been his mother, his father and his uncle in his voice. Now
they are offstage for a moment, and my father reappears as
the narrator. He continues: .

"My father, at a meeting which they had from time to t%me,
you know, my father and my mother had to meet and to discuss
things about their son... they were on speaking terms you
see, he says to her:" Vava, tell me, what is this story that
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I hear about you and your friends arranging liasons in the
home?"

So my mother told him the story. That Osnat came to her
begging her to help her because she was scared she was might
have to go to jail. "So I tried to think how I could help
her, and Raya came up with an excellent plan and so we went
ahead and did it."

MY father looked at her and said plain and simple: "You
shouldn't have done it." (low voice, shake of head, Pause)
"YOu should not have interfered, not have helped them in that
kind of way. You know, they are not nice people, the family.
Not nice people. The Sor family." He was not good with the
SOr family, my father. He didn't like them. He was always
having to support them in one way or another. I even remember
there was a time when my father paid for her brother's upkeep
when he had angina and was flat on his back for three months.
ALl I know is that the next day, My mother went over to
Osnat's place and gave her hell! I don't know what happened
between wife and husband after that, but I know that from
that day on, Osnat's husband, my father's brother never spoke
to my mother ever again.

ANd the only things that I learned afterward was the
following: He asked my mother about the money-- if she had
taken any money. So my mother said back to him: "Me take
money? For something like this? Never. I was trying to help.
I would never take money for a favor. Whatever money we got,
we gave to the judge and to Raya. What they did with it is
none of my business."

Now I was not aware of all this intrigue as a boy. I only
knew that my uncle suddenly stopped being nice to me. It
seemed like he just didn't like really. See, I used to go
there, to David's father's office, every day after school,
because it was right on the corner where my school was. SO I
used to go there after school and meet my father, who used to
come there too, from the city coucil offices which were also
right across the street. He used to bring me a chocolate of a
book or just to come and talk to me, and we would walk from
there to the corner coffeehouse where we would a coffeecreme
or cake and so on, very delicious, I remember, and where we
would ask me how things are going on at home. In fact when I
think about it now, in my teen years I don't remember having
meals at home. My father's new wife was not really a cook,
and so my father and I used to lunch at the Hotel Europa, a
beautiful big classic old hotel, every day after school, at
about 2.15pm. THey knew me there, a young school boy having
lunch date with his father during the week. Then, after a
while, my father organized that I should go and spend lunches
over at my stepmother's sister's house, a fifteen minute walk
away. This sister, Malka, she had daughters, about four of

them, and they all used to eat together and so I ate with my
new "cousins".
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Not cousins of the same genes, you understand, but cousins
nevertheless. There were always children running around,
busy, shouting, and only one daughter, Raya, was close to my
age."
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V4 Kaﬁ%ina.

"Tell me again how you met Francine," I asked him.

"It was at a party a Karina Karloff's place. Well, it was
actually a party that I had organized forro the Survivors'
Group. It was a Hannukah party for all of us surviving
survivors, because you know that are not that many of us left

there now... Borsinsky died, that meshuggeneh Weismann who
yelled at the rabbi in my house, I kicked him out of my
house, how dare he..., all dead now. So I arranged for us to

have a Hannukah party at Karina Karloff's house. Now,
Francine was a window neighbor of hers.. she was living
opposite Karina at the time. I suppose she met her while
they were both on their balconies, and they started talking
and I suppose they got on together and so they became
aquaintances. You know how it is, two older women from
another country, cosmopolitan.. they recognize each other.
Something in common. So anyhow we are at this party, and she
comes in, Karina had invited her to meet some French speaking
people, and Karina brings her over to our group and
introduces her to us. And we say hello, and we talk all of
us a little bit.
Then I go to the kitchen to organize the dessert, because T
had told Karina that she did not have to do anything other
than provide the venue. SO I 'm in the kitchen, arranging the
cups and saucers and I'm ready to cut the cake, someone had
brought a most beautiful cheesecake, into so many pieces,
because you know how I am, I am careful that everyone there,
eighteen of us, should have a piece of cake, so I'm cutting
it into very thin slices. And then Francine walks into the
kitchen. "Je pouvais vous aider", she says to me. Can I
help you? "Yes" I say and then I show her the cups and
saucers and the tray. "Oh, " she says, "a cheesecake.™
"No", I say to her, this is not an ordinary cheesecake, this
is a Jewish Cheesecake. Here you must try some.." and I take
a teaspoon and scrape all the little leftover crumbs from the
cutting and the fallen pBjces from the plate into the spoon N
and I gently pick it up to her mouth and say "Let me help
you". Then I feed her the spoon with the cheescake into her
mouth. Well, I see that she gets all red on the face."

My father laughs his gentle stutter of a laugh, pursing his
lips.
" T didnt' know," he says, his voice rising comically," I
thought she was just enjoying the cake."

"She told me later that it was such an incredible feeling,
I gave her, when I fed the cake, like a "bebe" she said, like
a little baby, that she came on the spot." He shook his head
smiling," HOw I was I to know? All I wanted was for her to
have a good time tasting a piece of Jewish cheesecake."



"Karina called me the next day to tell me what a big
impression I made on the French lady."What French lady?" 1
asked her, and that was how we met. You know T don't think
Karina ever forgave me for that."

A “I can't remeber, were they together, or divorced when her
husband died?" asked my sister.
"Divorced?" my father frowned. "They were never divorced", he
stated. They separated and then went together, then separated
again, then together, and then you know what, one day when
all the divorce papers were all written up and ready to be
signed, her lawyer came up to the judge and said"I'm sorry
your honor, we cannot proceed with this divorce. "WHy not ?"
asks the judge. "Well, they cannot possibly be divorced
becuase last night the marriage was consumated!" My father
smiled as he delivered that last confession. "She had gone to
him, or he had gone to her, no, I'm sure it was her, she went
to him the night before and that's it... fartig! End of
story.. end of geshighte! Never divorced.™"
"And when he died he left all his money to his daughter and
none to her," added my sister.

"Ya. Karina's mazel. Fighting right to the very end," said
my father.

I was lying on the air mattress, floating in the pool. I
Decadent but delicious. It seemed that somehow I had earned
this little taste of luxury for all the suffering I carried
around in my genes. My mother would have liked to see me this
way, I think. I like to see me this way, finally, without
guilt. Floating freely.

I was trying to remember Karina Karloff. She had never been
referred to by her first name alone while T was growing up.
She had always been Karina Karloff. "Karina Karloff", I
repeated, remembering the diminutive attractive little woman.
THere had always been marriage problems with her as I recall.
On again, off again. A woman always rattling off about
something or other in her quick animated way, with her fiery
eyes and sparkling gold jewelry. She had married very rich,
but very crazily. It seemed like she had carried a bag of
personal sparks around with her wherever she went. Karina
Karloff. A distant memory. "You know, it's a most beautiful
name," I said out loud. "It's like a filmstar's name."

My father stood up from his suntanning position. HE started
walking towards a chair to get the towel to drape around him.
His strides long and authoritative. HIs voice matched his
walk. I thought. Deep, resonant and authoritative.

Impressive if you're a stranger. Formidable if you're the
daughter.

"Oh yes, " he said in his base voice. .
"Karina Karloff. Four face lifts she's had already" he
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ruminated.

Then, he suddenly stopped. His tone picked up. "Wait, I have
a story for you about Karina Karloff," he stated in a
different voice. A voice that sounded more playful. A
butterfly skipping past in the sunlight. He began:

"Last year I was invited to a Barmitzvah of the grandson of a
Survivor. ANd at our table is sitting also Karina Karloff.
ANd nobody is saying a word to her. Then the music starts and
the dancing begins, and people at our table are getting up to
dance, or others are left talking to each other, but no-one
is talking to Katrina.

ANd she sits there. Then suddenly, from out the corner of
my eye I see she is getting up from the table and walking way
across the dance floor and I watch her as she goes up the
steps of the stage to where the band is playing. SHe walks
over the bandleader who's now finished singing his number at
the mike, and she is whispering something to him. Next
thing, the bandleader hands over the microphone to her and
she faces everyone on the dance floor and suddenly, instead
of "Hava Nagila" coming from the band, we all hear the voice

of Katrina coming through the microphone. "T would like to
make announcement," she says in her high raspily lilting
voice. "I would like to speak to all the men here tonight.

Hey guys," Katrina leans over and shouts into the microphone.
"Hey guys," she calls out, "there's a lot of widows and
single ladies here who would also like to dance, you know. So
please do us all a favor and be real gentlemen and ask some
of us to dance so some of us can also celebrate Michael's
barmitzvah!"

"I supposed of course that she was referring to me",
chuckled my father. "That's the story of Karina Karloff."

Lying on the raft, listening to the daring "chutzpah" of
little Katrina Karloff, I felt my sun-drenched lazy body
jiggle with my silent laughter. THe air mattress beneath me
bopped up and down too in rhythm with my shaking and soon I
had started to make little waves of laughter all around me in
the pool. The sound of splashing water underneath me in
response to my body's humorous response made me laugh even
more. Ripple effect. Champagne in a glass. In my mind I
could see a small blonde, multi-facelifted almost-seventy-
year old woman, spunky in her short sequined dress, shouting
in her Polish accent to a room full of tired old survivors
and acne-faced dazed young boys. ANd then I let my laughter
come out good and loud and long.

"ALright!" I yelled up into the air from my horizontal
position on the rippling bouncing waves. All the way across
the waters to another continent, I shouted. "Atta girl,
Karina I"



I was still smiling when the laughter, joined in by my
sister, settled down. The water still quivered with the
aftershocks. "what a woman, Karina Karloff, " I sighed.

" My kind of gal," I said to my father. "Simply will not
quit. HOo boy, " I sighed, wiping a tear of laughter into
the sweat. "Just doesn't give up, just doesn't take it lying

down. Still telling the world ....after all she's been
through!"

"Yah," nodded my father. "And how! Did she go through a
lot!"™ His voice turned serious. "Concentration camps,
partisans, refugees, emigration, and then on top of it, a
husband like that! He was probably the worst. You remember
her story don't you?" he turned to look at me demandingly. As
if it was a challenge to acknowledge my ignorance of tales
never told, never shared. Does he really not know they I was
never told anything directly? Always finding things out
later, from some other removed source, sometimes a little too
late? Too late to understand why things in my house were the
strange, gut-wrenching way they were... too late to say "I'm
sorry." The only stories I can remember are the silent ones I
overheard in my innocent ignorance. The ones whose only
narrative was my father's angry outbursts and cruel
admonishments to an unsuspecting child. Or the tears rolling
down my mother's cheeks as she smiled at me playing with my
new dolls. The only hints of the unspoken horrors were those
repetitive mournful sighs that accompanied my mother's
movements. She tried to march so boldly through her brand
new life. It was as if by taking extra breaths, or letting

old ones escape, she could succeed in making the present the
only reality.

My father sternly reminded me. "C'mon, NAncy. You remember
the cuttings I sent you.. you still have all of them, don't
you? Don't you remember they told the story of Katrina in
one of the features to commemorate HOlocaust Remembrance
Day?" HIs tone was accusatory. It seemed as if he was
prodding me, like some harsh investigator, to tell him "Yes,
I remember everything you send me, scraps of fragments of
testaments to suffering that must never be forgotten, but
must be made to surface again and again to ensure it never
happens ever again. To eradicate any form of radgﬂm that
denies us our humanity, that robs children of their
childhood, and their children of their happiness and everyone
of their freedom to breathe easily, normally, not one breath
too many or too few, that is the secret vow of the child of
the survivor. Yes Dad, I remember everything. I promise."

NO, of course I didn't remember. What was I supposed to
do? What do you want me to be ...the receptacle of other
people's painful memories now condensed into tiny markings of
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printer's ink smeared onto newsprint paper? Was I meant to
serve as some kind of living Wailing Wall, stuffed with
scraps of paper in the crevices of my soul scribbled with
words of hope and dreams and promises for the future?

QOd, I should be as strong and as ancient as that stone wall,
impervious to human suffering and longings. Forgive me, Dad,
I'm just a vulnerable, sentimental creature carved out of
flesh and tears. Trying to live an ordinary life. No, I
can't remember. It happened to others in far away places, in
black and white, with subtitles that are too faded to read.

"Dad, I'm sorry, I don't remember that particular story, " I
say, trying to be coy, to hide my guilty feelings of failing
the memory test.

How does my father remember all these stories? He complaines
regretfully about not remembering things these days. Are you
kidding? He can remember sagas, epics about people and dates
and circumstances throughout Europe, historical data and
Latin proverbs, and I can't remember anything without writing
it down. We are losing the art of oral traditions, of
passing history down from father or mother to son or
daughter, we are losing our personal heritage little by
little, just like those Jews who lost their personal

belongings and then their humanity, bit by bit in the forests
of modern Poland. ‘

"Just remind me again, was she in a concentration
canp?" I asked my father. He was walking around the deck
towards the pool, going in for the midday swim, beads of
sweat already balanced in fullness on his forehead.

Pausing for a while as he walked, he sighed and then stepped
carefully onto the first step of the pool.

"you want me to tell you what I remember about Krazee
Katrina?" he asked in a pointed tone, as if now it was I who
was demanding too much of him. "Alright", he acceded, slowly
letting his body's weight disturb the surface of the water.
ANd as he swam his gradual, plowing breaststroke, he
recounted the summary of someone else's suffering. When the
war broke out Katrina had rushed to board a truck, thick with
people to return to her native Vilna and her family. Reunited
with her sisters and mother, they were holed up with six
other families in one small bedroom in the Vilna ghetto.
Sweet sixteen and already walking over dead bodies lying in
the streets. Learning how to peel endless buckets of
potatoes in the work factory, you had to have a job inside
and outside the ghetto, or else you were marked by the
Germans for death. She had to learn to smile as the soldiers
called them ugly sadistic names, as they worked their kitchen
work, scraping and peeling vegetables. Wait, that's not all!
Then she was transferred from that factory to another where
the kitchen work now extended to cleaning everything from
toilets to trains. Then the feeling of leather straps on the
knees and blistered hands as she, in a band of young women,
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had to break up large into tiny pieces. Oh ves
girl can do that kind of work {og, given thg rigﬁzen 2 Young
01ycums§ances. And also the unloading of huge logs of wood
which six or eight girls working together could manage. Oh
humans can be made to work like oxen, if only they're banded
and branded correctly. In Katrina's case, it was the yellow
sSlign gf’Jude"that marked her slave status. Forced to march
for miles from one job to another, and while marching they
overheard someone tell the horror story of Ponary, the woods
that were pitted with holes for mass burial grounds. Walk the
plapk and get shot into your own grave. You dig it, you die
in 1t. Sixteen, and already educated enough to know that that
death was always waiting for you in a German soldier's gun
and his mood of the day. Finding out that the enemy was
everywhere, not only dressed in German uniforms, but in
Russian too. Discovering that when the war ended, the hatred
of Jews didn't. Others were now waiting to kill Jews too, as
1f 1t was a contagious sickness that had infested the whole
land. Now it wasn't only the smirking complicity of Poles
and Lithuanians but Russians on horseback, thirsting for
Jewish blood to cleanse their betrayed souls.

The work was over, but the hiding wasn't. Katrina joined the
Partisans, small scrappy bands of survivors living in the
unreliable safety of the forest, sleeping in the day and
working secretly for the resistance underground at night.
Groups of women, skinny and always tired, their mission was
to saw down big trees in order to destroy the German
communication lines. She witnessed the Germans in their tanks
storming through the forest, and then herding the stray
survivors into deserted farm houses which were then set
alight. Lucky Katrina, she was one of the few of her party
who managed by some small flip of fate to escape the fate of
being a human candle. The following two days and nights they
spent hiding in the lake, only their heads above the water.
The whole two days submerged in the water. As luck would have
it, a cow from a nearby farm had wandered down to drink from
the very lake they were hiding in. Imagine, a cow with the
freedom to wander freely while some human beings were denied
that very freedom. And so, it seemed a sign from above that
this cow was to be their sustenance. It was not for nothing
there was a butcher in the surviving group of fourteen
shivering wet refugees, chin-deep in water. He started to cut
up the cow that had been led into the water and to all of
those survivors, he gave little pieces of bloody meat to be
eaten in the name of survival. Only when they realized that
the Russian army was advancing did they come up out of the
lake and follow the troops, straggling behind them towards
Vilna. THen came the refugee's journey ; from country to
country one moved as a displaced person, no home, no intact
family, no going back and reclaiming what once.belonged ;
rightfully to you. From Poland to Czechoslovakia, Hungary to
Rumania, to Austria to Italy, one refugee camp after another,

6



one different language after another. Another

another bureaucrat, transit camps for people whgaﬁgdcheind
robbed of everything except the will to survive. It was in
Italy, that Katrina found out that she was pregnant on the
day she arrived at the new camp. That was her "home" for two
years, where she brought up her new baby until finally she
heard news about an uncle in South Africa who promised to
Sponsor her. And so she came to a land of sunshine and palm
trees, of bright flowers in manicured gardens. A world that
was physically as different to the one she left behind as
black and white. IT was a country in which the importance of
one's identity lay in the color of one's skin, not in the
origin of your mother's religion. It was a country which
offered sanctuary to a small and bruised woman with a small
child, a husband and a past full of despair.

My father swims his measured stroke, leisurely back and forth
across the pool as he tells the story. As he talks about her
experiences I try and superimpose in my imagination, the
ilmage of a small woman in the different scenarios. It is all
too vague. THey are all merely words that describe realities
too removed to imagine. HOw to encapsule thousands of days
where each day seemed like a year? How to even picture that?
Impossible. The present sunshine that I feel warming my body
is much too bright to clearly see those dismal faded

pictures. —

THe clearest picture I have of Katrina is of her in an
enening dress, up on the stage, talking loudly into the
microphone and telling off a bunch of staid men in starched
white shirts and black suits. SHOw them girl! Prove that
there's still some life left for the taking even after all
you've survived. I can almost hear her yelling: Cant' you
see? I can still dance. I still WANT to dance, Goddamit! So
don't you let me down, you Jews, not after what we've been
through... Don't you let me sit on the sides when these
little legs of mine can still be dancing, when my arms can
move freely up in the air, while I can still move to the beat
of the music and not the roar of the tanks, God damn you all!
Give a lady a little pleasure, why don't you!

Ah Katrina. That is my image of her. A woman, who having
found a refuge in a safe country, with a rich husband and
more children, is destined to wander on, ever the surviving
refugee, in search of every tiny bit of control her grgsping
hands can seize. Now she wears a face, purchased specilally
from a local plastic surgeon to betray no signs of age an@
bitterness, only a triumphant red lipsticked smile and moist
sparkling eyes under sardonic pencilled-in eyebrows.

"Hey Katrina," I shouted across the pool, across the
treetops, across the miles and years that separated the young
from the old, the living from the dead, the present from the
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eéver-present past. "Keep on going, girl," I laughed. "you
show 'em!" I whooped. I stood up , energized by someone
else's daring. "That's it. Don't ever let them get the better
of youl" I yelled as I jumped up high in a girlish scamper,
and splashed into the pool.

My father raised his eyebrows at my impulsive and very
unladylike shouting, I could tell. Even though his back was
towards me. His noonday swim completed, he was walking back
round the contoured deck to the chair that had his towel
casually draped over its back. "Yah.." he sighed. He took
the towel off the chair and wrapped it around his full waist,
tucking the one end of the towel in and back under the
wrapped side at his middle. He began to take off his bathing
suit, manipulating it under the towel that held firmly to his
body, as he jiggled his hips to loosen the wet suit.

THis discreet dance was a standard routine of his since as
far back as I can remember, this shuffling of wet bathing
suit under the towel trick that began from the early days of
changing on the beach. As he tucks in the end of the towel
back around the fold at the waist, voila, he changes from
city bather to island native before your very eyes. It has
travelled well, this routine of his. Modicum of decency.
Never dropped the towel, as far as I'd ever witnessed.

Always managed to wriggle out of any wet suit, slipping it
dripping down to his ankles and then tossing it with his one
foot up to his free hand. The released object is then hung
out to dry on the nearest available object. After that, the
loose ends of the towel hanging down like a skirt, are
hoisted up to dry the unencumbered crotch area.

That done, the finale in this ritual, he begins to walk his
slow steady stride back across the deck and up onto the
wooden steps that lead to the porch. 01d man chief in
sarong. He turns around to look back at the pool as if he
forgot something important and shouts: "What are you
preparing for lunch ?"

I am a limp jellyfish, melted flesh on a stretch of clear
tubed plastic, floating in an undulating haven of clear
aquamarine water. Somewhere in the distance I can hear the

sound of human voices. But they do not disturb my moment in
the sun.



Marilyn.

ONe night we watched a British Broadcasting Corporation
documentary exploring the death of Marilyn MOnroe. She had
always been someone special for my father. Whenever he would
hear her name or see her picture, he used to put his hand up
to his heart, close his eyes and sigh soft and long: "Ah
Marilyn". It was as if he knew her personally in some secret
way and remembered her with great fondness and longing. She
was his ideal of a woman. For him I think she evoked an image
of supreme feminity, the way a man wanted a woman to be..
cute, soft and vulnerable. When I was about six or maybe
even younger, he brought home a new doll for me. SHe had a
short and sturdy plastic body, a cute tiny featured chubby
face with bright blue eyes and lashed eyelids that closed
when you tilted the doll backwards. And she had a head full
of tight bright white blond curls. "HEr name is Marilyn, " he
told me, as he announced everything else that he presented me

in my life -- rules, toys, philosophies, second hand books,
newspaper articles ("read this!") food ("finish your plate")
explanations.... "She reminds me of Marilyn MOnroe ." ANd so

I had aquired a tiny version of a delicious plastic smelling
Marilyn whose thick curly hair I loved to wash over and over
again and whose tough little body with moveable arms ot liF, T
would dress and undress tirelessly.

We watched the sad story of the enigmatic but inevitably
tragic final days of Marilyn MOnroe together, my father, my
husband and myself. My father seemed to be weary, his face
set in a stillness that heralds sleep. "HIs heroine..." T
thought to myself, "the story of his goddess and he's nodding
off?" I wondered. THen it dawned on me that this was a
documentary on T.V. It was not a larger- than-life silver
screen fantasy featuring the acting of gorgeous blond Marilyn
n a love-filled romantic comedy. ON the contrary, here we
were being forced to look at outlines of a dead body in a
bed. We were being exposed to the complications of a
confusing, politically intricate plot involving passion among
higly visible individuals, the Kennedys and Monroe, that got
played out in the small controversial and conflicting details
of their personal lives. We were being told ugly truths
about the covert grundgy, messy trivia that led to the death
of everyone's beloved, Marilyn. "I remember the day she
died, my father had said. "I was sitting at my desk, and the
news came over the wireless and I felt this pain tear at my
chest. I remember I started to cry, actually had tears in my
eyes. I just couldn't believe it. .. Marilyn Monroe
dead...it couldn't be. Not my beautiful sweet Marilyn." This
was not the Marilyn he wanted to watch, the one dead and
naked on the bed, a mass of blond hair and a dead phone in
her hand. Better to close the eyes and wander away from the
scene of the crime. better to deep precious memories pure and
simple and beautiful. Us romantics feel that way.

marilyn 1 Aug 2 '96



ﬁieirw§;Che? my father's eyes droop closed with a will of
et n},\Nd was able to understand many things about

» yn. as I began to understand her, so I felt I knew
about my father. He had loved her with that soulfoul passion

which one loves another, even one's child, in whom one sees a
reflection of oneself.

Marllyn: SHe had represented more than just the breathless
vulnerability of a childlike female sexuality. To those who
adored her, she was the eptome of the female sex goddess. To
those who understood her, she was a hurt and lonely woman who
had been denied her childhood. When she sat, those last few
days on a park bench watching young children play in the
playground, it wasn't because she was regretting or missing
her unborn children, as the T.v. Announcer suggested. NO,
no, I saw her sitting there amongst children, a grown woman
pining away for her own lost young innocence, her own
fragmented childhood. Watching children play was a way to
vicariously live a new childhood, one that was carefree and
secure, better than the scarred one she carried within her
womb of memory. She was constantly battling to reinvent her
childhood, actress that she was, in her eager childlike
manner, her abandoned laugh, her girlish coyness, her
petulance and her desire to continue living life as only a
child can. An d her constant immersion in the pursuit of love
in the form of amorous encounters in the arms of admirers.
She was always the willing victim. For love, that is. Any
hope of love was a thin fragile thread that reconnected her
to her lost self. That was her appeal that manifested itself
on the light beams reflected on the screen, the body of a
woman and the heart and soul of a child. She had lived her
1ife in constant search for a special love that had long ago
eluded her and she had died when she realized she was never
going to attain it. SHe may have died physically of a drug
overdose but her heart had given up long before. Pills
merely dulled the pain that was too heavy for the soul to
bear. My doll too is long gone, her hair having thinned and
her face gotten smudged , I soon gave her over for books and
boys in my teens. SHe must have been given away to charity.
But the feeling and memory of her still remains. The faint
distant smell of a plastic doll and her wet hair. The strange
sweet clinging sadness of a once-real childhood, an aura that
hovers at the back of you like some half-invisible shadow
that sometimes comes right up and touches you on the

shoulder, and other times trails so far behind that you fear
it might be lost forever.

marilyn 2 Aug 2 '96



-+ ings; each with high-wooden gates at the entrance, through which the horses:-and carriages: .-
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VILNA 1929

I remember that my father moved out of our apartment and into Uncle Simon’s hotel. He had
a beautiful big space of his own there. He stopped his medical practice and began to travel
much more than before for the medical supply company. He used to visit us, and take me to
the nearby synagogue, but he was away a lot.

Outside my Uncle Simon’s hotel in Biskupia Street there was a big square surrounded by a
smaller one with flowers, grass and a small ornate fence.

In the middle of the cobbled stone square was a broken stone pedestal, which had once held
the monumental statue of Mouraviev, the govemor of Russian Vilna. When Poland gained its
independence from Russia, the statue, a symbol of the imperialist regime was knocked down
and only the broken stone base was left for posterity. There it stood, a broken marble rock,
until the Russians returned in 1939 and put Lenin up on that waiting piece of pedestal. Funny,

- huh? I imagine that he too will go when his timeisup. -~ - - = -

There you faced a high fence and behind the fénce was an enormous elegant palace.- - -
Opposite the palace was the university. It was a very beautiful place: Centuries old stone build-~

.~ would pass into-the courtyards. When visiting my: cousing andrAunt Reeva; I'ised to look out

. - of the hotel windows at the palace and admire its architectural-grandetir-Tused to:play - with -+

& my COUSinS.f'g"'E:?"'?"~--i;':':' Eoeineag e sas 0 ' o b SR Mo 8 s o v _ .
... . ] remember cousin Abram and I going to a nearby.chémist and-other. shops where we-were ¢

Siatvis w g Sgamen
St RN

o given posters; advertising cardboard cut-outs and-some small give-aways that the shops didk«

not want. We arranged all these in the courtyard of their hotel and made them into-an exhibi- -+
tion to which we invited the neighbourhood children to view - but at a price. Already at the- -~ - -
age of ten, both Abram and I showed business acumen. The eniry fee was two groschey -the -
price for two small chocsticks. | gt 40 3
- Not long after the divorce my father met another woman, an older woman, Rachel, who was
a pediatric doctor. She was very well educated, French educated, and her father had one of the
biggest wholesale shoe businesses in town.They got married, and she moved in with him into
the hotel. Tused to go and visit them there. -

1 called her aunty, Aunty Rachel. She was always trying to be nice to me, but I ... Inever
gave her the satisfaction of showing her any real affection. That was only for my mother.

1 remember one special time, when my father went away. I was about ten, and he was being
sent to America for a long time on some important business. .

Tt was 1929 and my father had been elected President for Europe of the World Association

of Jewish War Invalids, Widows and Orphans. : "

I remember going to the railway station to say goodbye to him.

He was going to collect money to help the widows and orphans in Europe.



My father was a war veteran and an invalid.pyr ing his ser-
vice in the Russian ammy,he wWas wounded somewhere on the front and
hospitalise d in St.Petersbu rg in 19;7. Being a
young medical officer he WOre bright yellow boots and was
known for it in his regiment.Wh en the german bomb exploded near
him and he was thrown face down in a heap of mud,the sanitary
group looking for survivors recognised his outstrached boots and
brought him back to life. He Was with concussions and respiratory
defects, which later caused him a lot of suffering. When in
hospital he met some auxilliary
Jewish ladies,asis ting their co-religionist g.0One of them
Basya (Vava) Goldman enquired about his ancestry and when
related whom she assisted in the hospital to her parents
it became clear that the Goldmans and Eitans were third or
fourth cousins,ema nating from the same Utyans fami ly from
a small village in the Vilna province.

