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means of forgettingDays beyond time

What makes the story of Theresienstadt so oppressive 
is among other things the dissonance between the 
life of creativity and spirit maintained by the men and 
women who lived there, and their victimization by 
the systematic and unmerciful killing machine of the 
Nazi regime.

For the artists imprisoned in Ghetto Theresienstadt, 
art was a refuge from the suffering, from the terror, 
from the danger of immanent death. Art is a means 
of forgetting, while also a means of living. Proof of 
the revitalizing power of art is found, horrifyingly, 
precisely in the constant presence of death. Hanka 
Drori says in her testimony: “I always tell people that 
for me Theresienstadt is lots of bad but also lots of 
good. Lots of friends, lots of art. Lots of effort to remain 
human”. Author David Grossman speaks about writing, 
which lets him “grasp a tiny fraction of what happens 
beyond the solid wall of death, feel what it is like not to 
be. And at the same time also feel the fullness of life…” 

The artists participating in this exhibition belong to a 
generation that is already allowed to talk, allowed to 
cry. Their artwork corresponds with the testimonies, 
responds to them, cries out and trembles with them. 
Their transformation of the story makes it more present, 
real. Art does not expropriate the words of the speakers, 
it serves as a sounding box, a place for testimony.

Yossi Veissid, Curator

Holocaust and mourning are strongly present in Israeli 
culture. We belong to a nation whose past is fraught 
with loss, and this remains part of our life in Israel. We 
know that we are obligated to honor and remember the 
dead for all time, “to remember and not to forget”. This 
obligation is self-evident, it is almost a holy obligation, 
so there is no need to clarify it and certainly not to 
question it.

In recent years, however, something has happened 
to Holocaust remembrance. First, the slow but real 
passing of the Holocaust survivors puts our obligation 
to remember in a different light; remembrance has 
now become more acute and important than ever 
before. At the same time, it seems that over the years 
Holocaust remembrance has been utilized in the service 
of a generalizing national discourse, with gradually 
less attention given to human feelings, sensations, 
and personal insights.

Our grandparents were victimized in the Holocaust. 
They survived, the only ones of their family, and came 
to Israel alone to start a family and to forget. In the 
following years, the preservation of these experiences in 
a state of oblivion made it possible for the survivors to 
live their life. Over the years they seem to have come to 
the understanding, as did their children (our parents), 
that collecting testimonies, in the form of stories from 
the “other planet”, has exclusive significance, and they 
began to talk and to relate. Vera Meisels says in her 
testimony: “My Ofer said, Mother, you must speak for 
15,000 children who were in Ghetto Theresienstadt and 
did not manage to survive. Hundreds, only hundreds 
survived, and you owe it to them”.

Over the years, tens of thousands of testimonies were 
recorded. Our grandparents were in their sixties when 
they started to talk, and we too heard these stories 
repeatedly. But five years ago, when we came to my 
grandfather who was 90 years old and started filming, 

From the curator’s text 

we heard from him new things; the stories were the 
same but the experiences had been processed anew; 
the conclusions, the emotions that suddenly emerged, 
surprised us. I understood that my grandfather was 
holding an honest and intimate accounting with us 
an instant before leaving us. This was when people 
who had developed a close relationship with death, 
who had become familiar with concepts of departure 
and end and felt that there was no rush because death 
always takes its time, now understood that their time 
was running out. And the question “What remains after 
us?” hovered over everyone. My grandfather died six 
months after we finished filming.

We are occupied by these issues that relate to 
remembrance of the Holocaust, by how the stories of 
the Second World War will be rendered accessible to 
the children of tomorrow, to our children. “How can 
interest in the story of the Holocaust be generated?” 
Children are incapable of bearing on their own the 
historical journey of the Holocaust, based as it is mainly 
on the scathing memory of death, they cannot learn to 
observe the Holocaust through documentary, factual 
language. We feel that the narrative must be expanded 
to a journey of life, a journey of faith and coping, ethics 
and morality and humaneness. The discourse must be 
changed from a historical language to an emotional one, 
putting aside the context that envelopes the stories of 
the Holocaust in facts and forming direct contact with 
the exposed, painful, moving text. We believe that 
this can be achieved by a link to culture and art, in this 
way forming a continuity. The work of art is capable of 
entering the depths of the soul, taking the testimony, 
the traumatic moment, and converting it, giving it a 
visual translation, generating a transformation through 
the raw materials, and thus creating life.

Maya and Gal Rave, Creators

06 07



Bridge to the future

Beit Theresienstadt was founded by the survivors of 
Ghetto Theresienstadt at Kibbutz Givat Haim Ihud. “We 
did not wish to build a sculpture or memorial in their 
memory, something that symbolizes the suffering of the 
past with no bridge to the future”, wrote the founders in 
the founding scroll buried under the cornerstone (1969). 
They sought to build “a house where life would continue, 
in which young people would learn and read… where 
they could feel something of the spirit that existed in 
the ghetto, and what it means to maintain, even under 
the shadow of death, some semblance of a cultural life, 
to preserve the foundations of justice and integrity, 
friendship and mutual assistance”. Beit Theresienstadt 
has since become an accredited museum, archive, 
and educational center that operates in the spirit of 
its founders.

