Undzer
Zhurnal
In this nineteenth publication of Undzer
Zhurnal, we are pleased to bring you the
writings of the seventh graduating class of
the Kinderland Kindershule, which merged
in 2003 with the Flatbush/Park Slope
Kindershule, founded in 1981. We offer
our warm congratulations to Marya MatlinWainer and Zachary Schurr, who graduate
today, June 2, 2013.
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During my years in shule we learned about many
important things, like social responsibility and identity.
These were most important to me because identity is
about who you are and social responsibility teaches
you how to live.
- Zachary Schurr
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B’khol dor v’dor

Alef Klas- (back row) Leo, Garratt, Daniel, Lionel,
(front row) Anya, Vivian, Claudia
Not Pictured: Eleanor

Gimmel Klas - Nicky, Evan, Maizie, Sophie
Not Pictured: Ryan
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Daled Klas - (back row) Lily, Lulu
(front row) Noah, Ezra, Felix, Sammy

Hay Klas - Mira, Samantha, Danielle, Miles, Peja

From generation to generation
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To Our Graduates
Dear Graduates,
I know that for you this has been, and is, the year. But, oddly enough, so has it been for me,
watching you. This is the year I noticed you, Marya, looking attentively at me instead of gazing
out the window; saw that sweet, funny little twinkle you get in your eye, just after a thoughtful
pause to consider what you are about to say in response to a question or discussion point. It
is the year that I sometimes passed you in the school hallway as I was setting up for snack and
you, arriving just a bit late, were rushing purposefully to get to class.
Zach, this is the year that I noticed that your increasingly mature face was not buried in a book
or reflecting utter boredom. I watched the younger boys turn to you during snack time: they
look up to you and seek you out. It’s the year that you almost never (never?) missed a day of
Kindershule, and got there even if you were delayed (though almost always you were the first
to arrive.)
I admit: I thought we might lose you both. You had an almost unique experience in shule—a
class of two, a boy and girl duo hitched by your ages and the absence of anyone else to place
in your class. That must have been hard, to not have the comfort and camouflage of a larger
group. It was hard for me, to only teach you combined with other groups because singing with
just the two of you would have been challenging at best. I always had to remember your specific curriculum, and try to work in the special songs that belonged to the subject matter you
were learning. In the year or two before this graduating year, I saw that you both were looking
increasingly detached. It worried me.
But here you are, each of you, Marya and Zach, at the summit of all your years at shule. You
have a sure sense of how things are meant to go. Your participation in the ceremonies and
traditional events of Kindershule is serious and intentional: you know what is expected of you,
and carry your responsibilities with grace and maturity. You each have a steady handle on the
values that support all the discussions, songs, artwork, plays, dance and Yiddish recitations
that have filled our shule days. I have seen you emerge from your individual cocoons of childishness and shyness and yes, resistance. It is hard to express how gratifying that is, and how
grateful I am to you for providing that experience. If you ever have the chance to nurture these
values in younger children, you will understand how powerful it can be. (Hint hint: come back
to teach at Kindershule!)
Finally, graduates, and this I have said before, but never meant it more—as you travel out of
Kindershule into your lives beyond, you are carrying dozens of songs with you. Some days
you won’t even notice them: they don’t weigh an ounce or take an inch of space, they’re not as
practical as data or as clever as strategy or as elegant as wisdom. A song is such a humble,
forgettable thing—until that moment when it is so exactly the thing you need. Then there it is,
fresh as the day you learned it and ready to sooth a sorrow, raise a hope, comfort a child or
rally the passion for a just cause. So, dear Marya and Zach, on this graduation day I hope that
the songs of your life—both the ones we sang together and the ones you will find on your
own—will lighten your steps, your spirits, your hearts, at every turn on the road ahead.
Alice
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To Our Readers
Undzer Zhurnal, our graduation journal, is the fruit of our graduates’ years of activities, study,
discussion and questioning. It is a reflection of their willingness to struggle with ideas and to
keep learning after class time has ended. It demonstrates their ability to engage with issues
one might think were beyond their years, and their determination to make sense of the relationship between what they have studied and the world they live in. It is, in short, the product of
their hard work: choosing their own topics, thinking deeply, reading, writing, doing research,
worrying, revising, rewriting again, unto exhaustion – while in the midst of their normally demanding school work.
For both Marya and Zach, this writing has been a journey of self-discovery – as it should be.
This year, because we began the process much later than usual, they worked under an enormous amount of pressure. This zhurnal presents their successful completion of their labors.
Therefore, editing is minimal, to preserve the authenticity of their voices, rather than forcing
them into a prematurely adult tone. I hope that, as you listen to these voices, you will not only
hear their insights and concern for others, but also understand how fortunate we are to have
them in our world.

To Marya and Zach
It’s hard to believe how much you’ve grown and developed in such a short period. You are
such thoughtful and insightful people, such engaged and engaging students – and so recently
it was often a struggle for you to be in shule.
We three began when I taught you Yiddish in the baby room at Families First; Marya sitting
straight while Zach rolled around on the floor. You seemed proud of what you learned so well
and so quickly. When the Yiddish class met in the entry room, we had a table to work on, and
Zach had a movable toy to play with. The advent of haymarbet threw a bit of a damper on one
person’s enthusiasm, though the other begged for more Yiddish – which got lost for a year or
two. We next worked together when you were in Hay, and I taught you Yiddish and a full-time
class called Social Responsibility. You quickly reclaimed and advanced your proficiency in Yiddish, but it was so difficult for you to have discussions when there were only two of you. It was
a year of self-consciousness, missing homework, distractions – yet you soon grasped the central ideas of the class, and did intelligent, creative work. You practically memorized the lessons in the stories, and, in the course of that trying year, you began developing your own ideas
about ethics, values and social responsibility.
You have both always been highly original thinkers; your imaginative writing and your responses in class have reflected that quality. This year you also became more probing, more willing
to push thought further, and, to my delight, fully engaged and active participants in learning. It
has been wonderful to have Marya giggling again, Zach doing his homework (mostly), and
both of you vying hysterically to remember which prophet said what or what Hillel taught. In
Fake Jeopardy and Tic-Tac-Dough you astonished me with how much you know, understand,
and have retained over the long years – you do have amazing memories! You challenged
each other (and the teaching assistants) in discussions; you searched the readings to support
your positions; and finally, you each found, on your own, the interest that led to these papers.
You each had an idea that was sparked by something we had read in class, but when you be-
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gan writing, it was your own ideas, values, interests that led you in your research writing. You
have independent minds, and are alike only in your desire to think for yourselves, to work
things through by yourselves.
Marya and Zach – you are strong, interesting young people, filled with integrity, committed to
values of social justice and equality. You are willing to struggle with ideas, and are, despite
your youth, clearheaded and clear-sighted about the world in which we live. I am certain that
you will continue to grow in all these respects, and that our world will be better for your presence in it.
Judee
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Farewell From The Hay Klas

