


 

 
 
 

Unzer  ✡  Sztyme 

 
 

 
OUR    VOICE 

 
​ ​    ​    5​ ​ ​ ​  

​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ 6123 
​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ [over prisoner’s patch] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

[illustration: Hanukkah menorah] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Translated by Aaron Krishtalka 
Courtesy Paul Trepman Fonds, Jewish Public Library Archives, Montreal 





 
 

Translated by Aaron Krishtalka 
Courtesy Paul Trepman Fonds, Jewish Public Library Archives, Montreal 





 
[ -1- ] 

 
[text in typescript]​       Number 5​         erev [before] Hanukkah 
29.11.1945​ ​      24 Kislev 
5706 
 
 
​ OUR VOICE 
 
​ a bi-weekly 
​ ​  
 

Publisher:​ Jewish Central Committee 
​ ​ ​ in Bergen-Belsen 
 
​ ​ ​ Editorial board:​ ​ ​ Olevski, Raphael 
​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ Trepman, Paul 
​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ Rosental, David 
 
Address of the Editorial board: 
 
‘Unzer Sztyme’ 
c/o Jewish Central Committee 
618 Mil. Gov. Det. 
B. A. O. R. 
 
​  
 
 
​ The text of the Balfour Declaration 
 
Foreign Office, November 2nd, 1917 
 
Dear Lord Rothschild, 
 
I have much pleasure in conveying to you, on behalf of His Majesty's Government, the following declaration of 
sympathy with Jewish Zionist aspirations which has been submitted to, and approved by, the Cabinet. 
 
"His Majesty's Government view with favour the establishment in Palestine of a national home for the Jewish people, 
and will use their best endeavours to facilitate the achievement of this object, it being clearly understood that nothing 
shall be done which may prejudice the civil and religious rights of existing non-Jewish communities in Palestine, or 
the rights and political status enjoyed by Jews in any other country." 
 
I should be grateful if you would bring this declaration to the knowledge of the Zionist Federation. 
 
Yours sincerely, 
 
Arthur James Balfour  

 

Translated by Aaron Krishtalka 
Courtesy Paul Trepman Fonds, Jewish Public Library Archives, Montreal 





 
[ -2- ] 

 
Joseph Rosenzaft​ Are we totally abandoned? 
 
6 years of hunger and cold, deprived and alone, enslaved and tormented, stripped of any protection, behind barbed 
wire, overseen by murderous guards who bayonets, revolvers and bludgeons hit at our backs, our shoulders, with a 
reckoning of massive millions murdered in the gas chambers, and hundreds of thousands dead from epidemics – we 
ask – is that too little? In our times now, 7 months after the allies’ victory, now when the whole world is still struck 
by the smashing defeat of Fascism, now when all preach peace and so across the world so many aid organizations 
have been created to bring some resurgence of life, light and warmth into the darkness of our times, should we [say] 
that our dream is dissolved like a soap bubble? Unfortunately, we must affirm that now, in November 1945, we still 
find ourselves behind barbed wire, badly fed, badly housed and feeble medical help. A triviality – winter is here, and  
Bergen-Belsen, the largest Jewish centre, is without warm clothing and shoes, to say nothing of all the smaller camps 
in Germany. And besides that: today there are 16 thousand former concentration camp heftlings, among them 11 
thousand Jews, without a stick of wood or a lump of coal. That is our greatest fear, which robs us of rest and troubles 
us along with the fear of the risk of epidemics.  
This situation defers for a while the problem of our pending future. If, however, our gentlemen guardians think that 
this would dull our will in the struggle to restore an independent Jewish state, they are very much mistaken! Today 
we have the right to say that we will live and die as human beings! We ask only this, who takes the responsibility for 
the fate of the small band of survivors who are all that remain of the European Jews. If they believe that they can deal 
with us as with stateless, homeless, roofless, and third rate people, we do have the assurance that the Jewish world 
has not forgotten us. We demand from all responsible international bodies to enable the JOINT and Jewish Relief to 
carry out their task, just as they would wish to do so. And above all, not to forget that we stand burning, blood 
soaked soil where we lost everything, and there is no going back for us. Shake the world, Britain foremost, that they 
should open the gates of Eretz Israel for the unfortunate European Jews. That is the only solution for the hopeless 
situation in which we find ourselves now. That is the commandment of this hour, if there is still a conscience and we 
are not yet totally abandoned! 
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David Rosental​ On the First Hanukkah Candle after Liberation 
​  
The slim candles are burning again, and narrate: two 
worlds, Jewish and Greek met each other in conflict. 
Not as a result of Jewish aggression, but as the result 
of Greek imperialism. 
​ Greek influence was well known enough 
amongst us. There are many examples of the entry of 
the Greek mind into the Jewish. There was a time 
when Hellenism dominated the youth. Many read 
Greek, practiced wrestling, studied Plato and Aristotle. 
King Antiochus, called Afimonos (the crazy [sic: 
means ‘ infamous’]) by Jews, decided in a decree of 168 
to impose the cult of the Olympian gods on the Jewish 
country. The assault saved the Jewish people. Pious 
Jews left their homes, went to the hills, subsisted in 
caves and organized the resistance movement. They 
showed that a companion on the road from Syria to 
Eretz Israel was right when he reportedly told 
Antiochus: “the hills of Palestine are as those of Syria, 
the trees of Palestine are as those of Syria, but the 
people of Palestine are Jews, and you won’t enslave 
them.” 
​ From the hill town Modi’in comes the 
liberator. Judah the Maccabee succeeds in renewing 
David’s kingdom and in freeing the land from Greek 
power. 
​ Thus, greatly abbreviated, (is) the story of the 
ancient Jewish struggle. The epic of the Maccabees is 
not a closed chapter in Jewish history. It stretches 
through generations, but unfortunately not always with 
the same strength and offensive capacity. We have not 
managed to transform the people without a liberator. 
Within us lives the drive for justice (the ideals of the 
Prophets), the belief in fate and mercy (the spirit of the 
Psalms). Often, however, the faith in ourselves is 
lacking, in the people as saviour, as the decisive factor 
in the battle for salvation. When one succeeds, 
however, to energize in the people the sources of their 
vitality, every power that stands against us vanishes or 
is broken. 
​ Many have said it: war is the most brutal 
outcome of chaos, which rules in our human relations 

and in the domestic and foreign relations of nations. 
The war for liberation, however, is the most profound 
expression of popular will for an independent life. 
Judah the Maccabee’s struggle, like every struggle for 
freedom, put force in the service of life. For a people 
to wait for the world to be better, more just, is 
perilous. Such a people loses the present, loses the 
future. 
​ The world can become more just only when 
the nations’ urge to live will be gentler and moral. But 
who will moralize the nations? We? The world does 
not want it. Besides, many of us no longer want it. We 
too don’t have faith in the fulfillment of humanity 
through culture and civilization. Judah the Maccabee 
saved his people not by convincing the Greeks that 
their oppressive system is inferior, not by waiting for 
them to be influenced by more just ideas, but through 
acts, by struggle. By the finest war, by fighting for 
freedom, by “creative warfare”. 
​ The Jewish resistance movement in the 
countries of enslaved Europe stemmed from two 
sources: from deep hatred to every brutal regime, 
(and) from the desire to be the liberators of their own 
people. The root is embedded in the teaching of the 
prophets and the spirit of the Maccabees. The 
command that now guided the Jewish youth in the 
hills and forests, as their ancestors in ancient days, 
was: “every Jew must fight for the liberation of his 
people and for the framing of a new order.” And so on 
Hanukkah 5706 we will honour the heroes of today 
with the heroes of ancient times. And together with the 
names of Mattathias, Johannan, Shimon, Judah, 
Jonathan and Eleazar we recall those in Volinia and 
Ukraine, in Warsaw and in Cracow, in Bialistok and in 
Chenstokhov, who lit the flame of battle against the 
enemy. And the slim Hanukkah candles will tell us of 
the heroism of the Hasmoneans and of the heroism of 
Jewish youth, of Tosia Altman, Rivka Glantz, 
Mordechai Anielevitch [“Danielevitch”, in the original], 
Abraham Leibovitz, Mordechai Tenenbaum, Mayer 
Weissbraun, and many, many others. 
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The liberation of the (Jewish) people was the driving 
force of those who would not be subjugated, of the 
Jews of E(retz)-I(srael), their military, their brigade on 
the battlefields of Africa and Europe. To revitalize the 
people, to heal them, inspired the souls of the Jewish 
youth. The Pioneer [“Khalutz”] movement produced 
the marvel of transforming Jews of many nations into 
one farming and working people, of becoming young 
again. We have before us the most beautiful synthesis, 
the most beautiful unification: vigour and endeavour 
for a better life. The spirit of Judah the Maccabee, and 
the spirit of (the prophet) Amos governed the 
aspirations and ideals of the best part of the people. 
And in that spirit we, too, must fight. For only that 

way will we manage to transform the remnant of 
survivors into a vital part of the Jewish people. 
​ The impulse for E(retz)-I(srael) has ever lived 
in us. That is not evident for the others with ties to our 
land. The Arab world did not succeed in building E I 
into a centre of their political, social and cultural life. 
The Christian world is tied spiritually to our country 
by a death-cult. The Jews by contrast made roots 
(there) by their blood and sweat to transform spirit 
into a life.  We are the strongest, the most rightful 
actor of all those who wish to decide the fate of Eretz 
Israel. This is no accident. As long as our people have 
lived, we have never given up our hope for E I, for 
transforming the hope into reality. We must be the 
heirs of both the Prophets and the Maccabees.​  

 
 
 

[mid-page illustration of soldiers holding guns in front of an Israeli flag. Signed B. Fridler]  
 
 
 
​ And by the light of the Hanukkah candles we 
should close this meditation on our life now,  enter 
into the aims for the future and the sum of the 
gruesome past. 
​ A profound dream, which has become a 
necessity for many, grows in the depths of the soul. A 
sprout whose scent heals and strengthens the wounded 
heart, and so you wish that all the buds from this 

planting should ripen and grow beautifully and 
influence the desires of all the larger limbs. The 
dream: despite the deluge to fill your survival with 
meaning, it should not be an accident that you and I 
have emerged alive from the flames. I am - because 
with me that world that the crematoria fires turned to 
ashes will become alive. And maybe in its shade it 
will be easier to live, and the burn of longing for 
home, for a brother, will be stilled. 

