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And if ever in this country

They decide to erect a monument to me, 

I consent to that honor

Under these conditions—that it stand

Neither by the sea, where I was born:

My last tie with the sea is broken,

Nor in the tsar's garden, near the cherished pine stump,

Where an inconsolable shade looks for me.

But here, where I stood for three hundred hours,

And where they never unbolted the doors for me.

ANNA AKHMATOVA, "Requiem"




If we blow into the narrow end of the shofar, we will be heard

far. But if we choose to be Mankind rather than Jewish and

blow into the wider part, we will not be heard at all; for us

America will have been in vain.

CYNTHIA OZICK, Art and Ardor







Prologue

LIKE MOST AMERICAN Jews of my generation, I had a twin in the Soviet Union. Maxim Yankelevich. I doubt I'll ever forget that name. I repeated it incessantly in the nervous weeks leading up to my bar mitzvah. Some organization of which I was barely aware had handed down Maxim's information, and my job was to invoke him and what I was told was his "plight" after I read from the Torah—a rite of passage that filled me with such dread I wasn't sure I'd remember my own name, let alone this other boy's. So I compulsively chanted to myself "Maxim Yankelevich." It calmed me down. 

The only real information I had about Maxim was on a sheet of mimeographed paper that the rabbi had given me. Maxim's father, Zelman, was a construction engineer. His mother, Elena, was a cosmetician. The family had first applied for permission to leave the Soviet Union in 1980, when Maxim was five. Now it was 1989 and they were still living in Leningrad. His bar mitzvah was supposed to have taken place the year before but hadn't, or couldn't, for reasons unexplained (my imagination, populated by KGB agents in khaki trench coats shooting bullets from their shoes, filled in many of the particulars). By mentioning him, I was told, I was symbolically allowing him to share my bar mitzvah. What I fixated on most was the small photo of Maxim's father. It was a grainy black-and-white, but one could see the silhouetted outline of a man wearing a cap, scarf, and thick-framed glasses. He looked like a father from another century, a shtetl father, and I pictured him, the construction engineer, carefully laying bricks day after day. Besides the photo there were only a few lines of text and just one sentence to give me a sense of the plight that necessitated my intervention. Maxim had grown up, I was informed, in "an atmosphere of tension and uncertainty." 

My rabbi was a sensitive and thoughtful man but he must have matched young boys and girls with thousands of these Soviet twins by the late 1980s and he didn't take the time to explain further. In the days leading up to my Torah reading, while I tried on my new gray suit and red clip-on tie a dozen times in front of the mirror, Maxim Yankelevich took up residence in my overactive brain. I imagined what he looked like: taller than me, blond, without braces, carrying his schoolbooks with an old-fashioned book strap. The fact of his existence though, somewhere far off to the east, thoroughly confused me. These were the last years of the Cold War. I was aware of the "evil empire," if only through the detritus of pop culture, which seemed obsessed with the Soviet-American relationship. For some reason, I was fascinated by the truly awful 1985 film White Nights. It starred Mikhail Baryshnikov as a Russian ballet dancer who had defected from the Soviet Union but found himself—through the deus ex machina of a plane crash—trapped once again in the country he had fled. In one scene, the Baryshnikov character lustily dances to the music of the banned raspy-voiced folksinger Vladimir Vysotsky on the stage of the empty Mariinsky Theater while his old girlfriend watches and weeps, knowing that if he had stayed in the Soviet Union he would never have been permitted to express himself with such abandon. Some variety of repression was hidden there behind the constantly invoked iron curtain. Of that, I couldn't help being at least somewhat aware. But still, when I read about Maxim, the notion that he or any other Jew lived in "an atmosphere of tension and uncertainty" was hard to fathom.

On the face of it, the concept shouldn't have been shocking to a grandchild of Holocaust survivors and a son of Israelis. I had grown up with the stories of my maternal grandmother, who had lived hidden in a hole under the Polish earth for a year; with the stories of my paternal grandparents, who had survived the uprising in the Warsaw Ghetto only to eventually find themselves sleeping next to gas chambers in the death camp Majdanek, where they lost their entire families. Then there was my other grandfather—who, we always joked, had had it easy—who'd spent three years in a Siberian work camp. The fact of Jewish suffering was not a foreign concept to me. Throw in my parents' anxieties for Israel, its very existence constantly threatened, and "tension and uncertainty" should have been well embedded in my psychology by the time I encountered Maxim. 

The problem, I think, was that through my eyes then, the history of the world was split into a neat and distinct before and after. As I saw it at thirteen, the horrors of the war had been the terrible price paid for this new era in which Jews had not only physical safety but also a peace of mind that they had never experienced over the two thousand years of Diaspora—Israel, despite my parents' worries, didn't seem to me like it was going anywhere. The little that I knew about Maxim and other Soviet Jews escaped these mental categories of before and after. The fear of death was not hanging over him like it had for my grandparents—that much I knew—but at the same time, he was clearly trapped, denied something as basic and schmaltzy as a bar mitzvah. All I could do was file him away as a historical anomaly, a bit of unfinished postwar Jewish business that I didn't really understand.

My bar mitzvah was on September 1, 1989. I stood in front of the congregation and gave a short speech, trying desperately not to shake. I reminded everyone that it was the fiftieth anniversary of the Nazi invasion of Poland, a significant historical marker for me, the day my grandparents' journey through hell began. But here I was, I said with a flourish, decades after the camps were liberated, having my bar mitzvah in America, a country where I was free to be a Jew.

I did mention Maxim's name. But I didn't give much more thought to the gray space his story occupied. The paradox at the center of the Soviet Jewish experience—a people not allowed to fully assimilate but also not allowed to develop a separate national identity or to leave—was too confounding.

Two months after Maxim and I had our bar mitzvah, the course of history seemed to change in a day. The Berlin Wall fell. Over the next decade, as the Soviet Union crumbled, more than a million Jews fled, joining the approximately three hundred thousand that had trickled out since the end of the 1960s. I don't know if Maxim Yankelevich was among them. I forgot about him for a long time. Only years later, visiting Israel, did I scan the faces of new immigrants and wonder if he had gotten out. It was impossible not to think about Soviet Jews then. They had fundamentally altered Israeli society, from the now ubiquitous line of Russian subtitles on Israeli television to the electoral power the new immigrants wielded as a major conservative voting bloc, not to mention the influx of doctors, physicists, engineers, and musicians. (Israelis joked that if a Soviet Jew didn't get off the airplane with a violin case, he was probably a pianist.) In America too, where hundreds of thousands had arrived and settled, predominantly in New York, their presence was felt, changing the face of large swathes of Brooklyn. The children of these immigrants have already made an impressive impact on American society, becoming influential novelists, entrepreneurs, and computer engineers. 

By the time I really started to consider Maxim's story on its own terms, the conversation about Soviet Jews had changed. It was no longer about their plight but about their experiences as a new immigrant group and the various challenges—especially in Israel—of absorption. Maybe because Jews had finally been allowed to emigrate out of the Soviet Union, the fact that they had been denied this right for so long seemed to vanish into historical memory; the mass migration came to be seen simply as a byproduct of the Cold War's end, one of the many walls that fell. That it was the result of a long struggle was somehow forgotten. If people stopped to think of it at all, it was only to invoke the name of Natan Sharansky (once Anatoly Shcharansky), the well-known dissident who sat for nine years in a prison camp and later established a successful second life as a politician in Israel after his release.

Meanwhile, my own interest had shifted. I'd always been obsessed with my grandparents' stories of survival, but by the time I reached adulthood what I understood most about the Holocaust was its fundamental inaccessibility. The admonition to "never forget" was inhibiting enough, but the war's overrepresentation in pop culture had also reduced it to a set of cliched words and images that overwhelmed my ability to see it clearly. I recorded my grandparents' stories, took in the cascade of Holocaust books and movies, but I also came to accept that this was a door that would always remained closed, even if I stood in front of it forever with my mouth open. Maybe as a reaction, I became absorbed by a much more amorphous period. I wanted to know about the world after. I looked at the quiet drama of my grandparents' lives and realized that there was an unexplored and rich story here. They were simple people who had lost their families, suffered years of physical and psychological torture, and had still managed to have children, love, work hard, think beyond survival. What about the Jewish world as a whole? How to explain what happened to the two largest Jewish communities of the Diaspora, in the United States and in the Soviet Union, in the decades since the war? These millions of Jews couldn't all simply immerse themselves in the building of a Jewish state. How did they cope with their psychic and physical scars? 

These were two communities that, each in its own way, were left shattered after the Holocaust. For the nearly three million Jews living in the Soviet Union, the trauma of the war was compounded by a regime that wanted no trace of Jewish communal life, extinguishing even that which was permitted by the Bolsheviks. Stalin, fired up by his own paranoia and fueled by a long-standing popular anti-Semitism, crushed these last remnants. They were discouraged in every way from being Jews—synagogues were shuttered, and Yiddish writers and actors were executed—and trapped in a country that allowed no legal emigration, which might have provided an escape route to Israel. It was obvious to most observers that within a generation or two, the total assimilation, or spiritual genocide, of Soviet Jewry would be complete.

American Jews, the most populous and prosperous Jewish Diaspora community, had easily integrated into American society by the 1950s. The struggle they faced in the decades after the war was more psychological. There was a sense that their efforts to prevent the Holocaust had been insufficient. This stain spread, soaking in and giving a self-conscious character to American Jewish life. It also spoke to a deeper anxiety about assimilation, a weakness that manifested itself in the community's inability to stand up for its own interests. Even as these Jews climbed to the heights of American society they were dogged by a feeling that the literal abandonment of their brethren was a symptom of the figurative abandonment of their own identity.

What happened between then and now? When you look around today, Russian Jewish immigrants are free to live wherever they want, in Jerusalem or Berlin. And though they are facing all the challenges that come with deracination, forced to work out for themselves what it means to be Jewish, they are free to engage in this dialectic, to become Hasidic if they choose or merely read an Isaac Bashevis Singer story. The spiritual genocide never occurred. And American Jews, once afraid it would appear like special pleading if they asked a politician to address a Jewish issue, now wield enormous political power in America. They have formed a lobby whose effectiveness has become the envy of every American minority group. 

How then to explain these transformations that took place in the darkness of the war's long shadow? The magnetic force of Israel's existence certainly played a central role. But there had to be more. And here is where I remembered the strange plight of my long-forgotten bar mitzvah twin, Maxim. It occurred to me, before I even knew the complete story, that it was through the effort to save Soviet Jews that these two communities had arrived at the redemption they each sought, physical for one and psychological for the other. What looks to us now like an inevitability—the mass emigration of hundreds of thousands—was actually the culmination of a hard-fought battle; a massive effort to rescue Soviet Jewry from extinction and also a homegrown social movement that shaped the American Jewish community we know today. It's a history that has, strangely, been ignored. Only twenty years have passed since the end of the Cold War, but already the world—even the Jewish community—is losing the memory of this movement. In some ways, it is a victim of its own success. From where we sit today, we can easily forget that for nearly three decades—beginning amid the social and political tumult of the 1960s and culminating with the end of the Cold War—there was a day-to-day struggle whose outcome was not clear to the men and women who made it the center of their lives. And yet, looking back at the twentieth century, we can't understand the eventful postwar Jewish story without examining this struggle in all its human detail, without appreciating how a small number of willful individuals on both sides of the iron curtain took on the superpowers.





This is the story I decided to tell. After years of research and untold hours spent conducting interviews in living rooms from Tel Aviv to Moscow, poring over primary sources in archives, and reading the many memoirs of the combatants, I realized the movement was even more historically significant—and dramatic—than I'd thought at the beginning. 

The history of the movement contains two narratives that eventually fuse into one. While Soviet Jews were pushing for unobstructed emigration from inside the Soviet Union, American Jews were pushing for it from the outside. Grassroots efforts developed in other countries, such as England and France, but because of their numbers and the peculiar politics of the Cold War, American Jews were as fundamental to the movement as the Soviet Jews themselves.

Advocating for Soviet Jewry taught American Jews how to lobby. Israel is widely believed to have been the great galvanizing cause for this community, a perception fueled by the fact that Jewish influence would eventually be used to sway policy in the Middle East. But it was the effort to get the American government to pressure the Soviets—when it least wanted to—that first taught American Jews how to flex their political muscle. All the tools in use today, from targeting local congresspeople to asserting influence on the Hill, were first tested on this question. After the Six-Day War and the occupation that followed, Israel became as divisive a factor in American Jewish life as it was a uniting one. But the plight of Soviet Jewry, as soon as it penetrated the consciousness of American Jews, brought together people on both left and right, all impassioned for their own reasons—some were anti-Communist, others saw it as a human rights issue. The cause built slowly and was not without bitter conflict over tactics and directions. But as a result, American Jews discovered the strident voice they had never been comfortable using.

Soviet Jews, during the course of this story, transformed themselves from a community that was disconnected from its roots to a reawakened part of the tribe, some of them taking enormous risks to live as Jews again. Just as on the American side—and as is true of most social movements—the number of people on the frontline was small. Only a few thousand Soviet Jews pushed so hard to emigrate that they risked the consequences of prison and exile. Only a handful of activists were in the core inspiring other Jews to emigrate and helping them when their requests were rejected. But this small group had an outsize influence. And they embodied the feelings of many more Soviet Jews, a silent majority that knew there was something untenable about their life in the Soviet Union, from the quotas of Jews allowed at universities to the almost primordial hatred that came from ethnic Russians and Ukrainians. The refuseniks, as those who applied to emigrate and were refused became known, battled hard against implacable forces and created for themselves an alternative underground society as they waited in limbo. And in resisting, they not only dented the iron curtain, they returned a Jewish face to a community that had been feared lost. 

But the movement did more than alter these two Jewish communities. Soviet Jewry became a flashpoint in the Cold War. It went from being an issue that John F. Kennedy ignored to one that Ronald Reagan put on par with arms control. The stories of individual Jews waiting as long as fifteen years to emigrate, often separated from their families, deprived of work, and frequently harassed by the KGB, offered one of the best ideological weapons against Communism. Many factors led to the end of the Cold War, and historians still argue about the relative weight each should carry. By the 1980s, the Soviet Union had serious economic problems, from food shortages to a rapidly declining standard of living, as it struggled with both a quagmire in Afghanistan and an escalating arms race that was bankrupting the empire. Rather than saving socialism, Mikhail Gorbachev's attempt at reform through glasnost and perestroika only sped up the total collapse of the Soviet experiment. But historians neglect another important element: the constant internal pressure the Soviet Union faced from its own dissidents, particularly those Soviet Jews demanding the right to emigrate. They presented a fundamental challenge to a regime that prided itself on having created the perfect society. Soviet leaders worried that even a modest Jewish emigration would be the first crack in the foundation. As the longtime Soviet ambassador Anatoly Dobrynin confessed in his memoirs, "In the closed society of the Soviet Union, the Kremlin was afraid of emigration in general (irrespective of nationality or religion) lest an escape hatch from the happy land of socialism seem to offer a degree of liberalization that might destabilize the domestic situation."

The refuseniks and the activists in the West—often together with those dissidents who demanded democratization—kept the Soviet Union on the moral defensive in the eyes of the world. As a result, human rights moved to the center of international diplomacy, achieving a status that we now take for granted. In the 1970s, for the first time, a country's treatment of its own citizens dictated the United States' trade policy. Human rights have since become a pivotal guide of our relations with other countries, from China to Zimbabwe. But this was not the case before the movement to save Soviet Jewry. The adoption of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights by the United Nations in 1948 was an important milestone, but it took another thirty years for these ethical principles to move out of the realm of rhetoric and become powerful tools. The banner of Soviet Jewry was always pulled taut between two poles. On one end was the tribal instinct of Jews wanting to save imperiled Jews. But there were also these universal principles. From the movement's inception, the biblical injunction to "let my people go" went alongside Article 13 of the Declaration of Human Rights, which states that everyone has the right to leave any country, including his own. This was not, moreover, an inconsequential right. A UN report as early as 1963 identified it as a sort of gateway right, pointing out that a country's allowing its citizens to emigrate is "an indispensable condition for the full enjoyment by all of civil, political, economic, social and cultural rights." The freedom to vote with one's feet is the first step to an open society. By framing their struggle to help Soviet Jews as a moral issue, activists working on both sides of the iron curtain helped spark the human rights revolution and began a dialogue that continues today over how to judge the behavior of the world's countries. 

All these triumphs and ramifications are, of course, a matter of hindsight. In this book, the history unfolds just as it progressed in reality, its ending as unknown as it was to the activists committed to the cause and to the Soviet Jews who waited years for exit visas, sure they would never see Israel. I wanted to capture the many internal struggles, the conflicts of personalities, the moments of both lurching progress and sudden hope. This is a narrative that demanded to be told from the perspective of the individuals who formed the movement. Like the other great twentieth-century social struggles, from the fight against apartheid to the push for civil rights in America, it is essentially a story about ordinary people who simply couldn't accept an immoral status quo. Not only does their struggle fill in a missing piece of Cold War and Jewish history, it shows how the risks they took helped shape the contours of our world today.




PART I: AFTER THE THAW

1963–1970


Let time be silent about me.

Let the sharp wind weep easily,

And over my Jewish grave,

Let young life shout persistently. 

JOSEPH BRODSKY,

"I'm not asking death for immortality..."






1. Beneath the Earth

1963–1966

YOSEF MENDELEVICH WAS sixteen when he saw the killing grounds for the first time. It was the fall of 1963. He had heard about the place: just outside of Riga, in the vast woods of tall fir trees and sprawling brush that the locals called Rumbuli. All one had to do was follow the train tracks east, toward Moscow. There, underneath the black soil, in five narrow ditches, lay twenty-five thousand bodies, Jewish bodies, killed by the Nazis and their Latvian collaborators in ten days at the end of 1941. Mendelevich knew this. All the Jews of Riga did. And they knew too about the small group of Jews—Zionists, they were calling themselves—who had searched the year before under the dark shadow of those trees for the exact place of the massacre. In the end, it hadn't been so hard to find. Poking out of the earth were fragments of charred bone, the shriveled brown leather of a child's shoe, a broken Star of David on a necklace. 