The exhibition “Days beyond time” portrays visual 
art inspired by testimonies of survivors of Ghetto 
Theresienstadt. Paradoxically, these works of art, which 
can be interpreted as a type of memorial, constitute 
the “bridge to the future” mentioned in the vision of 
Beit Theresienstadt, since they were created by young 
artists of the next generation.

The special creative process began by attentively 
listening to the testimonies. I have no doubt that the 
link formed bears something of the ghetto spirit, 
containing feelings and insights that connect the harsh 
and experience-laden past of the survivor to the young 
soul who granted artistic expression to these insights.

The exhibition “Days beyond time” bears the act of 
remembrance beyond time, tries to preserve it and shape 
it in a way that is suitable for the current generation 
and that will carry it forward over the generations, 
reminiscent of the verse chosen by the founders of Beit 
Theresienstadt to conclude their founding scroll - “The 
eternity of Israel does not lie”.

As I see it, this wonderful project is a proper and unique 
way of preserving not only the stories contained in 
the testimonies but also the human spirit in Ghetto 
Theresienstadt. To connect with that which gave so many 
people the strength to forge on within the suffering, 
despair, loss, and sorrow, and to instill in their hearts 
the hope for a better future.

Tami Kinberg
CEO of Beit Theresienstadt

The catalogue of the exhibition “Days beyond time” is 
dedicated to Malka Olenik, pre-school teacher, artist, 
and a benevolent woman who loved people.

Malka, born in Israel, married Eliezer Olenik, a Holocaust 
survivor who alone remained from his entire family. 
Over the years she worked as a pre-school teacher in 
Netanya and educated generations of children. Malka 
loved artistic objects and was blessed with wonderful 
art skills demonstrated in her paintings. Aside from still 
life, she used her brush to commemorate authentic 
figures she encountered. 

One of her most moving paintings was made at the 
request of her husband Eliezer, who had no photographs 
of his family. All that was known of their fate was that 
they were probably shot in the death pits near the city 
of Rovno in the Ukraine. Using her imagination, Malka 
painted his mother and two younger brothers before 
being sent to their deaths. The painting was very dear 
to her. For a long time she refused to relinquish it, but 
finally she decided to donate it to Beit Theresienstadt.

The Olenik family is among the most important 
supporters and contributors of Beit Theresienstadt. This, 
in addition to the extensive public and social activities 
undertaken by the company established by Eliezer and 
currently managed by his sons.

Malka Olenik, of blessed memory
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PETER LANG of blessed memory 

Amit knew Peter. They would meet occasionally in the café, each 
busy with his own interests. Amit listens to Peter, the words 
“forget” and “remember” reverberating in the background. 
And once again questions arise concerning memory: How 
does one remember? And what? And why?

Amit takes the moment of separation, the moment that was 
preserved in the depths of oblivion, and uses it as the stimulus 
for his artwork. Peter died six months after the video was 
recorded. “This is a moving project for me, one that provides 
an important perspective on the Holocaust and in general, on 
how pain is transformed”.

Peter Lang would spend time in the 
café at Kibbutz Givat Haim Ihud. 
Every morning you could see him at 
the corner table in his regular place, 
smoking a pipe and drinking a pint 
of beer. A slight, small man with a 
gentle appearance. Everyone knew 
Peter, he was an inseparable part of 
the local scenery.

Peter was born in 1924 in the town of 
Jihlava, Czechoslovakia. In May 1942 he 
was deported to Ghetto Theresienstadt 
and from there to Auschwitz. Peter 
describes life in Theresienstadt with 
all its complexities, bad and good 
intermingling. Bedbugs, disease, 
hunger, and death, and also life, 
laughter, and the joy of youth. “They 
called it an ‘exemplary ghetto’. There 
was a cultural scene. My entire musical 
education is from Theresienstadt. I 
was one of those who were in love 
with Theresienstadt. I had erotic 
experiences there.”

He smiles when he says this and then 
becomes serious. “At Theresienstadt 

August 21 1924, Jihlava, Czechoslovakia - 
January 5 2020, Givat Haim Ihud

One of the qualities that God granted man is 
the ability to forget. This ability may have been 
what saved me. Those who could not forget died. 
Only those who were capable of forgetting had a 
chance of getting through it.

we could still have conversations… 
It all ended after that. Everyone felt 
that nothing better would happen. 
Only worse”.

From Ghetto Theresienstadt transports 
left constantly for Auschwitz, a 
heavy cloud overshadowed the 
ghetto, everything felt temporary, 
unconnected, and unknown. In 1944 
Peter and his father were placed on the 
transport to Auschwitz. At that point 
their ways parted.

“When I was separated from my 
father in the selection, I went in one 
direction, clearly headed for a labor 
camp, and he in the other, and we 
all understood, as did he, that it was 
to the gas. He looked at me, saying 
goodbye. Only a look… only a look. I 
remember that last look”.