​  
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​  
We must be the continuance of that which has 
vanished. Let the world see in each of us the Jew who 
was slain, but without his faults, new born, healthy, a 
Jew who draws respect. Not everything was beautiful, 
not everything should remain. The foundation must be 
altered. The basis on which we built our national 
existence did not withstand the storm. Not emotion but 
reasoning from facts of which we are the witnesses 
should set our path in life. And that logic dictates: our 
life in the Diaspora is the plain equivalent of putting 
ourselves into danger and being always dependent on 
others. In the hard katzet years we learned: if I did not 
help myself, if I did not procure the minimum to 
preserve my soul, it came from no one else. It is 
impossible to live and outlive hard times when one is 
dependent on strangers. [Or] even on those closest. 
And the same law applies not only on the individual’s 
life, but also on the life of peoples. The individual 
must shape his own fate, and also a people must 
decide its future itself. Mercy, notions of justice are 
fluid concepts. Their treatment depends on the time 
and the context. It is senseless to rely on them. What 
happened to us possibly was due to many causes, of 
which the most important are: the homelessness of our 
people and the victory of Fascism in Europe. For a 
people homelessness is the end! Homelessness leads 
to Auschwitz and Treblinka! The means of material 
power, not treatises and moral obligations, decide the 
attitude of one people to another. Meanwhile, right is 
not might. Even if we are granted rights, that cannot 
guarantee us a secure future. In exile we can at best 
receive rights –  in E. I. [by] opposing might. 
Therefore we choose the second way. We know, 

however, that our country cannot exist in a world ruled 
by the god of evil and baseness - Fascism. To 
eradicate this vicious movement everywhere we live is 
at the same time to fight for our existence. 
​ We cannot stay passive to the world around us. 
To bind ourselves to it , to a commonality of fate, is – 
after the mass murder of our people – criminal. The 
world has to show us that it is to be trusted. Thus far 
we see no trace of that. An old Jewish expression says: 
Israel is to blame for all the world’s suffering. The 
propensity of the Jewish psyche for self blame was 
father to that thought. But the truth is the reverse: the 
world is to blame for our suffering. We, however,  are 
not free of sin: not in relation to the world, but above 
all to ourselves. 
​ A path to life is regenerating for the survivors. 
But that life must be holy. Our deeds must redeem us 
from the shame, which lies upon us, because of our 
own guilt in our great calamity. 
**​ ​ ​ **​ ​ ​ ** 
 
[three greetings] ​ To the Director of the JOINT, Moshe 
Eigen and his wife 
on the birth of his baby daughter Dvora 
 
[from]​ Central Jewish Committee, Bergen-Belsen, and 
“Unzer Shtime” editors, 
​ ​ wishes of life long happiness and joy. 
[from]​ Dr. Hadassah Bimko, Joseph Rosensaft,  
​ ​ much happiness and satisfaction. 
[from]​ Fanny and Dov Laufer, Khava and Yerakhmiel 

Singer, 
​ ​ may she grow up in joy and good 
fortune in a socialist Eretz-Israel. 
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Paul Trepman​ Around Us 
 
​ Dreadful news arrives from the country where once 
lived Berek Yoselevitch and Meyer Ezapovitch. Jews are 
being killed by day and by night. Returning Jews are 
received with threats, blows and pogroms. Belligerent 
antisemitism in our former home is not news to us. We 
know the outlook of the Polish rural militia and peasant 
only too well to come out shrieking about the sadistic 
pogroms which are organized by our friends-in-suffering, 
the former Polish heftlings from the German concentration 
camps and prisoners of war. We do not intend to examine 
their political aspirations regarding and independent Polish 
state, which is to stretch from the Black to the Baltic sea. If 
the Polish people want to build the future of their country 
by such means, let them. Let them keep conducting the 
‘statesmen’s’ policy. A little later we will see just where it 
will take them. The Second World War taught us that no 
future can be built on graves. Yes, the whole world learned 
it, but the Polish state continues being sansculottish. A 
different question interests us, concerned with human 
feeling and dignity. With what right do the liberated Poles 
come to indict savage and sadistic Hitlerism? With what 
right do their representatives in London and Washington 
want to arouse sympathy for the battered Polish people in 
those countries? With what right do they sing hosannas to 
their heroes of yesterday, when in the same moment their 
“heros” are doing the same that has become a shame and a 
disgrace to a people that stood at a higher cultural niveau 
that Poland.  Have the heroes of A. K. (Armaja Krajowa: 
Armaja Kriminalsvo – our reading) forgotten the heroic 
acts of the Jews during the Warsaw uprising? Do they no 
longer remember the battles together with the Jewish 
partisans against the common enemy? Do their eyes no 
longer see the hideous scenes of the concentration camps 
when the S.S. murderously beat and starved both Poles and 
Jews? Of course they remember that very well, but cannot 
help themselves. That is their fate and political task, with 
giant steps to conduct Polonia Restituta to the abyss. 
 

​ Luneburg – Classic Comedy by Mr. Englishman 
​ Today, at 8 this evening the revived presentation of 
Mr. Englishman’s comedy, called “Luneburg”, resumes at 
the state theatre. 
​ It is certain that a writer will appear who will fit the 
Luneburg trial into the comedic framework, and the 
comedy will become as immortal as Moliere’s works. The 
spectators will laugh and simultaneously cry in wonder not 
at the roles of the accused, but at the ludicrousness of the 
defence, and a disgusting aftertaste will form for the 
directors of this tragic play.  They took 50 murderers who 
day and night beat, tortured, starved and sent to the 
crematoria tens of thousands innocent people, and they sat 
them down for trial. That means they are given the 
opportunity for a defence; that there is a doubt about their 
atrocities; that the victims, who did live to be liberated, 
were perhaps guilty. The great masses of unburied tortured 
corpses that the allied armies found in the camps in their 
victorious advance into Germany did not manage to 
convince English justice of the guilt of our executioners.  
The worn out skeletons of the liberated, the great hunger, 
and the epidemics which erupted are too weak as witnesses 
of Hitlerism’s sadistic work of extermination. Sitting in the 
hall where the Luneburg trial proceedings take place, one 
forms the impression that the aim of the British in the 
invasion of the European continent was to transform our 
suffering and pain, the whole tragedy of the last 6 years, 
into a tasteless comedy. So it will stay to its end, regardless 
of the verdict that Kramer and his gang will receive. The 
performance takes place a hundred kilometers from that 
place where every crumb of soil, the smashed barracks, and 
the mass graves stand witness to barbaric scenes and 
inhuman suffering. Did we dream of such a trial for those 
who submerged the substance of our lives in blood? In 
Luneburg the English Bible-reading people, who for 
generations venerated the memory of our biblical heroes 
and martyrs, have desecrated the holy presences of the shot, 
gassed and incinerated heroes and martyrs of Hitler’s 
diaspora. And however harsh 
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may be the verdict for the criminals, it will not heal our 
wounds, because we were tormented by hundreds of 
thousands of Kramers, who now live quietly at ease and 
occupy high positions in government departments. The 
whole German people must be put before the court of 
humanity. The liberated nations with the Jewish people at 
their head must be the judges. That is what the gassed 
demand, the orphaned demand, the survivors demand. 
​ Lord Vansittart, Mr. Morgenthau, where are you 
with your plans?! 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ General Strike – the second time 
​ For the second time since the Balfour declaration 
the Yishuv, and world Jewry with them, is on strike against 
the betrayals and wrongs that the Mandate power, the 
administrators of the Holy Land, commit against the 
developing Eretz-Israel. The Yishuv’s first general strike 
broke out in 1929 against the British government’s 
transformation of the duties it had assumed into watered 
down verbiage in paper declarations. Day after day a 
government, which had voluntarily undertaken to create an 
independent Jewish national home, disrupted and paralyzed 
the natural striving of a people for its native land. Taking 
advantage of the world’s passivity, Britain used Eretz-Israel 
as a base for her economic and military purposes in the 
Near East, incited the Arabs against the Jews and 
conducted a two-faced policy. It reached such a pass that 
the Declaration that Balfour gave to the Jewish people was 
altered in a White Paper whose meaning kills Zionism. And 
the Yishuv went on strike. Children, women and the aged 
demonstrated their anger. Factory furnaces were 
extinguished, trains stood still, Life in Eretz-Israel held its 
breath, and the youth marched with fists clenched. Also 
Warsaw, Lodz, New York, London, Paris and 
Johannesburg. Such a coalescence of power is unknown in 
Jewish history. 
​ Today, in the year 1945 the Yishuv once more had 
to strike. After we gave the world the enduring declaration, 
a declaration written with blood and sweat, a declaration 
that like a cricket will torment and pierce the brains of 
those who have not yet grasped the necessity of Eretz-Israel 
for the eternal wanderer. And let those gentlemen absorb 
the fact that the Jewry of Majdanek, the Warsaw ghetto, 
and forests of Volinia is not servile Jewry. Our new 
alphabet did not come from the ‘pripetchik’1. The heroes of 
the Warsaw barricades, Lublin bunkers, and Auschwitz 
crematoria have left to us a new alphabet with which we 
are going to Eretz-Israel and to life. With the fire that is in 
our hearts we will melt the padlocks which our liberators 
have hung on the gates of Eretz-Israel. 
​  
No one and nothing will frighten us off. We knew why we 
suffered, and we know what to fight for. We still have 

1 Refers to the text of “Oyfn Pripetchik”, the 
famous Yiddish song, about how the rabbi teaches 
little children the Hebrew alphabet in the warmth of 
the stove, or ‘pripetchik’. 

enough courage and strength. Hitlerism did not break us, it 
made us resolute and fortified for the struggle for an 
independent Jewish state in Eretz-Israel. We do not want a 
war with anyone. We demand of the world to enable us to 
live freely like Luxembourg or Liechtenstein. If however 
our rightful demands are not met, we are ready to follow in 
the footsteps of the Hasmoneans. These are not threats. 
These are the inheritance that the tortured and the gassed 
left to us, and with it we will live and die. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
HOHNE  
​ Our liberators have torn down the sign “Belsen” 
that hung at the gate of the Belsen concentration camp, and 
put up a new sign – “Hohne”. From now on that will be the 
name of the concentration camp that became famous, 
Bergen-Belsen. Hohne is the name of the village that is 
close to Belsen.  A village whose residents looked on with 
open eyes and cold hearts as their countrymen tormented 
and shot thousands of defenceless heftlings; a village 
whose women, children and men cursed and laughed at the 
German victims marching by. Bergen-Belsen must now be 
called Hohne. Why? is not known or comprehensible to 
anyone, as incomprehensible as the inhuman attitude of our 
British caregivers to yesterday’s slaves. Belsen is forever a 
mark of shame for the German people. That has been 
recognized by the whole civilized and advanced world. 
Changing the name Belsen to Hohne grants a complete 
rehabilitation to the murderers, who are now shut into 
prisons. Hohn 
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is a consent to the Hitlerian atrocities; a desecration of all 
those who fell in battle against Hitlerism. If Belsen is an 
indictment of the German people, the Hohne will be no less 
an indictment of our British liberators. For us Hohne is an 
anguish worse than Belsen. Belsen was created by our 
bloody enemies and Hohne was made by our greatest 
friends about whom we dreamed in the sleepless Katzet 
nights, when the spectre of our great calamity would not let 
us rest. Let them do for themselves what they want. This 
place, where tens of thousands were done to death, where 
human suffering was converted into entertainment films for 
a group of sadists, will stay Bergen-Belsen for generations. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ See You in Eretz-Israel! 
​ On the departure of the first 50 Jewish children to England 
​ Recently our first fifty children departed for 
England. We do not know to whom they are going and who 
will occupy themselves with their education. Unknown to 
us, too, is whether the children will feel at ease in the new 
environment where they will be brought. One thing we do 
say, that we escorted our young orphans with great fear and 
worry for their future. They were the apple of our eye. For 
6 years we took them with us though the most fearsome 
passages, through hunger and want and cold, and worried 
they should lack for nothing. Mothers sacrificed their lives 
for them, and fathers went to the crematoria in their place. 
And now they are taken away from us. From one exile to 
another. We did much to have them stay here and come 
with us to Eretz-Israel. We did not succeed. They were the 
first and the last. The future of the surviving remnant is 

Eretz-Israel and there the remaining children, too, will have 
to go. We appeal to the Jewish Agency and to the Zionist 
executive in London, that they should concern themselves 
with the 50 children. We give their fate up into their hands. 
 