Zachary Schurr and Marya Matlin-Wainer
Congratulations on graduating! You have influenced me to work very hard in Kindershule. You
should be very proud of everything that you have
done and everyone that you have helped throughout your time at shule. You have both learned
about so much, like times of sadness, or achievement, culture, Yiddish, and so much more. You’ve
learned how to take action in someone’s time of
need. We are all so proud of you and I wish you
the best in the future!
Sincerely, Mira

to get up to today is really inspiring. You went one
step farther in all the work. You taught me to work
hard, and do the best I can. Thank you so much,
and congratulations on graduation, you really
earned it.
From Samantha

Congratulations for making it through your shule
education. You should be able have a conversation in Yiddish, which is a big accomplishment.
You have a lot to be proud of. Now you know a lot
about your culture. You also took actions like writCongratulations for graduating. Shule teaches you ing to a holocaust survivor. That inspires me to
a lot of valuable lessons. There's Yiddish, art, mu- take action as well. When I graduate I want to write
sic, and other stuff. You learn about the world in
my paper about the holocaust.
general and have fun. You apply these skills after
From Danielle
shule. You have inspired me to work as hard as
you did. All of shule, done and over with. That's a
really big accomplishment!
Congratulations on graduating. You have come a
long way. You have learned a new language, YidGood luck after graduation!
dish. You have learned many songs in music, You
From Miles
have made a lot of cool artwork in art. And lastly,
you have written cool letters to cool people. I personally thought writing the letters was totally cool.
You guys have inspired me in Kindershule for a
When I am in grad next year I want to do that.
very long time. All the work you produce shows
that you work very hard. Also your work shows that Good luck in the future.
Sincerely, Peja
you have learned so much through Kindershule. You inspired me to work hard in shule and
do the best that I can. Thank you for being great
peers and role models. Everything you have done
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Marya Matlin-Wainer

I REMEMBER…
…writing our own Bible stories, and I was God.
…when we had no homework.
…“accidentally” leaving my shule notebook at shule so I wouldn’t have to do the homework.
…the blue couch room and the library at families first. When we moved to 88 I missed Families First;
We had bagels and orange juice for snack there. But the first year at 88, there were no more bagels.
Then the second year, there was no more orange juice. I still miss bagels and orange juice.
…being really excited to learn Yiddish.
…having dance with Emily, and we would get to go into the basement. I always asked to do “Fever”
and “Pata Pata.” I was always really excited when we had dance, because we rarely did.
…hating writing I remembers.
…how over the summer, Judee kept asking me whether or not I had finished Uncle Misha’s Partisans.
…the long and complicated dance that we did at Abby, Matthew, Olivia, and Jordan’s graduation.
…spacing out during most of the speeches at graduations; I wonder if the kids will space out at mine.
…the other classes always got to play games, and I remember never playing any games.
…when I first started to go each week, and I was really excited to be a part of the “big kid” group.
…having Charlotte for two years straight. Then we had Shanie for a year. And then we had Charlotte
again.
…at Sonia and Basya’s graduation, Zach whispered to me that he wasn’t coming back to shule the next
year. Then he did.
…that during Sonia’s speech Zach and I both had a part to read.
…having four teachers for just me and Zach.
…hearing about camp from shule and then I started going.
…other classes getting prizes for completing tasks like teaching someone something and we didn’t..
…bringing in shoe boxes and egg cartons to make the shtetl.

