
Displaced Persons Camps: Theme Overview
Jews found themselves displaced along with millions of other non-Jews in the post-war chaos of Europe. Displaced
Persons (DP) camps were established in Germany, France, Italy and Belgium, often on the sites of former labour or con-
centration camps. Initially, many Jewish DPs were housed behind barbed wires, guarded and exposed to humiliating
treatment. Nutrition, sanitary conditions and accommodations were poor. In cities they were sometimes lodged in requisi-
tioned houses or public buildings. 

At first, the basic necessities of food, clothing and medical supplies were provided by the Allied Forces and the United
Nations Rehabilitation and Relief Administration (UNRRA). By the fall of 1945 the relief effort was taken over by Jewish
welfare organizations. The American Jewish Joint Distribution Committee (JDC) provided emergency aid and ran child-
care centres, hospitals and trade schools. 

The Society for Rehabilitation and Training, known as ORT, ran schools and provided training programs for the displaced
persons. Zionist organizations and kibbutzim (collective farms) taught farming skills and Hebrew to those planning to
immigrate to Palestine. 

By 1946 conditions began to improve in the DP camps. The camps began to function as self-contained societies. There
was an influx of Polish Jews recently released from the Soviet Union. People married and thousands of births were
recorded. Most worked or took part in a variety of training programs. Schools, sports and cultural clubs were formed. 

By 1947 there were a range of political organizations active and more than 70 newspapers published in Yiddish and
many other European languages. Many displaced persons waited several years in these camps before being finally
admitted into countries such as Canada, the United States and Palestine. 
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Newspaper

Page 1 of 3: description and translation

Newspaper belonging to Robbie Waisman. Paris, France, Spring 1947.

This newspaper was circulated among the survivors of Buchenwald. It helped us keep in touch with each other. I
think that those who published the newspaper thought that they had to help record our memories of the Holocaust
and our experiences afterwards. As a child survivor of Buchenwald, I used to read this newspaper while I was living
in an orphanage in France after the war.

On the front page of the newspaper there is a speech given by the president of our society. On the back is a form to
be filled in by survivors of Buchenwald in order to join the Society of Those Deported to Buchenwald. 

Robbie Waisman

BUCHENWALD - The Quarterly Bulletin of the Buchenwald Society of Deported Patriots and Resistance Members

April - May - June 1947

We Continue. . .

Two years have already passed since that day when the camp was liberated and we welcomed the American troops led
by General Patton.

Two and a half months later, on July 1st, 1945 we founded the Association of Patriots and Members of the
Resistance Deported to Buchenwald.

At the opening of the inaugural meeting, I was given the opportunity of speaking and I said:

My dear comrades,

It is with mixed emotions that I speak to you. Today, we are the beneficiaries of an atmosphere in which those deported
are highly regarded and honoured, but tomorrow we will be tolerated and the day after merely endured. History repeats
itself. Such was the fate of those who fought [in World War I] from 1914 - 1918.

My dear comrades, let us remember this recent page of history, let us affirm and stake our rights; I say to the young,
to those who were not heroes, but victims of this tragedy: learn from this lesson, do not listen to enchanting voices that
promise you "lots of butter on fresh bread" and will only permit you to eat "stale bread." I say to you: Do not forget the
victims, honour our dead, assist our elderly, our handicapped and our sick; let us not forget the parents, the widows, the
orphans either, let us remain closely united; forget or ignore petty disagreements, forgive past offences, and rise above
this in order to accomplish the great task that lies ahead.

The deportees are and will continue to be, IF THEY SO CHOOSE, a select group. We will enhance our profile and
occupy an important place in the nation if we know how to remain faithful to our martyrs, and worthy of the goal that we
seek to attain, if we know how to work for the revival of our fatherland. 

So, my dear comrades, that is what I said on July 1st, 1945 when I urged you, inmates of Buchenwald, to found
YOUR own association. It is said that no one is a prophet in his own country, but I believe that we should modify that
proverb so that it reads, "no one follows a prophet in his own country:" the point is not that the prophet is wrong, but that
no one follows him!

I would like today to be in a position to urge you to ‘continue’; instead, I must urge you to decide to ‘begin’ it is high
time, believe me, if we want to retain our prestige, to group ourselves and act: not only at the ‘national’ level, but also at
the ‘departmental’ level; let there be created in each department a section that will give life to THE SPIRIT OF THE MEN
OF BUCHENWALD, that will come to the aid of the most unfortunate among our comrades, give support to those who
have no-one left to support them, and to proclaim everywhere, and in all circumstances that WE DO NOT WANT WHAT
HAPPENED TO EVER HAPPEN AGAIN!

