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Abstract 

 

Fragile Mechanics: 
Connecting Holocaust and Art Education  
Through the Creation of a Graphic Novel 

 

Matthew Spencer Remington, MA 

The University of Texas at Austin, 2013 

 

Supervisor:  Paul E. Bolin 

 

Through the creation of a graphic novel based on a Romanian Holocaust 

survivor’s testimony, this study attempts to clarify the role of artistic creation in meaning-

making during Holocaust and genocide education.   In facilitating empathy and moral 

education, the creative process encourages a deeper exploration of these troubling topics 

than is possible within the confines of a traditional academic approach.  In order to 

understand this process, I worked with the testimony of Zoly Zamir, who escaped 

Bucharest following the Iron Guard Rebellion of 1941.  The creation of the graphic novel 

took me from Austin to Houston and Romania, where I sought to trace the echoes of 

history in architecture and environment. Translating Zamir’s story into word and image 

produced an empathetic bond to the narrative and the region, facilitating a deeper 

understanding of the hows and whys of the Holocaust.  That engagement spurred a desire 

to continue to ask questions, to look beyond a regimented understanding and view the 

broader implications of the history.   
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Chapter 1: Introduction to the Study 

 

Creating a work of art based on genocidal acts enables the artist to undertake a 

journey of meaning-making, enlightening the inexplicable.  Art Spiegelman struggled 

with depicting the conflict between history and memory in his graphic novel Maus, as 

James E. Young (1998) explains, “He issues a narrow call for an aesthetics that devotes 

itself primarily to the dilemmas of representation, an ‘uncanny’ history of the Holocaust 

that sustains uncertainty and allows us to live without a full understanding of events” (p. 

666).   Comprehension is never complete.  Creation facilitates the formulation of new 

insights, invokes new questions, and opens up new avenues of investigation. The creative 

process is more than mere manipulation of media for purposes of self-expression; it is an 

inculcation of knowledge through the discovery of self.  To develop a clearer concept of 

the Holocaust and how trauma is ameliorated, I created a graphic novel based on the life 

of Zoly Zamir, a Romanian Holocaust Survivor.  Translating his testimony into word and 

image facilitated my engagement with a history that is painful to study, difficult to 

reconcile, and impossible to comprehend. 

Central Research Question 

How would creating a graphic novel based on a Romanian Holocaust survivor’s 

testimony illuminate the way I internalized my Holocaust education?  Examining the 

externalized product and process was an effort to understand the fragile mechanics of 

Holocaust education and artistic creation’s role in meaning-making, exposing patterns of 
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learning that improved my facility in teaching about genocide, trauma, and tragedy.  As a 

journey of discovery, unexpected questions arose as the study progressed, emerging 

naturally from the research and the creative process.  Some of these “sub-questions” 

included: 

 
• What is the relationship between memory and history? 

• How can horrific events be depicted in a way that is “true” to the testimony? 

• How can art be used to sensitize others to injustice and inhuman acts in the modern 

world? 

• In what ways does research affect the creation of the graphic novel? 

• How does the developing story influence the research?  How does the creation of the 

graphic novel affect the learning process? 

• What graphic style best suits the story?  What elements factor into making this 

decision? 

• What elements will improve student interaction, visual literacy, and classroom 

discussion? 

• How did the Holocaust in Romania diverge from events in Germany and Poland?  In 

what ways were they similar? 

Problem Statement 

Holocaust and genocide are rarely addressed in the art classroom, yet this forum is 

ideal for engaging students in conversations about the topic. Artistic creation and analysis 
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entail empathy and connection, essential components of effective Holocaust education. 

As instructional tools, graphic novels and comic books strengthen these lessons.  Why 

comics?  Their “fringe” status makes them extremely susceptible to cultural trends.  To 

retain their audience, comics are full of social, cultural, and political metaphors that offer 

a unique, contemporary perspective of events. In the book Teaching Visual Literacy, Frey 

and Fisher (2008) state that comics are on the cutting edge of pop culture, reacting swiftly 

to social and cultural changes. The industry adapts to what kids view as “cool,” and 

quickly respond. Thus, “the industry’s reward is more sales; society’s reward is more 

student readers” (p. 29).  Students engage with comics because they offer personal stories 

with layers of graphic and textual meaning.  Stories of tragedy need to be eased into 

gently.  Instruction should initiate by providing students with a safe environment in 

which they can ask questions and explore complicated topics without fear of judgment or 

reprisal.  When the study is completed, students need to be fortified for a return to 

normality.  Comics provide safe passage, a familiar medium transporting students to 

unfamiliar territories. The act of artistic creation offers a guarded forum to probe, 

confront, and challenge themes and questions that arise over the course of study.  Comics 

also enable struggling readers, motivate the apathetic, challenge high-level readers, and 

help ESL students increase their comprehension with visual cues (Frey & Fisher, 2008).  

Comfort with visual materials provides students a means to decode symbols and other 

visual systems of literacy that bombard them daily while narrowing the gap between the 

contemporary art world and the classroom.  Yet, despite the educational benefits of the 

medium, comics and graphic novels lack widespread approval.  That perception is 
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changing.  Comics are discussed in peer-review journals, museums have been built to 

showcase them, and sales of comic books and comic art continue to increase (Williams, 

2008).   

Motivations for Research 

Visual literacy is the primary literacy of the 21st Century (Frey & Fisher, 2008).   

Comic books demonstrate relationships between words and pictures, a visual pairing that 

increases student engagement and comprehension.  To a greater extent, these pairings 

empower slower readers and ESL students to infer, predict, and reflect.  As a researcher, 

developing a graphic novel extended my understanding of the creative process, the 

medium, and the Holocaust. The experience of creating this graphic novel required my 

immersion in testimony and history, consideration of content and formal elements, 

reflection on the survivor’s and the viewer’s expectations, and refinement of the 

instructional applications of comic books and graphic novels.  At its foundation, I am 

invested in this research because I believe it will make me a better teacher. 

I first heard Zoly Zamir tell his story in 2009.  For the next two years, that 

testimony returned often to my thoughts as I contemplated what to do with it.  Despite the 

obsession with his story, I could not help but wonder, “What right did I have to insert 

myself into the narrative of his life?”  I continued to investigate the Holocaust through 

my studies at the Houston Holocaust Museum and at Yad Vashem, the world center for 

Holocaust documentation, research, education, and commemoration in Israel, but I could 

not shake the visceral hold Zoly’s narrative had on my imagination.  His story was unlike 
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any other testimony I had heard.  In the thread of his narrative, I saw potential for a 

unique teaching tool: a graphic novel and a study of the creative processes undertaken to 

interpret a Holocaust survivor’s testimony.  Finally, I worked up the nerve to propose the 

project to him.  

As an exploration of procedure and passion, the process of creating a graphic 

novel extended my understanding of the creative process, the medium, and the Holocaust. 

Quantifying my interest in the Holocaust is problematic.  At first, I simply sought to 

understand the nature of these events.  I could not conceive a mindset so intent on hatred 

that it actuated the attempted murder of an entire population.  As I delved deeper into the 

complex social, economic, and political factors sustaining Anti-Semitism, my confusion 

grew.  Most Germans were bystanders, passive witnesses to the horrific tragedy 

unfolding around them.  How was it possible that so many people chose to passively 

observe the brutalization of Jews and other ethnic groups during the Nazi regime?  As I 

worked at the Holocaust Museum Houston, my sanctimonious pre-conceits about being a 

bystander began to erode.  The security of time and distance fosters judgment that is 

overtly simplistic.  Reality is far more complex. I began to recognize personal failings 

when confronted by situations demanding moral action.  Qualifying my own questionable 

decisions was easy.  I knew the influences and I could understand the reasons and 

motivations behind the decisions. Once the less documented pressures of life and culture 

are factored into a situation, the inaction of the bystander becomes more understandable 

and more confounding.  Once again, I felt the more I learned the less I knew.  Like a sad 

academic addiction, I was hooked on this history. 
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Limitations of the Study 

This study was a very personal journey, and as such is not intended to be 

generalizable. While my hope is that the findings in this study can be used to direct 

further investigation into the impact of the creative process on Holocaust education, the 

results of this study are unique to the development a graphic novel, the testimony of Zoly 

Zamir, and a personal reaction to the history.  Investigating the conceptualization and 

design of a graphic novel based on the experiences of a specific Holocaust survivor made 

this a singular experience.  I expanded Zoly’s narrative with additional interviews and 

research, yet it remains a distinct story and the discoveries contained within these pages a 

result of my interaction with that story.   

Development of the graphic novel constituted a major portion of the research.  

The process required extensive daily reflection that included sketching, shaping the 

narrative, and documenting the relative truths firing in my head.  In part, this paper is 

visceral reaction to a trip to Romania in December 2012 and a personal response to a 

precise context and set of circumstances.  If I approached the same material in five years 

time, I could end up with a very different result.  Therefore, the focus of this thesis 

remained on the influence the rigors of creation had on my personal effectiveness as an 

art educator and a teacher of the Holocaust.   

Hypothesis about this Investigation 

Researching and writing about the Holocaust is a process of transfiguration.  

Creating a graphic novel based on a specific individual’s testimony demands a greater 
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empathy and understanding of the mechanics of tragedy.  The implementation of 

imagination in conjunction with the historical record facilitates meta-cognition through 

the construction of a tangible realization of abstract ideas.  In discussing narratives of the 

Holocaust, Lawrence Langer (2006) states, “We are forced to redefine the meaning of 

survival, as the assertive idea of staying alive is offset by the reactive one of fending off 

death” (p. 1).  Holocaust survivors strive to recover their lives through autobiography.  In 

adapting Zoly Zamir’s testimony, I hoped to interpret the footprints of the Holocaust on 

collective memory.  Additionally, I desired to chronicle the creative processes involved in 

order to illuminate specifics regarding the impact of research on the creative process and, 

conversely, the creative process’ influence on the research.  Implementing daily journals 

and a sketchbook was not sufficient.  Systematic reflection was necessary to map the 

transformation of a specific Holocaust testimony into visual narrative to determine the 

connection between intent and outcome, analyze potential instructional effectiveness, and 

to understand the efficacy of art in Holocaust education.  

Research Method 

For my research on the creative process of a graphic novel based on a Holocaust 

survivor’s testimony, I conducted A/r/tographic Research.   A/r/tography brings the 

fullness of human inquiry to the research process.  In the forward to Springgay, Irwin, 

Leggo and Gouzouasis’ (2008) Being With A/R/Tography, Lorri Nelson describes the 

method as departing “the spurious safety of Research—that crumbling roof over 

Education that often separated us from life and rarely protected us anyway—and to enter 
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an open field, ears and wings bristling” (p. xvi).  Creativity cannot be analyzed from the 

safe confines of traditional research: it requires engagement.   More succinctly, “It is an 

inquiry process that lingers in the liminal spaces inside and outside—the between—of 

a(artist) and r(researcher) and t(teacher). Vacillating between intimacy and distance, 

a/r/tography constructs research and knowledge as acts of complication” (Knowles & 

Cole, 2008, p. 84).  The research process required standard interview protocols to engage 

Zoly Zamir and additional non-specified subjects to develop a graphic novel and analyze 

its impact.  The proceedings also required the elements necessary to produce a finished 

graphic novel; sketchbooks, field journals, photographs, and research notes.  These 

elements serve as appendices from which an analysis of the creative process was derived.  

To understand the implication of these processes, I turned to Susanne Langer’s (1957) 

Problems of Art and Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi’s (1997) Finding Flow: The Psychology of 

Engagement with Everyday Life.  These authors assisted me in charting a developing 

engagement with the material, to recognize patterns in my artwork and my understanding 

of the history.  The experience facilitated empathy, a departure from the rigors and 

structure of academic learning, and opened new avenues of understanding. Susan Webber 

explains, “An image can be a multilayered theoretical statement, simultaneously positing 

even contradictory propositions for us to consider, pointing to the fuzziness of logic and 

the complex or even paradoxical nature of particular human experiences” (Knowles & 

Cole, 2008, p. 43).  Arts-based research alleviated the inadequacies of historical 

accounting because combining word with image facilitated a broader reading of the 

material than was possible within the narrow confines of linguistic specificity. 
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To begin my research, interviews with Zoly Zamir refined the recorded testimony 

he provided to the Houston Holocaust Museum and Shoah Foundation.  Zamir was 

interviewed in five separate sessions between March 2012 and February 2013.  Any 

quotations attributed to Zamir in this research are from one of these sessions.  During the 

creative process and after the graphic novel was completed, I enlisted Zoly’s assistance in 

member checking for accuracy and applicability.  While the primary goal was to 

determine the accuracy of events and characterizations, I also sought to gauge his 

emotional and cognitive responses to my interpretation of his Holocaust experience.  

Additional interview subjects fleshed out the realities of 1930s Bucharest and expanded 

the narrative.   I traveled to Romania to complete further arts-based and historical 

research into the Holocaust and Iron Guard, locating visual resources and documentary 

references.  With the aid of Centropa, or Central Europe Center for Research and 

Documentation, a large portion of the research occurred in Bucharest.   

Definition of Terms 

• Comic Book:  A book of visual images and text that often work together to develop a 

sustained narrative.  This definition is a guideline, not prescriptive, so should not 

construe limitations on subject matter, style, genre, or process.   

• Genocide: Raphael Lemkin coined the term in 1943, combing, geno- a Greek 

derivative meaning tribe, with –cide, taken from the Latin caedere meaning killing.  

Genocide describes the intent to destroy a national, ethnic, racial, or religious group. 

The 1948 United Nations Convention on the Prevention and Punishment of the Crime 
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of Genocide defines genocide as: “killing or inflicting bodily harm on members of the 

specified group, restricting living conditions with the intent to bring about physical 

destruction, preventing births within the group, and the forcible transfer of the 

group’s children to another group” (Kunz, 1949).  

• Graphic Novel: A deluxe format comic book that tells a stand-alone or self-

contained story.  A graphic novel can either be a compilation of previously published 

comic books, an adaptation of an existing work, or an original creation. 

• Holocaust: The systematic, state-sponsored persecution and slaughter of 

approximately six million Jews and other groups (including Jehovah’s Witnesses, 

Romani, Sinti, Homosexuals, people with physical and mental disabilities, political 

and religious opponents) deemed racially impure or inferior by the Nazi regime and 

its collaborators.  The Holocaust was a genocide committed by the German 

government during World War II. 

• Iron Guard: Founded by Corneliu Codreanu on July 24, 1927, this ultra-nationalist, 

fascist and anti-Semitic organization was also known as the Legion of the Archangel 

Michael.  In 1940, the Iron Guard allied itself with General Ion Antonescu. Anti-

Semitic legislation increased and the Legion pursued a campaign of pogroms and 

political assassinations.  Members of the group were also referred to as Greenshirts 

due to the color of their uniforms. 

• Shoah: From the Hebrew word for calamity or destruction, Shoah specifically refers 

to the systematic terrorization and annihilation of the Jewish people during World 
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War II.  While the Shoah constitutes a large portion of the Holocaust, the Nazis’ 

genocidal aspirations also targeted other groups. 

• Survivor: Any person who experienced persecution because of their race, religious 

beliefs, political beliefs or sexuality in Nazi Germany or its territories, regardless of 

when they emigrated or whether or not they spent time in hiding or a concentration 

camp. 

• Victim: Any person whose race, religious beliefs, political beliefs, or sexuality in 

Nazi Germany or its allied countries led to their extermination or forced them to 

spend time in hiding or a concentration camp.  A survivor is always a victim, but a 

victim is not always a survivor. 

• Visual Culture: A means of studying a society through the visual materials it creates.  

Graphic novels and comics are a type of visual culture as are other representational 

media, such as advertising, industrial design, architecture, film, fashion, and fine art. 

• Visual Literacy: The ability to interpret, comprehend, and create meaning from 

information presented in the form of an image. As meaning can be interpreted and 

pictures can be read, visual literacy is the ability to evaluate, apply, or create 

conceptual visual representations.	  

Benefits to the Field of Art Education 

Art-based research is not standard protocol in the field of art education. I find this 

to be an oversight because teachers of art should strive to orient themselves within the 

processes of creation.  Investigating artistic technique and practice enlightens how 
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individuals connect and interpret the world and their experiences in it.  In describing the 

purposes of Art-based Research, Elliot Eisner states: 

The reason the deliteralization of knowledge is significant is that it opens 
the door for multiple forms of knowing. . . . The point here is that humans 
have created within the context of culture a variety of forms of 
representation.  These forms include the visual, the auditory, the gustatory, 
the kinesthetic and the like.  It includes forms of representation that 
combine the foregoing modalities as well.  These forms of representation 
give us access to expressive possibilities that would not be possible 
without their presence. (Knowles & Cole, 2008, p. 5) 
 

Artists and teachers of art should embrace the inherent research potential in their 

preferred modes of expression.  Beyond the potential impact of the research on 

educational theory, art educators need to continually expand and re-conceptualize their 

understanding of the medium they profess.  They need to explore the extent of their art 

and art making to avoid becoming anachronistic and out of touch with students and the 

field. 

Designed to produce a graphic novel, this project used art skills, literacy, and 

history.  In doing so, it advocates and exemplifies the educational possibilities of art in 

connecting curriculum. In addition, the project emphasizes the necessity of visual culture 

and visual literacy in the classroom.  Comic books and graphic novels, in particular, can 

be implemented to increase student literacy, boost critical thinking skills, and capture 

students’ imagination. 

Summary 

As an analysis of the creative process and the role of artistic creation in meaning-

making when teaching the Holocaust, this study was a process of discovery.  To give 
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structure to an unstructured process, this paper was designed to act as a guide through the 

fragile mechanics of Holocaust education.  Chapter Two reviews the literature 

influencing my percipience of the Holocaust, comic books, and the creative process.  

Chapter Three explores the methodology of A/r/tography and its relevance to the field of 

Art Education.  Chapter Four profiles Zoly Zamir whose testimony was the basis for the 

graphic novel.  How this research reverberates in my approach to Holocaust education is 

examined in Chapter Five.  In Chapter Six, I detail the creative process and the influence 

of narratives, research, and personal interaction on the resulting graphic novel.  Finally, 

in Chapter Seven, I conclude by enumerating the potential applications of the material, 

both in my teaching practice and to the field of art education in general.  The current 

iteration of the graphic novel, while central to the research, is included here in the 

appendix along with transcripts of the interviews, field journals, photos, and sketchbooks.   
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Chapter 2: Literature Review 

 

Artistic creation is not mere vocational practice, but an essential method of 

disquisition, meaning-making, and self-expression.  In the struggle to justify and 

advocate art programs, this should be a primary consideration.  To effectively teach art 

and defend its inclusion in the curriculum, art educators need to actively participate in the 

creative process.  Only through active exploration of the field and an engagement in what 

Mihaly Csiksentmihalyi refers to as creative “Flow” can the importance of our subject be 

understood.  Art is more than craft and pretty pictures.  It is a means of understanding and 

processing the “Big Picture.”  In the case of this thesis, that Big Picture was the 

Holocaust.  The study was a personal journey of empathy and awareness framed by the 

creation of a graphic novel.  This chapter reviews literature associated with Holocaust 

Education and the Romanian Holocaust in an effort to demonstrate the efficacy of comic 

books and graphic novels in shaping the way these topics impact art education and 

beyond. 

Holocaust Education 

The traditional teaching approach of lecture, response, and exam lacks the 

requisite scope to convey the important humanistic lessons of the Holocaust and develop 

critical thinkers who can apply this knowledge and promote the sanctity of life (Farkas, 

2003).  In his introduction to Holocaust Education: Issues and Approaches, Samuel 

Totten (2002) states, “Teachers who teach this history in a traditional fashion—that is, 
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exclusively via a didactic, frontal approach (e.g., lectures)—and do not provide ample 

opportunity for student discussion, also contribute, in their own way, to the ‘null 

curriculum’” (p. viii).  In Critical Lessons, Nell Noddings (2006) echoed a similar 

conviction by stating, “Unexamined lives may well be valuable and worth living, but an 

education that does not invite such examination may not be worthy of the label 

education” (p. 10).  Teaching the Holocaust needs to embrace the difficulty and 

complexity of the topic, avoiding clichéd responses and easy answers.  This is supported 

by Teaching About the Holocaust in English Secondary Schools: An Empirical Study of 

National Trends, Perspectives and Practice by Alice Pettigrew, Stuart Foster, Jonathan 

Howson, Paul Salmons, Ruth-Anne Lenga and Kay Andrews (2009).  Their data 

indicates that a broader, interdisciplinary approach to Holocaust education breaks away 

from a standardized historical perspective to encourage discussion addressing “moral, 

theological, historical, philosophical, psychological, geographical, and social questions” 

(p. 104).  The inherent nature of the arts—visual, poetic, or kinesthetic—embraces the 

human perspective.  Bringing them into the instructional mix, as both source material and 

an outlet for exploration, amplifies the educational potential by providing opportunity for 

empathy, interdisciplinary connection, determining importance, synthesizing information, 

evaluation, and critique.   

Complicating student’s conceptions of the Holocaust requires questioning our 

perception of truth and historical fact.  Beth Aviv Greenbaum (2001) states, “Before we 

can teach tolerance we need to teach an understanding of hate—of what leads to 

intolerant acts” (p. 21).  Anti-Semitism was the result of scapegoating, pre-existing bias, 
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and economic depression. The virulent rhetoric of Martin Luther’s edicts, Against Jews 

and Their Lies (1543), echoed in the pages of Mein Kampf and in the construction of the 

Nuremberg Laws.  Likewise, if students are provided the opportunity to trace similarities 

between the language of the Nuremberg Laws and American Jim Crow Laws, they 

expose patterns of hate, delicate webs of interlocking turpitude and moral transgressions 

that color the history of humanity beyond the confines of the Holocaust.  Facilitating this 

recognition of the labyrinthine ethics of history and the politics of memory provides an 

opportunity for students to transfer and apply that learning to contemporary issues.    

Granting the Holocaust preeminence as an historical lesson from which everyone 

can learn neither diminishes nor justifies the suffering of survivors and victims of the 

Third Reich.  Failure to learn or shape meaning from past events reduces the efficacy of 

historical study.  Directing blame is irrelevant: the whole world was culpable. Rather, a 

focus on the imperfections of memory and its role in shaping history expands student 

comprehension beyond the cold heartless facts of the textbook.  To better understand 

these post-structuralist implications, I turned to the words of Dan Stone (Constructing the 

Holocaust, 2003), James E. Young (The Texture of Memory, 1993), and Lawrence 

Langer (Using and Abusing the Holocaust, 2006). 

In the End of the Holocaust, Alvin H. Rosenfeld (2011) postulates that attempts to 

mine meaning from the Holocaust have, in effect, stripped the Holocaust of its horror and 

emptied the word of its significance.  Hitler and Nazism have become an allegory for all 

that is evil in the world, a boogeyman elevated from the real to the mythical by literary 

reference and artistic depiction.  Rosenfeld (2011) states, “Over time, these developments 
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end up subverting the historical sense and blunting whatever moral implications it may 

carry” (p. 30).  How then, as a researcher and artist, can a meaningful story about the 

Holocaust be constructed without denigrating the victims further?  How can the 

Holocaust be taught effectively without desecrating historical truths?  Totten (2002) 

counters with, “There is a critical need to examine both the uniqueness of the Holocaust 

as well as its universal nature” (p. 18).  Genocides do not need to be conflated nor should 

suffering be evaluated on a comparative scale.  The genocide in Rwanda is not the same 

as the Holocaust or the wholesale slaughter of the Armenians.  More importantly, casual 

political and social comparisons of the Holocaust and Hitler to modern events diminish 

the trauma that the machinations of the Third Reich should justifiably produce.  Likening 

President Obama to Hitler, describing a domineering teacher as a Nazi, or referring to an 

unpleasant situation as a “Holocaust” diminishes the horrific impact of events.  Students, 

however, need to be able to identify the echoes of past events in current activity in order 

to construct meaning and validate the necessity of learning.  For instructional purposes, 

comparison without conflation has to be balanced with an assignment of moral and 

historical value. The events themselves may be meaningless, but a refusal to identify 

rational, affirming lessons in the events further invalidates the deaths of millions. 

One possible approach to complicating instruction is addressed in Effects of 

Traditional Versus Learning-Styles Instructional Methods on Middle School Students.  

Rhonda Dawn Farkas (2003) implements a modified Dunn and Dunn Learning Style 

model to connect students with the topic across perceptual strengths: 
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The data in this investigation yielded evidence to support the four 
hypotheses that learning-style methodology would report higher gains in 
achievement, attitudes, empathy and transfer tasks; that is, multisensory 
instructional resources significantly influenced academic achievement, led 
to improved attitudes, increased empathic tendencies and yielded greater 
transfer skills is undisputable. (p. 49) 
 
 

Compared to students who were taught using the conventional lecture approach to the 

material, students who connect with the material at this advanced level exhibit signs of 

having more successfully learned and retained the important lessons of the Holocaust. Art 

instruction should be multi-sensory and, when implemented as such, can be a very 

powerful instructional tool. Totten (2008) also agrees that teachers need to create both 

cognitive and affective connections for students, but warns that Holocaust “simulations” 

can be overly simplistic, provide skewed information, and are often ahistorical.  His 

disregard for artistic representation fails to address the potential these mediums hold in 

addressing the complexities and contextualization he advocates.  A properly researched 

graphic novel can provide a window into a specific Holocaust experience, not unlike 

individual testimony, that enables empathy without obfuscating the truth and meaning of 

the grander Holocaust narrative. 

As the Holocaust vividly portrays man at his worst and the extremes of evil, care 

must be taken to avoid traumatization or inurement. Students should be guided beyond 

the need for full comprehension to identify the essential lessons: the importance of taking 

a stand in the face of grievous wrongs, the balance of good and evil in human nature, and 

the necessity of tolerance.  Finding hope or meaning in these meaningless acts mitigates 

the tragedy.  In Educating Moral People: A Caring Alternative to Character Education, 
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Nel Noddings (2002) states, “Real education cannot neglect the questions, Where do I 

stand in the world? What has my life amounted to? What might I become” (p. 124)?  To 

comprehend the questions invoked by humanitarian crises, students need to engage in 

honest dialogue.  A conversation about the dehumanization or subjugation of others 

based on skin color, religious beliefs, or a perceived difference is formidable. Drawing 

parallels to bullying enables students to relate to events in distant, incomprehensible 

settings. These similarities are detailed in Barabara Colorosa’s (2007) Extraordinary 

Evil: A Short Walk to Genocide.  In her introduction, she states: 

It [Genocide] is the most extreme form of bullying – a far too common 
behavior that is learned in childhood and rooted in contempt for another 
human being who has been deemed to be, by the bully and his or her 
accomplices, worthless, inferior and undeserving of respect.  The 
progression from taunting to hacking a child to death is not a great leap 
but actually a short walk. (p. xxi) 

 

Colorosa continues to explain that genocidal acts require three contingencies: an 

unquestioning obedience to authority, the routinization of cruelty, and the 

dehumanization of a person or group of people.  These same conditions predicate 

bullying.  Students understand all too well the mechanics of intimidation.  Drawing 

connections, illuminating a local complicity in these acts, transforms genocide from 

intangible concept to conceivable reality. In her poem “The Housing Project at Drancy,” 

Marge Piercy states, “Crimes ignored sink into the soil like PCBs, and enter the bones of 

children” (Tiechman & Leder, 1994, p. 237).   Assigning meaning to the Holocaust does 

not diminish the horror or trivialize the suffering of the victims.  The sins of the past 

cannot be ignored.  Acknowledging current tragedies and humanitarian crises does not 
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derogate the Holocaust but unveils universal patterns in human behavior that must be 

confronted. Left unaddressed, they poison the future.  The specter of genocide haunts 

modern society. Art, as constructivist learning and facilitator of metacognition, provides 

an avenue to empathy that enables change. 

The Romanian Holocaust 

Focusing my creative output on the Romanian Holocaust allowed for specificity, 

avoiding the cliché and dilettantism of over-used narratives.  Totten (2002) demands that 

teachers complicate their students’ understanding of Holocaust History.  He states,  “It is 

imperative that students come to understand and appreciate that different countries 

reacted in radically different ways to the Nazis policies against the Jews” (p. 93).  

Contextualizing World War II history with events in Romania illustrates that the horrors 

of the Shoah were not limited to Germany and that virulent Anti-Semitism was an 

antecedent to rather than symptomatic of Nazi rhetoric.  

To understand the chronology of events in WWII Bucharest, the stage had to be 

set.  Depicting the systematic oppression of Yiddish Communities in Romania and their 

struggle for equality demonstrated the prevalence of Anti-Semitism in the country prior 

to the arrival of German forces.  Also, depicting the dubious and occasionally nefarious 

tactics of Romanian authorities illuminated the daily difficulties confronting Romanian 

Jews.  Pre-war Bucharest was rife with corruption, as Leigh White (1944) explains, 

“Compared with Bucharest, even Paris was a prude” (p. 57).  The trappings of the French 

capitol echoed in the Triumphal arch and architecture, the indulgent atmosphere, and the 
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fine dining.  Robert St. John (1957) observed that Romania was a pleasant enough place 

to be in early 1940, “If one could ignore how cheaply the people held life and could shut 

out the vision of what terrible bloodletting might soon be taking place” (p. 78).  In 

describing the political turmoil leading up to King Carol II’s abdication, he captures the 

erratic, unpredictable nature of the Romanian people: 

“Down with Carol!” 
“Down with the Jews!” 
“Down with the Germans!” 
They shouted against everything and everybody.  They shouted without 
rhyme or reason.  Where else but in Rumania would people be 
demonstrating against Nazis and Jews at the same time. (p. 153) 

 
Nationalist fervor was at its peak following the cessation of Bessarabia and Bukovina to 

Russia and Hungary and the country was desperate for some outside agent to blame.  In 

this spiritual void, the Iron Guard and their pious outrage at a mythical Jewish cabal and a 

morally bankrupt government flourished.  

Corneliu Zelea Codreanu’s For My Legionaries (The Iron Guard) details the 

motivations of the Legion of the Archangel Michael and their Anti-Semitic agenda.  

Fears of conspiracy equated the Jewish “pestilence” with a corrupt political system, and 

masked hatred behind religious rhetoric.  Codreanu’s words outlasted the war.  Proof of 

the movement’s endurance is not limited to pamphlets such as Keith Thompson’s (2003) 

Heroes of the White Race: Codreanu and the Iron Guard, which extols the principles of 

the cause and the virtue of their leader. Long after World War II ended, Romanian 

Nationalism and decades of Communist denial obfuscated the truth of widespread 

Romanian complicity in the genocide. Today, streets in Bucharest proudly boast the 
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names of Codreanu and General Ion Antonescu, the Prime Minister of Romania during 

World War II. As Radu Florian (1994) states in Braham’s The Tragedy of Romania, 

“There is an attempt to use any means available to bring about a revised depiction of the 

General as a great and tragic national hero” (p. 77).  The work of scholars, including 

Radu Ioanid and Vladimir Solanari, exposed historical facts.  In Iaşi, where 13,266 Jews 

were slaughtered, the SSI may have provided the weapons but it was the Iron Guard that 

incited and executed the pogrom (Solonari, 2010).  Romania was not pressured by the 

Nazis to adopt their policies. The Jews of Romania suffered under a racist ideology long 

before Axis forces descended on the country.    

Anti-Semitism was endemic throughout early Twentieth Century Europe.  In 

Romania, the Iron Guard exemplified its virulence.  A continued refusal by the Romanian 

government to admit complicity in the barbaric acts committed on and against the Jewish 

people is an overt denial of historic fact and a propagation of the same attitudes that 

enabled these atrocities to occur.  As stated by Andrew L. Simon in the preface to 

Matatias Carp’s (1994) Holocaust in Romania: 

It is not a coincidence that this story has remained hidden for so long. Ever 
since the war and to this day, all the Romanian governments and most of 
the country’s historians were united in a tacit conspiracy to deny, to 
obscure, to hide the truth about Romania’s contribution to the Holocaust.  
And for good reasons, as that truth is abominable. (p. 1) 
 

Exposing the hidden history of Romanian complicity in the Holocaust and implicating the 

government in the active denial of these events, illuminates a truth that the world has not 

moved so far away from the myopic racism that instigated these events.  To truly address 

a promise of “Never Again,” an honest dialogue with the past needs to be invoked. 
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Comic Books and Graphic Novels 

When Benjamin Franklin created the political cartoon “Join, or Die,” a segmented 

snake labeled with the initials of the colonies, he understood the power of the graphic 

image.  His cartoon made a statement about colonial unity. He combined visual and 

textual elements to create a fusion of art and literature that was neither but a medium unto 

itself.   He states: 

A man may often express his ideas, even to his own countrymen, more 
clearly with a lead pencil, or bit of chalk, than with his tongue.  And many 
can understand a figure, that do not comprehend a description in words, 
though ever so properly chosen. (cited in Efland, 1990, pp. 45-46) 
 

Comics provide a forum for expression when words are not sufficient, but they also 

facilitate learning by making the message more concise.  Pairing word with image 

clarifies the intent for a greater number of people.   For the purposes of this research, it 

was not sufficient to simply embrace the teaching potential of comics.  In order to 

understand creativity and its potential in Holocaust Education, participation in the artistic 

process was mandatory.  D.H. Lawrence captures the essence of creation in Making 

Pictures when he states, “Art is a form of religion, minus the Ten Commandment 

business, which is sociological.  Art is a form of supremely delicate awareness and 

atonement—meaning at-oneness, the state of being at one with the object” (Ghiselin, 

1954, p. 66).  Through the creative process, the artist connects with his or her subject in a 

more extensive manner than is offered within the traditional confines of research.  In the 

Visual Arts Research article, “Graphic Affects,” Jason Wallin (2012) articulates reasons 
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that for a graphic novel to be properly analyzed, the design process needs to be 

understood.  He proclaims: 

To assert that the graphic novel must first be made, however, necessitates 
that we ask how it is created in the first place.  It is along such lines that 
the creation of the graphic novel might not simply be a vehicle for the 
aesthetic presentation of content, but a device for surveying the very limits 
of the medium and its potential for counter-actualizing the ways in which 
we have been conditioned to approach it.  (p. 42) 
 

This is constructivist practice.  Only through artistic exploration can the full potential of 

the medium be extrapolated.  Comic books are a medium embracing multiple modes of 

practice and technique that enable numerous unique approaches tailored to the interests 

and concerns of the individual artist. 

Unmasking the potential of comic books and graphic novels begins with a 

realization that the materials function because of icons.  In Understanding Comics, Scott 

McLoud (1993) describes this process as amplification through simplification.  Artists 

employ icons to represent people, place, things, or ideas at various levels of abstraction. 

Readers personify and identify, humanizing line and shape and form and color.   A reader 

is drawn into the work through the process of interpretation.  As connections are drawn 

between text and image the reader becomes creator, breathing life and movement into a 

sequence of flat, interconnected art elements.  Rachel Marie-Crane Wilson (2008) states:  

Pairing visual images with words is an easy way to help students develop 
stronger visual literacy. Comics offer an opportunity for students to 
scrutinize how interdependent images and words can create a strong 
sequential narrative. These texts do not dictate what students notice first, 
how or what they “read” Like scanning a work of art, the reader can 
decide where to begin and how long to look. Readers can choose to look at 
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the words or the images first, or take the page in all at once as an 
integrated design. (p. 13) 
 

Wilson proceeds to assert the medium’s efficacy in dealing with difficult issues like war 

and human rights.  Empathy is a projection and sensitivity to emotional states.  If the 

reader of a graphic novel on the Holocaust is able to imbue limpid pages with life, then 

the foundation for empathy is established. In Making Comics, McLoud (2006) compares 

the artistic process to the creation of new life.  Both require a partner.  The art is nothing 

unless “the reader provides the human experience needed to breathe life into them” (p. 

58).  Visual and textual signposts guide the reader through the world the artist has 

created.  These signposts may be derived from a common language, but each artist 

possesses a different interpretation filtered through their life experiences and artistic 

abilities.  Likewise, each reader’s exegesis will be influenced by their background and 

prior literary and artistic exposure to produce subtly different translations of the artist’s 

intent. 

In Maus, Art Spiegleman (2011) specifically approached the story of his father’s 

Holocaust testimony with a simple, pared-down aesthetic.  Drawing the work to scale 

instead of reducing the images for publication produced a sense of “intimacy, an ‘I-thou’ 

kind of moment, that does not allow me to take refuge in the minimizing of one’s hand 

tremor and possible lack of skill” (p. 174). This drawing style was organic for 

Spiegelman, evolving through experimentation with other methods of depiction.  

Discovering the proper kinesthetic approach to Zoly’s story required an analysis of what 

best suited the narrative and an examination of my emotional and cognitive responses.  In 



 26 

addition to Spiegelman, investigating the works of established artists such as Chris 

Ware’s (2000) Jimmy Corrigan: The Smartest Boy of Earth, Jason Lutes’ (2001) Berlin: 

City of Stone, and Joe Sacco’s (1993) Palestine and (2000) Safe Area Gorzade, provided 

a range of styles and techniques to inform my creative decisions. In the end, the approach 

that was implemented evolved from a unique interaction between Zoly’s story, my 

experiences in Romania, and my artistic perspective.  McLoud’s (1993) Understanding 

Comics and (2006) Making Comics, along with the instructional books of Abel and 

Madden (2008) Drawing Words & Writing Pictures and (2012) Mastering Comics, 

provided technical guidance for translating the disparate elements of Zoly’s story.  They 

offered a lexicon of tactics for establishing mood and pacing narrative through varied 

composition and design approaches.   “Words alone have been telling stories clearly for 

millennia.  They’ve done just fine without pictures. . . . But in comics, the two have to 

work together seamlessly enough that readers barely notice when switching from one to 

another” (McLoud, 2006, p. 31).  I had dabbled in comics before, but constructing this 

story provided new challenges.  The insights of these authors and artists became an 

essential reference for deducing how to construct a page so the reader could derive the 

intended meaning from text and art. 

Visual Literacy and Art Education  

Comic books and graphic novels promote visual literacy (Frey & Fisher, 2008).  

Visual stimuli encompass the world—the Internet, advertising, film, television, video 

games—and students become increasingly reliant on media to provide information.  
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Images are interpretations of reality.  Anne Marie Seward Barry (1997) explains, “The 

visual world, then, is an interpretation of reality but not reality itself.  It is an image 

created in the brain, formed by an integration of immediate multisensory information, 

prior experience and cultural learning” (p. 15).  She continues to relate this to Alfred 

Korzybski’s principle of general semantics that “the map is not the territory,” much like 

Magritte’s painting Ceci n’est pas une pipe is a depiction of a pipe and not the pipe itself. 

Reality, as it is understood, is a mental construction, a map or navigational tool to life.  

As such, teachers must instruct students to become visually literate learners, capable of 

successfully making meaning, synthesizing information, evaluating, and critiquing 

optical data.  Comic strips, comic books, graphic novels, and manga are one set of tools 

that can help students achieve dexterity in navigating the literal and figurative worlds of 

visual representation.  Integrating this instruction with Holocaust or genocide education 

frames the process with big ideas – complex, real world issues that students can explore 

and develop.   In discussing the Absent/Present exhibit at the Katherine E. Nash Gallery, 

Stephen Feinstein (1999) states, “The often disharmonious and contradictory nature of 

artistic production may stand in contrast to some coldly rational and highly accurate 

scholarly treatises, which despite their scholarship and “truth,” may fall short of 

conveying understanding” (p. 14).  Art, Feinstein argues, has a key role in stimulating 

discourse, identifying commonalities, and clarifying the distortions of history caused by 

accountings that are too literal, too entrenched in a scholarly perspective.  In illuminating 

tragedy, art serves as a reminder to persevere and strive for greatness. 
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Gary R. Hoff (1982) articulates the reasons comic books are an important tool in 

art education, especially at the middle school level.  Referencing Bruner’s model of 

cognition, he cites the importance of the symbolic stage and the means of using images to 

supplement language.  He references Levenstein, Bruner, and Töpffer to strengthen an 

argument for including comic books in the art curriculum by rebuking Lowenfeld’s and 

Cizek’s prohibitions against copying.  Students do not stop at simple mimicry but adapt 

styles and techniques to suit their own manner of working. He also enumerates the 

technical skills that can be acquired through the use of comic books.  These skills are in 

keeping with Olivia Gude’s (2004) eight post-modern principles for art education: 

appropriation, juxtaposition, recontenxtualization, layering, interaction of text and image, 

hybridity, gazing, and representin’.  The goal Gude sets for art educators emphasizes the 

importance of visual culture instruction.  The practices that she advocates can be 

achieved through the study and creation of a comic book.  Maureen Bakis (2012) 

concurs: 

Allowing students the chance to shape their own stories of the past, those 
that are personal and important to them, enables them to understand the 
techniques of the genre and become more informed and critical readers.  
Composing them in multiple media formats also prepares them to express 
themselves using visuals, an important twenty-first century skill, while 
further appreciating the comics medium. (p. 87) 
 

Bakis references Louise Rosenblatt’s transactional theory that postulates about the 

symbiotic nature of reading, the dynamic relationship between the reader and the symbols 

on the page.  Using popular culture, especially comic books, assists students in becoming 

more competent in both traditional and 21st century literacies.   One approach to 
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implementing comics in the classroom is outlined in the textbook Drawing Words & 

Writing Pictures by Jessica Abel and Matt Madden (2008), a fifteen-week course in 

teaching comics that crosses the curriculum to address character development and script 

writing, research, proportions, and page layout.  History, writing and language skills, and 

math find their way into the art classroom in the process.  These elements cross the 

curriculum and validate the continued importance of art in the classroom.   And while 

Abel and Madden reference the elements and principles of design, they are situated in 

their rightful place as creative tools rather than instructional focus.   

 In Creative Vision: A Longitudinal Study of Problem Solving in Art, Mihaly 

Csikszentmihalyi and Jacob W. Getzels (1976) wanted to know what artists did when 

producing a work of art.  They state,  “It seems clear, for instance, that creativity in the 

fine arts requires a questioning approach quite different from the usual problem solving 

steps measured by intelligence tests” (p. 77).  Their work was a quantifiable approach to 

examine artistic creativity through empirical examination and delineating the differences 

between artists who are “problem finders” and those who are “problem solvers.”  Further 

analysis of the creative process led Csikszentmihalyi to advance the idea of flow, the way 

creative individuals engage with life.  He posits, “When a person’s entire being is 

stretched in the full functioning of body and mind, whatever one does becomes worth 

doing for its own sake; living becomes its own justification” (Csikszentmihalyi, 1997, p. 

5).  To be a positive influence in life and the classroom, teachers need to actively engage 

in what is being taught.   To formulate a more complete understanding of their wants and 
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desires, their students, and the artistic process, what could be more effective than to 

employ the creative processes that educators espouse? 

For my purposes, to justify the effectiveness of art education in teaching the 

lessons of the Holocaust, I needed look no further than Friedl Dicker-Brandeis.  Dicker-

Brandeis worked with children imprisoned at Terezin in World War II.  Susan Leshnoff 

(2006) asserted that a Bauhaus influence and study under Franz Cizek and Johannes Itten 

informed her teaching and that, “She used art lessons to improve the quality of life for her 

students” (p. 92).  Dicker-Brandeis saw the potential in art to liberate her pupils from the 

confines of the camp.  Though she and many of her students perished before the end of 

the war, the art they created at Terezin remains a powerful testimony to the potential of 

art education when contending with the rigors of trauma and genocide.  Linney Wix 

(2009) explains: 

In the camp she continued teaching with the overarching goal of 
supporting the children in psychologically surviving the war.  Toward this 
end Dicker-Brandeis used art classes to help them build the courage, 
truthfullness, and imagination they needed to face their experiences in the 
camp. By encouraging them to trust their own imagery and to develop 
their own artistic forms, she helped them build inner resources to honor 
their own sense of reality, which created a psychological space of 
empowerment and meaning in the midst of oppression and horror. (p. 152) 
 

Through portraiture and the study of ordinary objects, Dicker-Brandeis showed students 

how to connect with each other and the natural world.  She provided a means of escape 

from the confines of the camp through imagination. Two suitcases of children’s art from 

Terezin survived the war, although Dicker-Brandeis and many of her students did not.  

The works stand as testament to the importance art has in developing children’s psyches 
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and expressive abilities.  If art was capable of providing comfort in a concentration camp, 

then it should be integral in teaching the Holocaust. 

Summary 

Advocacy is necessary if the field of art education is to retain a place in the 

curriculum and remain relevant to the lives and interests of students.   Connecting 

Holocaust education to the creative process is one means of contextualizing student 

learning and working through ideas otherwise obtuse and perplexing.  Comics and 

graphic novels provide a familiar medium through which students can explore these 

topics.  Through artistic creation, students render abstract questions in concrete form.  As 

a result, they discover unique answers to confounding problems.  As I migrated from 

historical research into the creative process of a graphic novel, I began to internalize what 

I had learned.  A fuller understanding of the mechanics of Holocaust education was 

constructed through this creative exploration.  Applying this junction of teaching, 

learning, and artistic creation guided my decision to select A/r/tography as methodology 

for the project.  A discussion of this methodological approach is the focus of the 

following chapter. 
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Chapter 3: Methodology 

 
 

Artistic creation requires observation, analysis, and synthesis.  As art educators, 

making art should be an essential component of our research processes.  Personally, I find 

the world easier to understand when filtered through the pages of my sketchbook.  This is 

what drove me to become an artist.  It is also what informs my passion for teaching.  To 

analyze the impact of the creative process in my interaction with Zoly Zamir’s testimony, 

a rational approach to an emotional response was found by employing A/r/tographic 

research.   A/r/tography brings autobiography to the research process.  It is métissage, a 

braiding of inquiry and lived experience that contextualizes the writer in the process, 

illuminating motivation, memory, and historical resonance.  It is teaching and learning, 

experience and discovery, private and communal.  Extending beyond the research 

process, it filters into the researcher’s relationships and conversation, becoming a 

blueprint for engaging with life.  As Thomas Wolfe stated for Ghiselin’s (1954) The 

Creative Process: A Symposium, “Now I really believe that so far as the artist is 

concerned, the unlimited extent of human experience is not so important for him as the 

depth and intensity with which he experiences things” (p. 197).  Research is more than 

textbooks and data analysis, it is an integral component of the creative process.  

