Tke Bridge to
World-Wide Yiddisk

Changes Here and on the Horizon

The IAYC News is the latest effort the International
Association of Yiddish Clubs is better servicing the
member clubs. Vol. 1 No. 1 was e-mailed and also
hardcopies sent to those not receiving e-mail.
Choices for paid-up members include:

Books

1. The Waterfall: Rhymed Yiddish Couplets by
Dr. Barney Zumoff - Original Yiddish side by
side with translation made to rhyme.

2. A Yiddish Short Story Sampler: A Guide for
Yiddish Classes and Clubs by Bennett Muraskin
3. Step by Step: Contemporary Yiddish Poetry by
Bemporad & Pascucci- Yiddish & English.

Cassettes

4.Dr. Jack Berger: History’s Orphans: The Yizkor
Book Story

5. Frank Handler : Rescue of the 6" Lubovitcher
Rebbe by Nazi Soldiers — Impact on Yiddish

6. Gerry Kane: Tsum gast baym zeyde mendele
7. Prof. Eugen Orenstein: Pionirn fun der yidish-
forshung

CDs

8. Sabell Bender: Melodrama and Shund

9. Eugene Driker: History of Detroit Jews & Yiddish
10. Prof. Meinhard Mayer, zOl: The Yiddish and
German Poets from Czernowitz

11.Dr. Julius Scherzer: Growing up in Czernowitz
12.Dr. Kenneth Wal tzer: The Rescue of Jewish
Children from Buchenwald

13. IAYC Conf.: Bender, Handler, Hartman, Majzner

The International A ssociation
of
Yiddish Translators - (IAYT)

On the horizon is an organization of Yiddish
translators and a clearinghouse for those looking for
post cards, letter, articles, or books to be translated.

The Yiddish Book Center has already made a giant
step in that direction. Here we are compiling a
master list of names from Der Bay YIVO, and the
Yiddish Book Center. Many of the individuals have
changed phone number, e-mail, moved their
domicile or left us completely. There is a small
number who no longer wish to be listed.

Pittsburgh, PA, Site of the IAYC 15 ™ Conference

It is hoped that Yiddish translators will be able to
meet at other venues to piggyback onto these
Yiddish/Jewish events. To form an organization it
usually takes time and committees working to form a
cohesive group.

Our conference in Pittsburgh April 26-29, 2013 will
be an opportunity for translation lectures,
workshops, and the opportunity for translators to
swap ideas and make important contacts. Fishl’s
mantra is—network, network, network.

Der BayO<ontributors of Articles

All editors are constantly on the lookout for
fascinating and unique humantinterest storie. You
may have noticed that this has increasingly become a
hallmark of Der BayOssues.



"Honor Thy Father And Thy Mother"
by Ray Davidson, (Overland Park, Kansas) BLeader of IAYC Club #132

RayOs Letteto Fishl

Yesterday, the second of June, was the first
anniversary for our "Yiddish Circle For Learning"
and | wrote and presented the enclosed article so
that all of our attendees might know just how our
Circle came into being.

| am enclosing a copy so that you also might know
of the motivation for our beginning. If you find it of
interest to others, please feel free to publish it as
you mig ht wish.

It was so nice to speak to you the other day and |
am so excited to become a part of the wonderful
organization you had such a part in bringing into
being. | hope that we can be an acceptable addition
to that organization.

We here look forward t o being a part of the IAYC
over the many years to come.

Ray Davidson

9046 W. 124th St. Apt. 194,

Overland Park, KS 66213

Ph: 314-477-4309N raymond.davidson@att.net

"Honor Thy Father And Thy Mother"

This sentence that is read in theQGates d PrayerO
each and every Saturday Morning has been a
problem for me since 1955 when | lost my m other,
and even more so when in 1964 my father also
joined those who were bound up in the (Bonds of
Life EternalQ It originates from Exodus 20, verse
16. As long as theylived, this commandment was
no problem, for | truly honored both of them with
love and affectionN with my presence and my
attention to their smallest need, never needing to be
prodded or cajoled to comply. But once they no
longer walked this earth N once they physically
were out of reach for me, | was so at a loss to know
what | needed to do to continue to honor them.

As time passed and the years flew by, | found
myself reaching my eighty -third birthday and a
friend of mine was having his second Bar Mitzvah.
As | sat spellbound listening to him go through the
entire Saturday morning , | kept thinking to my self
how very nice this was and how much | too would

like to have a second Bar Mitzvah. Well, March was
six months away and the Rabbi and | both figured
that was plenty of time for me to get ready and
even to write my own "Machzor" for the occasion.
And so the die was cast and | set about becoming
proficient enough to "carry it off" .

| elected to call my Machzor "Memories to Live By ,"
and featured pictures on the front of my father, my
mother, and my w ife, Frieda, also of blessed
memory. | thought of quotes to go under each
picture, and it was automatic that those thoughts
for my mother and f ather were in Yiddish , for that
is how they spoke to each other, and to me as a
young child and a young man, and as | matured.

If | came to my father with a problem , he would
listen carefully to what | said, go into a heavy
thinking period , and then say to me, "Es vet shoyn
git zaynQ If | questioned my m other on someitem
she made for a meal that didn't come out the same
as usual, she would say, "lkh glaykh es azoy".
Under Frieda 's picture the quote was, "Ray, you
just don't know how to get old."

That occurred over five years ago, but the Yiddish
from my parents awok e the thoughts of all of the
Yiddish they spoke to me and how much | loved
the language, almost completely forgotten over the
past forty-seven years since | lost my fither. Yes,
almost, but not completely. Perhaps the correct
word would be dormant. For as the months passed,
| found myself thinking of that language and
mentally once again speaking it.

| began to study the history of Yidd ish, and last
year presented an adult-education class on this
fascinating subject. The response to that class was
so positive that it encouraged me to form a
"Yiddish Circle of Learning ," which began just one
year ago this past first week of June and has grown
in one year to over thirty people who share my
need to know more about our people's language
and culture.