Mendelevich was a shy, withdrawn boy with pale, pimply skin and thick, horn-rimmed glasses. Most days when he wasn't in school he was alone inside his parents' house in a poor section of Riga. The outside world entered mainly through its brutal noises—the shouts of his Latvian neighbors stumbling home full of vodka; glass breaking; drunken fathers beating their children. Like any sensitive teenage introvert, he found his home, his only comfort, in his imaginings. In Yosef's case, the world he escaped to in his mind was a real place, though a rather fantastical destination for a young Soviet boy. It was a country so far away, so obscured and unknown, it might as well have existed under a different sun. That place was Israel. And he constructed his idea of it with what he had at hand. His aunt Fanya, one of the rare Soviet citizens allowed to immigrate in the late fifties, had once sent a color postcard of a swimming pool at Kfar Giladi, a kibbutz in the northern Galilee. Mendelevich took a magnifying glass to it, counting all the people, scrutinizing the shape and shade of every tree. The sight of so many Jews gathered together wearing swimming trunks seemed unreal. Fanya had also written his family a letter in which she recounted the history of the one-armed Joseph Trumpeldor and his last stand at Tel Chai, not far from Kfar Giladi, where he was killed in 1920 while defending the settlement from local Arabs. He became a legend for his famous dying words: "Never mind, it is good to die for our country." At night, Mendelevich's father would tune their shortwave radio to Kol Israel, the Voice of Israel, and hold the receiver close to his ear, translating the news from Hebrew to Russian. Before the war, his father had studied in a  cheder, a Jewish religious school, and so he understood the language. But to Mendelevich the sounds were unfamiliar, a mystical, warm tongue from a better place, one he knew little about but felt, even as a teenager, that he was destined to go to.

Mendelevich didn't exactly trust the person who'd first told him about Rumbuli, a boy who sat next to him at the college he attended at night and who seemed to be a bit of a daydreamer. Still, if what the boy whispered to him was true, that young people were gathering on Sundays to clean up Rumbuli and make it a proper memorial ground, then Yosef wanted to go. So the next weekend, he set out with a friend.

What he found there, at the place he began referring to as Little Israel, startled him. Jews, most of them young but some in their sixties, were on their knees, digging their hands into the earth, lifting it up and dumping it clump by clump into homemade crates. Others were filling in the spaces with sand from two enormous mounds. Dozens of people with shovels and pails, rakes, and baskets, working. Some of the men had their shirts off.

In the middle of it all, static amid the activity, stood a huge wooden obelisk, taller than a man, painted pitch-black with a splattering of red at its top. On the obelisk's face, framed and behind glass, hung what looked like a large photograph of an oil painting. In somber browns and grays, it depicted a long line of tearful women, babies clinging to their breasts, followed by ashen-faced, downtrodden men, all marching under a threatening sky—Jews being led to the slaughter. 

The scene actually before him was altogether different. The only time Mendelevich had ever witnessed so many Jews in one place was when he'd gone with his father to the synagogue on Peitaves Street in the old town. But those were old men. Here were young people, young Jews, sweating together under the sun. One man in particular caught his eye. He was tanned, strong, straight backed, just what Mendelevich thought an Israeli would look like. In the shock of the moment, he was willing to believe that such a miracle—an Israeli in Riga—might have occurred.

Mendelevich quickly grabbed a crate, got down on his knees, and began moving the earth with his bare hands.

He rarely missed a Sunday after that. He would spend the week looking forward to Little Israel and to the bus rides from Riga. The group of young people grew through 1963 and into 1964, and eventually they took up almost all the seats on the bus leaving the city. And they sang. Mendelevich learned Israeli songs, such as the rousing anthem of the Palmach, the scruffy, pre-state paramilitary force in British Mandate Palestine:


All around us the storm rages

But we will not lower our heads

We are always ready to follow the orders

We are the Palmach.

From Metulla to the Negev

From the sea to the desert

Every fine young man to arms

Every young man on guard.



Though he understood not a word of the Hebrew, for the first time in his life, Mendelevich felt like part of a group. And when he listened to himself singing along with the whole bus filled with Jewish youth, he also felt, strangely, like a fighter.

Passengers faced with a busload of young Jews singing vociferously in a foreign language would often get off. One day, the driver stopped Mendelevich as he was exiting the bus. "Where do you come from like this?" he asked with a mixture of shock and contempt. Mendelevich didn't answer. He knew that the driver was bewildered and perhaps a little threatened by the loud group. Jews did not generally comport themselves like this, unabashedly strident and unafraid. But on the way to Rumbuli, they did. 





It was strange but not entirely unexpected that in the early 1960s the Jews of Riga felt compelled to claw at the earth in search of their recent past. Most people living in the Baltic States were afflicted with a deep nostalgia. Until the summer of 1940, when they lost their independence and were forcibly annexed by the Soviet Union, Estonia, Lithuania, and Latvia had spent over two decades as free, prosperous, and democratic countries. The devastation of the war and then the total subjugation by Moscow's overbearing regime made for a defeated and demoralized population. In the early 1960s, most middle-aged people had a strong memory of and longing for the world they had lost.

For Jews, this tear through history was even more brutal and dramatic. They had seen their entire universe erased, and what they'd lost was a diverse and rich Jewish life.

To judge from population and emigration numbers, the interwar years were good ones for Jews in Latvia. Riga's Jewish population nearly doubled between 1920 and 1935, going from twenty-four thousand to forty-four thousand. Even at the height of the Zionist movement's popularity, few of these Jews opted to go to Palestine—only seventy-five went in 1931. Latvia, which gained its independence and established a parliamentary democracy following World War I, accepted and even to some extent encouraged a Jewish presence. Jews served in the army and in government and formed a wide range of political parties—from religious to socialist Zionist—that were represented in the hundred-seat Saeima, Latvia's parliament. The Jewish bloc won six seats in the first election, in 1920. And among the socialist and communist opposition, it could be said that Jews predominated, many even volunteering to fight in Spain with the International Brigades against Franco.

As far back as 1840, Riga was home to a Jewish secondary school that taught secular studies. In the 1920s, cultural groups named after two of the great Yiddish writers of the day, Sholem Aleichem and I. L. Peretz, multiplied. The state even subsidized some Jewish activities, such as the Jewish Educational Society on Baznicas Street, which ran vocational schools for Jews who wanted to become craftsmen and workers in Latvia or Palestine. Its library was filled with books in dozens of languages, and the society held readings and discussion groups for the local intelligentsia. One such event, on March 30, 1935, was an elaborate ball and lecture to commemorate the eight hundredth birthday of Maimonides. 

One of the speakers that evening was Simon Dubnow. With his pointy white goatee and round spectacles, Dubnow was Riga's most famous Jewish intellectual. By the time he moved to Riga, in 1933, escaping Berlin and Hitler, he was already well known for his ten-volume Die Weltgeschichte des jüdischen Volkes (World History of the Jewish People), published from 1925 to 1930, the most comprehensive such history ever written. He had settled in the northern Mezaparks district of the city in an apartment lined with his vast collection of books. His years in Riga were spent translating his magnum opus from German to Hebrew and Russian and condensing it into one volume, History of the Jewish People for Work and Home, intended primarily for children.

Riga had a society of Jewish physicians and a society of Jewish outer-garment tailors; it had Jewish mutual aid groups and sports clubs. A Jewish hospital with internal medicine, neurology, and surgery departments was established in 1924. A professional Jewish theater opened in 1927. And on the radio throughout the 1930s, one could hear the songs of Oscar Strok, the Jewish "King of Tango," who became famous when Peter Leschenko crooned his romantic ballad "Chorne Glaza" (Black Eyes).

Yiddish was in the street; the first newspaper in the language, Nationale Zeitung, was published in 1907, and a rich array of others followed: Yiddishe Stimme, Weg, Das Folk, and Frimorgn. Riga had fourteen synagogues, including the Altneie Schul, built in 1780, and the imposing Gogola Street Synagogue, built in Renaissance style in 1871 and famous throughout Eastern Europe for the vibratos of its cantors.

But it was the number and diversity of Zionist youth groups that provided the strongest proof that Jews felt at home here—young people dressed in uniforms, marching, singing, learning Hebrew, preparing themselves to be farmers and soldiers in Palestine. Hashomer Hatzair, the oldest and most popular group, was affiliated with the Labor Zionist movement. Its goal was twofold: to encourage emigration to Palestine and to defend the interests of the proletariat. At the movement's peak, in 1927, its Riga branch had three thousand members. At the other end of the political spectrum was a group whose influence began to eclipse Hashomer Hatzair's as World War II approached: Betar. The name was both an acronym in Hebrew for the "League of Joseph Trumpeldor," a tribute to the fallen Zionist hero, and an allusion to the last suicidal battle of the Bar Kochba rebellion against the Romans in 135 CE. In their brown shirts and shouting military songs, the members of Betar represented a Zionism of blood and fire. 

Betar had sprung from the mind of Vladimir Jabotinsky, a journalist, prolific essayist and translator (he even rendered Edgar Allan Poe's "The Raven" in Russian and Hebrew) who provided Zionism with its unaccommodating, proud, and sometimes violent right flank. Born in Odessa, Jabotinsky, jug-eared and bespectacled in owlish round glasses, lamented the loss of Judaism's ancient muscle. He was fiercely opposed to the dominant Labor Zionism; he thought the group was more concerned with the class struggle than it was with the tough job of wrenching Palestine from the Arabs and the colonial forces who controlled it. His political philosophy became known as revisionism, as he was determined to "revise" what he saw as the Zionists' complacent relationship with the British occupiers. He preached Jewish militarism, a cult of bravery and sacrifice. The world had never lifted a finger for Jews, went Jabotinsky's teaching—which was passed down to his followers and formed the basis of their ideology—so Jews had no choice but to rely on themselves and their strength alone.

Jabotinsky did more than just write and lecture. He put his ideas into action, organizing Jewish self-defense units throughout Russia following the devastating pogroms of the 1900s and later establishing a Jewish Legion to fight alongside the British in World War I. Betar was a critical part of his vision. It was started in December 1923 by a group of students in Riga who had heard Jabotinsky deliver a fiery call to arms, a speech titled "Jews and Militarism." Branches of the group soon proliferated in cities all over Russia and Eastern Europe, and Jabotinsky eventually claimed the movement as his own. In a 1932 essay, he defined its goals: "[Betar], as we think of it, is a school based on three levels in which the youth will learn how to box, to use a stick, and other self-defense disciplines; the youth will learn the principles of military order; it will learn how to work; it will learn how to cultivate external beauty and ceremony; it will learn to scorn all forms of negligence, or as we call them, poverty or ghetto-life; they will learn to respect older people, women, prayer (even that of a foreigner), democracy—and many other things whose time has passed but are immortal." 

Betar and its radical nationalism continued to play a role in Riga long after the world that had cultivated it disappeared. Many of those middle-aged Jews who gathered at Rumbuli in the 1960s had been Betari youth. Ezra Rusinek, the man Mendelevich mistook for an Israeli, had been a member. As a young boy, Rusinek marched in the brown shirt and neckerchief of Betar, saluting by slapping a clenched fist against his chest and belting out "Tel Chai," the name of the settlement Trumpeldor had died defending.

Anti-Semitism, of course, did exist in this prewar world, especially among the members of the local National Socialist Party. And the 1934 coup by the authoritarian Karlis Ulmanis made life more difficult for Jews. Leftist Zionist youth groups like Hashomer Hatzair were outlawed (Betar, whose mission the Fascists at least respected, was left untouched). Businesses were nationalized, which affected many Jewish entrepreneurs. But given the alternatives—Stalin to the east and Hitler to the west—Latvian Jews felt comfortable and settled. After all, it was to Riga that Simon Dubnow had fled when he left Germany in 1933.

Then came August 23, 1939. Molotov and Ribbentrop shook hands, sealing the nonaggression pact between Hitler and Stalin and placing the Baltic States in the Soviet "sphere of influence." By early October, the Soviets were mobilizing thirty thousand troops on Latvian ground. The following summer, Moscow had concocted a border incident that gave it an excuse to bring a hundred thousand troops into Latvia and call for new parliamentary elections from which all but the Working Peoples' Bloc were disqualified. The newly elected Latvian Soviet Socialist Republic then duly asked to be annexed by the USSR. As soon as it was, on August 5, 1940, the Kremlin outlawed all non-Communist groups, which meant the immediate end of Jewish organizational life.

But much worse was to come. By the following summer, Hitler's army occupied most of Latvia. Jews panicked at the German approach, having heard rumors of what was happening in Germany and Poland. Others had memories of being treated well by the Germans after World War I and hoped that the same would be true again. But even if they wanted to, many could not leave in time. Only a small number, about ten thousand, were able to flee farther east into the Soviet Union. The vast majority, about seventy-eight thousand, were stuck. 

Their end came quickly. After being corralled behind a double fence of barbed wire in a small section of the old city for four months, the Jews of Riga, by order of Heinrich Himmler and with help from local Latvian volunteers, were liquidated. At four in the morning on November 29, 1941, fifteen thousand Jews were driven outside of the city to Rumbuli, told to undress and lie down, and then shot in the head. A week and a half later, ten thousand more Jews, including eighty-one-year-old Simon Dubnow, the great chronicler of Jewish history, were taken to Rumbuli and murdered.

By the end of the war, there was no Latvian Jewry. A progress report six months after the German invasion, signed by the head of one of the mobile killing units that massacred Jews in the wake of the German army, put the Jewish death toll at 63,238. That included the Jews of Riga. That included the five ditches at Rumbuli. In all, 90 percent of the Jews in Latvia were slaughtered by the Nazis; the rest were scattered through Siberia or starving and lonely in attics and holes waiting for the war to end. The majestic synagogues were burned to the ground. A culture had been totally annihilated; worse, it was as if salt had been spread on the earth so that nothing would ever grow there again.





Yosef Mendelevich was born in 1947 and knew only the world after the war.

His parents were from Dvinsk, in southern Latvia, and they had survived through his father's resourcefulness—he had managed to get a horse and carriage and escape deep into the Soviet Union before the Germans arrived. Like many Latvian Jews, he discovered there was little left of his hometown after the war, so he went to Riga. A committed Communist since the age of sixteen, Mendelevich's father never completely abandoned a sentimental attachment to Jewish tradition. When Yosef was born, his father even found an old mohel to circumcise him, one of the few remaining in Riga. On holidays, father and son would visit the one synagogue left in the city—it was crammed between buildings in the old town, and burning it would have meant destroying the surrounding houses. The Germans had used it as a stable. At home, Mendelevich's mother prepared Jewish meals, matzo balls at Passover and poppy seed-filled  hamentashen on Purim. Yosef and his sister spent hours peeling potatoes to make latkes for Hanukkah.

But for Mendelevich, the warm world inside did not resemble the world outside. There, he learned early that he was not like everyone else. On the first day of first grade, his teacher asked each child to declare his or her "nationality." Every Soviet citizen was required to carry an internal passport at all times; it gave basic identifying information and, more important, the bearer's propiska, the place where he or she was officially registered to live. On the fifth line of the passport was a space for nationality; for most, this was the place to indicate the republic, language, and culture the individual was ethnically connected to: Ukrainian, Georgian, Latvian, Russian. But for 2,267,814 Soviet citizens, the fifth line read Jewish, and it indicated only one thing: difference.

In Mendelevich's first-grade class, he was the only one of the forty students who had Evrei—Jewish—written on that fifth line. When the teacher asked the children to stand up and state their nationalities, Mendelevich considered lying, but his nose and his name gave him away. "Mendelevich?" the teacher asked. "Jewish," he whispered. The class started to giggle. Among the children, there was a hierarchy of nationalities: the Russians were on top, Ukrainians and Latvians in the middle, the Asiatic peoples of the Far East toward the bottom, and Jews definitely on the lowest rung. The teacher made no attempt to quiet the class. Instead, she looked down at the squirming Mendelevich and asked, "Where does your father work?" He was mortified. It seemed all the other children's fathers were pilots or army officers. His father collected scrap iron. There was no way he could say this out loud. "I don't know," he answered. The laughter bubbled up and exploded as the teacher shook her head. "So big and he doesn't know."

From then on, Mendelevich preferred to stay inside, away from others. He read a lot—many Soviet writers, but also Hans Christian Andersen and the Brothers Grimm. His parents were poor and he was a child eager to please. He tried his best to succeed in school. He made few friends and eventually stopped venturing out into the courtyard to play with the other children. 

But when he was ten, in 1957, Soviet reality intruded on him. Mendelevich's father was tried for economic crimes, accused of selling a few grams of lead on the black market. Khrushchev had crusaded against such crimes, and a suspiciously disproportionate number of Jews were tried and sometimes even executed as a result. Mendelevich's father was sentenced to five years and sent to a nearby prison camp, where he was forced to make bricks. Mendelevich's mother took him along when she went to visit her husband, and her son never forgot the barking dogs, the line of soldiers with their guns, and the strange sight of his father in tattered clothes.

His father was released early from his sentence. But a few months after that, his mother died. Mendelevich's alienation seemed complete. By the time he entered adolescence, he was living a double life. In school, he was disciplined. His Russian was so good that he was often asked to read out loud to the class. Once, he was asked to read the part of Maresyev, a pilot, in a famous Soviet novel. Maresyev's plane had been shot down in enemy territory; both of his legs were injured, and he was captured by partisans and interrogated. They asked the pilot who he was. Maresyev's response—"A Russian I am, a Russian"—made the children snicker and Mendelevich blush, but their laughter didn't bother him anymore. His home life, increasingly dominated by thoughts of Israel and revolving around the nightly shortwave broadcasts of Kol Israel, mattered much more.