Likewise, the reflective implications of artistic production should be essential to research. 

As detailed in the introduction to the study, A/r/rography necessitates personal 
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involvement in the research process. Stephanie Springgay states in the forward to Being 

With A/R/Tography: 

To engage in living inquiry is to learn to let go, to leave the spurious 
safety of Research—that crumbling roof over Education that often 
separated us from life and rarely protected us anyway—and to enter an 
open field, ears and wings bristling. (Springgay et al., 2008, p. xvi)  
 

Analyzing creativity requires engagement beyond what is possible from the safe confines 

of traditional research.  Knowles and Cole (2008) explain that the process is a 

complicated interaction between artist, researcher, and teacher, requiring a balance 

between academic distance and personal observation.  Stephanie Springgay concurs, 

stating: 

A/r/tography is a research methodology that entangles and performes what 
Giles Deleuze and Felix Guattari (1987) refer to as a rhizome. A rhizome 
is an assemblage that moves and flows in dynamic momentum. . . . It is an 
interstitial space, open and vulnerable where meanings and understandings 
are interrogated and ruptured…. Rather than thinking of teaching, 
learning, art making, and researching as disparate and fragmented entities, 
a/r/tography is engaged in the process of actively folding and unfolding 
such multiplicities together. (Springgay et al., 2008, p. 158)  
 

Pursuing this research required standard interview protocols to engage Zoly Zamir and 

additional non-specified subjects in the development of the graphic novel and analysis of 

its impact.  The process also demanded an assembling of the elements necessary to 

produce a graphic novel: sketchbooks, field journals, photographs and research notes.  

These elements serve as appendices from which an analysis of the creative process was 

derived.  

Intersecting autobiography with biographical and artistic research enabled a direct 

interaction with learning, essential for a positive, creative outcome.  Mihaly 
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Csikszentmihalyi (1997) describes this process as flow, “It is within these parameters that 

life unfolds, and it is how we chose what we do, and how we approach it, that will 

determine whether the sum of our days adds up to a formless blur, or to something 

resembling a work of art” (p.13).   A/r/tography is more than mere research but is a 

complete engagement with the inquiry process that enables a greater understanding of the 

human experience.   More than an aid for creative and cognitive development, this was a 

means of discovering history, Romania, and myself.  In Problems of Art, Susanne Langer 

(1957) states: 

What does art seek to express?...I think every work of art expresses, more 
or less purely, more or less subtly, not feelings and emotions the artist has, 
but feeling which the artist knows; his insight into the nature of sentience, 
his picture of vital experience, physical, and emotive and fantastic. (p. 91)  
 

A/r/tography demanded empathy, a departure from the rigors and structure of academic 

learning, which opened new avenues of understanding. As Susan Webber explains, “An 

image can be a multilayered theoretical statement, simultaneously positing even 

contradictory propositions for us to consider, pointing to the fuzziness of logic and the 

complex or even paradoxical nature of particular human experiences” (Knowles & Cole, 

2008, p. 43).  Art-based research alleviated the inadequacies of historical accounting 

because replacing word with image facilitated a broader reading than provided by the 

narrow confines of linguistic specificity.   

Once the narrative data on Zoly Zamir had been compiled, the testimony was 

expanded through an investigation into the roots of anti-Semitism and fascism in 

Romania.  Historical treatises, however, cannot supplant firsthand experience.  In 
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December 2012, I traveled to Romania to identify echoes of 1940 in the modern world.  

Engaging with the setting of Zoly’s story was essential to my creative process.   

The best stories, I’ve been told, are personal.  Zoly’s testimony resonated 

powerfully with me, allowing me to step into the story, but constructing a graphic novel 

from his narrative demanded more than mere affinity.  I needed to step into the narrative 

and understand how it transformed my perspective.  How did Zoly’s testimony change 

the way I viewed the Holocaust?  Where was my approach coming from and how did I 

manipulate the story?  Parallax is the alteration of how an object appears based on the 

vantage point from which it is viewed.  Pauline Sameshina states, “The concept of 

parallax encourages teachers and researchers to acknowledge the power of their own 

shifting subjectivities and situatedness, as well as to value and acknowledge learners’ 

perspectives and experiences which directly influence the constructs conceptualized in 

learning” (Springgay et al., 2008, pp. 51-52).  Spending an extended period of time in 

Bucharest had a significant impact on my perspective. For one, it permanently altered the 

way I engage with material about the Romanian Holocaust.  Despite my best intentions 

and a passion for the subject, I have always had to force my way through research books.  

However, at the Central University Library “Carol I” in Bucharest and the British 

Museum in London, I found myself eagerly digging through manuscripts for new 

information.  The chronology made more sense, the events enlivened by the weight of 

history and place.   

Random moments altered my perceptions. At the Central University Library, 

books had to be requested and were delivered to your workstation.  Volumes on 
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architecture and the history of Bucharest were sent gently at my workstation.  However, 

as the requests for Iron Guard materials began to be fulfilled, a distinct chill consumed 

the room.  The books were slammed unceremoniously on the table, accompanied by a 

sneer and averted gaze.  Why was this history less acceptable than architectural studies?   

As I searched library and bookstores for record of Iron Guard history, I found little 

mention of the pogroms or rebellion.  At the Military Museum, two photos from the 1941 

Iron Guard Revolution emphasized their Nationalist goals in fighting Nazi oppression.  

Their anti-Semitic aims and participation in the German occupation were virtually 

ignored.  An inability to admit Romanian complicity in the tragedies of WWII has left a 

hole in history.  Following Romania’s liberation from Communist rule, the Legion of the 

Archangel Michael has reemerged as totul pentru tara, the “everything for the country” 

party.  Proudly displaying the Iron Cross and photos of Codreanu, the rhetoric has 

changed little since 1940.  Jews are blamed equally for German and Communist crimes, 

still considered a blight against ethnically pure Romania. Without an available record of 

past mistakes, a repeat of intolerance and terror seems inevitable.  

Despite the problematic Romanian approach to history, wandering Bucharest had 

a positive affect on my interaction with Zoly’s testimony. Spatial relationships made 

more sense. The physical proximity of Caru’cu Bere to Grand Hotel Lafayette and the 

Postal Palace became clear.  Walking the city also freed my imagination to question what 

it must have been like for Zoly nearly seventy-five years ago.  The apartment where he 

lived with his family was part of the city razed during the construction of the Palace of 

Parliament, but I could still attempt to trace routes he might have taken through the city.  
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A crucial moment in Zoly’s testimony occurs at Caru’cu Bere, where Heineleh confronts 

him about his Jewish heritage.  Before my visit, I could not relate the event to the 

location, which is large and gothic, full of life and music and laughter.  Sitting in the 

balcony overlook the dining room, I realized how strangely claustrophobic the space 

could feel.   Situated between the rails and wall, there is no means of egress without 

climbing over your dinner partner.  From photographs, the intimacy of the space was 

eclipsed by the grandeur and scale. Zoly was trapped as much by the architecture as he 

was by Heineleh’s questions.  The noise of the restaurant, the joy of the people below 

would have mocked his predicament.  Suddenly, Zoly’s narrative became vibrant.  As 

Sylvia Kind described, I found myself working through Zoly’s memories and learning 

indirectly through creative engagement (Springgay et al., 2008).  Other moments from 

my journey, the prevalence of stray dogs, the panhandling Roma, and random personal 

observations, began to filter into my revisions of the graphic novel script. 

Not everything about the visit followed the proscribed outline established prior to 

the trip. Sketching was minimal.  A few attempts with the sketchbook were countered by 

winter weather: my butt numb from the damp and cold, my fingers stiff, and the drawings 

rushed and insipid.  Attempted responses to museum exhibits and the interior of Caru’cu 

Bere were equally uninspired.  The abortive attempts, however, still facilitated a creative 

connection to the narrative, especially in refining the manuscript.  I was learning to be 

receptive and let go of the preconceptions of how I needed to proceed.  These points of 

disjuncture, creative obstacles and other difficulties, are the most effective instructional 

tools available.  Sylvia Kind explains, “Shaun McNiff (1998) encourages artists to trust 
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the process, enter the unknown, stay in uncertainty long enough for something new to 

emerge, and remain in the difficulty or aporia space” (Springgay et al., 2008. p. 168).  

Despite these perceived failings, I was learning by engaging creatively with the history 

and the environment in a new and energized manner.  I could hardly qualify this as a 

disappointment.   
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Chapter 4: Zoly Zamir Profile 

 
Creative interaction with individual survivor testimony forges a unique, personal 

bond to the Holocaust narrative. Both the Shoah Foundation and the Houston Holocaust 

Museum documented Zoly Zamir’s testimony with good reason.  The power of his story 

emerges from the circumstances of his survival.  In this conflagration, he contended with 

the intricacies of complex situations better than the perpetrators.  When I first heard him 

speak of his experiences, I knew I had to create something from this testimony.  The 

absence of the traditional markers of the Holocaust narrative in his story held an 

undeniable attraction.  His experiences took place in Romania. Zamir was neither interred 

in a concentration camp nor subjected to direct personal violence.  He admits personal 

failings and those imperfections were fundamental to his survival.  But the most 

impactful aspect of his testimony was not merely perseverance in the face of adversity 

but Zamir’s attitude toward that survival. He never presents himself as a victim. 

His words etched indelible images in my imagination.  

Zoly Zamir 

 In January 1941, Zamir led a group of Nazi officers from the Grand Hotel 

Lafayette Bucharest to the Iron Guard Slaughterhouse.  While there, he witnessed the 

horrific results of the Iron Guard Rebellion: Jewish victims strung up by their Achilles 

tendons on meat hooks, their stomachs split open, entrails dragging the floor.  Painted in 

blood on the wall behind them were the words “Carne Cuşeră,” Romanian for kosher 
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meat.  He pissed himself in fright.  On the ride back to the hotel, Zamir was forced to 

listen as the German Officers laughed and joked about the carnage they had witnessed. 

 Even within the litany of Holocaust offenses, the story is difficult to believe.  

Zamir has dealt with his share of doubt and denial.  He tells of certain interviewers 

rolling their eyes in disbelief at his accounting of events despite documentary evidence 

supporting his testimony.  In The Long Balkan Night, Leigh White (1944) documents: 

That night the Greenshirts loaded two hundred Jewish prisoners into 
trucks and drove them to the municipal slaughterhouse.  There, in a 
fiendish parody of kosher methods of butchering, they hung many Jews on 
meat hooks and slit their throats; others they forced to kneel at chopping 
blocks while they beheaded them with cleavers.  The Legionaries were 
careful, however, to rob their victims’ bodies before they left.  They even 
chopped off their fingers for their rings, and smashed their jaws in order to 
remove the gold from their teeth. (p. 148) 

 
Similar descriptions of the 1941 Iron Guard Rebellion can be found in the writings of 

Radu Ioanid, Mathias Carp, Robert St. John, and I. C. Butnaru, among others. The natural 

inclination when hearing of these types of atrocities is a refusal to believe anyone is 

capable of such barbarity.  I empathize.  One reason I embarked on a study of the 

Holocaust was an inability to accept or understand how the Shoah happened.  The why’s 

and how’s of racial purification and death camps are terrible to consider. The optimist in 

me hopes this is the main reason casual Holocaust denial persists – not from active anti-

Semitism but an inability to process the scale of the atrocities.  In 1943, when Jan Karski 

reported to President Roosevelt on the ghettos and concentration camps, a member of the 

Jewish council responded with, “I’m not saying I don’t believe you, I’m saying I can’t 

believe you” (Lanzman, 1985).   Some horrors are beyond our capacity to conceive.  
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Bathrick, Prager, and Richardson (2008) explain the need to combat this inability to see 

the truth in Visualizing the Holocaust: Documents, Aesthetics, Memory, when they state: 

By indicating a willingness to challenge taboos and pieties we at the same 
time remain cognizant of the ever present need to evaluate historically the 
sanctions governing any “modern taboo communities” in light of their 
function vis-à-vis the preservation of such communities.  Thus our critical 
return to Bilderverbot or claims of unknowability of the Holocaust must 
and inevitably will respect the importance of such injunctions, even as 
they provide us with a working hypothesis, a useful construct, indeed, a 
provocation to go beyond. (p. 16) 
 

Bilderverbot is a ban on visual representation, a prohibition on attempting to represent 

what many academics have described as unknowable.  This need to construct meaning 

through visual representation is what drew me to Zamir’s story and motivated my desire 

to create the graphic novel.  

 Zamir is more accepting of these faults of perspective than I am.  Despite my 

initial incredulity, the doubt of others angers me.  On the other hand, Zamir confronts 

skepticism with education and knowledge.  In spite of the onset of macular degeneration, 

he reads incessantly.  He donated books, including a copy of Leigh White’s The Long 

Balkan Night, to Holocaust Museum Houston.   His testimony with Holocaust Museum 

Houston and The Shoah Foundation documents events from his birth in Şieu Măgheruş, 

Transylvania to his experiences with the Haganah, the predecessor of the Israeli Defense 

Forces, and emigration to America.    He speaks regularly to student groups, museum 

patrons, and civic organizations.  His unwavering belief in the necessity of education 

stems from the pre-war edicts that stripped him of his right to attend school.  A desire to 
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be an engineer was stolen when he was expelled from school at the age of fourteen for 

being Jewish.  In a 2012 interview, he explained: 

I wanted to become an engineer.   They took away my possibility by 
getting me out of school at the age of fourteen.  After that I never had a 
chance to go back and educate myself. If I could roll it all back, I would 
fight for that: I want to go to school!  The education that I got, what I 
have, I speak seven languages now as well as you heard my English now.  
I mumble three more languages.  All the experiences and all the know-
how that I have is from reading.  I loved to read and I love to read and I 
hope as long as my eyes hold out I will continue to read. . . The more I 
read, the more I realize how little I know.  It’s a fact that you never stop 
learning ever.  A person that lives fifty, sixty, or one hundred years keeps 
learning from the very moment he comes out of the womb of his mother.  

 
When Zoly talks with student groups, he secures a promise that they will stay in school 

and get the education he was denied.  He regrets opportunities purloined by hate.  He may 

not have lived the life he desired as a child, may not have become an engineer, but it is 

unfortunate if he feels his life is somehow less significant because of what was taken 

from him.  He has constructed a fascinating life and has been blessed with friends and a 

large family.  Sadly, the images of what his life could have been had he finished his 

education haunt him still.  It is an important message and one I hope the graphic novel 

clearly projects. 

 The graphic novel deals with an abbreviated section of Zamir’s life, encapsulating 

events from 1936 to 1941.  Distilling the essence of his testimony into the brevity of a 

graphic novel does not diminish the importance of events that could not be included.  For 

a long time, I struggled with a desire to recount his interment at Atlit, a detention camp in 

Israel.  Due to Zamir’s facility with language and issues with his passport, he was 
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suspected of being a German spy.  Zoly proudly speaks six languages and can fumble 

through several others.  In a November 2012 interview, he explained: 

I am surprised how all this is stored in my brain.  If I speak English to you, 
I think in English.  If I speak Hungarian to someone, I think in Hungarian.  
If I speak French to someone, I think… I do not translate in my mind.  A 
lot of people speak several languages but translate from one to the other.  I 
don’t know.  It’s just a gift I got from the good Lord probably. 
 

The talent spared him from a trip to the Iron Guard Slaughterhouse because he was able 

to “mistranslate” a conversation between a German officer and a Greenshirt death squad. 

The Germans and Romanians could not communicate directly so Zoly was required to act 

as interpreter.  Subtle alterations in the translation from German to Romanian and 

Romanian to German stirred up the animosity between the two groups and saved his life.  

At Atlit, that ability made him suspect. Over several weeks, the English Army 

interrogated him repeatedly.  His imprisonment at the nexus of freedom fascinated me. I 

have never read about Jewish refugees imprisoned in Israel and there is a paucity of 

documentary material about the camps.  Unfortunately, trying to fit his experiences in 

Romania into a flashback or as part of an interrogation seemed trite and predictable. 

Zamir’s testimony is forthright.  Overworking the narrative into a literary trope 

diminished the impact of his honesty.   

 Eventually, Zamir was released from Atlit and continued on to agriculture school 

in Tel Aviv.  He left there to work in the diamond polishing business where he met his 

wife.  His experience with the Haganah coincided with employment as a concierge for 

the King David Hotel in Jerusalem.  After the birth of his daughter Yardena, the family 

moved to the Kentucky, where Zamir worked as a salesman.  Now retired to Houston, 
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Zoly lives with his daughter and spends a significant portion of his time speaking about 

his experiences, reliving the horrors of his past in order to help prevent similar tragedies 

from occurring again. 

 On July 27, 2012, Zamir celebrated his 90th birthday at the Holocaust Museum 

Houston. The conference room was packed with people whose lives had been touched by 

his story, friends, family, Holocaust survivors, volunteers, and museum employees.  At 

the time, I presented him with a rendering of his graphic novel character.  He was clearly 

pleased, but as he studied the drawing he quickly pointed out, “You only put two rows of 

buttons.  I had three rows, three rows of shiny buttons!”  He made it a joke and moved 

on.  I reference this event because, while I have done my best to accurately reflect his 

experiences, errors are bound to occur.  Some are intentional, characters combined for 

clarity and expediency; some are unavoidable, depicting characters without a description 

or visual reference; and I have erred, unintentionally, from either carelessness or 

miscomprehension.  My research into the Holocaust and Romania is detailed in the 

following chapter, but I am not a history expert.  I am more enthralled by human response 

than dates.  In addition, I harbor deconstructionist tendencies when it comes to historical 

records.  Any documentation is going to be impacted by the author and social influences 

at the time it was written.  It would be virtually impossible to relate a historical event that 

accounted for every mitigating factor and diverse perspective.  But the heart of the 

graphic novel stands true to Zoly Zamir’s testimony.  He stated, “There is no doubt in my 

mind that this is my story.  That is what happened.  Here and there, you know, the time 

went by instead of one year, three years, or two years, but it’s not important.  This is my 
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story.”  He describes an outbreak of goosebumps while reading sections of the script, the 

words on the page transporting him back to 1941.   While I am not confident that is 

necessarily a positive outcome, as an artist I do not believe I could wish for a better 

result. 

Other Participants 

My intention was to locate other interview subjects while I was in Romania.  I 

hoped to track down people who could expand my understanding of affairs in the country 

under the reign of King Carol II and at the onset of World War II.  Adriana Dumitrescu 

and her brother Cozmin improved my understanding of life in post-Communist Romania 

and were kind enough to show me around Braila.  Octav Avramescu, an employee in the 

gift shop of the Museum of Contemporary Art in Bucharest, was instrumental in helping 

me discover the thriving comic book industry in Romania.  Unfortunately, an inability to 

master the Romanian language and visiting over the winter holiday severely hindered my 

ability to initiate meaningful discourse with too many people.  Centropa, the Central 

Europe Center for Research and Documentation, made a significant effort to put me in 

contact with a few people, but those individuals were unavailable at the time of my visit.  

Despite these complications and my initial aims, I believe focusing solely on Zamir’s 

testimony strengthened the graphic novel.  It is his voice and his story.  Remaining true to 

that testimony provided a strong base on which to construct my work. 
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Summary 

 The unique qualities of Zamir’s testimony and his relentless energy guided me to 

this project.  Despite every effort to remain true to his words, the story and images have 

been filtered through and altered by my perspective.  When a reader engages with the 

graphic novel, that narrative is transformed once again by their individual perspectives 

and experiences.   In the end, that is a good thing.  The art, the story, and the testimony 

become communal property, a community experience witnessed and shared and lived by 

participants in the process.  In the following chapter, I reflect on my research process and 

how those experiences have magnified my perceptions of the Holocaust and how art 

education facilitates its instruction. 
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Chapter 5:  Research and Indemnity: Representing Holocaust and 
Genocide in Art Education 

 
Before attending Holocaust Museum Houston’s Warren Fellowship for Future 

Educators in 2009, my knowledge of the Holocaust was limited to sanitized Hollywood 

depictions and a few bland and dusty historical volumes. The desire to learn why and 

how the state-sanctioned murder of Jews, Roma, Homosexuals, Jehovah’s Witnesses, 

Socialists and Social Democrats, the disabled, and others occurred was countered by a 

fear of what would be discovered.  The skeletal figures of concentration camp victims 

warded me off.  I could not understand the failure to help victims of the Third Reich, yet I 

hesitated to expose myself to the history.  I looked away from photographs as if they 

were contagious. The Warren Fellowship began to alleviate my ignorance, but the inquiry 

process produced questions faster than I could discern the answers, with some defying 

any sort of conventional resolution.  There is no easy answer to the why of the Holocaust.  

I sought to extrapolate meaning through my art, exploring my confusion in the studio and 

my sketchbook.  Striving to organize my ignominy and discomfort through the creative 

process, I stumbled into the research that became the basis of this study.  Language is 

limited but images transcend linear thought and circumscribed exegesis. Artistic creation 

exceeds question and resolution to become a manifestation of inquiry. The resulting 

pictures speak regardless of dialect. Through perspicacity, artist and viewer assimilate 

and structure images into a vocabulary that is at once private and communal.  
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This search for understanding began with the Warren Fellowship and continued 

over the next several years.  I continued studying at the Houston Holocaust Museum, I 

read, and I created art.  In July 2011, I went to Israel to participate in the Yad Vashem 

Summer International Seminar: Teaching the Shoah and Anti-Semitism.  In 2012, I 

worked as a Texas coordinator on Naomi Natale’s One Million Bones, shaping bones out 

of clay and talking to students of all age groups about genocide, bullying, and social 

cruelty. During the summer of 2012, I worked as an education intern at Holocaust 

Museum Houston, assisting in the redesign of their curriculum trunks into an iBooks 

resource and collaborating on their social cruelty curriculum, All Behaviors Count.  These 

experiences validated my belief that art is a necessary component of Holocaust and 

Genocide Education.   Samuel Totten (2002) states: 

Only by addressing the “why” behind the whats, whens, hows, and wheres 
of this history and avoiding simplistic explanations, such as the “single 
cause” view, for complex phenomena will teachers and students begin to 
gain a deeper understanding of the various factors that resulted in the 
Holocaust. (p. 99) 

In the history classroom, the quantifiable (and testable) names, dates, and places take 

precedence, but in the creative arts, the quest for the less tangible whys is essential.  This 

search establishes the art classroom as an essential setting for critical lessons and moral 

education. In facilitating discussion on comparison, conflation, and meaning-making, art 

provides a safe space for learning and allows for assimilation and uncertainty.  Or, in 

terms of projects like One Million Bones, art can serve as a call to action.  Students were 

excited by the project and the fact that art could mitigate change.  Totten talks about the 

need to complicate students’ thinking about the Holocaust, to avoid stereotype and 

simplification by demonstrating the wide-ranging causes and impacts of the history. To 
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that end, I traveled to Romania in December 2012. The trip provided the opportunity to 

visually connect with Zoly Zamir’s testimony, an emprise that engaged environment, 

history, narrative, and art.  The experience transformed more than the graphic novel.  It 

facilitated a deep, personal connection with the research and caused me to reevaluate how 

I learn. 

Critical Lessons and Moral Education 

 I remember, at the first Warren Fellowship for Future Educators I attended, how 

we were asked to create a gift to thank founder Naomi Warren for the experience.  

Constructing a work of art reflective of both her experiences at Auschwitz and the 

learning process I had undergone was daunting.  I was a babbling idiot when the time 

arrived to present the small scratchboard to her.  At the time I felt inept and challenged, 

but her story remains just as vivid and powerful for me today because I was required to 

creatively engage with that testimony.  Art demands inquiry.  Successful art does not tell 

but poses questions to stimulate contemplation and discussion. From subject matter to the 

techniques of creation, artwork is a puzzle to unravel, challenging the viewer by 

establishing a tableau for discourse.  The images and icons created in response to the 

Holocaust and acts of genocide can be mined to stimulate formal, immortal, and ordinary 

conversations that illuminate morality and an ethics of care to our students.  In Educating 

Moral People: A Caring Alternative to Character Education, Nel Noddings (2002) states, 

“Real education cannot neglect the questions, Where do I stand in the world? What has 

my life amounted to? What might I become” (p. 124)?  Posing these questions may be 

difficult in an arithmetic lesson, but they are fundamental in the creation and analysis of 
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works of art.  Art fosters debate on subject and intent, empowering students to interpret 

their story through the creative process.  As students analyze works of art, their 

understanding of the world broadens. They see how classmates and professional artists 

interpret similar subjects.  These varied perspectives provide an opportunity for empathy, 

facilitating the identification of familiar responses to a stimulus or comprehending how a 

different reaction is attained.  Through the creative process, students discover ways to 

express their personal narratives and refine the manner in which they process reality.  

Incorporating Holocaust and genocide topics into the art curriculum provides structure 

for these critical lessons.  As Rhonda Dawn Farkas (2003) asserts, “Teaching about 

transgressions against persons should challenge students to be caring and contributing 

citizens, critical thinkers who understand information and ideas, and persons who transfer 

their knowledge to promote the sanctity of human life” (p. 42). 

The anti-Semitic violence of World War II was not an unprecedented event.  That 

hatred did not spring up unannounced.  Social Darwinism and rampant Nationalism 

factored into ideas of racial purity, but the Jewish people had been systematically 

portrayed as outsiders and villains since before the death of Christ.  Their religious and 

social practices were baffling to outsiders, and different is often perceived as dangerous.  

Authors as far back as Homer recognized the inherent weakness of men when, in The 

Iliad, he concluded, “There are no blinding oaths between men and lions—wolves and 

lambs can enjoy no meeting of the minds—they are all bent on hating each other to 

death” (Fagles, 1990, p. 550). Identifying this inherent human flaw is a necessary starting 

point in Holocaust education.  Greenbaum (2001) explains, “Before we can teach 
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tolerance we need to teach an understanding of hate—of what leads to intolerant acts” (p. 

21).  The conversation has to cite this collective flaw of society.  We dislike difference.  

It produces gossip and envy.  It leads to bullying and genocide.  Only by acknowledging 

the lingering cultural and social issues can the critical lessons of the Holocaust be 

broached and applied to promote moral education.  Moral education, as defined by Nel 

Noddings (2002), teaches students about empathy, ethics, and social obligation.  And 

while the Holocaust demonstrates the worst of human nature, it also provides an 

opportunity to model and reflect on the types of behavior I hope to encourage in others.  

As Noddings (2006) explains: 

When we refuse to discuss highly controversial subjects that affect the 
lives of our students, it is predictable that they will either dismiss critical 
thinking as just another, harder demand of schooling or dismiss us as 
hypocrites.  Neither result is attractive. (p. 33) 
 

The topics may be daunting, especially with younger students, but they are a necessary 

part of education.  In a world where school shootings and bullying are endemic, teachers 

need to model moral behavior. In my experience, One Million Bones demonstrated how 

effective art could be in teaching these lessons. 

The educational component of One Million Bones is not merely an attachment or 

afterthought but the project’s foundation. Building a strong knowledge base about 

genocide is essential, but creating empathy and a global connection takes precedence. In 

teaching the project, I employed Barbara Colorosa’s (2007) explanation of genocide that 

draws parallels to the complicity and victimization in bullying. Students were encouraged 

to tell stories of their experiences with bullying, as both perpetrator and victim. Those 
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experiences and feelings informed the modeling of clay into human bones. Through the 

creative process, students refined their perception of reality while opening a discussion 

about the immortal questions of life, death, cruelty, and joy advocated by Noddings 

(2002). In facilitating these discussions, the project enables moral education.  Farkus 

(2003) also believes a curriculum based on historical atrocities is essential for teaching 

students moral value: 

Teaching about transgressions against persons should challenge students 
to be caring and contributing citizens, critical thinkers who understand 
information and ideas, and persons who transfer their knowledge to 
promote the sanctity of human life. (p. 42) 
 

The central components of this education—modeling, reflection, dialogue, practice and 

confirmation—are woven into the very fabric of One Million Bones.  It provided 

opportunity for students to adopt a moral position and act on it. A focus on the bones, the 

message, and personal fallibility demonstrated how it is possible to take a stand against a 

seemingly indefatigable force.  I could sense the excitement in some students as they 

began to realize art could be more than pretty pictures.  Art could effect social change.  

Another means of addressing moral education is through classroom critique. In 

addition to learning the importance of speaking in turn, formal conversation encourages a 

dialogue of respect and logic.  As students engage with art and each other, they formulate 

and defend an argument.  Ideally, they focus on content without resorting to personal 

attack.  In the process of uncovering meaning, they begin to comprehend the artist’s 

viewpoint: the experiences that have shaped his or her narrative and perspective.  Like 

literature, art offers a chance to walk in the shoes of another.  The product is empathy, a 
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key component in fostering moral development.  Artists like Samuel Bak, a survivor from 

the Vilna Ghetto in Poland, pose unanswerable questions in their work.  Bak’s paintings 

ask the viewer to look beyond surface depictions.  What does the title mean in relation to 

the work?  What events preceded the image?  What will happen in the following 

moments?  What is occurring outside the frame?  As students explore the work they 

uncover deeper layers of meaning.  There are no simple answers to these questions.  That 

is not the intent.  He means to encourage a continuing debate on both the Holocaust and 

the human frailties that contribute to its occurrence.  The artist endeavors to illuminate by 

posing difficult questions and exploring abstract concepts.  It is a quest for knowledge.  

Since the work has no singular correct answer, the viewer should not distress over the 

validity of their interpretation.  Not every response is valid, but every properly considered 

elucidation is worthy of reflection.  In the classroom, the aspiration is to reinforce 

student’s confidence in expressing their opinions and to develop the visual literacy skills 

required to navigate modern life. Students need to know how to read pictures.  

Comprehending that images shape our social reality and that the messages embedded in 

those pictures have economic, political, social, and aesthetic purposes, justifies Lynell 

Burmark’s claim that Visual Literacy is the “primary literacy of the twenty-first century” 

(Frey & Fisher, 2008, p. 5).    

Visual literacy skills are a necessary component in the search for knowledge, 

which in turn fosters moral development.  Only by understanding can we empathize.   In 

The Temple of the Golden Pavilion, Yukio Mishima (1959) states: 
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Knowledge alone is capable of transforming the world, while at the same 
time leaving it exactly as it is. When you look at the world with 
knowledge, you realize that things are unchangeable and at the same time 
are constantly being transformed. (p. 203) 
 

The search for knowledge is not about names, dates, and places.  They are important but 

mitigating details, testable information that provides context but bears little import on 

daily life.  Knowledge is a process of inquiry.  Searching does not change the facts.  It 

changes the searcher.  It demonstrates how to relate to the world and the rest of humanity.   

Samuel Totten believes that Holocaust education needs to balance both cognitive and 

affective domains and requires that the knowledge be tempered by the heart.  He asserts: 

The moral and ethical dimensions of Holocaust study, often embedded in 
the context of memoirs, diaries, and other first-person accounts, help 
students reexamine their own values and actions, and provide 
opportunities for reflection on genuinely caring responses to patterns of 
prejudice and discrimination. (Totten, 2002, p. 4) 

 
Providing an environment in which students can dialogue freely and confidently, 

knowing others will remain respectful of differences of opinion, is a lofty goal. When that 

empathy is developed, however, the teacher has created the kind of safe space in which 

Holocaust and genocide education can occur. 

A Safe Space for Learning 

 The Holocaust depicts mankind at its worst.  This is one reason that Yad Vashem 

stresses an approach that brings students safely in and safely out of Holocaust Education.  

Students need to know they are in a space where confusing, disturbing topics can be 

discussed without judgment or ridicule.   When the lesson is completed, they need to 

appreciate the possibility that hope and redemption still exist in the world.  The dialogue 
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and critique advocated in the previous section will not be successful unless the teacher 

models the proper behavior.  Students are far less likely to speak with courtesy if the 

teacher rules with an iron fist. The classroom must be a place of safety and respectful 

discourse, embracing cultural and political differences, allowing students the freedom to 

explore who they are and who they hope to become.  When the classroom becomes a 

haven, the student is freed to fully invest in their artwork, as Susanne Langer (1957) 

explains: 

An artist, then, expresses feeling, but not in the way a politician blows off 
steam or a baby laughs and cries.  He formulates that elusive aspect of 
reality that is commonly taken to be amorphous and chaotic; that is, he 
objectifies the subjective realm.  What he expresses is, therefore, not his 
own actual feelings, but what he knows about human feeling.  Once he is 
in possession of a rich symbolism, that knowledge may actually exceed his 
entire experience.  A work of art expresses a conception of life, emotion, 
inward reality.  But it is neither a confessional nor a frozen tantrum; it is a 
developed metaphor, a non-discursive symbol that articulates what is 
verbally ineffable – the logic of consciousness itself. (p. 26) 
 

The creative process is the synthesis of inquiry and discovery.  As student work evolves, 

peers should be able to engage in mutually respectful discussion about their work and the 

concepts and problems they are struggling to depict and overcome.  This ordinary 

conversation can be cultivated to foster an environment where students feel confident in 

expressing their opinion.   Students can also investigate the way their colleagues respond 

to challenges, garnering diverse perspectives and gaining a better understanding of the 

lives and beliefs of their cohorts. Collaborative work is one path to achieving this goal.   

To safeguard effective collaboration, respect and equity need to be a prime 

consideration in developing management strategies and lesson plans.  The plans and 
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strategies should reflect the diversity of the student body and the community, embrace 

difference and the dissenting voice, and make the classroom a place where the student 

can feel free to find his or her own path.  To that end, the teacher cannot dictate. Students 

need to share the responsibility of setting goals and uncovering knowledge.  Samuel 

Totten (2004) advises to have students participate in constructing rationales for a unit on 

genocide: 

This immediately encourages them to begin thinking about why one would 
want or need to study such a topic; and in doing so, it begins to 
personalize the study for them.  It may also motivate them to become more 
engaged in the study and to begin to see the relevance it has for their own 
lives as well as the society, country and world in which they live. (p. 10) 
 

He encourages students to document their suggested objectives.  As a class, they compare 

and debate the responses to select rationales best suited to the class’ needs.  A 

collaborative environment can provide students with confidence in their own worth and 

intellect.  This security creates a learning environment where students want to engage 

and, hopefully, fosters growth into moral, caring adults.  And through the process, 

students begin to unravel the questions that Nel Noddings (2002) found so essential: 

“Where do I stand in the world? What has my life amounted to? What might I become” 

(p. 124)? 

Comparison, Conflation, and Meaning-Making 

One of the first lessons I was taught on Holocaust education was the danger of 

conflating experiences.  At the time, I didn’t even know conflate meant to express a 

direct relationship between two things or experiences.  One person’s suffering is unique.  
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Obama is not Hitler.  A bad day at school is not a “Holocaust.”  I did not have any trouble 

locating the logic in the argument. Even people who lived through the Holocaust had 

different experiences and varied reactions.  But for some, drawing a direct relationship to 

the Holocaust is the best way to make their point. Yehuda Bauer (1996) explains:  

It seems that the Holocaust has become a code in Western civilization, a 
code that signifies the evil in human society, that stands for the negation of 
the value of human life, and most of the contemporary dealing with it 
relates to the almost desperate desire to fight against the increasing 
threatening crisis in world civilization: mass murders, ethnic, conflicts, 
hatred of the other, potential or actual genocides, and so on. (p. 15) 
 

The comparisons not only trivialize the suffering of millions, they simplify a complex 

history into what Alvin Rosenfeld (2011) terms empty abstractions.  He explains, “To 

those who know better—presumably to anyone with even a modicum of historical 

memory—these analogies are not only in bad taste: they are subversive to good sense, 

sober judgment, and reason itself” (p. 37). In contrast, there is the danger of implying that 

events are so unique that they should be enshrined in time and space. Human behavior 

repeats.  Refusing to see similarities in that behavior can be damning.  Samuel Totten 

(2002) concurs, “There is a critical need to examine both the uniqueness of the Holocaust 

as well as its universal nature” (p. 18).  Even Rosenfeld (2011) supports the sentiment 

when he states, “The Holocaust is a unique event that carries universal implications” (p. 

67). Identifying parallels in protocol, legislation, rhetoric, and action between the 

Holocaust and modern events facilitates cognitive engagement with the material.  If 

events are solely relegated to the past, then students will be less likely to see the necessity 

of learning about them.  Despite his conception of the Holocaust’s universal implication, 
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Rosenfeld (2011) worries that incorporating topics like defense of human rights and 

fostering tolerance and inclusion are misguided.  He states, “The aim may be 

commendable, but in working to attain it, will the overwhelmingly destructive history of 

the Holocaust be accurately remembered and still at the center of concern” (p. 188)?  I 

cannot agree.  In making the Holocaust so specifically Jewish, Holocaust scholars are 

isolating their history to the point where it will have no relevance to anyone other than 

Jewish Holocaust scholars.  I doubt the Roma women slaughtered as part of Mengele’s 

medical experiments were boasting, “At least I’m not a Jew.”  Their suffering is just as 

pertinent to the historical narrative.  Yes, the Jews were systematically targeted for 

annihilation but genocide is not purely a Jewish affliction.  The behavior has been 

repeated in other countries on too many occasions.  The Holocaust is a unique event but it 

needs to be part of a more inclusive education.  So the question becomes, how do you 

remember without diminishing or destroying the past?  

One of the most commonly used and least effective teaching techniques is 

Holocaust reenactments.  Teachers tape off the boxcar dimensions in their classroom and 

ask students to pile into the space.  Maybe they turn out the lights.  They describe what it 

was like for the Jews on their way to Auschwitz or Treblinka or Dachau, as if minutes 

could somehow substitute for the reality of days in a boxcar and words could replicate the 

misery of being soaked in your own filth, surrounded by death and fear, desperate for 

food and water and air.  It turns tragedy into a game, a short period of play that has as 

much bearing on the experience as a child’s tea party.  Rosenfeld (2011) explains, “The 

past is neutralized by its impersonations and, in the end, reality itself is reduced to little 
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more than a figure of speech, so much so that the very expression ‘in reality’ becomes 

only a rhetorical filler” (p. 50).  It is far more effective to bring in diaries and journals or 

works of art by survivors and victims that present deeply personal experiences.  Charlotte 

Salomon and her unborn child were killed at Auschwitz in October 1943, but she left 

behind Leben? oder Theater? (Life? or Theatre?), an autobiographical series of paintings 

created in hiding.  Felix Nussbaum was a surrealist painter who escaped his German 

captors. His works, which portray the bleak realities of a life spent in hiding, survived the 

war.  Nussbaum did not.  Alexandra Zapruder’s Salvaged Pages (2002) collects young 

people’s diaries and details what is known about their fate.  In Maus, Art Spiegelman 

(1980) relates the story of his father’s experiences in Hitler’s Europe but portrays all the 

characters as animals – Jews are mice, Nazis are cats, the French are frogs, and Poles are 

pigs.  The list of available resources is extensive, but the problem remains if only one 

artist or experience is presented.  Problems of conflation still arise.  A single experience 

is not universal.  Pairing artworks with literature, diaries, music, and historical documents 

invokes a history that comes to life for students. A single diary, a single perspective, is 

not sufficient. Anne Frank, for example, has become an icon of the juvenile Holocaust 

victim, an archetype of suffering.  Her story is tragic but limited, minimizing the horrors 

so many suffered.  Erika Bourguingnon (2005) warns: 

Our capacity both to remember and to share our memories with others is 
distinctly human, since it involves the use of language and of other 
complex symbolic representations. . . . Although each person’s memories 
are unique, collective memory, with its selection of what is important, 
lends itself to myth building. (p. 65) 
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The excessive focus on Frank has transformed her experience into a collective image of 

Jewish suffering, but so few victims had the resources or opportunity to go into hiding.  

Frank was a wonderful writer, she is eminently likeable—but then it is her diary, her 

words, and her voice: a single story that needs to be provided context through additional 

resources and varied perspectives. 

The process of translating experience into narrative or art transforms it.  The story 

is filtered by memory and selection; it is limited by the scope of the experience. The same 

problems are endemic to historical accounts, as well, as James E. Young (1998) explains: 

For the uncanny historian, this means a historiography whose narrative 
skein is disrupted by the sound of the historian’s own, self-conscious 
voice.  In the words of Friedlander, such “commentary should disrupt the 
facile linear progression of the narration, introduce alternative 
interpretations, question any partial conclusion, withstand the need for 
closure.” These interruptions would also remind readers that this history is 
being told and remembered by someone in a particular time and place, that 
it is the product of human hands and minds.  Such narrative would 
simultaneously gesture both to the existence of deep, inarticulable memory 
and its own incapacity to deliver it. (pp. 667-668) 

 

Every history has multiple vantage points. Logistics and time prevent using all of them in 

the course of a unit of instruction, but teachers still need to diversify the experiences 

presented to capture the scope of the tragedy.  The views presented also need to coincide 

with the instructional intent of the unit.  To achieve a balanced presentation, Totten 

(2002) insists that a rationale statement must be developed.  Besides merely 

understanding the importance of the subject matter, teachers need to identify the 

significant lessons they intend to communicate and the reasoning behind the specific 

material proffered to the class. Within the available time constraints of the lesson or unit, 



 61 

the materials need to be diverse and reflect the breadth and scope of the experiences and 

the tragedy.  The Holocaust was not limited to Germany and Poland.  It is worthwhile to 

explore the conflagration of events, the complex sequence of treaties, economic 

depression, and social malaise behind National Socialism’s rise to power. Themes of 

hiding and rescue should not be stressed to make the information more palatable.  Six 

million Jews were killed and five million others lost their lives.  Survivors lost families, 

possessions, and innocence.  There is no pleasant or entertaining approach to the material.  

Beth Aviv Greenbaum (2001) worried about the darkness of the subject and a focus on, 

“teaching horrors I would not be able to put out of my mind” (p. xvii).  The benefits of 

the education, the opportunity to teach history and literature in conjunction with morality 

and empathy, outweigh the difficulties.  Still, she can’t help but wonder: 

When a student puts her head on her desk or looks out the window, I 
wonder if the material hurts too much, if it is a natural response to try to 
block and deny.  And I wonder if, perhaps, the student is treating the 
material as another boring school subject. (Greenbaum, 2001, p. xvii) 

 
If the student blocks or denies the material, a classroom with an established safe space is 

the best safeguard that students will be confident enough to declare, “This is too difficult 

for me to process.”  This is the foremost reason I believe it essential to bring these lessons 

into the art classroom.  Art provides the time and tools to explore concepts that are 

otherwise too difficult to contemplate.  A multisensory approach to the material engages 

students through different learning styles and is, arguably, the most effective way of 

ensuring that students not only avoid conflating individual experiences with the larger 

history but encourages them to make connections to the knowledge on a deeply personal 
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level.  With their fusion of word and image, and the ever-expanding number of resources 

available, graphic novels and comic books can be an essential component of this process. 

Assimilation, Uncertainty, and Memorialization in the Holocaust Graphic Novel 

 I began talking to pre-service teachers about the implications of comic books and 

graphic novels in Holocaust education at the 2011 Warren Fellowship for Future 

Educators.  My initial focus was simply directed toward reading and understanding the 

iconography of the medium, suggesting a number of resources in order to bring a new 

tool to the classroom that could excite and engage students.  Comics encourage visual 

literacy and assist struggling and ESL learners to infer and predict (Frey & Fisher, 2008). 

They also increase our understanding of how images and media manipulate perception 

(Barry, 1997). As I explored the topic, however, I began to realize the power of engaging 

students with testimony to create works of art.  The imaginative response becomes a form 

of problem solving, as Csikszentmihalyi and Getzels (1976) describe: 

The problem solver himself must pose the problem before he can begin to 
think of a way of solving it, and when he reaches a solution—if he reaches 
it—he has no way of knowing whether it is right or wrong.  Not only the 
solution but the problem itself must be discovered, and when the solution 
is found, it cannot be compared against a predetermined standard.  It 
cannot be accepted or rejected only on the basis of a critical, relativistic 
analysis—as is the case with works of art. (pp. 81-82) 
 

In art classrooms, the emphasis needs to move away from the finished work to embrace 

the powerful learning experience that occurs during the process of creation.  In the 

context of the Warren Fellowship, participants were broken into groups and assigned a 

different entry for the same diary.  Their goal was to create a single-page comic based on 
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what they were given.  The process forced participants to read the material differently, 

asked them to translate the words into visual representation. The process required 

analyzing the text to identify the essential elements of the narrative and how to depict 

them.  They needed to invent symbols and structure.  As D. H. Lawrence invokes, “The 

picture must all come out of the artist’s inside. . . .We can call it memory, but it is more 

than memory.  It is the image as it lives in the consciousness, alive like a vision, but 

unknown” (Ghiselin, 1954, p. 66).  The Warren Fellows were not particularly skilled 

artists, but a finely detailed rendering was not the intent.  Instead it forced the group to 

closely engage with the writing sample and decode what was important and identify the 

inherent truths of the testimony.  In Curriculum and the Holocaust: Competing Sites of 

Memory and Representation, Marla Morris (2001) states: 

Truthfulness, to me, is not the same as truth with a capital T.  Truth is 
nowhere absolute.  But truthfulness does justice to the memory of the 
Holocaust because it approaches an approximation of this event through 
many different perspectives and keeps the alterity and otherness of the 
event intact. Whatever truths we may learn about the Holocaust are 
ultimately limited because of the enormity and horror of this event. (p. 9)  

 
Creating a comic based on a diary entry evokes that truthfulness.  Students assimilate the 

testimony through the creative process.  It is not the vapid staging of a boxcar 

reenactment.  Students do not attempt to equate their experiences for the reality of events.  