And above all | now know how to "Honor My
Father and Mother." Perhaps it is this
feeling that courses thru each of us that is
responsible for the growth of the "Yiddish
Circle of Learning."



The Slaughterer and the Defiant Chicken ©
by Harry Kamelbacher, aka Harry Kamel 1991

Motl the slaughterer was in his fifties. He was of
medium height and well built. His white beard was
a continuation of his hair, which could be seen
sticking out from his hat, which had a small visor,
but his whiskers were still black. His small nose
was separated from his reddish cheeksby creases
When he got hot, he removed his hat in order to
wipe the sweat from his forehead. One could see a
black skullcap, which he never removed.

He kept a large red bandanain his back pocket to
wipe off his per spiration. He wore a
Gashmoltsevete kapoteO, a greasy coatnd pants
tucked into his boots, which had short bootlegs.
When he spoke to you, helooked straight at you
with his dark, brown eyes d ecorated with graying
eyebrows.

Motl was the only slaughterer in Mankiewicz , a little
town in Volhynia. Three ni ghts a week, he worked
in the town slaughterhouse, which was located on
its outskirts. The slaughterhouse had two sections.
One section was where the gentiles slaughtered
pigs, oxen, and sheep, and theother one, the Jewish
section, was where Motl worked. He had two

helpers who held the steerOs head while he, saying a

prayer to the Almighty, which nobody could he ar,
used his sharp, glistening knife, CkhalefO to cut the
steerOs throat.

Motl owned a large house on Lucka Street, where he
lived with his wife, two sons, and a daughter. It
was an impressive piece of property. There was a
Oganek{porch) in the front of the house, a special
place to sit in the summer. There was no plumbing
in Mankiewicz and this is why he had an outhouse
in the backyard. On the other side of the yard, he
had a miniature slaughterhouse where he worked
during the day , slaughtering fowl .

My mother, Leah, she should rest in peace, like
many other housewives used to buy live chickens in
the market. | remember she performed a whole
ritual before she would buy one. She would take
the chicken and shake it a few times to check its
weight. Then came the second check. My mother
would blow at the backside of the chicken to see if it
had a yellow color and not blu ish. Then came the
price bargaining. Finally, the deal was made, my
mother saying: | am paying too much money.

Our Ukrainian neighbor held a chicken sideways,
put the head on a stump of wood, and chopped it
off with an ax. Butin the Jewish religion, only a
slaughterer could slaughter fowl , or it wouldnOt be
kosher. And although many Jews were not
Orthodox, no Jew slaughtered any fowl .

It was my job to take the chicken to Motl, who was
always busy. Before Rosh Hashanah and Yom
Kippur , there was a line of people waiting to have
chickens, geese, and turkeys slaughtered. Histiny
slaughterhouse had the shape of a square. It had a
cement floor that sloped toward the edge, with
small windows on the opposite walls. There was a
small door, which was always open where Motl
was working. The smell of blood was always there,
although a few times | saw the floor being rinsed
with waterEbut maybe not often enough.

MotlOs favorite spot in his slaughterhouse was near
the door and facing the yard. Here he was less
formal than in the slaughterhouse. He wore only
his yarmulke and no OkapoteO. Instead, he wore a
sleeveless jacket. @e could see the Oarba knfesO
underneath it. His pants had blood spots on them,
asdid the boots. Motl had his sleeves rolled up. |
always admired his clean fingernails.

Motl stood with his legs apa rt, with the handle of
his C in his mouth. He grabbed the chicken, which
had its legs tied, and held it in in his hand so that
he could reachits head. Next, he tilted back the
neck. The chicken not knowing what was
happening to it, kept closing and opening its eyes,
not being able to make any sounds. Motl plucked
some feathers from under the chickenOseck and
while quietly murmuring a short prayer, he took
the CkhalefOfrom his mouth and cut the chickenOs
throat with one swift thrust . Next, he pushed out
the windpipe.

Motl then put his CkhalefOback in his mouth and
threw the chicken on the cement floor near the
wall, where it joined other chickens. Some lay still,
ready to be picked up by their owners to become
the next meal. Others were flapping their wings,
which caused them to lose blood faster and die. My
chicken convulsed, flapping its wings somewhat
slower, asif to say: | am not giving up N but it was
a losing battle. Blood from its throat formed a



stream of red liquid, which joined the blood of the
other chickens and finally reached the troughs near
the wall on the way to the special containers.

As | waited for my chicken to die, | saw Motl as a
killer. Itis true he did say a prayer before each
killing, but who gave him the authority t o kill
GodOs innocent creaturesf Motl hadnOteen
around, many fowl would have survived, because
the Jews thenselves wouldnOt kill them. would
have stopped eating chicken. |stared at the poor
creatures and couldnOt take their sufferings.

| looked at my chicken and couldnOt believe my
eyes. It opened its mouth and looked at me with
one eye. It started with a low voice and got louder.
Q blame Motl for my wound, but you, you are also
guilty. You are the one who brought me here. You
bound my legs so that | would not be able to run
away.O Realizing that my chicken was right, |
started to plead with it. @ didn®t do it on my own.
Pleaseforgive me N my mother sent me.OMy
chicken continued. Gt took me a long time to r each
the stage where | am now, before the killer, Matl,
got a hold of me.

My chicken said: O remember how my mother
suffered when she releasal me asan egg. | fell.
Luckily, there was straw in the crowded cage
where there were hundreds of chickens.
Otherwise, | would have suffered a concussion. |
was cold and thought | would freeze to death. My
dedicated mother came to my rescue, but she
almost squashed me to death when she flopped
down on me with all her weight. | said, Ouch. My
mother said, Please forgive me, hut | am tired from
giving birth. | donOt krow what ha ppened to the
midwife, w hy she didnOt show up to help me. | felt
warm and stopped shivering. After a few days, |
felt as if | were coming to life. The prison cell was
too small. | used all my strength to pip and finally
made itN exhausted and unable to move. | was wet
and could barely stand. My mother hen watched
over me. | was hungry and couldn®t wait for my
first meal.O | waited to hear more, but the voice
stopped.

| looked at my chickenN it lay motionlessN it was
dead. | regretted that it couldnOt finishits
autobiography. | felt guilty and wanted to repent,
but knew not how. | walked over and carefully
picked up my chicken from the floor. It was full of
blood. | put it in my bag, making sure that | didnOt
hurt it. | paid and left.