AMIT 
KABESA
Painter, video artist 
and composer
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DITA KRAUS  

Dita Kraus, 92, appears calm while 
delicately drawing yellow flowers on a 
page. She describes her memories of 
the horror in picturesque words, like 
a gentle brush stroke, not through 
the terrible hunger in Auschwitz, the 
cold or the forced labor, but rather in 
the form of an old white-haired lady 
who tripped when descending from 
the truck and fell to the ground, her 
white hair fanning over her body halo-
like and her black cloak resembling 
a sail. And there she remained. “She 
was lucky… she spared herself all the 
suffering of Auschwitz”.

In 1942, Dita and her parents were 
deported to Ghetto Theresienstadt. 
In December 1943 the family was 
deported to Auschwitz-Birkenau. 
Dita’s father died in Auschwitz and 
Dita and her mother were subjected 
to Mengele’s selection and sent to 
perform forced labor in Germany.

The mother and daughter remained 
with each other throughout the war. 
Their mutual dependency kept them 

Dita Kraus (Edita Polach), July 12 1929, 
Prague, Czechoslovakia

Something happened to human emotions. 
When things become unbearable the emotions 
are suspended, they remain frozen under a 
layer of ice.

alive and ensured their survival. One 
would fall and the other would help 
her up, and then the other would 
find it hard to stand up and the first 
would not give in. “My mother lost 
hope and did not want to get up from 
the floor… I said to her: You have to get 
up, you have to brush your hair… You 
can’t go on like this… I imagine that 
it was harder for her… It was harder 
for the mothers to see their children 
suffering”.

After the war Dita and her mother 
arrived at Bergen Belsen. There, only 
days after the British liberated the 
camp, her mother did not manage to 
hold on and she died. Dita returned to 
Prague alone. “I was very miserable. 
I didn’t know what would happen to 
me… When someone depends on you, 
you have more strength. Someone is 
dependent on you, so your strength 
is endless”.

Noa and Aya meet Dita’s story at the dance studio in Kibbutz 
Sdot Yam, where Aya lives. Aya is in the first stage of pregnancy 
and Noa herself is a mother of two.

The relationship between Dita and her mother throughout their 
years of survival during the war occupies Noa and Aya. Their 
mutual dependency, which manages to lift and balance them 
time and again, preventing them from falling, serves as their 
source of inspiration. They are attracted to the movement that 
Dita creates in her memories: leaning, holding on, diminishing, 
stopping, releasing, with the final fall of the white-haired 
woman, which for a moment seems a comfort, constantly 
in the background. “Testimonies about the Holocaust are at 
times so harsh that no response seems suitable. No response, 
perhaps aside from those that summon us to some accounting 
or encourage us to take action”. (Noa Zamir)

NOA
ZAMIR

AYA 
STEIGMAN 

Dance improvisation 
and composition 
artist and instructor

Dancer and
dance instructor
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RUTH MEISSNER 

Ruth Meissner, 92, touches upon the 
disconnected, temporary place she 
was in at the end of the war, when she 
was liberated from the ghetto with no 
belongings, clothes, food, documents, 
or identification, no relatives, and 
mainly no basic life skills. When the 
war began she was 10 years old and 
at liberation she was 17.

Ruth spent her adolescence in Ghetto 
Theresienstadt. One day, she says, 
about four hundred Danes came to 
the ghetto. The Danish Red Cross 
insisted on checking up on the Danish 
prisoners. The Germans made all 
possible efforts and prepared part 
of the ghetto for the delegation’s visit. 
An exemplary ghetto. When the time 
came they would take the delegation 
only on the predetermined course. 

“And then they decided to take action. 
They did a great job. They took parts 
of the ghetto and cleaned them up, 
made a café and an orchestra and a 
bank, gave people nice clothes”. They 
also used the pretty streets as the 

Ruth Meissner (Ruth Haas), February 24 1928, 
Pohořelice, Czechoslovakia

I couldn’t understand anything… What does the 
end mean? Who am I? What am I?... All normalcy 
disappeared when I was 10, and suddenly I was 17…
What is a normal life? I had no memories.

set for a photo shoot to produce a 
propaganda film that would show the 
world the excellent state of the Jews. 
The name of the film – “The Führer 
gives a city to the Jews”.

Ruth had the “honor” of participating 
in the photo shoot for the film. She was 
made to remove her clothes before the 
cameras, put on a bathing suit, and 
jump into a swimming pool. There, 
she received precise directions, how 
to smile and what to do. Once the 
cameras were turned off she was 
rushed out with the rest of the girls 
and thrown back in her barracks.

“The human mind apparently knows 
how to deal with lots of things that 
are hard to understand. I think that 
human beings are animals that 
become habituated to things. How 
could people decide to survive when 
they had almost nothing? It seems 
that for humans life is stronger than 
anything else. All those who were not 
able to adapt simply vanished”.