The father of Basya was an orthopaedic shoe specialist
with his own workshop and shoe salon in Nevsky Prospect,th e main
avenue in St.Petersbu rg. Upon his reconvalenc e,my
father married Basya and left for Warsaw and Vilna to meet
the family.This was the time of the Bolshevick Revolution
in Russia and my mother could not travel to her hometown.
She kept,as I was told, contact with her siblings for a few
years,learn t about her parents death soon after the revolu-
tion and even sent parcels to Leningrad to her sister who
was a doctor and brother,the musician. 1n 1925 all contacts
were closed.The Soviets did not like the people who had contacts
with the West,even only in family matters and she
was told not to write anymore to them. I remember my mother
talking about it for many months,alwa ys in anger,but some-
times crying too.she was so alone, just on her own in years
to come... i

My father being the administrat or of a hospital (I think
it was a Jewish one,sponsor ed by the community and wealthy
donors) traveled to various congresses, visiting pharmaceu- i
tical factories overseas,an d I was already then admiring
all the printed matters arriving on his desk,descri bing
maladies and medicines,t he colourful blotters,ca lenders
and books.The one which fascinated me was with pictures
of human organs and also methods of ancient delivering of
babies,the one which natives were shown with two men
pushing from behind a woman's stomach with a blanket -in
secrecy I used to show it to my friends of the same age-
the six years old.

My early recollectio ns of my grandfather ,the "zeyda"
from Mostova Street is when we uged to meet him (I used
to look for him and rather for his beard,the long one,
nearly till his groin) at the small synagogue of which he was
the "gabe"—the president.H e used to put his hand on my head,say
something I did not understand and push me back
toward his son. Somehow I felt he is angry with me. Later
in years I realised that he was not fond of my mother,"the Russian
one™" who did not speak Yiddish, only Russian and
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He was also involved with civic affairs. He was a city councillor and Honourary President of
the Volunteer Firemen of Vilna, which had ten different branches and he delivered letters and
speeches to all these different branches. - '

They awarded him a gold medal for outstanding services of which he was very proud and he
always wore a smaller copy in his buttonhole.

My father was also fighting for the rights for better living conditions for the War Invalids,
Widows and Orphans. My father was always busy, always travelling around to different
towns in Poland and to different countries like Czechoslovakia and Hungary and particularly
Germany. So as a result I couldn’t spend too much time with him.

When I was about 11 years old, our class had to put on a production of a play. It was a per-
formance done in mime, like a film about a group of school kids who are greeting famous dig-

 nitaries coming to town. The place where we stood was painted to resemble a train station,
and the train was about to.come in. |

Out of all the boys in my class, they chose me to play the part of a girl. Thad to give the ‘dig-
nitary” a bouquet of flowers and of course, everything was done without words and Thadto- -

: - make acurtsy. - SR B 3 ¥ REETLATT . T O T L L
.+ Mother made me a very nice dress and my.teacher, apriest, put the make-up on my-face: It
- was.very:interesting. My mother was there indhe:crowd of:parents, but my-father eouldn’ '
come: It was the only time I acted a girl. Otherwise Iiwas:always'a boy. - -4 ih i i,
- WhenItimed. 12;1eady for my barmitzvah, my.father.andimother made an:arrangement for
= My:mothét-wanted to go to work fora firm in:Wars
- outso'lwentto-live-with my father. -~z s

B

aw::Herdife:with Sor was notworking: &
s F ff_,;;“,.r._. R ) ‘-‘v':?"—'- s e P T

DEEREDESSERRRALA iy T . GBI b et
=+ 2:2Hehad moved out of the hotekby:this time and:wasiliving ifva verysnice: second:floor-apart=:
- ment; with a surgery.and waiting room and everything in Ludwisarka Street, which was right:
on the end of the street facing the magnificent Napoleon’s Palace;near the enfrance tothe  # =~
University of Stefan Batory. - - s shossiee 00 ST

Our building was a four-storey one and within the huge gates, was a large cobbled courtyard
big enough for horses and carts to come and rest for the night and at the street level was a huge
resting area, like an inn, where you could have coffee and tea and drinks as well as lodging for
hawkers, travellers and the poor. <

1 lived with my father and stepmother, who was very fat. It is surprising that Aunt Rachel
was so fat, because she did not prepare our meals.

In fact in my teen years I do not remember having meals at my father’s home. When I think
about it now, I don’t remember eating at home then. As she did not cook, my father and T used
to lunch every day after school, at about 2.15pm at the Hotel Europa, a beautiful big classic
old hotel. They knew me there, a young school boy having a unch date with his father during
the week.

I recall my mother saying something I never fully understood at the time.

“Jt didn’t help her. I wished on her to have stones and so she had a miscarriage”. /
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I started to follow the steps and soon overcame my shyness and leamt to waltz and foxtrot.
Then she introduced me to Izaak’s cousin and I danced with her.
As their diningroom was small and darkened for the dances, I hoped nobody noticed my
mistakes. As I danced with the mother, she spoke to me. When I danced with the girl neither
of us uttered a word.
Later that summer, in Chamy Boor, where we had a ‘dacha’, a neighbour’s daughter, Yota,
taught me the steps of tango and other dances, yet at parties I usually asked not only the girls
of my age, but older ladies, mothers and aunties who sometimes shyly refused, but in some
cases smilingly accepted the invitation to a slow-foxtrot.
My own Barmitzvah was not very relevant for me. I didn’t invite any of those boys.
Firstly, it was too far for them to come, and secondly, I was, quite frankly, not interested. To
me this Barmitzvah stuff was something I did for my father’s sake; he insisted on it, but truth-
fully my heart was not in it.
I remember I used to have to go across to the Jewish Ghetto, up the narrow cobble stone
. streets into a poorer area, then up the stairs of a ramshackle wooden building where there was
- an old Hasid who would rattle away the foreign sounding words atme. - i
. - Yababatatam rabatum:tum, he would sing and nod away, his long beard w}nppmg back and
= forth wiping like:a broom:the. high:wooden table where I sat writing down the tolelgn words
-inLatiniphonetics:so thatI:could feam them inorder. to:repeatithem: - 4 RESHP
:: J'had no-difficulty: picking:up:the.melody-and:the:words 1 leamt from: my Latm scnbbles an
that:ishow-1 had-my:Barmitzvah at the:small;old:shul where my-father was: gabbeh wlnch 2
wasﬁvemmutesWa]kawayﬁnmmeﬁrstplaeeWehvedan Sk e 0
. When Lused to go and get my-breakfast-buns:from the-basement bakery. mGaz'barska Stneet;
«this-oldsyhagogue-was just.opposite:T would seethe-olderJews walking-in-the oming 1o ==&
- -and from! prayers.dt-did not occurto me that we were ﬁomthe Same people; that We Were
--bmmers,,hbtatall. FEE
... Tomy young eyes, they were stlange people, ta]kmg and dressmg differently to those in my
famﬂy But nevertheless, it was there that I went w1th my father to services, just like the other ,
Jewish boys would go with their fathers. L |
Mother used to dress me up nicely, with my halrm place and I would go for the Hohdays or
Shabbat and somehow it was not too bad, because in the shul I did not feel afraid. I'd run
around with the other boys, or go up to my father where he sat in his gabbeh’s place in front
and sit with him for a while, even though he was engrossed in his mumblings along with the

other hunched over men.
"Then I would get bored and would run out and play outside in the little courtyard around the

shul with the boys again.
Sometimes I would go with my father, for special occasions, to the Great Synagogue on

‘Niemiecka (German) Street. This was an enormously huge Synagogue which could hold over
a thousand people. _
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I started to follow the steps and soon overcame my shyness and leamt to waltz and foxtrot.
Then she introduced me to Izaak’s cousin and I danced with her.

As their diningroom was small and darkened for the dances, I hoped nobody noticed my
mistakes. As I danced with the mother, she spoke to me. When 1 danced with the girl neither
of us uttered a word.

Later that summer, in Chamy Boor, where we had a ‘dacha’, a neighbour’s daughter, Yota,
taught me the steps of tango and other dances, yet at parties I usually asked not only the girls
of my age, but older ladies, mothers and aunties who sometimes shyly refused, but in some
cases smilingly accepted the invitation to a slow-foxtrot.

My own Barmitzvah was not very relevant for me. I didn’t invite any of those boys.

Firstly, it was too far for them to come, and secondly, I was, quite frankly, not interested. To
me this Barmitzvah stuff was something I did for my father’s sake; he insisted on it, but truth-
fully my heart was not in it.

I remember I used to have to go across to the Jewish Ghetto, up the narrow cobble stone
- streets into a poorer area, then up the stairs of a ramshackle wooden building where there was

--an old Hasid who would rattle away the foreign sounding words at me. -+ -
- Yababatatam rabatum:tum, he would sing and nod away, his long beard. Whipping back and |
. forth-wiping like:a broom:the high-wooden table where I sat writing down the 1ozelgn words |
sinLatin:phonetics:so thatT'eould leam them inorder.to:repeat them: - iz
sz Jhad noddifficulty-picking:up:the.melody.and:the:words I leamt from: my Laun scnbbles and
:+thatishow-1 had-my-Barmitzvah at the: small;‘old:shul where my:fatherwas: gahben Wthh“""‘
Was five minutes walk'away from thefirst place we lived on Arsenalska Street: i i
-+)When Lused to go and get my-breakfast buns:from the basenient bakery. mGazbaxska Stmet;:
=i‘;f:~*ﬂ'us old:synagogue-was just-opposite:T would see:the elder-Jews walking in:the moming v
- :and from prayers.Jtdid not occur to 11 that we were ﬁ'omthe same people; that We Were
'-:brothers@fﬂ)t atall. . S
... Tomy young eyes, they were strange people ta]lcmg and dnessmg differently to those in my,:.-,

farmly But nevertheless, it was there that I went W1th my father to services, just like the other 3

Jewish boys would go with their fathers. :

Mother used to dress me up nicely, with my hairin place and I would go for the Holidays or
Shabbat and somehow it was not too bad, because in the shul I did not feel afraid. I'd run ~
around with the other boys, or go up to my father where he sat in his gabbeh’s place in front
and sit with him for a while, even though he was engrossed in his mumb]mgs along with the
other hunched over men.

Then I would get bored and would run out and play outside in the little courtyard around the
shul with the boys again. |

Sometimes I would go with my father, for special occasions, to the Great Synagogue on
Niemiecka (German) Street. This was an enormously huge Synagogue which could hold over
a thousand people. .
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Soon of course, I knew the words of the Catholic prayer by heart, which helped me later at
school when I could understand a little of what the other boys were saying.

At home I was an ardent reader of the local daily Polish paper to which my father subscribed
and urged me to peruse. -

Atthe age of 14,1 was already contributing stories o our school newspaper. It was called
Wallpaper, pieces of paper with handwritten and sometimes typewritten articles and stories
were stuck up on a long horizontal board on the wall of a long school corridor. By 16, I had
become the editor. :

v i situatod on Dominikanska Sreet, opposite the Dominican Church, about ™\
five minutes walk from my Uncle Samuel’s advertising office and apartment on the second
floor. It was there that T would go after school to meet my father.

When he was not busy we would still go to the Hotel Europa for lunch and sometimes walk
overto the coffechouse at the comer of Dominikanska and Trotska. There he would order a
black coffee and for me a hot chocolate with whipped cream on top, with a lot of cinnamon
and sugar. It was a good treat with a piece of honey-cake-as well. Fo |
- But for most of these'years my most favourite companions were books. - . R . @

- One day my father arranged that I would go-after schoolup the hilltod:eah, one of the sisters: - 3
- of my stepmother. s oo oo © v SRABARIEHEONE o o SRS 25
-4She had-a:very-bigrhouse.way up on: thé top ofa hill, a5 minutes:walk away. Her two o ¢#2= 2.
-danghters, FramazandiSarahandthe two daughtemroﬁaﬁéﬂiensisterfshubafandeBasya"wmﬂds.:.:s;s‘ o
 be there:There was always a whole family coming to.ttie-house-arid this aunty ‘would prepare-
abiglunchforalt of usto-€atzAll these girls and mexSoTatewithmynew:cousins.Not .
cousiris by blood; but cousins nevertheless. This house:was fulkofichildren;of all ages; run-.
~ning:around; shoutingand-onty one; Luba:was closedomy-ages i izt i a i d8e 8, 1
--.:After hinch-we could do our lessoris there; or talk or play a-while, or simply decide to go - s
“home. T used to like to go down the hill, down the very sloping hill, walk down to the bottom,:-
~where there was a ‘holtzmarket’, a wooden open-air marketplace. On the leaning stalls cases
full of fishes and boxes of fresh fiuits and vegetables pleased my eyes and the smell of salt and
earth and green mixing together enriched my nostrils. vt

T would walk down on that steep hill and at the foot there was a small Jewish second-hand
book shop where I used to buy and sometimes borrow, the magnificent books of Karel May.

‘Afterwards I leamed that this man was some kind of adventurer who was in jail in Germany,
writing these stories from memory of adventures he had had in the Americas. He was the one
who brought to Europe the life in the wide open paces of North America, tales of Indians and
Cowboys. I remember the names: Old Tomahawk and Vinatoe, Uncle Tom’s Cabin... 1 used to
browse in that dark little hut, like a little cave it was, a cave of treasures that were made up of
books and I used to love the smell of the musty books. Iloved to flip through the pages and
read some pieces in the middle, to get a taste, to see if it was something I would like, some
adveniure of nature and the elements, somewhere far away. In those years I would read books
by Fenimore Cooper, Defoe, Gulliver’s Travels... all were fascinating to me.

......
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French He was dictatorial , he did not approve of the marriage
(perhaps worried about cousins marrying,wh o knows) and he
used to show it by not allowing my mother to come to his house.
Zeyda's character splintered mostly to his younger son, David's
father,Samu el, and not to my father who was the oldest of the
family and dearly loved by his mother,Esth er ( I think this was
her name),a smallish woman with bright eyes,smilin g,always busy
in the kitchen though amicable
to me and kissing me when occasionaly I visited the grand-parents.
I recollect that my grandfather used to take me with him to the
municipal baths,situa ted near his house.My father used to take me
there and leave with his father who then had to call a Russian
helper to take care of me,himself walking the steps higher up in
the sauna. I watched the men, mostly
old ones, being beaten on their backs with bunches of string
leaves and then their red buttocks sprayed with cold and hot
water, men being given a massage on hard wooden tables by a half-
naked masseur,who beat the hell out of them,
men soaping themselves with strong smelling clumps and others who
sat for long times in the metal urns full of hot water
and the bathing assistants keeping it hot. And then in the
resting room, all with red faces, sweat still lingering, men
drinking hot tea or cold lemonade, all covered in towels and
talking loud, Yidish mostly,and me not understandi ng, only
following the orders to helpers given in Russian or Polish. In
the foyer my father awaiting me with a piece of chocolate or a
cookie and taking me back home.

In the earlier stage I used to go the ladies division of the
same municipal baths,but after enquiring vehemontly about
the mostly dark patches of hair between the legs of the ladies
bathing, me being only four or five but with a stif-fening small
member, an additional embarrassme nt for my mother, I was re-
located to the care of my father and grandfather .

I was the only child of my parents. The cousins mostly
were a few or more years older than me, the only one of my
age was Abele,the son of my father's younger sister,who
married a Treger,for whom my grandfather donated as a dowry
a small hotel in Skopovska Street, facing the Napoleon's
Square and magnificent Palace. As the hotel, in which my father
lived after the divorce, was just a five minutes from my home, I
used to visit my father and the Treger family,Issy
the student and piano playing prodigy,his vounger sister Gita
who also played piano and learnt to speak French and my part-ner
for games,runni ng around the square or playing hide-and-
find in the yard,where an enormous oak was easily climbed upon.
Abele was a year younger than me,but stronger in build
and full of fun.In the winter,when the snow used to cover fully
the square we used in the evening to come out, look that there is
no people around and competitive ly wrote our
names pissing as far as possible. He was usually the winner.

Due to bad economic conditions prevailing in the twenties
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It is my Matric year, and su denly sometime
in April, my father has a heart attack. From e city Hall,

he is brought down to the doctor's, Dr. Fxr 1, the only
cardiologist in the city. When the cardiogram results came

through, it was found that my father did not indeed have a sl
teh v in Ug

heart attack as was thought, but rather he suffered from
Angina Pectoris. It was prescribed that he must rgf%ﬁég;/@/ Sty
e 1s

The year is 1937.

“~—3ong while to recover. He is not to be taken home?7

to rest at a nearby place where are the offices of the

advertising Puilding of my uncle, my father's brother, on
Nemetzky Street. ANd as @snat, fhis brother's wife, mother
of my cousins ﬂ@myemijmmdbéLﬁ9{l had a very nice surgery for

her midwife practice, so my father was left there. And I
would visit him every day, for about two months, as he lay
there in my aunty's surgery, resting his heart.

I did my Matric very well, and immediately my father applied

through his various American and Polish connections, for me

to get into Columbia Medical School, which I had to start in
1938. But this heart attack made him very uncomfortable, and
limited his activities. From the active man, with his finger
in every pie, he became a tired old worried man, just
twiddling his fingers as they lay idle on the bed.

But I was not so sure what I should do my life. What should

ose. The truth was I
did not want to be a doctor. It was, in truth, my father's
plan for me. And although it was my dream to visit America,
the Golden Land of the prairies of my youthful imagination, I
was not so keen to leave my familiar surroundings and enter
into a strange new land, so very far far away. I also was
reticent to go and leave my father lying there so sick and
troubled. What if he were to die, and there I was far away
in another land with no way of knowing until it was too late
to say goodbye. As I muled over my future plans and the
thoughts of leaving home and my father behind, I suddenly
became aware of the power of something I now call
ninstitutionalized love." Yes , there was a love from me to
my father, but what kind of love was it, if I stop now to
think about it? Is it out of duty that a child loves a
parent? out of thanks and apprecation for the memories of
consideration and effort given the child by the parents. Or
is it the adoration of a beloved god of protection and

i
guidance that makes one forever bonded, as Abraham to his

almighty Father, a bond strong enough to make one sacrifice
even one's own son, or life? I loved my father, because he
was my father, and perhaps he loved me because I was the only
son he had, and he had no other children. At the time that is
all I knew, the duty of the only child to love his ailing
father and to want to be near him. Anyhow, for all these
reasons, I guess, I was just not able to turn my back on
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Vilna and sail to a com

1a 3 pletely new place to start a fresh
beginning.

And so I decided to stay for a while. To let things slide,
or perhaps glide. Stay with what was secure and see what
11f§ would bring me. I suppose you could say to let ndture,
or is it fate, take its course, So I continued to §téy on at
our big house at the corneriﬁfgphe Green Bridge. And in order
that a year should not be completely in waste, I enrolled in

our university in the Humane Letters, what you callfw fora
Bachelor of Arts.

I was prompted to go into that field, because I had already
been writing little articles about school and youth
activities not only for my school paper, but for a Polish
newpaper called Courier Vilensky. And now in the university
I continued to do reviews of sports events, and interesting
university meetins or visits from foreign professors, that
kind of thing. So this is how I came to study reporting.

The next attack of my father occurred in 1938, and at this
time, I was by that time heavily involved in the Zionist
Movement. By this time, the idea became clear to me that to
be a Jew in Poland was not a good thing. Already at the
university there were expulsions of Jews, and beatings, and
popular discrimination methods during the lessons in the form
of prearranged seating. Everyone except Jews, that is the
Lithuanians and Poles and the Germans, would sit on the right
hand side of the lecture halls, barring the Jews from sitting
among them, and forcing us to sit on the left hand side. But
we chose to stand rather. WE did not sit where they wanted to
dictate to us, so we chose to stand, backs against the wall,
taking the notes. But it was very difficult to concentrate on
learning under these adverse conditions. I spent much of my
time in the library. But of course, you had to attend
lectures, and it was very uncomfortable for us Jews.

\
wo §

My father was once again suffering from his heart, and Iﬂwﬂw” &
begn to feel the urgency of having to secure some sort of §§
future for myself, not knowing what was going to happe /fg
him. So I applied to the Zionist Office 'B¥ Warsa;k/t6pget §ff‘
the necessary permission from the British Mandatejfgoverning
Palestine to apply either to the University of Jerusalem or %ﬁﬁ
the Technion of Haifa. That is what the Zionist youth
movements were encouraging the young Jews of Europe to do...
to think towards emigrating to the Promised Land. FromiSB;//
original group of seven boys in the leadership of Betar; most
of them had left Poland already. It was only myself and Leon
Dangler, who became a lawyer after the war, who were left
still at the university. In the meantime my papers were sent
away and I was waiting to hear from the university. Time
passed , and still I didn't hear from them. Then came a
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letter from my mother who was living in Paris, with a ticket
to come and visit her for a little while. It seemed a
perfectly fortuitous opportunity to escape Poland for a while
and.reconpect with my mother. Of course, the thrill of seeing
Parlis again was not overlooked. And so I went to Paris in
June of that year.
g Leg Noihese

Mother lived now in 19 Rue de Coeur, It was quite a nice
pgrt of Paris, with medium sized shops and many workers who
lived there because of the factories nearby. But the best
part was that only a few minutes walk away were the grand
BOulevardes with the elegant boutiques and designer shops.

My mother worked for a small special designer clothing
factory, and she was the chief designer. I think she had a
man friend, but I did not actually meet him. She somehow
arranged it that either I would go out with some of the
factory girls in the evening or else she would go out.

Other times the two of us would go out together, mostly to
the Music Halls which she loved so much. It was there I would
see the legends, Maurice Chavalier, Josephine Baker... that
exquisite negress. ANd sometimes we would go to the matinee
shows to see different performers and watch for the first
time Negro Spirituals. It was a time of enormous stimulation
for me, culturally. I was open to so many new and exciting
things for the first time. The first time I ever saw a black
man walking in the streets. Or bohemian artists, men with
their long hair and with little berets tilted on their heads.
Sidewalk women dressed in such provocative clothes, showing
their sensous flesh and strolling with a movement that made
my young heart race, and the flashing lights of the sex shows
that excited my imagination. Ah Paris, it was the centre of
earthly delights, the sights, the smells, the living from the
passions. It was for me, a boy in my prime, a young aspirant .
reporter who is tasting the world with curious eyes, like a

luscious garden of Eden. And everywhere I turned there was 09)4
some kind of forbidden fruit waiting to be eaten.

One of the episodes I do remember. I was nineteen, going on COYQ
twenty. It involved one of Mother's girlfriends, who was }U
about thirty-four maybe. SHe was a Jewish girl from Poland,
now working and living in Paris, and she always had a smile
on her face, always a good sense of humor. You know, joking \6€)¥
eyes. SHe went out dancing with me. SHe told me my mother \&L\\-
said she was to show me a good time in Paris. And this is
what she did. Eva, that's her name. Eva, she had a darkish
skin, as I imagined the ancient Israelite women would look
like, dark-haired and tanned skin, especially next to my
pale European complexion. SHe reminded me of something
exotic, a little, because she was older than me and because
of her tawny brownish skin.

This Eva, my mother's friend, one night, we returned home
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from a dance hall where she and I had been dancing together
and then we went out later to a street cafe, there on the '
bgulevards, where we spoke a little about my life and her
life.... she had come to Paris from Poland when she was about
seventegn with a man who promised to marry her, but he then
broke his promise and disappeared, you know how it is, there
1s always a sad story, a story of heartbreak in many
women..... So we came back home to my Mother's place, and
then she sat me down and said that Mama had told her it was
okay to stay with me for a while because Mother would be late

in coming home. Then it is that she began to show me wht is e
lovemaking of a mature woman."

She f@rst of all went to the old record player and found
some music that she liked to hear. She asked me if I had a
favorite type of music. I replied not really, that I like
all sorts of music in a way. "Ah, she said, "but you must
have your own music. It is a reflection of our lifeblood. La
musique... it is the reflection of our very natures," she
sighed as she took out some long red colored candles from her
handbag, stood them in little saucers she took from my
mother's kitchenette, and placed them all around the living
room. As she did this, she was moving slowly and sensuously
around, it was like a snake dance, her hips swaying, humming
to the tango music she had found. ("Ah, this is the true
music of my soul", she had said when the first strains of the
bandelero had moaned into the room.) And so, bending and
swaying, she stepped around the room from candle to candle,
lighting each one in time to the slow beat of the music. It
seemed to me like she was putting on a show especially for
me, like a private one of those strip shows my mother had
suggested, with a smile, naturally, I go and see down in the
Red Light district. Except here it was in my own mother's
salon, and it was only me alone who was the audience. It is
of course, unnecessary to explain what kind of a state of
arousal I was in, not to mention embarrassed and shy. There
was something about how this older woman, this beautiful
Semitic dancer, she was doing this all for me, there in my
mother's house, in Paris, mon Dieu, the city of love. I was
without breath from excitement, but I was somehow glued to
that spot on which I sat like some melting candle in the heat
of my own sweat. I knew I needed to just sit and watch. You
know, to behave myself. To keep in control.

So Eva, she was even more attractive in the flickering .
light, she had switched off the lights in the room. It 1is
only the music and the strange light of the candles in the
various places of the room. Now, all of a sudden she stands
before me, more than a handstretch away, and starts to take
off her clothes. She is still moving to the.music all the
time, and says: "You don't mind that I do this for you, do
you? It is my secret pleasure. To entertaln a man, to dance
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for him. And you are soon to be a real man , non? Your
maman tells me soon it is to be your birthday, and so you
must be moving out of the teenage years and entering the
grand twenties, n'est pas? So it is time you are learning
the art of true sex of the adult world, eh?" And then, while
I sat so quietly and so composedly on the sofa, and inside ny
body is burning a wild forest fire, she slowly began to
undrgss, all the time humming in between to the music whose
moaning strains played straight to my genitals. She took off
her blouse and then stood near me in her brassiere. It was
black and lacy. I will never forget the sight of soft flesh
behind black lace before my teenage reporter eyes. My heart
was racing, you can imagine a nineteen year old, sitting on
the sofa, I thought my legs would turn to pudding. Then she
unbuttoned her skirt. "This is a creation of your mother's.."
she said, giving a little laugh. "She is such an excellent
designer, you know? Do you have some of her talent with your
hands too, huh?" she smiled, and then winked at me, as she
walked around me only in her dark stockings, coming up to her
thigh, and her silken black underwear. You know, what a sexy
thing it is to see black fabric next to white skin on a body,
a lttle showing, a litle hidden. It is the stuff of
tantalizing torment to innocent eyes. Ah, the days of garter
belts and silk stockings, an age when sex was still an
adventure of discovery between the initiated and the novice.
I was seduced by the true art of seduction. Invited to
explore new terrains as they became visible to me, slowly by
slowly... eyes first. Imagination always the leader!

Eva came and sat down on the sofa next to me, patting the
pillows into position with her small fluttering hands.

"T would like to teach you how to be an expert lover", she
said to me. "It would give me great pleasure do that. How is
that with you, are you in agreement?"

Her voice was sweet, like some kind of delicious cake I was
about to take into my mouth. What was I going to say,
sitting there with my legs like pudding, and my penis like a
spoon sticking up in it. Huh? I tried to come up with
something clever to say, to act adult, to act older than my
young fairly innocent years. Because I thought I already
knew everything about sex, you see. But it was just the
first of many lessons in which I was to learn the true art of
lovemakeing from the experts themselves, women. But I did
manage to rally and stutter (and it is true I did have a
faint stutter when I was younger) something like; "Well if it
is your pleasure, it will be mine also." Anyhow I thought
pretty well of my answer at the time.

Ad so my lesson began. Eva, like a teacher, like a
blindperson's helper, took my hand and afte? s?roklng ny
fingers and putting them to her mouth and kissing the
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fingertips, shg began to move my hands across each part of
her body, not just the you know, er... erogenous parts, but
all over. She introduced me to making love to the foot, how
to work my fingers in and out of the toes and around the
ankles, like I was fitting a soft shoe to hold it in my hand
tbat mgst always be moving, stroking. And always she had some
light joke to make it easy for me. "It is like the woman is a
pet, a cat to be stroked," she explained. Then she burst
into a cadence of giggles. "Alors, and why do you think they
call it by the cat names?" she laughed. She nuzzled up near
my neck and purred: "If you stroke me nicely I shall come up
and rub my body against yours and lick you." THen she sat
back and laughed again, this time like a little girl, never
for once stopping the unbearably wonderful stroking of my
feet and legs. Her fingers were like ripples of a lake. Her
laughter was like the warm breeze of a hot summer's day in
the country. And the music, languid and long, played on.