The process becomes an act of memorialization, a postmemory that acknowledges the 

passage of time, the perspective of the author and artist, and the mediation of fact and 

creative license. 
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Likewise, in Maus, Art Spiegelman recounts the testimony of his father.  The 

narrative interweaves past and present, what James E. Young (1998) refers to as a 

“received history” (p. 669), a recognition of the role of memory and tradition in how 

personal histories are related.  He explains:  

The postwar generation, after all, cannot remember the Holocaust as it 
actually occurred.  All they remember, all they know of the Holocaust, is 
what the victims have passed down to them in their diaries, what the 
survivors have remembered to them in their memoirs.  They remember not 
actual events but the countless histories, novels, and poems of the 
Holocaust they have read, the photographs, movies, and video testimonies 
they have seen over the years.  They remember long days and nights in the 
company of survivors, listening to their harrowing tales, until their lives, 
loves, and losses seemed grafted indelibly onto their own life stories. 
(Young, 1998, pp. 669-670) 
 

Spiegelman arrives to the history as a second-generation survivor.  He did not directly 

experience the events his father describes but grew up with the repercussions of tragedy. 

That concept and the ephemeral qualities of memory are central to Maus.  The graphic 

novel embraces the vicarious nature of his father’s testimony.  Having the authentic voice 

of his father emerge from a roughly drawn, cartoon mouse further emphasizes the gulfs 

between events, memory, and narrative.  The conceit of using mice to represent the 

Jewish people echoes back to Horst Rosenthal’s Mickey Mouse in Gurs, a similarity 

Spiegelman did not discover until years after he completed Maus: 

I discovered there was a cartoon booklet drawn in 1942 by a prisoner in a 
French internment camp (he died in Auschwitz later that year), called 
Mickey in Gurs—another validation that I’d stumbled onto a way of 
telling that had deep roots.   (Spiegelman, 2011, p. 138) 
 

The mice impart a mythical, fairy-tale quality to the story that is at odds with the brutal 

reality of the camps. They also evoke memories of Nazi rhetoric and propaganda images 
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equating the Jewish people to vermin. Spiegelman’s dialogue with his father was crucial 

in shaping the narrative.  Their relationship, the questions Spiegelman asks, and the 

setting influence the delivery and timber of the testimony.  Presenting this interaction 

graphically makes these complex concepts easily understood; a task that would take 

words alone several pages to convey is transmitted in a few images.  A picture can imply 

a whole because it is often less concrete than written text. It offers leeway for the 

viewer’s uncertainty and interpretation.  A few hastily drawn lines can indicate character, 

setting, or movement, but the viewer supplies the details and animates the story.  Susanne 

Langer (1957) explains: 

We cannot see the earth as an object.  We let a map or a little globe 
express relationships of places on the earth, and think about the earth by 
means of it.  The understanding of one thing through another seems to be a 
deeply intuitive process in the human brain; it is so natural that we often 
have difficulty in distinguishing the symbolic expressive form from what 
it conveys. (p. 20) 
 

In reading a comic, the audience immediately knows a bigger picture exists, that the 

images shown are only part of the whole. In this nebulous region between the depicted 

and the imagined, students project themselves into the narrative and develop meaning. In 

essence, the process of reading the comic draws attention to the postmodern conceit that 

concepts are merely words (or words and pictures, in this case) and that truth is never 

absolute.  As Csikszentmihalyi (1997) explains,  “Michael Foucault and the 

postmodernists have made it clear that what people tell us does not reflect real events, but 

only a style of narrative, a way of talking that refers only to itself” (p. 20).  In realizing 

that truth and history are inconstant, students can begin to understand that human 
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behavior is shaped by the perceptions and judgments of those who document history.  As 

Young (1998) asserts, by framing memory within the process of recovering that memory, 

“Spiegelman can also hint darkly at the story not being recovered here, the ways that 

telling one story always leaves another untold” (p. 684).  But that message should apply 

to every resource we bring to the classroom and to the investigative process.  Despite 

everything we read and research, there is always more to learn and another perspective 

from which to view a history. 

 Maus is the pinnacle of achievement in Holocaust comics, if not the comic 

industry itself.  It was awarded the Pulitzer Prize in 1992.  I took my time getting around 

to reading it.  Before I began to study the Holocaust, I was afraid of what would be 

depicted.  Afterwards, I was afraid of disappointment or that the story would not live up 

to my expectations and characters would be stereotyped and one-dimensional.  I was 

wrong on both counts: “Spiegelman transgresses the sacredness of Auschwitz by 

depicting in comic strip images his survivor father’s suffering and by refusing to 

sentimentalize the survivor.” (Rothberg, 1994, p. 665).  Spiegelman shows his father, 

warts and all, a racist unable to see the error of his acts even after the event he lived 

through.  The honesty of the portrayal raises some disturbing questions.  James E. Young 

(1998) asks, “As we see in the case of Vladek’s own racist attitudes toward African 

Americans, the Holocaust may have made him even worse.  And if the Holocaust does 

not enlighten its victims, how will its story enlighten the next generation” (p. 696)?  Are 

we wrong to look for meaning or moral lessons in the Holocaust? Does the study of evil 

and genocide induce a belief that man is by nature evil and irredeemable? I do not have 
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answers, but that is hardly necessary.  Questions such as this produce endless fascinating 

discussions.  Pairing the book with other works, such as J. P. Stassen’s (2000) 

Deogratias: A Tale of Rwanda, Marjane Satrapi’s (2003) Persepolis, Joe Sacco’s (2000) 

Safe Area Goražde, or Keiji Nakazawa’s (1987) Barefoot Gen can expand the discussion 

to cover a broad spectrum of human rights abuses: “In this way, students’ own prejudices 

can be questioned and examined through engagement with these representations of 

otherness along with the consequences of our own complicity in reinforcing them” 

(Chun, 2009, p. 149).  Taking the process one step further, instructing students to create a 

comic strip or book based on a human rights issue or a personal experience with bullying 

compels an even deeper engagement, a more fully developed empathy for the topics 

being discussed and the stories being shared. 

 By itself, Maus proves that comics can no longer be deemed childish or 

simplistic.  Luckily, there is more than enough other material to support this claim. The 

number of excellent and diverse resources ensures that teachers should be able to locate 

appropriate comics and graphic novels for every age group.  But why use them in the 

classroom? In his blog on the Pop Matters website, Shaun Huston (2008), an Associate 

Professor in Geography and Film Studies at Western Oregon University, says: 

In one sense, my reasons for using comics in my courses are the same as 
my reasons for using any popular media: they are forms of expression that 
help to ground discussion of abstract concepts and ideas into concrete 
circumstances and experiences, while maintaining layers and complexity. 
 

Comics are a valid addition to Holocaust and genocide education, a diverse way of 

looking at the history and a resource that will excite and motivate students.  Whether it is 
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a Golden Age comic depicting Captain America socking Hitler in the jaw, Bernard 

Krigstein’s The Master Race (from the April 1955 premiere issue of EC Comic’s Impact, 

one of the earliest examples of Holocaust fiction), or a more recent publication, a diverse 

range of resources is available.  Jason Lutes’ (2001) Berlin: City of Stone and (2008) 

Berlin: City of Smoke are excellent depictions of life during the Weimar Republic and 

delineate the social influences that facilitated the National Socialist’s rise to power.  

James Sturm’s (2001) The Golem’s Mighty Swing and Will Eisner’s (1991) To The Heart 

of the Storm show the impact of anti-Semitism in America.  Pak and Di Giandomenco’s 

(2008) X-Men: Magneto Testament tells a fictionalized story of the Max Eisenhardt’s 

childhood at Auschwitz-Birkenau. Despite its fantastic premise, the work contains 

accurate depictions of historical events and the terrible responsibilities of a 

sonderkommando.  Pairing the graphic novel with the artwork of David Olère and Dr. 

Gideon Grief’s (2005) We Wept Without Tears: Testimonies of the Jewish 

Sonderkommando provides a strong basis for a lesson focused on the prisoner work units 

responsible for disposing of gas chamber victims.  

 As Susanne Langer (1957) asserts, “If the arts are about anything, they are about 

emotion, and emotion has to do with the ways in which we feel.  Becoming aware of our 

capacity to feel is a way of discovering our humanity” (p. 11).  As an artistic medium, 

comic books and graphic novels become an essential tool for exploring human rights 

issues and encouraging empathy in students.    
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Contextualizing Romania Within the Holocaust Narrative 

Before I began my work on adapting Zoly Zamir’s testimony, I admit that I had 

not given Romanian history much consideration.  I knew a bit about Vlad Tepes from a 

youth spent watching too many horror films, but as far as pertinent information I was at a 

loss. Learning what happened to Zamir piqued my interest.  Research provided a deeper 

understanding of the events, society, and culture, but I also hoped to discover more about 

this somewhat ignored Holocaust history.  The Law of 1918 was a step toward Jewish 

emancipation and they received legal equality in 1923 (Ioanid, 2000).  So what happened 

that put an end to the golden era of Romanian human rights in 1938?  Not surprisingly, 

the history parallels German chronology.  The Great Depression, Nationalism, Social 

Darwinism, totalitarianism, and industrialization all contributed to the progression of 

events.  Demonstrating how the same influences produced a similar outcome in a 

different country guides students to contextualize and complicate their understanding of 

the Holocaust.    

After the inflation of the 1920s and the stock market crash of the 1930s, the global 

economy was a mess.  In Romania, the value of the Lei plummeted, taking with it the 

morale and morals of the nation.  Corruption was rife in pre-war Bucharest, as Leigh 

White (1944) explains, “Compared with Bucharest, even Paris was a prude” (p. 57).  The 

Black Market ran rampant and everything was for sale, as he spells out: 

Food and liquor cost next to nothing; and mistresses—with mink coats at 
$350—were no more of a luxury than automobiles.  Other men’s wives 
were sometimes even cheaper, and whores were such a glut on the market 
that you had to make an effort to keep them out of your room at the 
Athenée Palace at night. (White, 1944, pp. 56-57) 
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He continues to describe how corruption and the economy enabled foreign tourists to live 

like “Oriental potentates.” White’s descriptions of 1940s Bucharest, from the weather to 

its similarities to Tulsa, Oklahoma, bite with satire.  They were also incomparable in 

bringing the city to life.  He details how moral decay extended from the streets all the 

way to the royal palace. Carol II, known as the playboy king, abdicated his rights in 1925 

but reclaimed the throne on 7 June 1930, after Ferdinand’s Death (Solonari, 2010). 

Married to Princess Helen, Carol maintained a Jewish mistress named Elena Lupescu.  

“Scandals of all kinds, but mostly sexual and financial, marked his life until his death” 

(Solonari, 2010, p. 22).  When Carol was run out of the country again in 1940, it was 

Lupescu and not his wife who accompanied him.  

In this moral cesspool, Cornelius Zelea Codreanu’s Legion of the Archangel 

Michael was embraced by the masses. The organization had been outlawed several times, 

but obtained political power in 1940. The Legion was bitterly Anti-Semitic.  In spelling 

out his ideals for the Romanian people, Codreanu’s (1936) number three edict was “The 

Solution of the Jewish problem” (p. 7), a direct echo of Nazi rhetoric.  This virulence was 

not simply directed at Jews, but was aimed at all “dysgenic ethnicities,” meaning gypsies 

and those deemed racially inferior.  Codreanu’s rise to power as the Romanian Hitler was 

cut short when he was shot “trying to escape” from prison, but the Legion continued to 

thrive under the leadership of Horia Sima. In an effort to understand the mindset of 

Legionnaires, I read a translation of Codreanu’s text and the pamphlet Heroes of the 

White Race: Codreanu and the Iron Guard by Keith Thompson (2003).  I felt dirty 

touching texts advocating their anti-Semitic claims, such as: 
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In the aftermath of the First World War, Rumania was flooded with 
asylum seekers of the Jewish faith.  These new settlers soon controlled 
large segments of the Press and the commercial life of the villages, towns 
and cities.  The “purse strings” of the nation, via the banks, soon fell into 
their hands. (Thompson, 2003, p. 4) 
 

At no point are these “facts” validated with supporting documentation.  While I felt it was 

necessary to understand the basis of Iron Guard philosophy, I was disgusted that this 

ignorance, supposition, and propaganda were being presented as fact. What I found 

useful, as far as constructing the graphic novel was concerned, were details about the 

principles and laws of the Nest, a unit of Legionnaires grouped by either age or sex.  The 

four principles of the Iron Guard were faith in God, trust in their mission, mutual love, 

and the song: “The latter was important, because by singing they could express their 

inner feelings.  The songs they chose were the rousing patriotic songs that had been 

passed down from generation to generation” (Thompson, 2003, p. 12).  Religion, 

patriotism, and Nationalism were used to justify a series of horrific acts.   Social 

conditions, as in Germany, incited their eager followers as Leigh White (1944) describes: 

The half-Oriental, half-Occidental decadence of Rumania’s political, 
economic, and sexual life was so extreme that is was difficult for any 
young Rumanian not to sympathize—at least subconsciously—with the 
spirit of Codreanu’s legion.  It, alone among the numerous political 
expressions of the Rumanian spirit, could imbue its adherents with a 
feeling of national pride. (p. 63) 
 

In a troubled world, the moral indignation that the Legion espoused held sway over the 

disenfranchised.  Following the failed escape attempt-cum-execution of Codreanu in 

November of 1938, the legion coordinated the assassination of Prime Minister Armand 

Călinescu in a Bucharest public square (Iordachi, 2004).  A few years later, after the 
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Legion attained political power and Codreanu’s body was exhumed and given a martyr’s 

burial, vendettas led to the deaths of 65 former dignitaries including Nicholae Iorga, a 

former Prime Minister and respected philosopher, and Virgil Madgearu, an economist 

and sociologist (Iordachi, 2004).  Their reign of terror came to a brutal end with an 

attempted rebellion on January 21-23, 1941.  Believing Germany and Hitler supported 

their quest for power, the Iron Guard attempted to unseat General Ion Antonescu, the 

acting Prime Minister.  They were wrong.  On a trip to Germany, Hitler had advised 

Antonescu, “You have to get rid of fanatical militants who think that, by destroying 

everything, they are doing their duty” (cited in Ioanid, 2000, p. 52).  The uprising, 

however, was more than a power play for political leadership.  Over the course of the 

three-day rebellion, the Iron Guard took the opportunity to murder more Jews, 

transporting them to the greenhouse where they were robbed, tortured, and murdered.  

I.C. Butnaru (1992) describes: 

For a period of more than seventy hours the Jewish districts were at the 
mercy of the masses.  During this interval, several thousand Jews were 
hauled out of their houses, arrested in the street and in houses of prayer, 
and transferred to Legionary headquarters, police precinct houses, or even 
some synagogues, for example, the Malbim synagogue, which had been 
occupied and converted into a torture center. (p. 83) 
 

Over 200 Jews were tortured in the basement of the Slaughterhouse at the intersection of 

Fundeni and Pentelimon streets (Ioanid, 2000). Many others died in their homes and on 

the streets.  Six synagogues were vandalized and looted, all in the name of God and 

country. 
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 Unfortunately, the end of the Iron Legion did not signify the end of anti-

Semitism.  Despite Codreanu and Sima’s rhetoric, Antonescu announced that Jewish 

instigators were responsible for the Iron Guard uprising (Ioanid, 2000). Shortly thereafter, 

on June 28, 1941, 13,000 Jews were murdered in the Iaşi Pogrom (Solonari, 2010).  The 

violence cannot be laid at the feet of the German occupation alone.  In 1926, Jews were 

attacked in a railway station in Adjud and then the victims were thrown from the moving 

train (Ioanid, 2000). When Cernauti Jewish students protested against an anti-Semitic 

professor, they were put on trial.  David Falik, one of the students, was shot in the 

courtroom.  The murderer was found not guilty and declared a national hero (Ioanid, 

2000). Partly as a result of the social and economic upheaval of the Great Depression, 

Jews and other minority groups were being branded as mortal enemies to national 

interests long before the arrival of the German Army.  Romanian historical record tends 

to avoid this documentary evidence.  Nationalism and Communist denial obfuscated 

Romanian complicity in genocide. Today, General Ion Antonescu has streets named after 

him in the Romanian cities of Râmnicu Sărat, 1 Decembrie, Afumați, and Bechet.  As 

Radu Florian states in Braham’s (1994) The Tragedy of Romania, “There is an attempt to 

use any means available to bring about a revised depiction of the General as a great and 

tragic national hero” (p. 77).  Totul pentru Ţará, the “Everything for the Country” party, 

still proudly display images of Corneliu Zelea Codreanu and the Iron Cross. Years of 

inactivity did nothing to alter their political rhetoric.  “The Judaic hydra” (Thompson, 

2013, p. 15) is blamed for both the German Occupation and the Communist regime, as 

well as manipulating the government, press, and stock market. In response, scholars like 
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Radu Ioanid and Vladimir Solanari endeavor to present a more accurate accounting of 

historical events. Romania was not pressured by the Nazis to adopt their policies. An 

anti-Semitic, racist ideology existed in the country long before Axis forces descended on 

them. The Romanian government’s continued refusal to admit complicity in the barbaric 

acts committed on and against the Jewish, Roma, and Sinti people is a denial of historic 

fact and a propagation of the attitudes that enabled the atrocities to occur in the first 

place.  Ticu Goldstein, a survivor from Bucharest, describes the situation: 

It was obvious that the situation was becoming tenser and tenser for the 
Jews. The Legionary anti-Semitic propaganda was growing more and 
more powerful every day, being justified, to a certain extent, by the fact 
that many Romanian intellectuals had adhered to this fascist movement. 
There were posters on walls showing ‘Jew grinders’ and things like that. 
The Legionaries were marching across the Jewish quarter in their uniforms 
and belts, singing their funeral songs and urging people to take revenge 
against the Jews. The anti-Jewish legislation initiated in 1938 by the 
Goga-Cuza government, carried on by the Gigurtu cabinet (in the summer 
of 1940), and completed under the Antonescu regime until 1944, affected 
our family too, but not as much as it affected the more prosperous Jews. 
(Pana & Goldstein, 2004) 
 

Exposing the hidden history of Romanian culpability in the Holocaust, implicating the 

government in the active denial of these events, illuminates the truth that the world has 

not moved so far away from the myopic racism of the 1940s.   

I attempted to locate information about the Iron Guard while I was in Romania.  

With the exceptions of the gallery containing the Trajan Column plaster casts and an 

exhibit of toys, the History Museum was closed for renovations. The Military Museum 

displayed two images of Iron Guard soldiers, but I was disturbed to find the text implied 

the actions of January 1941 were a rebellion against German invaders.  In the Central 
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University Library of Bucharest, material requests were given to a monitor and brought to 

my workstation.  Volumes on architecture and the history of Bucharest were gently 

placed at my side.  However, as text on the Iron Guard began to arrive I detected a 

sudden change in the air.  The books were slammed down with disgust.  While I 

understand the abhorrence for the material, to truly address a promise of “Never Again,” 

avoiding the subject is not the solution.  An honest dialogue with the past needs to be 

invoked.  Mass genocides in countries such as Sudan, The Democratic Republic of 

Congo, and Rwanda have already shown the emptiness of that pledge.  Education and 

acknowledgement of past sins needs to happen, but that cannot occur in an environment 

suffused with denial.   

Summary 

In relating his response to the success of Maus and the thirteen years it took him 

to complete the second volume, Spiegelman (2011) discusses the conflict he felt at being 

rewarded for depicting death.  He compares his discomfort with people who avert their 

eyes from books on Africa or Nazi atrocities.  He states, “It’s what Pavel brings up in a 

whole other context, of life taking the side of life.  One averts one’s eyes when walking 

past a graveyard” (Speigelman, 2011, p. 146). Looking away is an attempt to avoid 

connection.  Primo Levi refers to it as shame or a “screen of willed ignorance” (Langer, 

1995, p. 117). When something is seen it is acknowledged and the viewer becomes 

complicit in what has taken place. Also, humans by nature are narcissistic.  Dots, a line, 

and a circle can be ascribed with humanoid characteristics: it becomes a smiley face. 
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Scott McLoud (2006) describes how egoism drives people to search out stories about 

themselves, “They love such stories so much they’ll make one up from the slightest hint.  

Even the loosest scribble will suggest a figure—an emotion—or a gesture” (p. 61). For 

these reasons, optical engagement is a primary contributor to how individuals construct 

their understanding of the world.  The visual creates empathy, and that makes it so very 

essential to Holocaust education.  

Improving my comprehension of the historical facts and critical lessons of the 

Holocaust prepared me for my journey to Romania, but it was the creative process that 

finally connected me to the material I had been investigating.  Before the trip, working 

through historical tomes was a burden.  During the course of research in Bucharest and 

since I have returned, the pages have come alive.  As Ghiselin (1954) asserts, connecting 

art to social issues motivates students to act: 

The human mind is prepared to wrap the whole planet in a shroud, and the 
exercise of all our best effort and ingenuity has produced no assurance 
whatever that it will be deterred from that end.  The prolonged failure of 
traditional means in dealing with this problem does not prove those means 
useless. It does strongly suggest their inadequacy.  For, as knowledge of 
the creative process drives us to conclude, although a problem which 
stubbornly resists solution by traditional means may perhaps be insoluble, 
the probability is rather that those means are themselves inadequate: the 
concepts, attitudes, and procedures employed are probably at fault and in 
need of being transcended in a fresh approach. The only reasonable step, 
at this point, then, is to act upon the supposition that our problems in 
world crisis, as at other times, may be soluble only creatively—that is, by 
a profound and thorough alteration of our inner life and of the outer forms 
in which life finds expression and support. (p. 3) 
 

Engaging with the history, traversing the streets of present day Bucharest, and recreating 

the past with pen and paper has made the history real for me in a way that textbook and 
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lecture never accomplished.  While a class trip to Europe is not a justifiable expense for 

most teachers, the arts and the creative process induce a similar engagement and 

excitement in students.  In the following chapter, I detail the creative process of adapting 

this research into a graphic novel and how those experiences impacted my outlook on 

Holocaust instruction.  
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Chapter 6:  The Creative Process 

  

The Holocaust is grey, shadow, and filtered light.  The art produced as a reflection 

of this era is almost uniformly somber, as if color insulted the memory of so much 

suffering.   When I initially conceived of visually representing Zoly Zamir’s testimony, 

these were my first thoughts.  But Zamir is vibrant and alive, not black and white or 

sepia, but shockingly vivid Technicolor: an apt description as his story transfixed my 

attention like an action adventure movie.  My choices were conflicted and I had barely 

begun.  Should I adhere to stylistic tradition and depict events with the stark contrast of 

black and white or follow my instinctive reaction to the testimony and complicate the 

narrative with color?  Confused, I turned to the words of D.H. Lawrence:  

Art is treated all wrong.  It is treated as if it were a science, which it is not.  
Art is a form of religion, minus the Ten Commandment business, which is 
sociological.  Art is a form of supremely delicate awareness and 
atonement—meaning at-oneness, the state of being at one with the object. 
(Ghiselin, 1954, pp. 65-66) 

 
I had to trust the process would divine a response to my inquiry and instruct in how and 

why art was essential to Holocaust education.  In the core of my being, I knew artistic 

creation could serve a greater purpose in academic instruction than what I currently 

observed being utilized.  Some answers would be instantaneous, some would be 

uncovered as I went along, and others still would need to be actively sought out.  

According to Ghiselin (1954), William Butler Yeats followed instinct and Willa Cather 

let the “deeper sympathies” be her guide.  He explains: 
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In all this it is clear that creative minds feel drawn toward specific material 
with which to work: the creative impulse is no mere appetite for novelty, 
for it is highly selective. . . . The selection is evidence of an implicit end, 
however, to the nature of which the emotion is for a time the only clue. 
(Ghiselin, 1954, p. 10)   
 

I had to trust there was a good reason I was drawn to Zamir’s story. In the end, I had faith 

that my belief in Zamir’s testimony would reverberate in my writing and art to produce a 

finished work that conveyed that conviction to others.  In demonstrating that the creative 

process could resonate with the power and passion of my learning experiences, the 

implications could advocate the instructional potential of art education. Or so I hoped. 

Initiating the Project 

When Zamir speaks of his experiences, the story gambols aimlessly across the 

years as one recollection triggers another.  The testimony is thematic rather than linear, a 

sporadic cluster of moments reflecting the erratic and tenuous nature of memory.  But for 

the graphic novel, my interest was not in the cognitive processes of recollection or the 

arbitrary and myopic selection of remembered history, but in Zamir’s unique story (see 

Appendix A).  The Romanian setting intrigued me.  All I knew of the country was limited 

to vampire lore.  The working class perspective of a Lift Boy in a luxury hotel intrigued 

me.  A portion of this interest was purely narcissistic self-indulgence. I maintained a job 

as a night auditor in a hotel throughout my undergraduate education.  Also, Zamir’s 

mastery of language fascinated me.  I have no proficiency with languages.  Three months 

of practice with Romanian language tapes and I was barely functional in Bucharest.  

Zamir was able to use the limited linguistic abilities of others to his advantage, 
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employing words and knowledge to diffuse potential tragedy.  Coupled with his dismissal 

from school for being Jewish, the story advocates the necessity of education and Zoly’s 

profound sense of loss at not being afforded the opportunity to complete his own 

schooling.  

Overshadowing all of these elements, was the unexpected friendship between 

Zamir and Heineleh, the German Army Officer stationed at the Deutsche Wehrmacht 

Octoberkommandtur Bucharest.  So often in literature and historical accounts, the 

Germans are one-dimensional, cartoon villains. To understand their rise to power, to 

conceive the possibility of these events occurring again, history is obligated to show the 

humanity of Nazis.  Only then can the power of what they did have any real resonance.  

Zamir and Heineleh were becoming fast friends until rumor identified Zoly as Jewish. 

Heineleh confronted him, saying, “If it is true I will have to kill you.”  The moment 

resonates because it is the sound of a friendship disintegrating.  Rosenfeld does not agree.  

He worries that sympathetic portrayals of Hitler and Nazis in films such as Oliver 

Hirschbiegel’s (2004) Downfall (Der Untergang) are dangerous and that the formerly 

threatening figures are “undergoing a figurative process of domestication and 

normalization” (Rosenfeld, 2011, p. 27).  Normalization is essential; it complicates and 

conflicts the history.  The actions were monstrous but the perpetrators lived otherwise 

normal, ordinary lives.  Personally, I find the horror of their crimes increases when they 

are shown to be fully human.   

At the onset of the project, one of the most daunting obstacles confronting me was 

a belief that I had no right to insert myself into Zamir’s testimony.  This was his story.  
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How presumptuous was I to believe I could interpret those experiences? The sad truth is 

we are approaching an end to accessible, firsthand accounts of the Holocaust.  The last 

generation of survivors will not be with us for much longer.  Elke Helkner realizes this 

when she states, “The passing away of the survivor generation threatened to bring about a 

profound shift and potential crisis in witnessing that is still unpredictable in scope and 

intensity” (Bathrick, Prager, & Richardson, 2008, p. 62). New approaches need to be 

discovered that will keep the testimony vital when the last survivor is gone.  Recorded 

testimony is useful but static.  A graphic novel, on the other hand, is interactive.  Art and 

text engage the reader in a process of discovery. This was tangible, something I could 

offer to Zamir and myself as justification for the project.   

Mimesis, Intertexuality and Aporia 

What I brought to Zoly Zamir’s testimony was a unique perspective, a byproduct 

of my individual reaction to the testimony, my personal history, and current social and 

cultural influences.  A change in any of those elements would have transformed what I 

was doing.  As Valerie J. Janesick states, “Art is a process within a given experience. It 

exists within a context of a given history, culture, language, and vernacular.  It is about a 

lived experience” (Knowles & Cole, 2008, pp. 478-479). More than merely an 

engagement with the personal, constructing a graphic novel is an intimation, imitation, 

and interpretation of life, as well as an expression of uncertainty.  It demands reciprocity. 

I was taken by Zamir’s story so I attempted to see through his eyes, a futile but necessary 

venture. I could never truly know what it was like to live through the events he 
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experienced, but I can begin to comprehend why he made some of the decisions he did. It 

becomes a process of knowing.  Cynthia Chambers and Erika Hasebe-Ludt concur, 

“Once aware that looking is always from a place, a position, a point of view, the 

possibility arises that we could look differently and hence see differently, thereby 

changing our prospects” (Knowles & Cole, 2008, p. 143).  Holocaust education stresses 

the importance of empathy, of connecting without conflation, and this is what the creative 

process enabled me to accomplish.  Collaborating with my undergraduate colleague 

Carey Conner in 2011, we produced a lesson for the Warren Fellowship on using artist’s 

trading cards to connect students with diary entries from Alexandra Zapruder’s (2004) 

Salvaged Pages.   Using a collage and mixed media approach, the participants responded 

powerfully and positively to the project, creating amazing work that reflected a deep 

understanding of the material.  Likewise, Holocaust Museum Houston’s Butterfly Project 

asks students to create a butterfly to represent a juvenile victim of the Holocaust.  During 

my student teaching, the fifth grade students had recently finished reading Lois Lowry’s 

Number the Stars, about a Jewish family’s escape from Copenhagen. To expand on this 

learning in art class, they created butterflies in response to different poems from Hana 

Volavkova’s (1993) I Never Saw Another Butterfly.  The fate of the poems’ authors was 

revealed in a concluding ceremony.  Butterflies were hung in the garden, and as the 

circumstances of the poets’ lives were revealed, students were asked to cut the strings 

holding their butterfly if the author had died.  As the grass slowly disappeared under a 

carpet of paper butterflies, the students were visibly moved.   Sean Weibe, a poet and 

arts-based researcher, describes: 
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This is the process of creativity, an artistic movement that can bring self 
and other together while remaining separate.  In community my Being is 
always among others, and in that shared space being is always 
becoming…with others we have access to ourselves.  In other words, 
within me is self and other.  It is a creative process outside the body but 
also within the body. As an a/r/tographer I recognize that I do not work 
alone, but within a community of art, there is a creation which is my 
process of becoming, not only an artist but a human being. (Springgay et 
al., 2008, p. 106) 

 
Creating a graphic novel was a process of becoming one with the narrative, the history, 

Zoly Zamir, and myself. But within the process of knowing is the discovery that the truth 

can never be fully realized, a tacit acceptance of aporia.  Lawrence Langer (1995) 

describes how, in fictional writing about the Holocaust, the creative process produces 

only an “unreconciled understanding” (p. 237).  He states, “Hence the rhythms of this 

literature remain cropped, jagged, and unresolved, and its endings signify no arrival but 

merely another invitation to depart” (pp. 237-238).  Discovery and engagement lead only 

to more questions.  The graphic novel undertaken for this research testifies to this 

ongoing relationship with inquiry.  In the following pages, I will attempt to describe the 

adaptation and illustration process.  The separation of these two elements is for 

descriptive clarity and structure only.  Within the creation of a graphic novel, text and 

image exist in a state of interdependence and reciprocity.   

Adapting the Testimony 

Constructing a graphic novel is more than writing, more than drawing.  It is a 

symbiosis of words and pictures replete with challenges specific to the process.  I was 

lucky with Zamir’s testimony.  The first time he spoke the story sparked, playing in my 
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head with all the blurred action, static, and dropouts of an old Kinescope recording.  

Maybe this inspired my decision to adapt the testimony as if it were a movie script.  

Turning the script into a graphic novel would present a whole different set of challenges, 

but the format liberated me to explore structure and dialogue while retaining ample space 

for developing visual aspects at a later point. Many comic creators avoid scripting with 

claims it diminishes the potential of the medium.  Chris Ware is an amazing artist and 

storyteller, so I was disturbed to read: 

Art isn’t a method for execution or a means of communication as much as 
it’s a way of thinking.  And when you’re drawing or doing whatever you 
do, you can’t think something out in advance, and if you do, you kill it to 
begin with….I’ve tried working from a script before and I can’t do it. I 
cannot do that.  To me, that’s only using what half of comics can be, 
because you’re working only with words, and the half-baked pictures in 
your mind. You’re not working with the pictures in front of you, and 
frequently, like I said, when I’m drawing something, I’ll end up drawing 
something in the panel that suggests the whole rest of the strip, and in 
some cases the whole rest of the story. (Groth & Ware, 1997, pp. 132-133) 
 

While this approach may be effective for the personal, stream of conscious style that 

Ware employs, it is problematic when translating testimony.  The story and experiences 

of others demand developing a narrative around something more substantial than memory 

and imagination. It required a direct engagement with a real history.  I had an obligation 

to honor Zamir’s experiences.  I agree with Ware’s assertion that a graphic novel needs to 

be more than just an illustrated story.  The relation between image and word is more 

involved in a comic than a picture book.  Working within the structure of history still 

provided space for an imagined response, and building those structures facilitated a 

lasting connection to facts and events. Those creative engagements occur differently for 
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different people.  Zamir’s story became mine during the writing process.  It demanded I 

take ownership of the events.  I never assumed to know what he had gone through.  I did 

not feel the pain of his tragedy, but I could project myself into his reactions and 

motivations.  To maintain space in the script to also achieve a sense of spontaneity when 

I drafted pages; action and detail were left purposefully vague in the hope of facilitating 

creative exploration at that point in the process.  Also, and with no disrespect to Ware, I 

believe an outright dismissal of artists who work from a script is kind of lazy.  

Invalidating a scripted approach because it does suit his style does not make the 

technique ineffective for everyone.  Perhaps he meant the comment only as a reflection of 

his personal methods, but it can be read as a universal condemnation.  That would be like 

an abstract painter demeaning a photo-realist. People have different learning styles and 

varied ways of working.  Divergent aesthetics, styles, abilities, and stories require 

contrasting techniques.  Laying out Zamir’s testimony required that I establish dialogue 

and a linear structure before drawing.  The history needed to be as accurate as possible, or 

at least chronological. The story would not reflect the reality of the narrative if I relied on 

memory and inspiration alone.  I needed a framework to avoid misrepresentation or 

placing an event out of sequence.   

By the time I boarded the plane for Bucharest, the script was complete.  

Developed from interviews, written testimony, and historical research, I was confident it 

accurately reflected Zamir’s testimony.  Unfortunately, it lacked the spark of his personal 

appearances.  I hit narrative points but was too intent on capturing every nuance of his 

story.  Editing felt like a disservice to his experience.  In this draft, the narrative opened 
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in 1922, on the hills outside the family farm in Sieu Magerus, Transylvania. Sansa, a 

young Roma girl, was running to the synagogue to announce Zoly’s birth, but she was 

not fluent in Romanian.  Failing to recognize the masculine signifier, she told Zamir’s 

father he had a daughter.  He was disappointed.  Zoly’s testimony usually begins with 

this story and I felt obligated to do the same.  I was also obsessed with the idea of 

linguistic confusion and the importance of language.  Despite the valid justifications for 

including the incident, the story I wanted to tell wasn’t starting until page ten.  As much 

significance as I attempted to attach to the material, it was melodramatic and 

nonessential.   The events and people in those early pages had very little bearing on the 

rest of the story.  The narrative dragged from an overabundance of exposition and too 

many characters.  I needed to simplify.  All these individuals would be difficult to 

illustrate and visually confusing.  Despite my growing understanding of the problem, the 

section remained in the script until shortly before I began to draft the page layouts.  

Affection was obstructing my ability to gauge effectiveness. Acknowledging my pig-

headedness was an important revelation.  Being stubborn complicates learning. 

Another burgeoning issue in the scripting phase was the realization I needed to 

devise a physical presence for Romanian anti-Semitism.  Zamir briefly referenced a 

gardener’s assistant who outed him as Jewish, so he became the personification of that 

growing animosity and a foil for Zoly. In addition, narrative clarity demanded the 

depiction of some historical events that Zoly did not experience directly.  Without these 

events the chronology was murky and confusing. Perspicuity required that I contextualize 
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his experience within the larger history of the Romanian Holocaust.  I had to incorporate 

fiction to elucidate fact. Langer (1995) states: 

Holocaust fact and Holocaust fiction are Siamese twins, joined at birth and 
severed at their peril. There is no way we can prize one without appraising 
both….Painful as it may seem, we must begin with the unembellished 
truth, stripping off our civilized ‘lendings’ just as Lear shed his garments 
on the heath.  Only after that can the process of clothing ourselves with 
more suitable apparel can begin.  And then we will have to face the 
questions that critics of King Lear still dispute today: Is this truly a form 
of healing or just a necessary illusion? (pp. 11-12) 
 

When Zoly speaks, the narrative dressings are not needed.  He is available to address 

questions and demystify historical details.  Since personal interaction is not feasible when 

reading, more information needed to be incorporated into the script.  Information about 

the Iron Guard and their beliefs could be introduced through the character of the gardener 

or in other bits of dialogue.   I tried to be reflective about when and where these additions 

were made to avoid diminishing the painful reality of Zamir’s testimony. Moreover, the 

narrative required I adjust and condense the chronology of events.  In graphic novels, 

perhaps even more than other forms of writing, it becomes essential to show and not tell. 

But incorporating historical fact outside of Zamir’s direct involvement generally came in 

the form of dialogue. A complication at the scripting stage, I deferred resolving the 

problem until drawing. Other negligible changes to the original testimony made the story 

flow and, hopefully, evoke the energy that Zamir projects in person. I was, however, 

fearful that the added historical context was didactic and sententious.  I was not confident 

I could repair the problem until I arrived in Bucharest. 



 88 

I expected Bucharest to engage me in Zoly’s narrative, but I didn’t realize how 

much it would redefine my outlook.  Cliché a sentiment as it is, the experience literally 

provided the opportunity to walk in his footsteps.  I traversed the distance from the 

original location of the Grand Hotel Lafayette to where his home used to be. Both 

structures are now gone, the first lost to an earthquake in 1977 and the latter to the 

manifestation of Nicolae Ceaușescu’s thirst for political grandeur: the Romanian Palace 

of Parliament. Much of Bucharest’s historical district was demolished to construct this 

pharaonic edifice.  I wandered a lot through Bucharest, and observed moments filtered 

into the script.  As documented in the previous chapter on the research methodology, 

dining at Caru’cu bere contextualized a crucial discussion between Zoly and Heineleh. 

Csikszentmihalyi (1996) states, “Creativity does not happen inside people’s heads, but in 

the interaction between a person’s thoughts and sociocultural context.  It is a systematic 

rather than an individual phenomenon” (p. 23).  I was tracing the narrative through the 

city and it made sense.  The proximity of Caru’cu bere to the Grand Hotel Lafayette 

explained so much.  Of course they drank there after hours, it was stumbling distance to 

the hotel.  The weather, the stray dogs, and the Roma presence were all things I had read 

about before stepping off the plane but physical interaction made them conceivable.  

More importantly, I discovered my confidence in the historical accuracy of my script was 

a little premature.  The remediation of history was a byproduct of creative engagement.  

Before I left Austin, I was motivated to research but the readings lacked resonance. The 

words and ideas did not fully connect because I could not visualize what they meant. 

Writing and drawing made the information personal, profound, and meaningful. The 
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physical presence of Bucharest certainly contributed, too.  Strolling down Calea Victoriei 

and through Parcul Cişmigui located Zoly in the history, producing a perspective I could 

comprehend and a way to construct meaning and empathy from events long past.   

That connection came with a unique set of complications.  I was depressed and 

plagued by bad dreams.  A portion of the negative disposition could be attributed to 

Bucharest’s stray dog problem.  I missed my dogs, and these pitiful, hungry animals were 

a constant reminder of that separation.  But there was also an echo of history in those 

canine faces.  The contempt and disregard that they were subjected to by a majority of the 

general public was a sad reflection that, as people, we still could not tolerate what was 

deemed “undesirable.”   The physical isolation of being alone in a foreign country 

certainly did not improve my outlook, either.  But then these reactions seem endemic to 

the creative process, as Thomas Wolfe explains: 

It may be objected, it has been objected already by certain critics, that in 
such research as I have here attempted to describe there is a quality of 
intemperate excess, an almost insane hunger to devour the entire body of 
human experience, to attempt to include more, experience more, than the 
measure of one life can hold, or than the limits of a single work of art can 
well define. . . . I think I realize as well as anyone the fatal dangers that are 
consequent to such a ravenous desire, the damage it may wreak upon 
one’s life and on one’s work.  But having had this thing within me, it was 
in no way possible for me to reason it out of me, no matter how cogently 
my reason worked against it.  The only way I could meet it was to meet it 
squarely, not with reason but with life. (Ghiselin, 1954, p. 196) 
 

Perhaps I had tried to take on too much, to cram all I needed to derive from Bucharest 

into a two-week period.  I could not fit all the necessary research into an abbreviated 

visit.  Engaging as completely as I could—“devouring” the experience—made the 

process valuable. Confronting challenges and working through personal obstacles was 
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where the learning and cognitive engagement occurred; it made empathy attainable. 

Primo Levi has said that the stains of the Holocaust are indelible (Langer, 1995), that the 

crimes of World War II have tainted humanity forever.  This certainly makes achieving a 

personal relationship to the material fraught with perils.  My training at Yad Vashem and 

the safely in, safely out protocols were not wasted. I segued from Romania into a visit 

with friends and Disneyland Paris.  Friendship and Fantasyland were just what I needed 

to reclaim my sense of proportion. 

  Writing and revising continued as I began illustrating the graphic novel.  As the 

images coalesced, I identified and repaired flaws in clarity, structure, and pace. Some 

dialogue was omitted or abbreviated.  The confrontation between Zamir’s brother David 

and their stepfather Israel was shifted to a later, more appropriate point in the story. 

Questions continued to emerge and probably will continue to surface long after the 

graphic novel is completed.  At times, I worried that Zamir’s testimony was too narrow, 

that my interest in the specificity of his story neglected too large a percentage of the truly 

horrendous history of Romanian atrocities.  Zamir left in early 1941, just when things in 

the country took a turn for the worse. I reflected on Primo Levi’s statement, “We 

survivors are not only an exiguous but also an anomalous minority: we are those who by 

their prevarications or abilities or good luck did not touch bottom” (Langer, 1995, p. 

115). No survivor’s story is going to tell the worst of the Holocaust.  Those narratives can 

never be told.  They are buried in mass graves or were born aloft from the smokestacks of 

the death camps. Every story needs to be told, but not every story has a voice.  That, in 

the end, lends credence to the indispensible nature of survivor commentary.  Each 
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testimony increases our understanding of what happened and fills in the vacancy from 

stories that will never be related.  In the enduring tapestry of Holocaust testimony, 

Zamir’s personal experiences are an indelible and necessary contribution.  

Designing the Holocaust  

Drafting the graphic novel began when I returned from Romania.  The process 

was accompanied by dreams of the dead, witches, demons, and walking on stilts.  I am 

certain Freudian analysis of the images plaguing me during the weeks of creation would 

not be flattering, but in the end, my subconscious was working through a specific set of 

problems my conscious mind had created.  In restaging the dark history of the Holocaust 

on paper, the complexities of depicting hate took a toll on my otherwise sunny 

disposition.  When the atrocities in the narrative worsened, so did my dreams. 

Image and text are integral to graphic novels, so design and scripting started at the 

same time.  At this juncture, I focused primarily on character development, specifically, 

establishing a satisfactory and consistent depiction of Zoly Zamir. I could not start 

anywhere else. Determining his appearance would influence the style of the book.  A 

certain part of me desired to achieve glossy, commercial perfection in the physiognomy 

of the project.  I wanted a graphic novel that reflected my visualization of Zamir’s story 

as a 1950s adventure movie.  I looked at a few period films, such as Alfred Hitchcock’s 

The Lady Vanishes (1938) and Foreign Correspondent (1940) and W.S. Van Dyke’s The 

Thin Man (1934) with William Powell and Myrna Loy, for a little visual flair and 

inspiration. I also endeavored to bring an international aesthetic to the graphics by fusing 
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the design sensibilities of American, European, and Japanese comic books. But, as Henry 

Moore advised:  

As far as my own experience is concerned, I sometimes begin a drawing 
with no preconceived problems to solve, with only the desire to use pencil 
on paper, and make lines, tones and shapes with no conscious aim; but as 
my mind takes in what is so produced a point arrives where some idea 
becomes conscious and crystallizes, and then a control and ordering 
begins to take place. (Ghiselin, 1954, p. 72) 
 

Unfortunately, unlike Moore, I had an army of preconceptions when I started drawing.  I 

had a script and too many ideas.  I also wanted to challenge Chris Ware’s implications 

that visual spontaneity was impossible in a scripted graphic novel.  But despite all this, I 

found producing a rough layout of the graphic novel provided the freedom for creative 

exploration. My style was able to develop over the course of the project.  Moments of 

inspiration still occurred.  The scale or quality of my work may not evoke the mastery of 

form that books like Ware’s Jimmy Corrigan or Spiegelman’s Maus achieve, but the 

process still produced moments of crystalized consciousness.  At one point, I was 

struggling with how to depict a conversation between Mrs. Schein and Zoly.  The scene 

was static.  Mrs. Schein was relating how her family avoided capture while in Poland.  