At sixteen, before he'd even set eyes on Rumbuli, he began finding reflections of his secret desires. He spent the days working as a carpenter's apprentice at a factory, and in the evenings he took classes at School 25. By some fluke, a third of the school's teachers and students were Jews. And unlike at his elementary school, Mendelevich found there was no shame here in being Jewish. On one Jewish holiday, the students even wrote on the blackboard, No school. Rosh Hashanah. And to his surprise, he wasn't the only one who dreamed about Israel. Soon he and his new friends were chatting away about what they would do when they got there, what they would take with them, what kind of jobs they might have.


Even more important than his new school was the arrival of an older cousin from Dvinsk who came to stay in his family's home. Small, bookish, and unassuming, Mendel Gordin was studying to be a doctor at the Riga Medical Institute. In 1963, Mendelevich learned that his cousin had a secret. Gordin was part of a small network of Jews that shared illegal books and articles about Israel. It was so dangerous that Gordin kept his extracurricular activities from Mendelevich's father. But Gordin, who was older then Mendelevich by ten years, saw in the teenager a kindred spirit, and although he didn't tell him about his connections in the city, he shared his samizdat with him and talked with him about Israel. The first piece of illegal writing Mendelevich read, typed and loosely bound with a needle and thread, was a collection of Jabotinsky's essays. 

That fall, Mendelevich went to Rumbuli for the first time. By then, hundreds of young Jews were arriving every Sunday to work on landscaping the mass graves; delineating them with rocks, planting flowers. The sight of so many young people working together, along with the steady stream of material his cousin was receiving, fed Mendelevich's fantasies about a vast underground Zionist movement operating in Riga. He knew he wanted to be a part of it.





Hardly anything worthy of the name movement existed at the time. The revival at Rumbuli and the clandestine distribution of samizdat, though far from spontaneous, were not the work of any formal organization. Riga's Zionist activity was, more than anything else, the result of a handful of connected families longing to reconstitute the lost world of their youth. The orange of Jaffa's citrus groves, the blue of the Mediterranean at Tel Aviv, and the white of Jerusalem stone had first hypnotized them as children and had never left their mind's eyes. In the secrecy of their homes, they played Israeli music on scratchy phonograph records, tried to teach themselves Hebrew, gathered together to listen to Kol Israel, and eagerly read any Jewish material they could find, including Dubnow's history, which they discovered in personal libraries. But a fear of Stalin and the far-reaching tentacles of his secret police made them keep these activities at a barely audible whisper. Even in the Baltics, where the memory of an openly Jewish cultural life was so fresh, almost no one was willing to test the resolve of the dictator, especially in his paranoid later years when he came to see Soviet Jews as a treasonous fifth column. Those few who weren't careful enough or who were just unlucky were arrested and sent to labor camps for long sentences. It happened all the time. 

This changed in the 1960s with the ascension of Nikita Khrushchev. For his own political reasons, this crude son of peasant farmers, the unlikely winner of the post-Stalin leadership struggle, began a process of liberalization, an airing-out. The terror that had dominated people's lives for the past few decades began to subside. Khrushchev publicly denounced Stalin and his crimes in his 1956 "secret speech" to the Twentieth Party Congress, an instantly famous address that turned a heat lamp on Soviet society and began the process that became known as the thaw. He tore down the barbed wire of the Gulag, freeing tens of thousands of political prisoners in a mass amnesty. Previously banned books and art were suddenly allowed. People were not jailed arbitrarily as they once were. Jews, who at the moment of Stalin's death were terrified by rumors of his plans to deport them en masse to Siberia, could breathe easy again. In the Baltics, the most enlightened and least Sovietized corner of the empire, the thaw presented Jews with an opportunity.

That handful of Riga families, a few veteran Betar youth, and a couple of men just returning from the Gulag began cautiously, slowly, to open their doors. It helped that in Riga most of the population, including the Communist authorities, were ethnically Latvian. They were resentful of Russian domination, and though most had no great love for the Jews, they largely left them alone. Once the debilitating fear was no longer there, Jews wanted to create a space, however small, for their own national identity. They looked around at the generation born after the war, Mendelevich's peers, and realized that a great tragedy was under way: these young people felt nothing about their heritage but shame. The thaw gave the older Jews a chance to change this, to engage anyone who wanted to learn about Israel or reclaim a sense of Jewish identity. And once this generation saw that they could do something—that by showing a young person a map of Israel, teaching him some Hebrew songs, and exposing him to Jabotinsky's essays, they could alter his sense of himself—the small freedom granted by the thaw became insufficient. It only made them hungry for more.


In this way, Riga became the epicenter of a new type of Soviet Jewish activism. It started in the living rooms of people like Boris and Lydia Slovin. Coming back to her small Latvian town after the war, Lydia found that her home had been destroyed, as had the Jewish high school where her father had been a teacher. Her family moved to Riga, where she went to school and received a law degree in 1952. Like many in these early Zionist groups, Lydia was affected by the news in the fall of 1956 that Israel, in an operation conducted with Britain and France, had conquered the Sinai Peninsula. The anti-Israel rhetoric that followed inspired a few families to go pray in the synagogue for the safety of the Jewish State. One of the first pieces of samizdat distributed by Slovin's small group in the late fifties was Ben-Gurion's speeches on the Sinai campaign. Zionists met with friends for whispered discussions even though they lived in cooperative apartments where all that separated one family from the next was a thin sheet. The artist Yosef Kuzkovsky, who had become a famous painter in the socialist realist style, produced portraits of Lenin and Stalin for official consumption but kept hidden in his house a giant canvas he had been working on for years, The Last Way—Babi Yar; it depicted a group of Jews being marched to their deaths under a cloudy sky. It was a photograph of this painting that was later framed and hung on the obelisk memorial at Rumbuli. 

Crucial in turning these individual acts into a movement were those former prisoners who had done time in labor camps as punishment for Zionist activity—it hadn't taken much for them to be arrested, usually a letter written to Israel or possession of any type of Zionist paraphernalia. The bonds formed in the prison camps became an important factor in establishing connections between the various centers of Zionist activity. Addresses were exchanged, codes for communication were established. Once they returned to their cities, these ex-inmates were not only the most fearless activists—they had already experienced the state at its worst—they were also hubs of information and material. In Riga, Yosef Schneider was one of the people who filled this role. In 1955, an uncle of Schneider who lived in Israel sent him a package containing a few photographs of Zionist leaders. Displaying a brazenness that would have meant death just a few years before, Schneider took one of the portraits—Chaim Weizmann, the first president of Israel—and put it in the window of his photography studio on the main boulevard of Riga. Even more audacious, the Chaim Weizmann picture replaced a photograph of Lenin that had occupied the spot (there was indeed a vague resemblance between the two bald and goateed leaders). This was clearly asking for trouble. In 1955, Schneider was one of the earliest to apply for a visa to leave the country. He was turned down then and six more times over the next two years. A former officer in the Red Army, he trained a group of Jewish men in marksmanship in an attempt to form a Jewish self-defense group. When the KGB finally came to arrest him, in 1957, it was for taking notes while listening to Kol Israel broadcasts and for allegedly slandering the Soviet Union in letters to his uncle. What they found searching his house didn't help him: along with his rifle, pistol, and bullets were Yiddish newspapers, a map of Israel, and the words to the Israeli national anthem, "Hatikvah," written on a scrap of paper. 

In the early 1960s, when Schneider was released, he became an important contact with Moscow, where some of his fellow former inmates were trying to teach Hebrew and disseminate information about Israel. The Moscow activists were vital to the Riga Jews because they had access to an essential resource: the Israeli embassy. The Jewish diplomatic presence in the heart of the Soviet capital had existed since the fall of 1948, when Golda Meir (then Meyerson) made a climactic visit to the Moscow Choral Synagogue. As the first Israeli ambassador to the Soviet Union, she drew tens of thousands of weeping, ecstatic Jews into the street during the High Holy Days. From then on, one of the embassy's main missions became finding a way to keep the light of Jewish culture flickering. The effort primarily involved planting Israelis with Slavic backgrounds in the Moscow embassy and giving them innocuous titles such as "agriculture attaché." Their real job was to travel all over the country and distribute Israeli mementos such as miniature Jewish calendars and Star of David pendants, which were usually handed off in a handshake. They visited synagogues and attended the scarce Jewish cultural events. But while the Israelis certainly boosted morale, there was only so much they could do to help the nascent activists. Any overzealousness could get them kicked out of the country or trigger a diplomatic crisis that Israel couldn't afford, especially given the Soviets' recent alliances with Arab states.

These minimal gestures—as dangerous as they were for the embassy staff—were not enough for the self-proclaimed Zionists who began to coalesce in Riga in the early 1960s. The brand of activism they wanted to pursue fell into the Jabotinsky strain of Zionism. They were not afraid of confrontation. In fact, confrontation seemed the only way to get the Soviet Union to allow them the freedom to express themselves as Jews. As for their more distant hope of living in Israel one day, they knew no one was going to hand them that on a platter. They would have to fight. As early as 1964, the group planned to send an open petition to American Jewry demanding that they do something to help the Soviet Jews. Lydia Slovin was charged with confronting an Israeli official on vacation in Minsk with the idea—the Zionists wanted Israeli consent before they sent off the letter. She was told firmly by the Israeli official to drop it. But listening to albums and looking at postcards of Israel, celebrating Passover and Hanukkah, soon became insufficient for the activists. They were restive. And yet they were afraid to openly discuss the possibility of applying for exit visas. No one was allowed to emigrate from the Soviet Union; people like Schneider had been arrested for even trying. So the Zionists turned to samizdat. Finding material for duplication, copying it using borrowed typewriters and mimeograph machines, and then distributing it demanded organization and provided an opportunity to expand their circle. 

There were only a few sources of samizdat. In Riga, private libraries from before the war that contained unpublished works by Dubnow, Jabotinsky, and others provided much of the material. Tourists dropped off articles and pamphlets, sometimes given to them by the Israeli embassy. And the embassy staff members themselves covertly deposited books in places where Jews might find them, on park benches and inside synagogues.

No book caught the imagination of these Zionists like Leon Uris's novel Exodus. Published in 1958, Exodus was a strange blend of Zionist polemic, Jewish history, and, most important, soap opera. The book had a huge cast and was about six hundred pages long, but it was centered on the character of Ari Ben Canaan, a member of the Aliyah Bet operation that was illegally smuggling Jews into Israel during the British mandate. It opens in Cyprus with Ben Canaan's attempt to pilot a boatload of Jews from detention camps through the Mediterranean to Palestine. It follows him through the war of independence and the trials and tribulations of his father, a Ben-Gurion type of Labor Zionist establishment character, and his uncle, a Menachem Begin look-alike who heads an organization called the Maccabees, which bears a close resemblance to the Irgun, the terror organization that tried to bomb the British out of Palestine. There is, of course, a love story. Kitty Fremont, a newly widowed, non-Jewish American nurse, finds herself enmeshed in the Jewish independence movement and falls in love with Ari Ben Canaan. The book manages to tell the stories of the Holocaust, early Zionism, and the Russian pogroms. It gives the Zionist movement an incredibly romantic glow. 

For the handful of Zionists in the Soviet Union, and especially among those in Riga, the book was pure sustenance—many tears fell on the thin typewritten pages. And it served as a remarkable recruiting tool. It's difficult to determine exactly how the book entered these circles, but it's safe to assume that the Israelis had a hand in it since all the copies appeared around the same time. Even though it was written in English, a language not widely spoken in the Soviet Union, the book spread like a virus. In Riga, it found its way to Boris Slovin. Boris hadn't yet met his future wife, Lydia, a blond lawyer; their Zionist cells hadn't crossed. In 1962, Slovin was working at a train station as an electrician. One day a non-Jewish coworker showed him a book he had just been handed by an Israeli diplomat who must have mistaken the Latvian for a Jew. It was Exodus. The book was in English, and the coworker thought Slovin might be able to decipher it. Slovin couldn't, but he took it home and passed it on through the Zionist network until Lydia, who knew a bit of English, was brought on as a translator. She wrote a version out longhand, and she was so unsure of her English that if a word she looked up in her Russian-English dictionary had multiple meanings, she simply put all the possibilities in parentheses. Boris received her handwritten translations, typed them out on carbon paper making four copies at a time, and then burned Lydia's originals. He shortened the final version and excised any anti-Soviet sentiment, and he also edited a bit, removing any reference to the affair between Kitty and Ari Ben Canaan, thinking that intermarriage would send the wrong message to Riga's Jewish youth.

Ezra Rusinek, the bare-chested, Israeli-looking man who caught Mendelevich's eye on his first trip to Rumbuli, had managed to get hold of a copy in German. He found a translator and then spent a year meticulously typing out all six hundred pages of the text and making five copies, three of which stayed in Riga and two of which were sent to friends in other cities. So secretive were the separate cells of Riga Zionists that Rusinek was not aware that Slovin was engaged in a similar project. Copies proliferated everywhere. One major source was the prison camps. A group of Jewish inmates inside a Mordvinian camp, Dubrovlag, sneaked in a copy and held nightly readings in which the few political prisoners who spoke some English would read and translate the story. Eventually they transcribed their version into a notebook, which then got passed from one generation of prisoners to the next, converting a few to Zionism along the way. Some who heard it in camps wrote out the story from memory when they were released. By 1964,  Exodus was a blockbuster in the samizdat circuit. Mendelevich even had a copy, which his cousin had asked him to hide above the cast-iron stove in his room.

But it was more than just the pull of Israel that suddenly inspired Jews to take such risks. It was the push that came with growing knowledge of what had happened during the war. When Adolf Eichmann, a top Nazi official, was captured in Buenos Aires by the Israelis and given a hugely publicized trial in Jerusalem, Jews all over the world confronted the facts of the Holocaust for the first time. Never before had the details been so openly discussed, as survivor after survivor took the stand and faced the glass box where the bored-looking Eichmann sat. David Ben-Gurion had envisioned a trial that would be both cathartic for the Jewish people and useful in making a case for Israel's existence. This is why he balked at the idea of trying Eichmann in an international court. He wanted more than justice; he wanted theater. He wanted the world to appreciate the Jewish tragedy.

When Moscow eventually memorialized the immense suffering of the war, it did so by referring to the trials of "Soviet citizens." No mention was made of the unique fate reserved for the Jews as a people—their loss was subsumed into the twenty million killed in the course of the "Great Patriotic War." But even the Soviets could not ignore the history dredged up by the Eichmann trial, most notably what happened at Babi Yar, the ravine outside Kiev where the Nazis had shot thirty-four thousand people and buried them in a mass grave. On September 19, 1961, the Soviets experienced the first stirrings of this new Holocaust consciousness. That week's issue of  Literaturnaya Gazeta, the extremely popular and influential cultural and political newspaper started by Pushkin in 1830, contained a poem by up-and-coming young writer Yevgeny Yevtushenko. Its title was "Babi Yar." After making a visit to the ravine and seeing that it had been turned into a garbage dump, Yevtushenko wrote a lament not only for the fact that "No monument stands over Babi Yar," as the poem opens, but also for the history of anti-Semitism in his country. He invokes Dreyfus and Anne Frank; he imagines himself the victim of a pogrom; and he condemns the reflexive anti-Semitism of his compatriots as being un-Russian. As the poem reaches its crescendo, the non-Jewish poet identifies himself completely with Jewish suffering. For Yevtushenko, redemption for the Soviet Union was possible only with the elimination of all anti-Semitism:


And I myself

am one massive, soundless scream

above the thousand thousand buried here.

I am

each old man

here shot dead.

I am

every child

here shot dead.

Nothing in me

shall ever forget!

The "Internationale," let it

thunder

when the last antisemite on earth

is buried forever.



The poem had incredible resonance. Literaturnaya Gazeta immediately sold out of the issue containing it. Thousands of students gathered to hear Yevtushenko read "Babi Yar," then stamped their feet and yelled for him to read it again. The strongest proof of the poem's power was the ferocity with which the government tried to squelch it. The papers were filled with denunciations and counter-poems commissioned by the Soviet authorities. They claimed that Yevtushenko's work demeaned the memory of the millions of other Soviet soldiers and civilians who had fallen in World War II. But even Khrushchev's scolding that "this poem does not belong here" could not stop its spreading influence. In April of 1962, Yevtushenko was on the cover of  Time magazine. That year, Dimitri Shostakovich, the famed Soviet composer who had only recently joined the Communist Party, set the poem to the music that became his Symphony no. 13 in B-flat Minor, opus 113, known simply as "Babi Yar." On the evening of December 18, 1962, the Moscow Philharmonic Orchestra first performed the piece, but only after Shostakovich had been forced to change some of the poem's words.





In Riga, the Soviets reluctantly answered the demand for commemoration by holding an official ceremony in the Bikerniki woods, another place outside town where Nazis had brought prisoners to be executed. A few of the lone Zionists attending hoped to hear mention of the fact that most of these prisoners were Jews. But they heard nothing. The murdered were simply referred to as the victims of Fascism. On that day in October of 1962, the Jews at the ceremony, many of whose families had perished in the war, made a decision to find the place where most of the Jews of Riga had been killed. By the following Sunday, they were at Rumbuli, where the remnants of the mass killing were still evident. Defying the Soviet law that prohibited unauthorized public signs, they took an old board and used a heated nail to inscribe these words: Here were silenced the voices of 38,000 Jews of Riga on November 29–30 and on December 8–9, 1941. The makeshift plaque was fastened to a fir tree in an inconspicuous part of the grove. The group of twenty circled the sign as someone recited the Kaddish. It was the first Holocaust memorial service at Rumbuli—and one of the earliest in the entire Soviet Union.