​ The Children’s Home in Bergen-Belsen 
​ In Bergen-Belsen there is a block designated 
especially as a children’s home. The rooms of the block are 
large and airy, in contrast to all the rest in other spaces. The 
children’s home has about 70 children – orphans and 
half-orphans aged from 7 to 16 years. Every child has a 
separate white bed. The block is equipped with a bathroom 
and sanitary facilities. Their care is different, but it is not 
capable of returning them to or preserving normal good 
health. In the morning the children attend the Jewish 
People’s School, and in the evening hours take part in 
Hebrew courses and physical exercises. Every Friday 
evening there is a Sabbath gathering, kiddush is recited and 
Hebrew and Yiddish songs are sung. In general, the 
children are educated in a traditional spirit. For Sukkot the 
children themselves built a sukka, which was the prettiest in 
the camp. “[Jewish] Relief” helps a great deal. Two 
[Zionist] emissaries are specially assigned to the children’s 
home, the friends Sadie Rurka and Wolf Sharatzki from 
London. The administrator is Mrs. Hannah Holtzman, the 
wife of the chairman of the Jewish Teachers’ Union in 
Warsaw. The administration is very worried because there 
is a great shortage of clothing, warm underwear and shoes. 
Also there are no possibilities so far to provide workshops 
for the children, to permit their vocational training. 
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Rabbi Dr. H. Helfgott​ Hanukkah 
 
​ It’s Hanukkah, and we in Bergen-Belsen also light 
the Hanukkah candles, and their meaning drags our minds 
away from everyday life with the question: what is the 
sense for us worn-out, broken souls of their historical fact 
from 25 Kislev 165? True, the books of the Maccabees and 
other historical documents tell us of great and inspiring 
events, of the heroic martyrdom of our forefathers, which 
are reflected so beautifully in the words of the great poet: 
Thou makest us a shame to our neighbours, and a derision 
to all around us; For your sake we are killed all day, we are 
counted as sheep for the slaughter.2  Despite the great 
inspiration, not all the events of that era evoke some 
emotional resonance in us, in comparison with what we 
have seen and lived through. All suffering, all heroic deeds 
turn pale when compared to the events of our time, whose 
children we are. Therefore we can pose the question boldly, 
what kind of sense do these candles have for us? Should we 
perhaps put them out and instead light mighty torches that 
will illuminate, burn stronger than chimneys and maybe 
they will dispel the gloom of our tormented souls, the  
darkness of our world. 
**​ ​ **​ ​ **​ ​ **​  
 
​ And yet we do want to stay with the pretty 
Hasmonean candles because in their light, in their 
symbolism resides our entire world view. How is that 
worldview reflected? To understand that, and to 
comprehend the victory of the Maccabees we must enter 
into the historical accomplishment of our people, of the 
Greeks against whom the Maccabees fought and other great 
peoples. 
​ We Jews say, the word of God came from 
Jerusalem, Philosophy from Athens. The source of our 
outlook is the Prophets, and for the Greek mind their 
philosophers. The Greek philosophers undermined faiths, 
[founded] science through philosophical debates built up 
from initial axioms and laws; cultivated the love of beauty, 
the harmony among humans and logic. In contrast to that 
the Prophets preached just one faith, wholehearted morality, 
love of goodness and self sacrifice for the good of the 
whole. The entire history of our people is a long chain of 
self sacrifice. Upon all our heroes and holy ones who died 
as martyrs rested the spirit of our Prophets. Nothing  

 

2 Quoted in Hebrew from Psalm 44, verses 13 
and 22: King James Bible translation. 

frightened them, and they felt the duty of the Prophets to 
love G’d and the great immortal truths such as: “not by 
might, nor by power, but by my spirit”...3 That we do not 
find among the Greeks. For them a person is in many cases 
not only a puny though fine instrument “to partner with G’d 
in order to join the people”, but also struggles against G’d 
and tries to surpass him. And therefore, though often very 
beautiful, their teaching is without warmth and without 
human love; and many times comes to cynical and 
skeptical conceptions attended by despair at life. 
​ In order to better grasp the preceding point we will 
analyze three historical figures. Buddha, the great teacher 
and philosopher, so history tells us, left his father’s royal 
palace and on the road met an old man, later a sick one, and 
finally a funeral. Because of these three encounters he 
concluded that life has no value. He then leaves his wife 
and child, the palace and all his wealth in order to attain the 
ideal of nirvana. Jesus the Nazarene, who lived in the era of 
heavy-handed Roman tyranny toward Jews, sees his only 
way as withdrawal from life in order to preach the 
messianic idea personified in himself. Moses, too, lived in 
bad times for Jews, but knows nothing of such thoughts. On 
the contrary, the tragic situation propels him not to despair 
but to heed the voice from the thorn bush, the voice of the 
Lord that calls: the people suffer in pain, who will go to 
redeem them?! 
​ In all eras our people did not see suffering as the 
reason for despair, but always listened to the Lord’s voice, 
which is a source of health and a redemption of the 
imprisoned. Our historical vision never taught bowing the 
head to fate, even should it be an edict from heaven. It 
always pressed us to fight for the progress of the world – 
we should do everything possible and the Lord will bless 
the work of their hands. 
​ That is also the great teaching of the Maccabees. In 
it lies our strength, which nourishes us in all eras starting 
from Moses. Therefore we light these candles, because we 
are not a people of despair but a people of light, and we 
believe in the light of the candles, that symbolizes the 
power of our immortal people, who were, are, and shall be. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 

3 Quoted in Hebrew from Zechariah, Ch.3, 
verse 6: King James Bible translation 
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In Eretz-Israel and in the Zionist movement 

Notes from the Jewish press 
 

●​ On a proposal from the British government, the 
Council of the United Nations will apparently 
decide the fate of Eretz-Israel. 

●​ According to a report from Dr. A. Granovski, 
chairman of the Board of Directors of the Jewish 
National Fund, the Keren Kayemet has acquired 
over 330,000 dunams of land [1 dunam = 1000 
square meters = 0.247 acre] after the limits were 
placed on land sales, which is over 40% of the land 
area owned by the Jewish people. 

●​ The statistical division of the Jewish Agency has 
published figures on the growth and development 
of the Eretz-Israeli yishuv. During the first 5 war 
years the yishuv grew to 565 thousand persons. The 
Jews total 31.6 percent of the general population. 
38 new villages and settlements appeared in place 
that had been desert for thousands of years. Jewish 
agriculture provided the necessities for the 
population and the military forces in the country. 
The number employed in industry totals 46,000 
compared to 18,000 in 1936. Eretz-Israel was the 
only country in the Near East that could repair 
machines, tanks and other war materiel. Also the 
chemical industry can chalk up huge successes. 
Eretz-Israel provided 1200 tons of chemical 
fertilizer in 1942, 91,678 tons of potash in 1942 
and 103,121 in 1943. Eretz-Israel produced soaps, 
various disinfectants, paints, cosmetics, ink, etc. 
The value of that chemical production is estimated 
as near 6 million pounds. 

●​ The “Daily Mail” estimates Jewish armed strength 
as 80,000 men. That force will not be used against 

Britain, but will not permit the flow of refugees to 
Eretz-Israel to be constricted, no matter by what 
means they come. 

●​ In one of its recent issues the New Statesman deals 
with the difficult situation of the Jews in Germany 
and the pogroms in Poland.  The journal 
emphasizes that the demands of the [Jewish] 
Agency do not exaggerate the hardships of the 
surviving Jews. 

●​ President Truman received Dr. Aba Silver and Dr. 
Stephen Wise for a lengthy conversation at which 
real Eretz-Israel matters were discussed. 

●​ Ernest Bevin will confer with Prof. Chaim 
Weizmann. It will be the first official meeting 
between the British foreign minister and the 
president of the Jewish Agency. 

●​ The executive of the Poalei-Zion [Labour Zionist] 
party has issued a public appeal to the trade unions 
in Britain, in which it demands that British 
organized labour should side with the Jews in 
fighting the White Paper [on Palestine, May 1939]. 
To keep in force these anti-Jewish laws will 
discredit the government, socialism and the British 
Labour Party, which solemnly swore year after year 
to give the utmost support to the Jewish people in 
the building of Eretz-Israel. 

●​ The (Jewish) National Committee and the Zionist 
Action Committee, in connection with the situation 
created in Eretz-Israel, issued a manifesto to the 
world in which we read: 
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If the gates of Eretz-Israel are not opened, it will mean a 
death sentence for the surviving Jews. The great majority of 
these Jews see a renewed life in their old homeland as their 
only salvation. The fact that the demand of the Jewish 
Agency for 100 thousand certificates (of immigration) has 
been refused, robs the surviving Jews in Europe of their last 
hope. In this fateful moment the Yishuv appeals to the 
British people and to the whole civilized world not to allow 
an outcome in tragedy. Let the White Paper be annulled! 
Let the gates of Eretz-Israel be opened for a great Jewish 
emigration. The Yishuv is against the White Paper with all 
its might, and will never submit to its directives. The flow 
of Jewish emigration to Eretz-Israel will go on under all 
circumstances. Jews from the whole world will help their 
brothers and the Yishuv will open the gates of Eretz-Israel 
for the Jews who long to return to their homeland. The 
Hebrew Book of all books will demolish the White paper! 
The Jewish people will renew its national independence in 
the land of their biblical forefathers! A Jewish state shall be 
founded. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ Dr. Stephen Wise and Dr. Aba Hillel Silver have 
issued an open letter to prime minister Attlee in 50 leading 
English newspapers in America: “We find ourselves – say 
the leaders of American Zionism – at the end of our 
patience. No palliating decisions will be accepted by 
American Jews or by those surviving in Europe. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ For the year 5706 [1945 - 46] the Keren-Kayemet 
established a budget of 5 million pounds. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ A wave of protests and deep indignation enfolded 
the 5 million strong American Jewish community as soon 
as Britain’s plans regarding Eretz-Israel were made known. 
On the 30th September in Madison Square Garden 50 
thousand Jews demonstrated their indignation and resolute 
stand against the British government. The mayor of New 