On the way home, | wished | could talk to and
understand the fowl family. The first thing | would
do is organize them and attack Motl the shoykhet.
| was sure that he would protect himself with his
sharp knife, and that many fowl Orevolutionaries O
would die, but enough would survive to get rid of
the mortal enemy who always took their lives. It
would be enough if they pecked out his eyes and
blinded him so that he couldnOt use his knife.

The timing was perfect for a revoluti on. It was
before Rosh Hashone to be followed by Yom

Kiper. Before Yom Kiper, every Jew Oblogs
kaporesO with a chickenwhich represents a
scapegoatin the pre-Yom Kiper atonement
ceremony. A male takesa rooster, spins it around
his head 3times, and says a special prayer. The
prayer ends with the saying, OYou will die , and |
will go on living.O The man puts the rooster on the
floor. Women usethe same procedure, butinstead
of a rooster, they usea hen. Itis common for the
same rooster andhen to be used by other members
of the family if there arenOenough to go around.
Then they are taken to Motl to be slaughtered.

Motl was work ing overtime, so this was the right
time to organize the future martyrs in order to save
lives. However, | couldnOtspeakto my winged
friends and didnOt understand their language. |
thoug ht perhaps | should kill Motl myself. But this
would be murder , which is against the Jewish
religion, and Motl had a family to support. The
Jews respected him becausene had more education
than they and could answer their questions.

Mama asked mewhy | was late. | couldnOt tell her
the agony | went through while at MotlOs. 1 said
that he was very busy. | kept looking while my
mother plucked the feathers and cut off the head.

| looked at its right eye, which had stared at me,
complaining while lying on MotlOs foor. Now , it
was quiet. Mama asked me why | kept looking at
the chicken. Butthis was no ordinary chicken N
this was the first one that had stood up for its right
to live among humans.

Mother cut the chicken into ten parts, spread them
on a board and salted and soakedthem to get rid of
the blood. That Friday she made a delicious
chicken soup. | hardly swallowed a spoonful. | left
the table saying that | had a stomachache. |
couldnOt forget the extraordinary chicken that will
go down in hi story asthe first one to revolt against
the oppressors.



Memoirs of Jacob PlassmannbPart |1
Translation by Philip Bibel zOI

Marcel of Gannebatros

It was painful and sad for us to leave our beautiful
home in Meriel and set out towards the center of
France. | knew that we had to get out. The invading
Germans were at the gates of Paris, and | knew what
would await me as a Jew.

We packed our Citro‘'n with a few essentials and
started our journey. | knew that we had to reach
Durdat and the small hamlets clustered nearby. It
was a long way, about 350 kilometers. I had grown
up in this area and knew everyone and everyone
knew me. They called me the "Marcd of
Gannebatros." had comethere as a baby and was
raised in Gannebatros.

As | described earlier, it was impossible to travel on
the road. It seemed as though the big, and even the
smaller, passageways were all full with the French,
Belgian, Dutch and others fleeing from the Nazis.
They were in cars, bicycles, horsedrawn wagons, or
carriageswere pushing carts, or were just walking.
The wagons were filled with goo ds and livestock,
even cows. Everyone pushed on, feeling lost and
with tears in their eyes. The planes were overhead,
strafing and scaring everyone.

Mussolini, too, had to get into the act, "Me too" he
indicated. He sent his planes to bomb the cities and
villages, but mostly to shoot at the fleeing innocent
people. These poor people did not know that they
would be in even more danger on the southern roads
of France than in Paris.

We had to take refuge from the planes in a damp cold
cave, where they grew mushrooms. That was where
my youngest baby child, Jean-Claude, developed a
fever and pulmon ary congestion. The next night we
slept in our car, off the road and in a ravine.

We had to reach Durdat so that we could ask for
asylum from the family Gourichon Defouret. They
were friends from my childhood and when they

came to Paris, they were my gueds. | had entertained
and showed them the best of the city, but Mr.
Defouret had died and his widow had taken in to her
home her daughter, son-in-law, and their child, and
could no longer accommodate us, not even my wife
and sick child.

So we had to spend te first night in the stable, a
cold barn with the animals. We slept on the floor,
which was dirty and smelly. We will never forget
our first night of asylum. The next morning |
approached Marcel Baret, a man who as a child
always entertained me by making me jump all over
him, to sit on his shoulders or jump on his knees.
His mother had died a long time ago and her small
home was empty. He offered this to us. Oh how we
welcomed this place although there was no
electricity or running water , and no toilet, of
course. We moved in with all our belongings. Mr.
Baret gave us a few more furnishings and we felt
temporarily safe. | bought a butane burner so we
had heat to cook and warm our food.

| returned to my home in Meriel, alone, to salvage
some more of our belongings. | loaded up my car
with anything that | could pack in or on top of the
car. | had a load a meter high.

The Mayor of Meriel, a confirmed reactionary,
came over and asked me why | was leaving. He
told me that my actions could cause panic in the
community. He didn't know that | was a Jew, but |
knew what awaited me when the Germans arrived.

| resumed my journey to Durdat -Larequille. | could
hardly exceed 60 kilometer per hour, arriving at
night and unloading everything that | had brought
with me. | connected my precious radio and
learned that the French Government had left Paris
for Tours and then again for Bordeaux, and that the
final battle of Lille was now over. The Germans
were the winners, and at Dunkirk the terrible
rescue of 300,000 soldiers vas on. The continent
was abandoned to the Nazis. We listened and cried.
The exodus from the North and West went on,
unabated. The world would never know how many
civilians were slaughtered on the roads by the
marauding planes.