"You must discover every woman as if for the first time,"
she instructed me. "Make them feel as if you are exploring
their bodies like some strange new lands, and how exciting
for you to be the adventurer conquering their wonderful new
undiscovered territories it is... you must make it a voyage
of discovery....each time,... you see, like ah, here are the
beautiful hills of Madame Sonja, and why look what we have
here... we have the valley... eh, let us see what is in this
dark cave right here,... ah oui, we have here the vast desert
of the back which we will traverse slowly in order to get to
the shade of the neck..." she spoke in a husky tone.
"....Remember, my young one, it has to be slow and sensuous."
"You have a long journey ahead. Much to discover. Do not
conquer by force, but by persuasion of your powers of control
and understanding, or you will be in danger of losing the
precious thing you most desire. So, follow the pathway, the
rhythm if you will, of the woman, of the movements of the
earth you explore. Listen to her sounds as if listening to
the music you dance to, tu comprends? Remember it is a dance
afterall, that we do, eh? Sometimes it is you who lead,
sometimes it is she.... but in this, the horizontal dance of
sex, (she laughed again her warm earthy laugh) and it must
not always be horizontal, you understand, (she laughed again,
her eyes creasing into bright sequins) it is mostly the .
privilege and right of the woman to lead. Eh bien, she is
the hostess. She must invite you in. And when you are in,
ah, then...you must pay her the compliments as you wguld to
the hostess who offers you the fine food and the music
romantique and the little close dance after."

"And now, my sweet young visitor, stand up and let us dance
again, you and I, the dance of discovery."

And so we made love this Eva, my mother's friend, and I.
On my mother's sofa, on the rug and then on my bed 1n my

zac 6



room. I felt as if I had been to China and back again, and
to tell the truth, I was worn out from travelling. This
woman's way of lovemaking, with its intricate details was
quite a complicated task for a teenage boy with only the
thgught of getting in and out of the pool. Finished! None of
this splashing here and there, and staying to savor the feel
of the water. No! For nineteen year old me, I just wished to
take a dive straight in, a deep dive, mind you, do some laps
perhaps, and then get out. That is how I felt. Good enough
for me just to get wet! That is the difference, between the
boy and the girl, I think, when it comes to sex. And I'm not
sure it is all Viva la Difference, you know.

After we had made love once, Eva, with her fingers through my
hair, knelt up beside me and asked me: "Have you heard of the
humbers? THe body making numbers?"
I had no idead what she was talking about. So, of course, I
pretended I did. I said something like: "Well, I think
SO... Jjust remind me which number that is, exactly......
And she said, "it is called by my countrymen 'soixante-
neuf'. It is a new position of dining, you could say," and
then she laughed. She would always laugh after anything she
showed me, a soft almost girlish laugh. It made me feel not
SO young as I felt. Then she stood up and walked over to her
little basin which was in the room, you remember how it is in
France, with the basin in the rooms always, and proceeded to
clean herself and brought a warm soapy cloth over to me too.
It was a wonderful feeling to be washed by someone. It made
me feel like a small baby and a grown man all at once. THen
she showed me how to do it. The position. I was terribly
embarrassed at first. I somehow had the idea that lovemaking
was only to be face to face. But when it comes to pleasure,
all preconceptions go flying out the window. And afterall, I
was a good student, trained from early on to respect and
honor the wishes of those older than me, and so I did as T
was told. And after we were done, she kissed me and said;
"Dear boy, if there is one thing you remember from Eva, it is
that the love, she must be tried in many ways, like the eggs.
It is not enough in life just to know the taste of hard-
boiled egg. No!", she shook her head, and began to use her
hands to count, one finger pointing to the rest, "let us see,
-...there is soft-boiled, omelette, fried, zabaglione, hard,
mousse, etcetera. You blend with certain other ingredients
to make it just that much more interesting to your taste...
you see? Do not be afraid to try new platters, eh?" she
laughed, and stroked my hair. "There is more than one way to
scramble the eggs, my young one, and everyone's eggs 1s
delicate, c'est vrail!" Eva smiled as she pointed her finger
at me in amusement. -
Ah, she always knew the right thing to do.. at the right

time... marvellous!

Now the initiated traveller, I was able to wipe my lips, like
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some experienced and well satisfied diner, and offer one of
my own quips from my store of well-learned Latin phrases: "De
Gustibus non distupandem," I said seriously. There is no
discussion when it comes to taste!

"And lesson two, my hungry gourmand," she continued,
touching my lips, "It is very important what I am going to
tell you now...if you are to make love to a woman, if you are
to be a good lover, then remember this. Do not make love
only with the penis. It is not the only tool of sex, although
too many men are foolish enough to believe so...."

"It is the hands too, right?" I interrupted, eager to show
what an excellent student I was. "Like, my father always
says to me when we are looking for things that cannot be
found... he says, 'do not look only with the eyes! Look with

your hands!' You mean that kind of thing, right? " I stated,
proudly.

"Well, you have one of the answers, my boy," Eva smiled.
"But what I speak about is something other than your hands...
I tell you now.. it is for you to remember the lanquage of
love... 1language, it needs the tongue, non? YOu cannot talk
without the tongue. So it is with lovemaking. The tongue!™
She jiggled her back as she sat up straight, like she was
shivering from cold, but laughing. "Ooh la la", what a
lovemaking organ that one is, my boy!"

"And yes, you are right, the hands... always keep the
hands busy.... always keep them searching for pleasure,
reaching, touching, stroking, fingers like on a guitar, like
a spanish guitar player, ah yes," and she shivered again.

I think the music had stopped. She stood up and went over to
the old vitriola, put the scratchy music back on again and
came back and lay against me, her soft skin making a lasting
impression, like some fragile fossil, against my hardening
body.

She was the first one to teach me the delicacies of the
art of lovemaking." My father paused. Then gazing into the
distance, he added, "And for this I am very grateful to her."

" Yah," he sighed, his eyebrows raised in mock fatigque...
"and all those women who came later in my life also have
magnificnet Eva to thank," he sighed dramatically, and then
chuckled.

He turned toward me and suddenly turning serious,said,
"You know it was afterward, that I found out that it was my
mother's idea, the whole thing. Eva did not do this out of
some kind of fondness for me, or even a need for sex, spe did
it as a favor to my mother. My mother had decided that it
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time for me to be coached in lovemaking, the proper way, and
kngw that her friend Eva would be the perfect one to do it,
this favor for me, and so she set the whole thing up. This is
what Eva intimated to me, in her kind way. My mother of
course never mentioned it, and I never spoke about it either,
and so I never ever let on that I ever knew about her little

conspiracy with Eva," he ruminated. Then he stared silently
away into another tinme.

His story brought to mind strangely enough the confessions of
a college mate of mine. We had been sharing some intimate
experiences, recounting our infamous first times, one night
on campus, a little drunk, a little loose. His story was so
different. A young group of boys travelling with older
brothers, they had taken them to a prostitute across the
border in a foreign country, and told them it was something
they had to do to become a man. Yeh, go for it! <C'mon what
you got to lose! He was afraid and revulsed, pushed into an
act that was impersonal and distateful to him, and left him
empty of semen but filled with bad memories. Yet he came out
smiling, didn't he. Oh yes, oh sure, he had done it. ANd how
was it? Oh great, of course. What else does a boy, I mean a
man, say. SHe had moaned and told him, while chewing gum
loudly in his ear that he was wonderful. His first time.
Paid for in full. Ridiculous virgin no more. At least he
had got it up, he told me, my friend. He is gay now. No
trouble talking openly and honestly to a woman, about sexual
experience. It is just another aspect of life, isn't it?
Like talking about a good meal at a good restaurant,
comparing notes, making fun.. having a meangingful exchange
of anecdotes.... a little like talking to your aged father
about his past experiences? Something strangely
unthreatening in the safe distance that 0ld Age and
different sexual preference make between persons of the
opposite sex. Boundaries are clearer. HOw secure in our own
we need to be, before we can venture forth to connect with
others on such a deeply personal level.

I regard my father with a feeling that is unrecognizable
at first. I believe it is a combination of feelings. I
realize that it is mostly made up of the deadly duo, jealousy
and envy. What luck the old bastard had with women.
Resentment is a close companion: How different it was for me
as a girl. Everything fell in his timid lap and boisterous
me, I had to go out and find my sexuality to have it
validated. He had his stamped and approved at every turn,
lucky devil! I was always desperate to have mine even
noticed. = E

THen I realized how surprised I was at the contradictions
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his stories presented to me his daughter. SUrprised and
resentful, again, at the dissonance between strict father,
ruler of ?he family, prude and disciplinarian extraordinaire
and this illicit experimenter of anatomical experiences. '
I could not help the next feeling. It came from nowhere to

sting me/lodge in my mind like a sudden sliver of dust
trapped in my eye.

I felt cheated. I felt like I had missed knowing a part
of my father I could have enjoyed long before this tired
time. I would have like to joke and kid with him, share
}nnuendos and winks, felt a comraderie into my married years,
instead of waiting to the final years to start a new
rela?ionship. Am I complaining? I apologize. I should be
gracious enough to accept what I am receiving, even if it is
accompanied by regret. Then again, I have learned that
things will arrive only when the timing is right. For both!
——-When both the giver is ready to give and the receiver is
ready to receive. Of course, one hopes that the two find
themselves in the same space at the same time, otherwise ...
forget about it!

So with these feelings of jealousy and regret and
resentment hovering around me like mosquitoes, I look at my
father and say:

"yYou know Dad, this might sound strange, but I think you
were lucky to have that happen to you.
It's not every mother who is aware of some of the basic
requirements of life, and actually goes out and arranges some
sex rafifer than Math coaching for her son. SHe was definitely
an avante guarde woman, you know. I mean let's face it, who
tells you these things? Who bothers to talk honestly about
the fine points of having sex?" I ask him.

"WHo passes on to us the expert knowledge of lovemaking?
OUr parents? HUh! That's a joke. All Mommy ever said to me
was "Don't let a boy put IT in there." T didn't even know
what the IT was...although I had a vague idea what "there"
meant. That was the sum total of my sex education. And even
now, now that some smart people are waking up to the fact
that yes, teenagers are putting IT in THERE, all over the
place, they're introducing sex ed in schools, hallelujah!
But, the sex ed they learn is all about location of body
parts and dreaded diseases to be avoided ... it's enough_to
put anynone off sex! This culture just cannot come to grips
with sexuality, with the warm feelings that occur petween
boys and girls. They take the ostrich approach; Stick the
head in the sand, and we don't see it, so we don't.have to
worry about it. It's like a conspiracy... us against them.
The had its and had it nots. Sex is left hanging.out there
made into THE giant mystery, left for each individual to
come to experience for themselves. There's making babies and
then there's pornograpy. What's in between, do we know?
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Parents will teach you everything else about life, experts
will teach you everything else about how to make money in the
world, but join bodies together in an exquisite way? Hah,
you got to be kidding! Birds and bees, my ass! We don't lay
eggs and we don't have wings, tell us the real stuff! The
great big no-no in conversation: religion and SEX! The one
thing that does not get passed down from father to son, or
mother to daughter.... the essential basics of how to please
yourself or your partner. Can you believe it, but the only
sex expert this society could finally bear to listen to was a
midget ugly old lady, with a squeaky puppet-like voice in
foreign-tongued English whose advice was brought to us
anonymously through the air waves. A chipmunk! We were being
taught the rudiments about sex by a Chipmunk with a German
accent, for GOd's sake! "Ven you put ze peenis in za
vahgina, pleez don't forget, tzchildren, be sure to
looobrikate it vell, heee, hee , heee!" ANd what's more,
everybody loved her. No wonder... at least the little
chipmunk was bold enough to come out and chatter about sexual
problems and dare to pronounce the unmentionables, even in
her funny way. SHe was the little animated fairy godmother
who could be privy to all our embarrassing fears. SHe was
the dumpling good fairy who could make our secret wishes come
true, just by listening to them. Hey, Walt Disney couldn't
have come up with a better caricature. But society doesn't
talk with her good-natured cuteness and tolerance. Society
is a tall white man, speaking New England American, saying:
You be the good girl, or the good son, but never the good
lover. That's reserved for moviestars acting it out on the
silver screen, not for us ignorant incompetents who are
reduced to Playboy leering, because we are only told what NOT
to do! Too bad, that's what I say. SO what if we miss out
on basic training. 1It's only our lives and our
relationships. Who cares anyway! The way it works out is,
if we're lucky we'll experience good sex, and if we're not,
we'll never know the difference!"

I looked at my father as I finished sounding off my
frustration, my impatience with ... I was not even sure with
what. My own puritanical upbringing? THe AMerican way of
polarising sex issues into good and bad, turning the blind
eye to our essential nature. I have a friend from Indonesia
who talks openly about the natural way sex is explained
easily and integrated into the young people's lives. The body
is the earthly container for the soul. Treat it well.
Massage it and give it pleasure and sustenance. Why the hell
were we even made to feel such excruciating pleasure in the
during the act of procreation in the first place? Why are
the most exquisite sites of pleasureable feelings situated
right there, in IT and THERE? I have been contemplating
these things lately. That is why I am interested in finding
out who my father is. Not in the limited way I have known
him, in the way that designates me to be forever the child
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gnd.him forever the distanced controllin father. NO

it is that precious intimacy between pargnt and child'tggtu?’
seek. IT comes from a knowledge that transcends roles and
ages, genders too, growing into a compassion and a true love.
A lovg based on simple honest exchanges, from the heart, from
the mind. Not as my father himself has called it, an
“1ns§itutionalized love." It is attempt to become closer by
sharing what few dare to disclose.

%ikedgirlfriends, like soulmates, like sharers of the same
OO L]

My father had had his eyes closed, lying back on the chaise
to enjoy the sun. I had been talking more to the world he
represented rather than to him as a person. A little while
after I finished talking, he opened his eyes and turned his
face slowly towards where I was sitting, seated upright as I
was with residual conviction. He rested his gaze on me. I
could not know what he was thinking. Perhaps he was just
bringing me into focus after the darkness of his doze. He
stared intently at me. I looked at him, lying prone, his old
leathered body wrinkled and saggy, at rest. Lizard on a

rock. :

We both caught each others focused looks. The listener and
the orator. Role reversal. Suddenly a new noise pervaded our
silence---the ringing sound of crickets vibrating, that high-
toned buzzing resonating harshly in the surrounding trees,
burst into our momentary pause. We both realized how long
we had been ignoring that very eery continuous sound that had
accompanied our conversation from the start. And then there
it was, louder than any insect had a right to be, a shrieking
of nature that pierced the sky. A change of frequency. We
were off the air. An intrusion of the outside world just when
we had let our minds drift for a moment, our concentration
lapse, our guard down. As we both heard the sound come
crashing in on our now relaxed beings, we both began to
smile at each other. It was a simultaneous acknowledgement
of defeat, a laying down of arms to the mightier, louder
invisible victor. THen we slowly began to laugh. First it
was me who shook my head and giggled. Then my father crinkled
up his eyes and let forth some loud laughs, nodding his head.

"What do you expect from parents?" he grinned at me. "The
last thing a father wants to even think about is his daughter
having sex! It is just not something we are able to talk
about."

"Ooh", I consented. "I see... the old dad being mum," T _
quipped. "I guess maybe that's what the whole Virglp Birth 1is
all about, huh? Mary's father, the old patriarch{ jugt
couldn't face up to the idea of Mary making it with just any
old regular guy. Maybe he never even liked Joseph 1n thg
first place! PErhaps he wasn't even Jewish enough for his
taste. So he denied the whole thing, concocted the
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immagulate bit, the part about absolutely postively no
physical sex involved, and so we ended up with a holy person!
SErves him right then.. his only grandson turning his back on
the old religion and going out into the world to spread
revelations and start revolutions. See, that's what can

happen from burying one's head in the sand.. you get your
butt kicked!"

I laughed at my own spontaneous epistle. Sometimes, I
thought to myself, I became quite inspired to say outrageous
things, especially if I was riled and stimulated enough. And
of course, if I had the freedom and the right setting to
speak my mind out loud. THat is what was nice about my
relationship with my father, I realized. I could talk about
objective topics, about anything at all, and I knew he would
be open to hearing some outlandish things, despite his own
views. But anything related to my views about himself, or
his failings, or misconceptions and possible mistakes about
childraising, well, that was quite another story. Those
comments were never welcome, never tolerated. I would
literally be able to see his blood boil, and his face close
up tight like a a safedoor shut abruptly. "I will not discuss
this," he would say, his voice trembling with explosionary
anger. THe messages, more like warnings, had always been
clear, no matter how many times I had tried desperately to be
heard:

Don't dare tread on my territory. It is loaded with mines.
Stay off! Trespassers will be prosecuted!

But this was different. I had been addressing my grievances
at society at large and not at my own father in particular.
I had been careful. I had turned the conversation cleverly
into irreverance and play. This was a way of walking safely,
carefully behind the fence. Paying attention to the signs.
Caring enough for individual property, not to dare intrude.
out of a respect that comes, I suppose, with age, that in its
slow wisdom teaches one to set down the passion for truth and
justice and leave it for a while at the gate.

This was a route, a pathway, I have only recently in my
older years, learned to follow.
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Then suddenly, in the beginning of 1939, I received papers while I was still in Paris
with my mother, informing me that I was required to return home to Poland because the
country was mobilizing to be ready for impending war. France and England had an
agreement with Poland that they would respond to the call to help with armed forces in

time of threat of war.

I came back and my father was influential in securing me a job in the army in the
communications department. I had the job of translater and radio monitoring. I was to
translate from all languages, Russian, German, English and French all the messages
coming through on the air. It was a cushy job, one that did not require me to be out there
on field practising shooting, although we had already done these preliminaries during
our final school years as cadets, learning the basics of soldiering. I wore my uniform
only in the barracks, and afterwards at about 5 or 6 in the evening, I was allowed to be in
my civvies till the next day when I reported to my duty. Friday evenings and Saturdays
were free. And those were the times that my friends from the movement would spend
together. By now Malka was my steady girlfriend.

It was not expected seriously that the war would come.

From what I ascertained in my radio work was that France was very prepared with
the Maginot Line. England was not as prepared, but France was very secure. And then
events started to go very quickly. Austria was annexed by Germany, the part of
Czechoslovakia was taken over by Poland with great patriotric fervor, claiming that it
had always been a part of Poland. Then when Germany took over Czechoslovakia,
Poland felt very confident that she faced little danger as compared to Czechoslovakia.
Poland was bolstered by the assurances of the Alliance. After all we had the horses, we
had the men mobilized and Russia behind us, and nothing would happen to us. That is
what we all believed. The slogan among the Polish soldiers was "we will not even give

them a button off our pants!"

And then the war started. The first of September 1939.

The same date my mother died, I thought immediately. Only forty years later,
exactly. As if the cancer that killed her physically had begun to eat away at her
spiritually that day Poland was invaded. The day the Germans came to town ---and
changed the whole course of her life. And here I am, eventual product of that one day.
That first day of September, 1939.

Immediately during the seventeen days that followed, German troops swept through
Poland and occupied half of it, and on the seventeenth of September, Poland collapsed
because
Russia occupied the other half of Poland, including Vilnius, Vilna. Now my father was
not well, sick and ailing. His wife was working full-time in the hospital. I had no reason
to be at home because I was mobilized into the baracks, and when the war ended with
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low profile. I{: was a time of great uncertainty. Of terrible fear. We were none of us sure
what the Russians, the Communists, were going to do, or who they were going to target
For t.he Jewish Political Parties, the Zionist organizations, however, it was very bad. Tkie
Russians started to look for the refugees from German- occupied Poland-- the Jews who
had run away from the Germans towards Vilna which had represented a haven for
Jews.... Begin and other big leaders from the party had come there ... it was all in such a

big fear of the Russians.

Then one day Mr. Feigenbaum came to me and said we needed to talk. He said; Listen
you're staying with us in our family, and these times are bad, we don't know what is
going to be, and we would like to know what exactly do you intend for the future... what

is your position here?
And I answered "Well, I am Malka's boyfriend as of now. That is really the only
position."

And he looked at me, patted me on the shoulder and said: "Okay, okay, don't WOrTy.
Whatever will be, I will always make a living and whatever it is, you will be part of it."

And I said: " Thank you very much."

In the meantime, at the university, everything was alright, and some of the people who
took over the newpaper needed a reporter and were looking for someone Jewish. I
understood they did not have too much confidence or trust in the Poles who were not
amenable to their Communist beliefs, and they didn't care that I was a Zionist or not,
especially in the first month, and so it came to be I was assigned to do university stories
and sport. And slowly, I started to write about cultural events, like cinema and art, and
performances. For the first time there were interesting performances at the City Hall,
sponsored by Russia, you understand --- they were big in communal patriotic shows. And
it is there for the first time I saw Anushka Goldman, a young teenage girl, performing on
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the stage. She played the part of a young worker who does her job with good spirit, and
she is happy with her work, and she sings a song about it. It became a hit song, she did it
so well. So, I wrote the first article about her and her excellent rendition of the song that
was now to become a hit. It was sung in Yiddish, which was recognized as an ethnic
language and sponsored by the new government. It was after seeing this performance
that I decided I too needed to be part of an arts group, and so I joined a Russian
performing arts society in which Madame Mossovsky, you remember her from down the

road, she was the director and main actress.

I vaguely recalled a dark-haired woman, who spoke with a heavy accent in a low and
langorous way. I imagined how beautiful she must have been in those young days, for she
had in my memory the vestiges of serene wide-eyed beauty beneath the aging wrinkles

and stiff styled hair as I had known her.

We played some plays in Russian, some in Yiddish, and I had mostly small roles.
Meanwhile my cousin, as I called her, she was not really my cousin, but we had after all
grown up together, I speak about Fruma, daughter of my stepmother's sister,--- she
became a big shot. She got herself a good position as cultural program director for the

youth of Vilna.

We now come to the middle of 1940. Because many Russians were coming in to
Vilna, a lot of people coming in and looking for accomodation, there was developing a
shortage of housing for the increasing population. Mr. Feigenbaum said to me: 'Look, I
don't want to be unpleasant about this, but we need to register you as living here with us,
and not with your father at his place. It is only fair to the system, besides which the
committee of the apartment has been asking questions and can make trouble for us,
which we do not want, you understand?' ANd I replied back, I said that no, I preferred

rather to be registered where my father is, and that is the best way.

I think it was at the end of 1940, there was a strict regulation that people with more
than one domicile must reregister at only one place. Now in our house, where my father
was, there was a Russian officer stationed. He had taken over two big room, so we
remained with less rooms, and because I was often not there, they insisted that I make a

decision on one firm place of my domicile. And the decision came along in an
unexpected way.

Mrs. Feigenbaum, Malka's mother, came to me one day. She said: I know what's

happening between you and my daughter.
She doesn't want to tell you, but I have to tell you. She is pregnant. There now! Now

you know! Now you have to make a decision." And she left.

So I went to my father and told him the story. My father said: "There is only way to
solve this, the honorable way. Did you sleep with her?" he asked me, and I said "Yes."

"And now she is pregnant?" he asked me again.
I replied that that is what I had been told by her mother.
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He said: "Then the only thing you can do is to marry her."
I said to my father that I was not really so keen on that idea.

He stared at me for a while and then he said to me: "Look, I will arrange it with the
rabbi and he will perform the marriage ceremony between you. But we will not register
it immediately. We will wait to do that."

And so this is what happened. We had a small house wedding, with a little bit of wine
and the breaking of the glass. And people congratulated us, and smiled, and wished us all
good things, and so it was that I became a married man when I was twenty-one years old.



I was still staying with my Malka and her family, the Feigenbaums, at the time that
the Vilna Ghetto was formed. The Germans had cordoned off a block of buildings that
ran about four streets long and six streets wide, enclosing it with a wall barricade, and
they designated this small enclave, hence the word Ghetto, ... you know it comes
originally from the Italian? Oh yes .. there were Jewish ghettos even before ours became
more famous! So, here it was... this small area was to be the sole dwelling place of all
the Jews in Vilna...about fifty thousand or so of us. Try and imagine!

Now this area was about ten minutes walk from where the Feigenbaums lived, and
so when the announcement came that we.all had to move into that Ghetto, I made sure
that I was there early enough to secure a good place in one of the buildings , on the
second floor, it was very near to the gate. I'had a corner in one of the rooms , and there I
stayed with Malka only. The Feigenbaums, her mother and father and sister went
somewhere else. Later on my father came and also got a place in the same building as I
was, but on the ground floor because he couldn't walk so well. He was still busy with the
Hosipital at that time. When the registration started for all those who could work, my
father was helped by his brother-in-law, the banker, to get out of the Ghetto and find
work in the city. A German policeman used to take my father and my stepmother into
his double motorcycle, you know with the little chairs on the side, that kind, and drive
them out of the ghetto to another town nearby called Leda, where they both worked as
doctors, until Leda was liquidated, and the same policeman, for the same fee, brought

them back.

In the meantime I got a job in the Jewish Committee to be a clerk in the office of
Labor, and Malka obtained work in one of the co-operatives. My marriage as I said, was
not a good one. I still never trusted her. When the liquidation of the Ghetto occurred in
43, Malka and I went as volunteers to Estonia to some work camps. In one camp where
I was involved again as a secretary or registrar, Malka was working in a group that went
daily outside of the camp for work purposes. One day I heard a rumor that she was in
love with one of the men in that same workgroup. When she came back that evening, I
confronted her. I asked her if those rumors that I had heard about her and this other man
were true. She told me yes, she was in love with another man from her group, and if we
survive this nightmare, she is not sure, but she thinks maybe she wants to be with him.
But now, she said, she also wants to be with me . She just didn't know, she was so

confused. She was so scared.

And I'looked at her and I didn't know what to answer her. We were living in two
different barracks. One for men, another for women, as it was all over in the work
camps. That same night a girl came running up to our men's barracks, knocked on the
window, and shouted for me. When I came out, she says to me that Malka had

war 5



disappeared... perhaps she committed suicide or something, she says, but I should help

look for her.
So I immedaitely ran with ther over to her barracks to help find Malka with this

girlfriend of hers, and I found her in the toilet outhouse, which was a separate building.
She was hanging by a belt around the neck, over one of the toilets. She was still alive. I
untied her, and carried her to the clinic, to Dr. Nesky, where she was administered to.
When I asked her why she had done such an awful, foolish thing like that, she looked at
me sadly and said that she just couldn't take it any more. All the girls in the barracks

were telling her how badly she was behaving to be carrying on an affair as a married
woman, behind my back, to betray a husband in times like this. Then when she knew I
had found out, she couldn't face up to it. When she realized she had to make some sort
of decision, she tried to end it all for the good of everyone by hanging herself. Of
course I comforted her, and told her I would forgive her, and time would be kind to us
all, we must just wait it out. But later on, the more I thought about this, the more I
considered things rationally, I realized that it was just another of Malka's dramatic false
alarms. Another one of her schemes. It was deliberately made to look like she was
hanging, but in truth, she was not even hanged. She had tied the belt around her chin and
not her neck, because Dr. Nesky told me later that he had not found any markings or
bruises on her neck that pointed to a real hanging. But I never said a word to her about
my suspicions. I did not make any issue about it. It was not worth it, I thought to
myself. We only had about two or three months until this workcamp would be dissolved
and then we were to be transported to separate places. The Russians were very near, and
rumors were that this camp was going to be evacuated soon. At that time, things would
sort themselves out. She would be out of my life, and I would be out of hers, and our

problem would be taken care of.

The end of the story is that when we were separated, men and women, at the
dissolution of the camp we were both at, we went to Estonia, to the ships which were to
take us back to Poland. Myself to the concentration camp Stutthof and Malka to another
concentration camp. I never saw her again until after the war. About three months after
the liberation by the Allied Forces, when I was already working in the newspaper with
the editor I told you about, and Anushka had left for a while to meet some important
people in Lodsz, I heard a knock on the door of the house we now occupied. I opened
the door, and there stood Malka with another girlfriend. I was surprised to see her. I

thought I never would again.

She looked at me and said, quite boldly: "I 've heard all about you. .. all about what
you are doing these days and who you are with. I found your name at the Jewish Agency,

and I've come to ask you for a proper get, a real divorce."