…that Zach made an egg with a unibrow for the puppet show.
…doing a puppet show to the song about animals.
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A More Human World
by Marya Matlin-Wainer
In shule this year, we read “In a Drugstore,” by B. Appelbaum. In the story, a Jewish man was
sitting in a drugstore when a Black man walked in. The Jewish man sat by and watched ashamedly as
the soda clerk was repeatedly racist to the Black man. The main reason he felt ashamed was not entirely that he was witnessing racism without standing up to the clerk, but that he was Jewish and sat by
silently. This is because helping those who are being persecuted is one of his Jewish values, even
though he did not express this value at that time. Each person who considers him- or herself Jewish
believes in certain Jewish values. These values change from person to person. A very orthodox Jew
might say that saying prayers is a Jewish value. On the other hand, less religious Jews such as myself
would disagree with that. It doesn’t mean that I am less Jewish than the orthodox Jew, or the other
way around. It simply means that we define Judaism in different ways, and neither way is right or
wrong.
Last year, when we were first asked to write a list of what we valued, my list consisted mainly
of physical things that you can take or buy. I didn’t understand what values were, let alone what I value most. When you look up values in the dictionary, there are five definitions. Each of those five definitions relates to value as in monetary worth. Since that first day when we were given that homework
assignment, I have re-assessed what my values are and what they mean to me. Some of my values
are ideas that I’ve been hearing since kindergarten, like treat others the way you’d like to be treated,
which is similar to Hillel’s summary of the Torah – “That which is hateful to you do not do unto others.”
Some of my values are things that we have been learning since the first year of Kindershule, such as
you are your brothers’ (and sisters’!) keeper. Or sometimes I’ll hear something new and inspirational
that I think I should follow. An example of this is the first time I read any of Elie Wiesel’s work in
Kindershule, and saw his quote, “The mission of the Jewish people has never been to make the world
more Jewish, but to make it more human.” I don’t remember exactly why we read that, just that Judee
had given us a bunch of papers to read, Wiesel included. But that quote stuck with me for a while, until
I had to read more of his work. Then I remembered that my ELA teacher had talked about a book
called Night, a memoir about Wiesel’s life during World War II. I decided to read it. That’s what got me
really hooked on Wiesel’s ideas and messages. Since then, I’ve also read his Nobel Peace Prize Acceptance Speech, his speech on Indifference, a few of his poems, and parts of his essay, “What Really Makes us Free.” I have learned a lot from each of those works.
From Night, I learned about Wiesel’s experiences in the concentration camp and began to
understand how his life of social activism began. Knowing his background was important to deciphering what he was actually saying in a lot of cases. In his essay, “What Really Makes us Free”, one of the
things Wiesel is saying is that as long as one person is free, everyone is free. While I disagree with
this, I find it very interesting that he said that, especially since every year at Passover, we say “until all
are free, none are free.” I agree with that, because, as the Haggadah says, while one person is oppressed, we are all oppressed, because we have to view their oppression as if it were our own. For it
could very easily be the other way around. In that essay, Wiesel is also saying that we shouldn’t give
up hope, even in the darkest days. I do agree with this. Wiesel came face to face with death. If he was
strong enough to talk about his experiences and social activism after everything he had been put
through, then we definitely have the strength to handle day-to-day problems.
In his poem, “Never Shall I Forget,” Wiesel talks about how close he has been to death. It was
written to show the horrors of the concentration camps, and to be sure that we always remember them.
This is a principle that Elie Wiesel holds strongly, which is shown again by his statement, “I
marvel at the resilience of the Jewish people. Their best characteristic is their desire to remember.”
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What does remembering mean? In his Nobel Peace Prize Acceptance Speech, Wiesel says,
"Do I have the right to speak for the multitudes that have perished? No, I do not. No one may speak for
the dead; no one may interpret their mutilated dreams and visions." I agree with this, for no one will truly
know what those people thought. And that is not anyone’s fault except for those that killed them. That is
why I was pretty horrified when I found a novel that claimed to be the diary of Peter Van Daam, the boy
who was in the Annex with Anne Frank. It was supposed to be the counter to Anne Frank’s diary. Except
Anne Frank actually wrote her diary, and Sharon Dogar wrote Peter's, and titled it Annexed.
Annexed was written 65 years after the real Peter van Daam died. Is that all it takes? 65 years
to forget that a person actually existed? That a person had thoughts and feeling and dreams? 24 years
to forget what was said by a man who won a Nobel Peace Prize? Apparently, it is easy for some people
to forget to value other’s thoughts. But that doesn’t mean that it is acceptable for everyone to do so.
Those that still have the ability to remember those who were lost must honor the dead. For if we do not,
we may find ourselves in a world where forgetting to show respect for the dead is perfectly acceptable.
There is still a lot about Wiesel that I don’t know. I think these things are important to know in
order to understand why he holds his ideas and beliefs, and for me to know whether I fully agree with
him. Therefore, I wrote to Elie Wiesel, asking him several questions. I first asked what has made him
comfortable enough to speak of the Holocaust openly. Then, I thought about how in Night, he had said
that he had lost his faith in God. Yet, at the beginning of his Nobel Peace Prize Acceptance Speech, he
thanked God. I wondered if he had later found his faith in God again. Lastly, in his Nobel Peace Prize
Acceptance Speech, he said that humankind had made peace. I wondered whether he could truly find
peace on Earth after everything he had experienced. Meanwhile, I think about my beliefs.
There is a time in every person’s life when he or she has to question what their main goal in life
will be. Maybe a Christian’s goal will be to convert people to Christianity. Maybe a Jewish person’s main
goal will be to convert people to Judaism. Yet Elie Wiesel says that the goal of Jews should not be to
make the world more Jewish, but to make the world more human. Making the world more human means
that every race, religion, and group is working for a common goal. This goal is a world where everyone
can live without violence, yet still have what they want. It is something that can and should apply to
Jews, Atheists, Christians, Muslims, Buddhists, and just about every other belief. That connects everyone in the world Everyone can find different ways of helping others. Yet it does not trap everyone into
being exactly the same, because each person has his or her own ideas about what is inhuman, and has
the ability to share those ideas without forcing them upon people. For example, in “If Not, Still Higher,”
by Peretz, a Rabbi disguises himself as a woodcutter to deliver wood to an old lady. He does this because he does not want the woman to feel ashamed of being poor, and having a Rabbi tend to her. This
is how he makes the world more human. Had I been the Rabbi, I would not have disguised myself, because I do not think that it is necessary. Both of us are trying to make the world more human, so we can