In the spring of 1963, fifty people gathered to hold a twentieth-anniversary commemoration of the Warsaw Ghetto uprising. An impromptu committee of organizers was formed, mostly older men who saw the importance of Rumbuli as a focal point to bring Jews together. A critical person in these early discussions was Mark Blum, a young, charismatic Zionist who had become a leader for the newly active Riga youth. The older men, including Rusinek, came up with a plan to renovate the place, plant flowers, and make it a proper burial site, but Blum was the only one who really knew how to engage the young people and interest them in helping out. It was at that Warsaw Ghetto commemoration that the black obelisk was erected, and the organizers decided then that they would get as many Jews as possible to come to Rumbuli each Sunday to landscape the ground. 

Rumbuli was the first group effort for these Zionists, people who had previously relegated their activities to the secrecy of their homes. Almost immediately, differences in style and tactics emerged. There were the legitimists, who wanted official sanction for their activities. And then there were the former Betari youth like Rusinek and the younger hard-liners like Mark Blum, who believed that confrontation with the government was the only way forward, a notion the older Zionists, with their still fresh memories of Stalin, found dangerous. Clashes had already broken out over the question of whether to participate in the few state-sanctioned Jewish cultural activities. Starting in the early 1960s, partly in response to charges of anti-Semitism, Moscow allowed the formation of Jewish choral and drama associations in Vilnius and Riga. These groups had to get approval for every song they sang, and their repertoire subsequently consisted largely of pro-Communist ballads in Yiddish (with lyrics like "Lenin, tate, zey gebentsht, ost verbreided mensch mit mensch"—Father Lenin be blessed, you made brothers of us all). But they nonetheless offered rare opportunities for Jewish youth to gather together. That was little comfort to the self-styled extremists who believed that participating in these choirs amounted to collaboration with the enemy, helping the Soviet Union provide visiting dignitaries with supposed proof that Jewish life was thriving. At performances, Boris Slovin would go up to these visitors and whisper one word in their ears: Theresienstadt. (This was the name of the Nazi concentration camp set up as a model to reassure the outside world that Jews were being well treated.) Yosef Schneider even joined one of these choirs in an attempt to break it up.

Rumbuli was initially organized by the more legitimist elements. They had gone the formal route of trying to get permission to landscape the site and hold public ceremonies there. Letters went back and forth between the Jewish leaders and the local Latvian Soviet authorities. Though their requests were never officially granted, neither were they explicitly denied. The group felt that this slight opening gave them license to begin their work. Throughout 1963, they managed to wrangle bulldozers and tractors to move earth, as well as large mounds of sand to fill in the ditches—material donated clandestinely by Jewish factory managers and greased with bribes. The local authorities eventually went further, giving a kind of tacit permission by allowing an empty field next to Rumbuli to be used as a parking lot for the hundreds of Jews who started arriving on Sundays. The more extremist activists had a difficult time deciding how to respond, whether to participate in the revitalization of Rumbuli or protest it for being government sanctioned. Conflict emerged more than once, as when Boris Slovin and Mark Blum made a giant Star of David out of willow branches and placed it strategically at the site so that passengers on every train going from Riga to Moscow could see it. This angered the older activists, who tried to avoid needless provocation, and they forced the young men to take it down. By the time the annual commemoration of the massacre took place, in the fall of 1963, five long ditches had been planted with flowers, and about eight hundred people showed up. 

While in other cities small groups of Zionists were just beginning to stir with an interest in Jewish heritage, the Riga Jews were now assembling at Rumbuli formally as a community at least twice a year—on the anniversaries of the Warsaw Ghetto uprising and the Rumbuli massacre. And the Sunday gatherings continued, giving hope to the older generation that young Jews might meet this way and marry one another. The ground they stood on covered bones, but Rumbuli was more about revival, about growing a new generation who would view their Jewish identity with pride and not simply as a word entered on the fifth line of their passports.





At first, Mendelevich stayed on the margins of this growing but still quite small group of families who organized the Zionist activities. He went every week to Rumbuli, took part in the ceremonies, and read the Jewish samizdat that his cousin Mendel brought him. But as the months went by, he became more and more active, helping to watch over the Rumbuli tools during the week, organizing some of the other young people. The older activists began to see him as trustworthy.


And Mendelevich was becoming bolder. In 1965, as part of a cultural exchange with Israel, which only became possible in the years after the thaw, an Israeli all-star women's basketball team was allowed to tour the Soviet Union. Eventually it came to Riga. Mendelevich was ecstatic. This was unheard-of, and he wasn't going to miss the chance to finally see Israelis—Israeli women, no less—up close. But the Soviets wanted to make sure the event was no more than symbolic, and they gave out the majority of the tickets to Party members. On the day of the game, Jews swarmed around the stadium where the Israeli women were practicing. When the women's bus left to take them back to the hotel, the young Jews started to sing, and through the window Mendelevich could see one woman crying. 

That evening the Israeli team lost by dozens of points, but the Jews were thrilled just to have heard the "Hatikvah" played before the Soviet national anthem. After the game, Mendelevich, along with his sister, Rivka, decided to go to the hotel where the women were staying. This was a dangerous move. During Stalin's time, any person who had contact with foreigners was immediately under suspicion. Also, Mendelevich was painfully shy; even at eighteen, despite his ability to speak in front of audiences, he felt uncomfortable talking to strangers. But he forced himself up the stairs and through the front door of the hotel. Once they were in the lobby, a tanned man came up to the two scared-looking teenagers. Mendelevich sensed immediately that he was Israeli. The man said something in Hebrew that the boy didn't understand. Then he handed him two big envelopes. Mendelevich looked and saw that in each one was a Star of David pendant. He could hardly contain his excitement, and he nearly ran off without thanking the man. From then on, even though his father warned him that it was reckless to draw attention to himself at work, Mendelevich never took the necklace off.

At the Rumbuli memorial ceremony in the winter of 1965, hundreds of people attended, read poetry, and spoke about the history of the place. But Mendelevich felt unsatisfied. After the ceremony, he and his friends went back to his house. He was emotionally wound up and he suddenly felt compelled to say something, to let them know how his soul had been stirred. He talked about the ravages of the war and the responsibility it had bestowed on them to stop assimilating and try to make aliyah—to move to Israel. "Today our fate is in our hands," he said earnestly, his voice near breaking. Then, before he knew what he was saying, he proposed they start a Zionist organization. "Those in favor, raise your hands." Mendelevich looked around the room at his friends, seventeen- and eighteen-year-olds who, like him, had been moved by the ceremony, and all their hands were raised high. 

But the next morning, Mendelevich regretted saying it. He was worried he might have gotten ahead of himself. Not only was starting an organization a dangerous proposition—the older groups had managed to avoid KGB arrest because they had stuck to small cells rather than one organization with a hierarchy, which the Communists would view as a direct challenge to their authority—but also it wasn't clear to him exactly what this organization should do. In addition, many of those who had been present the day before were chatty and unserious, and probably would not make for good members of a secret underground. Together, Mendelevich and his sister, Rivka, also a passionate Zionist, conducted a virtual purge—that's how they thought of it, so ingrained was the language of revolution. They ended up with a group of four: Mendelevich, his sister, and two of their friends.

Their activities did not change much. Once a week they met at a house outside the city where one of the members lived, and there they read Jewish samizdat, including a full translation of Exodus.

Yosef Schneider soon found out about the small group and introduced them to another group of four young people. They would meet together often, and sometimes in the evenings they'd have competitions to see who knew more Jewish history. Mendelevich, who thought parties frivolous, enjoyed these social gatherings with people who shared his dreams.

Others formed more small groups that linked up. The groups' goal remained innocuous: to prepare themselves for aliyah when the day arrived. They were not interested in provoking or pushing in any way. In the platform Mendelevich wrote up for the federated groups, he stated this clearly: "Out of an emotional love for our people and a responsibility imposed on us we have come to a conclusion that we must unite in order to work toward the self-awareness of Jewish nationality. Our group's central focus is the promotion of Jewish culture."

They each donated a relatively heavy membership fee, even though they were all students. With the pooled money, they bought a used typewriter so they could reproduce copies of a 1912 Jewish encyclopedia they had found in an old library. They spent holidays together. On Hanukkah they invited friends to come light candles. On Simchat Torah, they danced in the narrow street in front of the one Riga synagogue. They became close friends and, sometimes, even lovers. At least two couples in the group ended up getting married. They created an alternative universe for themselves, one in which Mendelevich thrived. But it was also a fundamentally frustrating universe. They felt themselves increasingly in limbo; bodies on Latvian ground whose souls were somewhere else. 

In the summer of 1966, they got news they couldn't believe at first. Geula Gill, a popular Israeli folksinger, and Juki Arkin, an Israeli mime who had studied with Marcel Marceau, were coming to tour the Soviet Union, and they'd be stopping for three shows in Riga. As soon as the concert was announced on Kol Israel, Riga's Jews rushed the box office at the municipal stadium. When Mendelevich got there he found a queue of three hundred and fifty people. He had to run off to the university, where he was studying electrical engineering, to take a physics exam, but all he could think about was the Israeli singer coming to town. It was an anomalous event, made possible only because of the brief warming in Soviet-Israeli relations. When the physics test was completed, he ran quickly from the university back to the line. Thousands were now pushing and shoving to keep their places. Mendelevich and a friend tried to maintain order. Each person in line was allowed to buy two tickets. In order to fool the cashier, Mendelevich came back in different guises: he would remove his glasses one time, then return with them on and his hat pulled down low, then he would take off his hat. In this way, he bought tickets for his whole family for multiple shows.

Every city where Gill performed that July seemed to explode in her presence. Jews stood all night to get tickets. The concerts were crammed. The audience sang along raucously to "Hava Nagilah" and "Havenu Shalom Aleichem." In Moscow, Gill had to perform eight encores. By the time she arrived in Riga, the local police already knew that people would mob Gill and her entourage when they left after the show.


Mendelevich stood in the Riga Municipal Sports Stadium shivering with emotion. The small woman onstage was singing in Hebrew. Throughout the performance, dozens of bouquets of flowers traveled over the heads of the crowd toward the stage. Someone yelled for Gill to sing the song of the Palmach, and Mendelevich closed his eyes and joined the audience in the lyrics he had been singing for the last three years on his way to Rumbuli. Arkin, the mime, acted out a scene that the Riga Jews instinctively understood: a man is carrying a flag and walking against a strong wind with much difficulty, and only after many laborious steps does he finally plant the flag in the ground. Vague enough not to be understood by the KGB agents wandering the stadium, it was clearly a reenactment of Israel's struggle. 

After the final performance, the audience started leaving the stadium to escort Gill and Arkin to their waiting cars and buses as a way of wishing the Israelis farewell. But blocking all the exits and in full riot gear were groups of policemen who refused to let the audience members past. A big crowd that included Mendelevich surged forward and pushed into the square in front of the stadium. The police tried to block the Jews from approaching Gill's car, where she sat waving goodbye. At one point, shoving people back, a policeman put his hands on the chest of fifteen-year-old Naomi Garber, the daughter of Zionist activists. She was so startled that she slapped the policeman, and he grabbed her by the arm and led her to the police wagon. The sight of Naomi being dragged away inflamed the crowd even more and they began shouting and pressing on the police. Boris Slovin, witnessing the scene, yelled, "Jews, what are you doing? The Fascists are grabbing our girls again."

Within minutes, a riot ensued. The young boys who hung around Mark Blum taunted the police, at one point grabbing a policeman's hat and tossing it between them. They shook the car carrying Garber, trying to stop it from leaving, and they clung to the buses in Gill's motorcade, which was slowly making its way through the square. And the police struck back, swinging at the crowd with batons and yelling curses. When the melee was over, Blum gathered some of his boys and marched to the police station to try to free Garber. When he arrived, he was promptly arrested.

Mendelevich watched the confrontation, stunned and unable to move. The violence was astounding and honest—a physical manifestation of all the frustration they felt, the energy, the tension that could not be resolved. And he was scared. Violent protests against the regime were unprecedented. Fear kept everyone from even complaining, let alone fighting back. What the riot made clear to Mendelevich as he watched the sweating, surging crowd was that the status quo could not stand. Otherwise, this violence would not be the end of the story, but its beginning. 



2. "Failure May Have Become Our Habit"

1963–1964

ADOLF EICHMANN'S TRIAL in Jerusalem shocked American Jews as much as it did the Jews of Riga. Hours and hours of testimony streamed through radios and television sets. Survivor after survivor took the stand, some screaming, some crying. Up until that point, what would become known as the Holocaust had been spoken about rarely if at all, and then only in the neutered terms of a crime against humanity. Now the trial made abundantly clear that this crime had been committed against Jews—as a race, as a people—and that the horrific particulars now unleashed into the world could never again be forgotten. One survivor who testified was Yehiel Dinur, the author of books signed only with the word Ka-Tzetnik (Yiddish for "concentration camper") and the number that had been tattooed on his arm. Seconds before fainting to the floor he prophesied, "I believe with perfect faith that, just as in astrology the stars influence our destiny, so does this planet of the ashes, Auschwitz, stand in opposition to our planet earth, and influences it." 

Lou Rosenblum was a scientist in Cleveland, Ohio, who worked for the federal agency that would soon become NASA. He was tall and broad-shouldered and wore thick horn-rimmed glasses; a forceful and passionate yet gruff-looking man who loved his work and his young family. And he was one of those American Jews who couldn't tear themselves away from the trial; he followed it closely until the day in May of 1962 when Eichmann was hanged and then cremated, his ashes scattered into the Mediterranean Sea. But for Rosenblum, the survivors' horror stories were more than a lesson in evil. They also pointed to complacency in the face of evil. A series of questions drummed away at him: Why? Why had not one government lifted a finger while European Jews were being gassed and burned? Why did they miss so many good opportunities for rescue? Where had American Jews been during it all? Had they really been too scared to push, to make any noise, to force the problem on FDR or Churchill or someone who could do something to make it stop? 

Rosenblum was perhaps more primed to ask these questions than others of his generation. He had recently gathered with a group of other young Jewish men in their early thirties, all professionals, doctors and scientists, who were groping toward a fuller understanding of Jewish history. They called themselves a social action committee but they were really a glorified reading group, meeting in the rec room of their small synagogue, Beth Israel, in a western suburb of Cleveland. Once they began exploring the role of American Jews in World War II, they became profoundly troubled.

They tore through Perfidy, an indictment of the Jewish leadership in Palestine during the war, written by Ben Hecht, the legendary playwright and screenwriter. Hecht was a fervent Jabotinskyite, and his book, published in 1961, was considered blasphemous. It centered on the story of Rudolf Kastner, a member of the pre-state Labor party Mapai, who had secretly negotiated with Adolf Eichmann over the fate of Hungarian Jewry. Hecht painted a picture of a Jewish establishment in moral collapse, unable to take a more aggressive, clear-sighted approach to the existential Nazi threat. His overwrought conclusion: "Everyone, Great Britain, the United States, and the leaders of world Jewry—traitors all! Murderers!"

The group followed Perfidy with "Bankrupt," a 1943 essay by Hayim Greenberg written half a year after the full scale of the genocide was made known in the West. Published in the pages of the Yiddisher Kempfer, the essay described the author's shock at the "epidemic inability to suffer or to feel compassion—that has seized upon the vast majority of American Jews and their institutions; in pathological fear of pain; in terrifying lack of imagination—a horny shell seems to have formed over the soul of American Jewry to protect and defend it against pain and pity." 

What the men read sickened them. It stirred a bitter mix of guilt, shame, and anger. Whether American Jews deserved to take on this historical burden—the crisis of conscience that came with knowing they'd done very little while millions of their brethren were led to slaughter—is irrelevant. The point is that by the early 1960s, the seed of this feeling had taken root. And in the American Midwest, it found expression for the first time as an almost desperate need to help another community of European Jews who seemed to be facing, if not physical extinction, spiritual annihilation.

In the nearly twenty years that had passed since the war's end, American Jews had emerged as the most well-off of the three large communities of Jews in the world. While the identity of Soviet Jews was being stifled and Israelis were still engaged in existential battles, American Jews were thriving. The security that Communism had deceptively offered an earlier generation and that Zionism had yet to deliver could be found in the United States. It was both exhilarating and lulling. Even though the sense of ease and comfort could be disturbed—as it was for Lou Rosenblum—by the uncomfortable awareness of the Holocaust, the vast majority of Jews had remained oblivious. They were too busy becoming Americans. Until the emptiness of their Jewish identity itself became a motivating factor for action, this community held tight to America's promise, the chance to forget where they had come from and the cousins they had left behind.

By the early 1960s, American Jews represented something unique and unprecedented in American history: a minority group, only two generations removed from filthy, Lower East Side lives of impoverishment as garment workers and tenement dwellers, who had unequivocally and entirely made it. Multiple studies by local Jewish federations in the 1950s found that an overwhelming 75 to 96 percent of Jews held white-collar jobs. Compared with the American population overall, only 38 percent of whom were middle class, this represented a triumph. Even in New York City, the last enclave of poor Jews, two-thirds of the Jewish residents worked in professional or semiprofessional sectors. The factories where the grandfathers of Jewish doctors and lawyers had once toiled were now filled with blacks and Puerto Ricans. 

With prosperity came social and geographic shifts. For one thing, as the fifties came to a close, the suburbanization of the American Jew was almost complete. Between 1948 and 1958, twelve million Americans left large cities and set down roots in suburbia, and many Jews were among them. In New York City, which had a Jewish population of two million in the late 1950s, geography told the story—the first generation, at the turn of the century, lived in the slums of the Lower East Side; the second generation in the lower-middle-class outskirts of Brooklyn and the Bronx; and the third in the firmly middle-middle-class neighborhoods of Queens, Long Island, and Westchester County. In 1923, only fifty thousand Jews lived in Queens, but by 1957 that number had increased to four hundred and fifty thousand. Similar self-imposed middle-class Jewish ghettos popped up outside other major cities: in Brookline, near Boston; Shaker Heights, near Cleveland; and Highland Park, near Chicago.