She also wanted some money from me and some clothing or goods, whatever I could
give her, that she felt she was owed. Whatever I had in the way of money, I gave to her.
Also some things that I had found in the apartment we now occupied once the Germans
had fled and left everything. I gave her some clothes that had been left there. And then
we went together to the Jewish Commitee, and I asked if there was a rabbi there, and
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there was somebody who was, and in his room, he asked me if I wanted stil] to be
married to her, and I replied no, and he asked her the same question, and she replied no.
Then I, as a Cohen, had to say three times that I am divorcing her, and it was so. The
rabbi, he signed some papers which I also had to sign and she had to sign and then he
gave it to her, and she took it and folded it and put it in her purse. We looked at each
other as we walked out of his office. We had signed our farewell. There was nothing
more to do but to shake hands and part. I extended my hand to her, and she hesitantly
put out hers. Then we shook hands and wished each other well. We said goodbye to
cach other and that was the last time we ever saw each other. The end of a chapter. The
end of a mistake. I went home to my empty apartment that night and thought about all

that was now gone from my life.

war 7
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We accomodated to the Russian takeovendquite quickly. Soon

life appeared to take on a normal look, and the focus was

turned away from the threat of war with Germany and .

redirected to the grand cultural renewal under R&<EHaFrile

communistic rule. THere was big excitement about the

upcoming festival in Moscow, in which all the ethnic groups

from the conquered territories which were now part of ‘MOther

Russia'would be represented. Ardvs6 I wrote for the

newspaper, Youth Truth, about a young Jewish girl who was

chosen by the Vilna Cultural Association to represent Vé&ﬁ&{?ﬂWMﬂﬁ,

a great honor, especially for a Jew, to sing at the

International Festival of Folklore Music and Dance to be held

in Moscow in the summer, July, of 1941, that year. That was AM$6QWW

the second time I wrote about ANushka GE€ ran, who was

perhaps already then, under the ink of my -pen, destined to

become your mother. It was a nice article, inspired mostly B
s who was, you remember the CULutral Director of YOuth

under Russia, safe and prescribed.5hfmmﬁyﬂmm7/Fﬂwpuwgfgﬁ&lwzagﬁml

Then one day in 1941, in June, I think it was_ the 22nd, we
heard the un8uhl sound of bombing. The German Sthukkah, the
raid of the lowflying airplanes loaded with bombs, was over
the city and bombing factories, one bomb fell near the Green
Bridge... and suddenly there was war. The first day when I
heard about it, I was still staying with the Feigenbaums, I {dion
immediately ran to my father's house to see him. But he was
not there. He had also run somewhere, either to his brother
or sister..I don't know. I found only my stepmother there at
home, and she was very agitated, because she could not go to
the hospital, and she wanted to. There was an unbelievable
panic in the town. We looked out the windows and saw the
Russians, we could not believe it, in trucks, on cars, on,
on, ... even on bicycles, all on the road running out of town
towards Russia. THe telephones were not working. People were
running about wildly in the streets. I went to see some of
my friends from the movement, and we decided that if the _
Germans are coming in, we have to go. Malka said that she VﬂutM
wanted to stay with her parents in the meantime, and that we
boys should prepare to go. So we got our things together,
important belongings that we could take on the road with us,
and |¥, we marched, a gpu of us boys, on the roads leading eash
out of Vilna, towards Minsk, with hundreds of others, on
horses, on foot, with carts, people everywhere carrying
peklach, parcels and baggage, on their backs, on donkeys, on
makeshift carts, even the RUssian soldiers in the military
vehicles, all of us trying to escape what we dreaded. And vemj Lath
semetimes ggiégzg‘we had to run) rush out from the road into
the fields nearby because we could hear the low whining, the




fetd o pet®

rumbling sound &/the German planes, like a i

: . monster mosquit
1t sounded, sw oplng_toward us, and'dropping bombs on tgg °
road§ we—were l&ewrgg. BUt we did not stop walking. Even
at night, we kqﬁ walking, for one and a half days. Like the

direction we were headeq, returning back, we asked them why
and they_told us GErmans were there too, ahead of us, so théy
were coming back to Vilna, what's the difference? ANd so
there was nothing for us to do but to turn around and walk
all the way back to Vilna. So we came back home.

And thep it gtarted... all the announcements about the
Jews, notices in German, LIthuanian and Polish plastered all

gV?r tge Euildings and also in the hewspaper. Everyone must
ring to the authorities your bicycle, your radio
valuables. . y y tABDY W

all to be turned in.

"Was i? forced?" I asked. "Did they suggest what would happen
otherwise...?" T pressed, needing to understand the
methodology of submission.

Agh, it was all made very clear to us. THe Jews had to turn
over everything to the Jewish COmmittee, the valuables, the
silver etc, because they were collecting for the ten
hostages. You see, the Germans had immediately taken ten
hostages, ten men of distinction from the prominent JEwish
life.. the rabbi, the president of the COMmittee, the banker,
the chief doctor, --important people, leaders of the
community, and they announced that they would kill them if
they didn't receive a certain amount of gold and silver and
money for their release.

ANd of course most of the JEws responded quickly, standing
in long lines in front of the office of the JEwish committee,
waiting to give generously of all their collectibles and
valuables, heirlooms, silver men&rot, candlefédﬁs, you see,
and it didn't help nothing. Not a thing. THey were all
killed anyhow, those ten. SO and so, they murdered them, and
took our ransom. They said, those Germans, that the value_
the Jewish community placed on those ten was clearly not high

enough for their lives to be spared.

And so the list of little restrictions contipued. The
announcement was that we couldn't walk on the sidewalks, we
must only walk on the streets, on the cobbles, and_we cogld
not walk in couples, but only one after the one,,31ngle§11e,
like geese. And the Lithuanian police and even the Polish
helpers used to catch Jews and force them to work. .For
instance, say they were cleaning the streets, well, if a Jew
was walking along, single, in the street, for instance, they
would just come up and grab you and point thelir gun at you
and force you to clean the street, with your bare hands,



while they laughed and joked and cursed at you, and often
kicked you when you were down on your Knees. It was always
the threat of ugly violence. Or say you were standing in line
for some bread ration, and you obviously looked like a Jew,
they could come and chuck you out of the line and push you to
the end of the line, and tell you you could not wait there.
ANd so you would walk back home in silent rage and when you
got home you would send the maid instead to go stand in line.
THe maids, at 1east,&¥?re still trustworthy.
Some ‘HJ/.\\

ANd all the time on the radio, came the vicious attacks on
the Jews, for the benefit of the POles and Lithuanian
population. A group of boys decided that it was safe to be Dwtfé
&% town, where the "Hapooners" that means "catchers" were
waiting everywhere ready to pounce. And I was in the group.
We decided to look for some work with some Polish peasants,
who needed extra labod$rers, and through our parents who knew
some of these peasants, it was arranged that we could go out
into the country where it was not so thick with German f@,
soldiers or bloodthirsty Lithuanians. So I was in a group °f/w4~Hﬂw¢'

_sixty boys and men and we went to a place about forty wkgﬁibdma
_j/”’(Eileeters from Vilnaswhere there® peat patches.ﬂﬁﬁ/, QZ?E&
//E;Qe. Sundays, when we had half-days off, our families could come

3fj and visit us there. ANd Malka came to me with her mother ﬂ&wﬁa
ﬁ%q only, her father was afrald to come in case he got caught by 3

Wy the Germans, being prominent as he was, and then one day, one

Sunday, on one of these visits, I look at Malka and I say:

"Wait a minute...you don't look very different...What
happened to the pregnancy?"

"Oh," she says, "I aborted it."

"But you didn't...why didn't you discuss it with me?" I asked
her, shocked.

"Oh," she said lightly, " I discussed it with mother, and we
both agreed, and we needed to do it quickly, and I went in
and it was over and that was it. It's all taken care of now."

In the beginning I thought it was because.of the war and all
and probably it was the right thing to do if she felt that
way... but then it dawned on me that she really should have
been quite large by now, by my simple calculations. You
know, the young men in those days, especially me, we were not
so informed about women's pregnancy and birth and all that
stuff, not like today. It was all woman's area. ANd so I
didnt' pay much attention to keeping a watch on what should
be happeing to her body, because I truly knew very-llttle
about it all. But suddenly I began to think something new. 1
suddenly began wondering if that whole pregnancy story was
ever true in the first place. I suddenly had the feeling that
it was all a bluff... a proper bluff! And this made my
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thinking about Malka very different. I felt I had been
cheated. I felt that she had abused me, that I had been
conned into this whole situation of being married. And so,
with this thought in my mind, I could not feel very loving
towards her, even though she was technically my wife. I was
now just a husband out of duty, her family had become mine,
and I would continue to help them as they had helped me in my
need. But towards Malka, my heart had become a stone. L@ﬁ»au
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Meeétinq with Luba was a great event during my last stay in'Lms
ﬁnqeles: I spoke to her and Michael, her husband, several times
prévimussly and this time arranged to travel to Los Angeles at the
same time to coinside with their visit to Nan, her older daughter and
my long overdue visit to my niece, Fama. Fama settled in USA seven
years agco and I have seen her last time in Israel about eleven years.
ag.

The flight by Nortwestern was not bad, siux hmurs.includgd a lot of
reading, seeing from above the Great Canyaon and in the intervals
eating the snacks supplied by the airline. :

‘Tzili, Fama's daughter fetched me from the airport and forty minutes

later I was warmly welcomed by Fama and her ld-years old son Adi.

Same evening Luba and Michael arrived and after a hug and embrace I
did introduce my Vilna friends to Fama. The evening was warm and we
sat at the patic near the pool. Luba was a very good friend of some
of my "preferable" girls during the teenage periocd of my life. She
also belonged to ouwr Zionist organisaticn and in those times she was
liked by many as a reliable person of good culture and wisdom.

We were reminiscenting about those pre-war years,talked about people
we knew so well, some of those dead during the Holocaust and some
still alive, some already widowed but luckily some enjoying the
winter of their lives with the loved ones.

Michael told me of his debt of "thanks" to me, for as he expressed it
"you somehow saved my life in the ghetto. The story was as follows: "I
was already marrvied to Luba and we had a baby son. During the march
to the Vilna ghetto, when Jews had to leave their homes and trek to
the six short streets in the centre of town, surrounded by high
walls, I was working in Byala Vaka, 15 km away from Vilna in a labour
camp, minig peat bricks used by peasant for heating. When I learnt
that Luba, the baby and her parents and sister are in the ghetto I
asked my forman to give me an emoplaoyment certificate to enable me
to travel to the ghetto for a visit and then come back to werk. In
those days a Jew found walking on the road or in the street without a
work certificate was usually sent to prison to be killed. He obliged
and the next day I walked to the ghetta gates, where a 8S-man stopped
me.
Usually groups of Jews were marching back to ghetto in the afternoon
or evening. Here I was in mid-day one person asking to be admitted.
The German read my certificate and said that I may see my family, but
I should tomorrow early see him and in the meantime he will kesp my
'schein’— the certificate until he sees me again.
The Jjoy of beeing with my dearest was spoiled by the thought of the
88-man holding my ’'schein’ and for what purpose. The certificate in
hgnd was at those days a guarantee of life, without it your destina-
y1an was FPonary, the forest near Vilna where many of our co-religion-
ists were brutally liquidated. Luba had an idea to contact you whe :
were a clerk in the Labour Bureau for advise. When she saw you and
told what happened z tro i 3 e

- v YU strongly warned me seeing the 8S-man tomor v ow
and then promised to intervene with higher Jewish authorities abﬁuth
me. As I remember, a few hours later you came to our place, wheré W
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lived and asked if I can provide with a batflewgi :nS;: sell it +to
*schnapps’. My fathe;—in—ﬁ?wtﬁgegﬂ:ET: Eiasﬁﬁ' I saw you again the

i er oan I roug L = = s =
:;3; 2:3 ;:E with a smile on your face you gavetm:ﬁbi;g zztze;i;f}rmm
ca%e back. Your evplanation was simple. You wen uS Yna e then_
the informaticon received you knew who the Bﬁtman gae; léined R
to Joseph Glazman, who was in charge of police an thﬂp re—qhet%m
in what danger a former Eetari is. Elaz@an was in : e pLitEuani; b
times the léader of the Jabatigsk{.Zianliz ??;z:ezit;nthis Eermaé B
You urged him to help. He was dea ing ma sl oy M

< i Wirements. A bottle of vedka changed hands an f
E;fzi?;Saziqreturned to me. Although I insisted ?o recoTpE@?at?tygg
for the trouble, you refused saying ’'what are friends f”f i n? VUP
help each octher?. With the certificate I cau%d reach ag?ln ng_a aka
and work there, as it was impossible to obtain any new uertlfitatg?
which allowed you to werk in or outside the ahetto. On many occasions
I have blessed you and spoke about what you did for me and”far Luba.
Thank you again for helping me to have a chance to live...

1 knew from our Previous telephonic

abliged to me. But truly, I did not remember being of help to Luba’s
husband and I was slightly embarassed by their insistancenacf thgnhs.
When Michael dealt with the Particulars of the stary, recollectian
came up. Yes, I did remember the vodka bottle I had to deliver tao
Joseph and later arhme aave me back the certificate. The SS-man’s
name was Weiss, the “verseer of the ghetto in the first year of ites

conversations that somehow he is

existence.

During our next day tallk,

which this time toumbs
iouuws home of Nan,

I saw the vides made by Mich
recently in Vilnius and Fonary. I saw the dread
monuments, one in memoyy of the
Michael recited kKadish.,

there with heyr Parents a
informative as possible

in ghetteo, Michael
during the showing

Place in a very luxur-—
ael during their visit
ed place and the twa
children and one for all the martyrs,
I saw views of the old and new Vilna. Nan was
nd asked questions. Farents answered as

about places where they 1ived before and then
repeated the story of help with the *schains aricl
of the videao drew my attenticon to that moment .
Again we talked &

bout people we were associated with. Luba Proved tao
be the almanach of remember ing nNnames, z

Was with whom then anrd
after the war, an unbelievable memory. It ig during this very
esting conversation that sSome impulses in
sudden rememberance of names I have never
mulating meeting with them. We spoake also
sea Nowadays, like S=l, Dawvid and others,
that a 9irl I wanted to meet after the war
fruitless, vas alive, married someone
Israel. She di

ed recently. Whe we said
to be more =ften in toc ;

inteyr—
my byrain Pravided me with
Could vecall. It was a st i~

nds whom we
learnt fraom Luba
Nadya, and my search was
called Mileykuvsky and lived in
goodbye we Proamised ourselves
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included some actuality poetry of Polish-Jewish authors like
Julian Tuwim. Seated on par-stool I faced mostly young
listeners, in darkened cafeteria, the small electric light on
the papers I had in my hand. From time to time, I had to
stop reading, as my voice was filled with tears, chocked, and
a glass of water helped. At the end it was silence and then
shouts, bravo’s, people came up to thank me for the intellec-—
tual experience. Further evenings Wwere arranged with actors,
and actresses from the local theatre whom I had to introduce
to the public. The evenings were very guccessful. One of the
readers a young actress Halina,whom I saw 1n a polish film
*The Frontier Street®—about Warsaw Ghetto, became sick, and
was hospitalised. 1 went to see her with flowers and
arranged for her to be transfered to the nearby Home for
_Recuperation in the mountains, which pelonged to the Union of
Retired Actors. After a month, Halina, who regained her
health, played in the theatre again and 1 wrote a good crit
about her acting. She had to return to Warsaw and inzited me
to visit her while 1 am in the capital. The occasion ‘'soon
arose when 1 made my trip to the unveiling of the Monument to

the Ghetto Fighters.

The arrangement was to meet a few days before the unveiling,
to have time to see the re-building of Warsaw, go to a
theatre, or Jjust spend time together. Hanka was still perfor-
ming in Wroclaw in the Yiddish State Theater and had to come
to Warsaw with the group of actors by bus for the unveiling.
Halina's mother, a devout Catholic was not happy to host a
Jew at her home, even for a day or two. But the circumstan-
ces were against her. T did spend with Halina a full day
running around Warsaw in search for a hotel room. All were
booked out, even the family pensions and holiday rooms.
Thousands of tourists, Jews mostly have booked in advance for
the unveiling, and Warsaw did not have room for the crowds
storming the capital. Halina and I we have been very
frustrated, as she was sure T will get a hotel room to spend
in privacy with me. Anyway Halina’®s mother arranged for me to
sleep in the dining room at her apartment on three chairs,
covered with cushions and the doors to the room were locked. .
She feared that my presence can lead to my greater involve-
ement with her daughter. At the morning breakfast I refused
the bacon and eggs and limited myself to a coffee and
croissant, although 1 was hungry., as last night’s supper was
just potato salad and cooked apples, tea and biscuit. My
thanks for hospitality were short. Halina went out with me
with tears in her eyes, to say goodbye. She wrote to me
afterwards with thanks for the care I extended to her, while
she was sick, describing the feelings she had for me and
desires, alas unfullfilled. She was a beautiful dark-haired
girl of 25, enchained by her widowed mother, a promising
ac§ress, unspoiled yet, although successful. I liked her
guiet sensuality, the freshness of her spirit and delicate
approach to life. She was tender and plesurably exciting. 1



remember the day we spent together when in the evening- she
had to leave Jelenia Gora for Warsaw. I took her up to the
mountain in my DKW-car, we had a picnic-lunch, the spring was
already showing flowers in the meadows. Ve spoke about the
film in which Jewish youth fought the Germans. Her upbringing
was very aristocratic and Jews were non mentionable, yet she
read some books and was very interested in learning more
about the Jews and their lives. She said she found me
attractive and we kissed. The afternoon we spent in my apart-
ment and although we engaged ourselves in kissing and
touching I could not make love to her. Frustrating as it was
for her I was deeply upset by my non-performance. Perhaps I
was too much excited or eager. I don’'t know , but occurance
like this one was rare in my repertoire. The failure of
getting again together in Warsaw that April perhaps was an
omen, a sign that my brief encounter with Halina should end.
In the calendar of my destiny I have had many signs like this
one. And fortunately to my benefit and a good lesson in life.

I spend my second day in Warsaw with some friends from the
camps, slept in their apartment with several others on the
floor in the kitchen and the next morning joined thousands
who trekked to the ruins of the ghetto, where the Monument
was unveiled in an unforgetable ceremony.

Warsaw was in ruins. The place designed for the monument
was part of the ghetto and I could not visualise even the
places I visited last in 1939, as the streets I rememberd and
the buildings were not there, just an empty space, cleared of
remanents of bricks, plaster, wood and steel, which once was
a locum for inhabitants to live. Now crowds of people, Jews
and Gentiles, from early hours gathered around the monument.
A specially erected stand and chairs were placed in a circle
for the invited officialdom. Survivors from ghettos and con-
centration camps, Jewish refugees from Soviet territories,
who resided now in the new territories of Silesia, displayed
placards with names of their places of domicile or past-exile
in the USSR. The band of the Polish military placed them
selves near the stand. Sonn the invited guests were guided in
to their chairs and uniformed militia girls distributed
pamphlets with the information relating to the occasion.

The monument presented to the viewers scenes of heroic
stand of the fighters of the ghetto uprising against the
Germans. After the official speeches and dedication, the band
played an occasional march and the anthem, and the barriers
surrounding the monument were set aside for us to come nearer
and -view the scenes depicted there. Many of us cried, people
were taking photographs. I took some with Anushka and shot
a few for some friends who asked for it. From nearby vendors
I bought fruit and rolls and we ate in celebration of the‘
event. In the afternoon of same day, exhausted we settled in
the overfilled compartment of the train, which brought us
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back to Wroclaw and then by car to Jelenia Gora.

When many years later, on visiting Israel, I have seen the
replica of the monument, I had a chance to examin more preci-
sely the structure and work of the designer. In Warsaw the
emotional encounter was overpowering and the details rather
sketchy, the impact was of the magnitude of that monument in
the field of nowhere, the edifice of a statement for all to
see, placed in the rightfull Jewish whereabout of past years.

The monument of another kind was on my mind, but this time
not of heroism but of martyrdom, when in Cape Town, forty
years later, being the honorary secretary of the ’Sheerith
Hapletah® - the Survivors Association of the Cape, 1 applied
to the Jewish community leaders with a request to erect a
monument commemorating the Six Million of our people killed

by the Nazis.

At that time the community had established a Holocaust
Memorial Council, whose activities incorporated organising
commemorative functions, educational materials for schools
and organisations desiring lecturers on the subject, videos

of testimonials by survivors, etc. The proposal for a ;
monument was prepared by the Association (it means by me 6{
mostly) with the co-operation of a local architect Hillel &l/,

Turok, whose project and methods of erecting the monument was “\f\

approved by the Association’s committee. Hillel with his good

conections made it sure that sponsors amongst the local

building trade (Jews nand non-Jews) will cover the costs. Yet

)
when it came to discuss the project at the meetings of the {Q &
Holocaust Memorial Council, I have encountered critics of the 0 {ﬁa

visual of the monument, expressions of fears of the costs ﬁo
involved in the maintenace of that kind of monument now and ng

in years ahead, various voices about the inscription on the
structure, etc., etc. Many meetings later and months of TD
unnecessary delays, yet with my perseverence and dedication

I did get the approval from the community®s Board of

Deputies to go ahead with the project with small corrections.

With great satisfaction of a job well done 1 was honoured § “ﬁjf
to inaugurate the Monument at the Jewish cemetary, in front
of the Tahara House, during the well attended commemoration
of the Yom Hashoah -the Remembrance Day for the Six Million.
Our example was taken two years later by the local Jewish Ex-
Service League to erect on the other side a monument to the
fallen in the World War II and in the Israel’s War of

Independence,
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As I was in charge of publicity and promotions for arts and.
literature, being the editor of the Lower Silesia’s daily
newspaper,Jelenia Gora local edition of "Gazeta Dolnoslaska”,
I was trying to enliven the cultural expectations of the
populus and bring some kind of free entertainment to the
young and old of 'the town. Jelenia Gora had many restaurants
and the evenings were spent mostly in attending dances and in
some cases cabaret of lower class distinction. Alcoholic
drinks, of all kinds, were served profusely, semi-
professional bands were playing the slowfox's and tango’s,
waltzes and rumba’s and the locals took to the floor in
pairs, some in perfect unison of movements, some not in
rythms of the music, but all in enjoyment of the "body close
ins".

I was a frequent guest of the restaurant owners, their
printing of menus had to be OKayed by my office,and on many
occasions met and became friendly with the musicians employed
there. An idea came to my mind to use the bands for a jazz
jamboree, in the park, on a Sunday morning,to give a free
performance for all to attend. I had several meetings with
the band leaders, discussed the programme of the first
concert,and was pleased with the favourable response for my
request for their help in staging the event. One summer
Sunday a large crowd was eagerly awaited the twelve players,
who assembled on a platform, in a centre park avenue,and with
me conducting, played as the first number a part of "Rhapsody
in Blue"”. Applouse after applouse greeted other items. My
conducting was good, as I knew the numbers being an ear-pitch
musical, non-playing enthusiast of jazz and prom composi-
tions. The musicians on the platform also played by ear and
the total experiment was well accepted by the public. To add
to the attraction of the event which I repeated (with changes
in programme) I‘’ve secured the sponsorship of the local
Y.M.C.A., who publicised the events and collected donations
from the public for a youth orchestra. On a few occasions at
that time, and after a few drinks at some restaurants, I was
invited by the band to come up on their rostrum and conduct
their music, the fun enjoyed by those who performed and the
diners, whom I invited to dance or sing, when the music was

the well known hits of the season. mﬁw\

A friend, Stash was a baker. His establishment in the Main %W
Street was well patronised. In the evening the bakery was OQ\J
open for tea, coffee and cakes and I got Stash’'s permission

to present as an additional entertainment evenings of poetry E
reading. For the first evening I read my own poems,written
immediately after the liberation, expressing in verse the 77.
emotions, feelings ofpain and loneliness of a survivor, alive S&@ﬂﬁj
but in mourning for the dearest family, yet with hope for the

days ahead, verses of the tragic years of persecution, words

of accusations for the bestiality of nazi-oppressors, calls

to avenge for the murder of the innocents. I have also
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In May 1950 I left Paris for South Africa and remember saying
adieu to the rooftops of the City through my tearful eyes
promising myself to come here again not as a refugee from the
Holocaust but as a tourist. It took forty years to keep the
promise.

The flight by SAA was pleasant and by the courtesy of
a senior steward Archie, I was allocated three empty seats
and could take a nap of a few hours.Grey clouds greeted me
at Orly Airport and from there the taxi monouvered through
the tense traffic for nearly an hour to bring me to Les
Halles,to the appartment of a friend with whom I had to stay.

In the evening we took a stroll towards the river
Seine,near Chatelet theatre. The chairs at the outdoor cafes
and bistros were fully occupied.Seeing the promenading
colourful crowds at the Rue Rivoli pleased my heart.Paris was
the same as I left it,I thought.Even the ladies at the Rue
Saint Denis waiting for clients did not change their stations
but noticeable was the fact of majority of darker skins in
the profession,the oldest in the world. ..

Prior to my Cape Town engagement I worked for several
ethnic newspapers and journals as a technical editor and had
to supervise last editions at the printing shop,where 1 made
many friends. Revisiting the place,after so many years,was a
traumatic experience.The elderly forman recognised me.He told
me about some people I remembered and explained why the
premises look abundant.I arrived just in time to witness the
shop’s machinery being sold and removed as the building will
be refurbished for new apartments.The printing presses,the
linotypes,editor’s desks,etc.were neatly packed for
transportation.An eerie picture for someone who has so many
memories of the place where my frofessionalism matured and
experienced gained.

Before the war my mother (divorced) lived in the
'couture’ district and was engaged by a big clothing factory
as a dress designer. The last time I saw her was in 1938
during my student vacation. I stood again now in front of 18
Rue du Caire,my eyes focused on the fourth floor windows. How
many times I found her looking towards the sky predicting the
weather and telling me to put on a sweater or
raincoat,before going out.After the war I came to Paris to
find her.The old concierge recalled how the French
police,three months before the liberation of Paris,came to
arrest my mother,dragged her down the steps and took her away
in a police car.My further enquiries at the Prefecture and
the Ministry of Deportees were fruitless. Only a few years
ago in a book published by the Klarsfeld Documentation Centre
I found my mother’s name and the date when she was gassed in
Auschwitz.She was only 45 years old. '
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The majestic edifices of the Louvre Museum,the large
EUSTum in the wqud,is a magnet drawing hundrets of visifo:;
ally. I stood in a queue,a long one,this time because some
of the entrances were closed for renovations.Still the Venus

of Milo was attracting crowds of onlookers,and so was
Leonardo da Vinci's enigmaticaly smiling Mona Lisa. New
rgmgrkable displays in various departments presented to the
visitors the latest achievements in museumal art from many
countries of the world. I was particularly stunned by the
ultra modern architectural Pyramid in aluminium and glass by
the renown French architect Pei,built on a inner yeard of
Louvre,so poignatly contrasting with the 17th century
buildings surrounding the pyramid.

My friend took me by car through the western district.
We passed Champs Elysees with multiple crowds on pavements
and a serpentine of cars,limos and buses in both directions
I welcomed the magnificent Arch of Triumph with the French
tricolour,2om long flying inside,and after a while we reached
the futuristic site of La Defence— an entirely new suburb of
high rise buildings,with prominence of aluminium and glass,in
a variety of shapes,very modernistic containing thousands of
offices and apartments,presenting a new vista of Paris
skyline.

Dominating the view is the recently construed ’Grand
Arche’,the seat of the Universal Foundation of Human Rights,
a tall square built in white marble,with conference
halls,libraries on various floors and a multi-thousand
auditorium field for spectacles,rock-and other music
festivals and entertainment presentations. Six lifts
transport visitors to the top of the arch,from where with
many others we admired the finest panoramic view of the City.
On our way back we stopped near the famous Eiffel Tower,still
a great tourist attraction,and watched a variety of streamers
and boats carrying hundreds of tourists on the river Seine.
The cruises pass under many romantic bridges and we saw on
both sides many historical monuments and buildings.

A visit to Place Pigalle and Boulevard de Clichy,

where I was domiciled after I left Poland in 1947/8, was a
dissapointment. It changed radically from the old styled
suburbia of Moulin Rouge, Nouvelle Eve, bistro’s and
restaurants frequented by Parisians and tourists, mostly of
mature age, to a vulgar,indecent porno-market-place, with
hard-nude exposition visuals in showcases and_ a multitude
of sex boutiques attracting youngish looking tourists in
jeans and leather jackets,arriving on buses with mostly
German and East—-European number plates.



MISHKA, ZIAMKA and I The Thee Musketeers

I don’t remember if I have told you, Naava, about the period
which I call "the years of the Three Musketeers”. In our
youth organisation Masada, where I became the vice—-commandant
of the group (sgan-mefaked haken), after two vears of doing
the secretarial dutes, the "troika" of the more efficient
activists beside me was Mishka Smolgovski and Ziamka Sakier.

