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EPISODE IN~ 

EUROPE 

By L. W eiss berger 

THE "mixed transport" returned. Men, women 
and children in a seemingly endless row of 

fiat, open trucks, gaily adorned. with fresh i '':·igs 
and flowers. There was an air of false gaiety 
about the transport, strangely contrasting with 
the occupants of the trucks. Men, women .and 
children, dressed in what appeared at first sight 
to be fancy-dress, clutching a few empty tins, 
wooden boxes, suitcases fastened with string 
bundles. The men's faces were unshaven, eyes 
red \\ith sleeplessness, profound fatigue marked 
each movement. 

The mixed transport returned. They may bavc 
been singing when they left; now they were too 
exhauste.i even to simulate any kind of chee~·
fulness. The twigs and flowers were stra 1p:el '{ 
out of place-gaiety plm1ted on misery and sor
row. 

Their sharp:med senses brought them to ·~he 
alert. Prom the trucks came inquiring shouts 
in different languages: "Malta"-"Ceski'~-"Hel
lenika"-in the hope of attracting the attention of 
a countr. man. Only from the last few trucks 
there came no shouts. No country was na1 ed. 
The men maintained a stubbrnn silence or talked 
among themselves in whispers. Uneasine s 
lurked in the corners of their eyes-tho. big, 
tragic ey .s, more expres ive than the loudest f 
hout . There were a few women, one or two 

children. 
crThese must be ours," DaYid said. 
\ 'e a clres. ed them in Yiddi h: ''Are You 

fe i h ?" 
'Je :vi h, yes. We are Jewi h. Shalom 

Aleichem." 
Word went around. Men surrounded i.~g, 

looked at us incredulously yet were reticent. 
Few ventured conversation. 

There were nearly 400 of them, mostly men, 
of urpri ingly good physique, tough, deliberate. 
They might have been taken for a gang of 
rogues, were it not for their eyes. Suffering, 
fear, despair, savage determination- all that 
looked out from their bloodshot eyes, men and 
he few women alike. An elderly man was sit
ting on a b:>x, stripped to the \Vaist. One wore 
a red shirt with the top-boots of a German 

antryman. Some had overcoats made from 
blankets roughly sewn together. A woman wa~ 
itting in a nightgown. Nearly all had some sort 

of headgear, varying from military caps of all th 
United Nations to straw hats. 

"We left the camp three days ago," the elderly 
man said. HJewish soldiers gave us some food 
and clothing'." 

"Where are you bound for?" 
"For Bari. We are going to Palestine." 
It was all so unreal, untrue. These were the 

men who came from "over there." They are 
going to Palestine. These are our brethren. 

The man in the striped dress turned round: 
a Magen David was painted in yellow on his 
back. A Magen David decorated our uniforms. 
These are our brethren. 

"Where do you come from'!" we asked the 
elderly man. 

"From Bendin, Poland." 
There are many others from Poland. There 

are some from Hungary, from Czechoslovakia. 
from Rumania, from all over the world. 

It was impossible to make real contact with 
them. They were unreal, phantoms. It wo'uldn't 
h
1

elp to strip naked and give them all our clothing. 
t would not help to shed tears. They were not 

real. Yet-
. Their initial interest seemed to have spent 
t~self. Slowly they returned to their former 
lnlence. 

"We haven't food for all of you, but we can 
get up a meal for a fe\\'." Our voices had a 
strange ring of guilt. 

b 
The anticipated rush did not materialise. The 

ungry ones did not stir. but obviously there 
"'tha complet~ agreement as to who should get 

~ food. The ones who had had some food 
pomted out the less fortunate. 

V..'e al o had a few items of clothing J.:ept 
for such an emergency. Tl1e ones in obvious 
neld of protection from exposure found them
~nl·es in possession of what they needed most. 

Y- everybody needed something most ur-
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gently. If we had stayed much longer ,-:e woul 
have stripped naked. 

The situation was getting unbearable. Here 
we were, the two of us, facing these living ex
amples of misery and suffering. They were our 
brethren. It seemed wrong that there shoulJ be 
sue a gap between 'us. They made us feel guiltv 
of being replete, well clad and cared for. Weren't 
they, rather than we, entitled to all that? Was 
their guilt greater than ours? ow that victory 
has come, was their misery to continue, their suf
fering to be forgotten? 

We felt guilty, for we ·were unable to help 
them. We could not help them. A meal, an 
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old item of cl0thing could not be like~ed even 
to the proverbial drop in this ocean of misery. 

"We are going to Palestine," the elderly man 
repeated stubbornly. May be that was what kept 
them alive. 

At the side of the road there was a group of 
about ten refugees, seated beside their meagre 
belongings- all they owned on God's earth. _An 
old man and his son, another youth, three girls 
and a few young men. They had left the train. 

"We haven't got the Ptre•1gth to travel an 
more," the father of the boy explained apolo: 
getically. 

(Continued on page 23) 