respect each other’s values without following them. Even if some people disagreed, the conflict would
immediately be solved, because everyone will be focusing on a human world, not a religious or political
or divided world.
One way to make the world more human is to understand what happens when you kill people.
The Talmud says, “For this reason man was created alone, to teach you that whoever destroys a single
soul, he is guilty as though he had destroyed a complete world; and whoever preserves a single soul, it
is as though he had preserved a whole world.” I agree with this. When one person dies, the world as in
Earth does not die. But when that person dies, his/her world -- and everyone that has been touched by
that world -- dies. Killers, whether they are crazed murderers, or governments ordering others to kill,
tend to forget that when they take someone else’s life away, they are destroying one part of the whole
world. The Talmud was written in a time when killing was, unfortunately, more common. That is why I
find it surprising yet refreshing that the Talmud teaches that killing someone causes so much damage
that can never be undone, while it may not seem that way to the killer.
Throughout his speech on Indifference, Wiesel talks about how we must help others. In all of
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history, Jews have been aiding those in need of help. For example, in “If I Were Rothschild,” Sholem
Aleichem’s narrator talks about all of the places and people he would give money to if he were very rich.
In Peretz’s story, “At the Head of the Dying Man,” Nehemiah, a dying man, chooses to go to hell, so that
he will be able to sympathize with others in pain forever. Even as far back as the Bible, God told Cain
that he was his brother’s keeper, meaning he must take care of his brother.
Wiesel urges everyone to help others, especially if they have not in the past, because it appears
that the level of generosity has been decreasing. As the years progress, Wiesel believes, people have
become more and more indifferent to others – that is, they do not care about the fate of their neighbors,
as long as it doesn’t directly affect them. One example Wiesel mentions of how people have been indifferent occurred during World War II, when the St. Louis, a boatload of about 1,000 Jews fleeing Hitler,
was turned away from America and sent back to Nazi Germany.
That same example is also used in a New York Times article, "Behind Jews’ Political Principles."
A few helped the Jews then, but many were indifferent. However, the author of the article, Arthur
Hertzberg, is using the event to make a different point. Hertzberg’s example relates to Jews for a reason
– he is saying that it is important for Jews to help others because there have been times when Jews have
needed help. He supports this by saying that “We cannot today join the forces of selfishness. We belong
with those who cared about us when we were friendless.” By this he means that there was a time when
Jews were being persecuted. I agree with both Wiesel and Hertzberg: Since Jews have felt the
wrath of persecution, I, too, believe it is our duty to help those who are being persecuted now, regardless of whether or not they have helped us.
It is essential for Jews to help others, to fight against indifference. This is shown as early as the
prophets, when Amos was angered at the rich for exploiting the work that the poor did. But at the same
time, are Wiesel and Hertzberg implying that it is more important for Jews to be socially responsible than
it is for non-Jews? If we decide that the help of non-Jews is not needed, isn’t that just another form of
indifference? Should the majority of the responsibility rest on Jews alone? By doing this, are we also
saying that we have lost hope in non-Jews? Jews should definitely help assist others. Yet in order to
achieve a caring community, everyone must participate equally, or else a world of consideration will turn
into a world of negligence.
Reading Night opened me up to a lot of very important things that I hadn’t realized before. But it
mainly made me realize how much I take for granted. I can’t imagine what it would be like for everything
I know in the world to suddenly be taken away from me. Even forgetting all luxuries, whenever I throw
out scraps of food, I think about how my leftovers would be a meal to someone else. When I’m cold at
night, I think about how others froze to death, and I’m no longer cold. But I think what I take most for
granted is never having to fear that my life, my family, my world will be taken away from me because
someone else doesn’t think I deserve it. What I take for granted is something that should be a human –
not Jewish or Christian or Muslim, but a human value. But when Eli Weisel was fifteen years old, that
was not a human value. When he was fifteen years old, he would tell himself that the Russians would
defeat the Germans before they came to his town, even though he knew it wasn’t true. The ability to
know that what happened to Eli Weisel in 1942 will not happen to me is something that I will always
cherish, because I know that so many people were not granted something as human as that.
What happened to Elie Wiesel is an example of what happens when somebody like Hitler is given more power than anyone should have. Each person handles that power differently, but Hitler used it
to kill millions, while social morals were running askew. If there is one thing to take away from all of
Wiesel’s work, it is to remember the monstrosities that have occurred in the past, and make sure that
they will never happen in the future. What happened to him is something that should never happen to
anyone. But we cannot change the past. We can only work for a more human future where everyone
lives in peace. As Elie Wiesel said, “Mankind must remember that peace is not God's gift to his creatures; peace is our gift to each other.”
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Zachary Schurr
I REMEMBER. . .
. . . really wanting to go to shule when I was five.
. . . wanting to learn Yiddish.
. . . the office with the spiral staircase from when I was in Holiday Class.
. . . Marya and me tying our shoelaces together and trying to walk.
. . . when shule was at Families First. At the time my mom was the director there. I always loved having
class in the playroom because it was fun lying on all the mats. It was sort of annoying to work in the art
room because the chairs and the table were way too small.
. . . almost never doing my homework.
. . . playing games at my first Purim party and making a game for my last three. I couldn’t wait until I
could help run the games when I was little. Then I made my own game, which was surprisingly easy.
. . . liking snack more when we had bagels.
. . . never getting to play ANY GAMES.
. . . joining the "big kid" group.
. . . reading Chelm stories.
. . . playing Gronam Ox in the Hanukah play.
. . . always being the goat in the old Purim play and forgetting who I was in the new Purim play.
. . . forgetting it was Wednesday and accidentally going home. I had taken the bus and was halfway
home when I realized what day it was. When I got tback to the bus stop, it was really crowded, so I decided to walk. It took pretty long, and I forgot to call my dad, so no one knew where I was.
. . . threatening Noah with a nerf sword when he wouldn't let me do my homework.
. . . being bored by having to endlessly practice the Purim and Hannukah plays.
. . . being really bored by the seder.
. . . playing hide & seek and tag at the seder.
. . . reading Uncle Misha's Partisans.
. . . always getting to shule first even when I walk.
. . . forgetting a lot of Yiddish words/phrases over the summer.
. . . hating to write "I remembers.”
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Fighting Back
by Zachary Schurr