It is on our heads rested the enrolment of new members and
the planning of programs, to keep the group (over 80 ) well
activated in a variety of fields. We propagate learning about
the history of Zionism, and of course, historical development
of our right-wing party headed by Vladimir Jabotinsky and
when the Revisionist Party left the World Zionist Organisa-
tion, we remained with Meir Grossman as our political leader
of the newly formed " Judenstaatspartei"- the party of the
Jewish State. We had instructors for semi-military exercises,
organised talks and picnics in the nearby forests and provi-
ded lessons in Hebrew language. The fortnightly Saturday
evenings were enjoyed by all who attended the "mesiba"- a
form of "theatre—-in the round” which was an occasion for a
show of artistic talents of our members in music, recitation,
choir and story telling. Ziamka was in charge of the enter-
tainment and when it came to singing I did too my part with
the group in the presentation of the latest hits. Some of
them with our own, ideologically interpreted lyrics.

OQur troika was very effective in social activities, which
usually resulted in bringing new members, girls mostly, who
then were followed by boys. Mishka, who looked like young
Robert Taylor and Ziamka, whom I can compare to Marlon Brando
were the magnets. They knew a lot of teen-agers from the co-
ed Jewish schools. My connections were limited (I was in a
boys only catholic high—-school where a small number of Jews
attended) and the only help I had from occasional visits for
dances or school performances at Polish-Jewish schools, where

cousin Luba and Chayela studied.

Mishka lived in an apartment over his father’s restaurant in
a corner house facing the Green Bridge over the river Vilya.
It was convenient for me, who lived on the other side of the
bridge (ten minutes walk up the Kalvaryska street) to meep
him and walk together to meetings and back home. Our premi-
ses were on the second floor of an old three—story.hguse
occupied mostly by businesses during the day and giving us a
freedom of noise and singing during the evening hours and
mornings of Sundays. Mishka helped his dad during the day.
His younger sister Sarah walked with us sometimees apd T used
to find "love" letters from her on my desk or in my jacket
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left on the armchair. At the same time I wag involved with
Lilka, a tall, brown-eyed sixteen-year old, very pretty and
shy girl, whom I walked home after meetings, talked a lot an
from time to time took to a cinema show. We kissed often on
saying goodbye at her gate bult she never allowed to be body
touched and I respected it. I had to speak to Mishka to
persuade his sister to stop pestering me and was happy when
her attention were directed to another member of our group.
Although we were good friends when it came to girls each one
tried to outdo with elegant clobber, or knowledge of books or
in any other way to draw girls attention. One day after a ma-
tinee cinema show I spotted a beautiful tall girl walking
with a girl I knew. I approached them and started talking,
but was not introduced to the tall one. She attracted me
strongly but was not responding to my question about the
picture and excused herself as being in a hurry to return
home. Next day I made some phone calls and learnt that the
object of my attention, Wilma, attends a private school, and
lived far away from my suburb. Then I got her phone number
and after several calls (she was not interested in the very
begining to meet me) she agreed to see.a new show wit me at
the cinema. The film was "Rose Marie" with Jaenette McDonald
and Nelson Eddie - a romantic musical which then suited our
viewing. I was soon introduced to Vilma's parents and could
vigit her on week-ends. Wilma was beautiful, long brown-—
redish hair adorned a delicate face, with a straight nose and
full voluptous lips. :

I was. very attracted to her. She was aloof and even when we
danced at her room to the rhytm of tango or slow-fox music
played on the modern "pathefon", she kept the body distance.
Our platonic friendship lasted a few months and then I was
given excuses at not being able to see her. Ziamka to whon

I spoke about Wilma did not want to hurt me, although he knew
that Mishka was taking Wilma out now. But one of the girls in
Masada gave me the news. Mishka said that Wilma asked him to
take her out because I was too much involved in the work of
the organisation and she felt it will be better that I devote
all my efforts to my Zionist ideals. When I confronted her,
she was elusive and said that I was too shy to her liking and
that she prefered other types of men. For some time I was
devastated by her statement but there were always some other
girls to give my attention. Perhaps not as beautiful and un-
approachable as Wilma, but more plainer and yet still more
willing and adventureous. With the war and the Lithuanians in
Vilna I lost trace of Wilma. In the meantime Mishka met a
rich girl from Kaunas and not long after proposed and married
her. He became a father of a girl and worked in the radio and
electrical store owned by his father—-in-law. In the ghetto he
was at the gate police and I lost contact with him. One day
Wilma came to the Labour office where I was a clerk and asked
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for help. She was now with her mother only. She was still
very beautiful but subdued. I found the possibilily to gét
her a job outside. The newly acquired employment card enable
her to protect her mother and help her with food. A month or
so later she came to thank me and announced that she has a
better job now, a more permanent, as a cleaning girl for
some of the high German officers. A few months later I heard
the rumour that a high German army officer was in love with a
girl from the ghetto working in his apartment. The affair
after a while, was discovered by the Gestapo and the officer

killed the girl and himself in a suicidal pact. The girl was
Wilma.

During the liquidation of the Vilna ghetto in September 1843
Mishka and his family was transfered to a fur processing
factory "Kailis" on the outskirts of the town. The factory
employed over 250 Jewish tradesmen during the German occupa-
tion and Mishka found refuge there, but not for long. A few
months later the factory was liquidated and only a few were
saved from Ponary, by fleeing to the forests to join parti-
sans.

Ziamka, who during the Soviet- Lithuanian regime in Vilna,
was on a lucrative job as an accountant, married a pretty
local girl. Our Zionist activities were curtailed and the
only contact we kept with each other was while helping our
refugees from the German.  occupied parts of Poland, streeming
to our town. The war was at that time somewhere in Europe
(October 1939-June 1991) and we tried to get used to the new
socialist Stalin headed regime. With the German occupation of
Vilna, Ziamka and I worked at separate peat farms and then in
the ghetto seen each other occasionaly. He was involved with
the security administration in the ghetto Council and before
the liquidation went with a group to the Rudnicki Forests to
join the Jewish partisans. In summer of 1944 his group parti-
cipated with the Red Army units in liberation of Vilna.

During my stay in Yelenia Gora, Ziamka visited me twice and
we had long hours of reminiscences of our youth. From him I
did get news about people we knew and their fates. We were

in touch through the years and when my children emigrated to
America, it was my pleasure to be hosted warmly by Ziamka and
his wife very charming and symphatetic wife Mira at his home
in Brooklyn, every time I was visiting my families. Ziamka
came to New York in the fourties. Same as all the newcomers
he had some very difficult years before establishing himself
with a partner (also a wartime partisan) in a clothing
business of mens slacks. His business acumen and hardworking
salesmanship brought the company, he founded, to ?he forg—
front position in the trade. He is now retired. His son 15 a
lawyer and daughter a teacher. Both married and with lovely
children.
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The following to be inserted in NAAVA’s BOOK gz;‘
. Computer:XAVBOOK pages { & & 161 '

In August 1955,'the daily newspaper The Cape Argus asked ;&§z
readers to Le on a theme "What have you dome—with ten 'ﬁxﬁ
vears of peace?". I decided to write and was pleased to get Q

thg Tirst price (and a cheque for L5 58.)in this contest. The
editor, under the heading ’We were naked, hungry, diseased’
wrote: We have awarded the first prize to *Alien’ (that was
my nomme-de plume) for the sincere and thought-provoking
letter printed below. It reads just as we received it, with-
out corrections to spelling or phrasing.

Here is what I wrote;

I was amazed to read about your competition: °*What have you
done with ten years of peace?’ Not later than a day or- two
before Week—-end magazine reached me, I was discussing with ny
wife the date of August 15.

It seems to me that I have done a lot during those ten years,
but let me go back to the 1945 and start with March 10.

On this fateful day the German S.S. guards left our concent-
ration camp and let the Russian to liberate us. We were
naked, hungry, typhoid-eaten, more skeleton than men, but we
were alive and soon afirwards recovered to be able to go
forward and look for friends and relatives.

T found myself travelling by foot, horse or overcrowded
trains looking for what Nazis destroyed and even never left a
trace. I’'ve realized soon that I am alone in a big world of
after-war sorrow. I was very upset and did not want to live

I found myself a job - not interesting, but it kept me busy
and time heal my wounds. One day I've learnt that my wife is
still alive and I made a very dangerous trip to look for her.
When. we saw each other, we realized how we have changed but
our joy was great and tears could fill a glass.

We decided to leave the country where we were born - because
it was full of our graves and memories.of desproyed youth. We
became refugees, as other thousands and our }1fe became more
difficult, more uncertain, hanging on gqod will or sm11¢ of a
consular official. Our sleep was often interrupted by night-
mares of various Immigration Acts and our worry was not the

every—day bread, but tomorrow’s mirage of a peaceful haven.

driven from one commission of
we wished we never were libe-
Finally, 1 was notified
My trade is needed there
ing necessary papers. Tl
d to me that God had a

How many times in those days,
scrutiny of aliens to another,
rated, but killed in gas-chambers!
that I am to leave for South Africa.
and we had no difficulties in obtailn
was to good to be true, but it seeme



hand in it to give me a chance. After so many dissapoint-
ments, wiﬁh South African visa on my stateless papers, I felt
happy again and looked forward with hope for a better future.

It/is a proverb in my old country, saying that those‘

who suffered are entitled to more happiness. When I arrived
with my wife in Cape Town I was greeted, hosted, taken for
drives, shown scenery, was introduced to others, etc. I found
that T am again a person of importance. I found myself not
treated as unnecessary burden of displaced object. A feeling
of thankfulness overcome me and I gave myself a word of
honour to be worth the confidence given to me on my arrival.

I am a qualified tradesman and I tried to give my outmost to
work hard and de cent. From one room we have moved to a flat

last year. I‘'ve bought a car. I have a circle of friends who
help me with everything I need.

I have children - born in South Africa - and i think it is
very important to stressupon that in Europe we never wanted
tohave a child.. We were unafe, troubled, worried,tired of
refugee—ism. In South Africa we found a place to live and to
enjoy life again, a fresh start for a new generation.

Don’t blame us for having more children, we want again to
have families, relatives. Let in the new gdeneration live and
flourish the memory of the dearest and beloved who vanished
so unexpectantly during the last war.

You ask, how I feel about my life in the past ten years?
Well, I feel I°'ve lived fully, experienced a lot and fortu-
nately found here a place to—-day under the sun to warm myself
and mine after the coldness of yesterday.

T am satisfied that Fate has given me those 10 years of
peace. I was horrified when Korean War started and its flame
will spread all over the world. I still bear fear in heart
when I see A- or H-bomb headline in the newspapers or watch
its destructive power in the newsreels.

If I have toulive another 10 years in Peacg, let them be
prosperous, joyfull and happy for me and mine ?nd al} t?ose
who have same wish as I have now. An Alien’.
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THE DANNY KAYE STORY

During our stay in Paris Anushka from time to time performed
with the other Jewish actors - refugees from Russia and
Poland in a Yiddish Repertory theatre staging old fashioned
melodramas. During the summer, when Paris was full of foreign
visitors, mostly Americans, she was also engaged in a night-
club ‘*Habibi®, owned by a Polish born French Jew, Dave Star.
Located on the Boulevards, the night club was well frequented
by tourists, show usually started at lo p.m. and Anushka had
her appearance after eleven. In the cast there was also a
negro singer, I think named Williams, who was warmly applau-
ded for his rendition of 'My Yiddishe Mama®’® in Yddish.

The well—-known Arthur Buchwald, from the °*New York Herald’®
Paris edition, wrote in his daily column a praise of
Anushka‘’*s acting talents, her comedial mimics and singing,
and was often seen at °*Habibi’ in company of visiting enter-
tainment personalities from abroad. Danny Kaye, who was in
Paris came with Buchwald to ‘*Habibi® and upon requests from
the patrons did one of his numbers ( I think it was about
Hollywood ) which he said he dedicated to Anushka for her
singing specially for him one of her nostalgic ghetto songs.
I was there at the guest table with Arthur, Danny, his wife
Sylvia Fine, and another couple, friends of Arthur. Danny was
‘inquiring about our past expiriences and I obliged with short
paragraphes of acting history of Anushka and the ghetto
theatre. On his invitation we had tea with the Kayes at their
Champs Elysees hotel one afternoon later in the week, and on
presentation of his card, attended a preview of his Hans
Andersen film. Same year a Rosh Hashana New Year greeting
card reached us at the Mont Joli hotel in Rue Fromentin, near
Moulin Rouge, in Clichy district in Paris, where we lived,
helped to pay the rent by the American Joint Distribution

Committee.

Eight years later, in Cape Town, I read about the forth-
coming tour of South Africa by Danny Kaye. Through my,
already established contacts with the African Consolidated
Theatres, for whom I did promotional services and adverti-
sing for films and theatre productions, I enquiried about
the dates and when Danny Kaye landed in Johannesburg I did
phone him at his hotel and offered him my assistance for his Q
Cape Town show. I did explain that I am at service with same ‘t~ “§<\
people who engaged him for the tour and it will be my A\ é
pleasure to see him in the city, where I and Anushka now ~ \%
live. Danny immediately instructed the PR people to get in
touch with me in Cape Town. I was given the task to arrange Q§§
the first press conference for the American star. It was my CT\
plan hot to have thée usual assembly of the press in the hotel
where the visiting enetertainer stay, but to make a homage
to this talented man, by the Mayor of the City and the
welcome at the Mayor’®s Parlour in The Ciily Fall, combined

DK~



with the attendance of the press, radio and other
dignitaries.

—

The co-operation of the Mayor was arranged, the tea and &
sweet cakes, fruits and juices, in a colourful display \\ 4
and beaming Danny Kaye was presented to the Mayor, who
handed him a pictorial book of Cape Peninsula and a plush-
lion toy for his daughter (my idea). I was seated next to
Danny and initiated questioning at the press conference in
the Mayor®s office and then accompanied him to his hotel
suite. A short talk about when and how we landed in South
Africa followed. His Cape Town solo performances was a great
success. We saw him twice after the show at the Alhambra
Theatre, had late snack at the : restaurant,
opposite. A letter from the head office in Johannesburg
addressed to the Cape Town manager, expressed thanks for the
well organised welcome for Mr.Kaye and the press coverage and
by request of the American entertainer, special regards to
Mr .Xavier Piat. The manager, Mr.John Clark became a very goo
friend and helped me to establish further contacts in my
advertising and promtional services to the entertainment
industry in the Cape. The meeting with Danny Kaye in Paris
was a good omen. I did mourn his passing and still enjoy his
acting, singing and comedy talents of this remarkably able
Jewish entertainer and humanist volunteer for the world’s
children. | e :

s

"My involvement with the world of entertainment brought me
in contact with famous singers and groups which were brought
by the African Consolidated Theatres and by other private
impresarios, one Ol which was Quibell, who owned Luxurama Bio
and Three Arts complex. His EEEIEE:EElgjionS was David Yeller
- a warm hearted fellow, always obliging, helping others, but
not so lucky in his four marriages with non-Jewish ladies.:
The third one gave him a daughter Sharon, the fourth a boy,
and when she divorced him left the youngster with David him
being 69 at that time. Sharon who lives in George with her
mother and step-father visits David four, five times a year, wﬁ@
a lovely teenager. My friendship with David reaches now its (6

40th year. 1 am always thankful for his advise and comrade-— ? LQN“QSkﬁ

ship in the years when I needed him for moral support and I .wb
am proud to have helped him on many occasions in later years. l( Qv
We did campaigns together for ballets (Luissilo, Markova) and &); gybp
numerous singers (Feliciano, Humperdick, Springfield, Eartha &&%)g

Kitt, Los Paraguayos, and others MORE NAMES TO COME), for
theatre performances, and circuses including the yearly shows (k&[

of ice-skaters. ()QU
I was also helpi i ublicity and promotions to a young Q@”
talented fellow(Pieter Toeriegz>who with a Jewish gent Ruben K/<§§y
“A\§

financing brought to Cape lown stars like Marlene Die?righ,
Maurice Chevalier and others. Later on Toerien was bringing
many British entertainers, made money and bought two theatres




in Johannesburg and refurbished an old cinema Alvin into a
300 sgater and renamed it Theatre on the Bay, where many
comedies, farces and from time to time best hits from over-

meetings and entertainment for themselves. As a honorary
\gggretary of the Players Club of Cape Town I was during my 17 0\9
C years oI tTeénure 1n charge of providing venues for monthly C}Lbb

\S; sixties and seventies (prior to the era of television and

sea stages were presented. \%\
The always badly remunerated acting fraternity during the oS
?ggaperforming arts councils) needed some help in organising “43&J
0o
- O

get-togethers, non-expensive dinners, arranging for local

& entertainment and special gala evenings with a pleiade of
world artists who were performing in South Africa and were
guests of the Club. On some occasions Anushka was given .
accolades for her solo performances, which benefited the r
Club. From the contributions the Club’s committee ( of which :
I was an important part) was able to give financial support %OLUQF
to talented young actors for an oversea vacation cum study. <

p
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For many years I was also associated in canvassing for

funds, providing publicity and printing well illustrated and .
class produced ogrammes for the performances of Italian _4dﬁqg
Operas by the(Eoan Groug. A friend of mine, an Italian Joseph P' "
Manca (married a Jewish lady, he also spoke good Yiddish) th-“%“ﬁ
- by profession an accountant with Municipality, was a producer

of operas in which the non-white singers performed in

Italian. It was a most satisfying work with talented people,

mostly under privileged, and so proud of their own achieve-

ments in times when the apartheid ruled their lives and we

who were assisting, needed permiis and licences to be able to

give the Eoan Group a chance to perform on "white" stage.
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MORE ABOUT SOUTH AFRICA

In the world of entertainment you meet many people, with whom
you know immediately that you can work together and later be-
come friends. One of them was an Italian, Joseph (Giuseppe)
Manca, by profession an accountant, working for the Electri-
city dept. in the Cape Town Municipality. He was married to a
Jewish lady and during the years learnt to speak fluent Yid- \Jv
dish. As a lover of Italian opera he became involved with the
non-European, mostly coloured people of the Cape, in teaching | \
ITtalian and with the help of another Italian (also Sicilian) t§ =
to perfect their art of opera singing. The existing society,ig 4§?
involved in promoting arts among the Coloureds called The n
Eaon Group had a wealthy Jewish sponsor, Joseph Stone, who
provided funds to build a theatre and rehearsal rooms for
opera and ballet, in Athlone.

The first performance by this very talented group of singers Uff&
coached by Mr Manca was the opera Carmen, staged at the v 'Q
Alhambra Theatre in centre city, with a special permit by the Y,
local authorities allowing acting in the "whites only”

theatre. The coloured audience was allowed to book seats only
on the balcony of the theatre.

¥

o\ .

Joseph to whom I was recommended by the theatre manager, Mr A Qgié
Solomon, asked me to provide a printed programme, which would
bring income_and cost the group nothing. Mamy a times,invited Q\

?ﬁf?ﬁ?‘EVéﬁTﬁg_ﬁgaT’B? to a treat of some Jewish delicacies \ﬁ§§é

~

(Mrs Manca was an excellent cook and baked wonderful cakes) _ .
while working with Joseph on publicity or discussion on gene- >Q
ral themes, I enjoyed their company and was happy with their
friendship. In the years to come and eleven Italian and other™
operas staged by the Eoan artists I was involved not only in
printing of programmes, some of them of 24 pages—in full

colour, and solliciting ifTcome—from advertising, but also in

public relations for the Group.

MF Manca for his erforts in promoting the Italian language
and opera, received from the Italian Government a high award
and the title of Commodore. I was satisfied with helping
people, recognising their talent and their need to achieve
recognition of their work on stage. With the establ ishment
of Cape Performing Arts Board (CAPAB) and later due to the
boycott by Cape Town theatre goers of the Nico Malan Opera
House productions, the authorities were were persuaded to
have a more enlightened stand and understanding towards the
coloureds, some of the prominent and talented singers from
the Eoan group joined the opera section at Capab.

At Joseph Manca'’s large funeral hundreds of coloureds gave
last farewell to their friend and tuitor.



)({Jwi f;_g T A\/€ N ELL,%V«” \ S
v / by Xavier ﬂat

Dave was a manager and super-salesman at the local branch of
the world-wide stationery company, Gestetner. He made many
friends with the state and municipal officials, who were in
chargde of buying duplicating machines and paper and stencils
for them. He was always helpful to provide tickets for boxing
and wresling matches, being a part-time promoter and publi-
city organiser in this field of entertainment. Fronm time to
time helped Jewish organisations with promotions selling ad-
spaces in their fund-raising programmes. His connections with
the cinema and theatre managers whom I have also befriended
after the successful Danny Kaye visit to Cape Town, resulted
in getting to know Mr Dave Yeller. Very soon, Dave as always
big-hearted, in trying to be of assistance and also recog=
nising the talents and stage personality ofCHayela, whom he
adored, became a frequent caller with tickets to see a show
or just for a chat and sometimes for advice or opinion of

a matter in which he was involved.

Although of very conservative Jewish upbringing and loyal to
his synagogue his second marriage was to a beautiful, tall
gentile lady, who from previous mariage had a daughter and a
son. Dave, whose first marriage with a Jewish girlfriend re-
sulted in a divorce (his best friend a boxing promoter later
married her) had now a family to care for. This was the time
when a newcomer to the entertaning business in the Cape
Peninsula, Mr George Quibell (who was previously in the
tennis-cum-sports grounds layouts) opened a new theatre
Luxurama, aiming at the non-whites patrons mostly. He needed
a publicity man and Dave filled in the position energeti—
cally. Busy from early mornings with Gestetner affairs and
then in the evenings with the theatre he neglected his home
life unfortunately. The divorce followed, yet Dave stil}
fully supported his adopted children and divorced wifeu

In years to come and with Quibell’s enlarged entertainment
business (he built a new 2500 seater called Three Arts) Dave
became fully involved with the increasing numbers of engage-
ments of local and foreign variety and comedy stars. He was
helped by a new wife, June (he met her at The Argus handling
all publicity and advertising for the new theatre). It was

a great simcha when Dave’s first child, a_daughter Shgron was
born. He was already installed in a beautiful house, in
Oranjezicht overlooking the town pelqw, and June was in
charge of all the renovations and inside dgcoy. I was a
frequent visitor there, specially for a swim in the pool, or
as a participant in welcome parties for art}sts and many
other occasions for a braai- or just‘a evgnlng of TV viewing.
This was an era of my full co-operation w;th Daye on all
kinds of promotions and publicity, our frlendshlp grew
stronger, 1 was delighted to be qf any help w1th my i
experience in show business and journalism to him, wto ok ok
befriended me when I needed support and frge access to sho
and duplicating materials, in my early beglnplngs. : L
I was happy to be a witness of his marriage 1n_theh our peel
a small gathering afterwards, and related to him the nee



a more solid attendance to his family life. He was at that
time a changed man. Sharon brought to him a lot of under-
standing what it means to be a father, he adored her, the
child®s room was full of toys and clothing. Overwhelmingly
full of attention and love. These were the happy days for all
of us who cared for the Yeller family. But as the pressure of
show business and Dave’s retirement from Gestelner preoccu-
pied his mind, there must have been some neglect or argument
which resulted in a third divorce. The separation from Sharon
affected Dave strongly. The child lived in another townnow
and only on holidays visited her dad. I saw her a few years
ago a beutiful teen—-ager, well groomed, good at school.

Dave, who always had a "good eye” on many young girls in the
past was now facing a dilema of staying alone in big house,
but not for long. Another helpful lady from The Argus became
involved with David. She was a divorcee from a Mr Cohen, who
in a mysterios way disappeared and left young Jeanne with a
small boy. A small wedding ceremony was performed at court’
and Dave again had a family. Jeanne had previously been att-
racted to the Jewish faith and now started again seeing the
Rabbi to complete her acceptance to the faith of Dave. The
birth and Bris Meilah of Ruven (named after Dave’'s dead
brother, who left the Oranjezich house to his younger
brother) made Mr Yeller very happy. I will not forget the big
occasion, with over 200 guests, three Rabbis and community
leaders, kosher catering par excellence and Dave’'s smiling
face, at last the name Yeller will be continued.

The eighties brought to the fore the ever increasing number
of non-Europeans to stage spectacles of their own theme.
Dave’'s was helping a Jewish enterprenuer David Kramer with
publicity and promotion for a show depicting the nostalgia of
the District Six. In the history of Cape Town, coloured com-
munity lived for years somehow apart of the white owned
houses but near the centre of town. By draconian rule of the .
Afrikaner dominated apartheid government, thousands of -‘X (
collured inhabitans were forcefully relocated from that K |
district to a far away locations of Kaellisha and Mitchell’s QQQ NN}
Plain. The show, with effective help of Dave Yeller was {
staged at the non-racial University theatre, Baxter and

became a success of the year. The same Kramer was successful

as performer of songs in Afrikaans of the rural type "smart

Alec” and with the innovation of the Waterfront on the site

of Cape Town's old harbour, opened there a well-appointed

theatre for more income bringing shows. Dave Yeller is still

promoting the new venue.
The last years were not to Dave’s liking. He suffered from a

stomach illness and had trouble with his neck. His only good
humour was now with Ruven, whom his mother under some mis- EQ;SA%
understanding with Dave, one day left to be with his father, \

and required a divorce, but taking with her the Cohen junior.

With professional income diminishing Dave moved to a smaller
apartment, hired a maid, and got for Ruven a day care school . *

I meet him often at the Argus now, he still busy with pro- W\@Fonﬁ )




KAV ROOK

The following to be inserted in NAAVA's BOOK

In August 1955, the daily newspaper The Cape Argus asked
readers to write on a theme "What have you done with ten
years of peace?”. I decided to write and was pleased to get
the first price (and a cheque for L5 5s.)in this contest. The
editor, under the heading ‘'We were naked, hungry, diseased’
wrote: We have awarded the first prize to ‘Alien’ (that was
my nomme-de plume) for the sincere and thought-provoking
letter printed below. It reads just as we received it, with-
out corrections to spelling or phrasing.

Here is what I wrote;

I was amazed to read about your competition: *'What have you
done with ten years of peace?’ Not later than a day or two
before Week-end magazine reached me, I was discussing with my
wife the date of August 15.

It seems to me that I have done a lot during those ten years,
but let me go back to the 1845 and start with March 10.

On this fateful day the German S.S. guards left our concent-
ration camp and let the Russian to liberate us. We were
naked, hungry., typhoid—-eaten, more skeleton than men, but we
were alive and soon aftrwards recovered to be able to go
forward and look for friends and relatives.

I found myself travelling by foot, horse or overcrowded
trains looking for what Nazis destroyed and even never left a
trace. I've realized soon that I am alone in a big world of
after-war sorrow. I was very upset and did not want to live
/

I found myself a job - not interesting, but it kept me busy
and time heal my wounds. One day I’ve learnt that my wife is
still alive and I made a very dangerous trip to look for her.
When we saw each other, we realized how we have changed but

our joy was great and tears could fill a glass.

We decided to leave the country where we were born — because
it was full of our graves and memories of destroyed youth. We
became refugees, as other thousands and our life became more
difficult, more uncertain, hanging on good will or smile of a
consular official. Our sleep was often interrupted by night-
mares of various Immigration Acts and our worry was not the

every-day bread, but tomorrow’s mirage of a peaceful haven.

How many times in those days, driven from one commission of
scrutiny of aliens to another, we wished we never were libe-
rated, but killed in gas-chambers! Finally, I was notified
that I am to leave for South Africa. My trade is needed there
and we had no difficulties in obtaining necessary papers. It
was to good to be true, but it seemed to me that God had a



hand in ;t to give me a chance. After so many dissapoint-
ments, with South African visa on my stateless papers, I felt
happy again and looked forward with hope for a better future.

It is a proverb in my old country, saying that those

who suffered are entitled to more happiness. When I arrived
with my wife in Cape Town I was greeted, hosted, taken for
drives, shown scenery, was introduced to others, etc. I found
that I am again a person of importance. I found myself not
treated as unnecessary burden of displaced object. A feeling
of thankfulness overcome me and I gave myself a word of
honour to be worth the confidence given to me on my arrival.

I am a qualified tradesman and I tried to give my outmost to
work hard and de cent. From one room we have moved to a flat
last year. I've bought a car. I have a circle of friends who
help me with everything I need.

I have children - born in South Africa - and i think it is
very important to stressupon that in Europe we never wanted
tohave a child.. We were unafe, troubled, worried,tired of
refugee—ism. In South Africa we found a place to live and to
enjoy life again, a fresh start for a new generation.

Don’t blame us for having more children, we want again to
have families, relatives. Let in the new generation live and

flourish the memory of the dearest and beloved who vanished

SO unexpectantly during the last war.

You ask, how I feel about my life in the past ten years?
Well, I feel I°ve lived fully, experienced a lot and fortu-
nately found here a place to-day under the sun to warm myself

and mine after the coldness of yesterday.

I am satisfied that Fate has given me those 10 years of
peace. I was horrified when Korean War started and its flame
will spread all over the world. I still bear fear in heart
when I see A- or H-bomb headline in the newspapers or watlch

its destructive power in the newsreels.