York (Fiorello) Laguardia, Dr. Stephen Wise, Dr. H. Silver, 
Chaim Greenberg, Dr. Israel Goldstein and others gave 
speeches. 
​ Laguardia declared: “the British ambassador, (Earl 
of) Halifax should know that Britain can count on 
American credits only when she will prove that she keeps 
her word. The American people will not wait any longer. 
We hold the President responsible for the solution of the 
Eretz-Israel problem.” 
​ Dr. A. H. Silver: “British bayonets will not block 
the road for the surviving remnant of Jews in Europe, and 
British tanks will not oppress our people.” 
​ Dr. Stephen Wise: “28 years ago I said publicly that 
the Balfour declaration will be honoured because it is 
written in English, in the language of freedom. Should I 
now, after a generation has passed, be compelled to declare 
that the Balfour declaration is written in German, in the 
language of oppression? There is just one solution to the 
tragic Jewish question - and that is a Jewish state in 
Eretz-Israel.” 
​ The meeting sent the following resolution to the 
British ambassador, lord Halifax: “our patience is at an end. 
We will not tolerate the British injustice to Jews. As Jews 
and American citizens we will keep fighting so that the 
rights of the Jewish people are recognized and Eretz-Israel 
should become a Jewish state. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ A group of Jews who survived the German 
concentration camps led the protest demonstration in 
Rehovoth against the White Paper dressed in their former 
heftling clothes. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ The ship (S. S.) Metrua brought 991 Jewish 
refugees from Switzerland, France, Belgium, and other 
lands. Two children among the arrivals drew special 
attention; they were still dressed in the black monks’ 
soutines that they were given in the monastery where they 
hid. 
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David Ben-Gurion in Bergen-Belsen 

​  
On Friday 26th October the chairman of the Zionist 
Executive in Jerusalem, David Ben-Gurion, arrived in 
Bergen-Belsen. Soon after his arrival he visited the Jewish 
school and the children’s home. A meeting of the Jewish 
Central Committee followed at which the honoured guest 
shared interesting details about the situation in Eretz-Israel 
and in Zionism. At 8 in the evening Ben-Gurion visited the 
two groups of ‘united pioneering youth’. At both meetings 
of the Jewish youth Ben-Gurion was convinced that despite 
their hellish experiences the survivors possess a youth that 
is ready for the most demanding sacrifices in the fight for a 
better future for the Jewish people. On Saturday afternoon 
Ben-Gurion got acquainted with the nutritional conditions 
of the Jewish population while walking through many 
(camp) blocks. After dinner he visited camp 1, where are 
buried tens of thousands of victims of the Nazis. In the 
evening the leader of the Eretz-Israeli labour gave a lecture 
on real problems in Eretz-Israel. The visit left a deep 
impression on everyone.  
*​ *​ * 
 
​ At the meeting with the Central Committee 
​ At the meeting of the C. C. in Bergen-Belsen David 
Ben-Gurion passed on details of the economic and political 
situation in Eretz-Israel.  
​ Economically, according to Ben-Gurion’s 
assessment, the situation is satisfactory. The transition 
period that the war itself brought on and which we feared 
went by without any upheavals. The Eretz-Israeli industry 
is in part busy even now with furnishing various goods for 
the allied armies. New construction was entirely suspended 
due to the lack of building materials, which were imported 
from abroad. That was the cause that led to the lack of 

100,000 rooms in the Yishuv. The export of oranges was 
also reduced for want of markets produced by the blockade. 
Now the whole situation is changed. We are witness to a 
revival in all areas. Also private industry is starting 
intensive activity. 
​ Politically – Ben-Gurion goes on with his 
conclusions – the situation is not decided. Churchill 
promised us much, but did not keep his word. The new 
government, handed the rudder by the last election, gave us 
many hopes. The Labour Party stands for expanding the 
borders of Eretz-Israel and for a transfer of the Arabs. The 
results of the election found me on board the ship from 
America to England. Many of us were triumphant at the 
victory of the Labour Party. I thought, however, that we 
must not be too optimistic. Unfortunately, that proved true. 
Before the election we asked for 100,000 (immigration) 
certificates. After the election we increased our demands, 
and at the end of August we were offered 4,500 certificates. 
We refused to accept the proposed number. We will not 
conduct negotiations on the basis of the White Paper. We 
approached the (Labour) Party which called a meeting of 
the executive an E.I. The executive of the Labour Party 
chose a committee of 6 for that issue. The committee met 
with the government. Their decisions are not yet known. 
One thing we must understand, that the White Paper is a 
declaration of war against the Jewish people. E-I must be 
fought for and won for the whole Jewish people. The 
situation will not change without (effort by) us. There are 
three factors in the current struggle for a Jewish state. The 
Yishuv, American Jewry, and the small number of Jews in 
Germany. By your being here – continues Ben-Gurion – 
you give us much for the political battle. We must 
demonstrate that we are here not just with words. 
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A Greeting from Eretz-Israel 
​ Lecture by David Ben-Gurion in Belsen 
 
Dear brothers and sisters! 
​ In the last few days I have visited many camps in 
the British and American zone; I was in Dachau. Today I 
visited the cemetery in Belsen and saw also the blocks in 
which you live. Everywhere I encountered endless pain, 
anger, shame, as well as Jewish pride and hope – profound 
impressions of the greatest human tragedy and footprints of 
heroism by the remnant of Israel. A single people in the 
world – not the Germans, not the English, not the 
Americans – can now stand unashamed, head raised in 
regard to what was done to us. Also this crime, committed 
against you now, will be an everlasting stain in human 
history. It is a disgrace for civilized England to keep you 
here now under such conditions, 7 months after the 
liberation. I cannot promise you better humane treatment 
and housing, but I bring you something better than better 
food and clothing, a greeting from Eretz-Israel. 
​ The calamity that struck the Jews of Poland, 
Holland and other countries could have struck all the 
world’s Jews. There is no one who could guarantee that it 
could not happen in America, too. We cannot bring back to 
life the millions of tormented Jews, but we must see to it 
that the calamity does not repeat itself. Who could have 
even thought 20 years ago about so vast a calamity? And 
yet it happened to us, though Hitler declared war on 
Poland, the Czechs, America, Britain, Russia and tortured 
all the nations in Europe. Why did this happen only to us? 
We must understand the reason, for only then we will see 
that a large part of the blame lies with us, and we will be 
forced to do everything so that it should never happen 
again. The most important cause of our calamity was that 
we are without a country, without a state. We were strays, 
abandoned, and therefore they slaughtered us freely. We 
have no one to avenge the spilled blood. The Luneburg trial 
is the greatest tragedy for us. They treat Kramer very 
politely. But how they treat Kramer’s victims can be proved 
by your tiny quarters, where you live 12 to a room. We are 
a people (composed) of orphans. And by changing Belsen 
to Hohne they made no change for the better. 

​ I bring you greetings from 600,000 Jews in E-I and 
from American and British Jewry. We will not rest until all 
Jews will become citizens of an independent E-I. The road 
remains long and difficult, and demands many sacrifices, 
but we will make those sacrifices with joy. E-I Jewry is 
different from diaspora Jewry, with stronger power and 
greater significance. We must not rely on others. Hitler is 
just one act, perhaps the cruelest in our tragedy. The 
gentiles are very kind but act only for themselves. As long 
as we live off others we are not secure in our situation. The 
E-I Jews have created a new concept - faith in themselves. 
We will build a new life for ourselves in a Jewish country 
with Jewish strength. The primary foundation of existence 
is the land. Kautsky and the Bund preached the 
impossibility of going from urban to village life. This 
theory was proven false on E-I soil. We started building the 
country, its industry and culture. The Hebrew language, 
which cemented us from the Prophets till today, is again 
revitalized. The Word has not yet arrived from the Prophets 
about the end of days. The world was indifferent and 
numbed when 6 million Jews were exterminated. We in E-I 
have created a new concept: the voice is the voice of Jacob 
and the hands are the hands of Jacob. Our self-defence 
organization has shown that the hands that build must also 
protect themselves. 
​ Chamberlain brought home a piece of paper, that 
Hitler wants to live in peace with England, and with that 
sacrificed the Czechs, Austria and us. And for us they 
prepared another gift – the White Paper. Maybe a 
representative of His Majesty is present in the hall; I would 
like him to hear: we did not obey the science and will also 
not obey the laws of the White Paper. The Jews of E-I will 
abolish the White Paper. The Jews of E-I have the strength 
and the will to transform E’I into a Jewish land and state. 
(Ringing applause)  
​ Joseph Rosenblat closed the meeting with these 
words: we are with you, Jews of E-I. In battle together we 
will break down the closed gates of Eretz-Israel. 
​ With the singing of Hatikvah the meeting ended. 
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David Ben-Gurion on the Survivors 
​  
Shortly before leaving Bergen-Belsen Ben-Gurion 
shared with our associates his impressions of the 
Jewish survivors in Germany.  
​ “I did not expect,” Ben-Gurion said, “to meet 
such human material as I have seen. Except for those 
who suffer from tubercular and epidemic diseases, 
physically they all feel not badly. One sees that they 
are gradually recovering. In the moral and spiritual 
sense, too, their condition is not bad. It can serve as a 
model 
 

[Photograph] 

 
 
for other Jewish communities.  You must begin 
without pressure to teach trades and you must be given 
the certainty of going to Eretz-Israel.  I believe that in 
E-I your youth will belong with the best. Eretz-Israel 
is obliged to send mentors to you. Preparatory training 
will be of great importance for you. I see that in the 
American zone there is more understanding of the 
D(isplaced) P(erson). You must overcome all the 
difficulties and fight with our help for an improvement 
in your living conditions, for agricultural, professional 
and cultural training, and for coming to Eretz-Israel 
sooner.” 
 

 
[bar graph of]  Jewish population growth in Eretz-Israel 
1918 – 56,000 
1931 – 175,000 
1938 – 433,000. 
1944 – 567,000 
*​ ​ *​ ​ ​ *​ ​ *
​ ​  
​ Go in Peace ! 
​ (To the departure of Rabbi Major (Isaac) Levy) 
 
​ Rabbi Major Levy is leaving Germany soon, 
the first one from whom we heard the voice of Jews 
from abroad that we had dreamed about. He was the 
first to remind us of the existence of a Jewry not 
enslaved. He was the first to bring us the good news of 
our liberation, and the first of those who renewed 
amongst us Jewish traditional and cultural life. 
​ There is no area of our life that rabbi Levy did 
not reach. We see him at the assembling of the lists of 
surviving Jews, at the gathering of scattered Jewish 
heftlings into the larger camps, at the founding and 
authorization of schools and children’s homes, at 
negotiating the legal recognition of the Jewish camp 
committees, and at the legalization of the first 
heftlings congress. 
​ We hope that rabbi Levy will not forget us, for 
who more than he knows our suffering and goals. 
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I am Sorry … 

A feuilleton by S. K. 
 