The inclusion of the map (page 21 of the graphic novel) arose out of that uncertainty. As I 

struggled through various insipid stagings of their interaction, I realized I could solve 

multiple problems by placing a map behind their talking heads.  First, it alleviated the 

need to squeeze the conversation into repetitious panels and differentiated it from the 

linear narrative.  Second, it delineated the family’s exodus.  Finally, it portrayed the 

placement of Romania in Europe and Bucharest in Romania. Establishing physical 
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context served the dual purpose of educating the geographically challenged while 

graphically depicting the extent of German influence.   

Moments of transition assumed greater importance as I drafted panels and pages.   

In the script, scene changes were evident.  Graphic depiction blurred the separation of 

events.  Consecutive images produced, unsurprisingly, a sense of continuation; a 

sequential bridge that confused what was delineated in the script. Will Eisner (1985) 

explains: 

Critical to the success of a visual narrative is the ability to convey time. It 
is this dimension of human understanding that enables us to recognize and 
be empathetic to surprise, humor, terror, and the whole range of human 
experience.  In this theater of our comprehension, the graphic story teller 
plies his art.  At the heart of the sequential deployment of images 
intending to convey time is the commonality of its perception.  But to 
convey ‘timing,’ which is the manipulation of the elements of time to 
achieve a specific message or emotion, panels become a critical element. 
(p. 26) 
 

The panel frames the artwork, leaving as much to the reader’s imagination as it depicts.  

The shape, proportions, structure, and sequence of these frames guide the reader and 

create an impression of time. Scott McLoud (1993) calls the relationship the reader forges 

between disparate images to create cohesion, the alchemy of comic books.  Even the most 

disparate of images work together, “Such transitions may not make ‘sense’ in any 

traditional way, but still a relationship of some sort will inevitably develop” (McLoud, 

1993, p. 73). When those transitions are too abrupt, however, they can jar the reader out 

of the story.  Finding ways to ease the disparity between panels in scene changes or 

jumps in time proved difficult.  Transitional texts such as “meanwhile” or “later” did not 

feel appropriate. They pulled the story out of testimony and onto the pages of a vintage 
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Batman comic.  I began experimenting with visual cues to indicate scene changes, such 

as fire becoming the train headlight (p. 29 of the graphic novel) or a bird in flight 

transporting the reader from one location to the next (linking pp. 39-40 of the graphic 

novel).    

The presence of birds increased in significance as the graphic novel progressed.  

After the 1940 earthquake, I inserted a line of text in which Heineleh complains about 

superstitions, such as birds on a vine being an omen of war.  At the time I wrote, it was a 

random, disposable thought. Through drawing, I discovered that I kept returning to birds 

as a visual cue.  A painting of a bird appeared on the wall of Zoly’s bedroom, a peacock 

perched on a shelf in Carol and Lupescu’s train carriage, and pigeons loomed on window 

ledges and signposts. Birds acquired significance because, in Hebrew, a zamir is a 

nightingale.  I had struggled with incorporating this element at the scripting stage but 

could not devise an approach that did not feel forced.  When the birds began resurfacing 

in the drawings, it took me a while to realize what I was doing. The notion that I could 

indicate so much content in such a simple manner excited me.  In essence, Zamir’s 

escape presages the terrible events that will befall Romanian Jews in his absence.  

Inspiration actualized the script in ways I had not intended. Artistic creation became a 

puzzle and a means of decoding, the process of imaginative problem solving advocated 

by Csikszentmihalyi and Getzels (1976).  Whether or not the products of these decisions 

were completely effective was not the end goal.  Evaluation of the material could follow 

the completion of the rough draft, providing myself a little objectivity in determining 

what elements worked and what did not before committing to the final draft.  The benefit 
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of this process is that it enabled me to explore, postulate, and engage.  I was freed from 

stressing over the quality of the drawing to focus on the history, people, themes, 

narrative, and tone.   

At the onset, as demonstrated by the early character sketch of Zamir (Appendix C, 

p. 294), I attempted to reference Manga design sensibilities. The proportions of the eyes 

and head reflected the Japanese comic book style.  However, as the graphic novel 

developed I found myself evolving a simpler technique, the empty eyes and bolder lines 

of Little Orphan Annie or Tintin. I told myself this was a time-saving device to facilitate 

faster production.  I planned on reverting to the appropriate style in the finished drawings.  

But I soon discovered I was relating more comfortably with these images than I was to 

the over-labored early characters.  Despite my irritation at his lack of support for scripted 

comics, Chris Ware confirmed my instincts in an interview with The Comics Journal: 

If you draw, say, dots for eyes, in Jimmy Corrigan’s case, or in Charlie 
Brown’s, or in Tintin’s, or Skeezix’s, it instantly creates this sense of 
empathy.  Where if you draw a real eye, there’s not as much of a sense of 
empathy….Maybe there’s something disconcerting about all of these eyes 
staring out at you from the page.  If there are too many different eyes, it 
muddles the story somehow. (Groth & Ware, 1997, p. 142) 
 

His words were a revelation and a justification for my gut reaction.  I empathized with 

these preparatory sketches, so why did I feel obligated to stick with my preconceived 

sensibilities? Yet again, I was being stubborn.  Letting my style evolve over the course of 

laying out the graphic novel excused the omission of some requisite planning stages, such 

as character sheets.  I completed quick sketches to determine the general appearance of 

important figures, but I was afraid of over-planning and concerned that the process of 
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fully rendered diagrams would distance me from the narrative.  I wanted characters that 

emerged naturally from the narrative process.  Building a complete rough draft of the 

graphic novel facilitated this goal.  Any inconsistencies in character depiction or design 

could be corrected in the final draft.   

As for the basic design, most character interpretations were discovered in 

Romania.  Mr. Solomonidis evolved from observations of the painting of Vittorio 

Amadeul I, King of Sardina by Martin Meytens at the Sibiu Museum of Art. I knew as 

soon as I looked on his snarky, pompous face that I had found my man.  Solomonidis was 

not a bad man, but I wanted to make him unappealing to emphasize that physical beauty 

does not determine the quality of a person’s character. Heroes are not always handsome 

and dangers do not always emerge in expected places. Solomonidis, more than anyone, 

needed to characterize the German propaganda image of the dirty, suspicious Jew.  As 

Zamir gets to know Solomonidis, so does the reader.  My hope is that process helps 

alleviate the stereotype.  This is also why Heineleh had to be handsome.  He arrived in 

my sketchbook after an afternoon in the military museum. Likewise, I found Alimanescu 

waiting to tour the Parilament building in Bucharest. Mr. and Mrs. Schein appeared on 

paper during a late night viewing of The Lady Vanishes (1938), a product of random 

doodling and the performances of Michael Redgrave and Margaret Lockwood. Because 

the character creation was an intrinsic part of my visit to Romania, I did not feel 

obligated to fully render them on paper. Technical guidance advised creating character 

sheets depicting full body images of the major players.  These sketches would portray 

them from multiple angles, comporting varied expressions and postures.  Time was one 
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factor for not pursuing this guideline, but as stated above, I felt confident that my 

approach to the graphic novel alleviated the need for this preliminary work. Perhaps this 

was a mistake, but the characters were vibrant and alive in my head.  I didn’t want to 

distance myself from that inspiration by overworking their appearance and reactions in 

advance.   

I also spent a significant portion of my time developing the environs.  I wanted 

Bucharest to come alive on paper, a completely realized environment respectful of place 

and accurate to the time period.  As the characters grew simpler, the settings became 

more involved. I enjoyed the emerging contrast between the realistic and stylized. I also 

wanted to capture the emerging modernist architecture of the time, the influences of 

Dadaism and Haussmann’s Paris.  The buildings of the time were not merely structures, 

but social commentary, as Machedon and Schoffham (1999) explain:  

(Marcel) Janco emphasized the connection with social matters in both 
architecture and art, for this was the early vision of the Dada movement—
to revolutionize not only art and architecture but the whole of society.  
Although his ideas and beliefs were often radical, he did not hesitate to 
recognize and appreciate the value of historic monuments in an urban 
context, which, if taken advantage of, could help to enhance the quality of 
the urban scene. (p. 41) 
 

The dynamics of the new architecture were an accurate commentary on the social and 

political influences of the time, so it felt essential to attempt to recapture that message in 

the pages of the graphic novel.  It did not hurt that a part of me wanted to be slick, still 

desired to ascribe a 1930s film design aesthetic onto the narrative.  But in roughing out 

the pages and rushing to meet deadlines, I was discovering a more honest approach to the 

material.  This less precious approach to the material improved my rendering style and 
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the readability of it.   Moments were flowing smoother.  Practice improved my comfort 

with the medium. The more work I completed, the easier it was for me to identify and 

correct problems in the script. Csikszentmihalyi (1996) advises, “The creative process is 

less linear than recursive.  How many iterations it goes through, how many loops are 

involved, how many insights are needed, depends on the depth and breadth of the issues 

dealt with” (pp. 80-81).  I was surprised at what a continuous and engaging learning 

process this was turning out to be.  At the onset, I expected to compartmentalize aspects 

of the project as research, scripting, and drawing.  But in truth, it was a jumble.  I 

sketched in research and scripting, and the research lasted well into the final stages of 

drawing the graphic novel.  There was always something new I needed to find or 

understand to improve the work. 

Throughout the project, one concern remained at the back of my head, essential to 

what I was doing:  how would the story work in the classroom.  Was I producing an 

accessible teaching tool?  What demarked the line between storytelling and educational 

content?  In the search for appropriate materials, I have discovered some hideous 

instructional comic books. Usually they are neither entertaining nor instructive.  I have to 

remind myself of Sturgeon’s Law, that 90% of anything is crap.  However, ten percent 

means there are still plenty of good books in circulation.  The content of comic books on 

the Holocaust, however, makes them a tougher sell in the classroom.  Art Spiegelman 

(2011) provided some guidance: 

Some of these projects strike me as if they were trying to set my work 
right by smoothing down the rough edges, by making a more didactic, 
more sentimental, more slickly drawn Holocaust comic book.  It reminds 
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me of a quote by Picasso talking about his paintings, saying he doesn’t 
have time to make it pretty.  He has to cut to the bone.  What I’m seeing 
around me now are other works that try to make it pretty.  This means they 
re-enter that maudlin sentimentalizing notion of suffering and how it 
ennobles and often insist on the primacy of Jewish suffering over other 
suffering, and so on….What makes Maus thorny is actually what allows it 
to be useful as a real “teaching tool,” despite the non-didactic intent of my 
own book.  Maus really only tried to teach me something, while at the 
same time telling a story to other people.  It understands and 
acknowledges the pleasures of narrative without, I hope, pandering to it. 
(p. 127) 
 

In essence, I did not need to worry about the teachability of the graphic novel only the 

representation of Zamir’s story.  My research processes, the attempt to derive meaning, 

induce understanding, and answer personal questions about Romanian history and the 

Holocaust, were intrinsic to the work.  They suffused the material.  I simply needed to 

focus on telling Zoly Zamir’s story as directly and honestly as I could and that intent 

would become evident to the readers.     

Summary 

The process of creating a graphic novel was about discovery, about constructing a 

new understanding of the Holocaust and how it can be taught.  Susanne K. Langer (1957) 

states, “Art is craftsmanship, but to a special end: the creation of expressive forms—

visually, audibly, or even imaginatively perceivable forms that set forth the nature of 

human feeling” (p. 111). This was never a technical exercise or an endeavor to 

accomplish artistic mastery of the medium, but a glimpse into the formulation of 

empathy. The creative process has just begun.  The penciled pages included in the 

appendix of this thesis are an intermediary step.  Eventually, I will need to review and 



 100 

finish the artwork.  Each stage engages me with the testimony in a new way, causing me 

to reconsider the narrative and my assumptions.  I have yet to resolve whether the 

finished book will be in color, shades of grey, or black and white.  Which approach will 

best reflect the truth of Zamir’s memory? That decision has been deferred until after final 

inks.  Despite my focus and intent, questions remain. Every step I have made in learning 

about the Holocaust has set me back five, leading to new sets of questions and emerging 

lines of inquiry.  This, more than anything else, is what has kept me engaged with the 

history.  I can only hope that the graphic novel captures some of the passion I have for 

the topic.  In the following chapter, I offer personal reflections and conclusions on how 

this research might be applied in the classroom and the implications it offers to the field 

of art education. 
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Chapter 7:  Conclusions 

 

 Through the creation of a graphic novel based on Zoly Zamir’s experiences in 

Romania before and during the German occupation, I attempted to gauge how the 

creative process would facilitate my learning about a fragment of the Holocaust narrative 

of which I had little understanding.   Adapting Zamir’s narrative required an intensive 

series of interviews with Zamir and additional research into the Romanian Holocaust, 

theories on Holocaust Education, visual literacy, and comic book techniques.  In 

December 2012, I traveled to Bucharest, Romania to seek out the sites of Zamir’s 

experiences, to see with my own eyes the locations where his story unfolded.  My intent 

in the project was to examine how I internalize my Holocaust Education through the 

production of the graphic novel in the hopes that it would improve my facility to teach 

about this topic and issues of genocide and human rights abuse.  It did more than that.  

The process connected me to the history in a way I had not thought possible, imbuing 

previously static historical transcripts with life and humanity. As an instructional tool, 

graphic novels are uniquely qualified for their ability to engage readers of different levels 

and learning abilities, promote visual literacy, and foster empathy.  Establishing a 

connection between students, enabling them to see from diverse points of view, is 

essential to moral education and producing individuals who will stand up against injustice 

and social cruelty.   

At the onset of this research project, I was already deeply engaged in furthering 

my Holocaust Education.  The independent study I conducted had validated that art was a 
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necessary teaching tool to convey the important humanistic lessons and moral education 

of this dark chapter of human history.  Despite these efforts, I was not prepared for how 

powerfully the creative engagement with Zoly Zamir’s testimony would impact me. I 

hoped my attempt to understand the fragile mechanics of Holocaust education and the 

role of artistic creation in meaning-making would expose patterns of learning to improve 

my facility in teaching about genocide, trauma, and tragedy.  To achieve this level of 

cognizance and connect with Zamir’s story, I conducted several interviews over the 

course of a few months, read about the Holocaust in Romania and the Iron Guard, and 

traveled to Romania.  These experiences substantiated the material around which the 

graphic novel was constructed. I did not realize how thoroughly the process would lift 

history off the page, providing confluence, substance, and depth to events that I had 

previously conceived as static and fragmentary.  The actuated moments attained a greater 

level of clarity and credibility because the process intimated a new way to look at the 

material.  Prior to devising the graphic novel, the Holocaust existed in a distant, nebulous 

past.  In perceiving that world through my faculties as an artist, as a panoptic sequence of 

human interactions and not isolated moments of tragedy, the people became real and their 

motivations conceivable. Individuals are complex: good people do bad things and bad 

people love, laugh, and live.  Observing the fashion, listening to the music, watching the 

films, decoding the slang, and encountering all the other fine elements needed to produce 

an accurate representation of that time, fleshed out the world, its people, and its history.  

In this way, artistic creation is not passive.  It demands deliberation and active 

participation. The end goal of engaging students with these concepts in the art classroom 
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is not simply to enliven history but to provide moral education, the basis for developing 

critical citizens eager to effect positive change in the world. In a recent issue of Art 

Education, James Haywood Rolling Jr. (2013) observed, “The arts are also a 

sociobiological imperative through which to aggregate, accommodate, and assimilate 

ways of thinking not our own, as well as disseminate our own resources to others” (p. 7).  

Through the creation and expression of cultural and historical understanding, producing a 

graphic novel based on survivor testimony facilitated cognitive engagement and 

encouraged active participation, understanding, and reflective thinking.  Moreover, the 

project resulted in an artifact that encapsulates my learning process, a hypermediated 

reflection of constructed knowledge that disseminates those discoveries to anyone who 

search its pages.  With each passing year the Holocaust will continue to retreat further 

into the past until only a vicarious relationship with this history remains.  Engaging with 

that history through the creation of a graphic novel regenerated the immediacy of distant 

events, the horror and the humanity, so that I was motivated to understand, contemplate, 

and remember. 

Benefits to the Field  

Only in school does learning occur in isolation. In life, all the segregated 

coursework coalesces into a cohesive whole. Artistic exploration enables students to 

unify their education, to identify and chart emerging themes and personal reflections 

across subject areas. Creating a graphic novel based on the Holocaust exemplifies the 

benefits of just such an integrated curriculum. The lessons of World War II, literacy, 
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mathematics, geography, and art interact to build new paths of understanding and 

facilitate student cognition.  Math, for example, can be implemented as a tool for page 

design, perspective, and proportion.  World War II and literature become sources of 

inspiration and documentation. Integration does not diminish art to a support position in 

the curriculum, but centers the creative processes for their ability to foster cognitive 

development. Structuring learning objectives through an integrated curriculum that 

includes the arts encourages students to evaluate, experiment, imagine, and construct new 

learning through synthesis or creation, the acme of Benjamin Bloom’s Taxonomy.  In 

How the Arts Unlock the Door to Learning, Mariko Nobori (2012) discusses the Bates 

Middle School’s improvement plan, an initiative that brought art into every classroom.  

She states:  

Since they started implementing arts integration schoolwide in 2009, Bates 
has seen a 23 percent drop in the average number of referrals and 
suspensions per student. The school’s percentage of students proficient or 
advanced in math has grown four times more than the state’s over the 
same period, and five times more in reading. (Norobi, 2012) 
 

Engaging students in creative processes causes them to use higher order thinking skills 

and the product is improved comprehension and retention of the material.  Not only were 

test scores up, but students were engaged and excited about learning.   

Nobori addresses the logistic difficulties of bringing art into every classroom. Arts 

integration requires additional time and professional development training, but the 

benefits extend beyond test scores and student interest to include community 

engagement, bridging differences, and collaboration (Nobori, 2012). I do not necessarily 

believe art needs to be dispersed throughout the school. The arts are more then a tool to 
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enhance learning.  They incorporate a unique set of skills and have the fluidity to address 

a multitude of topics and ideas.  As opposed to whole school arts integration, the 

curriculum can be brought into the art classroom as “Big Idea” building blocks for lesson 

plans.  Again, implementation requires time and effort.  To achieve a cohesive unit of 

instruction, teachers need to communicate, share ideas, and work together.   

Engaging with other teachers not only advocates for the continued inclusion of art 

in the curriculum, but cooperating teachers are modeling essential teamwork skills. 

Observing positive and effective interaction between teachers provides students with a 

template on how to develop their own behavior. These skills could be further reinforced 

through the lesson and classroom structure. Students need to have successful experiences 

working as a team. As the comic industry generally employs multiple individuals to 

produce a book, combining the creative input of writers, artists, inkers, letterers, and 

editors, it offers a vital opportunity for students to work collaboratively.  To function 

efficiently as a team, students must set aside personal differences and communicate 

concisely.  In this regard, collaboration fosters the development of social skills that 

contribute to moral education. Over the last several years, the press and media have 

trumpeted concerns about school violence and the ongoing problem of bullying.  In a 

world where these problems still exist, the teacher must provide students the tools for 

empathy and understanding to diminish the frequency of outbreaks or recurrence.  Since 

art education is such a powerful venue for lessons addressing these concerns, and the 

creative arts are currently struggling to validate their inclusion in educational programs, 

advocating this potential is imperative. As Rolling (2013) advises,  “Simply by reframing 
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critical thinking—not as a skills outcome of the art classroom, but rather as a primary 

vehicle for altruistic sociocultural interventions—arts and design education practices are 

poised and at the ready to respond as needed” (p. 12).  Holocaust and genocide show 

mankind at its worst, but connecting that instruction to the production of a work of art 

provides students both a learning experience and a forum to express concern.       

Providing meaningful source material for creative exploration and fostering skills 

such as visual literacy, the art classroom becomes an inclusive and democratic space 

embracing different learning styles and abilities.  Comic books and graphic novels 

challenge and engage readers at multiple ability levels and interests.  Since students at 

different reading levels can engage with the material in a way that suits their personal 

learning style, differentiated instruction is easily achieved.  When those comics focus on 

human rights issues, students engage in critical, moral discussions that encourage a desire 

to effect change to the status quo.  As Kerry Freedman (2003) explains:  

As part of an understanding of the importance of teaching cultural 
contexts in general education, Michael Apple (1975) and other scholars 
have argued that democratic curriculum includes teaching conflicts….The 
discussion of controversial issues by students in an open intellectual 
climate is associated with higher levels of political interest, efficacy, and 
knowledge. (p. 107) 
 

Challenging students with complex, real-world issues demonstrates a respect for their 

intellect and abilities.  It also provides a safe forum to work through how they feel about 

a topic, to connect and empathize with different perspectives, and construct a more 

expansive world-view.   
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Research Projections 

 Advancing from this phase of the project requires a return to artistic endeavors 

and completing the graphic novel.  Evaluating the work that has been completed, creating 

finished drawings, and the inking process will provide a new set of challenges.  I will 

need to assess clarity and narrative consistency, readability, and instructional 

effectiveness.  While I am satisfied with the narrative structure at this point, I have not 

had the opportunity to step far enough away from the work to be objective.  A little 

distance and time away will refresh my perspective and identify areas that need to be 

clarified or approached in a different manner.  With editing, redrafting of the pages, and 

inking, the completion of the graphic novel will likely require another six months to a 

year of consistent effort.  The process does not end there.  At that point, I still need to 

determine whether the book will be black and white, shades of grey, monochromatic, or 

full color.  I expected to arrive at a decision on color during initial layouts, but I remain 

conflicted by expectation and instinct. To help determine which approach is most 

effective, I can mock up different colorization techniques in Photoshop once the revised 

images are inked. The publication process offers yet another learning opportunity, 

regardless of whether I work with an established printer or self-publish.  Either rejection 

or acceptance will equip me with professional skills I can in turn offer to students, to help 

them plan and navigate their future career choices. 

In June of this year, I am scheduled to speak about the project at Holocaust 

Museum Houston’s Max Kaplan seminar for educators. After Zoly Zamir shares his 

testimony, I will present a draft version of the graphic novel.  Participants will be asked 
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for their opinions on narrative flow, historical application, and feasibility for instructional 

use.  Their opinions will inform how I revise the work.  I am also excited, and a little 

intimidated, about bringing this project to students.  As I transition from graduate school 

to the classroom, I imagine involving students in my artistic productions.  I hope for their 

honest evaluation of the graphic novel, but the collaborative process should not end after 

one project.  I want the borders between my personal art making and the classroom to 

fade, involving students in all aspects of my creative work as I engage them in their own.  

The process benefits not only my art, but demonstrates respect for the students, their 

voice, and their opinions. Working actively alongside students demonstrates sincerity and 

a profound belief in the projects I eschew.  As I craft and labor and engage with the 

learning process, I reinforce the idea that learning is not a chore or burden, but something 

to be eagerly pursued.  

Rhonda Dawn-Farkas (2003) and others have initiated research into the 

effectiveness of connecting creative engagement and human rights issues in the 

classroom, but more work still needs to be done.  A long-term study gauging the impact 

of these projects on the adult lives of students would be fascinating. How do they 

quantify their education?  How does their recall of these topics differ from students in 

traditional classroom settings after one year?  Five years? As adults, do they become 

crusaders? In school, were they more or less likely to stand up against oppression and 

social cruelty?  As adults, what social and political concerns motivate them?  Also, a 

study needs to be initiated to determine whether there is more efficacy in bringing art to 

the traditional classroom or uniting the ideas of the curriculum through projects in the art 
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class. An attempt to standardize or establish consistent teaching strategies for human 

rights issues needs to be addressed.  According to Teaching About the Holocaust in 

English Secondary Schools: An Empirical Study of National Trends, Perspectives and 

Practice: 

The research has also suggested that, in many schools, there may be little 
whole-school planning on how best to coordinate work across different 
subject areas.  Effective CPD should consider what particular, subject-
specific perspectives contribute to young people’s learning about the 
Holocaust and what constitutes an effective cross-curricular or 
interdisciplinary approach. . . .Clearly moral, theological, historical, 
philosophical, psychological, geographical, and social questions permeate 
the study of the Holocaust and meaningful CPD programmes should help 
teachers to plan, teach and reflect upon their aims and practice with these 
cross-curricular issues in mind. (Pettigrew et al., 2009, p. 104) 
 

An integrated curriculum is encouraged by most research, but a disconnect between 

theory and practice is shortchanging students.  How can these concepts be implemented 

on a larger scale?  One approach might be through short-term studies addressing issues of 

cognition and retention.  While similar research has been pursued, additional qualitative 

evidence documents and supports the quantitative observations made in this study.  Proof, 

it seems, still has to arrive in the form of data analysis. 

Final Thoughts 

At the One Million Bones preview installation in Albuquerque, New Mexico, Carl 

Wilkins spoke to the benefits of creative engagement in genocide education: “When we 

make something with our hands, it changes the way we feel, which changes the way we 

think, which changes the way we act” (cited in McAllister, 2011).  The power of that 

project is the visible, visceral testimony of a pile of clay bones.  The installation is a 
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symbolic mass grave that speaks for the dead and displaced, informs all who participate 

in the project that art has the power to effect change.  In identifying the ways that 

working on One Million Bones has changed their perceptions, students realize the 

cathartic potential of art, a powerful and peaceful means of making the world a better 

place.  I have stressed the importance of graphic novels in this research, but the same 

principles hold true for the creation of any artwork about the Holocaust, genocide, or 

human rights abuses.  The nature of these projects demands empathy by first asking us to 

look and identify a problem. When students engage with these topics, we are producing a 

generation that looks beyond the needs of the moment to embrace a world beyond 

borders. 
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Appendix A: Graphic Novel Script 

 
Fall 1937.  Bucharest. 
 

Zoly and David walking to school. David is a few steps ahead and Zoly has to run 

to catch up.  The street is bustling with people, cars and carts.  A group of Roma 

women sell trinkets on the corner. 

 

ZOLY 
I don’t believe you. 

 

DAVID 
Doesn’t matter what you believe.  How do you explain why Israel 

hasn’t gone to work for the last few weeks? 

 

ZOLY 
He’s been sick. 

 

They pass some Jewish kids getting harassed by classmates. David pulls Zoly 

along. 

 
DAVID 

He’s a coward and it caught up with him. 

 

ZOLY 
Don’t say that.  
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DAVID 
Just because he bought you new clothes and shiny new shoes 

doesn’t make him any less of a coward.  Hurry up or we’ll be late 

for class. 

 

A school classroom.  All students are dressed in uniform and primly face the front 

of the class, where a Romanian map, flag and an image of the Archangel 

Michael feature prominently.  A French language lesson is scrawled on the board 

next to a map of Romania.  The teacher, a young dark-haired Romanian woman, 

enters the classroom and taps on the desk with a stick. 

 

TEACHER 
The principal wishes to speak to everyone.  Please assemble in the 

yard. 

 

ZOLY 
What’s going on? 

 

TEACHER 
We can find out together.  Move along. 

 

The teacher brushes Zoly’s head as he moves out of the classroom.  The 

students march to the yard and scramble, as orderly as children can manage, 

into a line facing an empty wooden box.  A squat little man, the school principal, 

hoists himself onto the crate and clears his throat.  The students grow quiet. 

 

PRINCIPAL 
All Jewish boys and girls step forward. 
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A cluster of students step forward, looking at each other nervously.  Zoly and 

David stand next to each other. 

 
PRINCIPAL 

You are no longer welcome here. This school will no longer be 

educating Jewish filth.  Donate your uniforms to a student, go home 

and don’t come back. 

 

A group of Romanian students cheer.  A few give the Iron Cross salute, and cries 

of “Jidani” and “pig” ring through the courtyard as the Jewish students turn over 

the uniforms.  A group of boys approach Zoly as he slides off his jacket. 

 
FANE 

Hey, Eyebrows!  I didn’t know you were a Jew. 

 

ZOLY 
So what? 

 
FANE 

I should have known from the stench.  Well Mr. Teacher’s Pet, so 

much for becoming a doctor or an engineer or something.   

 

ANOTHER STUDENT 
You are going to have to clean horse stalls. 

 
FANE 

You are going to have to become a porter or something now. You 

Jews take everything and now we Romanians are taking it back. 
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ANOTHER STUDENT 
Stinking Jews!  Go home! 

 

Someone throws a clod of dirt that crumbles against the side of Zoly’s head. He 

makes a fist, but David grabs him by the arm and drags him out of the 

schoolyard, into the street and towards home.  Zoly’s jacket lays unclaimed in the 

courtyard at the feet of the boys (only panel on page, jacket breaks the frame). 

 

CUT TO: 

 
Spring 1938.  Grand Hotel Lafayette Bucharest. 
 

NARRATION: 
I landed a job in a restaurant as a busboy. I was fourteen and a few 

months old. They fired me from that job.  Evidently they didn’t like 

me.  I didn’t like them either, but one of the waiters, said, “Why 

don’t you go to the Grand Hotel Lafayette on Calea Victoriei?”  I got 

the job selling cigarettes in the hotel restaurant after dinnertime and 

I was very happy. 

 

The restaurant of the hotel is packed.  Mr. Sandu Marcu conducts the dinner 

band, while a female vocalist sings Theo Mackeben and Otto Ernst Hesse’s Die 

Nacht ist nicht allein zum Schlafen (The Night is Not Just for Sleeping). 

 

SINGER: 
Die Nacht ist nicht allein zum Schlafen da  

die Nacht ist da, dass was geschieht 

Ein Schiff ist nicht nur für den Hafen da  

es muss hinaus, hinaus auf hohe See 
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Berauscht euch Freunde, trinkt und liebt und lacht  

und lebt dem schönsten Augenblick 

Die Nacht die man in einem Rausch verbracht  

bedeutet Seligkeit und Glück. 

(The night is not just for sleeping 

the night is moments that happen 

A ship is not only for the port as 

it also must set out to open sea 

Be drunk friends, drink and love and laugh 

and live the beautiful moments 

The night you spend in a frenzy 

means bliss and happiness.) 

 

As the band resumes, several couples take to the floor.   Zoly is dressed in a 

Philip Morris uniform with a little round cap on his head with a black strap and a 

tight uniform with about 45-50 shiny buttons in three rows, red stripes down the 

sides of his pants, and black lacquer shoes.  He moves through the crowd 

hawking cigarettes and matches.  Mr. Schwartz, the owner of the hotel, enters 

with a beautiful woman on his chubby arm.  As he settles in to his table, Zoly 

rushes over and lights his cigarette.  He smokes a brand cigarette called Tomis, 

with gold paper wrapped around the filter end. 

 

SCHWARTZ 
Thank you, Zoly. 

 

Mr. Schwartz hands Zoly a twenty lei coin from a stack of coins by his cigarettes. 

 

ZOLY 
Thank you, Mr. Schwartz. 
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SCHWARTZ 
Zoly.  I’m sorry, but I don’t like that name.  Doesn’t suit you.  It’s not 

cute.  We will call you Nicusor from now on.  Nicu.  A nice 

respectable Romanian name. 

 

ZOLY 
Thank you, sir. 

 

SCHWARTZ 
And go see Mr. Diamant, tomorrow.  We need a new Lift Boy.  

You’ve done a great job here.  Time for you to move up…and 

down.  Ha!  I made a little joke: the liftboy moves up and down. 

 

ZOLY 
Thank you, sir. 

 

Mr. Schwartz raises his glass to Zoly and turns back to his date.  The crowd 

slowly swarms around Zoly as he disappears back into the crowd. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly in the bathroom, facing the mirror. 

 

ZOLY 
Bonjour.  Comment allez-vous?  Guttentag.  Wie geht es Ihnen? 

Jó napot kívánok. Hogy vagy?  Hello.  How are you? 

 

A loud knock on the door disrupts his practice.  Zoly tightens the towel around his 

waist and opens the door. 
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DAVID 
Finished admiring yourself? 

 

ZOLY 
I’m just getting ready for work, David.  Some of us have jobs. 

 

DAVID 
Shut up. 

 

David slams the bathroom door behind him.  Esther is watching from the other 

room and she does not look happy. 

 
ESTHER 

Zoly. Don’t insult your brother.  You are blessed to have that job.  

Not everyone is so lucky. 

 

ZOLY 
I’m always getting an earful of his grungy goods. 

 

ESTHER 
Then be better than he is.  Go get dressed. 

 

Grandma walks out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel tucked into her 

apron. 

 

NANA 
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(It is easier to have children than to raise them.) 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Montage of images: Zoly learning how to work the elevator, stopped between 

floors, flirting with girls and chatting up rich guests.  Zoly struggles with opening 

and closing the doors from the outside and the inside of the elevator. The 

elevator has a Manuela, or a lever.  The middle or upright position was neutral.  

When all the doors are closed, pushing the lever forward sends the elevator up. 

To stop, he releases the lever.   Zoly struggles with getting the elevator to line up 

even with the floor, but he improves with practice.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

Lobby.  Mr. Schwartz walks into the lobby on the way to the restaurant, another 

beautiful woman on his arm.  He calls Zoly over. 

 

SCHWARTZ 
Nicu!  How are you enjoying your new position? 

 

ZOLY 
I make good tips, so I am very happy. 

 

SCHWARTZ 
Good, good.  And how is everything else?  

 

ZOLY 
Fine, sir.  The police closed my mother’s embroidery shop in June, 

so the extra money has been very helpful. 
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SCHWARTZ 
Your mother’s embroidery shop must have looked a little too 

sinister or perhaps a little too prosperous.  She must not have paid 

the right people to look the other way…so it became imperative to 

nationalize the business. 

 

ZOLY 
I don’t know, sir. 

 

SCHWARTZ 
I’m sorry, Nicu.  I am a stupid old man.  I find humor is the only help 

when faced with such raging ignorance.  Let me know if you ever 

need anything.  Run along back to work now. 

 

Mr. Schwartz hands Zoly twenty lei, then turns with his date for the restaurant. 

At the front desk, a guest talks with Mr. Diamant in hushed tones.  During their 

conversation, the Schein family arrives to check in.  Harry, Inga and the 

grandparents huddle in the shadows by the entrance as Mr. and Mrs. Shein 

approach the desk. 

 
GUEST 

I went to Puiu Alimanescu, like you suggested.  I waited over an 

hour and he would do nothing.  Nothing! 

 

DIAMANT 
He was just being difficult. I can see that it is taken care of, but it is 

going to cost you…One Hundred dollars…American. 
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GUEST 
I will get it when the bank opens in the morning. 

 

DIAMANT 
Bring the cash with your passport and I will be sure to expedite the 

process. 

 

GUEST 
For that price, I’m sure you will. 

 

The guest moves away, agitated, and the Schein’s move closer to the desk. 

 

DIAMANT 
Good evening.  Welcome to Grand Hotel Lafayette.  How may I be 

of assistance? 

 

MR SCHEIN 
Guten Tag, we are the Scheins.  We have a reservation. 

They move toward the elevators and Zoly races over to get the doors for them.  

As Inga steps past him into the elevator, Zoly’s eyes bulge and, for once, he is at 

a loss for words. 

 

MRS SCHEIN 
Fourth floor, please. 

 

Zoly begins the lengthy elevator process. 
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HARRY (in Polish) 

Myślę, że widziałem na poczcie w dół ulicy.  (I think I saw a post 

office down the street.) 

 

MRS SCHEIN (in German) 

Schwiegen! Sie müssen deutsch sprechen. Wir können nicht 

gehen, nur um Stempel zu bekommen. Es ist nicht sicher. Und 

außerdem müssen Sie nicht sprechen Rumänisch. Wie planen Sie 

im Gespräch mit dem Sachbearbeiter?  (Hush.  Speak German.  

We can’t go out just to get stamps.  It isn’t safe.  And, besides, you 

don’t speak Romanian. How do you plan on talking to the clerk?) 

 
ZOLY (in German) 

Ich habe eine Pause um zwei uhr. Ich würde mich freuen, Sie auf 

der Post dann zu begleiten.  (I have a break at two.  I’d be happy to 

accompany you to the post office then.) 

 

MRS SCHEIN 
That’s very kind but we couldn’t possibly impose on you. 

 

ZOLY 
It would be my pleasure.  I must take the mail from the front desk, 

anyway. 

 

Zoly smiles at the young girl, his sly glances are an obvious indication that 

his clever ploy is to befriend the brother to get the girl.  Mrs. Schein smiles 

and says nothing. 

 

CUT TO: 
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As Zoly walks Harry to the Post Office, a contingent of Greenshirts marches past.  

They pound their fists proudly in the air.  For the most part, they are ignored. 

 

ZOLY 
Bucur the shepherd settled here and built the first church on the 

eastern banks of the Dâmboviţa.   In his honor this is why we call it 

Bucharest. 

 

HARRY 
Are we safe? 

 

ZOLY 
I’m blonde and we’re speaking German, so you need not to worry.  

 

HARRY (looking back at street) 

Who are they? 

 

ZOLY 
Iron Guard.  They’re upset because their leader, Zelea Codreanu, 

was locked up.   

 

HARRY 
What did he do? 

 

ZOLY 
High treason, collaboration with foreign agents and undermining the 

existing social order, but more likely he just irritated King Carol II 

too many times.  Now the soldiers of the Archangel Michael sit 
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around singing folk songs and plotting revenge.  I’ve heard rumors 

that they drink each other’s blood. 

 
HARRY 

Wait.  What? They drink blood?  Like Dracula? 

 

ZOLY 
I think it’s a blood brother thing.  I wouldn’t be putting too much 

thought into why they do anything that they do. 

 

HARRY 
Oh.  So why do they wear spurs if they don’t have horses?  

 

Zoly shrugs. 

 
HARRY 

We want to play cards tonight but we need a fourth hand.  Father is 

busy.  Would you like to join us? 

 

ZOLY 
Nothing would please me more. 

 

HARRY 
Father’s not really busy.  He just makes himself look busy.  He 

hates the game. 

 

CUT TO: 
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Interior Grand Hotel Lafayette.  Zoly opens the door and a beautiful, wealthy 

woman steps out of the elevator accompanied by the Finance Minister.  She is 

Mrs. Elena Lupescu, King Carol’s mistress.   The Finance minister hands Zoly a 

coin as he leaves.  Cezar, the gardener’s assistant, watches Lupescu leave and 

turns to Zoly.   

 

ZOLY (in awe) 

That was Elena Lupescu. 

  
CEZAR 

Whore.  She turned Carol into a puppet of the Jews. This country 

will never come out of these dark days until he is strung from a post 

and that tramp is run from the country. 

 

Zoly is about to comment when Mr. Diamant calls him to the front desk. 

 

ZOLY 
Save the fertilizer for the gardens. 

 

Zoly runs over to the front desk.  The main entrance of the hotel has a 

double door.  Once inside, big mirrors line a short hallway that lead to 

another set of doors.  Beyond those doors is another hallway leading to 

the office of the concierge and the office of the reception.  Off the lobby is 

an entrance to the restaurant.  In the center of the lobby are four 

comfortable chairs, above which hangs a huge chandelier made out of 

crystal.  Between the chairs is a big fern.  A mezzanine level overlooks the 

lobby.  Cezar gives Zoly a dirty look as he heads up the stairs.  The guest 

with the passport issues from the previous day is walking away from the 

desk.   
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DIAMANT 
Time for your break, Zoly.  Why don’t you go for a walk? 

 

NARRATION 
When a tourist wanted to extend his Visa, the Chief Commissar –

Piui Alimanescu - had struck up a deal with Mr. Diamant.  Here’s 

how it went.  Alimanescu would deny the request and send the 

guest back to the chief concierge.  Mr. Diamant would tell the 

tourist, yeah, I can take care of it, but is going to cost you fifty 

dollars, sixty dollars. Eight out ten tourists agreed, they wanted to 

stay. So it went like this, the money- half of the money went into his 

pocket, half went into the passport.  The passport went into an 

envelope and I would take it to police headquarters, about a half a 

block away from the hotel. 

 

Diamant hands Zoly an envelope and, without discussion, Zoly takes off for 

police headquarters.  Before he leaves the lobby, he has stuffed the envelope 

under his uniform, pushing his belly out to hold the envelope in place.  As Zoly 

passes Galleries Lafayette, a brightly dressed Roma woman carrying a young 

lamb rushes past. Zoly arrives at the police station and runs straight to Commisar 

Alimanescu’s office.  A few officers are seated with him, and they all look up as 

Zoly enters the room. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Everyone out.  (As soon as everyone else leaves, he beckons Zoly 

closer:) Come here, boy. Get closer.  Let me have it. 

 

 Zoly breathes and the envelope slides out from under his jacket.  Alimanescu 

dumps the contents onto his desk, passport and cash sliding across the surface.  
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Alimanescu folds the money into his wallet and, without checking the nationality 

or the name on the passport, stamps and signs it.   

 

ALIMANESCU (handing Zoly the passport) 

Before you go, this is for you. (Hands Zoly his free pass to the 

movie theatres of Bucharest).  I never have time for the cinema.  

You go.  Enjoy it for me. 

 

ZOLY 
Thank you, Mr. Alimanescu.   

 

ALIMANESCU 
What are you waiting for?  Go. 

 

Alimanescu waves him out and Zoly runs back to the hotel.   Sliding the envelope 

out from under his uniform, Zoly hands it back to Mr. Diamant. 

 

DIAMANT 
Thank you, Nicusor. 

 

Diamant counts the money in the envelope and slides a few bills into Zoly’s hand.  

Cezar, watering the plants in the lobby, looks on at the exchange between Zoly 

and Diamant with disgust…or, perhaps, envy. 

 

DIAMANT 
Is there something else? 

 

ZOLY (holding the pass to Diamant) 
He gave me his inspector’s pass to the cinemas. 
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DIAMANT 
Put that back in your pocket.  He didn’t give it to me. Now get back 

to work. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

The Schein’s room.  Cards are strewn across the table and the three children are 

devouring the sandwiches that Mrs. Schein has set out.  Inga is playing with a 

wind-up penguin and, giggling, sets it across the table towards the two boys. 

 

ZOLY (with his mouth full) 
These are delicious.  Thank you. 

 
HARRY 

They’re okay, but nothing like the meals we had back at home. 

 

ZOLY 
They taste delicious to me. 

 

Mrs. Schein sits down.  She glances at her children and they begin to clean up 

the dishes, leaving Zoly alone with their mother. 

 
MRS SCHEIN 

Zoly, I need to ask you a favor.  Can I count on your discretion? 

 

ZOLY 
Of course.  
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MRS SCHEIN 
The Nazis have not taken Poland yet but it is only a matter of time 

before they do.  The fascists and anti-Semites get bolder and more 

aggressive every day.  My husband was arrested several times as 

we tried to leave the country.  Each time, we bought his freedom for 

a few gold coins.  It took many coins to get a family of seven across 

the border.  We thought the worst to be over, but when we arrived 

in Bucharest, Gabriel Marinescu took our passports.  Each day we 

pay him more money, but still our passports are not returned.  We 

cannot leave without them.  We need someone to help us but this is 

a strange city and we have no one here we can turn to. 

 

ZOLY 
I can talk to Mr. Diamant. He could transfer half the state treasury 

out of Romania without anybody knowing.  He has connections. 

 

MRS SCHEIN 
We don’t need to transfer money, Zoly. We need to get to 

Palestine.  This country is no safer than the one we left. We need 

our passports back.  

 

ZOLY 
Mr. Diamant can help with that, too, but it will not be cheap. 

 

MRS SCHEIN 
We are prepared for that.  Would you please let Mr. Diamant know 

to expect a visit from my husband? 

 

CUT TO: 
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30 November 1938 
 

Cezar has a newspaper announcing that Codreanu and imprisoned members of 

the Decemviri and the Nicadori were shot while trying to escape from prison.  

Zoly and Inga, on their way out on a “date” happen to be passing. 

 

CEZAR 
Are you happy? 

 

ZOLY 
Beautiful girl.  Beautiful Day.  My answer would be yes. 

 

Cezar thrusts the newspaper in Zoly’s face.   

 

CEZAR 
I’m talking about this! 

 

ZOLY 
Can we not do this now.  I’m entertaining a guest. 

 

CEZAR 
A dirty kike. 

 

Mr. Diamant walks up behind Cezar. 

 

DIAMANT 
Excuse me, Cezar.  Were you saying something? 
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CEZAR 
No, sir. 

 

DIAMANT 
That’s what I thought.  The plants on the mezzanine are looking a 

bit dry.  Take care of that for me. 

 

Cezar leaves.  Mr. Diamant watches him depart. 

 

DIAMANT 
Watch out for that one. 

 

ZOLY 
He’s a crumb. I’m not worried. 

 

DIAMANT 
Nothing more dangerous than a fool with an agenda. Well, off you 

go.  Be careful.   

 

Zoly and Inga walk leisurely through the city.  Zoly points out architectural 

highlights including a new home designed by Marcel Janco. 

 

ZOLY 
The beauty of contemporary architecture resides in the geometry of 

construction and consistent simplification. It’s modern and 

passionate and radical.  Reason and logic led us into the Great 

War, so artists and architects like Marcel Janco dared to believe 

that transforming the urban landscape could revolutionize society. 
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Inga takes Zoly’s hand. 

 

INGA 
You really don’t need to try so hard to impress me. 

 

ZOLY 

Sorry. 

 

INGA 
You don’t need to be sorry either.  Tell me about you. 

 

ZOLY 
There’s nothing to tell. I wanted to be an engineer but I lost my right 

to an education so now I work as a liftboy. 

 

INGA 
Well I’d rather know about you than architecture.  Where are you 

from? 

 

ZOLY 
I was born on a farm in Sieu Magerus in Transylvania. 

 

Inga sits down and waits for Zoly to continue his story. 

