Shores of Light

May 1945
I arrived in Europe

when the war ended there.
Europe was flooded with

millions of refugees,
including more than 052,000 Jews

who wanted to immigrate

to the Land of Israel

but the British Mandate

prohibited entry to them.
The homeless refugees reluctantly

lived in Displaced Persons Camps

scattered in

Germany, Austria and Italy.
I was sent from the Land of Israel

to assist the Relief Organizations

in the DP camps at the tip

of the heel of the Italian boot.
In my personal diary I document the

unique story about a new beginning.
I was born in Santa Maria di Leuca

Displaced Persons camp in Italy.
My parents were Holocaust survivors

from Poland.
As a child, I didn't ask my parents

about the Holocaust

for fear of causing them pain.
I believe that it created

a distance between us.
Now that they have died,
I seek any information I can find

about their life

in order to feel closer to them.
My parents came to Italy

on the Escape routes

and all I know is that

the Jewish Brigade smuggled them

across the borders and the Alps.
My mother, pregnant with me,
didn't want to give birth on European

soil soaked with Jewish blood.
In my research I found the diary

of Meir Schwartz

who was working for the

Refugees Relief Organizations.
In the diary I discovered a whole

world of life after the war.
I even found a description of

the day we left Italy:
This morning there was a unique sight.
92 people left for the Land of Israel.
When the children were boarded

tears of joy flooded my eyes and my soul.
He describes how my parents and I

were loaded onto the truck.
This is an amazing discovery for me,
and I want to know more...
The Israel Radio Dept.
searching lost relatives

will help you locate

relatives and friends.
I'm your host, Yaron Enosh.
Hello, Shunamit.
-Hello.
I'm looking for people

who stayed in the Displaced Persons camp

in southern Italy after WWII

or people who were born there,
like me.
The region known as Puglia

in the south of Italy. -Yes.
If you can help,
please contact 250...
The nurses saw the same woman

pregnant again.
So...
-They fainted.
I got many phone calls after

the radio broadcast.
With Esther and Rivka,
who were also born in Leuca,
we organized a gathering

of other children who were born there.
The maternity ward

in Santa Maria di Leuca

unites us all tonight.
Sitting here are many friends

who were born

in the same hospital

and restored the light and smile

to our parents.
I was born

in Santa Maria di Leuca in July,
I was one year old

when they boarded the ship.
I was born in Leuca in July '64.
Whatever I know is from other people,
they never talked about it.
-Like everyone.
To this day I don't even know

the name of the ship I came on to Israel.
When she realized she was pregnant

and that she had to see a doctor

she was very ashamed.
So she said to me,
I went to the clinic and what did I see?
I saw Esther and Bunia,
everyone's pregnant like me.
You don't remember because you

were new born babies, but I do.
I was in 31 DP camps.
I have harsh memories

and the only light I have

is from Tricase.
My parents knew the word Bambina,
there were all these pregnant

women around.
My mother was pregnant when we

got there. That's where I was born.
That's about all I know.
-That's all you were told? -Yes.
We realized that the children of Leuca

know very little about Italy,
we decided to talk to the people

who are still around from then.
Do you recognize anyone?
Rivka prepared a photo album seeking

to depict the Italy of her parents.
We had nothing,
but the nuns were very nice.
They were? -They helped us.
The doctor was amazing.
I didn't know his name.
He was outstanding.
Esther's mother is still alive

and this is an opportunity

to ask about things

she'd never told.
I read the diary over and over again

trying to understand

what my parents went through

and what kind of reality

I was born into.
The allied forces still fill the roads,
in all directions,
Italian refugees return

to what remains of their homes.
Italy paid a heavy price

for joining Nazi Germany.
We still have so many questions

so we decided to go to Italy.
We want to see the place

where we were born,
find out what the

local Italians remember

and what traces remain

of our parents' stay there.
We reached a magical place

where time seems to have stopped.
Hi, Mom.
I'm in Santa Maria di Leuca,
opposite the hospital and the...
-Lighthouse.
Rivka and Shuni are with me,
they're almost as excited as I am.
Is it as I told you?
Precisely as you told me.
-Great that you called me.
Bye, Mom, goodnight.
First thing in the morning,
we want to see