You’re wondering, why am I speaking English? No great 
surprise. After living 6 months under the shields of our 
British guardians it’s high time I knew a little English. But 
let me let you in on a secret, I’ve quit learning English. 
You’re asking why? Because I realized that it’s pointless. 
It’s useless. I don’t think we will ever be able to have a 
meeting of minds with an Englishman. At any rate, not in 
English. What I don’t get is, does he understand himself, or 
does he pretend not to understand because it serves him to 
do so. He’s got a neuter reply to you always on the ready: I 
am sorry. After an answer like that you’re left at a loss, and 
you don’t know if you had spoken poorly, so he hadn’t 
understood you, or did he understand you, but because he 
can’t or won’t help you, he pretends to be brain dead. But 
one thing does become clear, talking doesn’t help. But you 
see, American English is something else again, it’s much, 
much easier. In the first place you can talk to them in 
Yiddish (I mean with your hands). Not to mention that if 
you know 6 English words you can get anything your heart 
desires from them. I remember Ludwigslust in the first 
month after our liberation by the Americans, when I knew 
no English and the hunger psychosis still plagued me, I 
would stroll out of the hospital and sidle over to a field 
kitchen, and pointing to my mouth I would say one word, 
“hunger”, and home I went loaded with plenty of good 
things. And maybe you’re thinking I was the only one? No! 
There were many such hungry ones, Poles, Russians, 
Frenchmen, Hollanders, Jews, and all received so much 
that we were able to share with hospital friends who were 
unable to go out. After, when the Americans left the town 
and the British became the landlords, a great change 
occurred immediately. Their first handiwork was to impose 
rules: a patient must not leave the hospital, reduce the 
allotment of food and cigarettes, and more such novelties. 
 Well, I stood up and argued with them. How come? And 
gesticulated with both hands mustering all the English 
words that I’d learned by then. But nothing worked. We 
didn’t understand each other. I thought that this is because I 
can’t speak English, and I decided to teach myself English, 
since how big a deal is learning another language?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
After all, we Jewish katzetniks in the camps spoke all the 
seventy languages, starting with German Hunde schwein, 

Czech brambory [potatoes], Russian zdrastvute tovarishcho 
[hello comrade], and Hungarian kimshi kenyere [kimshi 
bread] to the Italian Morte al fascismo [death to Fascism], 
Greek klepsei klepsei [steal, steal], and French au revoir 
and comme si comme ça. With so rich a linguistic past, 
we’d find no language a problem. And I began studying 
diligently. And when after a few days studying I could say 
in pure English: I am hungry, and the Englishman uttered 
the words as through a sieve, ‘I am sorry’ (meaning he 
much regrets it), the first time I heard those words they 
seemed to me quite nice, even though they reminded me of 
the German “s’tut mir leid”. But when they took on an 
epidemic character, when all requests and reproofs returned 
the same answer, ‘I am sorry’, I felt it would drive me to 
insanity. And when I asked a senior British officer with 
whom I had a chance to talk, why are we still being held in 
the camps? And the reason?... His answer for everything 
was ‘I am sorry’. I ran back home as though chased by wild 
dogs, and out of sheer aggravation fell asleep, and dreamed 
that I am in a huge camp, fenced in by barbed wire and 
guarded by Englishmen (just like in Bergen-Belsen). On the 
other side of the wire were SS men, but I could not grasp 
why the English are guarding us, whether to prevent them 
from harming us, or the reverse, that no harm should come 
to them. Suddenly it occurs to me that maybe the 
Englishmen are our opponents, of Lord Passfield’s 
persuasion4, and I decide to go see Attlee and the English 
king. I get a great idea: I run to an English officer and tell 
him that I have an atom bomb! So I must go to Parliament 
and see the English King. In the blink of an eye my wish is 
fulfilled. Attlee isn’t there, nor the English king. And I’m 
being tortured to tell them about my new atom bomb, so I 
pour it all out, that my atom bomb is not new, 

4 Sidney Webb, lifelong socialist, Colonial 
Secretary 1929-31 in Ramsay Macdonald’s Labour 
government; his White Paper revised previous policy on 
Palestine set by Churchill, 1922. 
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 but old, only now it is hooked up to explode unless...they 
give in to our rightful demands and let us into our country. 
“Every Jewish katzetnik is an atom bomb and woe betide 
the world if we must use our power to cause harm. Let us 
better use our strength for our own good and the good of all 
humanity”, I shouted at the top of my lungs, inspired by my 
own words, “and take me in to see the King, he should 
issue the proper command right away.” But a lord of high 
rank came to meet me with the familiar line – I am sorry. 
Imagine, I was so enraged that I threw myself at him with 
clenched fists, and who knows what would have happened 
had I not awakened at that moment. A great pity, really: I 
didn’t speak with the English King, nor with Attlee. 
​ I am very curious to hear their opinion of my atom 
bomb. 
​ Don’t be upset with me, dear readers, if I’ve bored 
you a little. I am sorry… 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
[Illustration by B. Fridler, a prayer scene; heading:] Have 
mercy, Lord, have mercy, for we are in misery. 
[Caption:] A fragment of “goal” (Saviour), by Emil 
Bernhardt, reworked by Zami Feder, performed by the 
Jewish Drama Studio in Bergen-Belsen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
​  
Mr. Victor Gollancz’s Worries 

​ (in the margin of his pro-German articles) 
 
​ Our life brims with the tragic. Our history 
possesses few bright moments. The responsibility for that 
rests not just with the world’s nations. We, too, are not 
blameless. There have been not a few, who out of love for 
their fellow man, wished to suppress the Jew. No analogy 
can possibly be drawn between the times in which we now 
live and one of epochs from our bloody history. And yet 
there are certain Jews who are not able to look reality 
squarely in the eye and unveil the truth just as it bares 
itself. In our great naivete we believed that after the present 
great destruction of the Jewish people, no Jew would 
materialize with the desire to exalt strangers at the expense 
of his own. But we erred. Our ranks are not free of 
turncoats of that sort. Perhaps we should not bring this to 
public view, because the shame burns one’s face, and the 
disgrace pains one’s heart, but the fight against these 
diversionists, with these base betrayers, forces us to engage 
them in battle, sharply and openly. It may sound 
unbelievable, yet it is the truth. A defender of murderers of 
our people has turned up  in the person of Mr. Victor 
Gollancz.5  He wrote: the Germans are being expelled from 
Poland, Czechoslovakia, have no homes, suffer from 
various diseases, and are dying by the hundreds. Now, with 
winter coming, how will they protect themselves against 
the cold, the snow and storms. Mr. Victor Gollancz, we 
have a question for you no less important than your 
worries: who lives better today, the victim or his cruel 
torturer? For the executioner of millions of our brothers and 
sisters we have not a spark of pity. And had it been for us 
just the way you describe, we would have been far more 
fortunate and pleased than we are. The truth is this: the 
Amalekites6 now live better than they could have imagined. 
They stroll happily in the streets with the Tommies7, wear 
fine clothes and jewelry stolen from us. We, by contrast, 
wait for foreign countries to have pity on us and send us 
winter clothes and underwear. Mr. Gollancz, you should 
know that the Germans have no such worries. They still sit 
at ease in fine comfortable and well equipped homes and 
keep on weaving the legend of Hitler. Jews are laid up in 
the hospitals, exhausted by the Germans and at risk of 
dying. 
And when starved Jews obtain some food and want to bring 
it into the camps – ​  

7 A common soldier in the British Army. 

6 Descendants of Amalek, a grandson of Esau; a 
nomadic tribe that were enemies of the Israelites in the 
Bible. 

5 British publisher and writer (1893 -1967), 
socialist, humanitarian, pro-zionist. Exposed the Nazi 
campaign against Jews before 1938, their extermination of 
the Jews after 1939, the plight of German civilians, under 
occupation or displaced after 1945. 
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where unfortunately they still live 6 to a room and 7 
months after liberation still lie on slats in bunks – the food 
is confiscated by the camp watchmen! The small number of 
rescued children still know nothing of a child’s joy or 
happiness. Come to us, Mr. Gollancz, we will make 
ourselves stay close to you, so that a corrupted Jewish soul 
should satisfy himself how Jewish children in many camps 
stand in lines for a little food, and what sort of food! Come 
and see how small groups of Jews, scattered among the 
hundreds of camps in Germany, are maltreated by the 
antisemitic camp population, and yet they are not given the 
possibility to leave these places of affliction! In 
Bergen-Belsen, we know about the German doctors who 
deliberately neglect the Jewish sick. Jewish travelers in 
Germany will tell you how even now Jews are not allowed 
to board the trains, how in German shops stock is hidden 
for the exclusive use of the Nordic race. Often Germans, 
especially their youth, will toss insults at Jews, and our 
struggle with them has unfortunately not yet found a proper 
understanding. We have recorded many cases of German 
officials reacting with hostility to the Jewish committees, 
and their security police, on whom the blame for wiping 
out the Jews rests in no smaller measure than on the SS, 
feels securely in charge even now, and is far from humane 
and polite toward the remaining Jews. 
​ These facts passed on by us are perhaps 
unbelievable to many abroad. Brutality and good fortune go 
together for the bandits. When they happily rampaged 
undisturbed and bathed in Jewish blood, the world did not 
believe. And now, when not only has the power of law and 
justice not reached them, but they continue their criminal 
work, the crocodile tears fall on German swampy soil of 
robbery and murder from a person of Jewish descent but 
with little Jewish intelligence or heart. 

​ Mr. Victor Gollancz once wrote an article, “Let My 
People Go”, in which he describes the atrocities of the 
Nazis. Now we call to him, “Let Us Go”. We have enough 
enemies among foreigners! 
*​ *​ * 
​ Neustadt 
 
​ Neustadt is a small, quiet town by the seashore. A 
town that is unfamiliar to many, but for the Jews it became 
a symbol of extermination. In Neustadt hundreds of 
heftlings dragged there were drowned in the sea.  
​ In the first days after the liberation committees 
were formed from each nation who saw to the interests of 
their national kin. A Jewish committee was formed on the 
initiative of Mr. Solomon Rosendorn. Mr. Czechovitch was 
named Secretary, and Ms. Anna Rosenzweig. They 
immediately set about registering the Jews and searching 
for their relatives and distant families. During the first 
transport of sick heftlings to Sweden, the Jews were 
excluded. The committee took vigorous steps to correct that 
wrong. The intercessions with UNRRA and the British 
were successful and the second transport included a group 
of sick Jews. The Jews of Neustadt still suffer 
ill-nourishment. From the Jewish Central Committee in 
Bergen-Belsen a larger shipment arrived in the last few 
days of butter, cheese, eggs and other foods, which were 
immediately distributed among the Jewish population. 
​ Neustadt is among the few towns in Germany 
where relations are good between the Poles and the Jews. 
Let the example of Neustadt also serve other towns and 
camps where Jewish and Polish heftlings have found 
themselves together. 
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Pinchas Ben-Eliezer​ These Candles 
​  
And once again we light these small candles that tell so 
many histories from the distant and glorious Jewish past. At 
this moment I recall my home where I grew up and 
received a Jewish national upbringing. My home was 
beautiful, linked for me with various pleasant and moving 
memories that are  deeply rooted in me, not destroyed by 
the 6 year cataclysm. As though on a movie screen, the 
images run through my mind of the religious traditions that 
were carefully observed in my family circle and honoured 

with a special reverence. Life hurled you away from your 
home, from Jewish surrounds, from synagogue and study 
house and from all those traditional experiences, and your 
fate led you through strange, desolate, hostile and vacuous 
bypaths, which have in part wiped away the images of your 
long-ago life. You see them weakly now and therefore with 
all your might you strain to raise them into life out of your 
Jewish core, because you have endured many trials thanks 
to the courage that they nourished in you. 