If I have to live another 10 years in Peace, let them be
prosperous, joyfull and happy for me and mine and al} those
who have same wish as 1 have now. *An Alien’.



My 1r.1vo;vement in the B'nail B'rith organisation is worth
mentioning. As a newspaperma n I was very eager not only to learn
about.world events or the happenings locally and nationaly,but
most important to be aware of what is news in Israel and about
Jew.? in Diaspora. From the Jewish press I had cuttings about the
various organisatio ns and soon my attention was drawn to the
largest,wor ldwide Jewish service organisatio n,B'nai B'rith.’

Upon enquiry at the office of the Cape Board of Jewish Deputies
I've contacted Carl Fileman,who was the chieftain

of the local branch.He was interested for me to meet old
members,mos tly German Jews.Carl,w ho was a member of the
Hamburg lodge before he emigrated to South Africa in the late
thirties,wa s now trying to get members from Eastern Europe and I
became one of them. N

Our monthly meetings were held in the Jewish 0Old Age Home
in the Highlands (in this way we suported the Home) and very Y
soon,after a period of initiation I became a fully pledged
member.It was interesting for me to meet "brothers"” and" sis-ters"
of the German origin,get acquainted with their higher
intellect,w ell-mannered behaviour and religious attitude to
tradition and discipline in performing acts of service to
fellow men.

My first year in the "Bar Kochbah" Lodge ended with myself
being elected to the Executive,w hich entrusted me with var-
ious tasks. I was then much involved in propagating the ideas
of the organisatio n amongst the Jewish population in the Cape
Province and participate d in many outings to Paarl,Somer set
West ,Worces ter and Strand where we had information al meetings
and founded lodges.

The "Bar Kochbah" Lodge,being the Mother Lodge became soon Y
the South African headquarter s with contacts to Johannesbur g
and Oudshoorn,D urban and Bloemfontei n.The Lodges in the region
was often visited and I duly participate d in congres-
ses,initiat ions of new councils in these towns, making new
friends,who in exchange used to come to Cape Town to visit us.

In Cape Town I was influential in founding new Lodges: in
the Southern Suburbs (I initiated Pipe Forbes as President)
in Milnerton,i n Camps Bay (there I was the President for one
year)and a special lodge for Sephardi members.As" Bar Koch-
bah" was a lodge of members over 55 years of age, I tried {:md
succeed in founding a lodge for younger members mostly living
in Sea Point. ‘

As the growth of B'nai B'rith required now a full secretar-iat
the Council called for and Executive Director and we en-
gaged Josie Amiel from Johannesbur g,who not only help?d to
organise new lodges in Transvaal but also gave a hand in all {}\
matters relating to our region.With him and other delegatgs \)5
I did participate in the Internation al Congresses of BB in
UsA,with its mammoth conventions ,contacts and programmes. I
did speak about the situation of South African Jewry at some
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sessions in Washington and also in Buenos Aires,Argen tina.

For several years I was the Editor of a quarterly B'nai

B'rith publication ,The BB Recorder, distributed loca-

ly and also to the HQ in Washington. Many letters of accolade and
appreciatio n for the high standard of articles and news
coverage,pi cture presentatio n and layout,arri ved on my desk
during those years.Unfor tunately with the budgetary cuts due to
the transfer of the organisatio n's head office to Johan-
nesburg, the quarterly had to cease publication .

Its is due to my B'nai B'rith status and activities, that my
name was given by an old member of the Johannesbur g lodge to
the publisher of the national Jewish weekly,The Jewish Times
as a prospective manager for their Cape Town office. I was on - -6 .
my way to the USA for a convention there and stopped in Johan . L\ ‘lfW%W
nesburg to meet Reuben Shapiro,who offered me the job. When I ’v“&*
returned to Cape Town I had a task immediately to canvass for the
Rosh Hashana 1972 advertiseme nts,which I did,to the amaze
ment of my patrons,ver vy successfull y.Prior to my appointment ,
a non-Jew,a Hollander was the manager who did not do well for
the weekly.Now I took over not only the adverising, which was the
mainstay of the paper,but also increased the subscriptio n
and engaged a lady reporter (Mrs Susann Belling)for community news
and interviews.

Under my pressure,th e publisher allowed me to have every week a 3%:
special page or two devoted only to Cape Town hews and

advertiseme nts.The weekly became under my management the more

readable and influential paper in the province.

Now I could also serve B'nai B'rith with more articles and
stories,pic tures and interviews published in The Jewish Times
For twenty years the weekly,whic h I started to work as a part-
time engagement, became soon a full-time job. My other
services in the promotional (entertainm ent and sales),adve rt-
ising and journalisti ¢ ventures, my involvement with the Yellow
Pages canvassing were the additions to my profession-
al capacity of making time for all what was needed.

With the time being fully spend on professiona 1 activities A
one had less time for B'nai B'rith.I also was excused from i ég-
council position,be ing for 3-4 month away in the USA.Being not ka (5
active you loose interest,es pecially when due to many causes,the (Skdﬂ”
lodges declined in attendances ,people who were 14
active departed to other countries and the leadership was
now rather in the age of retirement, all that was left was one
or two lodges to keep up the aims of the organisatio n. But I ,
still have in my heart a soft spot and feel being a real devotee QAAA
of this the largest Jewish service organisatio n in the world. . )

I did mention to you that when I was organising a new lodge in
the Southern Suburbs I was helped by Pipe Fortes
Episodes
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Geneva and New York,but did nor receive sati factory replies.When in

Paris the enquiries continued. Ar
to the Displaced Persons camps in Germany, here thousands Jewish
refugees lived in war-build barracks and /tried to leave Europe for
distant lands to start a new life,helped mostly by Jewish welfare
organisations,like Joint Distribution ommnittee and HIAS. There, after
one of the performances,my Father's gousin Anna Shogam (she was one of
the three best friends of my Mother)/ stormed into the dressing

A,

room, shouting” a,my dear Nuskka,our ghetto singer" ,hugging, kissing Aanta

IRaugtita and crying.From her I got the address of some distant cousins in
the USA,who even still remembered my late Father when he was their guest

in 1930. g ' .

B e Soo wzored oy Hﬂrﬂ%@w.a}@-’f/(% (Lgn;,‘gf} i
Through this contact I wrotejto my cousins in England and was invited to 4, | .
visit them.T stayed with Cissy Berman,whose grand-father was a brother D{)W .
to my grandfather.BAbe Berman, her husband was a taxi driver, their aﬁ%) )

daughter Pat,aged 17 was my guide to many interesting parts of London.
The family reunion took place in a hired hall in Stamford Hill, where
over sixty people gathered to hear my story.It was a special occasion,as
it was the first time that nearly all of the same clan,met after the
war.That afternoon I was the guest of honour.It was in 1948. The "rich"
Berman,owner of the Housdnich Warehouse, took me for dinner to the
Albion Club (my first visit to this so very English institution) and for
coffee to his apartment in St Johns Woods.Gifts g}':vén for my wife were
three small samples of Balmain perfumes. -

!(ry;m@

Pat made for me appointments to mget efthers and I was pleased with the
warm reception especially from thos€ who were just making a living,
middle aged and elderly.One,Janeflived off Commercial Road,in a tall?v&é
building in Flower and Dean street. Small,with a smiling face,this 82
vear old lady,awaited us in the street and lead us up to the seventh
floor apartment,taking the steps so easily,while we had to stop and take
more breath going up.She was the one who gave me a portrait photo of my
Vilna family, with me at the age of four.She has received it from my

father in the early twenties.

Prior to my saying good bye,she asked me to do her a favour. She handed
to me a small,yellowish card with the name of a very old Paris hospital
and a number crossed over a date:1880.She wanted me to enquire if the
baby of hers,born in the hospital and given away for adoption,is still
alive and perhaps her address could be traced.She was in love with

an English fellow,whom she could not marry and had to go to Paris to get
rid of the baby.She never had children and was married in her late
fifties and widowed ten years ago.

&
My enquir,yf at the Hospital were fruitless. When I saw her in London
again,on my way to Southampton, to board a boat to South Africa,she
tried to give me a five pound note, taken from her stocking,as my
"inheritance".I have gently refused. I have corresponded with Jane for
a few years,send parcels and even few pounds from my meagre wages,when
she was given place in an old age home.I did grieve when she died.Her
gift of the,portrait was reproduced by me into a postcard, which
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ié‘ve sent to the few remaining members of our large pre-war
amily.

Poya
It is also through Jane that I met in London the second of my Mother's _’%\
friends,Rayalesoff.She was lucky,she visited England to see her older

bro‘gher in 1939 and remained there during the war years,met a fine
Jewish man,married and lived now very comfortably in a house with

servants. ‘Rayux took me in her car to Oxford street,bought for me a pair
of expensive Saxony shoes (I stll wear them in winter),a grand camelhair
coat (my son-in-law inherited it from me),some shirts and other uten-

sils.She insisted that I take some money from her but I refused. For a
A few vears £ we corresponded/f\'.[ Mmf

urned her passing away.
wia5s )
I looked through the London's telephone directory and found the name of

my school friend,whoyI knew went to London in 1938 to join his father,a

\’/director of the Vilna based radio factory Electri@,\ oing business with
the English partners. I made the contact and met Elkes in an inn for
lunch.He was very English looking,umbrella and hat,Oxford-like accent

and not the same Fima Elkes,whom I befriended a few years ago.Now a

o~ ol
lawyer, he gave me a cold reception.Was not interested in a survivor, ‘\((}C\‘U ! M’M ;
perhaps he was afraid I will ask for money or help. : ‘

S o7
) i Herdke, W
k in Paris,Anushke who corresponded with her Father's sister,
T

lof New Jersey, USA, received news that she will be visiting Paris

a group of tourists.The Aunt,whose late husband,an enterpreneur in
plumbing supplies,left her and her son and two daughters a very

successful business,was entertained by us in our small hotel room
(Anushka made a‘heimishe soup' with noodless)and we talked about the _ orMavy ?
family. She immediately assured us that she is helping Miriam;

Hankca
ka's sister in Poland and if we need something it will be decided by her
family.She gave Anus

@, an old red jacket,which was never worn by her
/\ afterwards.We took Tt bac

o {£*fo the fashionable and elegant,Meurice Hotel.There
met an older gentleman from her group,Mr.Ruthenberg who was very
@ﬁerested in meeting some Holocaust survivors.We spend hours chating

with him and others. Aunt Minnie was not pleased,she was not interested.

Next day we went to Gard du Nord to say goodbye.Mr Ruthenberg came to us
and asked if Aunt Minnie left us some money.

I said no.He then went
back to their train compartment,asked the group to get rid of French
money and handed it all to us. I was sure that Auntie Minnie was again
not pleased. When in South Africa we did correspond with Minnie's .
children.Never asked for any help.later learnt from Miriam that her o=
aunt's help was ridiculously minimal. When Awnw 7 ars later was in
New York,invited by the Yiddish Theatre and successfully opened her show
"in the Billy Rose Theatre on Broadway,the Minnie's family was in the
audience and came backstage to invite her to a restaurant. Anushkatiwika
refused and gave them a very cold reception.Instead she went to eat

f./ with Anna Shogam, who had married in the DP camps a man from

Warsaw,whose brother brought them to live in New Jersey and helped to

get established. told me that the journey by underground from

Manhattan lasted an hour\When they walked in to the small apartment,
Anna's husband was fast asleep.

Anna made soup and warmed up the meat.
ushka had to go back to\her hotel at 3 at night. She has forgiven the
trip but never forgotten. I

')’\ awleon
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writer and a poet. He wrote songs and performed with a
puppet theatre, and ANushka as a little child was already
acting and putting on the voices for the puppets. 1 saw her
once when she was only about thirteen, performing in YIddish
on the stage, and she-was really remarkable. I remember how
good she was. I used to go often to shows because I could getl
free tickets through my uncle’s advertising agency. Tickets
to Fhe circus, to some famous singers, and sometimes ito the
Jewish Theatre too. I would go with my father. SO anyhow, we : ;
are talking about Mr. Rozyns&dﬁ He was supposed to have V'R°5“Wk‘
begn a yery-quiet person, a small man who established a - _athém W
printing shop. THen he got the licence to produce a Vilna . e J
issue of a Warsaw Jewish Daily newspaper. How was this done?,'%P’hww“
It was done this way... he had some space on page 5 , and ' <E§EM“R
then some space on page two, in a newspaper that was printed g '
- in Warsaw, and then delivered by train one day” later, and he
would fill in the blanks with Vilna news. SO thﬁs,waé»oﬁr_ ;
. Vilna Jewish Daily! The newg was always about one and ayﬁalf'
_days late, but it was Jewish, so did it matter that-it was
slightly ol1d? ©Never. Gossip is always new. He used some- of
the space on page three,. I think, to put in a "roman”, a: .- '
novel which he used to put intolittle pieces, you know, like
a serial. Now, where did he get it? He got it from America.
Al copied from AMerjica! "I remember the last episode. They
were talking about‘Sister Martha, who is in love with a ;l
doctor, and now she is carrying his illegitimate baby.. and

what is she to do... that kind of drama.... Now, sometimes,
it would happen that the mail, not from Warsaw, but from =
AMerica, was late. ANd you know what that meant... that the

next episodes of the story are late in being delivered. SO
what did they do? Leon, your mother’s brother, the writer,
would add his own version of the romance. He would kill off
somebody, marry some other two people, and have a good time
playing with the story. 0f course, once the real story
arrived things would have to be all ‘'sewn up neatly, because-
if someome who Leon had ‘killed all of a sudden is there, Leon.
would have to suddenly bring him back from the dead!" & o

FNow Mr. Rosynsk&_was a very nice man, and when he "=
established this deal with the newspaper, he took his brother
as a partner with him into the printing business. But this '
was & mistake. His brother was a no-goodnik, a swindler; who ¥
spent the money on gambling, playing cards, losing money.. - ok
it was just a bad partnership of this man. Now when the * st
Russians came in around 1940, and ‘immediately took over
all the communication outlets of course, as is the way of any
invading conquering force, they took .over the printing shop
for their own purposes, and made the brother into the manager
of the shop, and made MR. Rozynski who used to @e the manageg
into a worker, a typesetter. THey changed xﬁh straight away
from the owner into the worker . ¥ ey sl

‘ ut _he was-g srrte—fexd

day, this is. dt\t]
alreadyl coming 1IN
home fr school 8




‘_.,_*_]__H,_I_._ e

2 .
: ‘thi;é;é;gﬁLnoW:ggﬁut my mother, AnuShka’u§%9¢£9§hyWLb7
family when she ‘was young. Not much about them BROY .
mother. SHe was never one to discuss personal: stories. ‘Her
past in the ghetto or the camps was never discussedxleut .
there are three brief stories I do remember she told me. HOw
or why she did, I don’t remember. THe first‘was~a,sPory‘abqut
how one day sHe came home from school and found her;mot?er';
erying. “Like a chicken running around without;a:hgad,‘ was
the saying my own mother used. I remember - it,. begausg I
could not at the time imagine a live- chicken withoutzits
head; .and when"'I tried to, all that poppedxinto.my;hegd.was«a
picture of a brown feathery creature with blood dripplng down
its chopped neck running around the room flapping its w1ng§;
AlLso, with the passing of time, I imagined that there . 3
actually was a‘chicken running around in‘the room without its
head, because her mother had-been busy making bhickgn soup,ﬁ
“with a-freshly“slaughtered<chicken{ when my'motherfneturned;
home from school. Time has-played tricks-withwmy'memory o#i-
her actual words, 'but 'the mindpicture offtherheadless:chicken
remains strong and’'vivid. - fMY‘mother»toldrmeﬂthat:her:mother
cried out and rushed -to embrace her, informing her .that her
father had been taken by the Nazi solliers that morning
without warning. He never returned after that day and they
never'knew what:-happened toxhim. They*never.saw-himiagain.1ﬁ

i B ka3 SRS

The next thing she told*me'waS'that~when’they werd:herded{
into the concentration camp;* her mother., her - sisterizand : =
herself, the guards ‘were lining them up and~Shovingépeoplefﬁ'
.either to the left row or  the Tight. It‘seemed:thatfallstheg
older and more sickly people were being assigned to''the left
row of people.  WHen'it camé -to their ‘turn-at the front. of = 4
the line, waiting to be pointed in either direotion?by:theaSSﬂwaw
sSotdier, my mother clung despefqtely~to her own mother. "But.
she pushed me away from .her;" my .mother:told me. "They- ~ =~
pointed her to ‘the .l1eft, and she pushed me away, I.was crying
to be with her, but she pushed me away from her.and said T
must go to the other side, not to come with her. SHe’pushed:,

‘me to the right side. WThe side of -1ife," she said; - s
Her mother was killed in the gas chambers that day.:
A e “lolek"feon . © ‘ L =

The third(ﬁfory~that related to her past was the one about’
her brotheriwho was -a‘poet and a writer, and one ‘whom she -
adored. She had his picture, a black and white smalj: £
photograph of a serious dark-haired handsome boy, under the
glass of her dressingtable in the bedroom. SHe told me how .
olever.he was at writing songs-and lyrics, and how he had
wirtten materiai for her when she was young. SHe clearly :
idolized him. "He was killed the day before the libération,fQ
she said. "They just came and shot. whoever was still alive
~-one day before the liberation, " she said looking at his Vi
solitary picture surrounded by all the other colorful T
photggraphs of her recent life under the glass. THere was
nothing more to' say, I realize 'now how . pain and-loss. can

render one mute. Awvre adows hewe g Ccvrutfm“"? e,
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"very active fellow, and very beloved by everyone. He worke

-significance that were kept there, and take them back to

‘into the Ghetto. He brought a lot of manuscripts and books

“;lyrlos in the Ghetto too"

uBut he was a gentle fellow, not one to complain, and one
day, this is at the time a year later, when the Germans are “~_ Q*

already coming into this part of Lithuania, ANushka comes’ V274
home from school and sees her mother sobbing uncontrollably - ‘\\g\
in the kitchen. "She:was like a chicken without a head,”

ANushka used to say. Or maybe she said something about her l}gLLfe

mother being in the kitchen with a chicken running around

without its head, a chicken that her mother had brought home }?

to cook, squealing and running around without its head. :: ~

I don’t remember now. Whatever it was, Anushka was told by

her crying mother that some German soldiers had come durlng : jpév
the day and told her father to get a towel and some soap,
because they were taking him to work somewhere else. They
were taking him to work. That was the last they ever saw of
him. He was one of the very first to be taken away, one of
the first in a gRevp of about 5000, I presume* to be’ shot and
dumped in the Ponary forest just outside Vilna. ¢ 3
Yah, there was no return of those people. They were ne

seen aga1n 5 , .
= P ————

Leon was already an acknowledged poet, a small fhi

during. the start of the German occupation at the Yiddish.
Institute of Culture. The Germans wanted to take all the-
archives and all the artifacts of JEwish historical:

for the records, you know how meticulous the Germans were in
their killings and thievery, keeping records of
everything....so Anushka’s brother), Leon, managed to. hlde ' %@0«
some of the more valuable books and archives, and give them . (}JK

to some trustworthy Poles to keep, or he had them smuggled

Germany. His job was to make a list of everything in German ‘E \9
|ﬂngJ C

into the Ghetto. ANd he continued to write his wonderful:

"Later the Germans sent him to Estonia mp called
Kloga. Now in this camp my father was the doctor, I didn’t
even know about it at the time. WHen the GHetto was '
liquidated, I volunteered to go to Estonia to work there.
1943.. It was the first of September. After two days of N
travelling we landed in a place,yhere about a 1000 of u
put to work laying railway lines.. NEarby was a mine of‘h'éz‘ 3
vellow co&f, and in ‘another. p1aceﬁW‘E’ETTEIﬁTﬁTTWﬁTTTiﬁRRT “AQVJ”Z
petrol out of that coal. ANd it was our job to lay the }ﬁ. ; i P
railway line to connect these two places. You see, 'i 343
already, the Germans knew about making fuel from coal It wa.s
a very difficult JOb I can tell you that.

(Detail...) )

"BUt one day, to my great relief, while we.were standing in o
the yard for--rollcall, "appell", one of the officer’s -called ;
for someone who knows how to write in German. ANd the Jewish
leader of the group who knew me well, pointed to me, saying
that "this prisoner here knows how to wrlte well in German."
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So I had to step forward, out of the line, and that is how I

became the official "shreiber” in this camp. And it was my

lucg to be spared the hard back-breaking manual work of |

laying the railway line." ' |
|

"Now in this part of the country it becomes very wet and

* cold during this time of Autumn. It was the Tundra... large
open wastelands of ground, and when the rainy cold came it

- was like a gigantic wet marshland. We—liwed—en.petes. OUr |
barracks were built high up on poles to keep them off the wet |
soggy_ground, and you had to climb all the way up the many ‘
steps to get into the barracks. So you can just imagine
having to work in this sponge of a land, with the icy wind
coming down on you,- and all you have is those miserable .
clothes made from cotton, and a pair of shoes, no socks,

trying to tie railroad ties together in the cold. Oh, I was
dreaming about better warmer days.' ANd now I had a little
bit of good luck come my way. So now I used to sit in the : i
office transcribing figures all day. I was the~18hreiber$4ﬁ€déﬂg;
once again. " 1 ; ' ‘ 4 e ° i

"Now in NOvember or‘December'there was & new call to have -
- about 250 people to go to a new camp where there was a .. ' =
factory of cement. And the "eldester”, the elder of our-.
‘group, who had become friendly with the German commandant of
the camp, said to him that he would like to be in charge of
choosing the 250 people -and going to the‘agy camp to work: in
the cement factory. And of coursés® J&™tonsented. So, ¢ :
immediately, I was asked to make a list of the people he : o
planned to take, this one, thail one, that women, this man. S
He was a good organizer, this man, I forget his name. - Hey
was a fat man, with a big stomach. He used to be a principal
in a school in Lithuania, so he was used to saying "you must
do this, you do that, etc, you know. Any how, he was.Vety :
efficient. He told me that he remembered me from one of:the’
youth movement meetings. ~That is wyy he chose me for this

job o%éffcretary, I suppose.”
_ S :

~"SO we came to a-new camp, huh, I say camp, I,mean.it.
was just a place where there was nothing, absolutely notning.' o
Just barbed wire and endless .land. We slept on the ground |
that night. A day later building supplies arrived. Now, he
was told about what was supposed to happen there I imagine,
because I realized afterwards who exactly he had taken and
why he had been so specific about choosing certain gredtsmo
individuals. You see, he'had chosen a carpenter, and other
‘men who obviously were good with their hands, and he took:
also an electrician, and one of the men who he pinpointed?was,
a man who had been a supervisor of certain industries in‘the
Ghetto. He also took a shoemaker, two tailors and women who
could cook.and clean. And ‘this clever man, —ferget his name,

ordered the building of a bathroom with a bath and toilets,
a kitchen.and two big barracks with a double story, one for
men and one for women. Within three months everything was
completed. And around us, watching all this work going .Q
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stood the Estonian guards and three SS men. One of the S§~
men was a commandant by the name of Johann Klee. He was a
tyrant. There is nothing else to describe him. He used to
- put us on "appell"” where we would have to stand out in the-
cold for hours while he counted us twice, three, or four
times over. He would beat people for nothing, for no reason
at all, just for the hell of it. ANd he was always stealing
things from our kitchen, just walking in and taking food from
our meagre store, just comes and grabs something for himself,
although he had a kitchen of his own, mind you, but no, he
liked to stroll into our kitchen and steal from us, just
to make us .-have less, because he could get away with it, you
LW see. After all, what could we do? He was interested just to
: make our lives that much more miserable. To make us suffer:

even more,"”

| ,( ' "Now in our group, we had man, a lawyer, by tpe name,bf
Ub"w}f. Rubinsky, who was a very gentle, refined man. We discovered -
. afterwards that he had some gold rubles. This is just a litte
story: I became friendly with some Estonian guards, because.1
straightaway started to learn their language and start - =
‘chatting to them when I ‘¢ould. To make some kind of - :
interpersonal contact, you gee. Otherwise you are just ‘some.
stranger, some nonhuman.to them. I could count, I. could say
how are you, I could say ’where are you going’ things 1ike - -
~that, just to make simple conversation, and ﬁome even quke_
Russian. One of them said to me ‘that for Q ;ﬁoin,ofmm ten .
rubles, there was a possibility to have it arranged to be Megaly
transferred to Finland. ANd from our place, Port Kunda,:on a .
good day , when it was nice and clear, and you were standing
on the edge of the cliff of the beach, you could see across-
the ocean to Finland. And Finland was a free oountryu;Yés,}}
‘it was occupied, but the Jews were treated kindly .-there.® It
was in essence, a free couniry Lo vwe thinking, 3 e

: SO I came to this lawyer, Mr. Rubinsfk-y”,- and I said to
him, "Hey, come on, let’s go. 1 know you have the money.i . . -
Let’s go, you and I: Let’s grab our chance for freedom. ™"
he just shook his head and said that he cannot go. Heorm o =

\ pelieves that his wife is waiting for him in Yugoslavia. He
got married in France or 'somewhere, and her father'waswthe‘j
chief rabbi of Yugoslavia, and he believed that perhaps his
wife ran away, escaped to Yugoslavia to be with her father

- and was now there waiting for him to rejoin her there.: e
As a matter.of interest; he went to the commandant and told
him a story. He said to him: "I would like to write a letter
to my wife in Yugoslavia. She is not Jewish, and I wish to
write in thelletter how good it is in your camp here that:you
run, and how good & commandant you are, and maybe, she has . .
some connections, you know.... could you perhaps see your way
to giving me permission to do that?” S tedes

The commandant was so astoundedyfor it was not allowedythis
kind of thing. It was not allowed to give signals or send .
letters during this wartime. But ‘he was SO astounded by this

odd request put in such a genteel way}zﬁg said yes!  He said
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"Ngw in our group, we had man, a lawyer, by the name of
Rubinsﬁ@. He was a very gentle, refined man. One. day, not
long after we were established in the camp, I heard from some
others that Mr. Rubinsky had some gold rubles with him,
probably stashed away somewhere. Meanwhile, I had made ‘it my
business to become as friendly as I could with some of the
Estonian guards. I would straightaway try to learn their
language and soon 1 began a course of casual interchanges in
very simple language with them, always smiling and courteous.
To make some kind of interpersonal contact, you see. e
Otherwise you are just some stranger, Ssome nonhuman to them.
So, because 1 love to master languages, soon I could count in
Estonian. I could say "how are you,"and "where are you-
going” things like that, just to make simple conversation.
Some of them even spoke Russian, so 1 was able-&o have some
kind of regular discourse with them. That is how, one day,
one of the guards called me up to-him,»and after our usual
jocular greeting , he told me he had something interesting to
tell me. Smiling, he told me that for one coin, for ten .
“rubles, it was possible, to arrange to be transferred to

Finland. I thanked him for this important piece of e
“information, and told him I would let him know if- I ever: .
needed_his_help to arrange just such a deal. £ o

"Now from where we were situated, at the&‘l"’wc“”“f'/wmﬁ"”m
(nil es———short—distamce?t—right—en?.......... ) - ',Aoﬂhuntﬂ“;
of Port Kunda, if you were were standing on the edge of -the =
cliff of the beach, on a good day when it was nice and =

clear, you could see all the way across the ocean to Finland.

.And to all purposes, Finland was a free country. Yes, it’s . -
‘true that it was occupied, but the Jews were treated kindly. =
there. And that made it, in essence, a free country." .

"So, after thinking about this .new piece of information
for .a day, 1 approached this lawyer, Mr. Rubins¥y, when we
were alone in the office, and I told him what I had heard.

He listened to me in his calm dignified way, but made nq?
response. 1 wondered why he hesitated. My God, if I:-had the
money, 1'd be gone in a shot! I realized in facing Mr. : -~
Rubinsky athat this was for some strange reason not going to-

be an easy sell. So with all the urgency I could muster51

said to him, "Hey, come on, waht’s the matter with e
you....let’s go, let’s make the most of this wonderful' .=
opportunity. Hey, I know you have the money. It’s no secret

you have rubles. What are you waiting for? C'mon, let’s. go,

you and I. Let’s grab our chance for freedom.” But he just

sat there and shook his head and said quietly but. o
determinedly that he cannot go. He told me that he believes

his wife -is waiting for him in Yugoslavia. He got married in
France or somewhere, and his wife’s father was the chief : i
rabbi of Yugoslavia, and when the war began and he was taken :
away, he believed that his wife had managed to run away,
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to escape to Yugoslavia to be with her father. "I believe
that is where she. is now, and I know in my heart that she is
alive and waiting for me to rejoin her there.” So I looked.
at this small well-kept man, even in our shoddy ragged:
uniforms he managed to look composed, and I saw my dreams for’
escape to Finland fall into tiny pieces around ourtfeet." :

"NOw there is an interesting story attached to thlsaé &
RUbinsky. ONe day, he went to the commandant and told him a’
story.. He said to him: "I would like to write a letter to. my,
wife in Yugoslavia. She is not Jewish, and I wish to write in:
the letter how good it is in your camp here that you run,‘andi
how good a commandant you are, and maybe, she has some Al

connections, you know.... maybe a promotion, somethlng 11ke'?
that... you know. 80 could you perhaps see, your way to -
g1v1ng me permlss1on to do that? ¢ !