Milli meets Ruth’s memories in his studio in the Hatikva neighborhood 
of Tel Aviv. He sits quietly and listens. Ruth’s voice is heard in the space 
of the studio, surrounded by his artwork with its rich expression, 
substance, and strong colors. Milli creates fantastic worlds, whose 
vibrancy borders on fiction, almost like the propaganda film for 
which Ruth was photographed. And like the film his works too 
deceive, embodying the discrepancy between the allegedly joyful 
surface and that which is concealed underneath. Milli identifies 
with the sense of disconnection portrayed by Ruth, with her search 
for a home. What sensations accompany the search for a home? 
And into this experience he begins to mix colors in order to sculpt 
a home for Ruth.

MILLI 
BARZILAI
Artist who creates 
paintings and 
installations

14



VERA MEISELS 

“I am the Holocaust! It has a definition, 
it’s called an obsession. The most 
meaningful thing in my life is to be 
occupied with it”. That is what Vera 
said when I called her for the first time 
and told her about our project. I asked 
her permission to come and interview 
her, she refused, and we ended our 
conversation. An hour later she called 
me and said that I had woken her 
when I called (it was 10 am) and she 
had not had coffee yet or a cigarette, 
but now that she had, and had also 
consulted with her children, she was 
willing to do it.

Vera Meisels was 6 years old when she 
fled to the forest with her family. For 
months, they hid in ditches they dug 
themselves. During the day they lay 
like mummies, close to each other 
under a tarpaulin, and at night they 
came out to drink pine cone tea and 
a little hot soup. Her parents were not 
available to hug or stroke her, they 
were busy with survival. To comfort 
herself, Vera found a small hole in 
the tarpaulin and looked out at the 

Vera Meisels, June 10 1936, Presov, 
Czechoslovakia

First of all, what kept me going? Inertia.
I wasn’t smart enough to kill myself, you need 
strength for that too. And you need more 
strength to survive afterwards. That’s harder 
than being thirsty in a cattle car.

snowflakes falling to the ground, 
which was how she passed her days.
I look at her and think of my children, 
at about the same age, sleeping in 
their beds under their blankets, 
enjoying endless hugs, and find it 
so hard to imagine.

Vera presents a complex image. One 
moment she’s a little girl expecting 
a hug or caress from her mother 
and the next she herself is a mother, 
apologizing to her own daughter: 
“…I was deprived of the ability to 
love you, hug, kiss properly, and I 
know that what I didn’t get during 
the war I did not give you either and 
I was not a model mother”. She is an 
artist, sculptor, and poet, and she has 
a huge collection of teddy bears from 
all over the world, in compensation 
for the teddy bear that she never 
had as a child. In a voice hoarse from 
cigarettes she explained to me what 
no one had ever told me so precisely: 
“When a survivor ages, the topic of 
the Holocaust penetrates deeper”. 

Amir watches Vera’s testimony at his studio in Kibbutz Givat 
Haim Ihud. He finishes watching and is silent. It is hard to talk 
after Vera. Her black sarcastic humor is not easy to absorb but, 
then again, it is hypnotizing, as is her frail figure. 

Amir’s paintings often include images based on kitsch, flowers, 
butterflies, childish babushkas. On one hand everything is colorful, 
rich, lively, but on the other hand many of the flowers have no 
stalks and the likeable babushkas contain secrets, sometimes dark 
secrets, of entire generations. Amir takes his flowers and from the 
level of the tarpaulin covering the niche, he proceeds to create.

AMIR 
SHEFET 
Artist and painter
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Rotem’s paintings range from the figurative to the abstract. She 
creates wonderful collages. Rotem listens to Alisa and shares her 
excitement. She chooses to take the moment when Alisa and her 
mother were reunited after six years, when according to Alisa they 
“told each other about life”. Rotem begins painting pieces of paper 
and cutting them into shapes, beginning a long repeated process 
of disassembly and reassembly, revelation and concealment.

ROTEM 
AMIZUR 
Artist who works 
with collage, 
painting, and 
drawing

ALISA TENNENBAUM 

Alisa (Lisl) Tennenbaum was born in 
Austria. On August 12, 1939, when she 
was only 9 years old, her mother took 
her to the train station in west Vienna. 
The time was 8 pm. Young Lisl carried 
a suitcase with a few belongings, 
said goodbye, and boarded the train 
to England, in what is called the 
“Kindertransport”.

A nine-year-old girl travelling on her 
own, the train went on and on without 
stopping, she cried, a passenger 
sitting across from her tried to talk 
to her but she didn’t understand a 
word of his English and only wanted 
to ask him: “How do you get off the 
train in England if it doesn’t stop?”. 
Finally the train stopped, Lisl got in a 
cab that was waiting for her. The cab 
followed a long road by the sea, there 
was no light at all, total darkness, and 
Lisl was certain that she would soon 
be thrown into the sea.

Finally, the cab arrived at a home for 
girls, where she was welcomed by 
twenty girls aged three and up.

Alisa Tennenbaum (Lisalotte Scherzer) 
September 3 1929, Vienna, Austria

Mother stood in Auschwitz before Mengele 
completely naked. If someone had unclean skin 
it meant left, to death. And mother had had 
her appendix removed and she had a scar. God 
concealed the scar and Mengele did not see it and 
sent her to the right, to work.