 
 
 
[illustration: photograph of six children lighting the candles on a Hanukkah menorah] 
 
 
 
​ And most of all you return to the days of 
Hanukkah, when you got Hanukkah coins [“gelt”] from 
your father, with which you bought a dreidel [spinning top]. 
You went to school [“cheder”] with it and played even if 
the teacher [“rebbe”] would hit you because you were 
disrupting the lesson. That was when you understood very 
little of the essence of the holiday. Later, however, when 
you began to grasp certain things better, Hanukkah became 
the holiday not only of the dreidel and Hanukkah gelt but 
also a celebration of the candles, of the Hasmoneans and of 
Jewish heroic martyrology. Until then your Jewish orbit 
comprised the cheder, the rebbe, the Purim clacker, and 
putting up a sukkah. But from the moment you began to 
mature you saw before you Jewish history with its beautiful 
and its tragic moments, its victories and defeats, with its 

grandeur and declines. More than anything you were 
always enthralled by the Hasmonean épopée. You could see 
how your people are fragmented by many partisan dogmas 
brought in by false messiahs, torn by hatred, and you could 
not comprehend why the great-grandchildren of the 
Maccabees have sunk to such depths. Was not the situation 
of the Jewish people in your own lifetime similar to when 
Antiochus Epiphanes forced the Jews to serve the Greek 
gods? In our days, too, there were traitors who brought 
sacrifices to alien gods, intentionally forgetting their own 
God. Traitors there were, but the Maccabees were missing. 
Our modern history is rich in all sorts of Epiphaneses and 
Lysiases but poor in Mattathiases and Judahs. A people’s 
history is not an accident but a logical consequence of 
tradition and development. And since we have in our 
history so rich an heroic past, it was 
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also possible and still could be possible to repeat Mizpah, 
Emmaus and Samaria. An interesting phenomenon in our 
lives: in the moment of its greatest tragedy, a people that 
produced Samson, David, Bar Kokhba and many other 
heroes, grew fearful of heroes and hid itself in conference 
halls, wanting by that means to win the independence of its 
homeland. 
​ And every year we lit the Hanukkah candles, and 
told one another the heroic deeds of the Maccabees, and 
after 8 days of Hanukkah quiet reigned once more on our 
battlefield. Hanukkah became a theme for jubilees, 
housewarmings for parties and charitable locales. The true 
meaning of Hanukkah was warped. It appears that we were 
not yet eligible for Redemption if such a person could not 
be found who, like Mattathias, would unite the whole 
people and lead it to battle for our holiest cause, for 
Eretz-Israel. 
​ And today, when again we stand before the candles 
which were snuffed out for us for 6 years, the same 
question comes at us that once agitated our young hearts, 
far before the great cataclysm. The question arises from the 
flame of the Hanukkah candles, transmitted by the spirit of 
the Maccabees, joined to the spirit of the heroes whom 
Hitler’s cruel fire incinerated. What do you want to do next, 
are you again intending to live as slaves and die as cattle, 
what did the world reward you for all that you gave to it, do 
you not wish to set aside your feelings of love for humanity 
and your faith in universal justice, and instead express 
through feats your will to exist with yourself and by 
yourself? How much longer will you work and fight against 
your people and country, indirectly preparing the ground 
for new Epiphaneses and Hitlers? And they pose other 
questions to you that you would like to answer promptly, 
but when you see the plugged ears of the world’s nations 
and those on whom all your hopes rested, you decide to 

break with your pacifist ideals, and you want to come out 
fighting against all and everyone. Leonidas against the 
Persians, David against Goliath, Judah the Maccabee 
against Lysias, and we the decimated, dejected, orphaned 
and dispirited against those who do a cold-blooded 
balancing act with our tragic fate – an unequal contest of 
strengths without the same weaponry, but a battle it will be, 
of the desperate against the sated, of people from the abyss 
against rulers of the world. If the tragedy to date has not 
managed to convince the more refined among the nations 
of the need for a native home for the people of Israel, if 
they intend to throttle and choke us further, we will take the 
fire of the Hanukkah candles and go to their palaces and 
light a fire under the serenity of their comfortable lives, 
light a fire under all that lies like a stumbling block in our 
way. We strived to avoid that way of fighting, we brought 
to bear all the force of our powers of persuasion, but have 
met with evasion. And now, when no people in history has 
found itself in as tragic a situation as we are, we step forth 
to the decisive battle that will decide our life or death. We 
believe it is the way that leads us to Zion. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
[illustration by B Fridler: Khassidim dancing. Caption:] 
Final scene of “Tefillin-Dance”, performed by the Jewish 
Dramatic Studio in Bergen-B[elsen]. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ To Miss Chava Kilman (Shedletz [Siedlce]) and 
​ To Mr. Yerachmiel Singer (Starachowitz 
[Starachowice]) 
​ On their wedding 
​ Wishes for a happy future 
from the Jewish Central Committee  
in Bergen-Belsen 
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Rivka Horovitch​ The Old-New Song 
 
Do you know the old song of our people, the song of 
generations, about love and brotherhood, justice and mercy, 
the song about a great family of nations, about after the end 
of days, the song in whose name we were always 
persecuted? 
​ You know it, because your mother sang you to 
sleep with it, your teacher inspired you with its power, and 
you went into the world with it. You went out and tried it, 
believed that nations could compose others more beautiful, 
duped yourself often, submitted it to the critics, and now? 
Now tell the truth, what did nations sing songs to, and what 
does the fruit of their labours look like? 
​  And because we saw its power through the 
generations, and sensed its strength anew, we want to go on 
singing it. It’s old but new for us. 
​ New, because it was put together in agonies, made 
in sleepless concentration camp nights when worms 
devoured people and the cold took away the ability to 
create. Its sound evoked the tenderest of feelings, its strains 
the deepest longing. And therefore, sisters and brothers the 
world over, now throw away all your instruments, shut 
down your radios, hold back the violins, we have a prettier 
song, the most beautiful song of all that the heftling sang 
and sings now, the song of Jewish unity. 
​ On the roll-call (“Appel”) grounds, where you 
stood in sight of death, drawn up in lines for ‘selection’, 
you sang it, you starved and sang, soaked through by rain 
and cold, lying on the cold ground, quaked with typhus 
fever, crushed, made wretched by your merciless enemy 
who took everything from you, your family, friends, even 
your health, but he could not rob you of your tune, it sunk 
too deep in your inner self, too rooted in your heart, under 
the barbed wire it unfolded, grew in the sight of death. 
​ You clung to it, warmed it, awaited its due hour, 
believed it would come, believed that then you would raise 
your voice, believed that your brothers and sisters would 
come to hear it. 
​ To be beautiful and strong the song must be fused 
with a choir, strengthened by other voices. You wanted to 
unite your people in a choir, even months after the war, 
months of struggle and pain that filled your life. The voices 
were diverse and yet the most beautiful harmony was 

created by them. And even if you felt that your sound was 
the loudest, the oldest, still you wanted it beautified by 
other voices, its expression realized with their help. You 
looked forward to the moment, you believed it would 
come, when the torn down camp fences will renew an open 
road to your brothers and build one to nations, but for 
naught. You were left in your corner with your song, the 
ears meant to hear it were deaf, the hearts to greet it 
hardened. But there are people, and these were found 
amongst us, who hear songs sung quietly, who have so deep 
a longing for purity and beauty that they found a path to the 
song; from isolated corners of Arian camps, from different 
voices and homes, they came to warm themselves a little, 
listen in, and could not leave. To stay in corners is not the 
destiny of such songs and so its hour, too, arrived. The 
Heftlings’ Congress came to pass. You sang out your old 
song afresh, and there – see the wonder of it – in others, 
too, you picked up similar tones, expressions in various 
forms, but underneath them all – the one familiar, longed 
for, old melody of the Prophets, Torah, that strives for a 
finer, better life, that leads to Jewish valour, confidence and 
faith, and wants to see that in our own holy land. 
​ And when an alien voice was heard, that came 
from a lost Jewish soul, from a young and immature girl 
who wishes to believe still in human justice and wants to 
see her people live in all the countries, only not on its own, 
the choir was ruined and called forth an echo. There are 
also other alien voices that come from an alien world, that 
do not spring from the purest source. Them we do not want 
to hear, because they destroy the wholeness. Let everyone 
join their voices to the choir, but they should be upright, 
unstained. One must be able to draw strength and embrace 
the beautiful where one finds it. This requires maturity, 
adulthood, and responsibility. Yes, one must greatly love 
one’s people and country to start singing such songs to 
them, and want to go on singing. And those who don’t 
understand it and can’t sing along, let them stand at a 
distance until it will enter their being and make them able 
to take it up. Let them not dishonour the old Jewish song, 
that across generations the purest of souls have longed for, 
dreamed of in loneliness and want, sacrificed themselves in 
life and death for its survival. 
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Listen closely to our song, learn it, don’t wait until you will 
have to learn and understand it in the same ways, through 
lost homes and lives. Is it not enough of a sign for you, a 
warning of what not understanding the actual task of Israel 
for itself and the world can bring on? How will we sing the 
song of G_d on foreign soil? [tr. from Hebrew] Here we 
cannot bring the song to expression, for the soil is foreign 
to us, foreign  its language. 
​ Let us sing the song of G_d on holy soil there in a 
Jewish village, there on a Jewish field. Because precious to 
us is the old-new song of Israel, of its people, Torah and 
land. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
​ The drawings in this issue are by our friend Berl 
Fridler 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​To all Jewish artists in Germany, former Concentration 
camp Heftlings 
 
​ We turn to all Jewish painters, draftsmen, graphic 
artists, sculptors, musicians, composers, directors, actors, 
singers, elocutionists, decorators, YIVO worker, journalists, 
writers, poets, who are now in Germany, they should get in 
touch with us (if possible, in person) in their own interest. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
​ We announce a contest for: a play, a novel, a short 
story, a reportage, and musical compositions. The content 
should encompass the life of the Jews during the war, in the 
ghettos, concentration camps, forced labour camps, partisan 
warfare and other lived experiences. 
​ The period for submission of the above mentioned 
works ends on 15th December 1945. 
​ Central Jewish Committee 
​ Culture section 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
 
 
 

Samuel Weintraub 
​ The Surviving Remnant Speaks Their Mind 
 
​ A historic Congress! The days of 25th to 27th 
September 1945 will enter the history of awakening Jewry. 
A Congress that spoke for 50 thousand surviving Jews in 
Germany and in the name of 6 million who perished. Spoke 
clearly, to the point, proud, many with dignity. There spoke 
no broken, pitiful Jews, but persons who take stock of the 
sorrowful and terrible past and draw the proper conclusions 
for the future. In this Congress the surviving remnant has 
raised the banner of unity in Jewish life, and with it  start a 
new chapter in Jewish history. You heard the mighty call, 
the true voice of Jacob from the survivors, who with a 
compelling inner strength and faith want to build their 
future, their new life, not in the ruins of Europe, but in their 
own home, in their dreamed of land – in Eretz-Israel. You 
heard a great cry of pain, the great protest against our 
liberators, who freed us from Nazi rule, but did not provide 
the rightful freedom for which we hoped in the long days 
and nights in the concentration camps. 
​ When prof. Brodetzky said that he is ashamed 
before the people sitting in that hall who have undergone 
such a hell and yet in their feelings and aspirations 
remained not blunted; when Meyer Grabowski cried out his 
agitation and fear for the concentration camp people so 
imbued with courage; when Silverman declared that he had 
not believed he would see persons so proud and rationally 
thinking: you should believe, those words are sincere. The 
general debate tackled problems of the future. Europe is 
freed, Nazism is dead, but what will happen with the 
remaining Jews who decided to sever ties with their old 
homelands and want to start from Genesis but on secure 
foundations. The discussion revealed that 
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it was engaged not just with the 50 thousand Jews in 
Germany, but with the fate of the whole Jewish people. 
Should we repeat again the old error and turn to building 
Europe and so enable the devil to create Maidaneks, 
Treblinkas and Auschwitzes, or should we for once draw a 
line under our thinking till now, and build our future in our 
country, where what happened to us in the last 6 years 
could never be possible. 
​ And the answer was clear and distinct: we do not 
want to devote our energies to rebuilding the wrecked 
world, we don’t want to exert our mind and vigour for 
strangers, we don’t want to repeat the historic error of our 
forebears. We want to build our life in Eretz-Israel, for 
ourselves and for future generations, and when on that road 
we will encounter difficulties, we are ready to make the 
greatest sacrifices to overcome them. 
​ Self-evidently, our current problems were 
discussed along with our future. We are now 6 months after 
the liberation. In that transition period, too, we demand to 
be treated humanely. A miserable joke is being played on 
us. We are held in closed camps behind barbed wire. There 
is not enough food, the housing conditions are bad, and the 
aid from abroad is hampered. The Congress expressed its 
sharpest protest against this situation and demanded 
prompt changes. 
​ We do not throw about empty words. Neither did 
the Congress. Behind it stand tens of thousands ready for 
the toughest struggle for a better tomorrow. 
 