"The commandant was so astounded he could not- speak for a & .
moment. For it was not allowed--this kind of thing. It. was
strictly forbidden to, give signals or send letters durlng
this wartime. But he was so . taken aback by this odd request
put in such an earnest and genteel way, that he said. yes! He
actually agreed to it. And Rubinsky wrote the letter and 7
sealed it and gave it to the commdndant. With the. perm1331on
of the commandant, the letter was sent. He actually sent ]
Rubinsky’s letter. And the end of the story is that by some. &
kind of mazel, by some blind luck, I don’t know how, not only
did the letter arrive in the hands of his actual wife, but i
the faithful couple were reunited. How do I.know this? -
After all the camps were liberated at the end of the war,
those of us who miraculouly survived till the very end: were
~ sent to refugee camps and from there we wandered around.

our former homes, asking and searchlng for vestiges of+«our
former families in Europe, and there he was... Rublnsky. He .
had survived the Holocaust, and when we recognlzed each other
and I went up to him, the first thing I asked him was: 2if ‘he
had ever heard from his wife. (You remember that it was she
who kept me from my freedom in a matter of speaking.
His face 1it up and he told me that yes, his wife was. :
he -had found that much out, and now he was going to travel to: "
where she was with her father, the chief rabbi, in w?,& b
Yugoslavia. ANd as I wished him good luck and a safe.; i
journey, another part of me cursed him silently at the same Es
time. He had never wanted to give me the ten rubles for ,what:
I believed to be my only chance for freedom. I still” was ‘ t
angry about that. I remember feeling such a hatred: for him -
at the time. But as I looked at his small body walking =~
steadily and calmly away, I realized that he was not to J
blame.  He was merely listening to his own heart. Perhaps he
had had a premonition. Perhaps it was just blind = - s
determination in honor of his love for his wife. In the end‘ \
I realized the strength of hlS desire to be reunited w1th
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I was by now aware of the strategy of the Germans to get
rid of us Jews by any means. It was apparant all around me-
that one could be made to work until one dropped dead from
cold or hunger or exhaustion. It was quite clear that for i &
the German Nazis, we Jews were dispensible. Wherever. we ?
came from, wherever they had dragged us from, the Germans :
could and would get more of us again, simply to use us up i
and then dispose of us when our service was no longer .
necessart. It was nothing to them. They did not see-us as
humans. Enough propoganda took care of that. We were  now
their prisoners, their slaves. We were their source of
labor, .that’s all. We were Just simply numbers, (purple
numbers branded on flesh it turned out,) to be totalled up

N . e i
¢
So I was very aware of an- urgent need to keep trylng ‘to I

find work for me that was safe and could keep me-out of thelr
view. If the work didn’t kill you, they would. Or 1nJured 3
you, which was perhaps worse. I remember one time™a German
soldier, when I was busy fixing a light bulb in one of ‘their %#eem(
barracks, came up to me and insulted me, for sport, of- iﬁg
course, guard duty hayving become boring, I presume. He was %4 iﬁqu
busy jeering at me, which I was managing somehow to ignore, /afkéeﬂ
keeping my eyes on my fi¥Xing the light above me, when w1thout/ o,
warning ( I was up on a ladder at the time') he shoved hlséqwnﬁt J@W“
rifle bu¥t hard and sharp into the small of my back. "Fllthy " 4
Jew!" he yelled, "We finish you off soon,” he laughed. '

S————

N

"I could not believe the'burning pain in my back. Oﬁ_ee&rse
I had fallen off the ladder onto the hard cold cement, and I
just lay there. I was trying to get back my breath, and I

in fright.

"Of course, a Jew lying down on the ground is just like a
soccer ball for a German soldier, and so he started to kick
me in the back where he had just shoved his rifle, and I
picked myself up as quickly as I could, which , trust me, was

th,fast enough. 1 “saTd

was SO sore. nd that is the source
of my back trouble|I have had éver since. Whenever it 'rains
or the weather is About to change, my back aches and rémlnds
me of that .  moment,/ of that man without a face who stuck his
bayonet in my back for fun. I curse him forever.

on ey wn./,éodcﬁ,az./dz. . 47&/%4%& .




-authorities in Germany. In the letter we would write that

Naava Piatka-"Not an Ordinary Life."

afraid, runnlng away ‘from some great terror that chases us,
we open our mouths wide but no sound ever comes out."

"So, you see, when I talk about a beautiful camp, and I
complain about a thug of a man, you must understand that it
comes from trying to make the unreal real. From trying to
act normally when all around is a lunatic asylum. From':
trying to behave as if this was just a temporary insanity, a
bad dream from which one would hopefully awake. It is man’s
nature to carry oh, to survive, to seek some sort of balance
in his 11fe, whatever form that l1ife takes at. the moment.

It is man’'s gift to make ordinary things seem égﬁraordlnary,
and the extraordlnary seem as, ordlnary as an everyday

sunrise. .

"Now I continue my story. So, because I am always 1ook1ng
to make life a little easier for myself, I am now busy day
and night, thinking and thinking about how to rid ourselves
of this ogre of a commanhdant, Klee. If only there was a way
he could get shipped to another camp. If only we could '
complain about him somehow. But who would listen, and what
complaint could we make? That he was treating us worse than
badly? That he was depriving us of our proper rations? > That
he was beating us unnecessarily? Ha, those things would have
led to him getting a recommendation or a medal of honor the
way those Nazi’'s felt about us!

And so I fumed, and fantasized, 'and eventually schemed
Then, one day, it came to me. I suddenly had an idea that
might, I thought, have a slight chance at working. I- went‘
to my friend theﬁézzggiﬁgp, and I suggested to him that- ‘we -
should write a letter in German, an anonymous letter, to® the

this commandant is not doing a good job, because he has- taken
to bed with him and is now living with --a Jewish womanl!
Well, what else? 1t was the only thing one could wrlte! 1t i
was the only thing offensive enough to the Jew-hating reg1me(aaaﬂ
that I could think of. ' And so, mxnew—fpiend, the principle,
agreed to participate in this trick. Ve both agreed that

this was a chance worth taking. And if we could get away

with it, well all the better! And so that is what we did.

We just wrote this rumor, in the guise of a concerned Nazi-
sympathizer from the town, and adressed it to the SS
Headquarters in Germany. We knew the exact address from’ d&ﬁ;%e 4
my'admlnlstratlve business I was doing.y Then I casually gave ‘
this envelope to one of the friendly Esktonian guards, asking

him to please send it for us, and in reffurn for this

I fhe ¢ Wkpr Ojfue.
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total annihilation of our lives as we knew them, is.not

Naava Piatka-"Not an Ordinary Life."

"So back to the camp at Port Kunda. This was such a
beautifully built camp, compared to others we had been in,
but there was one thing desperately wrong with our situation
in this beautiful camp. ANd that was our commandant. He was
the most ev11, most odious and cruel man and it was our bad
luck, no... it our curse that he was the one to be put in
charge of us. His very presence alone, without his .
pernicious acts of taunting and deliberate cruelties, was
making our.life a miniature hell."

"1 see you look at me strangely I suppose I should stop
and explain something right here, before I continue, You
see, you must understand that it is not my meanﬂng to 1mp1y
that the camp was a vacation place, like some ‘dacha’ out in
the country, and that our lives were fine until this terrible
man came along. No, that is not my intention at all. . How.
can I put it? Navele, it is impossible to describe e
adequately or even accurately, like you want me to, to put in
details and so on.....to someone who was never there, who
never underwent what we had to go through, and God willing
will never have to. You see, it is one of those thlngs ‘where
words fall short. All the words in the world can never . tell
you about the feelings of a person’s private pain and '
humlllatlon and degradatlon : THere are no words for this.

You see, words can never explain completely the :
overwhelming bitterness and sadness that consumed our souls, Tﬁ&z
anger at how effectively they took away very -quickly what:

made us human. our hair, our clothes, our names, our -
precious possessions, our privacy and cleanliness, our past
and our future, when they made us their prisoners just for
the "crime"” of being from a different heritage. We were:
deprived of our families, torn away from our familiar
surroundings, treated worse than dogs, and forced to do =
things always at their constant demand and all this lasted
yvears! They shamed us, mocked us and stripped us from our
liberties. Yah, all those grand fine concepts that the *
French had fought so valiantly for: Equality, Liberty, and
Justice for all.. what a joke...’a bittereh gelecghter(iﬁthe
Germans just trod them into the ground with the indifferent

precision of their goosestepping heavy brown boots. This:
1.

something that can be easily put into words. 1t is much?U F
easier to tell you the incidents as I recall them, as 1 am i
doing, telling you the stories of things that happened, than If
to describe to you how they killed my soul. We were a nation %
that got raped. And the rape victim is always at-a loss for \
words. For words fail us in the face of intentional evil., L
When we see people act with no feelings about other humans,

we are speechless. Just like in the nightmare, when we are
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instant the glorious power of my own creative mind. That a

Naava Piatka-"Not an Ordinary Life."

"favor", we paid him with a pair of socks we had managed to
procure and some spare rations of food."

"Meanwhile life in the camp here continued. The majority
of the prisoners were involved in work at the cement-making
factory. Groups of people went each day in shifts to the
nearby cement making factory, and some of these groups even
worked down in the mines alongside some Estonian RLISoRSPS wWikers.
too. These Estonians were most of them Communists,A1:.za.lgea=1:—a.-sc:«\we-l%‘a’:g‘»ﬁ"g
prigeners—eat—the—Line—ef—the—Nezi—Oveupetion and these :
Estonians would mutter and complain about the Germans. : They '
especially like .to talk about how they couldn’t wait_f@r the
day their Russian Comrades would come. and kill all those
bastard Germans,; and shoot those traitor Estonian guards.
This was the talk down at the mines. And these were the
stories that came back to us from those who worked outside of
the camp. It was felt that these Estonians were -in a way
our friends as fellow sufferers and could be helpful 'to us
if time came for such.co-operation. And so the days passed,
every day the same as before, the early morning yard roll-
call, the constant working and the restless nightime sleeping .

of two men to a bunk, “a hundred men to a barrack, and so we

forgot -all about the letter.™

o e sl

"Then one day, about a month or later, three black
cars arrive and pull up into the yard of our camp. - .
We thought immediately about something having gone wrong, and
we were all anxious about this unexpected SS visit which :
usually implied trouble. The SS officials walked briskly -
across the yard, through the kitchen, and in and out of the
barracks, inspecting everything, and then the next thing we
knew, Commandant Klee was gone! They had taken him away. I _
looked at the principal and he looked ‘at me as we stopped our "
work in the office. We both frowned in disbelief, and.then
slowly I began to smile., ' I started to clap my hands, long
hard smacks, and to laugh hysterically. He quickly walked
over to me, thrust out his hand towards me and I grasped it

firmly.

"I guess it was that Jewish mistress of his, the bitgh!" I
muttered under my breath at him, and he burst‘into a loud
laugh of derision and triumph.

"Well it just goes to show,"” he said to me, his one eyebrow
raised, "doesn’t pay to mess with a good Jewish mind!" . ‘
I laughed as he smiled at me. I felt as if I had won an
unexpected prize. I was quite exhilerated. I sensed in that {

small little trick cooked up in my own little desparate mind 1 |
could yield such bounty! I was delighted with myself.- ,
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That night we of the administration, in honor of Klee’s
departure, had a celebration. We raised our metal cups
filled with thin brownish soup that we pretended was wine,
and all chanted "'L’Chaim!" as we clinked those metal cups
with their pathetic strands of string attached to our belts,
To 1life! We smiled at each other in that moment of moral
liberation. THe Pharoah is gone! Our God has come through

for us!

In the grand scheme of things though, we, the vanquished,
had won but a miniscule yet satisfying victory in what was
truly the wasteland of no real victors. Truth was, I'still
remained the prisoner, even though I had banished the evil

king!"
~
<

"Now with the reality of Klee gone came the uncertainty of
who would replace him. We hoped and prayed and believed that
there could not be a worse fiend of a commandant. The next
day, his replacement arrived and we saw that in his favor,
he was at least ¥#ewwae better—looking than that pock-marked
toad of a monster Klee, THis new man’s name was Johann
Bekker. Soon after he “is put in charge, he summons a group
of us Jewish prisoners to the office, which is now his -
office. It was me, the "Shreiber,” the lawyer Mr. Rubinsiy,
who was the official secretary, and the principal who I °
already told you was the overseer of all of us Jews. Oh yes,
and a doctor, a very well-known man from Vilna, a friend of
my father’s. We were the official Jewish staff. -So we are
now standing in front of this new German SS man, who tell us
. to sit down in the chairs that are placed there in the
office. Commandant Bekker looks at us all, and then he

begins to speak.

\

"Look," he says to us, "I know the story. I know about
Klee. We all knew about him. He was a drunkard, a thief, ‘a -
thug... what we call a really low-class person. The truth of
the matter is that Klee was a common criminal serving time.in
prison for assault. He had already a reputation for violence,
beating up other prisoners in jail, so we know who he is. It
is my assumption that the only reason they might have sent
him out here is because this is not a big camp and it is: not .
so difficult to run it." And then he leaned forward over his
desk, and said to us directly: "But I called you in here
today to assure you that I am not at all like Klee. I am

completely different.”

THen he got up and resting his hands on the table, said: "I ;
will tell you my story. It is like this-- I am a-pharmacistnz&wyx
uite near the Polish frontier I have a nice home and a good
business, a pharmacy shop where I work." ANd he told us the
name of .it. He walked to the window and looked out of it . as
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if he could see the.little village from there. Then he
turned back to face us and continued :

"ANd one day the SS men came 1in, and declared that they
need more people for the front, for fighting in-the lines,
and that I needed to sign up. Of course, I was very dismayed,
~and started to plead on behalf of my age and my profession
and my family, but they interrupted me and said that they had -
a suggestion for me. If I joined the SS, they said, that
would be a way to get me out of fighting, and because they
knew me, in other words, I was well-known and respected:in: my
town, they would see to it that I would have an ' o
administrative type of job."” And then they told me what:they
wanted from. THey explained that they had been left with so
many pharmacies on the Polish side, they wanted me to.take -
over and help out with a Polish town, just aorass the river,
on the other side, where it would be my job to teach” other

Germans how to manage a chemist .shop."” = - o “;;

He walked back to higldésk and sat down in his chairJégain.
He looked at us for a while as if searching for an B
‘explanation, as if of fering some excuse for his very

presence. As if confessing to some as yet undiscovered .’
crime. To us, the victims...
"And so I became an SS man, " he continued, "and I

travelled back and forth from Germany to Poland, teaching my
skills. And I managed for a while to live a very good life
for those times. But in 1942, with the organization of -work
and concentration camps, they needed more SS men for =
positions of governing and controlling those camps, and so 1
" was sent off to a training camp for this sort of job." - And
in 1943, when I heard about this small camp, out of the. way,
where no-one would come and snoop around and watch over-me, L
asked to be transferred here. ANd so this is why 1 am part
of SS," he concluded, "and this is why I am here.” A
He paused and offered us a token of a smile. His hands

were folded in front of him on the desk. We waited in
silence. We had learned enough about the world in suchva
short time as to not trust anything, however much we wanted
to. Life to us was pure chance. Life was a matter of good
luck or bad personality. Perhaps what we had here for a
brief interlude was good luck and good personality. Who
could predict? Ve could only sit and listen and hope. :i.

"I called you here to explain to you my situation, sqgthat S
you may Know where I stand, and so you may know where you . &
stand with me. It is important for you to realize that we Ty
Germans are not all criminals. It is apparant you have L. ety
suffered enough already at the hands of, what I can only g
call, ignorant and. evil men,” Commapdant Bekker said to us,
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as he stood up. "But I assure you I am not one of those,
even though I wear the insignia on this uniform they gave
me," he said earnestly. He leaned over, his hands on his
desk -and peered at us all solemnly. Then he said quietly: "I
will try my best to make this place as comfortable as a work

camp can be, I give you my word."

"We all sat there for a moment not believing this turn of
events. But he did seem sincere, this man Bekker. The
doctor stood up and thanked him, and we followed by muttering
thanks and nodding our heads in appreciation and :
acknowledgement. He offered us his hand to shake, and we
shook his hand one by one, all of us. For a moment the world
seemed almost civilized. We had a reprieve, perhaps. It was
as if God had answered our prayers. He had trdded us an

<

angel for a devil.”

"Yah, Herr Bekker did in fact turn out to be an ideal
commandant for us. So it seemed that for a brief pause in
time, when hell was erupting around us, we had a little haven
of decorum in the midst of our misery. Those of us lucky .
enough to be part of the-Administrative staff, that is.

We felt as if we were living, for this while, our own free
lives. We could read his newspaper that he left for us,
he allowed us the freedom to conduct the business of taking
care of the operations of our daily work without his constant
checking of our actions. The general camp "appell” was
“short, and sometimes even not at all, and throughout the time
of Bekker's command, there was not one attempt to escape.. 1L
was like a cool breeze on a hot sticky day, like an oasis,
you understand, a moment of respite.granted us by Fate and
the intelligence of a kind gentleman. All of us in the - ;
administrative staff felt thal we could manage nicely for. the
few months more we pelieved the war would take to come to an
end, if only to be till the very end under this man’s rule.
Just a few months and the war would be over and we’'d all be
free to pick up our lives again. This is what we believed.
Even Bekker led us to believe that. He constantly hinted at
the war coming to an end soon. He made it clear he wanted
an assurance of our forgiveness, our compassion for him as an
~individual and not part of his political party. He would say

to us in the office, - i

'is over, that I was good to all of

“Just remember, when all :
I will count on you

you. If the Russians come and take over,
to remember to vouch for my kindness."

"And of -course we nodded, in agreement, because he truly
was good to us. And everything would have been alright ...
but for the timing of events. You see, at the time that he
arrived and assumed the position of head of our camp, there
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"THey had time for every little detail, those Nazi bastards."

S0 on s

"Now..., we come back to my story. I am now with a g’oup of
people from my camp on the upper deck of the boat goihg
towards Danzig. The boat is packed solid with peopIe from
different camps in the area. We are all being trgnsported to
a destination that is unknown. But we realize that the war is
turning over and that the Germans are scared and/we are just
the victims to be shunted from place to place,untll who knows
what. aken we don't know eWE are talking about different
things and all of a sudden, someone comes up/to me and says
to me: "Do you know that your father is down at the bottom?"
I stare at this man, I recognize him from V?lna somewhere,

from my past that seems so very far away, and I say "What?"
"My father...here?

"Yes, yes, your father," he repeaﬁS/égain excitedly, "Your
father, the doctor, he is downstairs/on the bottom deck." So

I run down, hah, run, it is more”like push my way through a
wall of people, and I am Weaving my way downstairs and asking
people here and there, saying his name, asking if anyone has
seen him. I looked and looked and I could not see him. I
instantly began to doubt it. My father on the same boat?
Inmpossible! I suddenly had /he feeling that a trick had been
rlayed on me, that the nan was bluffing me. ANd then I began
to worry about my food parcel that I had left up on the top
deck with my frlend/ ‘in case someone should steal it from me.

s /
/ ;

I was standlqg 'in the throng of people, de01d1ng whether I
should continug my frantic search or just accept the fact
that I was t subject of a cruel joke, when suddenly, I saw
him. In the/middle of a mass of people, I saw him. I called
his name, ahd he turned towards me, looking who had called
him. The / he recognized me and we both began pushing our way
to get ¢ " each other. We hugged. We kissed. We both started
to cry. THen we talked about what had happened to us.. to
fill the past, the missing pieces... up to the evacuation.
And then the ship arrived in Danzig and we realized we were
once€ again to be separated. I looked at my father, and I
told him: "Look, whatever happens, wherever you go, send a
message to try and find my group and I will do the same to
try and find your group and get word about me to you." He
was shoved back into his group that moved in another
direction from where I had to be. And that was the last I
was to see my father. We were all separated into our
original groups and herded off the boat. We waved and blew
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was already a plan underway amongst the prisoners who were
organizing some kind of defence committee. One of the mine
worker fellows, a man name Turetzky, (he later became mayor
of town in Israel) he had already started an underground
movement with some of the Estonian fellow mine workers. You
see, he was a Socialist, so he knew the language of communism
and "workers unite", and all of that propbhganda. He had
already started planning in preparation for the defeat of
the Germans, and what we would do if we were to hear, as we
expected .to soon enough, that the Russians are moving
closer. It was already planned that we would leave Herr
Bekker with his Germansp and we all would escape into the
mines. This was the plan, you see, and the defence committee
under the leadership of this (Turestsky) had bheen secretly ,
hiding food and supplies in the ml in preparation for just
such an event. We all knew about ift, in secrecy, and we were
all waiting for the signal when the exact moment of self-

imposed evacuation would come.

(Pause)

I don't know exactly how it happened, but four days
before we were about to be liberated, and we could already
hear the sounds of bombing and guns close by, soO we knew the
end was approaching.... and we were ready to go and hide in
the mines, any day now, we were just waiting for the
Estonians to signal us, when all of a sudden, three young men
uniform arrived. They relieved Bekker of his

to go back to the headquarters,ﬁf

position,

the yard, o
then packed us into trucks and brought us Lﬁzelﬂéﬂln, which

is the capital of Estonia. We had no warning, we had no time
to issue the command for the planned evacuation or any:
defence, nothing! It was just assemble and follow orders, or
They caught us by surprise, those bastards! They

else.

managed, these young SS men, within two days, to put us on a
big boat to ship us off to Danzig. Total evacuation, not one -
soul left. Not one even had the time to try and escape.

Now, a day before we arrived, they had also evacuated Kld?a,
the camp in which your mother’s brother and my father were,
you remember. My father went there also. He was shoved onto
a train also destined for Danzig. And now I must tell you
what happened to Leon; your mother's brother. Now what
happened at this camp at Kloga was that there were not enough
trains to herd everyone out of the camp. So when the first
shipment of people was completed, and off it went on its '
destination, and there were no more trains for the rest to be
evacuated, the SS came up with their very simple solution of
how to get rid of the evidence. These 180 or 220 people who
remained behind, very few, with your uncle Leon among them
because, nice guy that he was, he was always caring for
others, he was helping everyone—- the old and women first,
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get onto the trains, helping them in,
remained behind without a train, well what else

) R s 1 et-c the
shot. ‘Packed 1nt9 pleces of wood, and burned. Your unc?ewigz
sqngwn%ter, the'klndhearted soul with music still flowing in -
his veins was killed one day before the liberation.”

these people that

"This is what I learned later.”

"THey had time for every little detail, those Nazi bastards.”
"Yah."

”So;...

"Now..., we come back to my story. I am now with a group of
people from my camp on the upper deck of the bbat_going o
towards Danzig. The boat is packed solid with people from "
different camps in the area. We are all being transported to

a destination that is unknown. But we realize that the war is
turning over and that-the Germans are scared and we are just

the victims to be shunted from place to place until who knows
what.taken we don’t know.,gWE are talking about different f
things and all of a sudden, someone comes up to me and. says, . ‘
to me: "Do you know that your father is down at the bo.t-tem-’?&MM hﬁkf
I stare at this man, I recognize him from Vilna somewhere,

from my past that seems so very far away, and I say "What?" e
"My father...here? ' ! :

"Yes, yes, your father,” he repeats again excitedly,:"Your
father, the doctor, he is downstairs on the bottom deck.” So -
I run down, hah, run, it is more like push my way through a
‘wall of people, and 1 am weaving my way downstairs and _asking -
people here and there, saying his name, asking if anyone has
seen him. I looked and looked and I could not see him.. I
instantly began to doubt it. My father on the same boat? N
Impossible! I suddenly had the feeling that a trick had been ;
played on me, that the man was bluffing me. ANd then I began -
to worry about my food parcel that I had left up on the top :
deck with my friend, in case someone should steal it from me.

I was standing in the throng of people, deciding whether I
should continue my frantic search or just accept the f@pt
that I was the subject of a cruel joke, when suddenly; 1 saw
him. In the middle of a mass of people, I saw him. I -called
his name, .and he turned towards me, looking who haq called
him. Then he recognized me and we both began pushing our way
to get to each other. We hugged. We kissed. We both started
to cry. THen we talked about what had happened to us.. t9 .
£ill in the past, the missing pieces... UP to tbe evacuation.
And then the ship arrived in Danzig and we realized we were
once again to be separated. I looked at my father, and I
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L

told him: "Look, whatever happens, wherever you go, send a .IA@

message to try and find my group and I will do the same to ﬁW{.
try and find your group and get word about me to you."” H
was shoved back into his group that.moved in another’
direction from where;ilhad to be. (And that was e last Pwg—

wes—+Ho see my fatherq ?)We were all separated into our
original groups and fded off the boat. We waved and blew

kisses to each othe¥ for as along as we could. Then I just
looked away, idn’t look back any more.

[y

Our group was taken on a barge and we went through the $VV4W?$ wn
lakes from Danzig deeper into Poland, and landed in a place
called Stutthof. We had no idea that this was a _

concentration camp. All through the war up to then we had

only been in werkscamps. :That is all what we knew. Ve

didn’t know about the death camps. We had never heard of

anything like that. Everything was so sealed, all the
information...and perhaps even if we would have heard of such-

a machination, we could not have conceived or believed it.

Alright. So we now arrive at Stutthof. And we see for

\ the first time m&gﬁfhgﬂ"AS§ guards*,ﬁﬂa dogs, and the [?

beatings of people as they herd them into the camp. You must
run, quickly, shnell, quickly,while they shout orders at you
as they beat you to move faster, faster. "Your clothes must
be taken off, you must go to the showers to be disinfected..
there must be no lice on you, make sure you are clean.... We
are moved quickly, like people without a will, to where there
are people waiting with small electric shavers to shave off
our hair. Our "barbers" are our fellow Jews, and as they
begin their punishment of shaving scalps, they say to us:
"You are lucky you only come now to Stutthof, and not before;
because now the ovens are not working."” So I look .confused
and I say, "What are you talking about, what ovens?" I .
remember thinking that perhaps here they had hot food ,
prepared in ovens, but why do they say we are lucky then, if
the ovens are not working? An hey tell me: "The ovens
where they burn the people 1mﬁ , you don’t know about this?

"I didn’t believe it when I heard this. I'm teiling you, I
just could not begin to let this sink into my mind That
there were ovens sp % 3 eant for t nr i e?
I was horrified. % F“quernoggmb een % R% “%k“bj °“Xh
‘into this time? Is this’ Eh@jtlme that death comes to v1sf%o s&ﬂu\yvd

After shaving and all the oleanlng procedures, we were
issued our striped uniforms and "clothes.” It was at thig
point that I recalled something my father had said to me .
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He said : "If there is a change of clothing, you must
remember to always make sure you have good shoes. Good
shoes, and warm feet. Because you will have to do much

standing and walking. Shoes are the most important? So
after this whole procedure of the cleansing,preecdure €50
5 & Fs N e

showers, water running down, cold of course, and a small
towel, like a dishcloth to wipe yourself with. THen you go
in and you get the uniform of stripes, whatever size they
hand you is yours, too big or too small, it’s too bad, you
get what you get, maybe you can swap it later with someone
else in your group. I was lucky enough to get a size that
fitted me. But the shoes, they were no good. They pinched
my toes. So I was looking around for other shoes, looking
at other people’s feet to see who has a better pair'of
shoes.. At the same time, we each got a half a slice of
bread and tea, like a dishwater liquid, and a tin.

Then they said to us: "One of you is responsible for the’
knife. With this knife you will open your tins and then you
will keep your tins for the rest of your meals. From this tin
you will drink your soup and water. It will be your only cup
and your soupbowl. So do not lose it. Do you understand?” 7

So first of all I said to myself. "I have a half a piece of
bread. I will cut the half a bread, immediately, with the
knife. THen I will hide the bread, -and this quarter of a
bread, I will keep and perhaps I will be able to exchange it
for a pair of shoes. Better shoes ‘than what I have now. . And
that is what I did. I came to somebody and said to him "The
tin I cannot give you, but 1 have some bread I can give you,
I will go hungry, but I need to change my shoes. 1 just"
cannot walk in these shoes, they’'re, good shoes, but I cannot
walk in them."” SO he gave me his shoes. THey were nice-
shoes, with leather iindersoles. ANd I felt much better in

these exchanged shoes.