At shule I learned about the several different ways that people fought back
against the Nazis during the Holocaust. I was surprised to learn this. Against such a
seemingly indomitable force, I thought people would just run and hide. Instead, they
became partisans and fought back. I decided to study this topic because I knew literally nothing about it before we briefly learned about it in class. It sounded really interesting, so I wanted to learn more. It started with learning about Uncle Misha’s partisans.
Last summer, I read a book called Uncle Misha's Partisans, by Yuri Suhl, which
told the fictionalized history of a real-life young partisan. The book described the blowing up of the Soldiers' Home in a small town called Ovrutch, which Motele, the book's
main character, was responsible for. Motele's family was killed by the Nazis, but by a
lucky coincidence, he wasn't home at the time. He went to find the partisans to avenge
his family's death, and he came across Diadia Misha's partisans, a famous detachment. He helped out at their base until he got an assignment. He was sent to Ovrutch
to spy on some soldiers there. By pure luck, he got a job playing the violin at the Soldiers' Home. With instructions from Diadia Misha, he blew the place up. This is only
one of the many interesting stories of partisan success.
I ended up really liking the book, though I thought I wouldn’t. I generally like scifi and fantasy, so I thought this would bore me, but it didn’t. I admire the partisans’
bravery. Later I read a few chapters in They Fought Back, also by Yuri Suhl, which is a
collection of records and descriptions of partisan actions, and that impressed me even
more. I thought both books were awesome.
If you look up the word partisan in the dictionary, it defines a partisan as a member of a party of light or irregular troops engaged in harassing an enemy; a guerilla. I
don’t particularly like this definition, as it makes the partisans sound like the enemy
(guerilla sounds negative).
While researching this paper, I learned that many different people were partisans. Along the way I learned that partisans could be groups of people, such as the
partisans of Horodenko, a partisan group from the Ukraine who actually met the Nazis
in battle (and was assisted by the Polish army), or individuals, such as Oswald Rufeisen who pretended to be German and got a job as a translator for the Nazis while secretly freeing their victims. There were many women partisans. In shule, we sing the
“Partizan Leed,” about a young woman who singlehandedly halts a Nazi caravan.
Partisans came from most countries in Europe. They had different beliefs,
backgrounds and reasons for fighting. In fact, hundreds of thousands of partisans
weren’t Jewish; only twenty to thirty thousand were. Ironically, there were even antiSemites among the non-Jews. Sometimes all they had in common was their hatred of
the Nazis. For the partisans, the only important thing was the enemy. Their reasons for
combating the Nazis were varied, but most involved vengeance of some sort. Despite
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their differences, I think they deserve recognition for their effort. Though they weren’t
the ones to win the war, they made it a lot easier for the Allies to do so.
While researching further, I learned about the tragedy in Lidice. Lidice was a
small village in the Czech Republic. Nazis thought that some people there were conspiring with partisans, so in 1942 they killed almost everyone. The women and children
were taken to concentration camps. When they killed the men, they shot them five at a
time, until the leader said they were going too slowly. Then the Nazis shot them ten at
a time until all the men were dead. They didn't even dispose of the bodies; they left
them where they fell. At the end of the war, 17 children and 153 women were all that
were left. They returned home, but all that remained was charred earth. The Nazis had
burned the village to the ground and exploded the charred husks of buildings. They
had even dug up peoples' remains from the cemetery and destroyed them.
This inspired people to start groups like the White Rose. The White Rose was a
resistance group made up of students from the University of Munich. They handed out
anti-Nazi leaflets warning people that Hitler was "leading Germany into the abyss."
They wrote only six different leaflets, but they made somewhere between 6000 and
9000 of the fifth alone. The leaders of the White Rose were caught and executed by
the Gestapo, the official secret police in Nazi Germany, in 1943. At the time, they were
writing the sixth leaflet. After their deaths, other members smuggled copies into England, where it was loaded onto Allied planes and dropped over Germany.
As early as the 1930s, Communists and other groups did stand up against Hitler, though they weren’t very effective in disrupting military operations. However,
through their actions, they let people know that Hitler was not unopposed. I think this
was a key role of the partisans, too - to give people hope.
Hitler had set it up so that anyone who opposed him would be hunted down by
the Gestapo, rounded up, arrested, or killed. Most communists hid, or were sent to
concentration camps. A few groups, such as the SPD, the Socialist Democratic Party,
avoided that at first, but once Hitler came to power they were made illegal and forced
to disband. Many of them moved to Prague, where they continued to operate, while
others remained in Germany and went underground. Those that went underground
formed a resistance group called the Roter Strosstrupp, or Red Strike Troops. Every
two weeks they would publish a newspaper describing the Nazis’ abuse of power. Unfortunately, the Gestapo caught and arrested them. The German Communist Party, the
KPD, was blamed the most for the Reichstag fire, and the Nazis took advantage of
that, raiding the Party's offices, destroying and confiscating property, and arresting
and/or taking thousands of members to the concentration camps. Still, out of the original 350,000 members, 30,000 continued resisting. They continued publishing the
newspaper Die Rote Fahne (The Red Flag) and leaflets, highlighting the Nazis’ mistreatment of German workers.
Some Jews formed the Baum Group, one of the few resistance groups inside
Berlin. Berlin was the toughest place to start a resistance, as it was one of the places
most closely monitored by the Gestapo. The group was led by Herbert Baum, his wife
Marianne, and Sala and Martin Kochmann, and it began when they held gatherings in
their homes. At first it was just social talk, but that soon turned to political discussions
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and conversations about the general condition of Jews in Germany. Soon after that,
they founded the Baum group. They attempted to recruit people to their cause and
they were met with success. They got around 950 people, so they began taking action.
Among other things, they passed out anti-Nazi leaflets and brochures, similarly to the
White Rose. However, the biggest thing the Baum group did was not only a complete
failure, but it got the leaders caught by the Gestapo. An anti-Soviet propaganda exhibit
had just opened, called Das Soviet Paradis, which means “The Soviet Paradise.” To
show people in Berlin that you should fight back against the Nazis, they set it on fire.
Unfortunately, the fire was put out very easily, and it helped the Gestapo track down
the leaders. Thankfully, none of the leaders gave away any information about their
group before they died.
The Baum group was also interesting because they did things that weren’t exactly legal. Their leaders stole things by pretending to be members of the Criminal Police confiscating goods. They would then sell these “confiscated” items for money. The
money was used for political propaganda activity, getting Aryan documents (fake identification), and food. I think it was fine for them to do that because it was nothing compared to what Hitler was doing. It was one of those situations in which the ends justified the means.
I was surprised to learn that there were resistance groups in Berlin, but I was
shocked to discover that even in the partisan groups there were anti-Semites. On the
website jewishpartisans.org, I read that because of the stereotype that Jews can’t fight,
many were denied partisan membership. Others were only allowed to fight if they supplied their own weapons, ammunition, food, and clothing and/or if they proved themselves. The commanders often sent Jews on missions or gave them tasks that they
couldn’t complete just for the sake of humiliating them.
As I read about the various kinds of partisan actions, I had several questions
about their practical lives. For example, if it was Shabbos or some holiday of rest, and
a Jewish partisan had the chance to blow up a large congregation of the enemy, would
they do it if they weren’t supposed to work – or fight -- on that day? How did they first
get a weapon? And how did Uncle Misha's partisans get the villagers in the nearby
town to bring them food?
As for Shabbos, a rule was taken from the Talmud. It says, "The Sabbath was
given to man, not man to the Sabbath." This means that there are certain kinds of work
that you can do on Shabbos when there is danger to your life or health. The Maccabees decided to follow this rule after many of the Jews resisting Antiochus had allowed
themselves to be slaughtered on Shabbos instead of defending themselves.
In looking into how base camps operated, I learned that some partisans had set
up the equivalent of a small town. Everyone who wasn't on a mission had a job to do.
There were cooks, supplies managers, and everything else to keep things operating
smoothly. Unless they went on a mission, partisan life was ordinary. They did their jobs
around base and that was it. The food was simple enough. Uncle Misha’s Partisans
described black chicory, hard bread, and a chunk of salami as breakfast and cabbage
and potato soup as lunch. Tasks were assigned based on people’s skills before they
came there. If you had been a blacksmith before you had been taken to a ghetto and
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escaped to the partisans (that was how they usually got new arrivals), then you would
be a blacksmith at the base.
Something I figured out was about how discipline was kept in the forests where
they were based. Many people joined the partisans to take revenge on the Nazis, so I
would assume that most people would want to go out on a mission. If you did something wrong, then you might not be allowed to go on one. And if no one went on missions, then the detachment would be useless and helpless. This shows that the partisans operated best as a team. If they didn’t work together, they wouldn’t have survived
very long. They would have been louder, so they’d be more likely to attract unwanted
attention, and in a fight they’d be just as likely to accidentally shoot each other as shoot
the enemy.
I also learned about why people joined these partisan groups. Most people
joined because the Nazis had killed their families. They wanted vengeance, so they became partisans. Others joined because they knew that what the Nazis were doing was
wrong, while still others joined because they needed to hide from the Nazis. Basically,
they joined for vengeance, to be socially responsible, and because of their identity as
Jews.
This makes sense to me because of what we learned in shule, especially the
part about social responsibility and identity. For those partisans who were Jews, social
responsibility was a natural act. Many of the partisans who weren't Jewish were fighting
against Hitler simply because they knew that what he was doing was terrible and inhumane. This is being incredibly socially responsible, because above all, social responsibility is about doing what’s right, whether or not it directly affects you. Identity is also
important, because most partisans shared a common identity. For example, all partisans thought of themselves as resisters, and many others agreed. Most of them also
identified as Jews as well. These two combined were probably a driving force in their
fighting back.
Another thing that I think about when I think about partisans is all the characters
we read about in shule. Many of them resemble the partisans and would have worked
well with them. A good example of this is Judah Maccabeus. I think he would have
been an amazing partisan in World War II. I say this because in all actuality, he was
the first partisan general. He led a group of Jews against a much more powerful oppressor with almost no supplies or weapons and a minimal chance of victory, just like
the partisans. The World War II partisans are really just a carbon copy of the Maccabees.
August Bondi lived through the Civil War, fighting against slavery alongside
John Brown. He was very socially responsible; he said "My mother said that as a Jehudi I had a duty to perform, to defend the institutions that give equal rights to all beliefs."
Hitler was trying to kill off not only everyone of a specific belief, but those of Bondi's belief to boot. This along with his military experience would make him the perfect choice
for a partisan.
I also think about Nehemiah, from Peretz's story at the "At the Head of the Dying
Man." In the story, two men died and went to hell, one who deserved it and one who
didn't (Nehemiah). Nehemiah went to hell so he could empathize with all the people
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there. The main reason he did this is because he had spent his entire life helping people, and if he went to heaven he wouldn't be able to do anything in that regard. I think
he'd make a good partisan because he wasn't just helping any random people, he was
helping people who desperately needed it. If the Jews being killed in the Holocaust didn't need help, then no one ever has. Considering this guy spent his entire life and the
afterlife helping those in need, I think he'd be completely willing to fight for the Jews
and everyone else being oppressed by the Nazis.
Finally, in the story Solomon, Rosie was a girl who worked for her father who
was the rich owner of a sweatshop. Rosie helped out in his office. She was good
friends with the girls who worked for Solomon, so she wrote a letter to the local Yiddish
newspaper describing the poor conditions in the sweatshop and how her father had
made a fortune by exploiting his workers. Because she stood up for what was right,
even if it meant taking action against her own father, I think she would make an excellent partisan
In finding all this information, I did a lot of work. I did a lot of research, and thanks to
They Fought Back, Uncle Misha’s Partisans, the Wikipedia, Google and jewishpartisans.org, I found everything I would ever need to know about partisans. This not only
required two books and several websites, but I needed three computers, as one broke
down and one was too slow. I had to learn to keep writing even when I really wanted to
put it down. Judee and my parents really helped me get through this, and I doubt I
could have done it without them, as it was like trying to learn to ride a bike when the
only bike around is twice your size. Not only did I finally get through this paper, but I
also managed to learn things, too. The most important thing I learned is that even if
something seems unconquerable, you can fight back.