​ [graphic picture of “the growth of Eretz-Israeli industry”, 
1921 to 1943]  

*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
​ Jewish Life In Braunschweig 
​ The Jewish Committee in Braunschweig represents 
563 persons of whom the greater portion live in camps and 
hospitals in and around Braunschweig. The organizational 
framework of the Committee was created by rabbi Elten, 
but the actual work started from the moment when rabbi 
Goldfinger from London took over the reins. He organized 
their religious life. During the High Holy Days and Sukkot, 
the prayers were celebrated in the largest assembly hall of 
the city, and were attended not only by Jews from 
Braunschweig and vicinity, but also by many Jewish 
soldiers, and senior officers – gentiles – of the British 
Army. Very well attended and a favourite are the 
welcome-Sabbath observances, which are a true cultural 
enjoyment for those present. At modest but prettily set 
tables Jewish and general matters are discussed, interwoven 
with Yiddish and Hebrew songs. 
​ The practical work of the Committee has been 
devoted to three purposes: 
​ 1)  the setting up of a card index that includes all 
the Jews of the region, giving them the capability as well to 
establish a contact by letter with their relatives abroad; 
​ 2) the founding of a transit camp where travelers 
can stay for 5 days and receive full nourishment; 
​ 3) the delivery of material aid through the 
distributions from the JOINT and Relief. 
​ The Committee enjoys the full support of Mrs. 
Laverson of the British Red Cross. 
​ Sent in by  
​ Elizabeth Schtricker-Schwartz. 
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Dov Laufer​ War, the Shattering 
 
​ When the peoples of the world face a new 
reconstruction effort after the six bloody years that turned 
to ruin a life of centuries, when small nations have won 
back their independence, as for example the tiny Albania, 
we Jews stand at the cusp of important events. Fateful 
decisions will come concerning our future. Now as well, 
after the bloody battles, the political-social physiognomy of 
the world is taking shape. 
​ After the First World War we were given the 
Balfour Declaration, though we did not suffer then as much 
as in the last 6 years. The Balfour Declaration was a great 
win not just for Zionist diplomacy, but also for the whole 
Jewish people. Time has taught us that no state whatsoever 
can be built with declarations and promises. The Balfour 
Declaration gave us the great constructive chance for 
national and social liberation. The later but official 
declarations of the British policy makers aimed to cut away 
the greater part of the Jewish people from their national 
aspiration, and (have their promise) be satisfied with the 
fraction of Jews then found in Eretz-Israel. The Jewish 
people saw the danger that this shameful policy contained, 
and with all its determination resisted the attempt to build a 
wall between the Jews in exile and (those) in Eretz-Israel. 
Often, however, our ranks are pierced and broken by our 
own straying. groups and parties. There were Jews who 
denied their national link to us; others still, by their attitude 
to state power and servility in politics in the countries 
where the Jews lived, have lost their national pride and any 
wider perspectives, and for years stayed passive to our 
effort of construction in Eretz-Israel. A part of the Jewish 
working class, on the other hand, fed on hatred of Zionism, 
preached solidarity with all other proletarians, except the 
farmer from Emek and workers from E-I cities then being 
built. They shared everyone’s pain, tried to countervail all 
failures except those that happened in our homeland. In this 
way much of the people’s energy was wasted in efforts 
hostile to the Jewish people. The tendency to shattering and 

the propagation of lies beset Zionist ranks, too. 
​ But in the period of the occupation, our historical 
fate mashed all parties into one people, whose political, 
economic, and cultural bedrock was attacked with the 
utmost violence, a people against whom was proclaimed 
the most vicious and until now historically unprecedented 
physical extermination. Now this great catastrophe, which 
brought the death of one-third of our people, finally 
exposed to us the destructiveness of fraternal conflict and 
forced the remaining Jews to take the path of inter-party 
solidarity and common fate, despite attempts from abroad 
to revive the old habits amongst us. 
​ We see only one task before us: to fight for a future 
that would give our weary people the assurance of a happy 
life. We have learned to be steadfast, patient and also 
prepared for hard battles. Because a country is not won 
with declarations and assurances from others, but by labour 
and blood. We have partners in our historic struggle. Hand 
in hand with our brothers from the (Eretz-Israel) Brigade 
and with the pioneering movement we will pour forth to 
Eretz-Israel, and there in the land of our deepest and oldest 
hopes restore the Jewish state. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ Yeshiva of the Remnant of Israel  
​ A yeshiva has been founded in Bergen-Belsen that 
has a hundred students. The yeshiva possesses its own 
kosher kitchen and a dormitory. The administration consists 
of rabbi Tzvi Maisels as head of the yeshiva, rabbi Gershon 
Libman as director, Mr. Joel Patashevitch as secretary, and 
rabbi Israel Arieh Zelmanovitch as member of the 
management. Today in Bergen-Belsen one hears the voice 
of the Torah, which is the best sign that Israel is not yet a 
widower [Hebrew text]. We wish that the Yeshiva be like 
Yavneh after the (Roman) Destruction, a Yavneh and her 
sages after the current calamity. 
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[Full page illustration: Emaciated young man hand in hand with a child] 
Caption:               FREED AT LAST 

 
 

[signed:] After J’apres, reworked and drawn by Berl Fridler Bergen-Belsen 
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​ In the World of Literature 
​  
The loss of Jewish writers during the war is frightful. Only 
in the Soviet Union did 26 Jewish writers die on the war 
fronts. But that is only a fraction of those whom Jewish 
literature lost during the war and the sadistic German 
occupation. In Poland alone we lost over 100 writers. We 
must add other Jewish artists, such as actors, musicians, 
painters, who also come to 100 or maybe more. Beside the 
6 or 7 million murdered Jews, more than a half of (all) 
Jewish literary figures and artists. It is a bizarre case that 
has no equal among the other peoples, who also suffered 
greatly and tragically under the Germans. 
​ (N[achman] Maisil, Morgn Freiheit [New York]) 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ The Jewish Pen-Club in New York has proposed a 
plan to convene a world-wide gathering that would 
consider questions concerning Jewish literature and culture. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ Nearly three-quarters of a million books plundered 
by the Nazi bandits have already been found in various 
locations in Germany. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ A series of lectures were presented at the 
University of Jerusalem about the destroyed Jewish 
communities, such as: Odessa, Warsaw, Vilna, Lemberg, 
Prague, Vienna, Berlin, Frankfurt-am-Main and others. 
These articles have now appeared in book form in 
“Knesset” that the Bialik Institute publishes. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ The representatives of Polish Jewry at the Jewish 
World Congress have brought out important historical 
documents about the Jewish fight in the Warsaw Ghetto, 
about the battles (there) at the sites of the German Többens 
and Schultz factories. The collection contains also the 
memoir of a thirteen year old Jewish boy, written in April 
1944. 

*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ In 1942 the Jewish literary world was stirred up 
over the book by the great Jewish writer Sholem Asch, 
entitled “The Man From Nazareth”. The book was 
published in English by the Protestant Church. It is a work 
of some 800 pages in which Sholem Asch presents the 
personality of Jesus the Nazarene and the Jewish and 
Roman society of his time. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ The well-known Jewish-Czech writer, Franz 
Werfel, who was one of most courageous European 
opponents of Hitlerism and Fascism, died in Hollywood at 
the age of 54 after years of arduous migrations and 
wanderings. Despite the fact that the late novelist was more 
Czech than Jewish, in his works he wrote with deep respect 
about the fate of Jews. In his very first works he 
championed brotherliness among peoples. During the First 
World War he gave several lectures at the University of 
Leipzig. His scientific work was interrupted when he went 
into the Austrian Army. After the war he settled in Vienna 
where he began writing only novels. When the brown-shirt 
Hitlerian gangs seized Austria, Werfel moved to Paris and 
from there via Barcelona and Lisbon he came to the United 
States. Franz Werfel holds an important place in world 
literature. His creative work is suffused with a mystical 
religious faith and with a deep love of all people in the 
world. 
​ (Der Tog (The Day [Yiddish daily newspaper]), 
New York. 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
 
​ The YIVO in New York has begun the creation of a 
museum of the old homes that should include everything 
that reflects the life of Jewish communities in Eastern 
Europe. 
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Meyer Gutman​ Futility [lit: ‘Head against the Wall’] 
 
Sometimes I get the urge 
Willy nilly just like that 
To leap into the void of the world 
And to disappear 
To be let us say 
An invisibility 
Because the world for me 
No longer holds meaning, 
Just terminology such as 
Space and time, 
A subject for philosophers, 
For writers and poets, 
Both minor and major 
The sober write sonnets, 
And whoever’s had a glass 
On me for example 
Rests the Divine Presence 
One of the Muses 
Not for when the Ram’s Horns blare 
But at an eclipse – sun or moon, 
When I hear them sobbing 
An orphan, a widow, 
Or when the wagons with the dead 
Crawl along like black snakes. 
And they weep and cry, 
It shouldn’t happen to anyone, 
Grown men, greybeards 
With chants from Lamentations. 
Plain talk, I like when stars are falling, 
I don’t like 
Fields, forests, 

Caressing sun beams, 
I must love or hate, 
In the worst case 
Barricades in the streets​ [rhyming couplets begin] 
Stones fly, bottles​ ​ ​  
They’re pulling guns from pockets, 
Wild shouts reverberate, roar, 
People soldiers in a knot, 
Horror is the rhyme for that. 
Aw! To hell with it, 
Sometimes one just wishes 
To do a leap, 
And soar above worlds and life 
Simply no longer be. 
Who, pray, needs my poems? 
Who now is moved by tears? 
When heaps of the dead lie laid out 
Like soldiers in a row, 
Does anybody even shout? 
Passed by, no one’s bothered, 
If you don’t deliver 
A jerk with your foot, 
You’re a fine sort and done with. 
Hands, feet, limbs, heads 
Bullets, bombs, hand grenades, 
They’re just waved away. 
Aw! The devil takes it all in spades. 
The earth rocks, skies burst, 
Still living people rot, molder, 
Lie there dying, anyplace, wherever, 
It troubles no more than a shrug,  