These new suburban Jews were comfortable in America. And not just because of affluence or the safe communities they created but because America seemed finally to accept and embrace them. They were normalized. They edged closer to being seen simply as "white people." The American Jewish Committee conducted a poll asking Gentiles if there were "any nationality, religious or racial groups" in the country that posed a threat to America. The results were unpublished but telling. In 1946, 18 percent of those polled named Jews as a threat. In 1954, that number was down to 1 percent. In the first decades after the war, laws against biased housing and hiring practices were established in most states. And even though few Jews worked as senior executives in big corporations or joined exclusive WASP country clubs, no measure of success seemed out of reach. Already in 1945 a Jewish girl from the Bronx, Bess Myerson, had become Miss America, and a Jewish boy from the Bronx, Hank Greenberg, had become a baseball superstar, hitting his famous ninth-inning grand-slam home run to win the American League pennant for his Detroit Tigers.

The Jewish community embraced the boundless optimism and strait-laced uniformity that characterized the postwar boom years in America. No one rocked the boat, certainly no one in this freshly integrated minority group. The darkest part of the collective Jewish conscience—the genocide of European Jewry—was rarely discussed, and even when it was it never challenged the feel-good ethos of the times. The Holocaust was Anne Frank. Her diary and the incredibly popular Broadway play that followed in 1955 (which won both a Pulitzer and a Tony), along with the movie in 1959, was as close as American society came to examining what had so recently happened to the Jews. Both the play and the film catered to the collective mood, downplaying Anne's Jewish identity as well as the horror that awaited her once the curtain fell. "We're not the only people who have had to suffer ... sometimes one race ... sometimes another," Anne tells us (in a line that was added to the play by the director, Garson Kanin, to avoid any appearance of "special pleading"). And of course, there is Anne's final line, so embraced at the time, that "in spite of everything, I still believe that people are really good at heart." Partly because of the nature of the diary and partly because it was sanitized to fit audiences' tastes, Anne's story was never about Jewish suffering or even Jewish survival. 

Indeed, the Holocaust as an event with historical and psychological implications for Jews was almost completely ignored during this period. Nathan Glazer, in his 1957 American Judaism, wrote that the Holocaust "had had remarkably slight effects on the inner life of American Jewry." The culture at large did not encourage examining this still open wound, and the Jewish community followed its lead. What happened during the war was seen as an offense against the free world.

What did animate the American Jewish community during this postwar period—from the 1950s through the early 1960s—was the issue of civil rights for blacks. The three major Jewish defense organizations, the Anti-Defamation League, the American Jewish Committee, and the American Jewish Congress, led the crusade for antidiscrimination laws. The liberalism of the Jewish community was, of course, a long-established fact, going back at least to the turn of the twentieth century with the arrival of hundreds of thousands of Eastern European socialists. And famously, not even their growing affluence altered this political inclination. In 1960, for the first time, Jewish liberalism proved a major factor in the presidential election. The 82 percent of the Jewish vote that John F. Kennedy received was instrumental in his microscopic margin of victory over Richard Nixon (Kennedy, meeting with David Ben-Gurion a few months after he took office, startled Israel's prime minister when he said, "You know, I was elected by the Jews of New York and I would like to do something for the Jewish people"). 

But the fight for civil rights went above and beyond this seemingly genetic liberalism. There was of course an element of enlightened self-preservation—as late as the fall of 1958, one of the oldest and most prosperous synagogues in Atlanta was bombed by the same Ku Klux Klanners who were terrorizing southern blacks. An America that was safe for all minorities served the Jews' interests. But even this doesn't explain the devotion of those who helped fund breakthrough civil rights protest groups like the Congress of Racial Equality and the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee; the commitment of Jewish lawyers who made up more than half the attorneys fighting for civil rights in the South; and the support of rabbis and Jewish students who joined sit-ins and marches in disproportionate numbers. The tragic apogee of this involvement came during the summer of 1964, the Freedom Summer, as it was called. More than half the young northerners who descended on the South to help blacks register to vote in the face of a violently opposed white population were Jews. The disappearance of three of these volunteers—two New York Jews, Michael Schwerner and Andrew Goodman, along with their black colleague James Chaney—caused national alarm. When their brutalized bodies were discovered in a shallow grave outside Philadelphia, Mississippi, it seemed tangible proof that Jews and blacks shared a common American fate.

Jews needed the civil rights movement because it gave them a new raison d'être. By the early sixties, they had found acceptance in American society. The majority of Jews had drifted far away from religion, with synagogues in those newly gilded suburbs resembling community centers more than sources of spirituality or identity—shuls with pools. The nascent Israel, which might have provided a natural glue for the community, was still viewed as an experiment, one that demanded respect but that had yet to inspire widespread love. Civil rights gave Jews purpose.

Even the Holocaust—in its Anne Frank version—was recruited for the black cause. The black experience of intolerance became an extension of the Jewish experience of intolerance, providing a kind of organic justification for the Jewish role in the movement. No one articulated this better than Joachim Prinz, a Conservative rabbi from New Jersey and then president of the American Jewish Congress. From the same podium where minutes later Martin Luther King Jr. delivered his "I have a dream" speech, Prinz addressed the August 28, 1963, March on Washington with these words: 


From our Jewish historic experience of three and a half thousand years we say: Our ancient history began with slavery and the yearning for freedom. During the Middle Ages my people lived for a thousand years in the ghettos of Europe. Our modern history begins with a proclamation of emancipation.

It is for these reasons that it is not merely sympathy and compassion for the black people of America that motivates us. It is above all and beyond all such sympathies and emotions a sense of complete identification and solidarity born of our own painful historic experience.



But despite all this success, something had fallen out of the center of Jewish identity, squeezed out by the American embrace and the single-minded devotion to freedom for blacks. There was increasingly very little Jewish about being a Jew. There was no passion about preserving a separate and unique identity, no care for spiritual or communal continuity. Very few thinkers at the time acknowledged this. Most did not see the hollowness. Those rare conservative Jewish critics who did gave voice to their concerns in the pages of intellectual journals like Commentary and Jewish Frontier. To them, watching Jewish leaders devote all their organizations' resources and energies to helping blacks while leaving Jewish education underfunded was infuriating. Seeing young Jewish college students clasp hands in the streets and sing "We Shall Overcome" while not knowing a single Jewish prayer seemed to be a disaster waiting to happen. Milton Himmelfarb, a leading sociographer of American Jews and a brilliant phrase turner (it was his observation that "Jews earn like Episcopalians, and vote like Puerto Ricans"), wrote in Commentary in 1960 that he was not sure if the American Jewish Congress was "a Jewish organization with a civil-rights program or a civil-rights organization whose members are Jews." About its membership, he lamented that they "have strong proud-to-be-a-Jew feelings, but the feelings are without content and in fact are more attached to civil rights rhetoric than to Jewish religion, education or culture—rhetoric, because in the lives they lead they are not different from the rest of the Jewish middle class." 

This was a patently conservative critique arguing that the values of these middle-class American Jews actually worked against their own interests, against Jewish continuity and internal cohesion. In the eyes of the critics, this liberal worldview would tear apart, piece by piece, the foundations that girded traditional society. This creative destruction was everywhere, from the explosion of literary form that was the Beat poets to the introduction of the birth control pill to the quagmire in Vietnam and the ensuing mistrust of all government. But for American Jews, these upheavals came at the same time that they were losing the one element that had always helped to bind Jewish identity in the Diaspora: otherness. With the absence of persecution—the forced apartness of the ghetto no longer an issue—the young Jew coming of age in those years of tumult and transition grew more and more alienated from his own background.

Even the Conservative rabbi Arthur Hertzberg, who believed in the liberalization of American society, who was at the March on Washington, and who would be present with King on Bloody Sunday in March of 1965, came to the conclusion in the summer of 1964 that, as the title of his essay in the Jewish Frontier put it, "America Is Galut [Diaspora]": "The Jew cannot settle down in freedom to be himself, 'just like everybody else.' When in his own inner consciousness he begins to approach a real feeling of at-homeness within the larger society, what remains of his Jewish identity is too little and too personalized to sustain a community. It inevitably follows that there is only one possible mode for the survival of a Jewish community in a free society. It can live only by emphasizing what is unique to itself and by convincing its children that that uniqueness is worth having."





When Lou Rosenblum first arrived in Cleveland, Ohio, to work for the National Advisory Committee for Aeronautics (NACA), few Jews lived in his part of town. German Jewish merchants from Bavaria had moved to the midwestern city in 1839 and built the ornate, domed Reform synagogues of Anshe Chesed and Tifereth Israel. Many more Eastern European Jews followed at the turn of the twentieth century. But they always lived east of the Cuyahoga River, which split the city in two. And the Jews kept moving even farther east as the century progressed, eventually settling in the suburbs of Cleveland and in Shaker Heights. By the early 1960s, this community had firmly established itself. The Jews of Cleveland numbered seventy thousand and had an active federation that included branches of all the major national Jewish organizations; a collection of well-attended synagogues; and even a famous national Jewish leader—Abba Hillel Silver, the Zionist defender and brilliant orator who as chairman of the Jewish Agency had stood before the United Nations in 1947 and argued the case for Israeli independence. Although by 1963 he was aging and sick, Silver still preached every Friday night from the pulpit of Tifereth Israel, as he had since 1917. 

All this was in the east, while NACA's lab was in the far west, near the city's airport. This part of the city contained only one small, ailing synagogue; it had been around since 1910 but had suffered during the Depression and never recovered. Its walls were peeling, and the congregation could hardly afford to pay a rabbi's salary.

Rosenblum moved to the city in 1952, hired by the government to work in the fuel research department of the NACA lab. He had grown up on the distinctly Jewish streets of Flatbush, Brooklyn; barely survived the battle of Okinawa in the Pacific; eventually graduated from Brooklyn College; and then went to Ohio University and earned a PhD in organic chemistry. He decided to work for the government because he'd been told that as a Jew, he'd have a hard time finding work with a private corporation (at the time, companies like DuPont still had an unspoken quota system). Also, his wife, Evy—whom he'd met in Brooklyn College at an evening of Palestinian folk dancing—had family in Cleveland.

But the loss of a Jewish community in those western suburbs was palpable. Even though he'd never been religious, Rosenblum missed the social role that a synagogue provided. Driving to the east side of the city for services was almost impossible. It took an hour over roads that were still cobbled. Rosenblum was stuck. Yet many of the almost twelve hundred people working at the NACA lab were Jews, including the lab's director, Abe Silverstein. Rosenblum realized that this was a large enough pool of young Jewish families to feed a new congregation. With the help of his boss, who would become the first temple president, Rosenblum and twenty-five families started Beth Israel in 1954. 

The congregation grew throughout the fifties, taking on more and more young families and eventually acquiring the building of the older west side synagogue. Cut off from the established Jewish center of Cleveland, the congregants had to build their community from scratch. If they wanted a day school for the children, they had to create one themselves. They developed a culture of self-sufficiency and volunteerism.

It was out of this congregation that Rosenblum and a few other men formed their study group in 1962. It included people like Herb Caron, a clinical psychologist who worked at the local VA hospital treating veterans. Caron, a logical, academic-minded man, broke down in tears when he first read Perfidy. Many of the men had similar reactions. If they had been part of a larger community, perhaps the anger and pain they felt would never have risen to the surface. But in their small, isolated congregation, they encouraged one another and convinced themselves that they needed to do something productive with their outrage.

At the same time, they began examining what could rightly be called the "Passion of Jabotinsky." With more force than any other Zionist leader, Jabotinsky had warned his fellow Jews about what Hitler's rise to power would mean for them. Joseph Schechtman's biography, the second and last volume of which, Fighter and Prophet, was published at the end of 1961, describes the tragic, final years of Zionism's most hard-line leader. Jabotinsky traveled widely, desperate to convince anyone who would listen that horrors awaited European Jewry. In an address given in Warsaw in 1937, on the mournful ninth day of the Jewish month of Av, Jabotinsky warned that "the catastrophe is coming closer. I become gray and old in these years, my heart bleeds, that you, dear brothers and sisters, do not see the volcano that will soon begin to spit out its all consuming lava." All that was left to do, Jabotinsky said, was "eliminate the Diaspora or the Diaspora will surely eliminate you." He died of a stroke in the Catskills, in upstate New York, in August of 1940. He was visiting a Betar summer camp as part of this campaign to preach his warning to the Western world.

Jabotinsky's words and, even more, the facts of his life had a strong effect on the group of middle-aged Jewish men in Cleveland. His ferocity stood in stark contrast to what they were coming to see as the shameful inaction of the Jewish establishment during the war. Those venerable leaders, some of whom were still alive and leading, had been too scared to push hard for fear of undermining their own positions. They were too cautious, too respectable. They fought one another more than they fought the government. They weren't desperate enough. They never got down on their hands and knees and pleaded. They never lay down in the streets and refused to move. Jabotinsky's legacy was the opposite. He fought. And—quite conveniently for his legend—he died so early in the war that, though proxies carried on his work, it is impossible for history to judge whether his more vocal efforts might have saved more Jews than the supposedly perfidious Jewish leadership did. 

All this reading stirred the Cleveland men to action. What they needed was a cause. As it happened, Rosenblum and Caron came across an article published in the January 1963 issue of Foreign Affairs by Moshe Decter, a man described only as the head of an organization that neither of them had ever heard of: Jewish Minorities Research. The article, written in an authoritative and dispassionate tone and filled with facts, was titled "The Status of the Jews in the Soviet Union."





Fiddler on the Roof opened in the fall of 1964 at the Imperial Theater on Broadway with the round, robust Zero Mostel sweating and swiveling his hips in the lead role of Tevye the milkman. Based on the folktales of Sholem Aleichem, the show was heartily embraced by the emergent Jewish middle class as a kind of origin myth. They loved it. It was their own story—a family in the old country suffers and struggles with "Tradition!" but then, as the curtain descends at the end of the show, their bags are packed and some are off to America. Even though most American Jews were descended from little shtetls like the play's Anatevka—poor Jewish villages in the Russian Pale of Settlement—this sweetened musical version of their history was the closest the vast majority had come to thinking about these roots, let alone imagining that any Jews might still be living there. Only a contrarian intellectual warrior like Irving Howe, writing in Commentary weeks after the musical's premiere, could wring a cultural critique out of something as schmaltzy and heartwarming as "Sunrise, Sunset." He saw beneath this light entertainment a "spiritual anemia." He hated the effect Broadway had on Sholem Aleichem's bittersweet tales, twisting "everything into the gross, the sentimental, the mammoth, and the blatant." And Howe had a bigger point about the Jewish community, about the sad reasons why they might love the show so: "American Jews suffer these days from a feeling of guilt because they have lost touch with the past from which they derive, and often they compound this guilt by indulging themselves in an unearned nostalgia." 

Howe was frustrated with American Jews' ignorance of their origins, the necessary amnesia that had accompanied speedy assimilation. But Fiddler also exposed their ignorance of Soviet Jewry. For most of these Jews sitting comfortably in their red, plush seats at the Imperial, the thought that Jewish life continued long after the mournful closing number, a goodbye to "intimate, obstinate Anatevka," seemed almost unbelievable.

In the late fifties and early sixties, there was only one force struggling to make sure that the Jews behind the iron curtain were not completely forgotten: the Israeli government. It had its reasons, of course. In order for the Jewish State to stay both Jewish and democratic, there needed to be a consistently large Jewish majority. It was clear that American Jews would not be leaving their streets of gold anytime soon. That left the Russian Jews, who, at two to three million, constituted the second-largest Diaspora population in the world. As early as February of 1952, with Stalin still in the Kremlin, David Ben-Gurion read to the Knesset the text of a diplomatic note he had sent to the Soviet leader that made it clear Israel's main goal was "the return of Jews to their historic homeland." Later, in 1960, Golda Meir specifically referred to 9,236 Russian Jews who wanted to be reunited with their families. She was responding to an earlier, characteristically flip comment by Khrushchev that there were no Jews in the Soviet Union who wanted to emigrate.

But there was a problem—namely, the Cold War. Israel was still a fragile new state, and it put supreme value on maintaining its shaky diplomatic relations with the Soviet Union. The Soviets had long courted the Arab countries, and relations with Gamal Abdel Nasser's Egypt had grown increasingly warm following the 1956 Sinai campaign. In May of 1964, Khrushchev even paid a visit to Nasser, celebrating the progress made on the joint Aswan Dam project and awarding the Egyptian leader the title of Hero of the Soviet Union, the Order of Lenin, and the Soviet Golden Star. 

So Israel was reluctant to make any hostile moves toward the Arabs while the blue and white Star of David flew precariously over its embassy in Moscow. Instead, the Israelis used their position inside the Soviet Union to offer symbolic support to the few Jews interested in maintaining a connection with Judaism or the Jewish State—slipping miniature Jewish calendars and prayer books into pockets of eager Jews at decrepit synagogues, meeting with the few Zionist activists from places like Riga, and, mostly, collecting information on the condition of the community. These efforts, minor though they were, were directed from Tel Aviv by Shaul Avigur, the eminence grise of Israeli intelligence.

Avigur was typical of the short, stocky, taciturn men who started Israel's secret service. He had immigrated to Palestine from Latvia when he was twelve and made his mark leading Aliyah Bet, the clandestine operation set up with the goal of smuggling as many Jews as possible into Israel during the British mandate period. Once Israeli independence was secure, Avigur shifted his focus to getting Jews out of countries that did not permit emigration. In 1952, this operation was shut down, and he went into brief retirement at his kibbutz, Kinneret, on the shores of the Sea of Galilee. But Avigur was soon called back to duty by the foreign ministry, which wanted him to head up a new, highly secretive office known internally by the code word Nativ (the Hebrew word for "path") and to the rest of the world as Lishkat Hakesher, "the Liaison Bureau." It was often referred to as the Lishka, which meant, simply and mysteriously, "the Bureau." Everything about the new endeavor was left vague. Avigur's official title was assistant for special matters to the defense minister. His new office was in the Tel Aviv building that housed the foreign ministry. And, strangely, he reported directly to the prime minister (who at the time was his brother-in-law Moshe Sharett). The office's means were unclear, but its mission was laser focused: make contact with the Jews of the Soviet Union and find a way to get them out.