Excerpt from Partisan Diary written by Zach (see page 24)
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Inspired by one of several quotations in “Wisdom from the Talmud,” Marya wrote this
story.

“Great Is He That Enjoys the Fruits Of His Own Labor”
A long time ago, I got a job as a baker's assistant. It was a very well-paying job, but
very, very hard. The head baker was old and mean and had no patience.
Every day for months, I slaved over the hot oven. I made delicate works of edible art. I
kneaded dough until my hands were sore. The beautiful pastries were always sold by
the end of the day. But every day, there were three or four loaves of bread left over.
The head baker always insisted that there would be a day when everyone would want
bread, and we would run out of loaves. He was crazy in that way, yet I still put my heart
into each loaf.
Of course, we could not save the unsold loaves for the next day. We needed fresh
loaves each day. But in the eyes of the head baker, it was unprofessional to eat those
loaves of what I imagined to be warm, delicious bread. There is a bread for the upper
class, and a bread for the lower class. We lower class-men were not to break this rule
by eating the bread we made for the upper class. So I watched those delicious loaves
get thrown out each day for months.
Eventually, I could not stand to see the loaves in the garbage. I told my friend about
the dilemma. She suggested that I tell the boss what was bothering me so greatly. I
prepared a speech and everything. I practiced and practiced how I would deliver my
message.
When it came time to tell my boss, I panicked. I forgot my well thought out speech. All I
could think about was the rage I felt over those beautiful loaves of bread -- garbage to
him. So I yelled. And he yelled back. We had a full blown argument. It ended with me
shouting:
"It wouldn't kill you to let us eat those loaves!"
I could not believe what happened: my boss dropped dead before my eyes. I called an
ambulance, but when they got there, he was pronounced dead from an aneurysm. I
guess it did kill him to let me eat those loaves.
After the paramedics left, I took home the loaves. Although I can never be sure, I think
the loaves tasted better knowing that I had fought for them.
Even though my boss wound up dying in the process.
-Marya Matlin-Wainer.
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Inspired by events in Jews Without Money, Zach has created an exchange of letters
between an immigrant and his family back home.
Dear Mom and Dad,
I have finally made it off that accursed ship and am in America. The journey was very
long, but it will be worth it. I will make enough money to bring you here very quickly, as
soon as I get a job, for everyone is rich in America. I am writing this from the place they
receive foreigners, Ellis Island. The place is not very nice and it made me fear at first
that all of America was like this, but it is stupid of me to worry. You have to have $25 to
be allowed in. I had enough, but barely. It is good that you thought to save extra money
to send me here. They will give you a new name sometimes, but it will be similar to
your old one. Tomorrow I will go into New York City to find work.
Love,
Berel
Dear Berel,
We have just received your letter and want to wish you luck in finding work. We hope
you can raise enough money to bring us here without having to travel in steerage. It
shouldn't be too difficult, for as you say, everyone is rich in America. I assume that because your letter took quite some time to get here that you have already found a job.
We just wanted to say good luck and we hope to see you soon. The only news we
have for you is that the old synagogue burned down. No one knows what started it, but
it's good that there's an excuse to build a new one. All the wood was half rotten anyway.
Love,
Mom and Dad.
Dear Mom and Dad,
I have used my savings to start a business making suspenders. It is slow, but my business partner says that with time, it will grow. I should be able to bring you here in a
month or two. My business partner's name is Sam Kravitz, and he seems to know
much about business. Sam is in charge of hiring workers and I take and deliver orders
to shops where the suspenders are sold. I will write to you when the work starts going
faster. I will be rich like everyone else here!
Love,
Berel
P.S. Life is somewhat different from back home. Because the city is so big, you will not
know many people like you do back home, and the buildings are very different.
Dear Berel,
Thank you for sending that money over with the letter. We have nearly enough to
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come to America now because of money we saved. We plan to bring a couple weeks'
worth of food based on what we heard from the neighbors, as well as a weeks' worth of
clothing. We hope your business is going well with this Sam Kravitz fellow. You must
be careful with him though. Do you remember that man from back home who got
cheated out of everything he owned by that beggar? The beggar gave him advice similar to the advice Sam gave you. I know that I'm probably just being paranoid, but I think
you needed to hear that warning.
Good luck,
Mom and Dad.
Dear Mom and Dad,
The business is gone, stolen by Sam Kravitz. I went on vacation and when I came
back, he acted like I was an annoying and unwanted customer, and tried to make me
leave. When I wouldn't, he showed me legal documents that somehow proved that the
shop was his. I was wrong. America is not the land where everyone is wealthy; it is the
land of the poor. The government has too many technicalities and loopholes. I will work
until I can come back home. Thanks to that scoundrel Kravitz there's nothing left for
me here. At least back home we have some extra money from what I sent you. Don't
bother trying to come here anymore--it might be even worse for you than it was for me.
It's always bad here.
Hope to see you soon,
Berel