After about a year at the home her 
father appeared. She became the only 
girl with a father. “My father said to 
me: I’m the only father. Write down all 
the names for me, all the birthdays, 
and what you think each girl would 
like. I wrote, Inga has curls, bring her 
a hair pin, Leah likes to draw, bring a 
pencil. For the big girls I said: Bring 
a notebook, bring a pen, a pad of 
paper… Father would come and give 
to everyone, he was everyone’s father”.
In May 1945, when the war ended, Alisa 
received a telegram from the Red 
Cross and found out that her mother 
was alive. While happy at the news 
she was wracked by guilt at the fate 
of her orphan friends.

“I came out of the room, everyone 
jumped on me: Well, who sent the 
telegram? I said: My mother is alive. 
They said: That’s great. Maybe we too 
will be lucky…”
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ZVI COHEN 

“I was scared to go to school. I asked 
my father to come with me. My father 
escorted me and they attacked me, 
beat me, and did the same thing again, 
and my father couldn’t do a thing… 
My father, my protector, my hero, was 
helpless, and he stood there and saw 
his son being beaten up, and there 
was nothing he could do!”

Zvi Cohen was born in Berlin in 1931. He 
has strong memories of the brutality 
and he speaks clearly of the decrees 
and bans that rained down on them 
one after the other. Every German boy 
from age 10 had to join the Hitlerjugend 
and wear a uniform. One of the orders 
given was “that anyone who dares resist 
a person in uniform is to be punished”. 
Zvi left for school and a group of boys 
in uniform caught him and beat him 
severely. The next day he asked his 
father to escort him but the boys in 
uniform lay in wait for him, beat him 
up, and his father could not do a thing. 

Zvi speaks of his experience as a child, 
seeing his father stand helpless and 

Zvi Cohen (Horst Cohn), May 21 1931, 
Berlin, Germany

As long as I am alive and capable and have 
the ability to tell my story; not the story of the 
Holocaust, my personal story. Because it is 
important to know what people are capable of 
doing to others, what we call misanthropy. 

the hero figure dissolve before his 
very eyes. I can’t avoid thinking of that 
father, can’t imagine a situation where 
I am standing before my children, 
unable to protect them. It is such 
a terrible and dark feeling that Zvi 
summarizes well: “It was all planned 
in advance, first to break the human 
spirit, and then to slaughter”.

When Zvi was 12 , two SS men knocked 
on the door and ordered him to leave 
in a matter of minutes. His parents 
were out of the house, doing forced 
labor. Zvi took soap, a toothbrush, 
and his harmonica, crying. The SS 
man saw his instrument and ordered 
him to play it. Zvi played a German 
song his mother taught him. He 
continued playing and thus hold up 
the SS men until his parents came back 
home and they were all deported to 
Ghetto Theresienstadt. Later on, in the 
ghetto, Zvi used his skill at playing the 
harmonica to save his life and that of 
this family. The instrument remained 
with him in Ghetto Theresienstadt and 
throughout his life.

Geva meets Zvi Cohen’s testimony. They are familiar with 
each other, they live in the same place, Kibbutz Maabarot, 
and music is a central element in the life of both. Music that 
is strength, music as a bridge between people, a means of 
uniting, connecting. Music that breaches boundaries, limits, 
and barriers.

Geva listens to Zvi, both to the story and to the harmonica music 
that is an inseparable part of it. Zvi’s sentence “The harmonica 
saved my life” reverberates strongly for him. Geva too often 
feels that music is almost capable of saving lives. In Zvi’s story 
this sentence is the simple truth, terrifying as it may seem.

GEVA 
ALON 
Musician, singer, 
artist, and guitar 
player
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HANKA DRORI 

Hanka Drori, 90 years old, from Kibbutz 
Hahotrim, describes the daily routine 
at Ghetto Theresienstadt, a routine 
that included a rich study program, 
a forbidden program that demanded 
incredible ingenuity, a program that 
kept her alive. “…Every morning we 
studied. And it was strictly forbidden 
by the Germans. We had no books or 
notebooks, not even a pencil, everyone 
had to find themselves something to 
write with and something to write on.
That was our battle against Hitler. Here 
we were doing something that the 
Nazis did not allow”. She wrote all her 
exercises, compositions, poems, and 
stories in a notebook she had received 
in the ghetto for her 12th birthday, 
a notebook she called “Everything”. 

In the ghetto Hanka participated in the 
children’s opera Brundibar. “Most of 
the time I sang in the choir, but since 
children were constantly catching 
Theresienstadt’s many illnesses or 
were sent east and the play had to 
go on, many children learned the 

Hanka Drori (Handa Pollak), November 4 
1931, Prague, Czechoslovakia

It’s both good and bad. I always tell people that 
for me Theresienstadt is lots of bad but also lots 
of good. Lots of friends, lots of art. Lots of effort 
to remain human. Not to lose one’s humanity, 
not to become an animal, because that was very 
easy in those conditions.

solo parts and I, with my contrabass, 
learned the part of the dog”.

Hanka describes these performances 
as a respite from the hard days, the 
hunger, the illnesses, and the fear of 
transports. “Our favorite was singing 
the victory song over Brundibar. For 
us Brundibar was definitely Hitler, 
that was our battle”.