On June 14th the Germans enered Paris! The city
was half empty, as the population had scattered
before the enemy came. On June 17th Marshal
Petain, the old hero of the First World War, had
formed a new government in Vichy and announced
to the world that as a soldier he had negotiated an
honorable ceasefire with the Germans. He said it
was a peaceful solution and would save France. He



felt it was an honorable agreement between soldiers
and that it would be obeyed.

To my wife and me, it was as if a bomb had hit us.
We were defeated. France was invaded. What next?
Paris was occupied but was not bombed. The
exodus was now reversed and people tracked back
to Paris and the surrounding areas.

The Germans didn't keep their promise; they
extended their complete rule over the whole Northern
part of the country and the entire Atlan tic coast. We
remained in what wa s called the "free zone" but for
how much time? Our own fascist people collaborated
with the occupiers; Jews were hunted and turned over
to the enemyN even children and babies, who
eventually were sent to Poland to their death.

Installed modestly in the hamlet of Durdat, we felt
safe. It was good that we left on May10th. In June |
decided that in order to survive | would go back to
nature, to my childhood and youth, and grow our
own food to be able to partially feed my family.
And | did it!

The family Defouret - Gourichon had a large parcel
of land suitable for growing vegetables. | arranged
with them to let me cultivate the land. | would do

all the work , and when the crops matured we
would divide them evenly. They agreed. | bought

all the necessary tools, seeds, fertilizers, and turned
the soil. | planted peas, carrots, beets, lettuces,
leeks, and tomatoes - everything was edible.

It was a good thing that we hadn't bought the

home in Meriel. Where we had lived was now the
occupied zone, and besides we needed cash to buy
meat and dairy products. | didn't have a job
anymore. Still, | had merchandise to sell. | had all
the samples but who would have been able to
deliver? My firm, "So Ifin," was dissolved and
hidden. All the Jews were in hiding and we lived
from day to day with whatever means we had
saved and with new skills of survival.

We heard on the radio from the BBC about the call
of June 18thby General De Gaulle. Thousands were
joining his French Liberation Army. America joined
the war; the Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor
and later were badly defeated. The atomic bomb
was launched and soon France would be free. The
Germanswould lose this war too.

Muzeum Historii ! yd—w Polskich

mhzp@jewishmuseum.org.pl

The Virtual Shtetl Portal V isits Belarus
Members of the Virtual Shtetl team visited Belarus
again. It was the 4th study trip of the Virtual Shtetl
folks in this country. We asked representatives of
Belarusian Jewish communities and cultural
organizations to join us and discover the past
together. We were accompanied by renowned
Polish experts Eleonora Bergman from the
Ringelblum Jewish Historical Institut e and Andrze;j
Trzci! ki, from the Center for Jewish Studies at the
Maria Curie Sk"odkowska University in Lublin .

OMemory in Stone® Project ®es to Szyd"owiec
The OSzytbwiec Shtetl® Center of the LOGOS
Association is just about to launch the OMemory in
Stoned project in close cooperation with the Virtual
Shtetl, the Internet portal of the Museum of the
History of Polish Jews.

A Virtual Shtetl W orkshop in G—ra Kalwaria
Another educational youth meeting dealing with
the history of the local Jewry was organized in
G—ra Kalwaria. The previous edition was staged in
September 2011 and attracted great interest of
young participants. At the request of teachers and
pupils from the Primary School Nr 2 and the Junior
High of the Sajna School Complex, the Virtual
Shtetl team visited G—ra Kalwaria once again.

Lithuanian Virtual Shtetl to be launched soon
The Lithuanian version of the Virtual Shtetl portal
(www.shtetl.It) will soon publish new materials,
including pictures, articles, and news related to the
history of the Jewish community. This new portal is
the fruit of the co-operation between the Jewish
Historical Institute Association, the Museum of the
History of Polish Jews and the Center for Jewish
Culture and Information in Vilnius. more
Workshops for teachers: Warsze, Warsza,
Warszawa DPthe diverse richness of Jewish Warsaw

The Museum of the History of Polish Jews invites
you to workshops called OWarsze, Warsza,
Warszawa Dpolifonia #ydowskiej WarszawyO. The
classes are orhistory, civics, and Polish language
teachers. The classes, based on a multimedia
presentation about Warsaw Jews, help prepare
Polish and history lesson plans and teach issues
related to local heritage and multiculturalism.



The White Lace Curtains: A Tale of a Reunion

- Part |

By Howard Bergman

| have often wondered how far back | can
remember events and experiences from my
childhood years. At this point in my life, age 71, my
memory is certainly weaker and less efficient than
it used to be, but some happenings and experiences
| can remember very clearly and others only
vaguely or not at all. | recall an event going back to
1935 when | was seven years old or slightly older. It
was a visit in my home in the small town of D!blin
(Poland) by friends of my parents from the town of
Che"m. These friends were to leave shortly for
Johannesburg, South Africa.

As hard as | try now, | cannot remember many of the
details surrounding this visit, the correspondence,
any preparations, but | vividly remember these
friends, the Zygielbojms. And what was especially
unique about the visit was that the couple was also
joined by their daughter , who was about my age, and
that during the short time the Zygielbojms stayed in
our home | and my older brother became very good
friends with Luncia (an endearing version for the
name Leah). Joined by our local friends, we played
various games, usually outdoors. | can almost still
feel the excitement of having guests from so far
away.

Although the dis tance between the two towns, 140
or 150 kilometers (less than 100 miles) may seem
negligible measured by current standards of fast
cars and air travel, in the 1930's in Poland traveling
such distances often took on the character of going
to a different wor Id. It certainly did so to a boy my
age. Besides, our visitors were soon to depart to a
different universe.