where the DP camp was located.
I expect to see gated barracks

surrounded by barbed wire.
A native of Leuca who remembers,
show us the place.
This is Villa Danielle,
that's Villa Damborini,
that's Arditi and that's Meridiana.
Behind the hotel there are 2 large villas.
All these villas

housed Jewish refugees after 5491.
When I was little, I had asthma.
Then it was considered

a psychosomatic disease

and my gym teacher told me

that maybe as a baby...
my needs weren't met

due to the conditions in the camp.
Looking around,
I don't think that's the reason. -Yes.
How can we associate what we see here

to a camp?
A camp that is closed,
that keeps away the neighboring population.
The term displaced persons means

people who were uprooted and moved

from one place to another.
The local Italians call them Profughi,
meaning refugees.
My parents were displaced.
They returned home

from the concentration camps,
their apartments were seized

by the Hungarians

who even told them:
we didn't do anything wrong,
the government gave them to us.
Among the first to arrive

were people with the Star of David

on their chests.
There were men and women,
when they washed their hands,
they had tattooed number

on their arms.
They came grandmother and grandson,
father and daughter,
mother and daughter,
never an entire family.
It's a huge epic.
Not only the 53 thousand refugees

who passed through Italy

wanted to reach Israel.
There were thousands

throughout Europe

whose only wish

was to reach the land of Israel.
The Italians accepted the Jews

and continued an ancient tradition

of taking in people in danger.
The survivors need time

to get used to their freedom.
Their food and clothing are supplied

by UNRRA and the Joint.
They are housed

in luxurious summer villas

that were confiscated by the allies

and handed over

to the relief organizations.
The refugees are arranged

in groups and Kibbutzim

based on the political division

in the Land of Israel:
The labor movements,
the Religious movements and Betar.
We stop at the municipality

Registration Office

because Esther is looking

for her birth certificate.
In what year were you born?
July 6491.
Unbelievable how these books used to look.
So organized.
-After so many years.
But she has to ask you the...
Here we go.
Rosenthal Esther.
Born on July 81th at 5:05pm.
Andrea.
Andre. -My father's Hungarian name.
Son of David.
Where's the name of the doctor?
Here, Mertali Ricardo.
Great, I'll be able to tell my mom

the doctor's name.
Can you hear me?
-I hear you very well.
We came to get the birth certificate

and you won't believe this,
it includes the name

of your handsome Yugoslav doctor.
His name is Mertali Ricardo.
-Ricardo, right.
The other women screamed at

their husbands:
what did you do to me....
I only cried: Bondi, Bondi-kam,
my Bondi.
But the doctor, he was wonderful.
He helped in an unusual way.
The camps were spread along

the coast in several resort towns.
Our parents stayed there between

six months to two years.
Ercole Morciano, who studied and wrote

about the Jewish refugees in Tricase,
disclosed their story to his people.
He opens the door for us

to one of the villas.
Hello. -Hello.
-I'm Esther. -Nice to meet you.
Please come in.
Welcome.
We found this soldier

after we installed

the air conditioner.
First, we painted,
then we preserved the image.
It's a soldier. -Wow.
He has a Star of David

on his helmet.
It must be a Jewish Brigade soldier.
They wanted to show that

they're not the beaten ones anymore...
They're no longer the victims.
I appreciate the sensitivity

that Ms. Sparasci showed

in preserving this wonderful story.
There must be more paintings like this

in other villas in Tricase.
I hope this act will

serve as an example

of preservation

and historic documentation.
This is another testimonial:
An inscription.
We don't know what it says

because it's in Hebrew.
I don't see it.
-I do. -Where?
Land of Israel.
-Where?
In the square...
Second row from the top.
Oh, the contour.
-You see Land of before it.
And Long live in front.
-Long live the Land of Israel.
Long live the Land of Israel.
How beautiful. We finally know

what it means.
The villas were rented

and crowded with people.
01 people in one room,
01 people in another,
The living room was full.
We were crammed in.
We shared one big room,
we slept on the floor.
In the kitchen there were roles:
The women cooked,
the men washed the dishes,
we did the dirty work.
I was the housemother.
I cooked, cleaned everything...
It was known that 001 people

were in this villa

so a truck arrived every day

with fresh supplies.
We didn't lack anything.
Waking up in the morning,
no ticking clock

and immediately we jump into the sea.
There was a small cliff

that we used to jump off,
into the water.
We swam until Mother would cry out:
Don't go so far!
Today we're going to