 

ZOLY 
 My father was a furrier. He died when I was four.  I don’t remember 

him very well.  His carriage overturned into a river when he was on 

his way back from a business trip to Sweden.  Not long before his 

accident, he put me on a horse and said, “You were born on a farm, 
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you have to know how to ride a horse.”  He slapped the back of the 

horse and it took off.  I was petrified from fright but I held on to that 

horse.  It made a quick little round trip back to my father.  And I 

remember after they brought him home.  He was on the floor in the 

main room with two candles at his head, his face and everything 

was covered up.  My brother and I were in the other room and 

someone said, “Bring the orphans in.”  My mother dissolved the 

family business and planned on moving us to Argentina. In Buenos 

Aires, she had a half-sister.  She came to Bucharest to take care of 

the papers and met Israel, a distant cousin, who helped her. When 

she had those papers and was ready to depart, he said, “Why, 

Esther, would you go to Argentina? Marry me and I will take care of 

you, your children and your mother.”  So when I was about 11, I got 

a stepfather and a new home in Bucharest.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

Mrs. Schein is at the front desk with Mr. Diamant as Zoly and Inga return.  Inga 

runs up to greet her and she escorts her away from the desk.   

 

DIAMANT 
Two stops today, Zoly.  (He hands Zoly a roll of coins). Prefecture 

of Police first.  Once you have the passports, bring them back and I 

will ready them to go to Alimanescu. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Get in here, boy.  What have you got for me today? 
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Zoly sets the roll of gold coins and the Schein family’s passports on Alimanescu’s 

desk. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

As Zoly steps out of Alimanescu’s office, he finishes shoving passports into a 

manila envelope that he then conceals under his uniform.  The Schein family 

checks out of the hotel.  As they pack up their car, Zoly runs out to say his good-

byes.  Inga gives him a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.  From a window on the 

mezzanine, Cezar watches with disgust. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

21 September 1939 
On King Carol II’s orders, the assassins of Prime Minister Armand Călinescu shot 

with their own guns and bodies displayed under a banner reading: De acum 

înainte, aceasta va fi soarta trădătorilor de ţară ("From now on, this shall be the 

fate of those who betray the country") 

 

June 1940 
Germany forces Romania to cede Bessarabia and Bukovina to the USSR. 

Romanian flags, a black square sewn in the center, are draped throughout the 

city.  A crowd gathers in front of the Royal Palace, shaking their fists in anger at 

Carol II. 

 
6 September 1940. 
Close up of Newspaper announcing that the state of Romania has become a 

national-legionary state and the legionary movement is the only recognized 

political movement.  General Antonescu proclaimed “head of the national-
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legionary State and head of the legionary regime.  The Romanian Constitution is 

suspended and Parliament dissolved.   Horia Sima is made leader of the legion 

and both the legionnaires and the general harmoniously affirmed together: “Our 

way is honesty, our force is work, our weapon is sacrifice, our hearth is faith, our 

gold is the fatherland, our purpose is victory…victory through respect for man, 

justice and the law.” – Radu Ioanid, The Sword of the Archangel: Fascist 

Ideology Materializes 

People on the street chant things like: “Down with Carol! Down with the Jews! 

Down with the Germans!” “Nu dâm Ardealul! (We will never give up 

Transylvania!)” and “Don’t let him get out of the country with the money!” 

 

Zoly passes a newsstand and anti-Semitic propaganda as he walks home.  Down 

the street, Iron Guard thugs beat a Jew.  They bash out his teeth and begin to 

pick the gold from the shattered remains.  The “Kike Store” nearby has been 

ransacked and other Iron Guard members are walking out with things they want 

and burning what they don’t.  A tenant living over the store comes running out. 

 

TENANT 
What are you doing?  I live here.  My family…we’re not Jews. 

 

IRON GUARD 
Learn your lesson. You live with vermin you get contaminated.  Fire 

purifies. 

 

In Timisoara, a train speeds through the station as the Iron Guard opens fire.  

Carol II and Elena Lupescu huddle in the bathtub of the royal sleeping car.  A 

dog sits between them and a peacock perches on the sink. 

 

CUT TO: 
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7 September 1940 
 

Zoly, running through the back office to get to work, runs into Cezar and one of 

his friends.  His eyes burn hot when he sees Zoly.  Cezar is wearing the green 

uniform of the Iron Guard. 

 

CEZAR 
Your whore got away with it. 

 

ZOLY 
What? 

 

CEZAR 
Hitler and Antonescu finally got rid of King Carol, the dirty traitor.  

Even his son Michael rejoices that he has gone.   

 

ZOLY 
I read the newspapers.  I didn’t get the “my whore” bit. 

 

CEZAR 
Your whore: Elena Lupescu. 

 

ZOLY 
My whore.  Wow.  She’s a pip bit but a little older and more 

politically inclined than I like.  And, to be honest, I don’t really think 

I’m her type.  I doubt she would give up a King for a liftboy, even 

one as cute as me. 
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CEZAR (spitting) 

You’re both Jews. 

 

ZOLY  
You’re all wet!  What did she do this time?  Did she conspire with 

Russia to give away more Romanian land?  

 

CEZAR 
She stole Romanian treasure.  She helped that puppet Carol avoid 

the Iron Guard trap in Timishoara.  They escaped in a train packed 

with a fortune and his El Greco paintings. 

 

ZOLY 
I still don’t understand what you are trying to say or how any of this 

makes her, “My whore.” (Zoly turns to Cezar’s friend)  Your pal has 

spent too much time talking to his plants.  Can you translate 

gardener? 

 

Cezar’s friend laughs and walks away.  Without his back-up, Cezar leaves in a 

huff.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly wakes up to the sound of an argument in the living room.  Israel is packed to 

leave, and David is not pleased.  Esther is seated quietly on the sofa. 

 

DAVID 
How can you just leave? 
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ISRAEL 
I can’t work.  The constant blackmail is draining whatever money 

we have.  At least if I am gone you can afford to live. 

 

DAVID 
Take us with you. 

 

ISRAEL 
I tried.  I can’t.  This is not easy for me. 

 

DAVID 
You’re useless.  Why didn’t you just let us move to Argentina when 

we had the chance if you planned on abandoning us as soon as 

things got difficult? 

ESTHER 
David!  That is enough. 

 

DAVID 
How are we supposed to live? 

 

ESTHER 
We will get by. 

 

DAVID 
You did see what was happening on the street today, didn’t you?  

How long before something happens to one of us?   

 

ZOLY 
I make good money at the hotel, David.  We will be fine. 
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DAVID 
You’re sixteen!  You shouldn’t have to be supporting the family. 

Besides, you’ve been lucky to hold that job for as long as you have.  

I can’t even keep a job as a hairdresser for more than a few weeks.  

Once they find out I’m a Jew… 

 

ZOLY 
It’s not luck. 

 

DAVID 
What? 

 

ZOLY 
My job.  I don’t still have it because I’m lucky.  I have it because I’m 

good at it and the guests like me. 

DAVID 
And what? I can’t keep a job because I’m a pill? 

 

ESTHER 
Enough!  David, Don’t let Israel’s last memory of you be one of 

anger. 

 

ZOLY 
Okay.  I hope you get this static worked out, but I’m going back to 

bed.  I have a job to go to in the morning.  Safe travels, Israel. 

 

 

CUT TO: 
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October 1940 
 

A group of young Germans (out of uniform, but obviously officers) enter the 

elevator, including Heineleh, who is about 22.  He stands apart from the other 

soldiers.  Heineleh has two small scars on his cheek. 

 

ZOLY 
Guten tag. 

 

HEINELEH 
Ah, German.  How long have you lived in Bucharest? 

 

ZOLY 
A few years. 

 

HEINELEH 
Excellent.  So you know the city well? 

 
ZOLY 

I do.  What do you think of it so far? 

 

HEINELEH 
I’m disappointed.  I was told Bucharest makes Paris look 

puritanical.  Unfortunately a few malodorous, bug-eyed gypsy 

whores trying to force their way into my room are the only evidence 

of debauchery. (Zoly laughs.)  Laugh it up.  Someone needs to get 

some amusement out of my predicament.  I need a guide, someone 

to show me where to find some fun in this city. What time do you 

finish work? 
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ZOLY 
Five. 

 

HEINELEH 
Excellent.  My car will pick us up in front of the hotel at quarter past.  

See you then. 

 

ZOLY 
But… 

 

HEINELEH 
I’m sure your manager wouldn’t like to know you were laughing at a 

guest’s misfortune. 

 

ZOLY 
See you at five. 

 

The elevator stops.  The Germans exit. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly walks out of the hotel, his uniform replaced with a nice brown suit.  A group 

of Iron Guard soldiers march by, singing their song, traiasca legiunea si 

căpitanul, their salute – you had to put your hand on your chest and then bring it 

forward and say, “Traiasca legiunea si căpitanul.” (Long live the legion and the 

captain).  Heineleh, still dressed in his uniform, walks out to the street. 

 

HEINELEH 
What’s all this? 
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ZOLY 
Legionnaires.  They are saluting Codreanu, their dead leader.  

Sima and his Greenshirts just arranged the arrest of the sixty-four 

men they hold responsible for his murder.  A little bit of power and 

they’re after revenge and Jews.   

 

HEINELEH 
They are not going to get in the way of a good evening, are they? 

 

ZOLY 
These buffoons?  They make keystone cops look clever.  Honestly, 

I don’t know how they manage to organize a meeting. They are all 

bluster and bravado. As long as they don’t think you’re Jewish they 

should be easy enough to avoid… 

 

A Mercedes pulls up and Heineleh jumps in.   

 

HEINELEH 
Come on. Get in. 

 

ZOLY 
I’ve never ridden in an automobile before.  I’ve just got my bicycle. 

 

HEINELEH 
I want to go to the cinema first. 

 

ZOLY 
The Carlton Hotel on Tache Ionescu-Ion C. Brătianu Boulevard has 

a new cinema in the basement. 
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Zoly stares at the open car door until Heineleh finally sticks his head out. 

 
HEINELEH 

Hey, Eyebrows, you may not have ridden in a car before but you’ve 

certainly seen one before…so stop gawking and get in before 

someone mistakes you for a Jew. 

 

ZOLY (Getting in the car) 

Not in this suit. 

 

Cezar, trimming the trees around the hotel, watches them drive off.  On 

the radio, Emil Cioran speaks. 

 

RADIO 
“After his death we all feel lonely. … With the exception of Jesus, 

no other dead was so present among the living. Has anybody even 

thought of forgetting him? ‘From this moment on, our country is 

being led by a dead man,’ a friend was telling me on the bank of the 

Seine.   This dead man spread a perfume of eternity over our 

human drag and brought back the sky over Romania.”1 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly continues rambling non-stop as they arrive at the Carlton, pointing out 

architectural details, etc.  Heineleh looks rather bored as they walk into the 

                                                
1 Emil Cioran cited in Iordachi, C. (2004). Charisma, Politics and Violence: The Legion 
of the “Archangel Michael” in Inter-war Romania. Trondheim, Norway: Trondheim  
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cinema past a poster for Harry Piel’s Der unmögliche Herr Pitt. As they enter, the 

AGFA newsreel has already started (http://youtu.be/gHsTgmsxeVs).   

 

Heineleh is fixated on the screen, but Zoly is distracted on the blonde a few rows 

back as they stumble into their seats. 

 
ZOLY 

I’d middle-aisle-it for that dish. 

 

HEINELEH 
Pipe down.  

 

Exterior of the Carlton Hotel as Zoly and Heineleh exit.   

 
HEINELEH 

Right then.  Dinner.  And beer.  
 

ZOLY 
There is Hamul Ancutzei…the Inn of Little Anna, Tsina’s, Capsha’s 

or Zishiu’s.  There is the hofbrau annex to Dragomir Nicolescu’s 

grocery and Fanita Luca behind the Antheneum…   

 

HEINELEH 
Don’t care.  Pick something. 

 

CUT TO:
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Hamul Ancutei.  A bald-headed gypsy with pointed ears is playing Pipes of Pan.  

The restaurant is packed with foreign tourists, dining on fat caviar sandwiches, 

sturgeon in aspic, chorba (a type of borsht), and shish-kabobs. 

 

ZOLY 
The restaurant was named after a Romanian literary classic, a book 

of fairytales and anecdotes from a long time ago, an era when 

dragons hid in the clouds and birds on a vine were omens of war. In 

one story, a commissar, riding a three-legged horse, comes to an 

inn… 

 
HEINELEH 

Does this have something to do with beer? 

 

ZOLY 
No. 

 

HEINELEH 
Then I’m not really interested, Ears.  If I wanted story hour I would 

have hired a nanny.  I thought you looked more interesting. 

 

ZOLY 
This from the man who couldn’t take his eyes off a newsreel to 

admire the looker two seats over… 

(To a passing waitress) 

Aș dori două beri. 

(Back to Heineleh) 

Well we don’t want to trip for biscuits.   
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CUT TO: 

 

Caru’cu bere, very early morning.  The boys are seated at a table outside the 

restaurant.  The sun is beginning to creep in over the rooftops.  Zoly and 

Heineleh are still well lit.  Heineleh is idly tracing the scars on his cheek. 

 

ZOLY 
Where did you get them? 

 

HEINELEH 
What? 

 

ZOLY 
Your scars. 

 
HEINELEH 

You can’t laugh. 

 

ZOLY 
That really isn’t fair.  Romanians love to laugh. 

 

HEINELEH 
The school I went to in Germany was famous for producing 

excellent fencers. 

 

ZOLY 
They’re fencing scars? 

 

Heineleh drinks a beer.  Silence. 



 146 

HEINELEH 
Not exactly. 

 

ZOLY 

Well? 

 

HEINELEH 
One to two scars on your cheek was a sign of mastery, the other 

students looked up to you. 

 

ZOLY 
So you are the fencing master? 

 

Heineleh downs his beer.  Zoly waits patiently for his response.  Heineleh holds 

up the empty glass so the waitress will bring a refill.  He sighs and continues his 

story. 

 

HEINELEH 
No.  I’m terrible.  Never mastered fencing.  My parents took me to a 

physician who put a thread in my cheeks. When he removed it a 

few days later, it left a scar as if I had been cut. 

 

ZOLY 
Wow.  That’s kind of pathetic. 

 

HEINELEH 

You think that’s embarrassing, it was an all boy’s school.  We never 

got to meet any girls. 
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ZOLY 
I’m not sure I like where this is going. 

 

HEINELEH 
What?  No.   I just… It’s that… I’ve never actually been with a 

woman. (Zoly laughs.)  Thank you, I feel so much better knowing 

that you find my deeply personal revelations so amusing. 
 

ZOLY 
Sorry.  Please continue. 

 

HEINELEH 
Now I don’t have a clue what to say when I meet a woman.  I go 

quiet like the grave.  They think I’m mean.  Or a jerk.  Or stupid … 

which is, I suppose, not that far from the truth. 

 

ZOLY 
You want I should give you some pointers? 

 

HEINELEH 
Desperately.   

 

ZOLY 
First lesson: N-ai tupeu? Stai acasa! 

 

HEINELEH 
What does that mean? 
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ZOLY 
Grow a pair.  Anything in Bucharest can be bought, especially with 

foreign currency.  The most ordinary man on the street all the way 

to king Carol can be bought or bribed.  So, it is a simple matter. If 

you want a woman, don’t worry about propriety.  Buy her.  It doesn’t 

matter if she has a husband.  Married women can be even cheaper 

than the whores. 

 

HEINELEH 
That’s….wrong…on so many levels. 

 
ZOLY 

Lesson continues: most women are not vestal virgins trapped in an 

ivory tower.  Knock them off the pedestal.  This is the first step in 

getting over your problem.  I know just where to take you for lesson 

two, tomorrow night.  Now I need to get home.  My shift starts in 

four hours. 

Zoly stumbles away from the table.  Heineleh drains his last beer and follows. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Swastikas hang over the entrance to the Grand Hotel Lafayette.  The German 

officers now wear their uniforms openly.   Guests look on with slight suspicion, 

but otherwise go about their business.  A guest argues with Mr. Diamant at the 

front desk as Zoly arrives for his shift.  
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SOLOMONIDIS 
I don’t understand why I should change rooms.  I’ve resided at this 

hotel…in that room…for the last year. This morning I receive a 

notification that I must move.  Why?  I am comfortable there. 

 

DIAMANT 
Mr. Solomonidis, I am sorry about the inconvenience but we really 

have no choice.  The German Army has turned the first and second 

floor into the Deutsche Wehrmacht Octoberkommandtur Bucharest.  

If you would like to take it up with them… 

 
SOLOMONIDIS 

I’m not happy.  I didn’t say I was suicidal. 

 
DIAMANT 

Please be my guest for dinner tonight, to make up for the 

inconvenience.   

(Mr. Solomonidis walks off) 

Nicu, the German security officer needs to speak with you.  Second 

floor.  Someone will greet you at the elevator and take you in. 

 

ZOLY 
What’s going on? 

 

DIAMANT 
They’re conducting the requisite security clearance interviews on 

the staff.  Go on.  Alexandru will stay on duty until you get back, so 

be as quick as you can.  In other words, keep the sarcasm to a 

minimum. “Yes, sir, No, sir,” answers only.  Am I understood? 
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The walk to the elevator is like a funeral procession.  Moments seem like hours 

and every detail of the room is crystal clear and vivid.  The clock ticks the 

seconds like gunshots.  Faces, however, are blurred.  Only the wallpaper and 

floor are in focus and his feet as they shuffle from the elevator toward the 

interview room.  The door opens and Heineleh, in full uniform, waits behind the 

desk.  The door shuts and Zoly and Heineleh are alone. 

 

HEINELEH 
State your name. 

 

ZOLY 
Have you forgotten already? 

 
HEINELEH 

This is official business, Ears.  We have to follow protocol.  State 

your name. 

 

ZOLY 
Zoltan Schultzinger 

 

HEINELEH 
Where were you born? 

 

ZOLY 
Siebenbürgen.  (Transylvania). 

 

HEINELEH 
Zoltan, Sind Sie Volksdeutsche?  (Zoltan, are you German?) 
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ZOLY 
Jawohl. 

 

Heineleh hands him an ID on a brown little piece of flexible cardboard.  It reads, 

Zoltan Schulzinger, volksdeutsch, typewritten and a stamp with a big swastika in 

the middle and his signature.   

 
HEINELEH 

Meet you at five? 

 

ZOLY 
Wouldn’t miss it.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

The elevator.  Zoly is alone as he heads back to the lobby.  He bangs his 

head against the elevator wall and looks down at the papers in his hand.  

He puts them both in his pocket and shakes his head.  When he reaches 

the lobby, Zoly walks back to Mr. Diamant.  Mr. Solomonidis is back at the 

desk, getting keys to his new room. 

 

DIAMANT 
How did it go? 

 

ZOLY 
Swell. 

 

DIAMANT 
I assume that means it went well? 
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ZOLY 
Well, here I am, back to work. I can go anywhere I want to in the 

hotel.   

 

Zoly holds up his ID. 

 

DIAMANT 
Your clearance is higher than mine, Herr Zoly.   I am not allowed on 

any of the floors of the Deutsche Wehrmacht.  Bit difficult to 

manage a luxury hotel when you can only go to the restaurant, the 

lobby, the garden and the 4th floor. How would you like to be my 

assistant at the front desk?  We would still need you to work the lift 

from time to time. 

 

ZOLY 
Yes, sir. 

 

DIAMANT 
Good.  We’ll start your training tomorrow.  Now relieve Alexandru 

so he can go home. 

Mr. Solomonidis meets Zoly at the elevator.  Alexandru waves and takes off as 

he sees them approaching. 

 

ZOLY 
What floor have you been relocated to, Mr. Solomonidis? 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
Fourth.  Congratulations on your promotion. 
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ZOLY 
Thank you.  Do you need help getting anything moved to your new 

room? 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
All set, dear boy. 

 

ZOLY 
Well let me know if I can do anything. 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
I certainly will.  You can count on it. 

 

Mr. Solomonidis hands Zoly a large tip as he heads out of the elevator. 

 

CUT TO: 
 

8 November 1940 
A minor earthquake (category 5) rocks Bucharest as Zoly parties with Heineleh.  

A crack climbs up the interior wall of the restaurant, carving off a piece of plaster 

that plummets onto the table between the drunken boys.  Heineleh dusts the 

plaster out of his hair. 

 

HEINELEH 
What was that? 

 

ZOLY 
Another tremor.  It felt a little stronger than the last few, but nothing 

to loose sleep over. 
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HEINELEH 
Oh.  For a minute I thought this was really good beer. 

 

ZOLY 
No such luck.  (Holds up his stein).  Prost. 

 

A couple of young ladies smile over at their table.  Zoly and Heineleh jump to 

action. 

CUT TO: 

 

10 November 1940 
 

Zoly is working the desk of the hotel when the category 9 earthquake hits.  A 

great blue flash lights the sky from static energy released by the shifting earth.  

Screaming whores, some naked, come running from their rooms followed by 

German officers, some with pants on, some without, screaming orders.  The 

Romanian Finance Minister, dressed in a nightshirt, stocking cap and monocle, 

comes running up to Zoly.  The chandelier is still swaying over the lobby when he 

arrives.  Pieces of plaster litter the floor.   

 

FINANCE MINISTER 
What was that?  I saw a blue flash.  Were the oil fields bombed? 

 

Zoly strikes a match and begins to light candles. A throng of people has moved 

into the lobby, screaming and crying.  Many crowd around the front desk, 

begging for help. 

 

ZOLY 
No idea.  It felt like an earthquake.  Let’s take a look. 
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An old woman, obviously drunk and exposing her faded charms, staggers into 

the lobby. 

 

WOMAN (Quoting the book of Daniel) 

As I looked, thrones were placed, and the Ancient of Days took his 

seat; his clothing was white as snow, and the hair of his head like 

pure wool; his throne was fiery flames; its wheels were burning fire. 

A stream of fire issued and came out from before him; a thousand 

thousands served him, and ten thousand times ten thousand stood 

before him; the court sat in judgment, and the books were opened. I 

looked then because of the sound of the great words that the horn 

was speaking. And as I looked, the beast was killed, and its body 

destroyed and given over to be burned with fire. As for the rest of 

the beasts, their dominion was taken away, but their lives were 

prolonged for a season and a time. 

 

They walk outside and look down the street.  Fires have broken out and buildings 

lie in ruin.  Screams echo down Calea Victorie and over on Bratianu Boulevard – 

the Carlton (14 story apartment house & tallest building in town) has collapsed to 

two stories.  Cezar runs up to the hotel as Heineleh walks out, buttoning up his 

uniform. 

 

MAN 
Damn greedy foreigners.  They have drained so much oil from the 

Prahova valley that the earth caved in. 

 

FINANCE MINISTER 
Don’t be ridiculous. 
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CEZAR (out of breath) 
The Carlton has collapsed.  Fourteen stories…now…it’s two.  You 

can still hear screams coming out of the rubble. 

 

HEINELEH (To the officer next to him) 

Round up the men and bring them to the Carlton.  I will go on 

ahead. 

 

CUT TO: 

 
30 November 1940. 10:30 AM.  Day of the Martyrs. 
 
Every bell in Romania rings and all buildings in Bucharest are drapped with 

green flags and green bunting.  A line of devotees stretches from the entrance to 

the Church of Ilie Gorgani, where fourteen caskets dressed in green with gold 

trimmings.  Foreign correspondents are piled into a press stand in the public 

square facing the church.  Signs reading “CAPITANUL CODREANU-PRESENT” 

are nailed everywhere.  A procession from the church to the green house sweeps 

along everyone in its wake.  Several German planes sweep low and drop floral 

wreaths on the procession.  A recording of Codreanu’s voice begins to play from 

the crypt, causing several mourners to sob hysterically. 

 
CODREANU 

“Many of us must expect to sacrifice our lives for our movement.  

You must await the day to avenge our martyrs.”2 

 

Zoly’s home.  He affixes his German ID to the door of the apartment complex.  

Outside, the Iron Guard arrives with a big truck and close the street on one side, 
                                                
2 St. John, R. (1957). Foreign Correspondent. Garden City, NY: Doubleday & Company, Inc. p. 201. 
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and another big truck closes the street on the other side.  The Iron Guard 

proceeds from house to house, from apartment to apartment. Anywhere they find 

Jews, they strip everything they had like watches or bracelets or jewelry and then 

ransacked the house.  Several jaws are broken to get at the gold teeth.  Then the 

furniture in the house is placed in the middle of the apartment and doused with 

gasoline.  The bonfire lights up the night.  The people are taken out and loaded 

into the trucks.   The guards see Zoly’s ID on the door of the building and move 

past.  Heineleh and Zoly sit in Park Cismigui. The specter of the Prefecture of 

Police lingers behind the nearly bare trees.  The air is crisp and clear.  Heineleh 

rips the crust of his sandwich and throws it the crowd.  A swarm of birds drops 

from the sky. 

 

HEINELEH 
They are the biggest saps I’ve ever had to deal with, and I’ve dealt 

with some idiots in my time.  Including the French.   

 

ZOLY 
Are we talking about the Iron Guard again? 

 

HEINELEH 
They’ve cordoned off the building and were refusing to let 

foreigners help.  We had to insist.  It’s no wonder people are turning 

against them. 

 

Heineleh drinks his beer and throws another crust of bread.  The birds scatter. 

 

ZOLY 
We should be so lucky. 
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HEINELEH 
They dug tunnels attempting to reach survivors.  In one, a hapless 

worker with an acetylene torch hit a gas main.  In another, they 

cracked water pipes. Suddenly, they are promulgating fire-and-

water omens of the Apocalypse.  Then, and this is the topper, they 

discover the plaster scroll of the Decalogue intact over the ruins of 

the Bucharest synagogue.  Another sign: the god of the Jews is 

castigating Rumanian politicians. Despite embracing all these 

omens, next thing you know they are screaming, “This is the God of 

the Jews that did that and, therefore, we must kill all of the Jews 

that we can.”   

 

ZOLY 
Blame Jews, Germans, or communists but don’t take any personal 

responsibility. Why not blame the company that built the Carlton?  

They paid building inspectors to ignore their construction shortcuts. 

 

HEINELEH  
Blaming the culpable doesn’t fit the agenda.  (standing, lighting a 

cigarette) What about the Miracle of Doftana? 

 

ZOLY 
The prison? 

 

HEINELEH 
Codreanu’s cell was undamaged by the earthquake and the crypt 

where his remains were buried split open. This was another 

glorious omen. The green shirts took it as an excuse to murder the 

sixty-four prisoners locked up for killing Codreanu. They beat the 
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prisoners to death with fist and shovel and hammer. Then, as soon 

as Codreanu’s remains are given a proper martyr’s burial, they run 

off and kill two of the best-loved men in Romania. Iorga’s liberal 

newspaper was stuffed down his throat before they killed him.  And 

the road to Ploesht is practically impassable from the corpses 

dumped there.    Now they have some ridiculous “black fast” to 

purge their souls of guilt, as if redemption were as easy as skipping 

a meal. 

 

Heineleh and Zoly have moved to the patio of the Café Monte Carlo.  The 

restaurant is closed, but they have pulled a couple of chairs down from a table 

top near the water’s edge.  An ashtray is pilled high with cigarette butts.  A boat 

passes. 

 

HEINELEH 
I’m no Moses-Lover, but they obliterate everything that even smells 

of Jew, without considering the repercussions.   They would purify 

the crops with fire and blame the Jews as they died of starvation.   

 

ZOLY 
Good old Christian blood lust.   

 

HEINELEH 
(Picks up a beer).  Prost. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Esther embroiders.  Zoly reads.  David paces the room.  Outside the window, 

Jews are being loaded into trucks. 
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DAVID 
People are being killed. 

 

ESTHER 
You want to be killed, too? 

 

DAVID 
No.  I just… No.  I need to do something. 

 

ESTHER 
They are beating and killing Romanians who try to help Jews...   

 

DAVID 
I am a Romanian. 

 

ZOLY 

Not by their definition.   

 

DAVID 
They’re taking them out to the airport and using them for pistol-

shooting practice.   

 

ZOLY 
And you want to join them? Sit down.  Have some soup. 

 

As night falls, some naked bodies dart between trees and trash cans as they try 

to make their way back home.   
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CUT TO: 

 

Elevator interior.  Mr. Solomonidis stands to the back of the elevator until the 

German soldiers step out.  He is alone with Zoly as the elevator moves on. 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
A week ago you offered your assistance.  I was wondering if I could 

still ask a favor of you. 

ZOLY 
Of course, Mr. Solomonidis. 

 
SOLOMONIDIS 

Would you mind if we speak privately. 

 

Zoly brings the manuela back to the center position and the elevator stops 

between floors. 

 
ZOLY 

What is it? 

 
SOLOMONIDIS 

Do you still have complete access to the hotel? 

 

ZOLY 
Yes. 
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SOLOMONIDIS 
I need some letterhead from the office of the Deutsche Wehrmacht 

Octoberkommandtur Bucharest. If you could stamp the bottom of 

the page, that would be even better. 

 

Despite the emptiness of the elevator car, Zoly looks around. 

 

ZOLY 
When do you need it? 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
As soon as you can manage.  You will be well compensated. 

 

Zoly resumes the progress of the elevator.  Zoly nods imperceptibly and Mr. 

Solomonidis exits without another word. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly exits the elevator outside the German offices.  The hallway is empty save for 

a lone guard.  He nods to Zoly and turns back to his paperwork.  Zoly makes his 

way to Heineleh’s office, knocking once at the door.  No response. He looks 

around but the guard is still seated at his desk.  Breathing deep, Zoly turns the 

handle and enters the room.  It is empty.  Moving quickly to the desk, he retrieves 

a few pages of letterhead from the stack.  He takes the stamp and validates the 

bottom of each page, blowing on the ink to dry.  A copy of a book titled “Russian 

For Beginners” is centered on the blotter.  Footsteps approach.  Zoly shuffles the 

pages together and slides them under his uniform jacket.  He exits quickly, 

closing the door silently as he goes.  As he rounds the corner, he runs straight 

into Heineleh.   
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ZOLY 
There you are. 

 

HEINELEH 

What are you doing? 

 

ZOLY 
Are we still going out this evening?  I’ve got something special lined 

up. 

 

Heineleh unbuttons his jacket and opens the door to his office. 

 

HEINELEH 
Wouldn’t miss it.  You coming in? 

 

ZOLY 
I have to get back to work.  See you tonight. 

 

Zoly turns the corner and breathes.  A page begins to slide out from under his 

jacket, he quickly tucks it back in.  He steps onto the elevator and doesn’t stop 

until he reaches Mr. Solomonidis’ room.  He knocks once and the door opens.  

Zoly hands him the papers and is given several coins in return.  The door closes 

without a word. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. Hotel Room at the Athenee Palace.  Zoly and Heineleh are in bed together 

with two girls.  Heineleh slaps Zoly’s ass as he hops out of bed for a class of 

water. 
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HEINELEH 
Zoly, I knew you could show me how Bucharest rolls. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Caru’cu bere: Zoly and Heineleh drink beer together and laugh.  Their 

conversation is inaudible above the band. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. Grand Hotel Lafayette, about 2 am.  Zoly is working the desk again.  He is 

alone except for the German guards in their cabin.  The main entrance door is 

locked and someone begins banging loudly at the gate, at the entrance door.  

The cleaning man leaves the floors and opens the door.  Four young Romanians 

dressed in black, with hands on guns and hips, and tall fur hats (caciula) enter 

the hotel. 

 

GUARDS (saluting, in unison) 
Traiasca legiunea si căpitanul (Long live the legion and the 

captain).   

 
GUARD 1 

Where is Sigmund Schwartz? 

 

Zoly looks up at the guard. 

 

ZOLY 
Not here.  I think you could find him at home. 
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GUARD 2 
Where is that? 

 

Zoly gives the guards an address and they leave.  A slight smile creeps onto his 

face. Earlier in the shift, Zoly is standing at the desk.  The phone rings. 

 
SCHWARTZ 

Ah, Nicu.  You are working tonight, good.  Good.  Listen.  The 

green shirts may come looking for me this evening.  If they do, give 

them my address.  Don’t worry.  I am not there, I am somewhere 

else. 

 

CLEANING MAN 
Who was that? 

 

ZOLY 
Iron Guard. 

 

CLEANING MAN 
I thought they wore green. 

 

ZOLY 
Most of them do.  That was an execution squad.  

 

CLEANING MAN 
I sure hope they don’t find Mr. Schwartz at home.  You mind if I 

start on the lobby floor? 
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The clock begins to count off 45 minutes as the cleaning man begins to make his 

way across the lobby, waxing the floor.  As he finishes, the front bell rings loudly 

and continuously.  The cleaning man kicks off his shoes and runs the perimeter 

of the lobby to open the doors.  The Iron Guard execution squad pushes in past 

him, tramping filth across his newly clean floors.  The leader walks around the 

desk and jams a pistol in Zoly’s ribs. 

 

GUARD 1 
You have a good laugh, sending us to an empty house?   

 

ZOLY 
Sorry.  I thought he would be home. 

 

GUARD 1 
You have to come with us.  

 

ZOLY 
Why is that? 

 

GUARD 1 
He is not there. 

 

ZOLY 
I cannot help that he is not there.  That is where he lives.  You 

asked me where he lives.  I don’t know where he is at all times. 

 

GUARD 1 
Do you know where he is now? 
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ZOLY 
No.  

 

GUARD 1 
Then you have to come with us to the Greenhouse. 

 

ZOLY 
I am on duty here.  You know, this is the Deutsche Wehrmacht 

here.  I can’t leave this post now. 

 

GUARD 1 
I don’t care what is German.  This is still Romania. You have a very 

simple choice.  Come with me now or I will put a bullet between 

your eyes. 

 

ZOLY 
Okay.  I will come with you.  Just let me call the German security 

officer down. I can’t leave the desk unattended. 

 

Zoly gets on the phone and dials.  A few seconds later, Heineleh comes walking 

down the stairs. His jacket is unbuttoned and he is unarmed.  He walks around 

the desk and pushes the gun hand of the Iron Guard man away from Zoly. 

 

HEINELEH 
Tu dieses Spielzeug weg. (Put this toy away.) 
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GUARD 1 
Nu avem nevoie de interferență ta, aceasta este o problemă 

românească. (We do not need your interference, this is a 

Romanian problem.) 

 

HEINELEH 
Was ist Ihr Streit mit diesem Mann? (What is your quarrel with this 

man?) 

GUARD 2 
Înapoi, germană. Acest lucru nu este treaba ta.  (Back off, German.  

This is not your affair.) 

 

HEINELEH 
Zoly, was hat er gesagt? (Zoly, What did he say?) 

 

ZOLY 
Er sagte: "Raus hier, Deutsch. Dies ist nicht deine Sache.” (He 

said, “Get out of here, German.  This is none of your business.”) 

HEINELEH 
Fragen, was sie hier tun. (Ask them what they are doing here.) 

 

ZOLY 
Ofițerul vrea să știe ce faci aici. (The officer wants to know what 

you are doing here.) 

 

GUARD 1 
Cautam administrator al acestui hotel, care este un evreu. (We are 

looking for the owner of this hotel who is a Jew.) 
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ZOLY 
Er sagte, der Besitzer des Hotels ist ein Jude. Es ist eine 

rumänische Problem und nicht deine Sache. (He said, the owner of 

this hotel is a Jew.  It is a Romanian problem and none of your 

business.) 

 
HEINELEH 

Sagen Sie ihm: "Dies ist die Deutsche Wehrmacht, und ich bin der 

Sicherheitsrat Offizier. Das macht es mein Geschäft. Warum will er, 

um Sie in? " (Tell him, “This is the Deutsche Wehrmacht and I am 

the Security officer.  That makes it my business.  Why does he 

want to take you in?”) 

 

ZOLY 
Ofițerul german a zis să-ți spun, "Aceasta este Deutsche 

Wehrmacht-ul și eu sunt ofițerul de securitate. Eu sunt responsabil 

și ceea ce vrei este lipsită de relevanță." (The German Officer said 

to tell you, “This is the Deutsche Wehrmacht and I am the Security 

officer.  I am in charge and what you want is irrelevant.") 

 

GUARD 1 
Ai porc ignorant germană, nu poate veni în țara noastră și să ne 

spuneți ce să facem. Noi servi România, nu-al Treilea Reich. Dă-te 

din drum sau te vom împușca în cazul în care stai. (You ignorant 

German pig, you can't come into our country and tell us what to do.  

We serve Romania, not the Third Reich.  Get out of the way or we 

will shoot you where you stand.) 
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ZOLY 
Er sagte, “Sie ignorant Deutsch Schwein, Sie können nicht in unser 

Land kommen und uns sagen, was zu tun ist. Wir servieren 

Rumänien, nicht das Dritte Reich.  Raus aus dem Weg, oder wir 

schießen Sie, wo Sie stehen.” (He said, “You ignorant German pig, 

you can't come into our country and tell us what to do.  We serve 

Romania, not the Third Reich.  Get out of the way or we will shoot 

you where you stand.”) 

 

HEINELEH 
Zoly, drücken Sie dem knof. (Zoly, push the button.) 

 

Zoly reaches over and pushes the security button.  A second later, three 

Germans with schmeissers (submachine guns) in their hands, emerge from their 

cabin. 

 

GERMAN SOLDIERS 
Hände hoch (Raise your hands). 

 

The Iron Guard, with their one pistol, realize they are hopelessly outgunned.  

They raise their hands.  They are quickly relieved of their pistol and tossed from 

the hotel. 

 

HEINELEH 
Well that was fun.  Do you have any cold beer? 

 

ZOLY 
Of course.  You want me to have it sent up to your room? 
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HEINELEH 
No, I will drink here.  I want you to drink one with me. 

 

Zoly walks in back and emerges with the beer.  They sit down in the empty lobby 

to drink. 

 
HEINELEH 

You can breathe now, Zoly. 

 
ZOLY 

My heart was hitting my tonsils.   

 

HEINELEH 
Yes.  We could all see that. 

 

ZOLY 
They wanted to take me to the Greenhouse.  They would have 

killed me. 

 

HEINELEH 
Prost. 

 

Heineleh drinks. 

 

HEINELEH 
You would have been fine.  The first thing they do to “interview 

subjects” is have them drop their trousers to inspect for signs of 

Jewishness. 
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ZOLY 
Prost. 

 

Zoly drinks. 

 

ZOLY 
Somehow that didn’t make the situation any less frightening. 

 

HEINELEH 
This barbarism won’t last.  Antonescu will have to address their 

offenses soon.  They are doing too much harm to the country.  It’s 

an affront to the honor of fascism. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Mr. Diamant calls Zoly from the elevator and hands him a package for Mr. 

Alimanescu.  As he turns to leave, he sees Cezar talking to Heineleh.  Heineleh 

gives him a very strange look. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Heineleh and Zoly at Caru’cu bere, 1 o’clock in the morning.  Seated on the 

balcony, they are drinking beer and eating cold pork chops.  Heineleh seems to 

be stewing over something and the conversation is at a lull. 

 

HEINELEH 
You know you are suspected of being a Jew.  Is it true? 
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Zoly freezes.  Or, rather time freezes and Zoly registers each slow second as it 

passes. 

 

ZOLY 
Well, Heineleh, do you believe this rumor? 

 

HEINELEH 
No, but if this is true, I will have to shoot you dead. 

 

ZOLY 
You know, I want to raise my beer.  Let’s drink to that. (Zoly raises 

the beer kriegel) Heineleh, prost. We drink to that. 

 

Heineleh joins Zoly in the toast and the conversation resumes.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly walks home as morning begins to break through the darkness.  He stumbles 

across the bridge and a stray dog appears from nowhere to bark at him.  He 

jumps.  The dog looks at him, barks once more and runs off.  Zoly finishes his 

walk home, dwarfed by the buildings and early morning shadows.  David comes 

stumbling out of the bedroom, sleep still heavy in his eyes. 

 

DAVID 
Good morning or do you still consider this evening? 

 

ZOLY 
I need to disappear. 
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DAVID 
What?  What happened? 

 

ZOLY 
Someone told the German security officer at the hotel that I am a 

Jew.  I denied it, but… 

 

DAVID 
Go back to work.  Act like nothing is wrong.  

 

ZOLY 
You’re crazy!  You want them to kill me. 

 

DAVID 
If you disappear now they will know that it was true and they will 

hunt you down.  Going back will confuse them.  It will give you time. 

 

Esther walks out of her bedroom, cinching up her robe. 

 

ESTHER 
Something wrong? 

 

Zoly and David exchange glances as Esther shuffles past them towards the 

kitchen. 

 

ZOLY 
Everything’s fine.  I just need to clean up so I can get back to work. 

 

CUT TO: 
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Zoly working the elevator.  Heineleh begins walking towards the elevator, 

changes his mind and turns up the stairs.  Cezar, watering plants in the lobby, 

looks toward Zoly and smiles. 

 

Diamant waves Zoly over. 

 

DIAMANT 
Time for your break. 

 

Diamant hands Zoly an envelope, which goes under his uniform.  As Zoly starts 

for the door, Cezar bumps into him and sneers.  Zoly pushes past him onto the 

street, where the sound of traffic and people drown out his fears. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly and David at home.  Nana is doing needlework and glancing out the 

window.  Esther is out picking up groceries. 

 
ZOLY 

I can’t face it again. 

 

DAVID 
What do you want to do? 

 

ZOLY 
Go in for me.  Tell Mr. Diamant that I am sick. 
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DAVID 
And what then?  You hang around the house until they come 

looking for you. 

 
ZOLY 

I can’t do it today.  I can’t look at the Germans and act like 

everything is good, like nothing is wrong.  I will crack and they will 

send me to the Greenhouse. 

 

DAVID 
Fine.  I’ll do it.  But you need to come up with a plan. 

 

CUT TO: 

One Month Later.   
Grand Hotel Lafayette.  Zoly shows back up to work.  Mr. Diamant is waiting at 

the desk. 

 

DIAMANT 
Glad to see you again, Niculeh.  I hope you are feeling better. 

 

ZOLY 
Yes, thank you. 

 

DIAMANT 
I am sorry to have to tell you, but your German friend no longer 

works here.  Transferred to the Eastern Front, poor chap.  And our 

little gardener friend has run off to join the Iron Guard full-time. 
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ZOLY 
Yes.  I heard. 

 

DIAMANT 
I suppose you did.  Good to have you back.  Now get to work. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Elevator.  Mr. Solomonidis steps in. 

 
SOLOMINIDS 

Good morning, Niculeh. 

 

ZOLY 
Good morning, Mr. Solomonidis. 

 

When the elevator is between floors, Zoly releases the Manuela. 

 

ZOLY 
I have a problem.  I need your help. 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
Whatever I can do Zoly. 

 

ZOLY 
I need to get out of Romania. Give me a job on one of your ships. I 

will do anything.  Clean up after the oxen or feed them or whatever. 
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SOLOMONIDIS 
Where do you want to go? 

 

ZOLY 
Palestine. 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
Get yourself a passport…emigrant or tourist...it doesn’t matter. Just 

get yourself a passport.  Get it and I will get you to Palestine. 

 

ZOLY 
Where am I supposed to get a passport? 

 
SOLOMONIDIS 

That I don’t know. But, listen, in Constanta, there is a ship with 186 

children ready to depart for Palestine.  It is waiting for a bribe to 

arrive. Bring me a passport that says you are seventeen and I will 

put you with those children.  You will travel to Palestine first class.   

 

Zoly starts the elevator back on its way. 

 

ZOLY 
I will let you know once I am ready. 

 

The elevator doors open and Solomonidis exits. 

 

CUT TO: 
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5 December 1940. 
 

Zoly approaches Mr. Alimanescu’s office.  As usual, the policeman clears his 

office so Zoly can enter. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Give it. 

 

ZOLY 
I’m sorry but this time I don’t have anything to give you.  I have 

something to ask.  Will you to be so kind as to issue me a 

passport? 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Where do you want to go? 

 

ZOLY 
I want to go to Palestine.  

 

Alimanescu jumps out of his chair and into Zoly’s face.   His hands rest over-

dramatically on his hips. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
You’re a Jew?!? 

 

ZOLY 
Yes, sir, I am. 
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ALIMANESCU 
A dirty, filthy Jew and you never told me.  You never did tell me 

that! 

 

ZOLY 
No, sir.  It didn’t seem wise.  And you never did ask.  Now I’m here 

begging you to give me a passport.  I want to go to Palestine. 

 

He thinks for a few minutes.  Evidently he had some thinking to do.  Zoly stands 

quietly but does not look away.  Alimanescu, tiring of staring angrily at Zoly, sits. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Yeah, I’ll give you a passport.  Bring me a birth certificate and two 

pictures and I will take care of it. 

 

Zoly reaches into the pocket of his jacket and retrieves the birth certificate and 

two pictures.   

 

ZOLY 
Will these do? 

 

Alimanescu does not say anything, but takes the passport paperwork from his 

desk and attaches the photo and birth certificate. 

 

ZOLY 

Maybe you can make the passport to say that I am seventeen. 
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ALIMANESCU 
Ikey!  You dirty, hook-nosed Jew!  You and your stinking people are 

destroying this country!  You want me to falsify papers.  I will give 

you a passport.  I will be happy to see the back of you.  But if you 

do anything on that passport I will throw you in jail for the rest of 

your life. 

 

ZOLY 
Yes, sir.  Just give me the passport. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
I don’t know what I am doing.  No one, let alone some Shylock yid 

boy, can walk in to this office and demand a passport without at 

least 3-4 million lei to put in my pocket.   

 

ZOLY 
I don’t have that kind of money. 

 
ALIMANESCU 

Just stand there and keep your mouth shut.  You will get your 

passport. If you modify anything, I am going to throw you in jail for 

the rest of your miserable Jew life.   