​  
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Mother, father, wife and child 
Anyhow gone into the whirlwind. 
Believe me, I don’t know for whose sins 
It maybe must be this way, 
I am drunk but not from tears, 
I quench my thirst with cups of gall, 
I fly insane, the pilot gone, 
No help in weeping, 
No help in tears, 
I can just burst apart, 
Consume myself in hell’s fire, 
Desecrate all that’s sacred, loved, 
What God, what? Where’s Heaven? 
All is just dust and mold, 
So I go round and round, 
Tearing down each sacred thing, 
But sometime an evening just happens, 
The sun sinks down quiet in the west, 
A feeling flutters, wells up 
The trees stand silent, still, 
Stars fall without let or end, 
The night enshrouds you, 
And the world is deaf and dumb, 
Your thinking sinks deep inside, 
Suddenly you hear a lament. 
Do you know who is crying? 
Inside you weeps 
Your stolen life, 
Sighs the strangled happiness. 
Maybe someone close 
Left you, went off 
With no farewell, no parting, 
Not seen out with a last kiss, 

No white kerchief fluttering, 
But behind the killer’s back, 
One look was stolen, then gone, 
And a gun-butt whack in the neck, 
And a spell cast, the crooked cross. 
But who needs a long palaver?–  
Speaking under four eyes, 
To what end our screaming 
If they fried us alive on a fire pan, 
And if there is a God to be found 
Then take a head bang on the wall. 
It’s his shame not mine! 
Some God of vengeance this is? 
Waged war against little children? 
Killed of an entire people, 
Women, men, the aged, children, 
Slaughtered newborns like doves, 
And butchered the old like cattle. 
So Bialik after all was right, 
For a whole annihilated people 
No vengeance suffices for the killer! 
‘And if there is justice, it will promptly appear’. 
And Justice has appeared 
With a slaughtered yesterday 
And a murdered today. 
And as for tomorrow, 
Let the world choke on it. 
I cannot forget my yesterday, 
It has possessed me like a dibbuk, 
And today too 
Belongs to the enemy. 
Hence I curse tomorrow 

​  
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May it and the world 
Be throttled and choked, 
And together with me 
Burn in hellish flames, 
Because what help can there be, 
In sighing, lamenting, crying, groaning, 
Let everything be utterly broken, 
I despise pity, 
For pain and tears 
Let all the curses come to be 
That I cast with Deuteronomy, 
If the world can be this false, 
Builds cannon, armoured columns, 
Gun fodder shipped on trains, 
On Hiroshima and Nagasaki 
Bombs thrown from aeroplanes, 
There is no one to giggle, laugh, 
That we understand such things, 
Everyone shouting in God’s name, 
Brazen offspring of dogs 
Also call Justice to their aid, 
But if the moment demands it, 
Money does not stink, it’s fragrant 
In every language and dialect. 
Don’t laugh, quiet be, quiet stay 
Japan’s bombs are made in 
U   S   A. 
Bullets, rifles, tanks, grenades 
The world’s magnates grow fat, 
They have one country mined out, 
Done by one gang from the nest,  
Having drained it of its blood, 
Black tuxedos dance at balls, 
Roundabout go demons, devils 
Like marauders who live 
Off savage blizzards. 
And in soft beds with their mistresses 
They giggle, whinny, laugh, mock 
Oh those ninnies can be gulled, 
They let themselves be fed humbug, 
Hee hee hee Ha ha ha 
What a baiting these folk take. 
​ *​ *​ *​ * 
 
Go on, laugh, it’s being readied 
The time will soon be coming when, 
You will suddenly see your own faces 
Contorted in fear. 
We won’t be slaughtered just like that 
Bathe in a tear filled sea. 
Remember murderers, remember, 
You will not be forgiven! 
We remember that well, 
We will take revenge 
For our blood! 
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Sami Feder​ For my friend Sonya – a gift 
​ I Am  A Shadow 
 
I am a shadow in the world, 
No pleasure tempts, nor money. 
There’s no book I want to read, 
I have no faith in God, 
I practice no silent devotions, 
I don’t even know which prayer to say, 
Which Lamentations I should weep and wail, 
Which prayer for the dead I say first, 
As all is dead and death is my tomorrow. 
 
Like a shadow I lie here upon the bed, 
My husband, would that he’d divorced me 
And he should be free, 
Free of wife and child, 
For I have no home, no household, 
No sister, no brother, no father, no mother, 
For they were all burned up together 
And I myself am sick, so sick... 
 
I cannot cry, nor laugh, 
I would like to bring finis to me, 
For even the smile of my incinerated child 
I have forgotten. 
And thus the twenty-four hours move sadly by, 
Sad the days, sad the nights, 
And I don’t await the morning, 
For like some fearful secret all is hidden from me. 
Many times I’d like to call out, scream, 
Pour curses on the world, 
But then, I have no strength, 
As everything is so dark 
Obscured by shadows. 
 
Once I hoped 
The morning would arrive 
For freeing the world, 
And just as things once were, 
All would be restored. 
My father, my mother, my child 
I would see them all again 
And then let happen what will happen. 
 
 
​  
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And I will forget what the Germans did to me, 
A few victims – what’s done is done –  
Let them rest in peace. 
But when everything is dead, murdered and burned 
And they outraged even the dead, 
Made a shadow of me 
And laughed and mocked my calamity... 
Oh, I damn and curse their very bones 
The children’s wailing should ring in their ears, 
The groans of fathers, mothers, 
The grinding of teeth, 
The screaming of the girls 
Whom they raped, 
Then poisoned, then burned on pyres, 
And made a shadow of me. 
 
But as a shadow I shall attend them 
By day and by night. 
 
​ [illustration: an outstretched shadow; entitled: decoration to “Shadow” by Sami Feder, 
​ [recited by friend Sonia Bochkowska at a presentation by the Jewish Dramatic Studio 
​ in Bergen-Belsen. Signed ‘B(erl) F(ridler)’] 
 
​  
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Moshe Sanek​ After the Storm 
 
A whole year has now gone by, 
Lodz, since I have left you, 
And I am still on the move, 
Alone, lonely and forlorn, 
Uprooted, torn away 
As a tree by a wind blast. 
My life is madly ripped apart, 
Eaten away as if by dogs. 
I turn this way and then that 
And make the effort to forget, 
But my pain, grief, and sadness 
Jab and pluck and squeeze at my heart, 
And in those nights when at my window 
The moon shines in radiant, bright, 
I sense then how good and worthy 
Having friends is for a man. 
But I am alone and forlorn, 
And so my heart continues crying. 
A wild whirlwind has blown away 
My own poems, my friends. 
I wrote a great many poems down  
Of the ghetto, desolation, pain and want, 
In Auschwitz they all stayed, 
Like wife and child they are dead. 
And I know not where their grave is, 
Where to weep and grieve for them, 
And when a year will be over, 
How to say the Kaddish for them. 
Yes my heart is wrapped with sadness, 
And living is a scourge, 
Therefore I mourn always, 
I say the Kaddish every day. 
 
​ *​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
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Joseph Rosensaft​ Joy From People With Heart 
 
The time has not yet arrived for reviewing the work of the 
various emissaries from abroad.  The last word cannot be 
said yet about their activities and the reasons for the work 
still not done. But we feel the need to draw up a not quite 
complete accounting of the work accomplished by the two 
foreign aid agencies, JOINT and Jewish Relief, whose 
representatives have been at work with us for some time. 
​ In the first months after the so-called liberation, 
when all the nations of the world sent emissaries to their 
tortured brothers, we were the only ones whose nearest did 
not appear. For well-known reasons we, the worst suffering, 
the most deeply despondent, had to wait longest for 
brotherly words and help. 
​ Only in the 7th month did the first emissary from 
abroad come to us, Dr. Traub of the JOINT. He got to work 
not in the manner of officials from philanthropies. He 
entered into every cranny of our troubles, very often 
coming into conflict with the internal and external 
authorities. He delved deeply, heart and soul, into the 
complexities of our life. We sensed in his every step the 
beating of a friend’s sympathetic heart. 
​ A short time later came Dr. Traub’s successor, the 
present director of the JOINT in the British occupation 
zone, Dr. Moshe Eigen. His first words were: introduce me 
to everything and everyone. I haven’t come to give you 
charity, and I give you nothing. I only want to honour my 
debt as a Jew and to work with you. Make use of me in 
whatever way you can. We can attest that Dr. Eisen turned 
his words into deeds. It is worth recalling that when the 
(camp) authority, the military governor, asked him to be the 
liaison officer, he openly and unambiguously answered (not 
as others did) that he could accept the office only as the 
100% representative of the Jewish Central Committee, for 
whom only the Jewish problems will be significant and 
definitive, and not as the military governor would want, as 
an outsider or JOINT representative. We cannot forget the 
stance of friends Traub and Eisen during the visit of Mr. 
Harrison and Dr, Schwartz, who came as emissaries of 
president Truman, to acquaint themselves with the situation 

of the surviving remnant on the spot. We distinguish them 
as national, proud Jews and also good friends. During the 
organizational work and negotiations for the first Heflings 
Congress they contributed a great deal to its success. 
​ It’s indescribable, the joy and deep impression 
made by the first food aid transport (butter, eggs, cheese, 
marmalade, noodles and milk), medicines and bathing 
things, which were distributed in the whole British zone. 
We must mention that the distribution of these articles was 
carried out by the Central Committee. Our friends from 
JOINT did not want to be there lest the aid take on the 
appearance of charity. In the medical division of the Central 
Committee is our friend Dr. Gerson of the JOINT, who 
does everything to bring help to the Jewish sick. 
Connecting heftlings with relatives abroad, working in the 
children’s home and the school, caring for the infants – we 
see Joseph Wolhendler, Adrienne, Carlotta Rosenblum: 
they all stand at the heights of their tasks. 
​ Also Jewish Relief with friends Jacob Brass, Sadie 
Rurka, Leah Harris, Harry Goldrich, Sidney Cohen, Wolf 
Sheratzky, Judith Lamsier, Ruth Cohen, Cornelli and Berta 
Weingrin bring much warmth and sincerity into our midst. 
We must write separately about their activity. In the next 
issue we will look in detail at the work of the (Jewish) 
Relief, led by Dr. Leonard Cohen and Mrs. Henriques, and 
at their activity on a  central scale. We will also have a 
separate appraisal for rabbi Wilensky. For their devotion to 
the interest of the Jewish heftling reverend Greenbaum and 
especially rabbi Goldfinger have earned our sympathy. 
​ The difficult task connected to the transport of over 
10,000 sick and exhausted Jews to Sweden, and the way the 
move was accomplished was faultlessly resolved by our 
friend Jacob Neumann, who is from America, with much 
Jewish dedication and heart. The Central Committee has 
hundreds of letters from the sick in Sweden for Mr. 
Neumann. His sweet Yiddish language and fatherly attitude 
did no less to strengthen the sick than medical help. 
​ A heartfelt thanks to Mr. Jacob Neumann, as a Jew 
and a friend. 

 
*​ ​ ​ *​ ​ ​ * 
​  
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