Avigur felt very comfortable with secret operations, but fomenting change from inside the Soviet Union was recklessly suicidal. So halfway through the decade, he decided on a new strategy: he would start an international movement that would apply external pressure on the Soviets. If Avigur could find a way to inspire intellectuals in Europe and the United States to voice concern for the Jewish minority (at a time when concern for minorities was becoming increasingly fashionable), it just might shame the Russians into letting out a few Jews. 

By 1955, Avigur had established an informal committee made up of a handful of Jewish professionals in the Diaspora who, together with Israeli government officials, would direct this part of the Lishka's operations. It was given the name Bar.

Avigur recruited Jewish intellectuals in London and Paris to act as his covert agents. Their assignment was to ignite moral outrage over the issue of Soviet Jewry by appealing to public figures. There was to be no talk of emigration. The focus was on demanding cultural and religious rights. For London, Avigur chose Emanuel Litvinoff, a poet and playwright who had grown up in the city's poor East End and had gained some notoriety for blasting T. S. Eliot's anti-Semitism in a 1952 poem called "To T. S. Eliot." On a visit to the Soviet Union, Litvinoff had been struck by the Jewish condition, and it was an article he wrote about this trip that got him the attention of the Israelis. He used the information the Lishka was able to give him to publish a newsletter, first as a supplement to the Jewish Observer and Middle East Review and then, from 1959 on, as an independent journal, Jews in Eastern Europe. It was the first publication devoted solely to the problem and it reflected Avigur's instructions. Litvinoff was academic in his presentation, even scientific. In Paris, a young Israeli international law student at the Sorbonne, Meir Rosenhaupt, was tapped. He too quickly got to work, approaching thinkers like Jean-Paul Sartre and François Mauriac for their backing.

But the real prize was New York, the great intellectual and Jewish center of the world in the 1950s. By 1958, the Lishka had a man named Moshe Decter on the payroll there. Decter was on the periphery of the group known as the New York intellectuals, the young Jews, sons of immigrants, who were revolutionizing political writing and literary criticism through journals like Partisan Review and Commentary. They were all leftists who were sobered by the knowledge of Stalin's crimes and were trying to forge a new anti-Soviet liberal philosophy for America. Decter had grown up as the son of an Orthodox rabbi in a small town outside of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, and in the late thirties he began studying for the rabbinate at the Jewish Theological Seminary, the premier training ground for Conservative Judaism. The war cut his schooling short, and he served as an infantryman in North Africa and Italy. Wounded in fighting north of Bologna in the middle of 1945, he was shipped back to America, where he finished his seminary studies and began doctoral work for a degree in social studies at the New School for Social Research in Greenwich Village. The school had become a sanctuary for dozens of European intellectuals who had escaped the war. The refugee scholars, such as Hannah Arendt and Max Wertheimer, and the French thinkers, such as Claude Lévi-Strauss, among many others, created a highly charged intellectual environment. Decter became involved with the Socialist Party and other leftist political movements. And by the mid-1950s, he was close to members of what would become known as the  Commentary crowd, prominent theorists such as Irving Kristol, Nathan Glazer, and Clement Greenberg. In 1954, he even cowrote a book, McCarthy and the Communists, criticizing Joe McCarthy as an ineffective and misguided anti-Communist who had undermined his own cause. Around this time, Decter married Midge Rosenthal, a woman who had been a secretary at Commentary and was also ensconced in this world.

Decter was an aggressive, persistent, exacting man who could be impatient and prickly. His black horn-rimmed glasses often slipped to the edge of his nose as he took long drags from his cigarettes. He was committed to ideas and knew how to be ruthless in getting his point across. And nothing made him angrier than Communism and the Soviet Union. He saw himself as a liberal Cold Warrior or, as he put it at the time, a "New Deal anti-Communist." When Decter was recruited in 1958 by Benjamin Eliav, Avigur's right hand in running the Lishka and at that time Israel's consul general to New York, he was told that he would have to suppress his extreme anti-Soviet zeal. The Israelis would provide him with detailed information about Soviet Jewish life but he was warned not to make any of it sound like propaganda. "Make it specific with facts," Eliav told him. "Do not exaggerate, and no using any bombastic expressions."


Decter got to work. In order to avoid accusations that he was an Israeli agent, a roundabout source of funding was established. Decter was set up with an office at the World Jewish Congress, the international organization headquartered on the Upper East Side of Manhattan. The WJC paid twenty-five thousand dollars to the American Jewish Congress, another staple of the Jewish world, and the AJC, in turn, paid Decter. He worked alone in a closet-size room with the sign JEWISH MINORITIES RESEARCH on the door. Nobody knew about Israel's role in the operation. Decter published pamphlets and articles about Soviet Jews that combined information gleaned mostly from agents in Russia and his own knowledge of the Soviet Union—how many synagogues had been shut down, what Jewish education was available, whether Hebrew was being taught, how many books in Yiddish had been published in the past year. But more important, he started drawing on his contacts in the liberal political universe to publicize the issue. Norman Thomas, the standard-bearer of the Socialist Party and its six-time presidential candidate, was a mentor of sorts to Decter. After Decter managed to grab Thomas's interest, a whole range of big names followed. By the end of the fifties, Decter had gotten the theologian Reinhold Niebuhr, Supreme Court justices William Douglas and Thurgood Marshall, and Eleanor Roosevelt to sign a letter to Khrushchev protesting the cultural and religious deprivation of Jews (Eleanor laughed at Decter when he approached her with the idea, correctly predicting that Khrushchev would never respond). Many letters followed in which Decter's hand could be detected by the caliber of the signatories, people such as Saul Bellow and Arthur Miller and Bayard Rustin, the bright lights of the New York intelligentsia—all of whom were unaware that Decter was working for the Israeli government. 

By the early sixties, Decter was Israel's most prolific disseminator of information about Soviet Jews. He also used his day job, editor of the leftist magazine New Leader, to expose the problem. The cover of the September 14, 1959, issue had the words Jews in the Soviet Union over a bloody red map of the empire. The cautiousness of the Israelis can be detected in these pages. The plight of Soviet Jews "is not to be compared with their tragic destiny under the Nazis: Covert discrimination, even the most serious deprivation of guaranteed minority rights, is still a far cry from extermination." Even though Decter was in every way ideologically opposed to the existence of the Soviet Union, there was nothing anti-Communist about his argument. On the contrary, he simply pointed out that the treatment of Jews "clearly conflicts with both Soviet constitutional doctrine and the basic internationalist, egalitarian tenets of Marxism-Leninist ideology." Even though Jewish was a Soviet nationality, "the Soviet government deprives its Jewish citizens of the bulk of even the minimal cultural and spiritual privileges enjoyed by all other Soviet nationalities and religious groups. It provides Jews with neither the means for maintaining a full cultural life nor the opportunity to assimilate completely." 

By late 1962, Decter had clearly articulated this paradox as the crux of the problem. For liberal American intellectuals concerned with their own government's inability to apply the nation's founding principles to its most excluded minority, this had a familiar ring. It was then that Decter published the article that Caron and Rosenblum saw in the scholarly journal Foreign Affairs, the premier venue for Cold War debates. This was the publication in which George Kennan, in 1947, first discussed the idea of containment. With great precision, Decter presented the case against the Soviet Union's treatment of Jews. He wrote as eloquently as he ever had about what restrictions on Jewish life meant, instantly providing in this well-exposed forum a language for speaking about the problem: "Soviet policy as a whole, then, amounts to spiritual strangulation—the deprivation of Soviet Jewry's natural right to know the Jewish past and to participate in the Jewish present. And without a past and a present, the future is precarious indeed."





In Cleveland, Rosenblum and his friend Herb Caron were electrified by the article. It felt to them like a challenge. They had read about the inaction of American Jews in the 1930s; faced with a similar crisis, would they respond the same way, or would they act differently? Emboldened by thoughts of Jabotinsky and shocked that no one was doing anything about this "spiritual strangulation," they approached the local Jewish federation, the body that effectively oversaw all Jewish affairs in the city. When Rosenblum and Caron learned that there was no program in place to educate the community, they pushed for one and got a meager concession: a subcommittee of the federation's governing body was assigned to deal with Soviet Jewry. It was something, and at least this way, thought Rosenblum, they could widen their reach and inform more than just their small enclave. So in the spring of 1963, Rosenblum and Caron and a handful of others from Beth Israel arrived at the subcommittee's first open meeting. Immediately it became apparent that this had been an empty gesture, a way of placating a noisy bunch of nobodies from the other side of Cleveland. By the close of the meeting, the representative appointed by the federation to handle the issue had declared that as far as he was concerned, Soviet Jews were doing just fine. 

Dejected and feeling even more like Jabotinsky—unable to rouse a sleeping establishment—Rosenblum and Caron returned to their congregation determined to set out on their own. Soon, an opportunity arose. The only time Soviet Jews appeared in American newspapers in the early 1960s was around Passover. Up until the spring of 1962, Soviet-run bakeries had made matzo in their ovens and sold it in the government stores. Sometimes people baked the matzo in their own homes and sold it—though this was technically illegal, as it was a form of private enterprise. But just before Passover in 1962, the Soviet authorities announced that from 1917 to 1961, they had unknowingly been violating the Communist principle of total separation of church and state, and therefore the government's baking of matzo would cease. That month, the frail, white-bearded chief rabbi of Moscow, Yehuda Leib Levin, stood before his elderly flock at the city's faded central synagogue on Arkhipova Street and announced that given the government's edict, they would be exempt from the holiday's strict dietary laws. American Jewish religious organizations were shocked by this development and tried unsuccessfully to ship matzo to the USSR. The baking ban elicited a protest in front of the United Nations in New York by religious students from Yeshiva University. Even though the New York Times reminded readers of the forgotten fact that, being overwhelmingly nonreligious, "the majority of the Jews in the Soviet capital would not be aware of the presence or absence" of matzo, the paper still published at least a dozen stories about the issue that spring.

As Passover of 1963 approached, the media was again saturated with coverage, starting in mid-March with an Associated Press report that the Soviets had denied the chief rabbi's application to reinstate the baking. Other stories followed, about four men arrested and charged with profiteering for illegally selling matzo and about an Italian performance of  The Diary of Anne Frank at Moscow's Maly Theater (an unusual event in itself, possible only because of Khrushchev's thaw) in which the audience, almost all Jews, wept openly. They were moved by the play, but as the Times reported, they were also distraught because it was Passover and the holiday had been "hampered by Soviet regulations forbidding State bakeries to produce the traditional matzohs."

Herb Caron came to the conclusion that the best way to change the matzo situation was to deprive the Soviets of something they wanted. The Cleveland Jewish community obviously didn't have this power. But when President Kennedy announced at a press conference on October 9, 1963, that he was going to permit the sale of $250 million worth of surplus American wheat and flour to the Soviet Union, Caron saw his chance. He would get all the clergy in Cleveland to sign a telegram to Kennedy asking that some of the wheat be earmarked for making matzo. The majority of the city's twenty rabbis quickly signed on, with two notable exceptions: the Zionist leader Rabbi Abba Hillel Silver and Rabbi Arthur J. Lelyveld (Lelyveld's bloodied face would be in the newspapers the following summer after he was attacked with a lead pipe for helping register black voters in Hattiesburg, Mississippi). Both prominent rabbis thought the Jewish community should avoid such brazen interference in Cold War politics. Undeterred, Caron sent out his telegram:


In selling wheat to the Russians, America's traditional concern for reducing human suffering would be made most clear by an official and urgent plea that the wheat not be used as an instrument of discrimination against a minority group. Specifically the Soviet government should make this wheat available as desired use as matzos which are essential for Jewish prayer observance ... we respectfully submit that American wheat should not become an instrument of the official Soviet policy of persecuting the Jewish minority group.



The telegram was ignored. But Rosenblum and Caron felt emboldened. They didn't need the slow-moving establishment. They would act independently. Moshe Decter in New York inspired their next move. That same October, only a few days after Kennedy's offer of wheat, Decter organized a daylong conference in New York at the Carnegie Cultural Center that drew on all the contacts he had amassed thus far. It was an unprecedented intellectual show of force for Soviet Jewry, and an indication, at least among the enlightened classes, that the issue was indeed gaining traction. James Pike, the idiosyncratic, liberal Episcopalian bishop of California, presided. In attendance were Martin Luther King Jr.; Robert Penn Warren; Walter Reuther, the union leader; and Decter's mentor Norman Thomas. The objective was to draft a statement demanding that the Soviet Union improve the condition of Jews. The process was not entirely smooth. According to the  New York Times, "some participants held that the original statement was 'too strong,' others contended it was 'too moderate,' and still others that it was 'too long.'" The final list of demands was restrained but, nevertheless, the first of its kind. The signatories that day decided to call themselves the New York Council of 100, and the document was an "Appeal to Conscience," with the following seven demands:


	To permit Jewish education in the Soviet Union in all its forms

	To allow Jewish cultural institutions and Jewish artistic life

	To remove obstacles to Jewish religious life

	To allow religious and cultural bonds with Jewish communities of the world

	To permit separated Jewish families to be reunited

	To eliminate the anti-Jewish character of the official campaign against economic crimes

	To undertake a vigorous educational campaign against anti-Semitism



Rosenblum and Caron answered this appeal by setting up an organization of their own. Though their motivation was Jewish, they wanted to mirror the universal, humanitarian tone of the New York Council of 100. Caron managed to convince the mayor of Cleveland to be the honorary chairman. Their board too was highly ecumenical, including the monsignor of the local Catholic parish and a prominent black city councilman. The rabbis were almost an afterthought. The name of the group was precisely chosen: since its only goal was to raise awareness about state-sanctioned anti-Semitism, it would be the Cleveland Committee on Soviet Anti-Semitism (CCSA). The first grassroots Soviet Jewry organization was born via press release on October 17, 1963, just a few days after the New York conference. 

The new CCSA met twice a month at the City Club with the whole board. They made up a letterhead with Decter's seven points printed on the back. Herb Caron became the executive chairman. His first project was a survey to gauge existing knowledge of the Soviet Jewry question, to get a better idea of what they were working with. He sent out a questionnaire to two thousand rabbis of many different denominations. Over the fall and winter of 1963 and into 1964, they received more than a thousand responses. Caron recorded the answers using IBM punch cards. Most congregations had no awareness of the issue and certainly no response to it. To the question "What role has your congregation taken in informing the community about the deteriorating position of Soviet Jews?" the majority answered "None." To the extent that they had thought about the issue, the rabbis confessed that they were under the impression that the Jewish establishment was taking care of the problem. The response of Murray Stadtmauer, rabbi at the Jewish Center of Bayside Hills in New York, was typical: "It has been my understanding that Jewish organizations have been making representations to Soviet officials at the UN and the Soviet embassy and that only when these fail, will an open, public protest effort be undertaken. Has the time come?"

The group had started to attract outside attention. In November of 1963 Rosenblum put together a pamphlet called "Soviet Terror Against Jews: How Cleveland Initiated an Interfaith Protest" in which he described the problem and asked the reader to sign on to an "Appeal to Conscience of Soviet Leaders." The publication was sent to congregations all over America. The CCSA took out large ads in the Cleveland newspapers and got some immediate notice from the press. People from other cities started writing Rosenblum and Caron, asking to be placed on the group's mailing list. The two were a little shocked by the attention. The CCSA had no office—Herb Caron's house was the mailing address—and no time to answer what were often deeply felt letters, like the one from Lynne Gershman of Springfield, Illinois, who first wrote at the beginning of 1964 in a sloping, elegant cursive on flowery stationery. She offered Caron "a few statistics about us": "my husband, a Sales Representative for the Burroughs Corps., is 31. I am 27, we have three children ages 2.5, 5.5, 7.5, married 9 lovely years, living in Springfield for 7 years, activities include PTA, JWV, Masons, Jr. Chamber of Commerce, etc. How typical can you get?" As to why she was interested in the issue, 


the answer is many faceted and probably the same for many people—after reading reports intermittently in the press, a feeling of sadness I could not shake off, deep gratitude for a wonderful country, loving family, happy children whose future waits secure and free, a belief that the fortunate are the only hope of those who are not, behind it all the awareness of the persecution of Jews through the ages and the fact that it could easily have been our children, our family, in despair. If we don't try to help, who will? My husband feels these things as deeply as I do, as I am sure countless others do.



***

As Soviet Jewry began to penetrate the consciousness of the community in 1963, a number of Jewish American politicians began raising their voices. Most notably were the Senate's two Jewish members and a Jewish Supreme Court justice, the three of whom emerged as a troika of sorts, the unofficial leading voices in government on the issue: Senator Abraham Ribicoff, a Democrat from Connecticut (who had taken Prescott Bush's seat in the 1962 election); Jacob Javits, the liberal Republican from New York; and Arthur Goldberg, who had been appointed secretary of labor but had joined the Supreme Court in 1962, replacing an ailing Felix Frankfurter. All three were the children of Jewish immigrants. All three had also grown up poor: Ribicoff had spent his teenage years working in a zipper and buckle factory; Javits was raised on the Lower East Side. And Goldberg was the son of poor Polish immigrants (from the town of Os'wieçim, the original Polish name for Auschwitz); his father worked as a produce peddler in the impoverished West Side of Chicago.