Santa Maria al Bagno.
Prof. Lelli, who researched the

Jewish camps in the region

accompanies us a part of the way.
When did you become interested

in the history of the

Jewish survivors in Salento?
I was invited to Santa Maria al Bagno,
I saw the murals by Zvi Miller,
I thought of this history

and realized

that this is important

but no one focused

on the children who were born there.
I thought I must find these children

and it's a chance to hand

down the story to the community.
Santa Maria al Bagno

This town had the largest number

of survivors

and a large British headquarters.
The Italians built a museum here

to document those years.
They transferred the murals

from the Betar club.
Murals by Holocaust survivor Zvi Miller

There are so many symbols

in these paintings.
The Menorah, the soldiers,
the camps, the Star of David.
Holocaust survivor mothers

with their children.
In fact, the British blocked entry

into the Land of Israel

and sent us to Cyprus.
My father had a friend

who went to Australia

He invited my father to join him.
But my mother said,
I'm only going to the Land of Israel!
The survivors are busy organizing

demonstrations against the British.
I am outraged that the

British who defeated Hitler

lock the gates of the Land of Israel

to the remaining survivors!
Rivka's photo album

is our guide to the house

her parents stayed in.
Paulo Pisacane, who researched

the camp in Bagni,
takes us there.
Look, this is white and that's...
It's a black and white photo...
The door grill work is the same.
It has to be this one.
I don't believe it.
-Rivka.
They're sitting here,
this is my mother.
She sat on that side.
This was the center of the kibbutz.
The single people lived here.
Here was the dining hall.
So what were they doing here?
-Married couples got small houses

but the social gatherings

took place here

and all the photos were taken

by this door.
Paulo, thank you,
thank you.
The refugees were like neighbors.
They fused with the locals

and had reciprocal relations.
I was born in 6491 in Santa Maria.
One of the Jewish refugees

made me a wooden stroller.
His daughter took me for a walk

every day.
My husband worked in the

sewing workshop with Italian women.
They baked a cake

for us every Saturday.
During the harvest,
they asked us for help.
We helped them willingly,
we didn't want to get paid.
So they would bring us

bottles of wine instead.
Beautiful girls stayed

in one of the villas.
I had a car.
Once, one of the girls

went for a drive with me.
I tried to kiss her.
She said, stop,
 I have a longtime boyfriend

and we never kissed,
but you try to kiss me

after 2 minutes...
The refugees wear American clothes,
enjoying Manhattan fashion

from 3 years ago.
The smart ones

sell some of the clothes they get

from UNRRA and the Joint

to the very poor local Italians.
The survivors inject life

and trade into the region.
This is a blanket that Jewish refugees

sold in the market in Tricase.
They sold blankets and clothes.
We bought this one

and we use it to this day.
The young boys would steal oranges.
They would give us a blanket

in return for 4-5 oranges.
The blankets had a rare beauty and

were so fine

that we'd turn them

into jackets and coats.
Italy was in dire straits.
Shortage of basic products for food,
shortage of everything.
During the war, a ration card provided

002 grams of bread per person.
When the survivors arrived

they received food in containers.
We took food from them.
It fed our family of eleven.
We got food packages

from UNRRA and the Joint

and they were hungry.
We got as much bread as we wanted.
There was an old man

who came asking for food.
We gave him bread.
He would wet the bread under a tap

and eat it like that.
The accordion didn't have keys

like a piano, rather it had buttons.
They wanted to buy the accordion.
My father said no,
leave me alone.
I was a little boy

and I wondered if he would give in.
Then one of the two

removed a loaf of bread from his bag,
it was so white that it was blinding.
Father couldn't resist,
he took the bread and the money,
I don't remember how much,
and gave him his accordion.
Hello. -Hi, Avremi. -Hi.
I met a man whose story is so touching.
His father sold his accordion