As was customary at that time and in our culture,
we children called the friends of our parents "aunt"
and "uncle". | remember that the very thought of
being with an aunt and uncle who are going to
travel so far away was enormously exciting to a
sevenyear old boy. | am sure that my parents must
have heard from Uncle Israel (Srul) and aunt Fania
and perhaps there was some note also from Luncia,
after they settled in Johannesburg. But here is
where my memory does not serve me well, as |
cannot recall any details about any correspondence
after the visit of the Zygielbojms. Besides, | was
again fully occupied with all the activities of a
school boy. In addition to my regular public school

which | attended morning s, | also had to go to
Yiddish school where | studied the Yiddish
language in all its forms, Hebrew, and Jewish
history. | do remember that | was often thinking
and dreaming that some day | woul d travel to
South Africa and visit my friends. This wish has
always stayed with me.

World War Il put an end to my dreams. | had to
grow up very fast and learn to participate in the
greatest reality of all, the need to survive the Nazis.
First came the gheto in D! blin, then the forced
labor camp at the D! blin military airport (one of

the largest such airports in Poland), and in the
summer of 1944 the deportation to the city of
Czestochowa near the German border. It is not my
purpose here to describe the ddails of my
experiences during those years. In 1995 1 recorded
my war experiences for the Visual History
Foundation, established by Steven Spielberg under
the heading SURVIVORS of the SHOAH (the
Hebrew word for HOLOCAUST). | was later given
a video copy of that interview. | also hope to write
more about those years of pain and degradation,
but here | want only to relay my Zygielbojm saga.

Although in the forced labor camps we were totally
isolated and unable to communicate with the
outside world, from time to time we received news,
either through the clandestine radio or from people
who worked and lived outside the camp. At some
point, probably in late 1943, we heard the very sad
news that Szmul Zygielbojm had committed
suicide in London. To us in the labor and
concentration camps, suicide was not a real option,
so strong was the desire and will to survive the
Nazis. The greater the pain and suffering and
humiliation, the stronger the will and

determination to go on living. My parents,
especially my father, explained to me that Szmul
Zygielbojm - whose first name was changed to
Artur - was an older brother of Israel Zygielbojm.
Artur Zygielbojm was a prominent Jewish labor
leader and well respected in the labor movement.
My father knew this labor leader since they met
and worked in the "Bund", the Jewish Labor
Organization.

The news of the suicide shocked my parents, but on
reflection they understood. Artur Zygielbojm was



in the Warsaw Ghetto, he helped organize the
Bund underground groups, and he was selected to
serve in the "Judenrat" (Jewish Council). To avoid
arrest by the Nazis and to save his life, he escaped
from Poland at the end of 1939 andarrived in
London where he became a member of the Polish
Government-in-Exile. In London, Artur Zygielbojm
devoted all his energy and time to making the
Western World aware of the German atrocities and
of Hitler's plans to annihilate all Jews of Europe. As
we now know, his pleas, and those of many others,
fell on deaf ears. His personal life was not in
danger, but he decided to use it as an ultimate
means to shock the world into its collective sense of
responsibility to try to save Europe's Jews.

Most of these details | learned much, much later.
My parents and | were in the forced labor camp in
D!blin in 1943. My brother Srulek (Israel Aaron),
who was two years older than |, was not with us.
He worked in another area in D! blin and in 1942,
when all m ajor deportations to the extermination
camps began, his entire group was rounded up and
sent away. We later heard that most probably the
transport went t o Treblinka. The news about Szmul
Zygielbojm's suicide also served to emphasize our
desperate situation. We had no way to verify the
news, but | recall that we accepted it as fact.
Needless to say, the tragic news about the heroic
sacrifice of their brother made us think of our
friends in Johannesburg. However, we could do no
more than think about them.

In July, 1944, as the Soviet army was approaching
our camp, the Germans loaded all of us into freight
cars and sent us west to the city of Czestochowa on
the Polish-German border. We wound up in an
atrocious camp called "Hasag". The conditions
were far worse than in D! blin but we also felt that
perhaps the Nazi hell would soon end. For me the
War did end about six months lat er, but wh at a
price | had to pay! By December there were rumors
that the Russianswould soon start a new offensive.
The Germans began to deport their victims in the
Czestochowa camps deeper into Germany. Along
with other women, my mother was taken on
December 21 to, | learned, the notorious women's
concentration camp of Ravensbruck.

My father and | were pained and distraught about
my mother's fate but we also tried to be somewhat
hopeful that perhaps the Germans would no longer
have the time or the will to hurt the women on this
transport. Obviously, the Germans knew they had

lost the war. But Hitler's henchmen did not give
up. Early in January, 1945, we learned that the
Russian army was advancing toward Germany,
and rather fast. The Germans were determined to
transport all camp inmates deeper into Germany.
On January 15 a transport was sent from
Czestochowa to, | later found out, Buchenwald. |
was totally devastated. My father was in that
group. On January 16 the Russian army marched
into Czestochowa and liberated all camps.

| stayed with an aunt of mine - my mother's
younger sister - and her son. After a few weeks we
made our way back to D! blin to begin the search
for and inquiries about our families. My aunt's
husband and another uncle and two cousins were
also on the January 15 transport. We felt that
whoever survived would either return to D! blin or
try to send messages. For several months | heard
nothing from or about my family. The War was not
officially over until early May. Slowly, individual
survivors began to return to D! blin, also searching
for family members. One day a neighbor, who was
on the same transport to Buchenwald as my father,
returned to D!blin and this neighbor described to
me how my father, along with my uncles and many
other people, perished from starvation outside the
Buchenwald camp. About that time | also received
confirmation that my brother's transport was
indeed sent to Treblinka. More than fifty years later
| cannot describe how I felt or reacted to the news.
Whatever illusion s or hopes | had left were
shattered, but | remember that | did not or could
not cry. | still had not heard anything about my
mother - | was afraid to hope.