T : = . - s
Were all the shoes different, where did they get the shoe€ 5
from.... stolen from conquer d people? or regulation army al 'ﬁ

he same shoes???27?7?7?7) :

We stood on the "appell” and they counted us... twenty-four
here, twenty- four there, you know, separting us by groups
ditfferent amounts, to go to the different barracks. So i come
to the Barrackg , and there stands a GErman, a kapo,(which
in Italian means head} and he is the ugliest meanest looking
individual I have ever seen. A face like a dog, with a scowl
over his tufts of mud-coloured eyebrows, and a mouth that is
snarled and curled down to one side under his small pig-like
nose. Yes, in fact he looked like a bloated yellow pig, with
little grey eyes that were like pinpoints in a full face of
flesh that was coarse like sand, with knife scars down his
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oheek.; I had never before had the experience of being
horrified and revulsed by a person’s face like that. IT turns
out that this here kapo was a criminal, made to sit for
twenty years in a German prison for some heinous crime, like
a murder or something, and the Nazi elite decided to free
this man and other criminals like him to use them as
guarddogs of the barracks. '

SO this kapo with the face of a pig, lines us up inside the
barracks and walks up and down 5%3??35 at us, right up

close, from under his bushy eyebrows. THen he begins to
deliver his welcoming speech. First of all, he tells us, his.
eyes small and pink, and his mouth twisting like a worm into
I suppose a smile, (but it was more like 8y Sn erS he was going
to look for the younger boys to help himiggg to ‘sleep. & -
Second of all, he said, "In my barracks 1 wanfkit spotless!”
“THird of all," he declared, "I expeot there to be quiet at
night. Nothing but sleeping at night. The only noise:.'I
expect to hear is the sound of your snoring." And then-he =~ -
says to us, his eyelids almost closing right over his ‘pinkish
eyes, "If you will behave according to my instructions;jyou'
will experience no problems here in my barracks. But if you

do not obey, I will simply take the offender and kill him.

- THen I will have some of you toss him out the door. ENdVOf,
story! You understand, of course, that to me,. killing;is

not a problem, because I have already committed murder:, iy
before, so it is nothing to me." . He said this gquite proudly, .
in his native German, which many of us. could understand ; - ‘
because ‘it is so close to Yiddish., I thought how strangely 5 E
apt it was that he was in the position he held now due to the
fact that he was a murderer already. Yet what a bitter joke
on us/! aWhat a cruel twist of irony! THat us innocent.:
prisoners were made to be watched over by a guilty prisoner.
But any how, I had long ago tried. to make any sense of: the

war and the cruelties of the Germans. It seemed like some ;
giant horror circus to me already, SO whatever new acts would :
possibly come up were likely to be just as bizarre and: -
pernicious as before. 0f course, 1 was to find out that

this premise.of mine was not true. Human beings, it became ;
apparant, were capable of a great many unspeakable variations -
on the theme of malicious torture and cruelty. R .

In this camp, I met a man who wa;' aller than me, who wasfg
standing behind me. We were assigned one bunk. This means =~
that his legs were next to . my head, and the same for my legs ::
next to his head for the sleeping arrangement. This is how we[a{

o5

all slept. Head to toe. In one small hard bunk. fhe mwéﬁ@ﬂ whz & 7

_ ; 57
We were all of us Jewish prisoners in that barracks, nﬁmber/Z;f
twelwe. Each of us had been given a number previously, coming ..,

into the camps, with a colored triangle patch to mark our
particular of fensive status. In our case it was a yellow
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triangle for Jews. The communists had red. Jehovah'’s
Witnesses had violet. HOmosexuals were marked with blue.
And next to our barrack, there was a barrack number thirteen,

which held the whole government ofpLithuania.-- the
all the ministers of the cabinet,and the president, whoever
was the government, @ommunistsy, you remember, at the time the

Germans invaded. and took over, /#:&/7i/ the whole bunch of them
were in the barrack#. THey were protected by the Geneva. .
cOnvention, and I remember they were always receiving
beatiful parcels and goods from the Red Cross.

£\ /

=
2

NOw .this tall man that was my bunkmate, introduced himself
to me. "My name is MalenW#s#" he said, and put out his big
hand to mine for a firm handshake. I looked at him. He was
an impressive fellow. He did not look Jewish-ip the E E
traditional stereotypical ways Jews had been portrayed by the
Nazi propoganda, or even Jewish in the way that I was able to
tell, by the more subtle indications of face contour and .
coloring. He had a fine strong build, and an open, smiling,
'bright face that inspired confidence. We exchanged brief
histories. He told me he was a house painter before the war.
I told him I was a journalist. . At that moment, looking at
each other and shaking‘hands, we sensed and established: a
comraderie that preceded the partnership that was to .
~ naturally evolve over time given the fate of being assigned
the same bunk. I*11 tell you, well-planned marriages could
have turned out much worse than the fateful preordained--

. good friendship Maleni¥r and I were lucky enough to share.
 This tall and intelligent man, he was to be my guardianﬁ&
angel. He saved my life..«.~ ' ' R

ﬁlpm Malenlt was the type who, on the first day of camp:had
already scouted the area for familigr faces. He had already
found out who were Lithuanians, and mastering the art of:
communicating en passant, in passing, that is talking to.
others like a ventriloquist, without showing you were talking
at all. SO while moving, he would mutter something to someone’
that he made contact with and pass on information and the ;
like, you see. He just a charm about him... very attractive:
aura, he had. SO he told me that he had already spoken-to
several Lithuanians and asked them to help a fellow. = e
"Landsman” , a compatriot.  (And so that is how he was able
to collect from them little pejces of bread, sweets, a 7.
cigarette stub and so on, like treasures found in the sand,
he would bring these delights back to the bunk. s

We were taken E% very bad jobs. Standing on the appel
at five o’clock in the morning, with the weather getting
colder and colder, while theyiG8inted and sorted us everyday.
We were taken in groups of about a hundred, or sometimes &
fifties, far away to distant fields. Always walking. ‘ '
Trekking through the mud, through forests, through dirt,
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whatever, walking and walking until we reached our work
destination. My first group was sent to a quarry. What was
our work? WE had to carry huge stones and rocks from one
place to another. Then after twelve noon, we had to haul
them from that place back to the original place. IN RAye
meantime, people were dropping from exhaustion, others were
kicked, sent stumbling into the ravine for not doing the work
fast or good enough, and others were simply killed

outright. My hands, these delicate fingers of mine, that my
father always declared were going to be surgeon’s hands until
I decided’ otherwise, were now full of cuts and tears and
bleeding. After about three or .four days of this hard.
labor, handling the rough rocks, straining my body beyond
endurance, I came up to Malenkéw at night and I said:
"Malenffr, I just cannot take it any more! I‘cannot do this
shit<work any morel"” He immediately said to me that he
would help me. "No," I shouted. "You cannot help me. You
know that is impossible. They’ll shoot the both of us. I
just cannot bear this anymore. Look what has become of my
hands. THis is not work for me to do! I've somehow got to
find a way to do something else, anything else, but not this
shit pointless work of everyday hauling rocks from one place
to another and then back agaln I am not a mule! I am not an
animal, for godsakes!" : '

”Hevlistened to my point with his natural compassion, He did
not argue with me. At the end, he simply said ," Well, What

are we to do about this. How can I help?”
"SO then I told him , "Look, we must do something that w111

keep us indoors. Any kind of work, cleaning.or scrubbing or
some kind of work that would just keep us from getting'sent
out there, to face the bad winter and the hard labor. '

Now at the front of the barracks, an the right hand side of
it, is a smaller selfcontained room‘with a little window,
which belongs to the  Kapo. On the other side oﬁ-the barracks
is a longer room which is the ‘pissoir', our toilets. You walk . :
in there and you piss, and it stinks and it’s horrible.:

So I said to Malenkwwr; "Malenker “what is necessary to make
that pissoir clean so that it will not stink so wretohely
awful like it does now, and we have only been here four'or
five days?" He looks at me and answers straight, "Tar. You
need tar for that. I said: "You know what, I will go .and
speak to the Kapo and suggest that we clean 1t up so that it
is nice and clean—-smelling. See what he says. And Malenkes
frowns and says: "I don’t want to clean it up. It’s a bloody
stinktrap .in there! "So I take his hand and I say, looking
at him intently, " Malend®r, please think about this. I.think
this is the way. You know how every Kapo is so insistent on
how clean their barrack is. Our own Kapo admitted the same
himself. You know these Germans and their "Reinheid” 7
compulsion, this obsession with tidiness and cleanness. It is
their passion. Come on, what have we got to lose? If he
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says yes, then we have a job that will keep us indoors, wh;3£/Qj%Z“€§
is exactly where I need to be, don’'t you see? Please, \\\\i//
Malenker,” I begged him, "just help me out on this one." y g
. The end of the story is that I was the one who came
to report to this Kapo. He satl back on his chair and glared
at me and said "So, what is your complaint today?" L
replied that I had not come to complain about anything. .
"But,"” I added, "I do have something I wish to ask of you."
I looked into his very ugly face, thought of my bleeding‘}%dd‘bfa ol
hands and the rocks, and continued: O ew
(Did you address the Kapo in any particular way, like aEgﬁmyﬁhq 10953

salute or sir, or some title???) § rgaling =

O TS
h@@~

"My friend and I were wondering if it is agreeable to you

that we volunteer to undertake the cleaning up of the .= 2
toilets of our barracks. I am not sure if you have been past -
there recently, but the stench is quite bad, sir, and Ate 0
would be a shame if one of the SS guards was to walk past-and -
be offended and enquire, as to whose barracks these were -and

why something had not been done about that awful smell. "

You know it is just a thought, sir, but my friend who is. a
professional painter and 1 would be very willing to undertake

such a job of cleaning it properly for you. We have. already .
discussed what would be necessary for the work.to be done as

best and quickly as can be, and he is convinced that some tar
could do the job of getting rid of that disgusting smell.”

THe kapo looked at me all the time with his fixed scowling
expression, and after T was done talking continued to stare
'at me. THen, after a short while, he stood up and walked.
towards the window. "Ya," he said, his back towards me,: he
"Perhaps you have a point there. I'tell you what I’1l1 do, 1
shall enquire about whether I can get some tar.” ANd then he
told me to leave. . : ' e

THe next morning, he came to me—( at the appell,é&¥'1ﬂ
your harracks??#) pointed his finger at me, and said; "You
stay!” As I heard these words I immediately realized what it
meant and quickly said that that man.over there, pointing to [een
Malenlkser, must also stay with me, because he is my partner. :
He hesistated a moment, and then nodded. "Okay,"” he muttered
gruffly and ordered us to report to the kitchen where they
would tell us what we were to do. We went to the kitchen:
where there was waiting a giant barrel of tar. We invented
some kind of stirring spatula out of a piece of wood. And we
lugged this vat over to the toilet baLnaeksﬂa%—ﬁﬁmbek~%we+venmouréunmc
You should have seen us. We looked so official. we set up a
barricade outside the door, and kept that pissoir closed. for
about a half a day while we cleaned the "farshtunkeneh" :place
and mopped it and poured it with tar. We were not allowing — .
anyone to come in to piss while we were working, and were
those men mad at us! Oh bepy, you should have heard them

Bt
" ~
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shouting at us and yelling obscenities and vile curses at us,
as if we had taken away their finest possession.

"Wait, wait,” we shouted through the walls back at

them. "You curse us now, but you'll bless us later! "

we shouted, laughing. "What do they know,"” I said &=
jokingly to MalenWpr, "here we are, taking the time and
effort to turn this stinkhole into a boudoir for those guys,
and all they can think about is pissing! Psheh!"” By that
afternoon, our job was complete, and the pissoir now smelled
heavily not of urine but of rich tar. Much better! We had to
wait some more until it dried and then, and only then, would
I let anyone in. THe guys who had yelled obscenities before
were now nodding- thelr heads and mumbling compliments as they
relieved themselves. elgwgiat me'had done a goqd de S ed//
Our sense of dignity was Lo gt vl 4 g
NOt only was my sense of smell resoued but I dbuld now

reclaim a small patch of dignity in this refurbished haven of

a urinal while I poured out my waste body fluids. I no longer

had to retch from the stench of that place., I believed I had
elevated our lives one-small notch up from intolerable by

this brave act of tarring the toilets!

Now after we were done, we were called into the Kapo’'s
office. He told us in his gruff curt way that he was pleased
with our work. We -had done a good job! He was very clever
this Kapo. He said to us: "Now, you have done this -fine job,
I think you should be the carriers of the bread. You get two

other people to.help you and that is now your job." J—(/&A’G
(Only job? where did you carry 1t to... what else did you
do?)

»

Now the bread for the prisoners was transported from: the
kitchen to the bawrreaeks,  yerdr mess—roonT?? ? :
All the bread, just enough to feed the approximately two 5
hundred and twenty of us in the barracks, was placed on.a \\
large piece of flat wood which ‘the four of us would have to.
carry from the kitchen. Now the bread was already cut in qu
{4

pieces, you see, SO us:four people carrying the bread. had s som
we s € amount of brea G sho

N we got to. Bne barracks—weas uuu quiteexactty—+the—same
‘a " a&“’ s o criminal,,

Now the chef of the k1tchen was a German,jand knowing my fame
now as the toilet tarrer, he says to me one day,"Hey you, you
the one who did the latrines, ja?" So I nodded and smiled. If
there’s one person I wanted to be on good terms with, it was

the chef, the provider of paltry sustenance in this mad
nightmare. ,

<

"Well," he said to me, "we have some more tar. You can do:
OUR latrines now too, ja?"
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So I replied that I did not have the authority to do
anything like that without my kapo’s permission. He would
have to speak to our kapo, I suggested to him. So he looked
at me, and then turned to his partner in the kitchen, and in
German said: "Oh ja, I know that kapo. This little venture
will cost us a good piece of meat!” i3

THe very next day, we received our order to report to the
kitchen. I assume the kitchen was one piece of beef the
poorer, but as .for me, I was the richer. I now had .
established myself as an entrepreneur, and saved my ass at

the same time.

That same day, an SS man came into the kitchen .as we were
beginning our first day on the job. THey wereg always in the
habit of wandering in uninvited, snooping around, |
particularly in the kitchen, home of -comparitively good
smells. The SS man brushed past us. "Weiter machen!"” he
said, this SS man, waving me on. It was their refrain,
"weiter machen" which means "carry on what you are doing."

Of course, what else would they say -- "Stop and take a look
around you? " " Check out how we torture your fellow humans,
work, them till they bleed and starve away, kill them and purn
them, no matter?"” NO, of course not! SO.it was a mere.’
courteous shrug .of "just carry on working" don’t mind us,
don’t pay any attention to us, just carry on doing what we

told you to do, good doggie!”

AFter the job was done, I reported back to the kapo, and
thanked him for giving his permission to let us do the work.
"We were rewarded with an extra. piece of bread,"” I confided
in him, showing my gratitude. "Mgswe keep it?" I asked him.
Malenkéi+ of course thought I was crazy. He just wﬁ@tedgto '
swallow the damn thing right away and not tell anyone about
it., But I argued with him, and said that we must tell?the‘
kapo. We must include him as part of our deal, part of our.
"business.” SO with much begrudging dissatisfaction, = . &
Malenker finally went along with my thinking. So here I was, =
in front of the kapo, asking if we may keep our extra pieces
of bread. He looked at me and thought for a minute. Perhaps
he was thinking how crazy I was to be so honest, I don’t
know, BUt then he said: "Yes, you may have the bread."':

I then asked him if it alright if we left the two pRices
of -bread there in his office, on his desk in his safekeeping,
until we ould come back later and retrieve them. You see, I
was worried that others would find out we had the extra bread
and perhaps would try and steal it from us, or be jealous and
fight, who knows. I just didn’t want to have such a precious
commodity on me as I did my everyday work of clean up around
the barracks in front of the the others. Life was precarious
enough as it was without incurring the wrath of your fellow
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sufferers. vgnd so 1t was arranged, that our payment was kept
safe"for us in the kapo’s office, and we were able to enjoy
the "bread’ we had truly earned at our own leisure,

‘One day the kapo comes to us in a rush. MalenWker and I now
had the luxury of hanging out in the barracks during the day,
oleaning up a little, and of course, if we heard footsteps
outside we would immediately spring into a frenzy of fake
cleaning activities. THis time was no different. We weres&hw

kg on the bed . ........civ v talking, trying toaAsleep
?22?2?22?72?272?7?77?7 (What did you do in “dmﬂﬂ&

nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

when we heard the quick heavy bootsounds clomping up the.
stairs. IMmediately we began running around adjusting the bed:
blankets and sweeping floors. The door burst 6hpn and there
stands the kapo, his face flushed:. I can tell he .is agitated

about something. "Quick” he tells us, almost in a.whisper.
You must hide yourselves immediately.” We stop our pretend-
busyness and look at him ihcomprehensively. "Just do as' I

" say, go now and find a place to hide!” he urges us. We do
not move. Then he comes towards us, his arms out and begins
to push me_forward as he points up to the ceiling.

"Upstairs, in the attic, go quick! Now!"” he hisses.

THen he is gone. We looked at each other, MalenMep and_,I,r
for a brief second, and then without a second thought, we
scrambled up onto the bunks and up- into the rafters of the
barracks. There was a small opening that led to the attic.
First Malenkew hoisted himself up throught the trapdoor,: then
‘leaned down .and dragged me by the arms up beside him into the
dusty attic. Lying there in the dust and darkness we could
hear the vague flutterings of noise outside. Inside all was -
deathly quiet and we waited, heads pounding, for the worst.

Suddenly there came an announcement over the loudspeakers
for everyone to go outside on the yard and stand for - -
counting. It was an "action". The SS had arrived to gather
" together about 5000 people and remove them from the camp.
THose who had already left for their work out of the camp
were saved. THe rest of the people, those who were left at
the camp, doing whatever, were immediately rounded up and
removed by trucks to an unknown destination. Gone! Just like
that. One minute they were were there, the next they were

taken away. Cleared out. One, twol! We cused to call it
"g€hapoongs", from the Yiddish word "gchap” --to grab. They
Theirs for the taking.

just grabbed ’em and took ’em away.

We waited until all was silent again. Until we heard no
more sounds of motor engines being started and'the gravelly
sound of tires grinding against the road. Until we heard_
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only the sound of our own hearts pounding in our ears. THen
we climbed back down and dusted ourselves off from the
spiderwebs and -dust that had attached themselves onto our
crouching bodies in that impromptu hiding place. 1 was
shaking. We went to our bunks and sat down wearily on our
bunks. We were both silent. What is there to say when you
have been saved by your captor? Saved for the moment, that
is , with the knowledge and fear that any other moment can
bring but another fate. A matter of timing... :

I turned' to Malenfté¥ , and caught his glance. He was not
as con¢idlent as before, that air of good-natured joviality
had vanished along with the dust from under the SS trucks :
carrying 5000 of our campmates away. I looked into his eyes,
and held his distant gaze. Then I said quieltly again what I
had said before. "THis is not good, Malenler,” 1 said sadly.
I shook my head from side to side as I quietly picked off theQ
dusty woodshavings, thick -with spider webs, that were still =
clinging to my thin clothes, as if they too were seeking
escape from the confines of a dark prison. "Malenker;ﬁ I
repeated: "This just does not feel good to me."

"Agh,,it’s'just another action. This is the way itﬂhappens?
here. We were lucky. It probably won’t happen again.” - =

"Malenbw ,"” I shouted, "listen to mel Look around :you,
for GOd’s sake! People are dying here all the time. - :We have
to get away from this place and get some real work, perhaps 2
in a concentration camp where they concentrate just on-labor. -
Only tHen we can go about our work and not have to worry =
about sudden attacks and changes to our schedule. THis place_
] this place here .... it’s like one giant net. Like a’ L
" trap! Don’t you see, we are just a storehouse here. -THey
can just come and grab people -out. 'of here any time for.who .
knows what? I don’t .like it, Malenkeér. It’s very bad:here.
As good as it seems, trust me, I cannot explain, but. it’s bad
for us, Malenker, we have to get away from here." : C ik

Malenkes, of course, merely shook his head and tried to
"allay my fears. "Nah,” he replied, "it will turn out -
alright, don’t you worry. Look, we have work here, solid
work, the kapo is our . friend now, and all will be alright,
you’ll see. We are needed here." aat gy 1k

. But even the good humor and gentle optimism of my friend
Matenker could not allay the bad feeling I had in the pit-of
my stomach. And it was not the feeling of hunger that was =
gnawing at my insides. After all we had our two extra pieces
of bread! No, it was rather like a nameless dread of .- : .
something bad about to happen... of eventually running out of ;

good luck. M-
~&-
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But I listened to Malenkér and took some comfort in his’
good—-natured kidding and joking about our particular good

fortune in "high places” as he put it.

‘And so it turned out for the time being that he was right.
The next afternoon, the kapo called me into his office and

told me that that afternoon I was to be escorted to Barrack

number seven, for my next job of tarring. We were. in

business! And that afternoon, an SS man came and knocked on
Malenker to barrack seven,

the barrack door to escort me and
for you understand, of course, it was not allowed to be just
wandering around any where without supervision. G :
We found the tar already prepared for us, as befqre;fand so
it was we went back to work. We worked on nuiber seven, then

number five, then two, and so on. Malenlgr was right. -
Somehow, for the time being, we were needed. g

I had hoped to be assigned the barracks in which my father
hat way. However, I was

was housed, but it didn’t work out t 7
meeting him from time to time in my barrack’s latrines.
He was working as a doctor i 38, (

hOoSplta Ska e -6 A Reg P
there?? tn the ”'&WM(LMW&W

j e of that he had the privelege of walking .~
around relatively untroubled from barrack to barrack. A
le'e usedi%b meet in the = the newly tarred barracks,
n 0002997  Ande-tHETO 410 the relative privacy of

I would share with him  some spare bread or’ soup

our latrine, J
~of mine and we would talk about the events happening around

“and »q becaus

,

ot Mkjnu( , ‘_ , i
One day, at one/of our brief meetings, he told me that he Kﬁé sxanl

had been de—l—ega-teé to a medical unit up in Kohingsberg..' I ;i o

gave him some extra rations for his trip, and we said gbbdbye.f“

to each other. He looked at me and said: "You know, I am an

old man already, I’m not sure what will happen to me... but

you, I feel that you will manage. You will survive this .

thing. Just remember, try to be invisible. Do not make?’

yourself noticeable. Try rather to blend in and remain - ;

undetected. THen they will not single you out, because: they

will not know that you are there. That is the only advice 1

can give you. The rest you will learn on your own. GOod

luck, my boy. May GOd always be with you in whatever you do."

We hugged and kissed and I felt extremely sad although I
had not even seen this man that much in my recent years. 1
had the distinct impression this would be the last time ‘I was
to see him. He had such an air of resignation about him and
his movements were slower than ever before. We kissed again
and he said goodbye. Then as he turned to walk away, I called
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out to him. "Pappela...," I asked him, not knowing from
where the question sprung. "I want to know one thing from
you, Papa. You divorced Mama, and married another woman, but
somehow - in my mind, I think that you still loved her. DId
you, Papa?"” bava..

He looked at me with glistening eyes and said softly; "I
will love her till my dying day.” And then he turned around
and slowly began his shuffled walk back to his barracks. I
gazed after him, my throat filled with the swollen ache of
uncryable tears 'and the unpronouceable last goodbye. : o

kkkkkkk
%
<

After that last meeting with my father, there in the newly
tarred latrine, product of my own ingenuity, I returned to
my barrack with a new vigor and resolution. I brushed away
my viscuous pain of loss, like 1 had cleaned away the foul
smell of waste fluids. I came up to Malenlkez and I told him:

" "Malenker, my father has been sent away to work. We must do

the same. We must leave this place for another place of
work."” I -had—decided.

IQFA couple of daysp the call came for a team of welders
and electricians to report for duty to be shipped out to

bnzig where they needed these skilled tradesmen to work in
‘he harbour. AS we stood there on the "appel,” I turned to
Malenkey and motioned that we must offer ourselves for this

" workload. And so it was that Malenlker and 1 stepped forward
out of our lines and volunteered our -services. We were after

all electricians of sorts. I mean I'had worked with—my WK aw

elecricianAfgther—rn—+aw,

course.. And so we stepped forward and they took our names.
Within three days we were ohn a train, in a group of. twelve
people, guarded by the obligatory SS'men, bound for Danzig

and a new line of work.

—}e and that was qualification enough -
for me. Malenker was handy at most things, being a painter of

‘ ; 2, 23 Mfdé.‘” <cegf”
Bup VQLQWGT;?f:i_d_»—/—f;jV | ’ :
OUr new labor campy part Stutthof, was situated about  .u-fuistd

twelve kilometers outside of Danzig harbour.
‘barracks, and there was a railroad track with a small train
that transported the workers back and forth from the camp to
our workplace at the harbor. For the first time I saw the

huge tankers and big boats and U-boatls in the harbor. IT was

very grand and impressive.
place of work, a welding shop.

man of about eighty'wwnms~ﬁﬁdm with a giant bush of a
moustache, who said to us: "Welcome to Germany! Do anyone of

you understand German? " WE all nodded, we all had our
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understanding of German, mostly from Yiddish. "Well, that is
good, everyone understands the mutershpraQEn he smiled.
THem he said: "Now, I ask that you all show me your hands.
Put them out like this..." he told us, showing us his own
large bony hands outstretched in front of him. - And he came
around to each of us and inspected our hands. When he came to
me he, looked into my face, and the corners of his eyes.
crinkled even more as he pronounced : "You have never been a
welder, have you?" I looked down at my betraying hands and
said in German, "Please, it was the only way I could think of
to get away from the concentration camp I was in. Whatever
you will ask me to do, I will do. I give you my word.” He
nodded his head a little, smiled at me, and moved on to
examine the other hands stretched out before him. :

3

‘\

b

» Well, thls tall old man taught us welding for three weeks 3
And in those three weeks he told us his story. He was a i
socialist, he told us. But being a worker, he was a member
of the union, and that meant being a member of the party.
But he hated the Nazis; he revealed, and promised us that he
would teach us whatever he knew so that we would be able to
do our job well and keep us working for as long as possible.

"You are only twelve people,” he told us. "So, this is what
I have in mind. When I go to eat my lunch, everyday, there
will be something dropped into the wastebasket for each -one
of you. But you must take turns, you understand that. It
cannot work another way. It is up to you to honor thls
system. Be good socialists and share amongst yourselves,
he said to us. And so everyday, one of us would get a treat
- of some polony or sweet bread or' something special. wrapped in ..
newspaper to be retrieved out the wastebasket and enjoyed,
thanks to the kindness of this old socialist. And he would
walk around, shake his head and mutter softly for us all to
hear: "Deutchland is kaput, ja. Deutschland is kaput!" '

"One day I was busy welding, I had really got the hang of
it, and suddenly I felt a sharp piercing pain in my hand.
Our instructor looked at my hand and told me that I had to
stop working. THe next morning my hand was swollen to double
its size. I went to the clinic where they treated my hand. It
appeared that a little piece of metal had lodged in my hand.
So for one whole week I could do nothing and had to stay in
my barrackh while all around me went to work. I was doing ‘
nothing all day long, and the pain was quite extreme. A'whlie
later therdﬁetually cut4 ¥ open, and took out the sliver. of
metal, and for a while had little feeling in my hand. ' Soon
it was time for me to feturn to work, but because of the
schedule set-up.l was/now sent on the day shift while e
Malenlipdir was relegatéd to the night shift. THe one positive

My &#ﬂw
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side of this split up was that now we each could have the
whole bunk to ourself, so sleep was a little more
comfortable. But I missed his company. The only way we
could meet was when we passed each other in the night, on our
way to and from work. It was dark early now in the cold of
January [%5nd as I came back from my day-shift and he went out
on his night-shift, we would shout greetings to each other.
Phrases of a couple of words slung together as messages, we
would pass back and forth to one another as our groups passed
eaoh other en route to work, escorted as always by the SS
men. It was our only way of communicating to each other, our
brief attempt at contact. But it was more than just a =
greeting, it was a precious necessity for the maintenance of
our lonely isolated souls. Malenk® and I, we had became
each other’s family, home without home, each other s mirror
of selfhood, without which it sometimes became dangerously
impossible to know if we truly were alive or 1f Hipi- even
wanted to be - : < il

And so we made a point of calling out to each other, "~
my friend and I, only ‘one or two words sometimes, but that
didn’t matter. It was just to verify our existence, to:
acknowledge our faith in the fact that we were still human;

\gn the sound of our own voices calling out to ourselves;:
e heard the echo of courage and recognized the sound of
human survival. - That was what it had all been reduced to.
The naked gut reactlon to keep surv1v1ng, no matter what