to the emissaries from Israel

because they were very poor

and I think

that we could give our accordion

to the local museum

as a symbol of this story

I think it's a wonderful idea.
The church bells remind us

that we are in a Catholic world.
We visit the local churches

to find out how the church

treated the Jewish survivors.
The singing reminds me of an entry

in the emissary's diary:
Some of the survivors who love to sing

approached the local priest,
Father Anselmo Raguso,
who recommended

them for the choir.
I was so touched by the

local Christian clergymen

who accepted Jews into the church

choir just to sing together.
The Catholic Church did nothing

for the Jewish refugees in Italy.
But the Church establishment is unlike

the clergy working in the field.
Local clergy act out of the

kindness in their hearts.
If they can do something

against the establishment, they will.
09 percent of the Italians

were Fascists.
But not even one Italian

was against the Jews.
Of that you can be sure.
The locals realized 
that these people

had suffered badly.
They also saw the positive attitude

of the local clergy towards them,
so they treated them

with compassion as well.
The Jews were welcomed with open arms.
The church regarded them as equals.
Can you tell me what you see here?
These are the Jews,
this is the Archbishop of Bari,
blessing Jews as they leave Bari

May God protect you

and light your path

and bring you safely

to your destination.
Rivka, why is it so important for you

to meet a nun?
My mother came from an area

where anti-Semitism was overflowing,
she was very suspicious and hostile

towards the Christians.
When she met a compassionate nun

in the hospital

who helped a Jewish mother

it changed her outlook.
She talked about it with

fondness and longing.
Good morning.
-Good morning.
This one?
No?
No, we were little,
we don't know her.
Good morning.
-Good morning.
I knew these women,
I don't know if they're alive.
This is Virginia Petese

who is still alive.
She's alive? -Yes.
She lives over there.
Later in the day, Francesco

sets up a meeting with Virginia,
the girl he recognized

in the photo.
She worked as assistant to the nuns

Rivka hopes she will lead her

to the nun.
This is my sister,
this is me.
Who's older? -She is.
She's one year older than me.
Antonina...
Was she the Mother Superior

or just a nun? -Just a nun.
I don't know the others,
the Mother Superior is gone.
This woman was born here.
Should I show her my picture?
Look at her when she was a baby.
That little one is her.
Me? -No, me.
She was born in our hospital, Mother.
Following the meeting with Virginia,
Rivka goes to Rome

to visit one of the nuns

who worked in the hospital.
Good morning.
-Good morning.
The cameraman wasn't allowed in

so the interpreter filmed.
This is Sister Rita

who worked in the kitchen. -Okay.
Sister Maria Michelangela

worked in the children's ward.
This is Sister Liliana,
the Mother Superior

and this is me, in the middle.
Take a picture.
I was 23 here.
What did she say?
-In the picture she was 23.
In November I'll be 89.
Even though she wasn't present

at the birth,
to me it is as if she was present

at my birth.
Rivka, what's up?
-Shuni, you won't believe what happened.
One of the nuns recognized herself

in the picture.
Really?
-It was amazing.
Just before we left,
she said with tears in her eyes,
the most wonderful thing

that could have happened to me

before I die

is having met you...
Wow. -Yes.
We're midway through the journey.
Our days are filled with surprises.
I'm falling in love with the locals

They are so warm and sympathetic.
We're on our way to Santa Cesarea,
the town where Esther's parents stayed.
What does it mean administration office?
They organized the food distribution.
Here's the dining hall.
They oversaw the professional training.
Workshops.
My father worked

in the welding workshop.
He built an oven

and a baby stroller.
He had good hands,
-My father built me a stroller too

and I think he worked

in a clothes warehouse

so my mother and I

always had clothes.
And your father, Shuni?
One of the documents says

that he was a hat maker.
We're continuing to the soccer field

in Santa Cesarea,
where a photo of

Esther's father was taken.
This is my father.
-Where?
The most handsome man in the row,
with a moustache like Kaiser Franz Josef

whom he adored.
He was a proud Hungarian. 
-Look at this team.
He loved soccer,
he took me to the games.
You? -He raised me almost like a boy.
Sadly he died at the age of 84.
I was very attached to him.
The athletic training encourages

and strengthens the youths.
We combine pre-military training

towards their enlistment

in the defense forces of Israel.
It helps to calm their stormy spirits.
Recently a fight broke out

with the local Italians

that got out of control.
The Jews had a small team

and they came to play in Tricase,
but they wanted the field

to themselves.
That's when the fighting broke out.
Including beatings.
It was a mess,
luckily worse things didn't happen.
The Jews stopped coming to Tricase.
The hostility lasted