Hanka smiles a lot, she has a sort of 
shy little smile, you can truly see the 
little girl Handa Pollak sitting with 
her notebook in Bloc L410, Room 28, 
and writing about the world that had 
disappeared in an instant, about the 
longing for freedom, for space, for 
nature. “You gradually realize that 
life goes on; the pain remains forever 
but the sun rises every morning and 
children are born and there are also 
nice and happy things…”

Anat meets Hanka’s story in her studio in Karkur. She is attracted to 
the children’s opera, the love for nature and views, and the optimistic 
smile of this woman-child. “Until I heard Hanka tell the story of her 
survival, I couldn’t imagine that art can save lives even in what is 
probably the most extreme situation”. Anat, who loves people and 
stories more than anything, embarks on a short journey in Hanka’s 
footsteps. She searches for her childhood photographs, finds the 
village where she grew up on the map, tries to imagine the sights 
that surrounded her as a child, the trees and flowers and the spaces 
that Hanka describes so vividly in her notebook. “She was a child 
during the war, and she used writing, drawing, imagination, to 
keep up her spirits. Or actually, she held on to each shred of good 
with all her strength, with crazy stubbornness, while everything 
around her was horrific. And in her notebook she wrote – “Beauty 
is in everything”. It stunned me. She wrote that when she was the 
age of my youngest daughter, 12. Things that I understood about 
life at a much later stage”.

ANAT OR 
MAGAL 
Entrepreneur and 
multidisciplinary 
artist

22



HANA MALKA 

Hana Malka was in the Oederan labor 
camp in Germany when she and her 
friends decided to stage a cabaret 
performance for the new year, 1945. 
In the midst of the hunger and 
depravation, when the SS guards were 
busy celebrating, the incarcerated 
women decided that they too would 
celebrate.

Hana arrived at Ghetto Theresienstadt 
and was subsequently sent on a transport 
to Auschwitz. When she descended from 
the cattle car, her friend took a hold of 
her hand and pulled her forward. They 
ran quickly, passing 1,700 people and 
reaching Mengele. Mengele sent them 
to the left and everyone else to the right. 
Later Hana found out that the Germans 
had destined the first 200 women for 
a labor camp in Germany, while all the 
rest were sent immediately to the gas 
chambers. The 200 girls, including Hana, 
were extensively deloused, all their body 
hair was shaved, they were bathed in 
boiling water and then clothed in rags. 
Ready for work, they left for the labor 
camp in Oederan.

Hana Malka (Hana Fialova), 21 February 1923, 
Strakonice, Czechoslovakia

In honor of the new year we wish to entertain you. 
During the performance we will talk about fashion 
and hair styling - here there is a real revolution. 
Now the shape of the skull is emphasized, there is 
no need for haircuts – everything is airy and sexy, a 
shaved head for the new woman.

Hana is 98 years old, beautiful and 
erect, her white hair framing her face, 
her green eyes laughing. She radiates 
optimism and life. She comes to the 
interview wearing a flowery shirt and 
beautiful jewelry. I ask her to read 
the text of the cabaret aloud to me; 
she consents, reads, and occasionally 
corrects mistakes in the translation.

“And now - we will talk about body 
shaping! (applause from the audience) 
Dear girls, don’t be mad, but as of today 
the new fashion is to be the thinnest, to 
show bones in the right places…
In the morning you will have black 
coffee, of course you will have to forego 
milk and sugar, with one slice of dry 
bread and absolutely no more. At 
noon, watery soup with pieces of beet 
intended as animal feed but good for 
your diet. In the evening you can finally 
pamper yourself with two slices of dry 
bread. Girls, this diet is a sure thing! And 
if you persist for long, your success is 
ensured, even to death”.

Moran listens to the text and the words penetrate her, words 
that sarcastically describe the cruel changes in the girls’ body, 
words that even in the most absurd situations continue to 
address the body image, its visibility, the significant place it 
occupies for all of us, at all ages and in all situations. Moran 
listens to Hana, the voice of the current-day old woman speaking 
the text of a girl from seventy years ago, and the mischievous 
smile that looks out at her from the screen charges her with 
energy. She stops to look at her own body, the changes that 
will appear with age and time, and starts to dance.

“The testimony led me to discover more of myself and of the 
similarity and common elements between women then and 
now, between youth then and now, the so similar materials we 
are made of, the ability to identify and grasp small moments 
within the huge and incomprehensible existence”.

MORAN 
ZILBERBERG 
Dancer, artist, 
dance instructor, 
and practitioner of 
movement therapy
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Shahar Sivan meets Eva’s testimony in his enchanting Haifa 
studio. He sits and listens to Eva’s testimony repeatedly, while 
simultaneously sketching her. His hand works quickly, he does 
not stop to rest.

“I don’t understand how she is so optimistic?!” he asks when he 
stops sketching for a moment. Shahar’s work is an experience 
in itself, he saws and polishes and splits the wood, he does 
not stop. His work is aggressive and tough but at the same 
time so sensitive, connected to Eva and delving deep within.