Late in summer (1945) the mailman brought a
telegram, sent from Sweden and written in English,
whi ch we did not understand. It had my mother's
name on it but we could not tell what the message
was. | found a personwho knew English. He told
me the telegram stated that Estera Bergman and
another woman from D! blin were alive and gave
the address in asmall town in Southern Sweden. |
was elated and immediate ly traveled to the large
city of Lublin . | sent a telegram to my mother
telling her that | was alive and would come to her,
and that she should not try to return to D! blin.
Getting to join my mother in Sweden was rather
difficult and protracted, but in August of 1946 1
was united with her. We stayed in Sweden for
nearly five years, until we received our American
visas. We arrived in Chicago in April, 1951, where |
have lived since then.



Klezmer: The Soundtrack of the Jewish World Renewal

in Central & Eastern Europe
by Yale Strom

Since the collapse of the Berlin Wall on November
9, 1989 (ironically, precisely fifty -six years after
Kristallnacht, the beginning of the end for Jewish
life in Central and Eastern Europe) the very
countries that bore witness to the shrieks and cries
of Jews being rounded up in the streets is now
home to the vibrant sounds of klezmer music and
Yiddish singing. Klezmer music has become the
soundtrack to the renewal of Jewish life in Central
and Eastern Europe today.

In such cities as Berlin, Budapest, Pague and
Warsaw, one can find Jewish life manifesting itself
in various ways: Jewish day schools, synagogue
services, Jewish food shops, kosher restaurants,
Jewish summer camps, books fairs, film festivals
and literary salons. And the engine that has driv en
this astonishing and ironic revival has been the
advent of Jewish cultural festivals. And these
Jewish cultural festivals have been energized
primarily through klezmer.

Many Jews who lived in the former East Bloc and
wanted to begin the search for their Jewish identity
found going to a synagogue or any kind of
religious event either completely foreign or against
their agnostic or atheistic beliefs. However, the
pintele yid) (Yid. the quintessence of oneOs Jewish
identity) still throbbed inside them. How could
they seek and express their yearning to be Jewish
but not have to learn Hebrew or take OJudaism
101"?For these Jews, the answer lay in going to
these Jewish culture festivals and listening to
klezmer bands from Western Europe and America.

Just by sitting and listening to the violin or clarinet
play a doyne they began to understand the
beautiful and complex (and often sad) history of
the Jews of Eastern Europe. With the strains of an
upbeat freylekhringing in their ears, they could
imagine what a Jewish wedding must have been
like before the Holocaust.

By learning how to dance a shet they began to

learn of the sheer excitement of klezmer music and
how Jews in the shtetlekhand cities came together

to celebrate as a community at a Jewsh wedding.

At a klezmer concert, these Jews were often hearing
Yiddish for the first time, the language that was

tinged with secretiveness and stained with the
memories of entire families who perished in the
Holocaust.

They could sit in the corner of a club nursing a
beer, listen to the haunting sounds of klezmer and
learn more about themselves and their culture and
have this transformative experience without
exposing themselves to any kind of embarrassment
because they knew nothing to very little about their
own Jewish heritage.

Meanwhile, the gentiles who began attending
klezmer concerts and/or began playing klezmer
after the Berlin Wall came crashing down were
driven by exoticism, guilt, capitalism, enjoyment ,
or any combination of the four. When Jews in these
countries began to rediscover, write about, and
publicly display their religion and culture, many
non-Jews became fascinated by these local exotics.
Forty-five years after the Holocaust, the
grandchildren of those non -Jews who lived during
the war were far enough removed in time to be
able to understand the consequences of the large
cultural hole that was created in their lands where
most of the Jews were killed. They did not have to
look across the ocean for some exotic group to
admire and study Bthey just had to look in their
backyards, and here were the Jews. The prevailing
attitude was, "letOs study these exotic people and
help them be more Jewish since there are so few of
them". (This paternalistic, ignorant point of view
was no different from that of many Americans
toward the Native Americans as of the 19600s).
Instead of studying and hanging with the OLast of
the MohicansO, many nonJews decided to study
klezmer, Hebrew, Yiddish, Jewish literature,
customs, history, etc.... and hang with the last of the
LevineOs.

For some non-Jews, guilt was the driving force
behind their enthusiastic support of klezmer and
other things Jewish. This was their way of not only
asking forgiveness but also bearing a collective
responsibility for the sins commi tted, not by them,
but by their parents and/or grandparents.
Consequently, going to Jewish eventsbeven
participating and taking the time to learn some
aspect of the culture bwas the equivalent of saying:



OJewish culture did not and cannot completely
vanish from our land.O Jewish culture had been so
intrinsically part of Central and Eastern EuropeOs
development and history for nearly one thousand
years that it was almost inevitable that, two
generations after the Holocaust, non-Jews
discovered the great loss they suffered when 90%
of Central and Eastern EuropeOs Jewry was
murdered.

For Jews and nonJews alike, rediscovering klezmer
helps fill a void that was created by the Holocaust.
And for many places throughout Central and
Eastern Europe, the Jewish burist trade today

helps fill the void in the cash registers. Large
numbers of tour groups from North America,

Israel, and Western Europe, driven by nostalgia

and intellectual curiosity, have descended upon
Russia and Central and Eastern Europe. Though
the vast majority of the Jews are gone (although
there are significant numbers in Hungary, Ukraine
and Russia), synagogues, cemeteries, former Jewish
schools and hospitals, homes, books, poetry, songs,
music, paintings, photographs, ritual art, and more
remain. lronically, some of the largest Jewish
cultural festivals are in cities where there are few
indigenous Jews.

One such festival is the Krakow Jewish Festival (the
largest in Europe drawing some 15,000 people at
the finale concert) held for a week every summer
since 1990. At such festivals, where the local Jewish
artists and visitors are greatly outnumbered by
non-Jewish and Jewish artists and tourists from
abroad, klezmer fills the air and kitsch marks the
business. This kitsch, sometimes bordering onthe
offensive, takes the place of reality, while fetishism
of the victim (Jew and Rom) has became a kind of
secular religion, especially for the non-Jews.