 

ZOLY 
Thank you, sir. 
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ALIMANESCU 
Don’t think I won’t find out.  You change a comma on this damn 

passport and I will bury you so deep in a gulag you won’t see 

daylight again.   

 

ZOLY 
Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly runs from the police station back to the hotel.  He doesn’t slow down as he 

passes through the lobby and into to the reading/writing room.  The hotel had a 

lobby on the same floor as the street and from the lobby you had about eight 

steps to go down you came into a little room what was called the Reading Writing 

Room. Each table has a little light, a little bottle of ink, and a stylus.  Zoly takes 

one of the pens, cleans the tip of it, and opens the passport.  On the third page it 

says Ani meaning age.  It was a one and an eight.  Zoly slowly scrapes away the 

curvature of that eight on the left upperside and the curvature of the eight on the 

lower right side, until it begins to look like an ugly, rounded seven.  Zoly tries to 

straighten it out a bit and puts a hash-mark through the post.  It still looks bad.  

He dips the pen back in the ink and goes over the whole page.  There is a little 

bit of room left where it now says Ani 1-7, so with a final flourish, Zoly writes, in 

parenthesis, 1923.  Zoly holds it up and grimaces. 

 

ZOLY 
I am going to die. 

 

CUT TO: 
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Zoly knocks at Mr. Solomonidis door.  It opens. 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
Yes, Niculeh? 

 

Zoly hands him the passport. 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
How did you get that? 

 

ZOLY 
I got it. 

 

SOLOMINIDS 
Come back in two days. 

 

Solomonidis closes the door and Zoly returns to work. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

NARRATION 
Of the 40-50 geese running around the farm, Grandmother always 

kept two or three secluded.  These she force-fed a mixture of corn 

meal every evening.  They got so fat they could hardly walk.  My 

grandmother made them fat because she cooked in the kitchen 

only with goose fat, never any other oil.  Oil, she said, was for 

greasing wheels and carriages but not for eating.  As an orthodox 

Jewish woman, goose fat was the number one kosher ingredient--

that or butter if something was prepared with milk.  On Wednesday, 
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the tradition was she took a goose to the shochet—the butcher who 

performed the ritual slaughter.  A special prayer has to be uttered 

before you kill an animal and a specific knife must be used.  In the 

Jewish religion it is very important that the animal not suffer: they 

are to be shown compassion and respect.   Once the goose was 

slaughtered, she brought it home and plucked the feathers off and 

opened the goose up.  The liver would be huge from force-feeding.  

She took it back to the shochet and he checked to see if it was 

kosher – no spots or defects.  If it passed his inspection, she 

prepared the liver for lunch on Friday.  We would have a piece of 

braised goose liver with mashed potatoes and some sautéed 

onions in goose fat and also the little chicharrónes left from the skin 

of the goose.  These little pieces of skin were very crunchy and 

delicious.  For the first 8 years of my life, that’s what I ate every 

Friday.  And, of course, the goose was prepared for Friday night 

dinner. 

 

Panels of farm scenes, different seasons to denote passage of time arranged 

around diary like text.  Frames angled, composed like a scrapbook of memories.  

Images include: Roma women working the farm, furs piled on a horse cart 

arriving from the Carpathian mountains, clay plates and decorated eggs, garlic 

on the porch, fur tanning (furs hung to dry), grandmother force feeding a goose, 

the Kosher Slaughter ritual (Kosher Meat sign) and a Shabbat dinner.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly knocks on Solomonidis door.  Solomonidis ushers him in and hands him 

back his passport.  Inside are the exit Visa from Romania in the passport, entry 

Visa into Turkey, exit visa from Turkey, entry Visa to Syria, exit visa from Syria, 
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entry visa to Lebanon and exit from Lebanon and entry visa to Palestine.  

Everything was ready.  Zoly is amazed. 

 

ZOLY 
Fantastic.  Thank you! 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 

You’re welcome. 

 

ZOLY 
Can I ask a question? 

 

SOLOMONIDIS 
Of course.  We are friends now, yes? 

 

ZOLY 
What did you do with those papers that I stole for you? 

 
SOLOMONIDIS 

They went to a forger here in town. He has a German typewriter.  

For a little money, he types out, that Mr. and Mrs. Rabinovitch or 

whoever and their two children can board the train from Bucharest 

to Constanta. With that piece of paper and a signature made next 

to the stamp, families were able to travel from Bucharest to 

Constanta. Each paper you stole saved an entire family.  Your boat 

is scheduled to leave on December 31st.  Make sure you are ready. 

 
ZOLY 

Thank you Mr. Solomonidis. 
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SOLOMONIDIS 
I have one more favor to ask you, Nicu.  My son will be on that 

transport.  Please watch over him for me.  I will feel safer knowing 

he is in your care. 

 

Zoly nods and leaves the room. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

December 31, 1940.   
Zoly’s apartment. 

 

DAVID 
I thought you were leaving today. 

 

ZOLY 
Me, too.  The bribe didn’t arrive so the departure was postponed.  

Don’t know for how long. 

 

DAVID 
Mother will be disappointed.  So will Nana.  They were hoping you 

could get out. 

 

ZOLY 
I will. Just going to take a little longer than we planned. 

 

DAVID 
Me?  I’m ready to see the back of you. 
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ZOLY 
I’ll miss you, too, David. 

CUT TO: 

 

Grande Hotel Lafayette Bucharest.  Two guests speak to each other in German, 

unaware that Zoly can understand what they are saying.  

 

HUSBAND 
Bereits im November, riet Hitler Antonescu, um sich von der 

greenshirt Abschaum zu veräußern. Danach German Air Force-

Offizier im Januar ermordet wurde, hatte Antonescu den Vorwand 

er brauchte. (Back in November, Hitler advised Antonescu to divest 

himself of the greenshirt scum.  When that German Air Force officer 

was murdered in January, Antonescu had the pretext he needed. ) 

 

WIFE 
Dies soll ein Urlaub sein. Du weißt, ich hasse es, wenn du über 

Politik reden. (This is supposed to be a holiday.  You know I hate it 

when you talk politics. ) 

 

HUSBAND 
Ich fürchte, Ihr Urlaub ist vorbei. Antonescu wird entlassen 

Schlüssel Legionär Führer aus ihren Positionen in der Regierung. 

Morgen um diese Zeit, würde ich nicht überrascht, dass die Eiserne 

Garde Ausschreitungen in den Straßen zu sehen. Sie haben eine 

schwierige Zeit zum Shoppen.  (I’m afraid your holiday is over.  

Antonescu is dismissing key Legionnaire leaders from their 

positions in government.  By this time tomorrow, I wouldn’t be 
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surprised to see the Iron Guard rioting in the streets.  You’ll have a 

difficult time shopping.) 

 

ZOLY 

Das ist ihr schtok. (This is your floor.) 

 

The couple look back nervously at Zoly as the elevator closes in their face. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

NARRATION 
The Iron Guard barricaded themselves into the Central 

Headquarters of the Bucharest Prefecture of Police on Calea 

Victori.  They occupied radio stations from which incitements to 

rebel, loot, and riot were broadcast. Poor communication in the 

German chain of command meant SS and SD forces initially 

supported the Iron Guard rebellion.  Motivated by this aid, 

Greenshirts attacked the Jewish ghetto in force on January 21st.  

The entire quarter was devastated.  Jewish civilians were killed on 

sight.  Suspicion of “Jewishness” was sufficient cause to be 

attacked by the mob.  Judaic features, a flagrant display of wealth, 

or failure to participate in the violence justified immediate 

retribution. In this way, many non-Jewish bystanders added to the 

body count.  Firemen were even forced back into their stations at 

gunpoint when they tried to do their job.  

 

22 January 1941.  7 AM. 
Zoly walks to work.  The traces of the previous night’s violence stain the 

streets: bodies and gutted buildings and the fading ashes of the 
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synagogues.  Zoly passes a tipped baby carriage, stained with blood.  

Silver and a few valuables remain behind, overlooked in the fervor, spilling 

out of the carriage onto the blood-soaked street.  Outside the hotel, tanks 

block off Calea Victoriei.  Zoly fumbles into his uniform and steps into his 

elevator to come face to face with a high-ranking German officer. 

 

ZOLY 
Guten Morgen, Mein herr. Wie geht es Ihnen heute? 

 

GERMAN 1 
You’re a cute little boy. Where did you learn this beautiful German 

language? 

 

ZOLY 
At home. 

 

The Officer smiles, pinches his cheek and pats him on the back.  As he prepares 

to leave the elevator he turns back around. 

 

GERMAN 1 
Do you know where the Slaughterhouse is? 

 

ZOLY 
Yes, sir. 

 

GERMAN 1 
 Come and show my chauffeur. 

 

The officer waves Mr. Diamant over. 
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GERMAN 1 
I will require the assistance of this young man for the next hour or 

so. 

 

Mr. Diamant nods and looks down.  He does not look up again until Zoly and the 

Germans have moved outside.  The officer ushers Zoly into the front seat of the 

car, next to the driver.  In the back seat are three, high-ranking German officers.  

They were dressed with boots, topcoats, and hats.  The car moves slowly 

through the violence and snow.  Candle memorials mark out the blood stained 

snow.  The streetlights are out but little flashes of red from distant gunshot light 

up the night. They arrive at the slaughterhouse about 25 or 30 minute later.   

 

ZOLY 
This is it. Stop right here.  This is the entrance. 

 

Zoly points through the window.  It is slushy, cold and grey; Zoly shivers in his 

little uniform. About five or six steps to go up.  They went out of the car and enter 

the building.  A few minutes later, the chauffeur shuts the engine off.   

 

ZOLY 
I have to go to the bathroom. 

 

CHAUFFEUR 
Yeah.  Go. 

 

Zoly walks up a few steps and enters the building.  He begins randomly opening 

doors, looking for the toilet.  He finds a broom closet and an abandoned office.   
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ZOLY 
I’m pissing here whether it’s a toilet or not. 

 

Zoly eye’s open wide.  A warm blossom spreads on Zoly’s pants. A few random 

images appear: a movie camera, a meat hook, the words “Carne Cuşeră” 

(Kosher Meat) written in blood on the wall.  Zoly runs out the door and pukes.   

Shivering badly, Zoly makes his way back to the car.  He sits down next to the 

chauffeur without a word. 

 

CHAUFFEUR 
What’s the matter? 

 

ZOLY 
Leave me alone. I’m sick. 

 

The German officers return.  On the drive back to the hotel, the three of them 

joke and laugh.  In a state of shock, Zoly sits silently in the front seat.  As they 

drive back to the hotel, images of the observed torture blot out the winter 

landscape: an L-Shaped wall with hooks suspending 50-60 bodies from the 

Achilles heel, in the nude, throats cuts, stomachs open and the intestines 

dangling.  Above them, written in Romanian, is “Carne Cuşeră” meaning Kosher 

Meat.  The jokes and laughter of the German officers rip across the images. 

When they arrive back at the hotel, Zoly stumbles back in, past the desk and into 

the restroom.  He faces himself in the mirror as he attempts to clean his pants in 

the sink.  Mr. Diamant walks in and sets a clean uniform on the counter next to 

him.  He says nothing, but places a hand briefly on Zoly’s back before he heads 

back to the desk.  Outside the hotel, a light snow begins to fall. 
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NARRATION 
Most of the murders during that three-day rebellion took place in 

the Jilava Forest, but nearly two hundred men and women died in 

that slaughterhouse at the intersection of Fundeni and Pentelimon 

in the Bucharest Noi District. Many more were killed in their homes, 

beaten and humiliated before they were finally allowed to die. 

Death counts varied but what matter are numbers.  “Good Christian 

Men” used religious fervor to justify slaughter. Blood stained the 

snow and the rubble of revolution piled atop the remaining 

earthquake debris. After the pogrom, Jews were told to go to the 

Forensic Institute on Cauzasi Street to identify the bodies of 

relatives.   In the press, Antonescu focused all the attention on how 

the Legionnaires actions forced the good people of Romania to live 

in a state of fear.  Nothing was said about the Jews except to blame 

them for abetting the rebellion.  Nothing was said about Jewish 

bodies in the morgue.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

Interior of the Palestine Office, crowded with children.  David waits with Zoly. 

 

ZOLY 
Had to get another stamp for departure.  If this keeps up the war 

will be over before I get out of the country. 

 

DAVID 
You’ll get out. 
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ZOLY 
When did you become Mr. Optimism? 

 

DAVID 
Ever since you first told me you were leaving.   

 

A young man comes in with passports and begins calling names and passing 

them out.  All the passports are square and black and Zoly’s name is never 

called. 

 

ZOLY 
You didn’t call my name.  Do you have my passport? 

 
MESSENGER 

Is yours the blue one? 

 

ZOLY 
Yes? 

 

MESSENGER 
It’s on the desk of Puiu Alimanescu.  He said for you to come 

personally and pick it up. 

 
DAVID 

What’s the matter?  

 

ZOLY 
The passports had to go to the prefecture of police for the stamp.  

Alimanescu held mine back? 
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DAVID 
Why would he do that? 

 

ZOLY 

He wants to kill me. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Zoly in the reading writing room of the Grand Hotel Lafayette.  He finishes 

composes a letter to his mother, seals it and places it his pocket.  Brushing 

himself off, he sets up the stairs toward the lobby.  He shakes hand with Mr. 

Diamant as he lives. 

 

ZOLY 
Goodbye, sir.  Thank you for everything. 

 

DIAMANT 
Good Luck, Nicu…Zoly.  Safe travels. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Snow is falling heavily as Zoly marches toward Puiu Alimanescu’s office.  The 

building seems shrouded in mist.  Zoly drops into the chair outside Alimanescu’s 

door and waits. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Come in. 
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Zoly walks in.  The tears start as soon as he crosses the threshold.  His passport 

is sitting in the middle of Alimanescu’s desk. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Close the door. 

 

Zoly obeys. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
You dirty, stinking, bastard.  How dare you modify your age in the 

passport I gave you!  I told you what would happen… 

 

ZOLY 
Mr. Alimanescu, your government took away my right to go to 

school. You took away the right for my mother to run a store.  I 

don’t see any future for me in Romania and I will do anything.  

Anything.  I’ll steal, falsify, modify, anything to get out of Romania.  

If you promise to mail this letter to my mother, I promise you I am 

going to zip up my lips and nobody will ever know of the businesses 

you and I had together.  No one ever need know about the bribes I 

brought you from all those guests at the hotel. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Did you write to your mother about me? 

 

ZOLY 
Yes.  I did. 

 

Alimanescu tears the letter open. 
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ALIMANESCU (reading) 

“Dear mother, please don’t worry about me.  With the help of Puiu 

Alimanescu, I am on my way to Palestine and I will contact you as 

soon as I can.” 

 

Zoly’s letter is written as: "Dragă mamă, vă rog, nu-ți face griji despre mine. Cu 

ajutorul lui Puiu Alimanescu, eu sunt în drum spre Palestina si te voi contacta cât 

de repede pot."  Alimanescu tears up the letter and glares at Zoly.  Two seconds 

or an eternity later, he tosses the passport across the desk into Zoly’s hands. 

 

ALIMANESCU 
Get out of here.  I don’t ever want to see you again. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Suitcase by his side, Zoly says goodbye to his mother, grandmother and brother.  

All is silent.  There is no language at a time like this. 

 

March 19, 1941. 
Constanta, Romania. 
 

A boat is docked in the harbor.  Children cover the decks and begin moving 

below with their bags.  They are excited and frightened and alone.  Zoly is 

reading The Iliad.  He looks up from his book to see a young man approaching.  

Mornat wipes off a bench with his handkerchief.  He jumps nervously as Zoly 

speaks. 

 

ZOLY 
Mornat Solomonidis? 
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MORNAT 
Yes? 

 

ZOLY 
Zoltan Schulzinger.  Your father asked me to keep an eye on you.  

I’m not so good with that.  How about being friends? 

 
MORNAT 

Okay.  How long will it take to get to Palestine? 

 

ZOLY 
Several days, I should imagine.  We sail tonight for Istanbul.  

Tomorrow, we will go by train to Ankara and from there to Alepo, 

and from Alepo to Beirut, Lebanon and then into Palestine.  It 

should be quite an adventure. 

 

MORNAT 
I’m cold and I miss my family.  I wouldn’t call that an adventure. 

 

ZOLY 
You’re not Robert Scott. 

 

MORNAT 
Huh? 

 

ZOLY 
Scott?  Antarctic?  No?  You’ll survive.  Overcoming failure requires 

that at some point we fail. 
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MORNAT 
What does that mean? 

 

ZOLY 
It means I sound like my grandmother.  No more aphorisms or 

affirmations.  How about we practice Hebrew? Israel is going to be 

home, so we should improve our fluency. 

 

MORNAT 
How do you say, “How long will it take to get to Palestine?” 

 

In Constanta, a boat sets sail on the Black Sea under a ¾ moon.  On the coastal 

road, a father leads the horse on which his young son sits. 
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Appendix B: Graphic Novel Layouts 
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Appendix C: Bucharest Journal and Sketchbook Excerpts 

 
12 December 2012 
 
The trip to Bucharest took much longer than planned.  I was looking forward to exploring 
the city before dark but it was cold and dark by the time I arrived at the hotel. And I was 
cold and dark, too. Everything was going well until London.  As the plane passed over 
Cardiff, night began to fade.  The amber glow of civilization disrupted the regular blue on 
blue of the clouds.  It was beautiful.  Unfortunately, Heathrow was not. The flight crew to 
Bucharest was diverted because of the cold and fog, so the plane kept getting delayed.  
After I raced to make the connection, the boarding time changed from 10:20 to 10:04 to 
10:16 in a period of about 15 minutes.  Then at 10:15 it changed to 10:50.  By 11:00 it 
still said delayed to 11:00 am but stopped showing a gate opens time.  Then it was 11:50 
gate opens... I think the gate finally opened at 11:54 am.  I wouldn't have been so 
annoyed if I hadn't been so tired and the airport hadn't been so busy.   
 
The flight itself was decent enough.  Bucharest airport is small so it was easy to find my 
way to the bus.  I would have made it to the hotel sooner if I had not trusted Google 
maps.  I printed out directions for the hotel and did not realize it put the hotel in the 
wrong location until I walked back and forth several times.  Still, the extra time traipsing 
through the snow provided me the opportunity to meet some local color: an escort 
"madam" or agent (What use is six years of education if I don't know the proper terms?) 
greeted me to tell me she could help me with some girls, nice massage, yes?  I told her I 
was gay and she then insisted she could get me a nice boy and kept trying to give me her 
card.  She was a little peeved I wouldn't take it.  Then a taxi driver near Hotel Athenée 
Palace tried to get me into his cab.  Kept telling me Grand Hotel Continental was "very 
far away."  Luckily I had figured out where I was headed at that point and knew it 
couldn't be too much further.  It ended up being about three blocks away.  I love that all 
the color of Bucharest is coming to the surface so quickly.  Leigh White describes the 
city in The Long Balkan Night (1942): “Bucharest is like no other city in Europe.  
Superficially, it reminded me of Tulsa, Oklahoma...Food and liquor cost next to nothing; 
and mistresses—with mink coats at/$350—were no more of a luxury than automobiles.  
Other men’s wives were sometimes even cheaper, and whores were such a glut on the 
market that your had to make an effort to keep them out of your room at the Athenée 
Palace at night.”  I am giddy with excitement to discover that the city has changed so 
little in 70 years.  The research process will be even easier than I expected. 
 
13 December 2012 
 
First stop this morning was the Jewish Museum.  It was a bit tricky too locate.  I need to 
stop trusting in the maps in guidebooks.  The museum was in a synagogue in the old 
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Jewish quarter.  They focus heavily on the cultural contributions of Romanian Jews and 
feature the works of artists like Israel Rueven Rubin, Iosif Iser and Marc Lövitch Egon.  
Unfortunately not a great deal of history on the pogroms and life during WWII other than 
a small memorial that focused predominantly on the Iasi pogrom.  
 
The Romanian History Museum is unfortunately undergoing renovation so most of the 
museum was closed.  I did get to see the plaster replica of the Trajan column, the 
paintings, a toy exhibit and the stamp collection.  The museum used to be the post office 
that Zoly would have taken Harry, so seeing the stamps in that context was certainly 
interesting.  They had a small set up of a typical post office – a cheap mannequin behind 
a desk in front of a large wall of post office boxes.  The stamps and post cards were 
housed in vertical files. 
 
Found my way to Caru’cu bere for dinner.  I have to admit it was fascinating and 
troubling to eat in a restaurant associated so directly with the graphic novel.  I kept 
imagining Zoly and Heineleh eating and talking.  I imagine the conversation in which 
Heineleh asks Zoly happening in the balcony.  I see Zoly literally trapped between his 
accuser and the rails, the restaurant open behind him.  The way the restaurant is set up, I 
can imagine it would be easy to always position Zoly so he is trapped in his conversations 
with Heineleh.  Sketched briefly but need to go back for a longer period when the 
restaurant is either less busy or I have a reservation.  Was told I could only have my table 
for half an hour when I arrived. 
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Okay…too much ham hock last night.  I’ve 
been dreaming about trying to tame 
vicious, flying bears with beaks (you have 
to hold onto the beaks to tame them when 
they are flying), collapsing towers, jumping 
out of windows to escape friends possessed 
by evil spirits, jumping off balconies to 
escape friends possessed by evil spirits, 
interrupted orgies, spiral staircases that 
shrink as you walk up them and anti-gay 
rhetoric during pre-orgy banter in the 
balcony at the ballet.  I don’t know what 
any of this has to do with my research, but 
sure it has plenty to do with my diet and 
repressed sexuality. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
15 December 2012 
 
Last night I came home to news about the shooting at the elementary school in 
Connecticut, a pall was cast over both my journal writing and sleep.  Difficult to imagine 
how someone justifies these acts, but as a race we have a horrible tradition of 
incomprehensible violence.  I only have to look at what I am here to research to see the 
terrible frequency we act in ways that have no meaning. 
 
Despite the tragedy, it was hard to remain morose.  The morning was beautiful.  The air 
was brisk and the light turned distant buildings into misty, ethereal structures and ice into 
diamonds.  I wish my photographic skills were a match for the day.  I wanted to 
photograph everything I passed. 
 
I discovered that Bucharest does have a Holocaust Memorial despite little 
acknowledgment of the fact.  I cracked open one of the books I purchased yesterday and 
there it was.  The front desk at the hotel pointed me in the right direction (after they 
looked it up…apparently they knew little about it either).  The memorial is small, but the 
rust is evocative.  First names only fill the rusting strip of metal that encircles the small 
room.  Outside, the rusting column thrusts into the sky.  The sign says it includes the 
Hebrew letters that spell out Zachor (Remember) but I could not see them.  Perhaps the 
elements erased the memory of the letters. 
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I walked from the memorial to the Palatul Parliament.  Zoly’s hotel was not far from the 
memorial, a straight shot up the hill to Calea Victoriei and where the Hotel used to be.  
Zoly’s home used to be in the 1/6 of Bucharest that was razed to make way for the 
Parliament building to be built…so I was very likely walking in the path Zoly had taken 
to and from work. I had a moment.  Was the park between the river and Parliament built 
over the destroyed homes or had that been there already?  The light made parliament 
appear ghostly, a surreal moment.   
 
I walked the long circumference of Parliament only to learn that the Contemporary Art 
Museum was closed…on a Saturday.  The communist blocks stretching away from 
Parliament to Plaza Unirii were desperately low on tenants. The area around Parliament 
was strangely devoid of shops or cafes.  The possibilities of the city are everywhere, but 
It seems strangely locked in the past – unwilling or unable to embrace the change that 
could make the city thrive.  I don’t mean to sound negative.  I am surprised at how much 
I am actually enjoying the city…there is potential in the city waiting to be discovered.  
Perhaps they need a few more years to work themselves out from under the lingering 
specter of communism. 
 
The Bucharest Municipal Museum was also a bit of a disappointment.  I had moments of 
hope.  They had some postcards and material from Hotel Capsa, but nothing from Hotel 
Grand Lafayette, the Carlton or the Earthquake.  I am also surprised by any visual records 
of the Iron Guard.  They should be there, but I have not found the right sources yet.  Seen 
Nazi graffiti and a street vendor selling a bad painting of Hitler (85 Lei but I could not 
bring myself to spend money on it).  Early in the process, so I’m still hopeful. 
 
This morning at breakfast I was reading about creative flow and the importance of mental 
engagement and finding joy in work to reach those bursts of true creativity.  It started my 
morning on a positive note, but now I’m drawing a blank.  Time to review.  What I do 
need to do, however, is to start finding more places to sketch.  I have sketched twice at 
Caru’cu Bere and that is it.  Too cold to sketch outside and too wiped at the end of the 
day to think about it.  This is part of the process and I need to actively engage with my 
creativity or the trip will be a bust.  Maybe I need to stop looking for literal connections 
to Zoly’s story and just allow myself to be inspired by what I am seeing. I need to allow 
myself to fall into the stream.   As I edit, moments from the day begin to creep into the 
script.  I relocate one of Zoly and Heineleh’s conversations to Parcul Cismigui.  A dog 
barked at me when I was walking through the park outside Parliament so I am having a 
dog bark at Zoly on the bridge.  Stray dogs are too much of a fixture in Bucharest to be 
ignored.  I need to make the story real without losing integrity.  The moments seem real 
and honest, so hopefully that is the secret. 
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Character sketch of Zoly Zamir– 25 July 2012 
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Sketches from Military Museum (above) and Parliament (below) 
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19 December 2012 
 
Okay.  I don’t know how I missed three days of journaling.  I guess I suck at being a self-
reflective practitioner.  That said, today was fantastic.  Really.  It was like -6 outside with 
wind chill and snowing, but it was an amazing day. 
 
I toured the Palace of Parliament, which was fine and lovely, but the greatness came 
after.  I walked the circumference despite not wanting to deal with the cold and snow.  
First, I met a lovely dog at the front gate.  Yes, I am a big sap.  Yes, I felt terrible about 
him being cold and covered with ice.  He was a sweet boy so I can only assume the 
guards take care of him.  And then I went to NMAC – National Museul Art 
Contemporary.  I went up to the top to work my way down and at the Café, I struck up a 
conversation with Octav Avramescu.  Okay. That’s not correct.  He struck up a 
conversation with me.  Next thing we were talking about comics and he had given me 
contact information for Mihaela Precup at the University whose doctoral work was in 
literature of trauma, told me where to find a Romanian comic art exhibit at the Modern 
Art Museum and told me about Clerical Fascism and the Miklos Horty genocide (1918).  
Now I have a couple of days to follow up on all this information before the holidays hit.  
I emailed Precup, but even if that does not pan out I am re-energized about my project.  
Octav was excited and was talking about how I should come back and lecture at the 
university once I am finished.  Whatever it was, he was a fantastic salesman and I walked 
out with a stack of Romanian comics that I can’t read (Google Translate will be working 
hard).  The Czech Film Poster exhibit was on the same floor and was truly amazing, too.   
 
I came back to the hotel and had two recommended books from the University Library 
and finally figured out where it is (I was looking in the wrong part of town).  I will be 
heading there as soon as they open tomorrow.  Thrilled to actually be doing concrete 
research.  I don’t mean to downplay what I have been doing, but its more ephemeral and 
difficult to quantify.  Walking the city is giving the story flavor and me a clearer image of 
what it must have been like for Zoly, but it’s not a tactile, immediate product.  These 
sojourns will pay dividends when I start to construct the graphic novel.  True, I wanted to 
sketch but that doesn’t work when its cold and snowing outside and the cafes are packed 
too tightly to pull out the drafting supplies…not to mention feeling self conscious 
whenever anyone tries to look over my shoulders.  I have come up with some character 
sketches and some bad renderings of the interior of Caru’cu Bere, but it’s not really much 
to speak of at this point.  The photos, I think, will be a huge asset later on when trying to 
reconstruct the city of 1938.   
 
Last night I walked through the Victoria Shopping Center that used to be the Galleries 
Lafayette (built and owned by the same people as Grand Hotel Lafayette).  It was a big 
disappointment.  All the character is gone under layers of plaster, bad communist décor 
and flea market booths.   
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One thing I need to embrace when constructing my pages is negative space.  I’m so intent 
on filling up pages normally that I forget the power in absence – and taking in 
consideration what I am writing about this is something I can’t overlook.  Especially 
when considering how absent the Iron Guard is in the national record.  Blot out the things 
that make us look bad.  I need to bring more to this than just a clean graphic presentation.  
The art needs to evoke more than representation.  It needs to be the breathe of the story.  
 
20 December 2012 
 

    
 
Research at the university library was a funny thing.  Once I figured out the logistics of 
getting into the building (tucked around the corner with no signage) and getting through 
security and getting a workstation assigned, I had to turn in book requests and they were 
delivered to my station.  The books on Bucharest were gently laid on the table, but once I 
requested books on the Iron Guard (unfortunately all in Romanian and no pictures) they 
were slammed disgustedly on the table.  Maybe I’m reading too much into it, or I 
expected a variation in behavior, but I don’t think my observations were too out of line.  
Unfortunately the books on Bucharest were the same as the one I had already purchased.  
The CD Rom did not work properly, so a tech had to come up which took a good portion 
of my time.  There were some decent photos and I sketched a quick mock-up of a photo 
of Park Cismigui, but nothing earth shattering.  As previously stated, the books on the 
Iron Guard where relatively useless.  I transcribed a few sections when I recognized a 
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name or looked promising based on my limited knowledge or Romanian but they didn’t 
produce much of use once I was able to plug the text into Google Translate.  Ah well.  
Still an interesting experience to research in a foreign library.  I wish Octav’s friend had 
gotten back in touch with me, but I will try sending her a more comprehension email 
once I get back home. 
 
After my rather failed attempt to conduct research, I found my way to the Jewish Choral 
Temple (which looked spectacular from photos) only to discover it was closed for 
renovations.  Guess the “official” end of the world is not going to be my day. 
 
 
21 December 2012 
 
Well the world hasn’t ended yet, so I guess I will need to finish my thesis. 
 
At the National Art Museum today I started to think it might be interesting or effective to 
use the works of Romanian artists as reference points for splash images.  As an 
American, many of the works I’ve seen at the museum are new to me and maybe in 
referencing them I can increase awareness and/or interest in Romanian art…even if it is 
just for myself.  This may be a bad idea, but it came to me when I came across some 
images of peasant life and thought, wow, these images can block out my farm scenes.  I 
remember, now.  It was the painting of a gypsy girl – Safta the flower girl – and I 
thought, I could change Sansa to Safta and the idea started to grow from that.  I wouldn’t 
outright copy just subtle references with citation.  I don’t know.  It’s a thought that needs 
more thinking.  I was also thinking about style and how I want to approach backgrounds 
and setting with a much looser, almost impressionistic style.  I’m not good with being 
loose, so it would certainly be good practice for me…and I like the idea of combining 
these kinds of background with vaguely anime figures.  There was a pencil sketch of a 
kitchen that triggered this thought, which made me think back to my sketches at the 
library yesterday.  The drawings of the door and window were not great but the wobbly, 
directed lines were evocative and I think this may actually work well for the story.  I’ll 
need to compose some test pages, but at this stage I like the idea of it. 
 
Walked up to the Museum of the Romanian Peasant afterwards.  I really kind of love this 
city.  It’s all kinds of screwed up.  The beautiful buildings are falling apart and the 
hideous new buildings are fully occupied.  Graffiti everywhere.  Lots of horns honking.  
The comparisons to Paris are not fair to Paris, but also kind of slight Bucharest.  People 
expecting Paris are going to be sorely disappointed and miss the uniquely interesting 
character of the city.  It’s Berlin without the economic boom, haunted by communism 
and stray dogs. 
 
Okay then.  Santa and Mrs. Claus just came into Coliseum Pizza for dinner.   Seriously.  
And my camera is back in the room charging. 
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22 December 2012 
 
The train ride was not great.  Apparently requiring reservations for the train doesn’t mean 
you actually limit the number of people on the train.  Despite having a seat, I ended up 
standing the entire trip.   
 
Otherwise, it was very nice to see Adriana again and meet her family.  The language 
barrier makes conversation a bit awkward at times, I know I don’t always understand 
what she is trying to say and I can tell from the look in her eyes she doesn’t always quite 
get what I am saying, but its still nice to be able to speak in English with someone for 
more than a minute.  Her daughter is a very talented artist.  As she likes to work in 
computer programs, I need to show her Anton Semenov and Chris Mars, so she can see 
what is possible with the programs. 
 
Interesting, too, to hear Adriana’s desire to leave Romania.  She feels she has no future in 
the country, no ability to advance.  It’s hard for me to understand as a tourist because, for 
me, everything here is so cheap.  I’m not being properly reflective here and it makes me 
feel guilty to express quite everything I want to.  We talked about dogs and she said the 
reason there are so many strays is because of the communist relocations from country to 
city.  Like Bucharest, Braila is a city waiting for change to come to it.  It needs an 
infusion of life, some sort of economy or business that can give the area a starting point: a 
place to work, a reason to live.  Me, I would just open a dog shelter. 
 
I walked back to the hotel after coffee last night.  Adriana wanted to go back to her home 
to visit more, but I was tired and sadly no longer up for company.  I do not know her well 
enough for an extended visit.  How do I say this?  A part of me wants to get on the train 
and just leave in the morning.  This is the same part that tried to talk me out of going to 
the NMAC.  The part of myself afraid of new things or the little bit of discomfort that 
leads to personal growth.  Sometimes I need to tell myself to shut up. 
 
25 December 2012 
 
Last day in Bucharest.  At this point, I don’t know what I have gained from the trip.  Was 
it worthwhile?  Yes, but I don’t know how directly what happened here will impact my 
thesis.  I don’t want, as KT suggested, to simply submit a report.  I need to realize/think 
about what I have gained from being here.  Perspective?  Sure.  I have a much clearer 
understanding of how locations relate, how the city feels, how the light plays on buildings 
after a snow.  And yet, I have no sketches to speak of.  It was too cold to sit outside 
(though I tried once…not good…).  The most impact has been on fine-tuning the script.  I 
got some good material – The Holocaust Studies book I picked up at the bookstore has 
some good insights.  But, the thing I gained the most is a question about the Romanian 
understanding of the Holocaust.  There seems to be a denial of Romanian complicity in 
the Holocaust.  Everything bad seems to be German in origin.  The Iron Guard is 
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practically ignored in the Historical record and so now has taken on a kind of mythical 
status as saviors of Romanian integrity.  The old fears and hatreds still simmer because 
there is no comprehensive understanding of the past.  The Holocaust is denied and then 
Jews are blamed for communism – the same old associations and fears of the Third Reich 
are still very much alive. 
 
Mark asked me to be a guest writer for his travel blog on Bucharest.  This is what I 
submitted: 
 

In his 1944 memoir, The Long Balkan Night, Leigh White states, 
“Bucharest is like no other city in Europe.  Superficially, it reminded me 
of Tulsa, Oklahoma…Food and liquor cost next to nothing; and 
mistresses—with mink coats at $350—were no more of a luxury than 
automobiles…Compared with Bucharest, even Paris was a prude.” Nearly 
seventy years later, the description remains astonishingly accurate.  
Bucharest is a city of corruption haunted by the lingering specter of 
communism.  
The veracity of warnings about Bucharest was proven within hours of 
arriving.  So, yes, the sex workers are bold, the cab drivers are crooks, 
decay is rampant and the streets are overrun with stray dogs. Bucharest is 
not a city of great first impressions.  And yet, in spite of these issues, it is 
the moments of surprising beauty that attain prominence in my memory: 
the sun emerging after the snow to turn the Palace of Parliament 
ephemeral in the distance and a magical amber sunset as Christmas lights 
flicker on over University Plaza.  Wandering Cismigiu Park is a step back 
in time: the laughter of skaters on the ice, vintage park benches buried 
under snow and a dizzying array of belle époque roofs above the trees.   

Bucharest is also home to a number of fantastic museums.  The 
Museum of the Romanian Peasant (www.muzeultaranuluiroman.ro) 
receives the most praise, but it is the National Museum of Contemporary 
Art (http://www.mnac.ro) attached to the Palace of Parliament that caught 
my imagination.   Currently, the museum is exhibiting a collection of 
Czechoslovakian Film Posters from 1960 to 1980, a subReal Retrospective 
and “Please, No Photos,” an exhibition of Angelika Platen’s photography.  
I loved the museum, but The Czech Film Posters stand out.  As a record of 
cinema advertising under a politically restrained regime, the posters evoke 
history and adopt design elements of minimalism, surrealism and pop-art.  
The artists often created their images without viewing the films, drafting 
based on a title or a brief summary, and in turn producing images fantastic 
and allegorical.  A lot of my admiration for the museum also stems from 
Octav in the gift shop.   Friendly and informed, he is a fount of knowledge 
about local arts and artists.  The museum is open Wednesday through 
Sunday, but call ahead.  The first Saturday I attempted to attend, the 
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museum was closed for a private workshop.  Also worth a visit is The 
Romanian National Museum of Art (http://www.mnar.arts.ro).  The space 
may be in need of a facelift, but if you can see beyond the dingy fifties 
décor, the artwork is spectacular (check out the painting by Aurel Popp 
and the sculpture by Dmitirie Paciurea) and provides a strong overview of 
Romanian artists along with the typical European Masters like Monet, 
Holbein and Seurat. 

Generally speaking, I despise group tours but the one-day, two 
castles tour by Travelmaker (www.travelmaker.ro) was exceptional.  The 
benefit of travel in winter is a relative dearth of tourists, so our group of 
two plus guide packed comfortably into a Dacia.  Our guide was informed 
and personable, transforming the tour into an outing with friends rather 
than a daily hire.  The tour consisted of stops at the Monastery and Peles 
Castle in Sinaia before heading on to Brasov and Bran Castle.   
  If at some point you decide to venture into Romania, head the 
warnings.  Don’t take a cab in Bucharest.  The bus from the airport is 
convenient and cheap and you don’t have to worry about having your 
luggage or your life held hostage.  You are better off.  The surprises of the 
city come from wandering, of finding a historical treasure buried between 
communist monstrosities.  And bring some sausages with you as you 
wander.  The strays will appreciate it. 

 
Always good to have a chance to write.  I’m off to Brasov in the morning.  Time to 
explore Transylvania – not really applicable to my research, but certainly worthy of my 
time.  I’m hoping I can find some reference materials hidden in the countryside that is 
less visible in the city. 
 
26 December 2012 
 
Train from Bucharest left 1 hour and 40 minutes late and my luggage is too fucking 
heavy with the books that I bought, but other than that it was a fantastic day.  It is 
beautiful in Brasov.  I walked the old city walls and got some great photos.  Also time to 
think.  I’ve been too focused on the text of my graphic novel and have lost sight of the 
visual.  I’ve been far too logical about how I am approaching things – wanting to get all 
the details in order – that I haven’t had time to really focus on how things look.   
 
Out walking after dinner, I stepped two feet from the tourist strip and found myself face 
to face with the cross of the legion of the archangel Michael on a sign for totul pentru 
tara.  Just looked at the website, and now that I have left Bucharest this is what I find: 
 

Held at the headquarters of the Party "Everything for the Country" in 
Bucharest, 21 Joy Street, the exhibition includes original images in the 
history of the Party "Everything for the Country" and the Legionary 
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Movement, valuable documents, books and barely concealed Guard during 
the interwar decades of communist dictatorship Antonescu past these 
organizations related objects and images and extracts from the press about 
the re post-December in 1993 the Party "Everything for the Country" and 
evolution Legionary Movement after 1989. 

 
Why could I find nothing on this when I 
was in Bucharest?  I looked!!!!  I guess 
better late discovering it than never, but 
seeing the exhibit would have been 
helpful.  Of course, I could have gotten 
myself beaten up.  The website is 
interesting: www.totul-pentru-tara.ro. 
 
Meanwhile, the Brasov sign on the 
mountain lights up at night.  With the 
dark and fog, it floats above the city like 
a cartoon caption.  The square is lively at 
night, even in the cold.  Hard to imagine 
why: the shops leave a lot to be desired 
and anything that looks vaguely 
interesting has already closed.  I don’t 
think the tourist shop has anything 
actually made in Romania – it all looks 
like complete tack made in Hong Kong.  
However, walking through the city at 
night – and it’s odd because this didn’t 
really bother me in daylight – I began to 
wonder why the best trips in my life am I 
always on my own.  It would be nice to 
have someone to share my life with, so 
maybe at some point I need to figure out 
how that works.  

     
 
 
27 December 2012 
 
I am on the train to Sighisoara.  Gloomier weather today and I was a bit disappointed.  
Seemed like all the museums in Brasov were closed today.  I was really only crushed that 
the old school museum was closed: I was looking forward to seeing it and taking photos 
for Dr. Bolin.  How many times have I travelled at this time of year?  I wonder how many 
more it will take before I learn my lesson: holidays = closed. 
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Still, I sat down in a café and started determining panel breakdowns for the graphic 
novel.  I hope this is the first step in approaching the material more visually.  Really basic 
at this point, but I need to start considering how images relate.  I know environment is 
going to be important for the story, so I need to give time to create and explore place.  
I’m on page 13 of the script, which has played out as 22 pages of breakdowns.  At this 
rate, I should be looking at a 186 page finished novel.  That’s a lot of work, but I’m 

getting excited about it.  I need to 
decide what is important to me 
visually.  There is a part of me 
that wants to emulate the 
complexity of Chris Ware’s page 
design, but I don’t think that will 
serve the story.  There are also a 
few design flourishes that have 
crossed my mind but, again, I 
think they detract from the 
narrative and the intent of the 
material.  I think a single page 
with just Zoly’s jacket is a clear 
narrative statement that works as 
design and story.  I think I kind 
of want to emulate the emotional 
punch of Manga without the 
garish, overly dramatized 
expressions.  Seeing as I’ve 
taken my character design a bit in 
that direction already, it seems 
like a kind of natural flow.  I 
don’t want to emulate manga, but 
I think it can be a very powerful, 
useful influence. 
 

McLoud breaks down comic styles into four categories: classicist, formalist, animist and 
iconoclast.  I think I fall – for this project at least – more in the animist/iconoclast 
category.  Emotion is definitely a higher priority than exploring form and the story is far 
more important than classical ideas of beauty.  If anything, what I am doing is about the 
antithesis of beauty.  That said, I still think there can be moments of beauty and I’m not 
trying to create a fringe book – I want to create something that has some commercial 
appeal so the story can reach as many people as possible.  And as for form, I like the idea 
of bringing elements of European, Asian and American comic book/manga styles 
together.  We exist on the same planet, are all the same at the core and embracing the 
commonalities is part of what I hope to encourage. 
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The countryside between Brasov and Sighisoara is amazing.  Total werewolf country.  Its 
foggy and gloomy and everything is shrouded in white.  The trees are mist and the color 
has been leached from the world.  Everything is a shade of black or grey.  Even the white 
of the snow has been corrupted, a pale mirror of the spectral sky.  All I need to know is a 
gypsy woman to roll up in a cart to warn of dangerous omens and everything will be 
perfect.  It will be dark when I arrive in Sighisoara, which is kind of perfect.  I get to have 
my first taste of Dracula’s birthplace at a time when he can actually walk the streets.  
Children of the night….shut up!  First night in Sighisoara and there is fog, a full moon 
and dogs howling in the distance.  I don’t think it could be any more perfect (well, 
maybe…this restaurant is full of cigarette smoke and dirty looks.  Either that don’t like 
tourists or just men eating alone.  Also, some American tourists said I looked like a Nazi 
as I walked past because apparently they didn’t think I could understand). 
 
28 December 2012 
 
I’m kind of glad this adventure is winding up.  I’ve been on my own for too long and I’m 
definitely starting to feel isolated and, more importantly, I’m missing the Onslow and CC 
Blooms. 
 
Moody morning gave way to a sunny afternoon.  Still on the cool side, though.  I 
wandered rather aimlessly about the city and, despite the spectacular views and beautiful 
old buildings, it all seemed rather dull.  The gift shops are horrendous – mostly all 
novelty crap from China.  I did find a few nice presents for my mom, Rob, Natalie and 
Mary Lee.  I was also disappointed that yet another school museum was closed for the 
holiday.   
 
Trying the other recommended restaurant, Quattro Amici (a pizza place).  The walls are 
covered with Modesty Blaise comic strips so that’s promising.  Much happier attitude 
than the restaurant last night…which, again, probably has more to do with me being on 
my own than any actual slights.  I feel isolated so I think I interpret every look as 
negative. 
 
Not much to say today, really.  I sketched a bit in a café but it was rather listless, like me.  
Going to take a taxi tour of fortified churches in the area tomorrow.  The proprietor of the 
pension set it up for me. 
 
29 December 2012 
 
The year is wrapping up quickly, as is my time in Romania.  Ended up taking a taxi from 
Sighisoara to Sibiu – stopping at a few fortified churches and castles on the way.  
Beautiful day for a drive.  The fog settled in the valleys like a shroud, so we would dart in 
and out of sunshine and soup all day long.  Got into Sibiu at about 4:30 – enough time to 
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appreciate the spectacular view from my room and take a quick walk through the old city 
before darkness settled in.   
 
I know I should reflect now, but I’m tired.  Brilliant day, though not necessarily 
applicable to my thesis – but then it all applies.  In getting to understand Romania I am a 
step closer to understanding Zoly and his story.  But the last two days have been 
exhausting and, at 7:37 pm, I’m ready for bed.  Such a sad old man. 
 