SHAHAR 
SIVAN 
Artist and sculptor

EVA ERBEN 

Eva arrived at Ghetto Theresienstadt 
and was deported from there with her 
mother on a transport to Auschwitz. 
Towards the end of the war, when the 
Nazis wanted to destroy all evidence 
of the concentration camps and were 
concerned of leaving any sign of the 
horrors, the prisoners were taken on 
a long march in inhuman conditions 
fraught with cold and hunger. The 
prisoners called this march the death 
march. Eva walked dozens of kilometers 
a day. They were forbidden to stop, 
anyone who sat down was shot, and 
the road was lined with the bodies of 
those who were unable to go on. A death 
march over seven hundred kilometers. 
In April 1945, after more than three 
months of harrowing marching, only 
250 of the thousand women who had 
set out remained alive. Eva describes 
arriving at a smelly crowded hut where 
people lay on each other and the 
floor was covered with splinters that 
penetrated their clothes. Her mother 
died in that hut. Her mother, Marta, 
knew that she was about to die, but 
Eva did not give up, she continued to 

Eva Erben (Eva Löwidtov), October 24 1930, 
Podmokly, Czechoslovakia

Don’t test the limits of your strength, don’t ask 
God to place you in a situation that requires 
all your strength. Because you think that you 
are incapable. But you are capable. When it 
becomes necessary you are capable. 

hold her hand all night and talk to her. 
At dawn the two, who had remained 
together throughout the war, were 
finally separated.

The war ended and Eva remained alive. 
I ask her whether she felt any longing. 
For her home? For her family? Eva 
opens her eyes wide and almost hurls 
her answer at me: “I had nothing to 
long for! Nothing! You know that if you 
have nothing then there is nothing to 
long for. Now you have to build it all 
anew. Alone”. She calms down a little 
and continues: “You have to think about 
how to rethread the needle and start 
sewing”.

And she built! Eva met Petr and 
together they came to Israel, had 
three children, nine grandchildren, 
and 16 great-grandchildren. Eva sits 
on her beautiful balcony, in a well-kept 
green and flowering garden. She looks 
straight at me and then at the camera 
and concludes: “Look, life is a big gift. 
And I never say no to life”.
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MAXI LIVNI 

Laugh, laugh at all my dreams!
What I dream shall yet come true!
Laugh at my belief in man,
At my belief in you.

Shaul Tchernichovsky was only 17 years 
old when he wrote the lyrics to the 
song “I believe”. The words place belief 
in mankind at the center, liberty as a 
basic component of our existence, and 
love as the source of beauty and of life. 
Indeed, this is an optimistic song of a 
young man and perhaps that is why 
the song’s beauty has been preserved 
in our consciousness.

95-year-old Maxi Livni is no longer 
a young man, but when he faces us 
and looks at us with his keen eyes, 
time appears to have no importance. 
In a clear voice he tells the story 
of his life. The story of a boy who 
strode, in the arms of his girlfriend, 
through the crowded streets of 
Ghetto Theresienstadt, making his 
way among the human masses and 
dreaming ideals of coming to Israel 
and founding a kibbutz. A boy who 

Mordechai Maxi Livni (Max Lieben)
February 18 1926, Prague, Czechoslovakia

What do you believe in … Like the poet 
Tchernichovsky, I still believe in mankind. 
I believe that people can perhaps build a 
better world… heaven on earth.

spent his time in an attic, trying to 
decipher postcards received from 
his friend who had left before him 
on a transport to Auschwitz, and not 
managing to understand. A boy who 
was deported to Auschwitz on Yom 
Kippur Eve 1944 and when he arrived, 
leaving the cattle car for a blinding 
platform and smoking chimneys, he 
understood.

Twenty-nine of Maxi’s family members 
did not survive the Holocaust, 
including his parents and his brother 
Rudy who died at his side at the 
Kaufering labor camp, a subcamp 
of the Dachau concentration camp, 
to which they were deported from 
Auschwitz.

At the end of the death march, Maxi 
arrived at the Allach concentration 
camp, where he was liberated.

Iddo listens to Maxi’s story, “His voice carries over to me”, 
he says. He focuses on the relationship between Maxi and 
his brother Rudy, The arduous journey that they underwent 
together, their close relations, and more than anything their 
separation: “My brother Rudy died in December ’44. I came 
back from work and he was still alive, for about half an hour. 
Then he died. There was no pause to say goodbye; it was not 
that there was no time but that the mind could not find space 
for it, because it happened all the time and everywhere”.

Iddo, whose works vary between different styles, media, and 
presentations, decides to create a monotype print. He paints 
with a brush, applying thick black ink to a metal sheet, and 
creates black and white images. Then he puts the plate under 
a press and the image is formed. The artist does not have 
complete control over the product, and as Maxi says, “it’s fate, 
how the dice lands, it’s a matter of luck …”

IDDO 
MARKUS 
Artist whose 
works include 
drawing, painting, 
installations, and 
photography
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TALMA SEGAL 

Talma Segal was five years old when 
she stood at the entrance to Ghetto 
Theresienstadt, tightly hugging 
the suitcase containing the toys 
she had received from her father 
for her birthday, porcelain dolls of 
Snow White and the seven dwarfs. 
The transport did not interest her, 
nor did the changing scenery or the 
walk to the ghetto entrance. It was all 
inconsequential so long as she was 
with her parents, holding the small 
suitcase with the dolls.