In the fall of 1963, as Lou Rosenblum and Herb Caron were setting up their small group in Cleveland, Goldberg started working with the two senators on getting Kennedy or his then secretary of state, Dean Rusk, to take up the issue. Javits had already warned Congress at the end of September that the time for a protest that was "loud and long" had come; what was needed was a "great surge of indignation—the determined protests not only of Jews but of all free peoples who treasure the rights of the individual." Rusk did meet with the three, but he thought it best that for the sake of Cold War diplomacy, any gripe with the Soviet Union should be expressed by Jewish leaders, not the State Department. Behind the scenes, Averell Harriman, the former ambassador to the Soviet Union who was then serving as assistant secretary of state, received a memo saying that the State Department's "position has been that it is difficult for our government to contribute to direct solution of the problem of minorities in a territory where a foreign government exercises sovereign control." But even more so, "the Department believes that formal U.S. Government representation to the Soviet Government would not be in the best interests of Soviet Jews. These representations could, in fact, antagonize the Soviet Government to the detriment of Soviet Jews." 

It was apparent that they would get nowhere with the State Department, so Ribicoff and Goldberg decided to go directly to the president. If Kennedy was going to listen to anyone, it would be these two. Both men had helped the young senator from Massachusetts get elected and had been duly rewarded with high-profile posts (before winning his Senate seat, Ribicoff had been the secretary of the Department of Health, Education, and Welfare). But the president couldn't do any better than Rusk. Only a year had passed since the Cuban missile crisis, and the last thing he wanted was to irritate Khrushchev. He suggested that a delegation of American businessmen headed for the Soviet Union could discreetly broach the subject. But this also seemed weak. Ribicoff and Goldberg asked the president if they had his permission to talk to the new Soviet ambassador, Anatoly Dobrynin, to arrange a visit to Moscow to address Khrushchev. Kennedy said he wouldn't stand in their way.

The subsequent four-hour meeting with Dobrynin on October 29 was even more frustrating. The Soviet ambassador, who had already proven himself during the missile crisis to be a smooth translator of Soviet policy for the American administration, categorically denied that anti-Semitism existed in the Soviet Union. Point by point, he refuted all charges of religious and cultural deprivation, and he said the accusation that economic trials were being used to execute Jews was baseless. "We are proud of our Jewish citizens," Dobrynin told them. "They are treated like everyone else." He would promise the Americans nothing. 

A few weeks later, on November 19, Goldberg and Javits met in New York with the members of the powerful Conference of Presidents of Major American Jewish Organizations. The Supreme Court justice and the senator reported on their disappointing meeting with Dobrynin. Goldberg then presented the first tangible proposal: the Jewish leaders should organize a conference for the following spring that would gather together various Jewish groups in order to establish a unified plan. This would at least telegraph to the Soviets that the community was serious, and it might even put some pressure on the American government. He cautioned, though, that if they moved forward, they should be careful to avoid linking the problems of Soviet Jewry with the U.S.-Soviet relationship in any way. Like the Israelis, Goldberg wanted the protest to be carried out on a higher plane. As for the "troika," Goldberg promised they would keep pressuring the president to arrange a meeting with Khrushchev. Three days later in Dallas, Kennedy was assassinated.

The Conference of Presidents of Major American Jewish Organizations had the power to mobilize but not quite the will. Founded in 1953, the Presidents Conference, as it was colloquially known, was a reaction to complaints from members of the Eisenhower administration who were dealing with a constant stream of Jewish leaders arriving to discuss the issue of Israel, each one making essentially the same points. A deputy of Secretary of State John Foster Dulles suggested that the major organizations, including the three big defense ones—the American Jewish Congress, the American Jewish Committee, and the Anti-Defamation League—and the various religious authorities consolidate their forces, at least on the topic of Israel. They formed an umbrella group of twelve. This provisional conference soon became a permanent organization with its own executive. It also became the de facto foreign policy arm of the American Jewish community, especially following the 1956 Sinai campaign, when Israel's belligerence needed to be explained and defended.

Though the issue resonated with some of the individual members of the Presidents Conference, the condition of Soviet Jews, as much of it as was known, had never provoked anything more than a rhetoric of concern. Goldberg's modest proposal—of directing attention to the problem with a communitywide conference—was anathema. The Jewish establishment was plagued by its own stultifying redundancy. In 1952, Jewish leaders concerned about their own paralysis had commissioned a study, the McIver Report, which came to the conclusion that there were too many organizations doing the same thing and wasting their energies fighting over limited resources. The three defense organizations were all founded early in the century and, despite slight differences in tone and organizational culture, all had essentially the same goal: to fight anti-Semitism at home and abroad. Then there were the organizations that represented each of the three major religious denominations, Reform, Conservative, and Orthodox. These sometimes united under the title of the Synagogue Council of America. On top of these groups were the community's two major umbrella organizations: the Presidents Conference, the official political voice of the community, and the National Jewish Community Relations Advisory Council, which also included representatives of all the other organizations. This group was a coordinating body founded in 1944 to synchronize the activities of Jewish communities at a local level. All this led to a near-constant jockeying for funds and power. There was already some resentment about the Presidents Conference siphoning money and purpose from the individual groups. Any new initiative—even a conference—would necessarily mean more competition. 

Adding to this anxiety was the fact that most of the men who made up the leadership of the Jewish establishment did not think it was time to abandon a strategy of quiet diplomacy. Nahum Goldmann was the very embodiment of this view. A dapper elder statesman of the Jewish world, Goldmann was both president of the World Jewish Congress and head of the World Zionist Organization, which effectively made him the most powerful Jewish leader after the Israeli prime minister. He was a Lithuanian Jew who had grown up in Germany and worked in the Jewish division of the foreign ministry until Hitler came to power. Though a lifelong Zionist, he believed in the importance of maintaining a vibrant Jewish community in the Diaspora (part of the reason he founded the World Jewish Congress, an organization devoted to Jewish life outside of Israel).


Goldmann believed foremost in caution, in using a scalpel rather than a sledgehammer. In early 1964, he told an interviewer from the Hebrew University's student publication the Ass's Mouthpiece, "It is wrong to generate too much activity on behalf of Russian Jewry, because this could endanger the very existence of three million Jews." He also thought it was simply bad strategy—and bad manners—to put the Russians on the spot. Even though he had been willing to support the efforts of the Lishka and Moshe Decter—Goldmann was one of the few who knew about the secret arrangement—he wanted to avoid a head-on clash with the Soviets at all costs. If he could have it his way, the issue would be settled at a private meeting between him and Khrushchev, not by any sort of public action. He was often heard to say that all he needed was a bottle of vodka and an hour with the Politburo. This thinking quickly gained him the reputation of being a shtadlan, the old Yiddish expression for the individual in the shtetl who served as a liaison between the villagers and the local Gentile authorities. It was the shtadlan who would privately beg for the revising of anti-Jewish laws. Shtadlonus became derogatory shorthand for a leader who never wanted to be too obtrusive, who didn't feel he had the right to make demands. When young Jews like Lou Rosenblum and Herb Caron in Cleveland looked at what leaders like Goldmann had done during World War II and the way they were now turning their backs on Soviet Jewry, they saw shtadlonus. 

Goldberg, Javits, and Ribicoff were so eager to further the cause of Soviet Jewry that they had dropped this task in the wrong lap. Only a singular figure—someone from outside the walls of the entrenched establishment—would have the independence and the nerve to demand more.





If Goldmann was the consummate insider, a mannered and worldly German Jew with brilliantined hair, elegant double-breasted suits, and sometimes a pipe clenched between his teeth, then Abraham Joshua Heschel was the epitome of the outsider. There was something biblical about him, with his unruly cloud of white hair and his elfin goatee. His lilting Yiddish accent made his constant stream of aphorisms sound poignant rather than pretentious. When Heschel told his rapt listeners that there "should be a grain of prophet in every man," they heard his words and saw his wizened face and believed that Heschel's body must contain a silo's worth. 

Heschel was born in Warsaw, a descendant of the great rabbis of Eastern Europe, among them his namesake, the Apter Rebbe, and even—though he was often too modest to admit it—the eighteenth-century founder of Hasidism, the Baal Shem Tov. Heschel, a prodigy in his youth, was trained at a traditional yeshiva and later received his doctorate in philosophy from the University of Berlin. In 1937, Martin Buber, escaping Europe for Palestine, named the thirty-year-old Heschel his successor as director of the Freies Jüdisches Lehrhaus, the innovative Jewish Free University in Frankfurt started by the Jewish philosopher Franz Rosenzweig. But the Nazis soon kicked Heschel out of Germany, and in 1940, after a few wandering years, he was offered a teaching position at the Hebrew Union College in Cincinnati, the main seminary of the Reform movement. It was an invitation that saved his life. But this strain of Judaism turned out to be too starved of ritual for him, too liberal, and in 1946 he found a new home at the Jewish Theological Seminary on the Upper West Side of Manhattan. Here, at the prominent school of Conservative Judaism, where he taught ethics, he began writing the beautifully composed books of Jewish philosophy that gained him a reverent following.

The rabbis at JTS, more concerned with parsing the meaning of Talmudic and Mishnaic passages, never accepted Heschel's eccentricities, his deep love of the spiritual, his desire to make Jewish law come alive. They treated him as an outcast, not even allowing him to teach classes in mysticism, the subject for which he was renowned. He was constantly lamenting to his students that they were being trained simply for synagogue administration. How was it possible, he wondered aloud, for them to complete the entire curriculum without taking a single course on the Jewish conception of God? "Intellectual evasion is the greatest sin of contemporary Jewish teaching," he warned. "Urgent problems are shunned, the difficulties of faith are ignored ... Jewish thought is sterile. We appeal to Jewish loyalties, we have little to say to the imagination." Through his books Man Is Not Alone (1951) and God in Search of Man (1955) and in his lectures, he tried to show another way, one that might help Jews confront a post-Holocaust world in which God's love, even among his believers, could not be taken for granted. Rather than waiting for God to seek out the faithful for revelation, Jews were urged to find a state of awareness in which they could more easily be reached by him. Social action was a way to achieve this: through bearing witness, exposing oneself to the sins of the world and then rectifying them. This, Heschel told his students, had to be at the center of Judaism: "A Jew is asked to take a leap of action rather than a leap of thought. He is asked to do more than he understands in order to understand more than he does." 

The year 1963 was a big one for Heschel. In January he made his first foray into the civil rights struggle and met Martin Luther King Jr. (a friendship that would provide the most enduring and endearing image of the black-Jewish alliance: the two walking arm in arm to Selma in 1965 with leis around their necks). At the Conference on Religion and Race, a gathering in Chicago of almost a thousand clergy, Heschel made a memorable speech, striking some of the same chords as King. They both quoted Amos: "Let justice roll down like waters, and righteousness like a mighty stream." They both referred to the famed Protestant theologian Reinhold Niebuhr, a personal friend of Heschel's and one of King's intellectual idols. When King told the delegates that "one must not only preach a sermon with his voice. He must preach it with his life," it was a concept that Heschel understood. For Heschel's part, he spoke much as Joachim Prinz would at the March on Washington, seeing the black struggle as an extension of the Jewish one. "The exodus began," he said, "but is far from having been completed. In fact, it was easier for the children of Israel to cross the Red Sea than for a Negro to cross certain university campuses."

For Heschel, however, the problem of Jewish identity was not going to be solved solely by securing black civil rights. He lamented the fact that American Jews seemed to be so alienated from their past, unaware of the tradition from which they descended. And he was also racked with Holocaust guilt. Though he had narrowly escaped death, much of his family hadn't. When a reporter from the Yiddish newspaper the Day-Morning Journal asked him where he had been in 1943, Heschel answered, mournfully, that he had just arrived in America, did not speak the language well, and commanded no attention from the Jewish leadership. Still, he said, "This does not mean that I consider myself innocent. I am very guilty. I have no rest."


In that interview, conducted one night in the fall of 1963 in the book-lined living room of Heschel's Riverside Drive apartment, he revealed his bitterness about American Jews' ignorance of Soviet Jewry. "Russian Jews are an abstraction for Americans. They know about Florence, Naples, Miami, [the] Waldorf Astoria, but what do they know about Berdichev, Odessa, Vilna, Warsaw! This exemplifies the indifference." 

Out of this anger emerged a sermon. Heschel could not contain his frustration any longer, and on September 4, at a conference at the Jewish Theological Seminary examining the moral responsibilities of the rabbinate, he delivered an impassioned plea for action:


If we are ready to go to jail in order to destroy the blight of racial bigotry, if we are ready to march off to Washington in order to demonstrate our identification with those who are deprived of equal rights, should we not be ready to go to jail in order to end the martyrdom of our Russian brethren? To arrange sit-ins, protests, days of fasting and prayer, public demonstrations to which every Russian leader will not remain indifferent? The voice of our brother's agony is crying out to us! How can we have peace of mind or live with our conscience?

What is called for is not a silent sigh but a voice of moral compassion and indignation, the sublime and inspired screaming of a prophet uttered by a whole community.

The six million are no more. Now three million face spiritual extinction.

We have been guilty more than once of failure to be concerned, of a failure to cry out, and failure may have become our habit.

The test of the humanity of a human being is the degree to which he is sensitive to other people's suffering.

This is the deepest meaning of our history: The destiny of all Jews is at stake in the destiny of every Jew; the destiny of all men is at stake in the destiny of every man.



Heschel was appealing to the universal and the particular at the same time. Like the Israelis and Decter, who had been trying to graft the cause onto a more general fight for minority rights, Heschel described his reasons as humanitarian and just as important as civil rights for blacks. But he also spoke at another register, a lower, deeper one, calling on Jews as Jews. "We have been guilty," he said, using words that had hardly ever been uttered. The Holocaust was an American Jewish "failure." This was the guilt that was pushing Lou Rosenblum and Herb Caron in Cleveland. Saving Soviet Jewry was not just about man's responsibility to man but also about a Jew's responsibility to Jews. 

Heschel's sermon was deeply affecting. It was sent out to two thousand Conservative rabbis, repeated in synagogues all over the country on Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur that year, and reprinted in Jewish newsletters and bulletins. He assumed that these stinging, accusatory words would provide the necessary spur for action. Initially, some meetings did take place, including one with the Synagogue Council of America that explored ways of initiating a national campaign. Among the proposals was one similar to Arthur Goldberg's: a massive conference. But as soon as the meeting ended, the plans dissolved. Unbeknownst to Heschel, the concurrent efforts to involve the government—now reeling from the Kennedy assassination—were also going nowhere. The Presidents Conference was paralyzed. On the last day of December 1963, Heschel, impatient and frustrated, wrote a letter to major Jewish leaders in which he issued a threat: if they didn't come up with a plan of action soon, he would publicly call for one himself.

Shame accomplished what reasoning and pleading had not. Not long after Heschel's ultimatum, the national Jewish leadership began preparing for a major conference to be held the spring of 1964 in Washington. The gathering would be as broadly representative as possible, bringing together religious leaders, Jewish machers, congresspeople, and civil rights activists: an American Jewish Conference on Soviet Jewry.





Before they even arrived in Washington, Lou Rosenblum and Herb Caron—who had had no trouble getting themselves invited as delegates from Cleveland—were convinced that the conference was going to be just another exercise in Jewish handwringing. They had received a booklet in the mail that included fourteen resolutions that were expected to emerge from the two-day meeting. It was a laundry list of toothless actions—prayer vigils and loosely defined educational activities—not the sustained effort the Cleveland group was hoping would be established. The closest any of them came to that goal was in the fourteenth resolution, which stated vaguely that "immediately upon the adjournment of this Conference, the Presidents of the co-sponsoring national Jewish organizations will meet for the purpose of considering how best to assure that the plans set herein will be systematically implemented." 

Rosenblum and Caron decided to agitate. With nothing to lose and few contacts they could draw on, they wrote a letter to the other delegates rallying them to oppose the resolutions: "The question is not whether the coming Conference will denounce Soviet anti-Semitism in sufficiently strong terms. (They will denounce it and this is known to all in advance.) The crucial question is: Will the Conference provide the mechanism for bringing the information to the millions, now uninformed and silent, so that their outcry can be brought to bear." The letter continued, "If we cannot take the step of establishing an 'ad hoc' committee, funded and staffed to coordinate and implement this protest, the Conference may well frustrate the hopes of thousands of persons expecting definitive results. Any plan short of the creation of such an 'ad hoc' group is unthinkable."

The stately but placid vision that greeted them at the Willard Hotel on Sunday, April 5, the conference's opening day, was not promising for men looking for revolution. Every exclamation mark and cocktail seemed scripted. The five hundred delegates, comprising all the major leaders of American Jewry, sat inside the main ballroom flipping through folders of information on the Soviet Jewish plight. The carpet and curtains were a creamy salmon pink; faux-marble columns flanked the doors; a pastoral fresco covered the ceiling. Journalists from every major news organization crammed the back of the hall, with even Pravda and Izvestia represented. The conference opened with the reading of telegrams of support from prominent Americans, among them Martin Luther King Jr. and George Meany, president of the AFL-CIO.

Conspicuously absent was Nahum Goldmann. He wished the conference well but had serious concerns that it might be counterproductive. Two months before the gathering he had written from Geneva to Lewis Weinstein, the newly appointed chairman of the Presidents Conference, chastising him with a paternalistic slap that only a man in his position could deliver: "Knowing how responsible a man you are, I am sure you will see to it that the conference acts in a responsible way. Demagogic speeches and exaggerated resolutions may do a lot of harm, not only to the demands for which we fight but to the three million Soviet Jews." He went on to warn that "any formal intervention by the USA will probably be rejected by the State Department, and rightly so, and may be very harmful to the very sensitive Soviets. Just imagine if the Soviet Union would hold a conference on the civil rights situation of Negroes and send a formal delegation to Krutchev  [sic], asking him to intervene. What would be the reaction in America to such a procedure? And the Russians have the right to react in the same way."

Also absent in any public way were the Israelis. They declined to send a representative to speak at the conference. Outwardly, they were still maintaining a face of passivity. Behind the scenes, however, Israelis were everywhere. The representative of the Lishka in New York was Meir Rosenne (formerly Meir Rosenkampf), the man who had been their contact in Paris, and he was a part of the planning at every level. So was the Israelis' American operative Moshe Decter.