    
 
30 December 2012 
 
Last day in Romania and I tried to put it to good use.  After walking the old city wall, I 
climbed to Council Tower for the view of the city and followed this with a tour of the art 
museum and the history museum.  The history museum, of course, stopped well shy of 
the events of WWII.  I had a halting conversation with one of the volunteers, but from 
what I could gather he does not like living in Romania.  Sad that this feeling persists 
everywhere I go.  Sibiu seems like a fairly affluent town, though probably not as well off 
as Brasov.  The mountains certainly give the city a picturesque setting, but then I guess 
appearances can be deceiving. 
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And now its time to put some serious thought into what I have gained from the last few 
weeks in Romania.  I’ve said it before, but I think the payoff is something I will realize 
over time.  I have a clearer picture of Zoly’s narrative now.  Simple things, like the 
proximity of Caru’cu Bere to the Grand Hotel Lafayette and the Postal Palace.  The light 
after the snow, that turns distant buildings to mist and diffuses light into a soft, 
impermanent glow.  The reality of social problems that persist from Zoly’s time and the 
denial about Romanian complicity in the Holocaust echo strongly throughout the country. 
But what is tangible?  My sketchbook is woefully empty.  The streets were too cold, the 
cafes too uninviting or the views from the windows too drab, and the excuses too many.  
I have a lot of excuses.  That’s sad, and I hope it doesn’t reflect on the finished work.  I 
believe I put my time to good use but I could not find the inspiration to create.  I took a 
multitude of pictures that I can put to good use.  I made subtle changes to the narrative in 
an attempt to flesh out the world of Bucharest.  I started to block out the pages, taking 
into consideration the Romanian artists and the architecture I looked at.  I think the idea 
of framing panels to reference Romanian artists could be a good idea as long as it isn’t 
plagiarism.  I’m most upset that I found no one to talk to about the time period.  Centropa 
did not pay off.  Of the two contacts they sent me, only one responded and she was out of 
town during my visit.  Meeting Octav at NMAC was a huge blessing, but the contacts he 
gave me did not pay off when I was there.  The language barrier was a huge problem and 

      
Painting of Vittorio Amadeul I, King of Sardina by Martin Meytens from Sibiu 

Museum of Art used as inspiration for character design of Mr. Solomonidis. 
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one I did not give adequate consideration before I left.  I can partially rectify this problem 
by interviewing Yardena, if she is willing.  It will be interesting to hear her perspective 
on Zoly’s narrative and what it was like growing up as the child of a survivor.  I can ask 
Zoly again about talking to Inga to get her perspective of her time in Bucharest.   
 
I don’t know if I’m going to have an answer to any of these thoughts soon.  My feet are 
tired and my body and my mind are both fairly exhausted from the non-stop exploration 
of Romania.  I do believe I have gained a relative understanding of the country that will 
positively influence the work.  At this point, however, I’m too tired to bring it to fruition. 
 
The train for Lyon leaves at 8:32 am, or something like that.  Hopefully the train ride will 
give me more time to reflect.  I hope a New Year’s Eve train ride will be fairly empty.   
Surely most people have family and friends with whom they want to ring in the New 
Year.  Course, might be an opportunity to make friends – if they speak English.  
  
 
 
31 December 2012 
 
On my way to Budapest.  Romania has been great but the most lasting memory is going 
to be my despair about the stray dogs.  Call me a sap or a dork or a wimp, I don’t recall 
ever feeling so strongly that I needed to do something about a problem before. I can’t 
imagine my dogs having to live in the cold and forced to forage for food.  No dog should 
have to live like that.  I know people shouldn’t have to live like that either, and it is 
probably a sad statement about my own humanity that I am more concerned with the 
plight of homeless dogs than homeless people, but that’s how it is.  Now I need to figure 
out what I can do about it.  Perhaps if I sell my graphic novel, I can use the money to start 
making a difference.  I know, putting the cart before the horse again. 
 
I have nine hours on this leg of the journey to Lyon.  More than likely I will be back with 
more thoughts.  Breaking down the script into pages and panels is far more complex than 
I would have thought.  I want to avoid getting too specific at this point.  I want the 
freedom for the pages to happen as I start drawing…but I need to have some sort of plan.  
I don’t simply want a procession of 9-panel pages.  I like the idea of starting with a 
staccato rhythm or regularity of panels that begins to break down with the arrival of the 
Sheins.  That said, there will be splash pages and moments of variation prior to this, but 
from their introduction I want there to be a gradual decay in the structure of the book that 
reaches its apex with the slaughterhouse.  As Zoly confronts Alimanescu about his 
alteration of the passport, the regularity should begin to creep back into the layout. 
 
I also need to think about visual motifs – patterns or images that could repeat throughout 
the story.  I saw a wallpaper pattern in the Sibiu art museum the other day, and I think I 
want to use it for the hotel: twisting vines covered with what looked like swarms of black 
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insects (or black buds) and beautifully stylized birds.  Showing that cycle of life and 
death in the background will hopefully be subtle enough but still add an extra dimension 
to the narrative.  Also, as the nightingale appears on the first page, it wouldn’t hurt to 
have him appear at key moments throughout the story.  The idea of maps – direction, city 
planning, etc – is introduced early and I would like to see it return as long as it doesn’t 
become gimmicky or predictable. 
 
Still en route to Budapest.  They finally switched out the first class cabin – apparently 
just for me.  I have the whole car to myself.  We are supposed to arrive in Budapest 
around 5:50 and then the train for Zurich leaves at 7:10.  I hope we are still on schedule. 
“I vant to go to Budapesht,” but I don’t want to have to find lodging (or pay for it) on 
New Year’s Eve. 
 
Oh, yes, and one final thought about Sibiu.  For a world heritage site, their graffiti shows 
an appalling lack of creativity.  The taggers were more effective in Braila… 
 
Hungary is completely covered in fog.  It started almost as soon as we crossed the border 
and has only gotten denser the further into the country we have gotten.  I wonder if it will 
clear by Budapest.   I vant to shee Budapesht.  Sorry, I know I already used this lame ass 
joke once but its been three weeks without a decent conversation in English, I have to 
keep myself entertained somehow. 
 
1 January 2013 
 
Something about waking up in a train passing through the Swiss Alps that makes me feel 
like James Bond.  Not a bad way to start the New Year, especially seeing as I felt like 
Nancy Drew in Sighisoara.  Arriving in Zurich now. 
 
Zurich is a beautiful city, at least from what I could see in the proximity of the train 
station.  Probably one of the nicer train stations I have ever been in, and they certainly 
have a big shopping area tucked underneath the station.  I slept better than I thought, as I 
feel pretty good today.  If I can take a shower first, I may even go with Rob to visit 
Philippe’s family. 
 
This is too quick a tour of Switzerland.  Some day I will have to come back.  I need to 
add Freiburg and Bern to my list of cities to visit, at least judging from train window 
views. Lausanne, nestled on a lake at the foot of the Alps looks spectacular, too.  And, 
unlike Sibiu, they appear to have fantastic graffiti. Looks like it would be a great place to 
live (judging on first impressions from a moving train – so not a very credible testimony).  
The rain has started.   
 
So apparently, despite what I was told from the reservation agent in Bucharest and from 
what Rob was told in Lyon, I have to have a reservation for the TGV from Geneva to 
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Lyon.  Had to pay 10 euros for the “reservation” on the train, but that’s not really the 
point.  If I had been given correct information I could have booked the ticket in Zurich (I 
had plenty of time) and saved myself the embarrassment.  And if this is a “global pass” 
that can be reserved at any train station, why couldn’t I make the reservation in 
Bucharest?  And why was Rob told I could just get on the train with my eurail pass?  I 
guess ignorance/lazy employees are everywhere.  France is awfully grey compared to 
Switzerland.  Cross the Alps and it turns from a fairytale postcard into film noir. 
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Appendix D: Zoly Zamir Interview Transcripts 
 
Interview One: March 15, 2012 
 
First of all, let me welcome you to my humble little apartment here. Today is Thursday, 
March 15th or 16th I think, following your request I will start off that  
 
I was born in a little village (Siu Magerus) in Transylvania, Romania on January 27th, 
1922 and according to my late mother it was a Saturday and evidently my late father was 
in the Synagogue.  I looked up one of those old calendars that showed the dates and the 
27th was not a Saturday.  Was born on January 22nd but it took 
 
I was registered as Zoltan Schulzinger, son of Herman Schulzinger and Esther 
Schulzinger.  Those are my late parents. At the age of 4, I lost my father in an accident.  
His business on the farm was…we had a little farm but we didn’t farm it,  but we had 
some gypsy families on the property that did the farming for my family.  Also the men 
did the work on the hides that my late father used to buy from various hunters like foxes: 
silver foxes, blue foxes, red foxes.  All these foxes were in those Carpathian Mountains in 
the area where I was born. He used to buy them from the hunters and bring them in a 
horse wagon, bring them in to the farm area.  There were some sheds there that the 
gypsies would rub that hide with something to preserve it, I don’t know what it was, and 
then they would stretch it and hang it under a shed.  And it was hanging for a long time 
for it to cure.  They would take it off those little sticks that they were hanging or 
stretching on.  My father had a lay away place where they would accumulate in there and 
once a year a merchant from Sweden would come to that little village called Siu Magerus 
in Transylvanian and purchase everything he had accumulated for the whole year.  My 
late mother told me later that on after I lost my father that he would accumulate 150-200 
hides red foxes and 150-200 silver foxes and of course there were other kinds of furs he 
would buy like rabbits and everything else.  This man would buy them once a year and 
pay him in gold coins.  I don’t know why but my mother said he was always paying in 
gold coins.  I imagine they didn’t know the difference in the monetary value between the 
Romanian lei to the Swedish whatever it was…I don’t remember the denomination.  
Anyhow, after my father passed away in an accident my mother decided to dissolve the 
business because she couldn’t continue it.  Her mother lived with us.  As a matter of fact 
she was the director of the farm in as much as the gypsy women that lived there on our 
farm were taught by my grandmother how to milk the cows and how to skim the cream 
from the milk and how to make cheese and butter.  We were self-sufficient. And the farm 
supplied just about everything other than sugar and flour.  Other than that…We had 
geese, about 40-50 geese running around and my grandmother always had two or three of 
them secluded, fenced in, that she would force feed. Those that were force-fed every 
evening she made a mixture of corn meal with something and then take these geese and 
ram it down their throat.  They got so fat they could hardly walk.  My grandmother 
intended to make them fat because she cooked in the kitchen only with goose fat.  She 
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never accepted any other oil.  Oil, she said, was for greasing wheels and carriages but not 
to eat.  Goose fat, since she was a Jewish kosher woman, goose fat was the number one 
ingredient either that or butter if it was something prepared with milk.  The ritual was that 
on Wednesday she would take on of those geese to the ___________ the guy that his job 
was to slaughter.  There is a special prayer you have to say before you slaughter an 
animal and also a special knife you have to use.  In the Jewish religion it is very 
important that the animal should not suffer. If the goose was slaughtered now and she 
took it home on Wednesday, Thursday she plucked the feathers off and opened the goose 
up.  The liver was huge.  She took the liver back to the guy that slaughtered the goose and 
if he checked it out and said it was kosher – no spots no anything on the liver – she 
prepared the liver for Friday noon.  For example, Friday noon we had a piece of braised 
goose liver with mashed potatoes and some sauted onions in goose fat and also the little 
chiccharones left from the skin of the goose after she diluted and got the fat out, the little 
skins were very crunchy and very delicious.  For the first 8 years of my life, that’s what I 
had every Friday.  And of course the goose was prepared for Friday night. 
 
My mother decided to dissolve the business and go to Argentina.  She had In Buenos 
Aires a half-sister.  Consequently she went to Bucharest, the capitol, to take care of the 
papers.  In Bucharest she met a third or fourth cousin of hers, a gentleman who helped 
her get those papers and when she had those paper ready to depart with them he said to 
her, “Why Esther would you go to Argentina? Marry me and I will take care of you, your 
children and your mother.”  So when I was about 11, I got a stepfather.   
 
Between the age of 8-11 I kind of wandered from one place to another, and because of 
that I had to go three years in first grade.  The second school did not want to recognize 
the first school’s credentials, the third school did not want to recognize the 
second…anyhow I spent three years in first grade and I wound up in Bucharest for 3rd and 
4th grade.  In 4th grade you had to take an additional language, which was French.  It was 
obligitoir.  You had to take a language.  In the 4th grade, near the end of it, 1936 or 1937 
– I don’t remember exactly, the Romanian government decided not to educate Jewish 
children anymore in Bucharest.  Consequently of that, the principal of the school asked 
all the classes to go out in the backyard and line up.  1st, 2nd, 3rd, 4th.   We did.  He came 
and stepped on a little wooden box. And said all little Jewish boys and girls make a step 
forward.  We did.  We were anywhere from 14-17 children.  And he said these words, 
“Donate your uniforms to your colleagues and go home.  Do not come back.  The 
Romanian government decided not to educate Jewish children anymore.”  
 
Well what can I tell you?  I went home and I arrived home crying.  I wasn’t crying 
because they threw me out of school.  I was crying because they took my jacket which 
my mother bought.  I was upset about it.  When I came in and called my mother, 
immediately she tried to quiet me down and wiped the tears from my cheeks and asked, 
“Why do you cry?”  I told her.  They took my jacket away and told me to go home and 
not to come back, they’re not going to educate Jewish children anymore. Well my mother 
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cleaned my eyes and my cheeks and she said don’t worry son I will buy you another 
jacket.  However, you have to know there are some very difficult times coming our way.  
I didn’t understand really what she meant.  But it didn’t take long and I did realize what 
she meant.  In the meantime, since I couldn’t go to school, I thought I am going to go…in 
the neighborhood we had a tennis court…and offer my services to pick up tennis balls.  
And they accepted me because I did that when I was in school also.  However, in the fall, 
they quit playing tennis and I was looking for another job.  I landed a job in a restaurant 
as a busboy. Mind you, I spoke five languages at that time, at that age.  I was fourteen 
and a few months old. One of the waiters…they fired me from that job.  Evidently they 
didn’t like me.  I didn’t like them either.  One of the waiters, said why don’t you go to 
this hotel, this first class hotel by the name Grand Hotel Lafayette on Calea Victoriei, on 
one of the main streets in Bucharest.  The manager there is a Hungarian from Budapest 
and I know that they are looking for elevator operators.  I am sure that you will get it.  I 
was blond, had green eyes and I spoke perfect German.  One of those five languages that 
I learned was from the children that I played with and most of those children were 
German children.  There were also Hungarian children, Romanian children and Gypsy 
children.  And it’s amazing that every child was interested to teach me his language 
except for the Gypsies.  The gypsies wanted to learn our languages but they refused to 
teach us their Roma language.  I know a few words that I learned but they are the ugly 
words in the language and I don’t want to mention them. 
 
I did go to the hotel and I talked to the manager, in Hungarian.  Evidently he liked very 
much the way I looked and the way I talked to him.   He said, you come in tomorrow 
morning and our tailor is going to make your uniform.  I did.  The next morning I came in 
I was very happy.  I still didn’t know what was going to be my job.  They put me in a 
dark blue cloth uniform with about 40 shiny buttons on my chest, a high collar that 
snapped in front to hold my cheek up.  It was very strong red.  On my pants, on each side 
of my pants, two red stripes that went down all the way from the top of the pants to the 
shoe and around the shoe came a piece of elastic and buttoned up on the inside the pant 
so that this elastic kept the pant always very straight.  It looked good.  On my head I had 
a round hat made out of cardboard but the outside of it was covered with the same blue 
color, the inside of it was lined.  It had two rings, gold, around the hat and between the 
two rings on the front it said, “LIFT.” Which is elevator in Romanian. In order to keep 
that hat on my head, I had to have a little leather strap that was going from each side of 
the hat under my chin to hold it on there.  I was dressed very, very elegantly.  I had to 
learn though, the elevators in those days were not push button elevators.  I had to open 
the doors and close the doors from the outside of the elevator and open and close the 
doors from the inside of the elevator and then the elevator had a Manuela, or a lever, and 
in the middle, the upright middle position it was neutral.  If you pushed it forward and 
everything was closed it went up. Whenever you wanted to stop it, you had to release that 
lever.  But you had to know when to release it in order for the elevator to stop even with 
the floor.  On the backside it was going down.  I learned that in a hurry.  The customers 
of the hotel, they liked me very much.  I made very good income in tips that I got.  I 
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noticed after a few months that if I address the customer that I am taking up or down in 
his or her language, my tip is a little bigger.  So I spoke very good German, Hungarian, 
Romanian, Yiddish, but my French was not so good.  I learned in 4th grade primary the 
French grammar, not to carry a conversation.  SO I decided to enroll myself, and that was 
the end of 1936, to the school of languages called Berlitz.  I learned how to carry a 
conversation in French.  I learned in the next few months, it really works.  The way I 
figured it out.  If I address somebody in their language my tip is bigger.  So since we had 
still a lot of customers from England and from the United States that spoke only English, 
no other language at all, I decided to go back to Berlitz in 1937 and learn the English that 
you hear from me now.  That’s where I got the base of this English that you hear now. So 
here I was, I spoke six languages with my English.  In that job, in that hotel, beginning 
about 1940, mind you this is about 3 ½ years later, we suddenly saw there is a great 
influx of German tourists, men only.  And they had suitcases, but in their suitcases these 
Germans had their uniforms and their weapons. The reason for that was in 1937 or ‘38 
King Carol did not allow the Germans – he didn’t agree with Adolf Hitler - to allow the 
Germans come into Romania. Adolf Hitler on the other hand, in 1940, he knew he was 
going to invade Russia in 1941.  So he played King Carol a trick at the end of ‘39. He 
invited to Berlin King Carol’s prime minister, Ion Antonescu, and he knew Ion 
Antonescu was a pro-Nazi sympathizer of the Nazi party.  Bribed him in Berlin, told him 
to go back to Bucharest, get rid of King Carol, put King Carol’s son Michael on the 
throne as king and he, Ion Antonescu, would become a dictator. Sure enough that is what 
happened.  In this short period of time, these civilian Germans checked into the hotel. 
Civilian clothes. Man only.  In the elevator, we all spoke German with them.  I spoke 
German with all of them. One of them, a young man about 22, approached me in the 
elevator after about 2-3 weeks of taking him up and down, and offered me to be his guide 
for the city of Bucharest.  First he asked me if I knew the city. I said yes I do.  Will you 
be my guide?  Well, Matthew, I had a bicycle.  I never had a car there.  I took that offer 
of his with great joy.  Yes I want to.  We started going out with me showing him 
Bucharest.  Sometimes at five o’clock in the afternoon we went to a movie.  He insisted 
always when we would go out to go to a movie theater.  At that time I didn’t know why 
he wants to go to a movie theater.  Today I know.  We had before the main feature, we 
had a news reel called APFA News. APFA (Ufa?) news was nothing else but German 
propaganda because everything that happened in Germany and outside Germany today, 
they showed it on APFA news tomorrow in the movie theater.  I didn’t know then why he 
wanted to go. The fact was he wanted to go and I went with him.  After the movie we 
used to go and have dinner.  After dinner we went to a show or to a play.  After that we 
went to the cabaret, had a few drinks, danced with the girls there.  He was 22, I was 18.  
We already both of us knew about the bees and the birds.  So having after having danced 
with the girls, we took them home because he had a car.  By 1-1:30 in the morning he 
was taking me home.  This happened sometimes as much as three times a week, every 
other day.  For quite a few months.  On the way home, we were hungry again cause we 
had dinner early.  We used to stop at a place called Caru’cu bere, in Romanian this 
means the Wagon with Beer. It was near the main post office and it was the only beer 
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joint opened 24-7.  They served only cold cuts, white radish with a lot of salt on it and of 
course beer.  We enjoyed, every time we went, we enjoyed it tremendously.  I don’t 
remember, it was end of October or middle of November 1940.  We were sitting at a 
table after a beautiful evening that we had.  We were sitting in this joint Caru’cu bere. He 
looks across at me and says, “You know, you’re under suspicion that you’re a Jew.”  He 
says, “Zoltan, do you know you’re under suspicion that you’re a Jew?”  I almost choked 
because I had food in my mouth, but I swallowed a big one and looked back at him as 
sarcastically as he looked at me and I said, “Do you believe that?”  And he said, “Nein, 
aber wenn ihr wahres Ich muss dich töten.“ meaning, “No, but if it’s true I have to kill 
you.”  Well I don’t know today even how come I picked up my glass and said, “Let’s 
drink to that.  Prost.”  And we clicked the beer cans and we drank it and he took me 
home.  After that meal he took me home.  I chickened out.  I got so scared the next 
morning instead of going to work I sent my late brother who was two years older than me 
to tell the management I’m not coming to work, I’m sick.   
 
I want to back track a little bit. 
 
About two-three individuals that were steady residents.  Two of them steady residents, 
one a tourist.  The steady resident, the one of them that played a big role in my life, was 
Piui Alimanescu.  Piui Alimanescu resided at the hotel but he was the chief commissar 
for all tourists that come to Bucharest.  The chief concierge of the hotel and Piui 
Alimanescu had a deal going between them that if a tourist wanted to extend his visa, he 
Piui Alimanescu would not give it to him and send him back to the chief concierge.  The 
chief concierge would tell the tourist, yeah, I can make it, I can take care of it, but is 
going to cost you fifty dollars, sixty dollars. Eight out ten tourists agreed, they wanted to 
stay. So here was, the following it went like this, the money- half of the money went into 
his pocket, half went into the passport and the passport went into an envelope and he used 
to call me to take it because the police headquarters were only about a half a block away 
from the hotel on the same street.  And I used to, since my uniform didn’t have any 
pockets, I put the envelope between my uniform and my tummy.  I pushed my tummy out 
to hold it there until I got to the police.  When I came there, and I went into his office, he 
chased out everyone that was there, shut the door and said, “Let me have it.”  When I 
gave it to him, the first thing he did was open the envelope, took out the passport and 
turned it upside down.  If the money fell out, he didn’t even check what nationality 
passport was or the name of the person was, he took the money, put it in his pocket, took 
a big stamp, stamped a page and signed it and gave it back to me.  I took it back to the 
chief concierge.  That went on for years, sometimes three times a day I brought him these 
bribes. 
 
Another person that lived steady was a guy named Sammy Solomonidis.  Mr. 
Solomonidis was a merchant of live cattle.  He would buy live cattle in the Balkans and 
ship them to the Middle East.  He had two ships of his own that he was doing this 
business with.  When the Germans came in officially, because King Carol was out 
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Michael was king, Jan Antonescu was the dictator and the German Army rolled in – I 
think it was October or even September 1940.  It so happened they made their 
headquarters in that hotel.  They confiscated two floors and made their headquarters in 
that hotel and they had a sign up that said, “Deutsche Wehrmacht Octoberkommando 
Bucharest,” meaning the German army headquarters Bucharest.  And don’t you know my 
friend, that I used to go out with becomes the security officer.  One of the jobs that he had 
was to interrogate all the employees and issue them permits where they may and may not 
go in the hotel.  When I walk in – it was a one on one, we never had two people in the 
office – when I walk in, he sitting points a finger and me and says, “Zoltan, Du bist ein 
Deutscher, ist das nicht richtig?”… “Zoltan, you are a German isn’t that correct?”  And I 
said, “Jawohl.” I said, “Yes.” On that base, he gave me an ID that said Zoltan 
Schulzinger, folks…German.  The ID was on a brown little piece of flexible cardboard.  
It had my name, typewritten and a stamp with a big swasthika in the middle and his 
signature.  Well, here I am, back to work I can go anywhere I want to in the hotel.  Mr. 
Solomonidis observed this and asked if I could bring him a few letterheads from one of 
the offices, put a stamp on the bottom of the letterhead – the letterhead said “Deutsche 
Wehrmacht Octoberkommando Bucharest” – put a stamp on the bottom of it and bring it 
to him.  And I did.  I literally stole a few papers from the Germans.  It didn’t take long 
and he asked me again.  And again.  And every two weeks or so and he would ask me 
again.  I was always obliging but I never asked, what is it you do with these papers?  I 
was just very well rewarded with a very big tip.  And those tips actually were keeping 
food on the table for my family since my stepfather had to leave to Palestine in 1939 
because he was a deserter from the Romanian Army and someone was blackmailing him.  
I was the main producer of having food on the table. 
 
After he threatened me, and he said, “Zoltan, you’re under suspicion of being a Jew” and 
I chickened out, I went to see Mr. Solomonidis and asked if he could give me a job on 
one of his ships.  I would do anything – clean up after the oxen, what they drop, or feed 
them or whatever.  I don’t care.  He says where do you want to go? I said I want to go to 
Palestine.  He said, “Listen, if you can bring a passport that you are 17 years old, I will 
send you to Palestine first class.”  And he explained to me that there is a ship in 
Constanta with 186 children that are waiting for a bribe to arrive for the Germans and the 
Romanian hierarchy and then they would sail for Istanbul and from there by train for 
Palestine.  If you bring me a passport that you are seventeen, I will put you with those 
children and send you to Palestine first class.  I asked him where do you think I can get a 
passport?  And he said, that I don’t know.  You get a passport and bring it to me.  Well, 
this was end of November, beginning of December.  On the 5th of December 1940, I went 
into Mr. Alimanescu’s office.  Now he is really the big shot in the Seguranza, the security 
of Bucharest and he closed the door and said give me.  I said, well I’m sorry but this time 
I don’t have anything to give you.  I have something to ask for you to be so kind and 
issue me a passport.  He was still sitting in his chair.  He said, “Where do you want to 
go?” I said, “I want to go to Palestine.”  At that moment he jumped up out of his chair 
come and faced me, put his hands on his hips and said, “You’re a Jew?!?” And I said, 
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“Yes, sir, I am.”  “You never did tell me that!”  He knew me for almost four years now.  
Never did tell me that.  I said, “Well you never did ask me.  Now I’m here begging you to 
give me a passport.  I want to go to Palestine.”  He thought for a few minutes.  Evidently 
he had some thinking to do.  And he decided, “Yeah, I’ll give you a passport.  Bring me a 
birth certificate and two pictures.”  Well, I reached into the pocket of my jacket and I 
gave him the birth certificate and two pictures.  At that time, I say, “Maybe you can make 
the passport to say that I am seventeen.”  Well he blew his top, he cussed me out all the 
way to Noah.  “You dirty, stinking, filthy Jew. You want me to falsify papers.  I will give 
you a passport.  You do anything on that passport I will throw you in jail for the rest of 
your life.” I said, “Alright, just give me the passport.”  It was unheard of, December the 
5th, 1940, anybody to go to see this big shot, Piui Alimanescu, a Jew unless he 3-4 million 
lei to bribe him, to walk out of there 2 hours later with a tourist passport in his pocket but 
I did and it didn’t cost me a dime. Nothing.  He gave me the passport and warned me that 
if I modified anything, he was going to throw me in jail for the rest of my life.  I thanked 
him very much and left with the passport.  I was not walking but running to the hotel.   
 
The hotel had a lobby on the same floor as the street and from the lobby you had about 
eight steps to go down you came into a little room what was called the Reading Writing 
Room.  There were some individual tables with a little light, every little table had a little 
bottle with ink in it and a pen that you had to dip into the ink in order to write.  I took one 
of those pens, cleaned the tip of it, opened up the passport on the third page it says Vreme 
meaning age.  It was a one and an eight.  I scrapped away the curvature of that eight on 
the left upperside and the curvature of the eight on the lower right side, and now it said 
one and a very ugly looking seven.  A rounded seven.  In Europe the seven was a straight 
angle and crossed.  I didn’t like the way it looked.  So I decided to dip the pen back in the 
ink and go over the whole page.  I did.  It still looked very bad.  There was a little bit of 
room left where it said Vreme 1-7, there was a little bit of room there and I put in 
parenthesis 1923.  It looked much better but still very bad.  I gave that passport to Mr. 
Solomonidis. He looked at it.  He didn’t even look at the age.  He just looked into it and 
said, “How did you get that?” I told him, “I got it.” Two days later I had all the Visas.  
This Mr. Solomonidis bribed everybody in the city of Bucharest whether it was the 
foreign consul or foreign consulate or whatever, with a bribe he accomplished everything 
he wanted.  So, I gave him the passport, in two days he had the exit visa from Romania in 
the passport, entry visa into Turkey, exit visa from Turkey, entry visa to Syria, exit visa 
from Syria, entry visa to Lebanon and exit from Lebanon and entry visa to Palestine.  
Everything was ready.  All I had to do was get there.  I was amazed and when he handed 
me the passport I said, “Fantastic.  By the way, what did you do with those papers that I 
stole for you?”  He said, “Well, there is a forger here in town. For money—he has a 
German typewriter—for money he types out, that Mr. and Mrs. Rabinovitch or whoever 
and their two children can board the train from Bucharest to Constanta.” With that piece 
of paper and the signature that he made next to the stamp, Jewish families could leave 
Bucharest and go to Constanta. So actually, each of those papers saved a whole family.  
He was very happy for me and I was very happy, but here is what happened.  The boat 
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was supposed to leave December 31st 1940, the bribe didn’t arrive so the boat departure 
was postponed.  186 children were on the boat the whole time.  I was at home.  February 
I think the 17th, 1941 a new law came out – all Jews that want to leave Romania have to 
have an additional stamp in their passport that its good for departure.  The office that was 
taking care of the passports for these children called the Palestine office, sent all the 
passports, including mine, to Piui Alimanescu for the signature.  The messenger brought 
back all the immigrant passports of the children.  Mine was tourist.  Their’s was square 
and black, mine was oblong and blue.  My passport was not there.  I asked them, the 
messenger, did you see my passport somewhere?  He said, “Is yours the blue one?”  I 
said, “Yes.”  “It’s on the desk of Puiu Alimanescu and he said for you to come personally 
and pick it up.”  After remembering what he told me, that if I modified my passport he 
was going to throw me in jail, I knew this was it, I was never going to see my mother 
again.  He’s going to throw me in jail.  That’s what he said.  So again I went to the 
Reading Writing Room and wrote a short letter to my mother in Romanian, sealed it, 
addressed it, put a stamp on it and went to Mr. Alimanescu for my passport.  I was crying 
as soon as I walked in and he chased everyone out, I was crying.  Tears were running 
down my cheeks.  He had the passport on the table.  He said, “You dirty, stinking, 
bastard.  How dare…” On this I said, “Mr. Alimanescu, you took away my right to go to 
school, you took away the right for my mother to run a store, I don’t see any future for 
me in Romania and I will do anything.  Anything.  I’ll steal, falsify, modify, anything to 
get out of Romania.  And, if you promise me to mail this letter (and I pulled the letter out 
of my pocket) to my mother, I promise you I am going to zip up my lips and nobody will 
ever know of the businesses that you and I had together, of that I was the messenger that 
brought you bribes.”  For a few minutes he was thoughtful.  He held the letter in his hand.  
He said, “Did you write to your mother something about me?” And I said, “Yes, I did.”  
At that point, he opened the letter.  It was short.  He read it in a loud voice.  I wrote, in 
Romanian, “Dear mother, please don’t worry about me.  With the help of Puiu 
Alimanescu, I am on my way to Palestine and I will contact you as soon as I can.”  When 
he read that, his heart evidently became soft or something.  He tore the letter up.  He gave 
me the passport and said, “Get out of here.  I don’t ever want to see you again.” 
 
With that passport, on March 19th, 1941, I sailed away from Constanta to Istanbul, 
Turkey and from there we continued.  I want to backtrack a little here. In January 1941, 
January the 22nd I came to work and one of the German high ranking office pinched my 
cheek and said, “You’re a cute little boy. Where did you learn this beautiful German 
language?”  And I told him, “At home.”  And that was it.  “Do you know where the 
slaughterhouse is?” I said, “Yes.”  That was January 22nd, 1941 at 7 o’clock in the 
morning. I said yes.  I didn’t know why he asked me.  He said, “You come and show my 
chauffeur.”  Well, I sat in the car next to the driver.  In the back seat there were three, 
high-ranking German officers and I directed the car to the slaughterhouse which was 
about 25 or 30 minute ride.  We arrived – I told him the driver stop right here, this is the 
entrance, and I showed them through the window.  It was slushy, it was cold, I was in the 
little uniform. They were dressed with boots, topcoats, and hats.  I said, “This is the 
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entrance.”  About five or six steps to go up.  They went out of the car and they went up.  
The chauffeur shut the engine off after a few minutes.  It didn’t take long that I got chills.  
I’m sure you’ve experienced it, too.  Sometimes when you get chills you have to run to 
the bathroom because you need to urinate.  I told the chauffeur, “I have to go to the 
bathroom.”  He just discarded me, said, “Yeah.  Go.”  I went up the steps and I came into 
an entry to a building.  I didn’t see anywhere a WC that would say this is where the 
bathroom is.  However, the urge was so strong that I opened up randomly a door and 
came behind these three officers filming a horrible picture.  An L-Shaped wall with 
hooks on it and maybe 50-60 bodies were hanging from the Achilles heel on the hook, in 
the nude, throats cuts, stomachs open and the guts were out, and above them, written in 
Romanian was “Carne Cuşer” which means Kosher Meat.  Well, Matthew, I forgot about 
needing the bathroom because I wet my pants and my stomach was in commotion 
because it was telling me get out because I had to throw up.  I was shivering like a 
vibrator.  I did go out and threw up.  And when I finished throwing up, my pants were 
wet like I said, I went and sat in the car.  The chauffeur said, “What’s the matter?” And I 
said, “Leave me alone. I’m sick.” We went back to the hotel and the three of them were 
joking and laughing all the way back to the hotel.  When I arrived there I excused myself 
to go and clean up.  I went and cleaned up and of course this gave me an even bigger 
push to leave Romania. 
 
And, like I said, on March 19th, 1941, we sailed in in the evening and overnight we 
reached Istanbul the next day and then by train to Anchero to Alepo from Alepo to 
Beirut, Lebanon and then by bus from Beirut, Lebanon into Palestine and that’s the way I 
arrived in Palestine in April 1941. 
 
Description of the Grand Hotel Lafayette 
The GHL was on Calea Victoriei.  Calea means big street.  A regular street is called 
Strada, but a big street is called Calea.  Calea Victoriei was also the royal palace was on 
Calea Victoriei.  The hotel sat on 4 streets, a block, had only four stories other than the 
main floor.  The main entrance had a double door, you came in from the outside through 
a big door and there were big mirrors on each side that you could see yourself and then 
you came through another set of doors and you came into a hallway and that hallway 
brought you by the office of the concierge, the office of the reception, there was an 
entrance to the restaurant and if you came straight down you came into the lobby.  The 
lobby had very comfortable chairs and, as a matter of fact, in the center of the lobby there 
was a huge chandelier made out of crystal and below that chandelier were four very 
comfortable big chairs and between those four chairs was a big plant.  I know, because I 
was sleeping there when I was on night duty I was sleeping in one of those chairs after 
one o’clock.  And from that lobby if you went 8 steps down, there was a men’s room and 
a ladies’ room – once on each side, and two more steps and you were in the reading 
writing room.  The reading writing room on both sides of the steps had places where you 
could sit comfortably and read and against the wall were about 6 or 7 little double desks 
divided by a piece of glass, it was not clear-view glass but tinted glass you couldn’t see. 
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And there was a little electric lamp that you could put on and a container of ink and a pen 
and of course the pad was of the kind that once you wrote something with the ink you had 
to turn it upside down and that was absorbing the wetness so it didn’t mess it up…a 
blotter.  This was the lobby.  The restaurant had an entrance from the hotel and an 
entrance from the outside in the corner.  It was fairly big, I think accommodating maybe 
100-120 people at the tables. Very well equipped.  The management would bring cooks 
from Switzerland, Italy, France.  The hotel had a back yard that was exactly on the other 
side of the building from the main entrance.  If you had a private car and you wanted it to 
be secure overnight, instead of leaving it on the street overnight, you drove it into that 
back yard.  It had a fantastic heating system.  No cooling system, but a fantastic heating 
system.  Hot water was running through the radiators in every room.  The radiators could 
be modified more or less heat, depending.  Of course, it had hot and cold water, but not 
every room had a bath.  There were some rooms that had attached bathrooms.   Some 
rooms had no bathrooms. If you were a client there and you had to use the bathroom, you 
had to come out to the corridor and look where it says WC to find where to go to urinate 
or take care of your private business.  There were also public baths that you could take a 
bath or shower in, but you had to call the maid and tell the maid that you would like to 
take a shower or would like to take a bath and she would prepare it.  That was put on 
your bill.  That’s how it was.   
 
The lobby was a loge….meaning like a square made out of wood for the concierge.  The 
chief concierge had crossed keys on his lapels.  His assistants had almost the same 
uniform but no crossed keys on the lapel.  On the other side of this loge was the 
receptionist, who any customer that came in for a room had to go to the receptionist first 
to register: name, address, profession and then after that you got a key from the 
concierge.  Next to the concierge was the elevator and next to the elevator was the marble 
steps to go up.  They were made out of white marble, the steps, but usually people going 
up used the elevators.  Some of them coming down were using the steps – they were 
beautiful steps in an half circle.  The steps, in the middle of them, had a rug and on top of 
the rug there was something made out of a tough cloth that could be taken off, laundered, 
and put back.  At the foot of each step there was a shiny brass rod to hold that in place.  
Behind the loge of the concierge there were five telephone booths.  If you were in the 
lobby and somebody called you, one of the bellboys would find you and show you which 
cabin, which telephone you could go and answer. When the Germans came in, they 
eliminated two of those cabins and made a little room for the guard.  We had in that little 
room, 24-7, two soldiers with sub-machine guns.  At one time, they installed a bell for the 
concierge if any officers came at night and made a problem, push that button and the 
guard would come out.  One evening, I remember, I think it was end of October about 
1:30 or maybe 1 o’clock.  A group of Iron Guard men, which were Ion Antonescu’s pro-
Nazis, the majority of them were 17 – 24 years old.  They called themselves the Iron 
Guard.  They actually were the executioners of the Jews in Bucharest for the Nazis.  The 
Iron Guard come in and ask if I know where Sigmund Schwartz lives.  Sigmund 
Schwartz was the owner of the hotel and the owner of the Gallerie Lafayette, which was 
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next door.  A very sophisticated store with just about anything you can imagine in that 
store.  A take off of Gallerie Lafayette from Paris.  I gave them the address, they left.  
About half an hour, forty-five minutes later they came back.  There was three of them.  
One of them came around my loge, put a pistol in my ribs and says, “You have to come 
with us and sign a declaration at the Greenhouse.”  And I said, “Why do you want to go 
to the Greenhouse?”  He said, “You have to come sign a declaration that you gave us this 
address for Sigmund Schwartz and we didn’t find him.”  I said, “Alright, but I have to 
call down the security officer because this is the German Wehrmacht here.”  He says, “I 
don’t care what is German.  This is Romania here, you come with us.” I said, “Alright.  
Let me call down the security officer to leave somebody here.  I am by myself.” I was the 
guy watching the floor.  He says, “Alright, call him.”  Well I called him over the phone 
and don’t you know it was my friend (Heine), that night he was in charge of the security.  
He come down the steps still buttoning his jacket when he saw this guy holding a pistol 
to my ribs.  He came around and says, “Put this toy away” and literally pulled with his 
hand the hand of the Iron Guard man away from my ribs with the pistol.  They started 
arguing.  I realized the German didn’t know Romanian.  The Romanian didn’t know 
German.  I was the translator.  So I translated a little bit with words that neither one nor 
the other liked.  The German said to me, “Push the button.” I pushed the button and two 
guys came out behind from the telephone booths there. “Raise your arms!”  And they did 
– all three of them.  There was only one pistol, only this one guy had a pistol, the other 
two were unarmed.  They confiscated his pistol.  They threw them out of the hotel and as 
he was coming back from the door, he (Heine) says, “Zoltan, where is the beer.”  He was 
a fantastic beer lover and I knew it.  I always kept a couple of bottles of beer for him.  So 
we drank and then he went up back to sleep or whatever he did and I was still on duty 
until seven o’clock and then went home.  One instance. 
 
The hotel, like I said, had four floors. On the mezzanine – it also had a mezzanine floor – 
the mezzanine is between the grand floor and the first floor.  It was a small place that had 
a breakfast area there.  On the fourth floor, right next to the elevator, was the telephone 
exchange.  At that time, when telephones came into the hotel, if you were a guest in say 
room 232 and the telephone came in for you and the telephone operator had the list for 
who was where, just a minute, I will connect you. If she knew, she would plug in another 
plug and had a tiny little lever to make it move and that was ringing your phone.  If she 
didn’t know, she asked the concierge or assistant to the concierge, where is Mr. so-and-so 
and we would tell her the room number and that is how she connected them. All 
telephones going out from the hotel and coming in to the hotel went through that 
telephone exchange.  Of course, the Germans had their own.  Once they took the second 
and third floor they installed their own telephone communication and also had sort of a 
walkie-talkie.  Other than that, the rooms were simple but sizeable.   
 
The waiters in the restaurant were dressed properly, like waiters in Europe.  After dinner 
in the evening, we had a live band playing and people would dance until 1-2-3 o’clock in 
the morning.  At one time, I was selling cigarettes in that restaurant.  I had a little tray 
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with a band around my neck to hold it.  I was selling cigarettes – cigarettes were sold by 
the piece then in Bucharest at the time.  You could buy three cigarettes or two cigarettes 
or one cigarette out of twenty that were in a box.  There were a great variety of cigarettes 
and the same great variety of price for the cigarettes.  This Mr. Sigmund Schwartz was by 
himself – he didn’t have a family – and he loved the life.  He used to come and have a 
good dinner with a good looking lady there and then dance on the floor.  He was smoking 
a brand cigarette called Tomas, which had around the area that went close to your lips 
was made out of goldish paper.  One time, I saw that he is taking out a cigarette and I 
jumped over there and lit his cigarette.  He gave me 20 lei.  A coin of 20 lei.  A box of 
matches was 2 lei, but he gave me 20 lei for just lighting his cigarette.  One time. Two 
time.  And then I realize I am making more money by just keeping an eye on him and 
when he takes out a cigarette and I was there lighting the match.  So he got to like me.  
And he did like me, very much.  When I went to say goodbye to him, that I am leaving, 
and he says, “What are you going to do in Palestine?”  And I remember vividly saying,  
“Mr. Schwartz, I wish you would go and build a hotel there like this so I have a job.  I 
don’t know what I am going to do, but I am leaving.”  With the money that he had, for a 
few years, he bought his freedom.  When he was out of money, they put him in jail.  I 
heard that, years later, that Sigmund Schwartz died in a penitentiary, covered in lice with 
boils on his body.  He died in the penitentiary. 
 
Other than that, we had some interesting clientele.  Number one, the most VIP in the 
political thing was the Finance Minister of Romania named Mercha Canchicova.  He was 
originally from a Bulgarian family from Dubrova that was a part of Bulgaria that 
Romania took from Bulgaria after WWI. That was where the name Canchicova comes 
from.  He was the Finance Minister and a steady resident there.  Steady residents, also 
this guy Puiu Alimanescu, Sammy Solomonidis, and in the beginning of 1940, a family 
from Poland with the name Shine.  They escaped Poland Sept. 1st, 1939 with two cars.  A 
family of seven, an old man-the grandfather-Mordecai Shine, his son, Ferdinand Shine, 
his wife, Rosa Shine and two children, Harry and Inga.  And then the old man had a 
daughter, Masha, and a granddaughter without a husband.  They were all seven in two 
cars.  The old man had a bunch of gold coins.  Every time they arrested him in Poland, 
with a few gold coins he bought his freedom.  When he arrived at the Romanian border, 
evidently the chief of police, Gabriel Marinescu, the chief of police from Bucharest, in 
his private car, went to pick this family up.  For several gold coins brought them back to 
Bucharest but he didn’t give them back their passports.  He took their passports, checked 
them into the hotel.  Everytime the family wanted to go somewhere, they had to give him 
a few coins to get the passports.  They went to Bulgaria because the old man had a 
factory in Germany. Mordecai Shine had a factory Germany, a factory in Poland and a 
factory in Bulgaria.  He was the only one at the time of making wire or producing, 
pulling wire through a diamond hole.  Now you would say, why a diamond hole?  The 
wire comes out hot and when it goes through a hole to make it round, everything else 
would wear out.  A diamond doesn’t wear out.  Consequently if you pulled a wire from 
here to Dallas, in Dallas and in Houston the wire had the same thickness.  He made a 
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fantastic hit in Europe with that at the time.  He was the only one that I remember.  I 
remember Harry telling me, his grandson, that he was the only one doing this process in 
making wire. Harry and I became friends in the elevator because Harry was a devout 
stamp collector.  He knew three languages, but no one at the post office knew Polish, 
English or German.  They only spoke Romanian.  So he asked me to go with him to 
translate, and I did because his sister Inga, who was about 15 ½ or 16 years old, a very, 
very pretty girl.  My eyes were really going yo-yo for her when she was in the elevator.  
To befriend Inga, I befriended Harry and then both of them became my friends.  The 
mother accepted me and even fed me, delicious sandwiches in the room.  I also became a 
partner for a special card game that has to be played with four hands.  So, Harry, Inga and 
the mother were playing  but they needed a fourth hand and Harrys father did not like the 
game so he never played.  I played with them.  This family, in 1940, after a few times, 
they went somewhere they had their passports back and forth, in 1940 they had a chance 
to leave for Palestine. If they could get hold of the passport.  The chief concierge gave me 
a roll of gold coins in paper, I never knew that gold was so heavy.  It was much heavier 
than regular coins.  To go and take it to Puiu Alimanescu, give him the roll of coins and 
get the passports.  I did.  With those passports, the family left to Palestine in 1940.   
 