To work, my dear comrades and with brotherly thanks.

Frédéric-H. MANHES, President
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Sports Membership Card

Page 1 of 2: artifact 

Sports membership card belonging to Leslie Spiro. Bergen-Belsen DP Camp, Germany, 1946/47
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After liberation I ended up in the Bergen-Belsen Displaced Persons Camp where I spent a couple of years waiting
for somewhere to go.

This card was my sports membership card. It is written in both Yiddish and English. My address was H8, which
meant block 8. During the war, the blocks had been used to house the Nazis. They were better built than the barracks
that I had been in at Auschwitz-Birkenau. In the photograph I am dressed in an American army uniform because I
worked for the American Joint Distribution Committee at the time.

There were several futbol (soccer) clubs organized in Bergen-Belsen. I belonged to the Makabi (Macabee) team,
which was the second best club in the league. The best club was called Hagibor. We played every weekend or
whenever we could get the field. The field was always in big demand. I used to play right wing. I was short, but I
could run fast.

Leslie Spiro

Sports Membership Card

Page 2 of 2: description 
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Photograph: Buchenwald, 1945

Page 1 of 1: artifact and description

Photograph belonging to Robbie Waisman. Buchenwald, Germany, Spring 1945.

I was fourteen years old when I was liberated from Buchenwald concentration camp on April 11, 1945. This photograph
of myself and some of the other child survivors was taken a couple of weeks after liberation. In the background are
the former SS barracks, in which the children were housed.

I remember that an adult survivor who was a tailor was given the task of clothing us. He found some Hitler Youth
uniforms and cut them down to size for us. We were all dressed alike in these little suits with short pants. I am in the
back row, third from the right.

Over the years I have managed to keep in touch with two of the other boys in the picture. The little boy in the front
row, third from the right, is Israel Meir Lau who went on to become the Chief Rabbi of Israel. I recently met many of
the other ‘Children of Buchenwald,’ as we now call ourselves, at a reunion in Florida.

Robbie Waisman



Identification Card

Page 1 of 1: artifact and description

Identification card belonging to Robbie Waisman. Buchenwald, Germany, 30 April 1945.

After liberation, Buchenwald was turned into a displaced persons camp and we were all given official identity cards
signed by the Allied Forces. 

I remember getting this card because it was the first time in years that anyone had bothered to ask me my name. Not
since I was taken by the Nazis in 1941, had anyone asked me who my parents were and where I was from. In the
concentration camp I was only known by my number – 117098. I was thrilled to get this card because it was the
reverse of what had happened to me when I was imprisoned. This card gave me back my humanity.

It looks very worn because I carried it everywhere from then on, on all our excursions. It proved who I was. It was my
security.

Robbie Waisman
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Identification Card

Page 1 of 1: artifact and description

Identification card belonging to Celina Lieberman.Eschwege, Germany 19 June 1945.

The only way that I was able to survive in hiding was to assume different identities. I had to change my name and
learn how to be a very good Catholic. When I lived with Helena Zaleska, the kind Polish Catholic farmwomen, she
gave me the name Marishka. It was very dangerous at time for me to have any documents with my real name Celina
on it. Anything that could prove that I was a Jew would have betrayed me.

I was fourteen years old when I was given this identification card in the displaced persons camp at Eschwege after
the war. This document was very important to me because it meant that it was finally safe for me to be called by my
real name. It meant that I existed again.

The card has my thumbprint on it because you had to be documented in order to receive rations. Food was scarce.
Even though I have thrown out so many other things over the years, I was careful to always keep this card.

Celina Lieberman

front back
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Photograph: Kibbutz Hazioni. 1946

Page 1 of 1: artifact and description

Photograph of Leo Lowy. Kibbutz Hazioni, Degendorf, Germany, 1946

After the Holocaust, I found out that some survivors from my hometown had joined the Kibbutz Hanoar Hazioni, just
outside of Munich, Germany. Having lost our parents in the Holocaust, my sister and I were anxious to be among
people we knew so we went to find them on the kibbutz. I was about 18 years old, one of the youngest on the kibbutz.
In this picture I am doing some farm work. Sometimes I worked in the stable taking care of the cows and horses. On
a kibbutz everyone shares the work. 

My sister and I stayed there for about 3 months before moving to another kibbutz where we found some cousins who
had survived. I had planned to go to Israel but I changed my mind when it became too difficult because of the British
blockade. After that my sister and I went to another displaced persons camp in Cremona, Italy, where we became
part of the Canadian War Orphans Project.

Leo Lowy 