-Zachary Schurr
Excerpts from Partisan Diary written by Zach

Page 1
This will be called the Partisan's Diary. Why? Because I'm going to join the Partisans
and avenge my family. They were murdered in cold blood by Nazis while I was in an
apprenticeship as a blacksmith in the next town over. When I came home to visit, my
family was lying dead in a pool of blood in front of their burning house. On that day I
swore vengeance and set off to find the Partisans.
---Pages 2 and 3:
I'm close to Klynov, where Uncle Misha's Partisans are based (according to the rumors). I've decided to search through the forest nearby, as I overheard some villagers'
whispers while I lay at the side of the road pretending to be asleep so that I could catch
wind of the Partisans. Apparently, some of the villagers supply them with food, and
there's a hidden path in the forest. If I find it and follow it North, I'll find the Partisan encampment.
--I've been exploring the forest for the past 2 days with no luck. Nothing left to say.
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----I'VE DONE IT! I found the path! It's almost dark out, so I've decided to wait until tomorrow to explore it. More tomorrow!
----Pages 4 and 5
I made a big mistake. I should have turned back when I saw that half the path was covered in vines and bushes. Apparently, that was an old hunting trail, judging by the
brass bullet shells and the old hunting knife I found in the dirt. I'm stuck in a large clearing with a stream in it, and I can't find the trail again. At least I can hunt with the knife
and drink from the stream. I should be fine for a while.
----I just learned that "a while" is a relative term. I lasted about half an hour before learning
that I hadn't covered my tracks well enough. Some Nazis were searching the forest for
the partisans when they found the trail. They followed the footprints I left and imagine
their surprise when they found a lost Jewish boy! They captured me, but still let me
keep my journal, obviously.
----I'm not sure where they're taking me, but they gave me back my hunting knife, saying
that if the need arises, I shouldn't hesitate to kill myself. Not sure how to respond to
that.
----Pages 6 and 7
Now I know where they were taking me. They loaded me on a supply train headed for
the concentration camps! I guess this is the end.
----I had a very good stroke of luck! Partisans bombed the train! They destroyed the car
next to mine, which helped me escape. They rode away on horses, but I heard one of
them say something about candles.
----The partisans on horseback were too fast for me, so I followed their tracks and hoped
they were going to go straight back to the forest. At the moment, I'm a couple miles out
of sight of Klynov. More later. Now I must sleep.
----Pages 8 and 9
They won't let me fight! They're saying that one boy warrior is enough. What on earth
are they talking about!
----The partisans are taking me to the family camp in the last of 3 wagons taking an injured man named Chaim to our destination. There's a boy my age in the first wagon
with a fiddle (the boy warrior?). We are disguised as party-goers coming home. The
excuse for Chaim lying unresponsively is that he had too much to drink. I'm annoyed
and jealous.
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Lehrer un Kinder

26

!!,!1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111!!!

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

m11111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111.

1

Some thoughts
The most important thing that I got out of shule is what it means to be Jewish. Being
Jewish is having Jewish values, such as you are your brother’s keeper, respect thy
neighbor, etc. Before shule, I thought of celebrating the holidays as being Jewish.
While celebrating Jewish holidays is something that Jews tend to do, it does not make
someone Jewish. That was most important to me because I used to think the more
religious you were the more of a Jew you are. Since almost all of my Jewish friends
are more religious than I, I used to think that I was less Jewish than they were. While I
don’t know exactly why, not being as Jewish as my friends used to bother me. Now I
know that if you consider yourself Jewish, you are Jewish, and there are no degrees of
Jewishness.
Marya Matlin-Wainer

Kindershule was important because I learned Yiddish. This is important to me because
my Bubbie speaks it and it makes me feel like a part of the family to speak it, too. Also, I
want to learn our history as Jews and Yiddish is an important part of our history. Finally,
no one understands it when I curse at them in Yiddish. It’s kind of fun.
Zachary Schurr
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"I think that the main part of being a Jew is recognizing that
someone is being persecuted, and trying to do something to
stop it. One of the most important Jewish values is working
for peace, and Jews should respect how any one group of
people acquires peace, even if it is not the same way that
Jews do." -- Marya Matlin-Wainer

The most important thing I learned during my years in shule is almost impossible to
say, as we learned about many important things, like social responsibility and identity. These were most important to me because social responsibility teaches you how
to live and identity is about who you are.
Social responsibility is about respecting those who are different and caring for the
needy. If you're kind as well, people will act the same to you (treat people the way
you want to be treated). The literal definition of social responsibility is being responsible for society; respecting and caring for people makes them feel good, so they'll
respect you. If everyone is respectful, kind, and caring, then in a way, society benefits. Some of the people in my class at school are very annoying, so if I apply what I
learned about social responsibility, there's a good chance that they would stop purposefully annoying me (if I didn't get fed up so quickly). It might also help me deal
with aggravating people in the future. That's how social responsibility teaches you
how to live.
We already have a vague definition of who we are, but that's just the tip of the iceberg. Identity is about who you consider yourself to be, why that's who you are, and
who everyone else considers you to be. This isn't just an exercise, it's valuable. Figuring these out will make you think about what a
is (e.g., a Jew) and
why you are or aren't one. This may help you understand yourself or someone else
a little better.
Problems may come up when others' opinions of who you are don’t line up with your
own. A great example of this is during the Holocaust. If your grandmother was Jewish but you had been Catholic your entire life, Hitler would still come after you. We
may think that we have a specific identification of who we are, but if we did I wouldn't be writing about why we should learn about identity.
Zachary Schurr
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To the Teachers
For the past two years, Judee has taught me so much. Whatever we were learning, she always found a way to relate it
back to ourselves. She taught me so much about myself that I wouldn’t have discovered without her, and I’m so glad that
she has spent the (extensive!) time to show me the world through a different angle.
-Marya

Joins ideas together that I would have thought had nothing to do with each other.
Usually understands what I’m trying to say.
Determined to teach us a severely underused language.
Earns my respect for dealing with everyone’s project one-on-one, every year.
Even tolerates my lack of completed homework.
-Zach

Alice was always able to make what we were learning about in culture seem very exciting. Most culture lessons, especially
for the younger classes, are on topics that happened a long time ago. A lot of times, it was hard to relate to those topics.
Since it was hard to relate to, it was also hard to fully understand them. Alice would always manage to find a song that
related to our topics, and also talk to us about what was happening in the song, and comparing that to what was happening
in our lessons, and how that relates to what is happening now. I really loved having music, because it was one of the few
times that we were able to put a fun spin on lessons.
-Marya

Always picks great songs.
Loves teaching us.
Incredibly tolerant of foolishness.
Cares deeply about what she sings.
Easily moved to tears when we sing certain songs.
-Zach

Shanie always seemed to be able to find a way to make the kindershule lessons fun. She would either find interesting
books for us to read, or show us pictures from the time period. She would also always end the class in a fun way, which
made learning about the past more exciting. Shanie always found a way to teach the class in a unique way, which is
something that doesn’t happen so often. I really wish I had had her for more years, because she really did find a way to
make learning fun.
-Marya
Shared descriptions of the conditions in sweatshops.
Helped me understand why workers organized themselves to improve their working conditions.
Avner sometimes came to shule.
Never made the topic seem boring.
Interested in helping us learn about immigrants’ life in America.
Examined with us the difference between good and bad working conditions.
-Zach
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Always thought of the most unique and creative projects that had to do with what we were learning.
My best artwork EVER came out of her class.
Amandawouldalways give us fun and
Always tolerant of distractions from her students.
interesting projects to do. Through the
Never really seemed to get mad.
years, she always came up with these
Did every project in a different way.
ingenious ideas. I always loved going to
A teacher I’ll definitely remember.
art and doing something new each day!
-Zach