I picked up visitations with them when I came in 1941.  I went to visit them.  I was in an 
agricultural school not far from Tel Aviv and Harry came to visit me in the school.  He 
said, “Zoly, you are not happy here.  Would you like to learn how to polish diamonds?”  I 
jumped on it and said yes.  He said, “My father has, with another partner, a diamond 
polishing factory.  You want to see it?”  I said yes.  We went to Tel Aviv together and he 
took me into the factory.  As soon as I walked through the door there was a table with 
two small little girls.  I say little girls because they must have been 15-16 years old 
maximum.  I was almost 19, so I didn’t look at girls 15-16.  I looked at girls 19-20-21 
because there was something to look at.  Fifteen year old girls there is nothing to look at.  
There was one blond and one dark hair.  Three and a half years later, after I came to work 
at the factory, the blond one became my wife.  At the wedding, the dark haired one said, 
“You know, Zoly, when you and Harry walked in, Shoshana said, you see that boy, I am 
going to marry him.”  Evidently, three and a half years later, she became my wife and she 
was my wife for sixty years and two months.  I lost her about seven and a half eight years 
ago.  Here in Houston. 
 
There you have part of my story. 
 
What Happened to Mr. Diamant, Mr. Shire and Mr. Sharaga? 
Mr. Shire was the director of the Hotel after the Hungarian Manager left.  Mr. Sharaga 
was the partner to Mr. Schwartz.  Mr. Diamant was the chief concierge.  He was the man 
who taught me just about anything and everything I knew.  Let me tell you, he gave me a 
fantastic base, cause let me tell you, numerous times I lied to him and he always slapped 
my face hard.  That’s one thing I don’t tolerate.  Don’t lie to me.  I was his private 
messenger.  With Mr. Diamant, you could take half the treasure of Romania out of 
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Romania without anybody knowing and get it into Belgium or France.  He had 
connections with the chief concierges of various hotels. If you wanted to transfer let’s say 
half a million lei from Bucharest to Paris, and you were scared to carry it with you – you 
didn’t need to declare it or whatever – Mr. Diamant, for a fee, he arrange it for you. He 
gave you his card with the amount of francs and you go to that hotel in Paris to collect 
your money.  They had a clique, these chief concierges in Europe, where you scratch my 
back, I’ll scratch your back.  Diamant – I don’t know what happened to him. 
 
I met Delia Shire in Israel later on, in Palestine one or two times because he migrated 
there.  Sigmund Schwartz died in a penitentiary, full of lice and boils.  Sharaga I think 
died of natural causes. 
 
Do you know what happened to Heine? 
No. He was a German young officer that we befriended.  When I sent my brother to tell 
the management that I’m sick, Heine scared me so badly that evening…that morning 
before when he said, “If you are a Jew, I will have to kill you,” that I have never saw him 
ever again.  I found out that two or three weeks later he was sent to the Russian front, 
from there on never heard of him. 
 
Brother’s troubles 
My brother was two years older than me.  He learned how to do ladies hair in one of the 
best salons in Bucharest but he never found a real steady job.  In Romania, June the 10th 
1941 he was stopped in the street, identified as David Schulzinger that was his name and 
he had an ID but the ID also said Israel (Jew) religion.  He was asked to put everything 
that he had in his pockets into a brown envelope.  They wrote his name on the brown 
envelope and he was transported with a lot of other young men and women to the 
headquarters of the police.  The people from the truck went into the dungeons.  The 
envelopes went up to the commissar in charge of the Romanian political people.  He the 
commissar called them up one at a time.  Now this is not my story, this is my brother’s 
story.  He told me that after his arrest he had to empty his pockets and they took him to 
the police and when the commissar called him he said what’s your name.  He said David 
Schulzinger.  He took out his envelope and dumped everything on the table and asked, 
“Is this yours?” My brother of course said yes.  He gave him back his wristwatch, he 
gave him back a comb, a handkerchief and the change that he had in his pocket.  Then he 
got his wallet.  He said, “Is this wallet yours?” “Yes it is.”  He turned the wallet upside 
down and a communist propaganda pamphlet fell out of it which they planted.  “Aha!  
You’re a communist!  Give me everything back, you are under arrest!”  From that day on, 
three and a half years he worked in Transnistria (which is the Ukraine) digging anti-Tank 
ditches for the Germans against the Russians.  He escaped one time.  Mind you they had 
no facilities where to sleep.  As a matter of fact, they slept in pig pens and when they 
asked the Romanians to give them hay to put on the mud in the pig pens, the Romanians 
the hay is for the pigs not for you.  Such conditions.  He escaped one time.  They caught 
him.  Beat him to a pulp.  He recuperated.  He escaped again a second time.  They 



 324 

condemned him to die.  Three and an half years went by.  The Russians rolled in to 
Bucharest and chased the Germans out.  They stopped at this penitentiary they looked to 
see who was there for what.  They found David Schulzinger, Communist.  Without 
question, they send him home.  He came home.  My grandmother and mother lived in the 
same apartment.  My grandmother was 93 years old.  Within one hour, she died in his 
arms and he had to bury her because there was no funeral services.  18 years ago, I took 
my brother to Bucharest to show me where he had buried grandmother.  He had 
absolutely no recollection.  We went round and round.  As a matter of fact, He couldn’t 
remember exactly where we lived.  I took him to the entry of the apartment where we 
lived, where we grew up together.  No recollection.  Something they damaged something 
in his brain that he had no recollection.  He died five years ago here in Houston.   
 
Courting Inga 
It was very interesting.  She was a very pretty girl.  I had to ask her mother permission to 
take her to a movie.  I want tot take her to a movie. Her mother said yes, but only in the 
afternoon.  By sunset she has to be home.  For two or three months, I courted Inga.  I took 
her to the movie theater in the afternoon, to the swimming pool during the summer of 
1940.  They arrived in the spring of 1940.  I think, They left at the end of the summer. 
Somewhere I have a picture with Inga in a bathing suit.  Inga is still alive.  She lives in 
Los Angeles now. In Israel, she married a very good friend of mine.  He was taller than 
me, probably better looking.  They fell in love, they married, they moved to New York.  
His business took them to Los Angeles.  In the meantime, they had of course two 
daughters.  One of them is Petra, the other Andrea.  They both still live in Los Angeles. 
Petra has two sons that graduated from Law school.  They are lawyers in Los Angeles.  
Andrea married very late.  She has a little boy called Paxton, instead of Shallom, meaning 
Peace.  I was there when Andrea got married and I was there when Andre’s little boy was 
circumcised and now she is urging me to stay well to be there at his bar mitzfah. 
 
Any anti-Semitism during dating? 
Don’t forget that I was blond and Inga and I spoke German.  I didn’t know Polish and she 
didn’t know Romanian, so we spoke German together.  She was very blond.  I was very 
blond.  We spoke German together.  No one paid any attention to us. 
 
Mr. Solomonidis ever ask you to get anything other than letterhead? 
No.  Only those letterheads.  And mind you, his son was on the same ship as me.  His 
name was Mornat Solomonidis. Not only on the same ship but we were in the same 
agricultural school.  I realized in a hurry I am not going to be a farmer.  Harry, when he 
visited me and took me to be a diamond polisher, I left the school.  I left also because I 
was upset.  I wanted to go to a metallurgy school to learn metallurgy.…I wanted to be an 
engineer anyhow.  They had one place available that year.  Mornat heard about it and 
said, “I want that place.”  He told his father.  His father, having the connections that he 
did, got the place for him.  I never saw Mora again.  I never saw Sammy Solomonidis 
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again.  I started polishing diamonds for a few years.  I started in 1941, In 1946 we formed 
a group (more about Egypt/Israel war) 
 
Name Change 
Primarily, after I got married and we were blessed with our first daughter, Yardena, who 
just happened to walk in now, Yardena Schulzinger didn’t sound right in school.  One 
name was traditional Hebrew, Yardena, Schulzinger was traditional European Jew.  So 
my late wife and I decided to change our name to Zamir. 
 
Here in America, when we became citizens five years after, I think that was 1967.  When 
I applied for citizenship they asked me, after they swore me in, do I want to keep my 
name or do I want to make it an American name?  I told him, that Zamir in Hebrew is the 
bird nightingale.  So I asked my wife, “Should we change to Nightingale?”  And she said 
no, so that is how we stayed with Zamir. 
 
How did your mother react to leaving? 
Go.  Get out of here.  It was several months…mind you I got my passport, December 5th.  
Before that, I talked I want to go.  She said go, go.  She never made me consider not to 
go.  She encouraged me to go, get out of here.  She herself reached the shores of Israel on 
an illegal ship in 1947.  I had her in Palestine and then in Israel from 1947 to 1957.  She 
died at the age of 57.   It is easy to remember because she was born in 1900.  She married 
my late father in 1919.  He came out of the war and he established residency and they 
married.  In 1920 she had her fist child, my brother.  In 1922, she had her second child, 
myself.  In 1926 she lost her husband in an accident and became a widow with a mother, 
two children and a business to take care of.  It was too much for a woman of 26.  She was 
a tough girl.  Real tough.  In any which way you can think of, she was emotionally and 
physically a very tough person.  Cancer, unfortunately, took her away at the age of 57. 
 
Mother in Romania 
They made comforters at home.  She and her cousin.  When my brother finally came 
home and grandmother died, he had a girlfriend and moved out of her apartment. 
 
Stories about childhood 
Childhood.  I don’t remember very much specific. When I think about it, I can see the 
farm.  Big yard in one area there were cow sheds, above the cow sheds they had food for 
the cows, next to the shed they had the gypsies were working the hides and so on.  There 
were always animals in the yard.  
 
My father put me, just before he had an accident and died, I was not quite four years old, 
he put me on a horseback, bareback. He said, “You were born on a farm, you have to 
know how to ride a horse.”  And he slapped the back of the horse.  I held on to that hair 
on the neck of the horse, petrified from fright.  The horse made a little bit round trip back 
to my father because my father whistled for him to come back.  That’s one important 
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thing I remember.  The other very important thing is when my father was brought home 
after the accident.  He drowned.  He was brought home, they put him on the floor in the 
main room with two candles at his head, and face and everything was covered up.  My 
brother and I were in the other room and we heard, “Bring the orphans in.”  Both of us 
are brought in.  Someone took the cloth off his face, we saw him he looked very good but 
his eyes closed.  They covered him back up, they took us off and they buried him.  They 
didn’t even allow us to go to the funeral, the children.  It was sixty years later that I first 
time stood in front of my father’s monument and recited the Kaddish.  I went to Budapest 
with my late wife and, in Budapest, she said she would like to see where I was born.  
That’s how we went to the village and in that village where I hope until today, my father 
is buried. 
 
The Greenhouse was the headquarters of the Green Shirts.  The Green Shirts were the 
Iron Guard.  The majority wore green shirts, green pants.  Some of them wore black 
shirts, black pants – those were the executioners.  Those three guys that came into the 
hotel, they were in black.  They were the executioners.  I can tell you that when I used to 
hear them go over the street in front of the hotel and sing their song, traiasca legiunea si 
căpitanul, their salute – you had to put your hand on your chest and then bring it forward 
and say, “Traiasca legiunea si căpitanul.” (long live the legion and the captain).  The 
captain was a guy by the name of Zelea Codreanu that was active in the time of King 
Carol trying to organize anti-Semitic and anti-government movement.  They put him in 
jail and finally decided to terminate him.  They staged for him to escape, and as an 
escapee, they cut him down—they killed him.  And they buried him near the penitentiary 
where he ran away from.  His successor who took his place was Horia Sima.  Horia Sima 
was connected strongly to Adolph Hitler.  And as a matter of fact for a while Adolph 
Hitler did not know for a while to choose Horia Sima or Ion Antenescu.  He chose 
Antonescu because he knew he was an army man and if he choses him he gets the whole 
Romanian Army with him.   
 
What would you like students to learn from your story? 
A possibility to educate myself.  See, I told you before I wanted to become an engineer.   
They took away my possibility by getting me out of school at the age of 14 and after that 
I never had a chance to go back and educate myself. If I could roll it all back, I would 
fight for that: I WANT TO GO TO SCHOOL!  The education that I got, what I have, I 
speak 7 languages now as well as you heard my English now, I mumble three more 
languages, all the experiences and all the know how that I have is from reading.  I loved 
to read and I love to read and I hope as long as my eyes hold out I will continue to read.  
It’s amazing, Matthew.  The more I read, the more I realize how little I know.  It’s a fact 
that you never stop learning ever.  A person that lives 50, 60, or 100 years keeps learning 
from the very moment he comes out of the womb of his mother.  The first thing he learns 
is how to eat.  That’s what I would like.  To educate myself as a child.  I would have 
become a very good engineer because everything that my uncle used to make with his 
hands, I admired.  So I became a diamond polisher, from there a hotel worker, a 
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restaurant worker, a restaurant owner, peddler of chemical rubber in Kentucky and 
Tennessee here – that’s what I did my first 19 years—I roamed the highways of 
Tennessee and Kentucky introducing a very revolutionary product called Pang.  It was 
chemical rubber to repair any tire from the smallest to the largest and repair conveyor 
belts.  I found a lot of conveyor belts in the coal mines of Kentucky.   
 
Interview Three: 11 November 2012 
 
First of all, let me compliment you.  I don’t know who did your translations.  You have a 
few words in Yiddish there that my grandmother said and you have a few words in 
Romanian, or quite a few words in Romanian.  You have in German.  Who did that for 
you? 
 
Google translate. 
 
Not everything is accurate.  I think I made corrections there.  Those that I drew a line 
over the letter and made another letter.  It’s self-explanatory.  But those that I put 
question marks, I am not clear what you are trying to say there. Or it’s not correct. The 
Schein family, for example, they are spelled Stein.  Everywhere you put Stein I corrected 
it and put Schein. 
 
I had Stein? 
 
It’s further up.  Before 1940.   
 
Ah. 
 
I don’t see that far.   
 
I thought I had Shein, but I wouldn’t have had the “c.”  Those are the important things 
that I wanted to catch. 
 
Is that word, “Tell Hillel that his child is born.”  Excellent.  I compliment you on that.  
Where on the world did he gather that, I do not know.  

 
I’m just multi-lingual.  I can barely 
say, “Ce mai faceți.” 
 

Ce mai faci.  Not, “Ce mai faceți.” but Ce mai faci.  You want to ask me, “How are you?” 
Ce mai faci.  Not, “Ce mai faceți.”  If you want to ask about my daughter, you say, “Ce 
mai faceți…your daughter?”  You see what I am saying? 
 
Okay.  I blame it on the Pimsleur Romanian in 12 easy lessons. 
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Matthew, on myself, I am surprised how all this is stored in my brain.  If I speak English 
to you, I think in English.  If I speak Hungarian to someone, I think in Hungarian.  If I 
speak French to someone, I think… I do not translate in my mind.  A lot of people speak 
several languages but translate from one to the other.  I don’t know.  It’s just a gift I got 
from the good Lord probably. 
 
I’m one of the translators. 
 
You want to look mainly at where there are question marks. 
 
Before we get into specifics, I wanted to know what your overall impression was. 
 
It’s my story. There is no doubt in my mind that this is my story.  That is what happened.  
Here and there, you know, the time went by instead of one year three years, or two years, 
but it’s not important.  This is my story. 
 
Excellent. 
 
[At this point we looked at specific points in the graphic novel where Zoly indicated there 
was a problem or question.  Translation corrections have been omitted from this 
transcript.] 
 
Death of Father: 30 years old 
He was thirty? I don’t know.  He was thirty-four probably.  Does it matter to you?  It 
doesn’t matter to me. 
 
School 
The principal said not “All Little Jewish …” but “All Jewish boys and girls.” No problem 
there with little or big.  “All Jewish boys and girls, go home and don’t come back.” 
 
Romanian Coins 
There was a coin of one lei. There were coins of five lei.  There was a coin of ten lei. And 
there was a coin of twenty lei.  That was it, the coinage in Romanian.  There was no more 
up from that.  So if he gave me a few…no he didn’t give me a few.  He gave me one coin 
of twenty lei.  Which was an awful lot because a box of matches you bought for two lei.  
The whole box.  Anytime I go and lit his cigarette, he gave me twenty lei.  He had them 
stacked up like that and would just take one off and hand it to me.  I used to go off with 
five, six of those.  In the morning I would come home and my mother would say, “Where 
did you get this money?”  The one lei was about the size of a nickel.  The ten lei was also 
about the size of a nickel. The twenty lei was about the size of a half dollar or maybe a 
quarter. 
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2nd Yiddish Statement 
It’s easier to have 
children than to raise 
them… It’s not good.  
You want to say it’s 

easy to have children but difficult to raise them, right?  It doesn’t make sense like that.  If 
it’s easier to have children, that doesn’t make sense here. This means, why buy them.  I 
would erase all that.  It’s an old saying in Yiddish but I would delete it completely if you 
don’t mind.  It’s not right. 
 
Heineleh’s Car 
He had a Mercedes.  I never saw a Rolls Royce in my life until I came to America, so I 
cannot claim it was a Rolls Royce. 
 
Calea Victoriei is the main, is called the Road of Victory. On Calea Victoriei you have 
the Regal Palace, the Palace of the King, and almost opposite it was the Hotel Athenee 
Palace. As a matter of fact, from several rooms in the Athenee Palace you could see into 
the yard of the Royal Palace. Now.  On that same street, going downward, downhill 
toward the River because there is a river at the end of the street, of the Calea Victoriei, is 
the Prefecture on one side, the National Theater on the other side, the telephone 
palace…where all the telephones were connected at the time.  With wires.  Was there.  
The Military, Cercul Militar, was there. Going further down is the river, the Dâmbovița, 
is it?  The Hotel was opposite the corner of the street called Lipscani and Calea Victoriei, 
that is where the hotel, the building was.  Next to it, how should I tell you, was a whole 
block was the hotel, you know?  In the corner was Galleries Lafayette, the same owner.  
All the same, he owned the galleries Lafayette.  He rented the building of the hotel from 
Prince Kika, I think, who was related to the Carol Family.  Mind you this Mr. Schwartz 
that I mentioned here used to be a poker partner to the king. He had here, a five and a half 
carat diamond on that little finger.  That was enough, the value of that was enough for a 
family to live two years.   
 
I lived on the street called Mitropolitul Andrei Saguna but it is no longer existent.  
Ceaușescu built the largest building in the world larger than the Pentagon here.  He 
included my street, so everything was destroyed there and he built this huge, huge 
building.  It was called Mitroplitul Andrei Saguna.  It was adjacent to the largest church 
in Buacharest, the Mitropolitul. 
 
I found the name.  The son of Sammy Solomonidis was not Jacob.  It was Mornat, a very 
unusual name but I did put it there.  He was one of those, my age or a year younger that 
had grown up in a little glass box.   
 
If I would have gone with them to the Greenhouse, I’m positive they would have tortured 
the hell out of me first and then killed me.  No Jew at that time was taken to the 
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Greenhouse and walked out alive. No matter who he was.  No matter what he was.  A 
Jew, because the first thing that the man when you walked in was drop your pants.  This 
was how they decided you were a Jew, you were circumcised.  If you were a Jew you 
didn’t come out alive.  First they tortured the hell out of you.  Where was your wealth?  
They were looking for anything of value. 
 
I don’t think he told me “Christ Killer.”  That’s one thing I was never told in Bucharest.  
Anything dirty, thief, cheater, but not Christ Killer.  Dirty Jew, Filthy Jew, Stinking Jew 
but not Christ Killer.  I learned Christ Killer in America.  Some Christians called Jews 
Christ Killer. 
 
This was a piece of paper stuck with glue over.  On the original it said, in the name of his 
Majesty King Carol II.  Since he was deposed, and Michael becomes…it doesn’t give 
you the dates here but there were dates on the other pages there are dates…In order to 
print new passports, they just printed these new paper that said in the name of his Majesty 
Michael I.  Underneath it says Carol II.  If you need additional pages from this passport, 
I’d be happy to get pages for you.  Somewhere I have page after page.   
 
At least if I can see the page that you alter, so I can get that correct. 
 
That page can be seen very well when you look like this.  It will definitely show. To me 
that I know and you that I know.  To see where I scrapped, you have to hold it like this to 
see because the paper is thinner there.  And you can see…I don’t know how I came up 
with this. 
 
When you read this was there anything that you thought was missing or should be 
included? 
 
Not really.  But I can tell you as I read it I got goose bumps all over my body.  As I was 
reading the story on the screen there, I got goose bumps. It brought back to me a picture.  
I could see, I don’t know how to explain to you that when I think now for example now 
of my street, the entrance to my building, the entrance from the yard into my apartment 
where my mother, myself, my brother and grandmother lived, I can see it in front of my 
eyes. I don’t know if it’s unique to me or if it’s probably every one can do it, I don’t 
know.  As I was reading, I don’t know, the fright, I felt how afraid I was.  My heart was 
trembling.  Then comes this German guard.  Nonchalantly, maybe five to six years older 
than the guy that held the gun to me, all four of them that were in there were younger 
than Heineleh. He came with such authority that he scared the wits out of him.  But they 
didn’t want to give in.  So I had to be translating for them.  So I translated a bit to 
aggravate one and I translated a bit to aggravate the other.  But the fright when I read 
about it, somehow, my skin turned into goosebumps.  Very well done.  With all those 
lyrics.  And the picture that you gave me was wonderful.  I want you to know that I have 
three rows of buttons.  You can put one row of buttons there if you want to, If you want 
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to.  It doesn’t bother me.  But I had one row.  Let me put it this way.  The jacket was tight 
on my body here, it was cut like this, it came from here up.  The pants were here because 
the jackets had to be over the pants. The pants had two red stripes all the way to the 
ground on both sides.  The jacket came down like this to almost a point and here came 
one row of buttons straight, and another row came here this way to my shoulder.  The 
collar had two hooks here.  I had to go like this to button it up and it was red.  The 
uniform was dark blue and it was red.  I had a red epaulette here like this and a red one 
here.  The shiny buttons on my jacket and two stripes on my pants all the way down.  The 
little hat was made out of the same cloth.  Round, made out of cardboard and covered 
with the same cloth.  It had two little lines of gold around it and between the two lines it 
said LIFT right here. And, a little leather strap to hold the hat on top.   
 
You talked about goose bumps.  Did you remember anything you hadn’t thought of in a 
while when you were reading? 
 
Well, no.  I don’t remember that Cezar said something about Madame Lupsecu, that she’s 
a whore.  I don’t remember that.  This guy that you named Cezar, his name was not Cesar 
but I don’t remember his name so I accepted the name Cezar.  He was so jealous that 
Heineleh and I go out together.  You know?  At that time in Bucharest, to be chauffeured 
in a private car by someone, was excellent, was something special and he was dealing 
with dirt and earth and fertilizer and manure and here I was chauffeured around and he 
was very envious.  He tried any which way he could to get even and get me done.  Later 
on he became a member in the Green Shirts.  They were barbarians.   
 
Zelea Cordreanu was incarcerated. I’m telling you this it has nothing to do with me. He 
was the leader of the Iron Guard in the time of King Carol being king.  So King Carol 
wanted him out of the way.  He commissioned Gabriel Marinescu to arrest him.  He was 
arrested and He was put in Jilava, the penitentiary, with a group of his followers.  
Marinescu did this personally, you know, for his mentor the king. 
 
Came a time the Iron Guard started reviving with Horia Sima on the head.  King Carol 
ordered Gabriel Marinescu to finish those in the penitentiary and not let them out and join 
Horia Sima.  So what Gabriel Marinescu did, he staged an escape. When they escaped 
and got into the woods they shot them all and buried them there. 
 
Wasn’t there something about the earthquake exposing the buried remains? 
 
No…The earthquake happened twenty minutes to five in the morning.  I remember that 
because the clocks were electric clocks in the lobby and going up to the first floor where 
you came up the first floor there was a clock there.  All the clocks in the hotel stopped at 
twenty minutes to five in the morning. I don’t know how many people died, but the tallest 
building was the Carlton.  On the ground floor of the Carlton was a theater and evidently 
it gave way because the guy who built it cheated.  Mr. Remington everything was rotten.  
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Everyone was stealing from everyone.  It’s no wonder they say when you shake hands 
with a Romanian you better count your fingers.  I’ll tell you also a joke they say here in 
Houston.  A prominent company was looking for a bookkeeper.  They advertised that 
morning and three people showed up.  The guy was supposed to interrogate or talk to 
them took them one at a time.  Where did you go to school?  Berlin, Germany.  He asked, 
“How much is two plus two?”  He took his pen.  Two plus two.  Positively four.  Thank 
you, wait outside.  The next guy comes in.  Where did you go to school?  Warsaw, 
Poland.  “How much is two plus two?” “Four!” “Bravo.  Go back, wait outside.”  The 
third guy comes in.  “Where did you go to school?” “In Bucharest, Romania.” “How 
much is two plus two?” “To give or to take.”  In Bucharest, two and two is different to 
give and take.  You have another question? 
 
That’s all for today, Zoly.  Thank you very much. 
 
Interview Four: 23 February 2013 

 
Zamir: I hope you enjoyed your stay in Romania.  The Romanians are usually quite 
friendly. You cannot always trust them but they are quite friendly. 
 
Remington: It was funny, the very first day I got off the plane and I knew not to take a 
taxi based on what everyone told me so I took a bus in.  On the walk from the bus stop to 
the hotel, I stayed at the Hotel Continental, it was a few blocks away, I got a prostitute 
stopped me and a cab driver at the Hotel Athenee Palace stopped me and told me it was 
going to be really far to the Hotel Continental and I needed to take a cab.  I said, no it’s a 
few blocks and he said, “No, it’s very far.  Very far!” 
 
Z: They are… this is terrible how it describes but this is how it looks. 
 
R: I ended up, after going to Bucharest, I did a guided tour of Sinaia and Bran Castle 
while I was in Bucharest.  Then I stayed in Brasov, Sighisoara, and Sibiu. 
 
Z: (Looking at February 10, 1940 Life Magazine article on Carol II and Romania) I met 
him personally one time … [George] Taterescu one time at the hotel.  He came in to visit 
the finance minister who was staying in the hotel.  The finance minister’s name was 
mircea cancicov (spells…I think). 
 
R: You mentioned at one point that people have questioned the veracity of your story.  
Why do you think they doubt? 
 
Z: Because it sounds so horrible.  When I was interviewed the first time for this museum 
(Holocaust Museum Houston), the two young ladies who interviewed me it was 
filmed…they have it here somewhere…when I told it to them, they looked at each other 
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and had kind of a smile like I’m dreaming.  This is not a dream.  Later on, when I got 
hold of The Long Balkan Night, the book that Leigh White wrote, he validates in that 
book what I told them.  I was so happy.  There’s a book here. 
 
R: I found a copy of it on e-Bay.  There’s another book that talks about what happened, 
too. Foreign Correspondent by Robert St. John.  And he has four chapters on Bucharest 
at the time as well.  It came out in the ‘50s, I believe.  They thing that got me is, when I 
was in Bucharest, when I would ask for books on architecture or the city they would 
bring things out very nicely and set them on the table.  Well then I started getting books 
on the Iron Guard…(slams table)…with dirty looks and…   
 
Z: This is wonderful (Life Magazine).  I don’t know where you got it… 
 
R: E-bay. 
 
Z: Somebody had it and… (recording cuts out) 
 
R: What I have here are the layouts of the first 20 pages.  They are not the finished 
drawings, so this is going to be the first page with the title page. 
 
Z: I want to stop for a minute here.  Recently the museum had brought my original 
passport from here to a group of people who donate money in order to preserve.  And I 
showed them something.  Did you see.  Here it says in the nom de…In the name of his 
majesty … and then it said King Carol II of Romania.  That was when they gave me the 
passport…oh, you don’t have it here…the passport was issued the 5th of December 1940.  
This passport was issued.  Since we didn’t leave, a new law came out on February 20th 
that all Jews that wanted to leave Romania had to have an additional stamp in their 
passport.  The stamp went back to the same person who signed it on December the 5th, 
Puiu Alimanescu.  At that time they stuck this over saying in the name of Michael the 
first, King of Romania.  And if you can see here they stamped it “evreu”…Jew.  Can you 
see a little bit of the stamp? 
 
R: Mmm-hmmm. 
 
Z: I’m so glad it’s visible here if vaguely.  It’s stamped here evreu.  Which was not there 
when they originally issued the passport on December the 5th, which shows you that here 
already they really collaborated with Germany and stamped Jude, like the Germans 
stamped the passport with a big red J.  You have other pages from the passport? 
 
R: I do on my computer, but this is the only one that’s going to be in the graphic novel. 
 
Z:  I just wanted to draw your attention to this because many people don’t know.  How 
could they know? 
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R: I thought it was important to start with a real image. 
 
Z:  Well I think you have a good picture there because everybody that sees the picture 
says, oh, you were a good-looking boy.  Yeah.  I was.  I really was a very good-looking 
boy. 
 
R: So for the final drawings I will redraw these images on a different sheet of paper and 
ink them.  The text will be added by computer (my intent has since changed).  Scanned 
and put in that way so everything is more polished in the final version. 
 
Z: Well, I don’t know.  Did you see something like this in Bucharest, with the words 
Patiserie which patisseries is in French? 
 
R:  I just liked that because it gives the reader the idea there is a big French influence 
going on. 
 
Z:  Fantastic, Matthew.  The way you draw.  And I’m sure you do them 1-2-3. 
 
R:  I don’t know about that.  These are still rough.   
 
Z: You are doing a fantastic thing.  (PAUSE) Those are exactly the words he said in 
Romanian: Go home and don’t come back.  The Romanian Government has decided not 
to educate Jewish children anymore. (PAUSE)  One guy told me, I am going to have to 
go and clean horse head.  They were so envious of the Jewish young people.  The Jewish 
young people always stayed in school, pursued a career.  The Romanian young boy and 
young girl didn’t give a shit about school.  They were out for fun, fun, fun all the time.   
 
R:  In the final version, this will set up differently. 
 
Z: I must say I rely on you 100%. You are going to do a fantastic job. You made me a big 
nose here.  A Jewish nose, that I never had a traditional Semitic nose.  That is what they 
are called you know.  The Arabs have big noses.  The Muslims have big noses and the 
Jews have big noses. 
 
R: I’ll try and tone that down a little bit.  I was just trying to keep it so the character was 
easily recognizable. 
 
Z: Boy. I don’t know how I survived.  Today, I don’t know how I survived.  How I 
succeeded to do what I did.  How did I have the courage? 
 
R: It’s impressive.  That’s why I like your story. 
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Z: This supposed to be Ziggy Schwartz?  He never smoked cigars.  He smoked cigarettes.  
It’s okay, just a remark.  Look at that.  Is that supposed to be a Hebrew name?  
 
R: That’s just a place holder.  I’ll put in the proper Hebrew text in the finished version 
 
Z: Is that supposed to be my grandmother? 
 
R: Yes.  I’ve never seen your grandmother. 
 
Z: Yes, you did see a picture.  There’s a picture in the 10 year anniversary book. 
 
R: Oh, is there?  I need to pull that out.  I have it at home.  I forgot it was in there.  
 
Z: There is a picture in there of my mother, my grandmother, my stepfather, myself, and 
my brother.  My grandmother is seated.  My mother stands on her side.  My brother 
stands by my grandmother, then my stepfather, and then myself.  I was 11 years old, I 
think. 
Very good. (laughs.) 
I did see many like this in the hotel.  Prostitutes.  Did anyone tell you there is a whole 
neighborhood in Bucharest, one building next to the other, of nothing but whorehouses?  
It’s called cruce făcută din piatră, that means the cross made out of stone.  And there is, 
at the entrance to that street,  the neighborhood, a huge stone cross.  I don’t know why 
it’s there, but the whole neighborhood is called cruce făcută din piatră. 
 
[Yardena, Zoly’s daughter, walks into the room] 
 
Yardena: It’s quiet out there now. 
 
Z: He’s starting off on the pages of the book. 
 
Y: Is this the cover? 
 
R: No, this is the first inside page.  These are just layouts so they’re not the finished 
drawings. 
 
Z: They’re fantastic how’s he doing that.  You know I was telling him about cruce făcută 
din piatră, he said the first person that addressed him in Bucharest as he was walking was 
a prostitute. 
 
R: You want a nice girl?  I’m carrying my bags through the snow, it’s dark… 
 
Y:  This was why you came.  Why else would you have come? 
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R: It was great.  I got rid of my preconceptions about Bucharest in the first three or four 
hours and then I could enjoy myself. 
 
Y: How many pages do you think this is going to be? 
 
R: I think it will be close to 100 when I’m done. I’ve got 20 here. 
 
Z:  My compliments here you’ve finally put three rows of buttons.  On the drawing you 
made for me was two rows. 
 
Y: You had three? 
 
Z: One from here straight down, one from here coming down across… 
 
R: I listen. 
 
Z: I think you can put a row of buttons on that one, too if I bring it to you. 
 
Y: Where? 
 
Z: In the middle.  (Pause.)  This is the Manuela in the elevator, here? 
 
R: Mmm-hmm.  Is that somewhat like the one you had? 
 
Z: Yes. Definitely.  You are just excellent. 
 
Y:  Amazing.  You’re amazing. 
 
R: I’ve been doing Google searches for little things 
 
Y: You’ve written the script in Romanian, some of its in Yiddish with Yiddish characters.  
You went to a lot of trouble 
 
R: It’s got to be good for Zoly. 
 
Z:  Again, he doesn’t smoke cigars but I don’t think it matters whether he smoked 
cigarettes or cigars.  I’ll tell you what about Zigmund Schwartz, he was not married and 
he loved to live.  Loved beautiful women, good food, good wine. 
 
R: I tried every time I showed him to have him with a different woman.  I tried to capture 
that. 
 



 337 

Z: And he was one of those people that liked to give but didn’t want to be mensch.  He 
didn’t want to be identified as a philanthropist.  He gave all the time.  All the time he 
gave.  Is that Mr. Diamant here. Just looking at it behind the desk. That’s Mr. Diamant. 
 
R: Does that layout look kind of right? 
 
Z: Yeah. (pause) What does that mean? Ich hole … 
 
R: It’s supposed to be, I’m going to get Harry and Inga…should it be something 
different? 
 
Z: Ich hole Inga.  Ich bringe…Yeah.  I understand.  It’s also in German but in this case 
it’s bringe, Ich bringe Inga.  That’s supposed to be the Schein family?  Ferdinand Schein 
is the father of Inga and Harry.   Is that him? 
 
R: Yeah. 
 
Z: No. No.  He was clean-shaven.  No moustache, no beard, a clean-shaven nice 
gentleman.  Now his father had a little goatee bird.  Now you don’t have his father here.  
Mordaci Schein.  I’m just making these remarks.  Maybe it’s important, maybe it’s not. 
 
R: I don’t think he comes back in…I think these are the only two… but I’ll fix it so… 
 
Z: So that’s…You’ve changed my eyebrows here. 
 
R: They get a little bushier, a little more cartoony as I go along.. 
 
Z: And Harry and Inga? 
 
R: Uh-huh.   
 
Z: Excellent.  Excellent.  Very, very good.  I admire you.  A very good job.  Inga is still 
alive you know.  She lives in Los Angeles. 
 
R: You just went out to see her in December, didn’t you? 
 
Z: Yes.  Actually I went to see my newest great grandchild.  My grandson Jordan who is 
in Hollywood, you know, the karate man.  His wife gave birth to a little baby so I wanted 
to see that little baby before I leave this world.  I went also to see Inga and her two 
daughters, Andrea and Petra.  Petra has two sons, graduated from college already.  One is 
a lawyer.  I can’t believe it Matthew that I have lived this long.  I have people both on the 
east coast and the west coast that when they were children I would make a little mouse 
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out of my handkerchief.  And made them laugh.  And now they have grandchildren and 
they ask me, make the little mouse for my grandson like you did for me. I can’t believe it. 
 
These are the uniforms of the Iron Guard?   
 
R: Yeah. 
 
Z: Now the Iron Guard…you have a pencil? The insignia of the Iron Guard …they didn’t 
have a cross.  The cross arrows was in Hungary, not Romania.  The Iron Guard insignia 
was [draws the grille] This was their insignia…three this way and three this way and that 
was on their uniform. 
 
R: When I was in Brasov it was on the office of the totul pentru whatever party. 
 
Z: So you saw it?  I will write Iron Guard insignia here in case you want to use it.  Is that 
right?  1940.  You’ve done a fantastic good job, Matthew.   
 
Y: What is this here? 
 
Z: The hotel.  Part of the hotel, Grand Hotel Lafayette.  See, he put three rows here.  
 
Y: [incomprehensible] 
 
Z: [Looking at photo of Iron Guard logo in Brasov, Romania) Friseria.  You know what 
that means?  Barbershop.  And where is the insignia. 
 
Y: Right here. 
 
R: And there’s the picture of Codreanu. 
 
Z: Does it say who it is? 
 
R: It’s a new political party.  Well, it’s not new.  It’s been around since… 
 
Z: Screen right.  That is their insignia.  They didn’t have a uniform, really.  They wore a 
green shirt.  Green pants and black boots but the executioners had black shirts, black 
pants, black boots, black hat and that hat was made of fur, a fur hat in a conical shape.  
Here it was wide and they would fold it in on the top. 
 
R: I haven’t found too many…It was kind of disturbing…at the military museum they 
had two photos of the Iron Guard and no uniforms and it’s basically, the way it was 
presented, as if they were rebelling against the German occupation. 
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Z: They did, Matthew.  They did because there was a complication between Ion 
Antonescu, who was the head of the military and he was the guy who actually made King 
Carol abdicate, and a guy named Horia Sima, who was the leader at that time of the iron 
guard. Ion Antonescu had them under his control for a while and then Horia Sima wanted 
to play a better role to the Germans for him to become the top connection in Romania, 
you know.  And that’s when Ion Antonescu got the okay from the Germans to get rid of 
them.  And there was a fight on the streets.  In front of the Grand Hotel Lafayette, at the 
corner of the street Lipscani, there was a tank with a Romanian officer who came from 
behind the tank with a bullhorn.  About 150 meters away there were 100s of people 
shouting against Ion Antonescu.  The officer said, “Please, I have orders to shoot.  Please 
go home.  In the next five minutes I will start shooting.”  They didn’t disperse, he started 
shooting.  You could see people just dropping one after the other.  He shot mainly 
through the leg, but a lot of people left their blood in the snow right there. 
 
R: One of the things I read about was that after Codreanu and the others killed at Jilava 
prison, the Iron Guard retaliated by killing Iorga and someone else.  The assassins were 
captured and hung out in the square… 
 
Z: I don’t know that story.  Codreanu was the founder of the Iron Guard and since King 
Carol ordered to eliminate him, the guy that actually shot him was Gabriel Marinescu 
who was about your statute.  Maybe a little taller, maybe a little wider.  Very good 
looking.  Originally gypsy but he became the prefect, the top police man in Bucharest.  
Gabriel Marinescu.  He staged an escape for Codreanu and his men and when they 
arrived near a little forest, they machine gunned them there and killed them and buried 
them there.  The Iron Guard called him capitanul – captain – and their salute was 
[demonstrates] Traiasca legiunea si căpitanul, Long live the legion and the captain.  And 
then they made a martyr out of him. As if it was 500 years back, you know. [pause] And 
this is Elena… 
 
R: Lupescu.  Yes.   
 
Z: I read that and remember what you wrote in the previous one.  Then this is the 
gardener.   
 
R: Yeah. I had no idea what he would be wearing as a uniform. 
 
Z: He had no uniform.  He wore just a peasant’s outfit.  What is she holding here? 
 
R: A lamb.  One thing I noticed when I was in Bucharest was a gypsy girl trying to sell a 
lamb at the train station.  She walked around with a lamb in a blanket trying to get 
someone to buy it or give her money. 
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Z: The gypsy women used to go around with a seashell.  A beautifully polished seashell 
and they would solicit, “Let me tell you your future.” They would talk into the seashell 
and then put it to their ear as if they are hearing…you are putting the question and you 
told them something…Look I pity the gypsies until now.  I have a great sympathy for 
them.  They were known as first class thieves.  They were stealing not only items but also 
children.  And they did.  The nomadic gypsies in Romania and in Hungary were stealing 
children from families. Babies.  Then make these babies extraordinary gymnasts.  And 
these babies when they were grown up did not know they were not actually gypsies.  
They were performing on the streets with their little plate of money.  I pity the gypsies 
until now.  No county in Europe wants to give them citizenship.  It’s terrible, but that’s 
the fact.  Yes, they are stealing because they don’t have jobs, no one wants to give them 
jobs.  They need to eat so there’s no other way to go then steal.  If I had my family at 
home hungry and I’m a gypsy and nobody allows me to work, I’m offering to do 
anything for a fee…give me something to do, clean the yard but pay me…nobody.  SO to 
get for my children, my wife, my family some food I go and steal.  So would you.  So 
would anybody. 
 
You’re very good my friend. 
 
The gypsies… 
 
R: So that’s money coming out an envelope and that will be a passport, its not very clear 
right now but… 
 
Z: You need to have one where he turns the passport upside down because that is what he 
was doing.  He turned the passport upside down for the money to fall on his desk.  And 
by the way, Piui Alimanescu wound up to be shot in Bucharest after the Russians left 
Romania.  I just heard that recently.  After the Russians left Romania, there were groups 
of young men that would put on Russian uniforms, break into wealthy people’s homes, 
loot everything and kill the people.  The police was not doing their job.  Piui Alimanescu 
took it upon himself to terminate that group and he did.  But someone from that group 
terminated him. 
 
R: Oh, wow. 
 
Z: (pointing to crossed keys on Diamant’s jacket) I wear these also in Jerusalem. If I’m 
not mistaken, I still have them.  Brass crossed keys from…they were on my lapel.  I have 
them somewhere at home.  And it was known among travelers in Europe that this man, 
that has the keys on his lapel, has the answers to all your questions. That was the symbol 
of the key.  As a matter of fact, in Switzerland, there is an association called l'association 
de la clé d'or, the association of the golden key.  And it’s an association where most of 
the chief concierges in Europe belong to that association. You’re excellent mister. These 
glasses are no good for me anymore.  Now you have forwarded to me the text as well… 
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R: The text I am working from.  Stuff is changing, as I’m drawing I find I need to add 
text or change things around… 
 
Z: I had a copy at home of the first part that you gave me that my friend Sharon was kind 
enough to enlarge the print and copy for me.  If you have the continuation I would like to 
look it over and make changes if any are needed. 
 
R: I could print it out but I’m probably not going to be back now until summer.  I could 
send it to you.  I thought I sent it to you…. 
 
Z: I had a problem with my computer until last Sunday.  The IT man came out, my 
modem didn’t work.  The modem, I have no idea what a modem is but it didn’t work.  
Yardena called him for me to come and fix it.  One hundred dollars for the visit for 
coming and $75 for a new modem.  Now I am loaded.  I don’t know what is in there but I 
just have to take time to go back through my mail.  Matthew, you are doing a fantastic 
job.  I was really worried for a while not hearing from you.  Such a nice young man, born 
raised in America never saw nothing, by himself in Romania.  The food was good 
though? 
 
R: The food was great.  The people were very nice. The staff at the hotel was great. 
 
Z: It was the Continental where you stayed? 
 
R: Mmm-hmm. 
 
Z: That was built by an American, too.  A la American. 
 
R: It was right on Calea Victoriei so it was right there.  I wish my Romanian had been 
better.  It would have made the whole process easier. 
 
Z: Calea Victoriei was the main street coming and going.  And the palace is there on 
Calea Victoriei.  And the Hotel was on Calea Victoriei, but its not there anymore.  It was 
an empty lot there now, right? 
 
R: No it’s a horrible glass monstrosity. 
 
Z: They built something on it? 
 
[Recording shuts off. New thread begins.] 
 
Z: Do you know the history of that building (Caru’cu bere)?  Originally it was supposed 
to be a church.  When they build it was with the intention of having a church there.  I 
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don’t know what happened but it turned around and became a beer joint.  Did you eat 
there? 
 
R: Yeah.  It was good. 
 
Z: How was the beer? 
 
R: It was good.  It was beer.  It was just interesting relating your story to the actual space. 
 
Z: You are just terrific.  Going in to places that I mentioned in my story.  In that 
restaurant, at a small table, we were not sitting like this but one opposite each other, and 
had a big container of beer and cold grilled pork chops in front of me and white sliced 
radish with a lot of salt on it and that’s when he said to me, you know you’re under 
suspicion of being a Jew.  I had my mouth full of food.  Almost choked on it.  I 
swallowed and looked back at him as sarcastically as he looked at me and said, do you 
believe that.  He had a smile and said, no, but if it’s true I have to kill you. With this 
smile on his face.  That’s Caru’cu bere.  It’s right next to the post office. 
 
R: That’s what was great.  Figuring out how close everything was that you talked about.  
It just makes everything make more sense.  Being there was really helpful. 
 
Z: You are residing in Austin and I am residing in Houston but there is a magic gadget 
called a computer.  SO, if you need any information please and if you don’t get it through 
the computer please call me.  I’m always home in the evening or early in the morning. 
 
R: Thank you. 
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Appendix E: Photographic References 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

Parcul Cişmigiu, Bucharest, Romania –15 December 2012 
Photograph by Matthew Remington 

 

   

 
CEC Bank Building, Bucharest, Romania – 13 December 2012 

Photograph by Matthew Remington 
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Caru’cu bere, Bucharest, Romania – 18 December 2012 
Photographs by Matthew Remington 

 

 

Caru’cu bere, Bucharest, Romania – 18 December 2012 
Photographs by Matthew Remington 
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Museum of the Romanian Peasant - 21 December 2012 

Photography by Matthew Remington 
 



 346 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 
 

 
Headquarters of ,,Totul pentru Ţará” 

Brasov, Romania – 27 December 2012 
Photograph by Matthew Remington 
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Postal Palace, Bucharest, Romania – 17 December 2012 
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