for 51 days.
Then came the messengers of peace

and everyone was invited to dinner.
This was some meal...
A peace making meal.
He saw me and liked me.
He sat down next to my mother.
And also befriended

my brother and sister in law.
Since we were of different religions,
marriage was a problem.
My father in law said, Golda,
I'm an important man here.
If you wed in a civil marriage

you'll be regarded as a mistress.
But if you marry in church,
I will maintain my status.
Another marriage of survivors

is taking place this afternoon.
Probably the 843th wedding.
    Who knows how many more children

will be born here?
So far

nearly 002 have been born.
Very few people had families.
Most of them

survived without parents,
Without anything

the group arranged weddings for them.
I didn't like weddings.
He didn't really want to get married.
-You tricked him. -And how.
We went to my uncle's wedding,
I wore a plain dress.
So I said to Bondi,
how about we get married too?
I asked the rabbi

and he said okay.
Once my uncle and his wife were married,
she removed her veil

and put it on my head.
This picture was taken here,
we were already married

with two children.
Why was this picture important to you?
For future generations!
Even though Esther's mother

didn't get married in white,
we decide to go thank

Vittoria from Tricase.
She gave the survivors

her wedding gown

so they'd marry in white.
Vittoria's dress is long gone,
but remains a symbol

of the close relations

between the locals and the survivors.
She's emotional because

wedding gown or not,
her parents wed here in 6491.
She was born shortly thereafter.
In Santa Maria di Leuca.
Many women married here.
Thank you very much.
Santa Croce

Paulo Pisacane insists

on showing us

where children who survived

were housed.
They were orphans

and even lonelier than our parents.
This was Kibbutz Alya.
It housed 021 orphan boys.
The house our group lived in

was two stories high.
    There was still fear in the boys' eyes.
At times I get very depressed.
I see my father

lying in his own blood

and mother fighting the suffocation.
Only when I look up

to the blue sky

do I remember that I am now

in a world full of light and warmth.
I looked at the children

I was shocked.
Their appearance,
their behavior,
like wild animals.
This was the education,
they got in the camps.
The Jewish Brigade members told me

that even though they didn't know Italian

they sold all the blankets

that were in the trucks.
I knew what they endured.
Once you know that,
you understand.
We provided them with structure.
Not like a prison, God forbid,
and not like the camps.
Did you see a change in them?
It took time,
it wasn't easy.
We gave them love, compassion.
We were their parents and teachers.
That's what they needed.
The youths would walk along

the beach at night

and sing their songs.
We bring peace to you.
It brings tears to my eyes

thinking about it.
I liked it so much,
I remember it.
We bring peace to you...
Members of the Jewish Brigade

who came from Israel trained us.
They said we should teach them

about the holidays, the traditions.
What language did you teach in?
-Hebrew.
We were all Jews,
we all wanted to reach Israel.
It moves me deeply...
You want me to read it?
-Yes.
The student Spector Dina Dreilich

completed her studies

at the seminar with honors

and is certified

as an elementary school teacher

and youth counselor.
Our journey to the past

raises the question -
what do the local youth know

about what happened back then?
This is a very delicate moment

in Italy's history,
there's an economic 
and a moral crisis,
We have a great responsibility

as teachers

to provide our students with roots

         to stay here and wings to fly.
When we arrived

in Auschwitz,
I was confronted with all the evil,
I couldn't contain my emotions.
I couldn't.
The trip changed me so much.
In Birkenau we lit a candle

in memory of one person

who died in Auschwitz.
It was so moving,
I don't think those people

ever imagined

that one day a person

from Santa Maria di Leuca 
would say,
I remember you.
I remember you at this moment

and the six million others.
Did your parents tell you about Salento?
No one discussed the Holocaust

in my home.
In 0002 I went to Oxford

for a conference

and since then I became interested,
I returned to Israel and organized

conferences on the Holocaust,
specifically on women and the Holocaust.
I found a picture of me and my parents

in which they're smiling.
I asked my mother,
how can this be?
You were in Auschwitz one year ago,
you lost your parents,
your entire family,
how can you be smiling?
Then they told me about Italy.
Their time here

was a time of healing.
What are you doing

to get your story out?
We left when I was 2 months old.
I didn't remember a thing.
We're here to tell the story