For example, one can take a tour of the former
concentration camp Auschwitz -Birkenau during
the day and relax in the evening at a Jewish cafZ,
eating Jewish-style cuisine while entertained by
pseudo-klezmer musicians dressed in pseudo-
Khasidic garb, stay at a hotel in Kazimiercz that
was a re-creation of a nineteenth-century Jewish
inn, and fall asleep looking at all the paintings an d
wooden figurines they have bought that depict the
itinerant klezmer musicians... and it is possible to
not encounter a single Jew during this entire
"Jewish" experience.

Today the revival of Jewish culture in Central and
Eastern Europe is sustaining itself through other
artistic and scholarly pursuits, and not just through
klezmer. Since most of the former klezmer
musicians have died, and those that are still alive
have been thoroughly interviewed and most of the
archives thoroughly pored over, klezmer musicians
and enthusiasts have had to find another angle to
sustain the publicOs interest. Tie popularity of
klezmer reached its peak in Central and Eastern
Europe in 2000. This other angle has been to
research the symbiotic relationship between the
Jews and the Roma (Gypsies). For many, the Roma
are an exotic group of misunderstood people who
are known for their music al heritage.

There are klezmer musicians who have done some
significant scholarly ethnographic field research
among the Roma and have discovered some lost
klezmer melodies and learned more about the
special relationship Jewish and Rom musicians
(specifically in Transylvania, the Carpathian
Mountains, and Moldavia) had before the
Holocaust. Unfortunately for some klezmer
musicians, this new found interest in Rom culture,
specifically the music, is merely a way to give a
new spin on their repertoire and to exploit the
exoticism the Roma hold for the gadje(hon-Rom).
Most of the time, these bands do not even include
one Rom musician, their knowledge of Rom history
and culture is limited, and the music is anything
but Rom. Many of these musicians (Jewish and
non-Jewish) have succumbed to the same need to
fetishize and romanticize the Oother pariahO of
Central and Eastern Europe. Thus, you have these
pseudo-Rom bands headlining many Jewish
cultural festivals in Europe today. Often their main
impetus for playing what they play is based upon
how many gigs they can obtain and where. For
some venues these days in Central and Eastern
Europe, playing OjustO klezmer is passZ.

One might ask: OSo whatOs wrong with these bands
playing this music? Whether it is or is not

authentic Rom or klezmer or some kind of hybrid,

as long as it is entertaining and being respectful of
these two cultures that were nearly annihilated
during the Holocaust, what's the harm?0 On the
surface, one might say nothing is wrong. But if
Jewish cuture (and Rom culture) is going to

continue to grow in its myriad ways and attract

more adherents, a more critical, honest and



profound understanding of the history of Rom
and/or Jewish culture in Central and Eastern
Europe from its beginnings to the eve of the
Holocaust through today vis - -vis the gentile
population must be studied and honestly assessed.
The rediscovery of klezmer among Jews and non
Jews certainly has been a vital component to the
revitalization of Jewish life in all of the Ashkenazic
communities in Europe and has been most essential
to the growth of Jewish life in Central and Eastern
Europe. There will always be those who love to

play and/or listen to klezmer just because it is

good music and those who love to play and/or

listen to klezm er because it connects them to a time
and place before the Holocaust when Jewish
culture was vibrant and part of the web of daily life
for many Europeans.

The questions are whether this affection for
klezmer (fetishized or not) is enough to sustain the
growth of Jewish life and culture in Central and
Eastern Europe for the next fifty years? Will Jewish
culture continue to grow without the Jewish
population in Europe growing? And will the

playing and listening of klezmer become one of the
last cultural lin ks for Jews and nonJews to
Ashkenazi culture? Time will eventually reveal all.

EditorOs note:Yale Stromis an ethnographer and
artist-in-residence in the Jewish Studies Program at
San Diego State University. He has been
researching klezmer music and culture in Eastern
Europe for the last thirty years. H is work has been
transformed in to many books, films, plays,
recordings, and photo exhibitions. His latest work
is a new CD called THE DEVIL'S BRIDES which is
the soundtrack for the radio drama he co-wrote
(with Elizabeth Schwartz, Ellen Kiushner) called
THE WITCHES OF LUBLIN. The radio drama
(starring Tovah Feldshuh), a Jewish, feminist,
magic realism story, has received many awards and
is available at www.t hewitchesoflublin.com .
Recenty he has a new book coming out that he has
written with members of his band Hot Pstromi
called SHPIL! THE ART OF KLEZMER, which is a
book that will give the reader a history and the role
of each instrument (violin, vocals, accordion,
drums, bass, clarinet) and how to play klezmer on
these instruments.

www.yalestrom.com

www.hotpstromi.com
www.commonchordsmusic.com

Karen Goodman
Teacher of Yiddish Dance - http://chicago
jewishhistory.org/pdf/2011/CJH.4.2011.pdf

Karen had published an article by the Chicago
Jewish Historical Society about the Lodz-born
Nathan Vizonsky, the Jewish dancing master of
1930's Chicago who choreographed the great 1933
Chicago pageant, Romance of a People. Known
mainly as the writer of a rare book, the 1942 Jewish
Folk Dances of the title, Vizonsky was a prolific
choreographer and teacher. He wrote an article in
Yiddish in 1930 for the Yiddish literary journal
Shikage (Chicago), "About Jewish Folk Dance."
Karen has translated the article and presents it for
this exploration of the characteristics of Eastern
European Jewish folk dance.

She produced a documentary/in structional DVD,
COME LET US DANCE (2002) with insightful
explanations of Yiddish dance by Miriam Rochlin ,
who learned Vizonsky's dances in 1950's Los
Angeles. She also was an assistantd the great
Jewish dance masterBenjamin Zemach.

Miriam herself had produced a 27 -minute film, The
Art Of Benjamin Zemach (1967) of four of Zemach's
choreographies, which span a period from the early
1920's Moscow to 1960's Los Angeles. One is on
Mendele Mocher Sforim's "The Travels of Benjamin
I1," and the last work is based on Chaim Bialik's
poem, "Dance of Death," which Zemach recites in
both Yiddish and Hebrew as he moves.