-Marya

Has great ideas for projects.
Amazingly creative.
Didn’t teach me for very long.
Always kept me interested.
Some projects had to do with what we were learning with Judee.
Sometimes we did origami.
-Zach

Raquel always let us have a lot of freedom with our artwork. She would give us guidelines, and then we
got to create whatever we wanted. It was really nice to express ourselves through the artwork!
-Marya

Really interesting projects, like the pictures made out of tape.
Always friendly.
Quick to encourage someone who has a good idea.
Usually understands what we mean when we explain an idea for a project to her.
Everyone enjoyed her class.
Left after a little while.
-Zach

Dear Charlotte,
You were my teacher for three years. I remember our first year together,
when there were two Zachs. We started doing Bible stories, and I was God.
Our second year together, we did the shtetl. I was the baker’s wife. Our third
year together, we did the Golden Age of Spain. We did the Make Your
Own Adventure books, to see what our lives would be like if we lived then.
Over the years, I've had many great memories with you, and I will miss you
a lot next year.
-Marya
Dear Charlotte,
I will miss you very much. I remember working on the shtetl with you and Marya (and not getting it done), you letting Marya and I tie our shoelaces together, which was very funny, and I remember you were the first one to read us stories about
Chelm. You were one of the best teachers I had at shule. I could always count on your being friendly and caring. You've
always been there at shule and without you it will feel like something is missing. I hope you keep having good Wednesdays without us.
-Zach
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TO MARYA AND ZACH - FROM CHARLOTTE
Well now, you two are finally graduating... God and the animal are graduating.
In the beginning there were two Zach's and a Marya. They learned about Bible Stories and made up
their own Bible. So, poor Marya, the only girl, the sweet, quiet little girl became God and got to boss
around the boys who became animals, fish, dinosaurs, whatever God wanted them to be. And that is
how we found out that Marya had a voice. We lost the other Zach, who was actually called Zachary
in our class, to Hebrew School, but we gained a creative story teller who became the fish, the bear,
or the dinosaur, whatever his story needed. They both actually created their own bible with pictures
and stories to go with their pictures which we published (well -- xeroxed).
I actually begged Alice and Judee to let me continue teaching you two. The next class we had together was when I taught you about the Shtetl.
I remember a homework assignment about The
Ten Plagues. It was an assignment during Passover while we were studying the Shtetl. I asked you
to write a list of plagues that would have taken place during the late 1800's. This homework assignment turned in to not only a list, but short stories, because of your truly creative ideas. We published
these stories, too, for Shule.
When I finally got you again, you had turned into teens who really didn't want to be in an after school
program, but who again taught me how to turn on a dime and from one lesson, make two or three
different lessons, usually from an interesting question asked that I couldn't always answer without researching. You might not have done your homework, but you did have questions about what was discussed in class, which turned in to the most interesting conversations, most times about ethics.
Zach and Marya, my hope for the two of you is that this quest for knowledge which you both share
will never end. I don't think that it will; you're too intellectual for that.
Love,
Charlotte
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Five years ago, in BAYZ KLAS, Marya and Zach, inspired by the Pesach story of
the plagues, wrote stories of modern plagues, set in the ancient town of Chelm.
Fire by Zachary Schurr
It was an unpleasantly sweltering hot day in the Shtetl of Chelm. A leaf was blown into
the fire of a house, causing the fire to spark up a bit, flaming the ceiling. From this, the
house caught fire. Soon the Chelmites were hauling heavy buckets of water towards
the fire. But when they got there, they were too late. The fire had already destroyed
the building. The Chelmites went to see Gronam Ox, the wisest man in Chelm.
"This is disturbing news," he said when they told him. “But I have an idea. We are always thinking of new ways, correct?" All the Chelmites nodded. "Why not try grass? It
is lighter and it is something new!" Suddenly Beryl the Beadle rushed in. "Gronam
Ox! Your house is on fire!" he screamed. "Everyone!" Gronam Ox said. "Gather as
much grass as you can and throw it at my house!" Everyone ran to a meadow on the
outside of Chelm and began to gather grass.
"Let go of me!" said the grass. Just kidding, no it didn't. Now, back to the story. They
threw grass at Gronam Ox's house. Throwing all that grass caused it to burn up entirely
and turn to ash. "Hmmm," Gronam Ox thought out loud. "Perhaps we have to try it a
second time." So they burned building after building until Chelm was lying almost completely in ruins.
Tornadoes by Marya Matlin-Wainer and Zachary Schurr
Young Chanele was sitting outside one morning when she looked up at the horizon and
saw a tornado coming. She quickly ran to Gronam Ox to give him the news, since he
was the most important man in the town. He called the townspeople to a meeting to
decide what to do. The wisest man in Chelm was Shimmel the Tailor. He decided that
instead of the tornado taking all of the houses and items, they would give it all to the
tornado first, so that it would go away. When the tornado came, the townspeople
backed out of Chelm and from a distance they began speaking to the tornado.
"Have the town, have everything," said Shimmel. "Take my doll," said young Chanele. Gronam Ox said, "Here's the deed to Chelm," and he threw it into the tornado. Everything started getting sucked in to the tornado just as the townspeople told it
to. The tornado didn't leave.
"Oh no," cried some of the Chelmites. Pretty soon they were being showered by all
sorts of household items which they had given to the tornado. Gronam Ox said that it
must not have liked their gifts. He said, "Look, look up at the sky. The tornado is
coughing up all of the gifts that we have given it."
As the tornado slowly started dying down, the Chelmites approached it. Gronam Ox
declared, "We must have a funeral for the tornado. It must have eaten some bad houses with house poisoning." On a gloomy day, the funeral was to be had. "From now
on,” declared Gronam Ox, "when a tornado comes here, we will know what to do."
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Di yorn gayen zich. . .
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The years go by. . .
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Lasting thoughts...

Many thanks to:
All of the Kindershule teachers, past and present, who have nurtured our students.
Deepest gratitude to:
Joanna Kalb, for managing to consult about and create the beautiful photo collages even while caring for her
(practically brand-new) baby, Noah Zach DeAngelis!
and to Mike Salop for his thoughtful, ungrudging, unflagging toils to bring the zhurnal to completion.
Thanks also to Joe at Far Better Printing, for his flexibility, cooperation and professionalism.
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