At the entrance to Theresienstadt 
stood officers with bayoneted rifles. 
One of the officers stopped them, 
aimed the bayonet at the suitcase, 
and asked coarsely: “What is this girl 
holding?” The suitcase slipped and 
the dolls broke on the ground.

Talma bent down immediately to try 
and gather the pieces, but before she 
could shed even one tear her mother 
pulled her by the arm and said that 
she should not cry and certainly not 

Talma Segal (Ilse Breier) October 5 1937, 
Vienna, Austria

I instantly learned that neither my father 
nor my mother could help me here.

gather the dolls but should continue 
to march forward in silence.

Today Talma is 84 years old. She is no 
longer a girl but when she speaks of 
those dolls her eyes glitter. I listen to 
her and think of my mother and father. 
When I was five years old I didn’t think 
that they were people, I was certain 
that they were heroic figures from 
superhero films.

Look, she says to me, “It lives on within 
me… I am by nature an optimistic 
person, I don’t occupy myself with 
what was taken from me, but the 
sadness remains within me, inside”. 
When she says “inside” she smiles, 
as though apologizing, and points 
deep inside. And I understand that she 
means inside where I have no access.

Izabella’s works are comprised mostly of oil paintings on canvas 
in vivid colors, as well as charcoal works on paper in a mixed 
technique. They are powerful, sometimes even blatant, focusing 
on details and each telling a fascinating story. Izabella listens 
to the story of Talma arriving at the ghetto and likens it to that 
of Snow White arriving for the first time at the dwarfs’ house. 
The words are branded in her mind: bayonet, suitcase, seven 
dwarfs, ghetto, Snow White. She will take these words and 
explore, process, and pass them on in the form of a charcoal 
sketch on paper.

IZABELLA 
VOLOVNIK
Artist, figurative 
painter
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VERA IDAN 

“In Czechoslovakia, when someone 
admitted that he had done something 
wrong he was given an easier 
punishment. It seems like the Germans 
do the opposite”. That is what Vera 
answered the guard who caught 
her throwing a piece of beet to her 
sister in the concentration camp. The 
guard asked “Who threw it?” Vera 
quickly admitted: “I did”. The warden 
commanded: “Remove the hair” and 
Vera did not give in. “I always had a big 
mouth. I said that they could kill me 
but I would not keep silent!”

Vera Idan was born and raised in 

Košice, Czechoslovakia. Her family 
was deported to Getto Theresienstadt 
and she was subsequently sent with 
her mother and sister on a transport 
to Auschwitz and from there to the 
Christianstadt labor camp.

On February 2, 1945, the three of them 
began the death march. Six weeks later 
they arrived in Bergen Belsen. Vera 
weighed 28 kilos and her sister 24. In 
Bergen Belsen they met a group of 

Vera Idan (Vera Rosenzweig),
April 20 1926, Košice, Czechoslovakia

I don’t look at the number, to this day I don’t 
know it by heart. I don’t want to know it. I don’t 
understand those who say: ‘They turned me into 
a number’. They never managed to turn me into 
a number! I have a personality! The number? 
The number is on my arm.

inmates who had arrived by train rather 
than marching on foot for weeks like 
them. “That was the only time I cried, 
it was the first time I understood what 
a state I was in, we didn’t see ourselves, 
we were all like that”.

There in Bergen Belsen, in a near-
death physical state, suffering from 
malnutrition and a high temperature, 
she last saw her mother alive. “I don’t 
remember when my mother died, I 
thought I heard ‘Children, I’m dying’… 
and then I lost consciousness”.

“Where did you get the strength?” I 
ask her. Silence. “I don’t know… I just 
did! Apparently, when you near the 
end of the road you find the mental 
strength. Not everyone. I knew who 
would not last until morning. You could 
see it on them. They simply had already 
taken leave of life… At the end of a day 
of walking you could see, that one is 
giving up, she will not be here in the 
morning. And she indeed was not there 
the next morning”.

Watching Vera’s testimony, the sentence “I knew who would 
not last until morning” does not leave Eran. Vera was still a 
young girl on the death march, how did she manage, in the 
midst of the chaos, to observe and discern who would die that 
night? Where did she find such mental fortitude granting her 
the certainty that she would go on living? His creative process is 
one of revealing that which is concealed, penetrating people’s 
mental and physical fissures, dealing with passing time and 
with the body’s treacherousness. 

Eran asks to meet Vera. He wants to face her and sense her 
up close. Vera gets all dressed up and comes to his studio in 
Moshav Habonim. There, for several lengthy sessions, Eran 
would observe her and sculpt. In his hands the lump of clay 
would become a figure, a face, a look.

ERAN 
WEBBER 
Artist and sculptor

32