There is so very little footage of dancing from those
pre-WW |l Yiddish -speaking communities that the
Zemach film is a great treasure, which has rarely
been seen since early seenings on public
television. The DVD can be purchased from Karen
Goodman: ph: 818753 0973-
goodmandance@sbcglobal.net

KarenOs honors and grants include a National
Endowment for the A rts ChoreographerOs
Fellowship, a Lester Horton Award for Individual
Performance, and a Detroit Jewish Women in the
Arts Award. She has choreographed 46 works,
including four solos , and had contributed
biographies on Bella Lewitzky and Margalit Oved
to the Encyclopaedia lidaica, she lectures on
Yiddish dance and continues documenting and
teaching this endangered world dance form.



Zalmen Zylbercweig
and his Lexicon of the Yiddish Theatre
By Steven Lasky: Dir., Museum of Family History

Visit my special exhibition . With the cooperation of
ZylbercweigOs stepdaughter, | have a large exhibition
about her stepfather (and her mother and birth -
father, both Yiddish actors), and his work, an opus of
seven volumes titled "Lexicon of the Yiddish
Theatre", a compendium of nearly 2,900 biographies
of those once involved in the Yiddish theatr eN

actors, directors, theatre workers, playwrights, cri tics
et al, as well as histories of dozens of oncevital
Yiddish theatre troupes and organizations.

You will learn about Zylbercweig, the man, his
work, and the history of the creation of the "Lexicon"
and more. Over the past year, | have translated over
1,700 of the biographies (from one sentence in length
to dozens of pages) from Yiddish to English. There
are still many more translations to go, so this is an
ongoing process, which would be sped up if only |
could find volunteers to help me translate. The
biographies are of the famous, such as playwright
David Pinski, Jacob P. Adler, Aaron Lebedeff and
Muni Weisenfreund (better known to us as film star
Paul Muni. Did you know that Edward G. Robinson
was in Yiddish theatre before being a film le gend?

Anoth er treat for you will be the Museum's "On the
Air!" radio program, where | will present English
and Yiddish -language radio programs, including
many from Zylbercweig's own radio program
("Zylbercweig's Daily Radio Hour"), in Los Angeles
1949 and 1969. Withthe help of a well-known Jewish
organization, more than sixty reel -to-reel tapes and
cassettes of these old radio programs have been
converted to a digital format, enabling me to present
them to you on the Internet.

You can begin your tour of the Zylbercw eig
exhibition (which includes the link to the OOn the
Air!O Zylbercweig radio program) at :
www.museumoffamilyhistory.com/yw/zylbercweig
[zz-main.htm

The main OOn the AirO page with links to both the
Zylbercweig and Jolson pages (which you can check
every month for new additions) is :
www.museumoffamilyhistory.com/yw/radio/zz/ota
.htm Here you can read a bit of the history of the
Zylbercweig ORadio HourO, and then proceed to the
list of links of current OOn the Air!O selections.

Lexicon of The Yiddish Theatre

By Steven Lasky - Founder and Director
of the Museum of Family History

| have just begun to create yet another volume to
add to the current six-volume OLexicon of the
Yiddish TheatreO. This project is being donewith
Zalmen ZylbercweigOs stepdaugherOs permission
The last volume, the seventh, was never
published, because ofhis passing in 1972.It exists
solely in galley form in two archives, as well ason
my website. The new volume, which | have
numbered volume eight, will mostly ex ist solely
asan online version and will be available only on
the Museum of Family History website. It will
contain biographies of individuals and now -
defunct Yiddish theatrical troupes and
organizations that were not featured in any of the
original seven volumes, thou gh perhaps previous
biographies to which sufficient new information
has been addedwill also be included.

If you know of anyone who has been involved
professionally in the Yiddish theatre whose
biography you feel should be included in this

new volume, please contact me. They neednOt be,
or have been, actors. They could be or have been
directors, theatrical managers, stage managers,
scenery designers, playwrights, or writers, e.g.
journalists who have reviewed Yiddish theatre,
translators of plays that were performed in
Yiddish, et al. The key is that they must not have
solely participated in OamateurO productions, but
also were OprofessionalsO.

| also would need to be supplied with the
biographical information, etc. O ne shouldnOt just
suggest the name of a individual, but should be
able to supply much of what is needed to
construct a proper biography. Length of
biographical text should not be an issue.
Additional information, such as from theatre
reviews, or oral or written testimony from others,
may also be added.

If you are unsure whether someone has
previously been biographied in ZylbercweigOs
OLexiconOsend me an email, and 10l respond
with the information.

When the opportunity comes, | will include audio
clips along with a number of biographies. | can be
contacted at steve@museumoffamilyhistory.com



Mame, vi redt men tsu a meyd|?
by Philip O Fishl OKutner

Mame, khOob dray brider un keyne shvesters, nisht
keyn eynem.

Fishele, du redst tsu mir un ikh bin a meydlI.

Neyn, mame, dos iz andersh. Du bist a mame un
kinder muzn redn tsu zeyere mames. Ikh shem zikh
tsu redn tsu a meydl.

Fishele, mayn tayerer, di meydlekh veln in a por yor
arum khasene hobnun shpeter vern mames mit

zeyere eygener kinder. Zey zenen di zelbe mentshn.

Oy mame, du bist gerekht. Ikh hob dos nisht
genumen in gedakht. SOiz do ateyne meydl in
shule vos heyst Ida. Ire eltern hobn a farm un
hodeven hiner un farkoyfn eyer in dem zelbn plats
vu mir handl en.

Oy mame, zi iz take sheyn un zeyer klug. Zi iz kliger
fun mir in eng lish klas un in geshikhte klas, ober in
matematik un visn haft bin ikh beser. Mame, morgn
afn bus vel ikh zitsn mit ir un redn vegn klas , un
efsher betn az zi zil aroysgeyn mit mir.
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