of the warm relations

between our parents

and the Italian families here.
The encounter with the local youth

moved us deeply.
But we still wonder

how our parents coped 
with the haunting memories

and the loss.
Tell me about the day I was born.
-I was happy.
Did you think of your mother

at the time?
No, no, no.
It was right after the Holocaust,
after Auschwitz...
I didn't want to think about that.
But it consumed me for years,
no doubt about that.
The Jewish couple lived there.
A husband and wife, no children.
One evening the husband

came down here,
the sea was very stormy.
The woman stood up there

and called him but he didn't answer.
The woman came running down,
pulled him out of the water,
otherwise he would have been crushed

on the rocks.
I can't shake the story about the man

who tried to kill himself.
I think the people who repressed

the horrors didn't forget them,
but it was easier for

them to start a new life.
I delivered him in 03 minutes.
Besides the pain

I couldn't think or feel anything.
Then I heard: Piccolo bambino!
Bianco! Bianco!
Bianco means white.
-The other babies had dark complexions.
Many stairs were leading up hill

from the hospital,
we were told to climb the stairs,
so that we'd have an easy delivery.
            When the birth began,
we started to scream.
We didn't know Italian

so we shouted...
instead of Dolores (pain).
We cried, Dollars, dollars.
All the women in my group were pregnant.
-The Jews wanted to live.
All my girlfriends...
Giving birth was the survivors' answer

to their unimaginable suffering.
I find in this the symbol of vitality:
the desire to live on!
the urge to spite the people

who wanted to murder us.
Whom did you name the baby after?
-My father, Nathan.
My husband lost his family too.
The right to choose the first name

goes to the mother.
I wanted a boy,
I wanted someone to succeed my father.
After every birth

there's a sense of relief and joy,
but no one's there to caress me.
You missed your mother.
-Yes.
002, 102, 202, 302, 402...
My mother's delivery

was so unlike mine.
When I gave birth,
she was anxiously waiting outside,
while she came here

after losing her mother

and had to deliver all on her own.
At least she had her twin sister

who was also pregnant

and as luck would have it,
they gave birth at the same time.
They both called their girls Rivka.
-Fantastic.
I was born here

66 years to the day.
I'm where the most meaningful event

in my mother's life took place.
Her first child.
After years of hiding.
-After all she went through.
My mother never talked about it,
but now I think that...
it was a very happy day.
It's a miracle of revival

after everything they were deprived of

for years. -Yes.
I think of my father too,
he lost 3 children.
I feel all that burden

on my shoulders now.
Our journey is coming to an end.
We go to the hospital

where we were born.
Here, among the ruins of the place

where my mother delivered me,
I feel a closeness to her

that I never felt before.
It hurts me that she passed away

shortly before I had my own child.
On our last day,
 the local authorities organize a

ceremony  in our honor: 
the girls born in Leuca.
Our citizens accommodated

the Jewish refugees

after their suffering

in the death camps,
They treated

them as brothers.
This is a family story,
a story of the heart,
the story of human events.
The concept of hope

that we convey every day

is the final victory

over racism and intolerance.
It is a great lesson that stemmed

from this little piece of land. Thank you.
I'd like to take this opportunity

to thank the residents of this area

on behalf of myself, my friends

and our parents

and the hundreds of children

who were born here

at the hospital

in Santa Maria di Leuca.
Here shall we live,
here shall we create

a life of freedom...
There are 41 other people here

who were born in Leuca

who came over

because they heard about the ceremony.
They wish to offer gifts

to the museum.
This accordion brought joy

and solace to the refugees.
We bring an Italian accordion

from the Land of Israel

which continues to play

the songs of hope and friendship.
In memory of the gowns

that passed from bride to bride

and symbolized a new life,
and the lovely Italian women

who gave their wedding gowns

to the Jewish girls.
We offer this wedding gown

in which women got married in Israel.
Seeing the children of Leuca

made my heart beat fast.
Esther Herzog.
Rivka Cohen.
Shuni Lifshitz.
To live as long as youth lasts

Life is so beauitiful and fast

           I want to live fully at last.
In our honor,
the mayor opens the waterfall

which is opened 
on special occasions.
The water washes the painful memories

of our parents out to sea

and connects us to the people

and the place where we were born,
the place where life began again.
The source of light

at the tip of the boot.