Rosenblum and Caron began lobbying among the delegates. And they found, to their surprise, that people were receptive. Many were still reeling from Judaism Without Embellishment, a book that had recently been published in Kiev by the Ukrainian Academy of Sciences. Written by one Trofim Kichko, a Soviet academic, it was anti-Semitism of the crudest sort, filled with caricatures that would have been at home in Julius Streicher's Der Stürmer. Lishka agents got hold of a copy and passed it to Decter, who had portions of the book and the captions to the worst cartoons translated. At a press conference at the end of February, Morris Abram, the famed civil rights lawyer (three years earlier, he had gotten Martin Luther King Jr. released from his first jail sentence) and president of the American Jewish Committee, held up the book and proclaimed it a "hodgepodge of misinformation, distortion, malicious gossip and insulting references to Judaism." He read aloud passages to the scribbling reporters: "'No matter what they do—selling matzohs or parts of the Torah, carrying out the rites of burial or circumcision, wedding or divorce, they think above all of money and they despise productive work.'"

The building crescendo of matzo deprivation, the economic trials, and the Kichko book sensitized many delegates. And in rhetoric, the conference strayed from Goldmann's brand of cautiousness. Speaker after speaker railed against the Soviets. But Rosenblum and Caron moved around the room pushing for more. They met with delegates in coffee shops, in the lobby, in their rooms, asking them to think beyond the conference. "What's next?" Rosenblum asked. "When you go back to your community, what are you going to be able to tell the people back there they should be doing? There's no national organization you'll be able to turn to. There's nobody you can turn to for support." 

They were convincing. And on the final day of the conference, when the hour came to vote on the resolutions, Rosenblum and Caron shouted from the floor of the ballroom that they had an addition to the list, a fifteenth resolution. Morris Abram, who was acting as chairman, tried to explain from the dais that they could not add resolutions, that the motions were already decided and closed to further discussion. People began yelling in protest. One man shouted, "Is this democratic or not?" There was enough commotion that Abram had to turn around and confer with the other leaders and then with Rosenblum and Caron. When Abram addressed the crowd again, he read out the proposed fifteenth resolution composed by the Cleveland group but asked that it be admitted as an addendum to the already written fourteenth resolution, which he then read in its final version: "'Immediately upon the adjournment of this Conference, the presidents of the co-sponsoring national Jewish organizations will meet for the purpose of considering how best to assure that the plans set out herein will be systematically implemented. It is our further proposal that the presidents develop the means of continuing this Conference on an ongoing basis, adequately staffed and financed, to coordinate and implement the resolutions of this Conference.'"

Abram asked for a voice vote on the new addition to the resolution, and a resounding and nearly unanimous "Yes!" came from the delegates. Herb Caron and Lou Rosenblum felt victory flutter in their stomachs. In their minds, they had brought down the establishment.

The next day, they went back to their congregation on the west side of Cleveland, satisfied that they had finally managed to turn the community's attention toward saving Soviet Jewry, that they had succeeded where even Jabotinsky in his time had not. They thought that their work was done. But all that had been achieved so far was talk. Movements, as everyone knew well by 1964, were not built on words. They needed feet marching. And in New York City, five hundred miles from Ohio, where hundreds of thousands of American Jews lived, no one had yet taken to the streets for Soviet Jewry. If the mass movement that Heschel and Lou Rosenblum and the Israeli agents of the Lishka desired was to become reality, it would have to begin there. 

***

In early 1964, on one of his first days in the city, Yaakov Birnbaum, a tall Englishman in his late thirties, made his way up the sloping streets of Washington Heights, the hilly immigrant enclave at the northern corner of Manhattan. He glanced up at the tenements and back down at a smudged address on a scrap of paper. From behind the shuttered windows of Cuban fruit and vegetable markets came crackling radio sounds of big-band charanga music, the spicy brass and drums of Tito Puente. It was a Sunday morning and the streets were empty, but Birnbaum could hear Spanish voices pouring out of open apartment windows, parents screaming at children, husbands berating their wives, old women singing. And Birnbaum, though tired from his train ride, stopped to listen. This was America, he thought. The energy, even in this empty, wet street, was brimming.

He felt this every time he arrived in a new place. It offered possibilities, what he called sparks. The idea came from a kabbalistic origin myth: At the moment of Creation, the container that held the eternal light shattered and smashed, throwing sparks all over the world. The job of the holy man was to go looking for these sparks and collect them. For the past two decades, Birnbaum had lived a nomadic existence, never staying in one place for more than a few years. He was still not tired of looking.

Birnbaum, then thirty-seven, wore a thick black Vandyke beard that made him look older. He had grown up in London, the son of a Viennese-born professor of philology who had fled mainland Europe in 1933. Birnbaum spent his youth in the ominous shadow of World War II. Until the age of six, he lived in Hamburg; the city's university had asked his father to develop an institute for Ashkenazi studies, one of the first of its kind. Birnbaum never forgot the day he was assaulted by a group of German boys who jumped into his family's garden and stuffed dirt in his mouth. The family escaped to England, and they received British citizenship just in time to avoid being labeled as refugees and placed in internment camps. Yaakov's father had been recruited to work in the uncommon-languages department of the National Censorship Bureau in Liverpool. Day after day, Solomon Birnbaum, an exacting, academic-minded man, read frantic pleas from Jews all over Europe relating the details of a mass-extermination campaign. Sworn to secrecy by his superiors, Birnbaum's father never openly spoke about what he knew. Instead, he returned home every night, sat down calmly to dinner with his family, and talked about the intricacies and variances of Hebrew script, his academic specialty. 

Starting in late 1940 and continuing into 1941, Liverpool suffered a fierce bombing campaign, a blitz not unlike London's; it took the lives of thousands. The tense atmosphere and the hints in newspaper accounts allowed Birnbaum to deduce the extent of the nightmare unfolding just across the North Sea. At the Liverpool high school Yaakov attended, the Gentile students thought he was hysterical for his fevered warnings about Jewish massacres. "Hey, you hear this bloke Birnbaum?" one of the older boys once said. "His people are providing good fertilizer for the Germans."

When the war was over and Jewish refugees, many emaciated and close to madness, began arriving in London, Birnbaum felt that he had found his calling: He joined every effort aimed at resettlement and readjustment. He taught them English, helped them to get social services, searched for lost family members. The work ignited him. It was active, engaged, socially conscious—everything his father's job had not been. Helping one group led to helping another. In the early 1950s, Birnbaum made trips to the slums surrounding Marrakesh, aiding destitute Moroccan Jews who were hoping to immigrate to the newly founded Israel. When he did settle briefly, it was to take a job as the director of the Jewish community council of Manchester, England. But two years spent dealing with a stuffy Jewish bourgeoisie depleted him. He began to wonder why Jewish life had no blood running through it, why these Diaspora Jews were so intent on assimilating into a culture that seemed devoid of any connection to tribe, that stripped away any spiritual identity.

In the early 1960s, he embarked on the journey that would lead him to Washington Heights. He traveled to France and around the United States. He wanted to see models of religious communities more alive than that of the Manchester Jews' he had just left. He explored Buddhism and talked to Trappist monks; he spent time in Kentucky with Thomas Merton, who got a dispensation from his vow of silence so he could speak with Birnbaum. Now nearing forty and without a wife or children, Birnbaum felt that despite all the work he had done with refugees, he had failed to accomplish anything substantial with his life. His father remained distant and disapproving. Birnbaum had managed to learn a little Yiddish on his journey and wrote the old man letters in the language. In response, he received brief thank-you notes along with pages of corrections. To Solomon Birnbaum, a man who prized expertise, his son's failure was that he did not know any one thing well. The more Birnbaum traveled, the more intense his search for an enlightened community became and the more urgently he felt the need to prove something. 

His travels eventually took him to Israel in 1963, where he visited kibbutzim, agrarian socialist communes, and tried to see whether he fit into the new society that was flourishing there. But Israel at the time was a rugged place in search of rugged men. With his suit and groomed beard, Birnbaum looked more like an elegant mortician than someone ready to jump on a tractor or fire an M-16. He did contemplate staying, though, and he went about trying to find work, but he quickly realized he wasn't qualified for anything. Jewish rescue wasn't a legitimate job description, and Birnbaum, fiercely independent, refused to be a simple social worker and toil within a bureaucratic machine. Israel was not providing the answer.

And then Birnbaum discovered a few sparks.

He had always been drawn to young people. Even as he grew older, Birnbaum found they understood his drive and his passion much better than adults his age. He tended to get excited, animated, when he talked about ideas, speaking furiously and with great ardor. To adults, this marked him as an eccentric, but young people found nothing off-putting about his vigor. It made him interesting.

Birnbaum found a group of American rabbinical students who shared his search for rejuvenation. Young and idealistic, they were studying at Jerusalem yeshivas for the year, and they longed, like Birnbaum, to make Judaism more dynamic. Students such as Arthur Green, a pimply-faced student from the Jewish Theological Seminary in Manhattan, and Yitz Greenberg, a young rabbi from Brooklyn who was on leave from his professorship at Yeshiva University, had long talks with Birnbaum about how to make Judaism relevant and meaningful in a modern world. Birnbaum felt he had found people who understood him. They encouraged him to come to America. They told him there were young people there craving a more engaged Jewish identity. 





He soon arrived on that street corner in Washington Heights. On a wet and crumpled slip of paper in Birnbaum's palm was the address of a librarian from Yeshiva University who had a room to rent. Birnbaum had landed in America in the middle of 1963 and had been living in Rochester, New York. Five months had passed, during which Birnbaum worked with senior citizens at the Rochester Y, but in early 1964 he decided he hadn't come to America to languish in a dreary upstate town. New York City and the friends he had made in Israel were calling to him.

Birnbaum's room was small and crowded with the librarian's musty books. But it would do. Its major asset was that it was on Amsterdam Avenue, only a few minutes from Yeshiva University. Birnbaum had made a conscious decision to settle not far from the institution, an area that was an island of young religious Jews—though an island that had grown smaller in the 1950s with the arrival of Puerto Ricans and Cubans to Washington Heights. Birnbaum didn't know exactly what he wanted to do but he did know it would involve Jewish students, and the best place to find them was Yeshiva University.

He stumbled through his first few weeks, like any new arrival to the city. He sat in his room scouring the New York Times and the Daily News every day, looking for work and interesting stories. It was winter, and the rain that had greeted him turned into snow. Birnbaum wore his large Russian fur hat as he walked to Yeshiva to continue his discussions with Yitz Greenberg or down through Harlem to reach the large brick edifice that housed the Jewish Theological Seminary, where he met more young rabbinical students.

One day in March, three months after Birnbaum arrived, Greenberg showed him a recent issue of Foreign Affairs. In it was the article by Moshe Decter that had so stirred Lou Rosenblum and Herb Caron, "The Status of the Jews in the Soviet Union." 

Decter's article made Birnbaum remember the troubled, distraught faces of the refugees he had seen after the war. Some of them were Russians who had escaped the Soviet Union by pretending to be Polish and claiming displaced-person status. They told Birnbaum of the vast network of prison camps Stalin had established in the east. They spoke of endless detentions and mass executions in faraway forests. But that was nearly twenty years ago. Birnbaum knew the situation had been difficult but hadn't realized it had remained so.

He soon made the acquaintance of a businessman named Morris Brafman, a Viennese Jew who had barely escaped the Nazis and had recently started a small group to raise awareness about the problems facing Soviet Jewry.

Birnbaum found Brafman at his offices on Madison Avenue, where he ran a lingerie business. A sturdy man, passionate and irrepressibly garrulous, prone to speechifying despite his thick German accent, Brafman was a staunch philosophical follower of Jabotinsky. He told Birnbaum about his American League for Russian Jews, a group he and a few other "Jabo" businessmen had started. Birnbaum, so eager he couldn't get the words out fast enough, said he wanted, needed, had to help in whatever way he could.

The following week, Birnbaum and a few Columbia and Yeshiva students went to a meeting of the league; it was held at a Manhattan banquet hall, and Brafman had invited a few local politicians. Speakers who had recently visited the Soviet Union described the tattered and torn prayer shawls they'd seen on the old men at the synagogue; they reported that the authorities had refused to give more land for Jewish burial grounds. Brafman stood up to speak and bellowed: "Do you realize what they are doing? They want to erase them! They want to destroy them!" The hall was filled with many of Brafman's fellow businessmen, and they all nodded vigorously in agreement.

Despite Brafman's bluster, Birnbaum felt roused. And he could see the students were moved as well. When the meeting was over, they walked outside in a daze. The feeling that had been slowly building, that this cause had great potential power, was now confirmed. Not only could it save three million Jews in the Soviet Union; it also could revitalize the millions of Jews in America. This could galvanize them, get them emotionally involved. He already knew that young American Jews could be moved to action for the cause of freedom. They had turned up by the thousands at the March on Washington the previous year. And preparations were being made for the Freedom Summer of 1964, when hundreds of young Jews would infiltrate the segregationist counties in the South and help black sharecroppers register to vote. What if he could convince these young activists to direct this same energy toward their own people? It was in many ways Abraham Joshua Heschel's vision, and Birnbaum was just the man to carry it out. Walking together through the streets of Manhattan, past closed butcher shops and kosher markets, Birnbaum asked the students what they thought about a youth movement for Soviet Jewry. 





When Yaakov Birnbaum heard about the Washington conference, he was furious. He had read an article in the Jewish Exponent that quoted Morris Abram speaking shortly after the gathering: "If Soviet authorities invite us to a discussion of the status of Soviet Jewry ... we will be prepared to form a delegation to go to the USSR and meet with Soviet officials of the highest level." He was shocked that a Jew like Abram, so committed to using direct action in support of blacks in America, could sit back and do nothing tangible for Soviet Jews other than wait for a phone call from Khrushchev. To Birnbaum, the conference was just another example of what he had seen in Manchester. The dynamism had been drained out of American Jewry.

In the weeks following the Brafman meeting, he realized that he was ready to throw himself completely into this cause—to focus his restless spirit. Birnbaum had always looked to his grandfather Nathan Birnbaum as a model. A nineteenth-century Viennese intellectual, Nathan Birnbaum had coined the term Zionism. He was an eclectic man, a passionate assimilationist who became one of the original proponents of Jewish nationalism (in the late 1880s, he published the first Zionist journal, Selbst-Emanzipation) and then turned toward Yiddish, translating shtetl writers such as Sholem Aleichem and I. L. Peretz. By the end of his life, the once freethinking secularist who had refused on principle to eat in kosher restaurants founded his own neo-Hasidic group, the Olim, or Ascenders, and searched for a spiritual expression of Judaism. He embraced each one of these dramatic shifts with a prophetic spirit, and he was a constant reminder to Birnbaum to pursue a dynamic, engaged life. 

Birnbaum tried to combine his grandfather's passion with his father's meticulousness. To the students who started coming to his cluttered room in increasing numbers, this conviction translated at times to a comical self-righteousness. They would jokingly call him Messiah behind his back and giggle at the speech impediment that caused his every r to become a w. But Birnbaum's impassioned tirades mesmerized the students and gave the cause more urgency.

In mid-April, with the help of his Columbia students, Birnbaum got permission to hold an organizing meeting in that university's Philosophy Lounge. He scheduled it for Monday, April 27, and he went to work typing up an announcement. He called the group the College Students' Struggle for Soviet Jewry. The leaflet he designed radiated his ambition for the new endeavor.


The time has come for a mass grass-roots movement—spearheaded by the student youth. A ferment is indeed at work at this time. Groups of students all over New York are spontaneously coming together and hundreds of signatures have been collected.

There is a time to be passive and a time to act. We believe most emphatically that this is not the time for quietism. We believe that a bold, well-planned campaign, to include some very active measures, can create a climate of opinion, a moral power, which will become a force to be reckoned with.



His roommate, the librarian, had access to an old mimeograph machine and ran off a few hundred copies. Students distributed the fliers at Yeshiva, City University, Columbia, the Jewish Theological Seminary, and New York University.

On Monday night, the oak-paneled Philosophy Lounge was packed with students. Tables were pushed aside to make room, and many people had to stand in the back against the massive bookshelves that lined the walls. Birnbaum hadn't expected so many students. He tried to count how many there were and gave up after a hundred and fifty. He could feel his heart beating fast.


Morris Brafman gave the opening address, pumping his arms and decrying the "spiritual and cultural strangulation of our brethren." Birnbaum walked around the room nodding and handing out typewritten fact sheets that detailed the problem in more specific terms, from the number of synagogues closed to the lack of prayer books. When Brafman achieved his final flourish, telling the students to "fight with all you've got," Birnbaum asked for suggestions from the audience about what they wished to do next. Immediately, a hand shot up. A Columbia freshman stepped forward and offered to sing a chant he had thought up. Birnbaum said he should come to the front of the room. The boy cleared his throat dramatically and the students laughed. "'History shall not repeat,'" he sang. "'History shall not repeat.'" The room grew quiet. There was no need to specify which history he meant. The trial of Adolf Eichmann in Jerusalem three years earlier was still fresh in their minds. The news from the Soviet Union, especially coming from the fired-up Brafman, sounded ominous to them. Maybe it heralded the start of another extermination campaign. Suddenly the meeting was heavy with significance and emotion. It was more than Birnbaum could have hoped for. 

Another student suggested they hold a rally as soon as possible. Birnbaum told them that the soonest they could demonstrate would be Friday—which, to his great satisfaction, was May Day. He got a thrill out of subverting Soviet symbols. For the group's name, he eventually dropped the word College and went with Student Struggle for Soviet Jewry, a conscious wink at the Marxist concept of class struggle. Even if the students didn't catch the irony, he found it hilarious. But May 1, he told them, was only four days away.

Birnbaum set up an office in his bedroom, pushing aside the stacks of books and manila folders stuffed with newspaper clippings. The students sometimes wondered how he had managed to amass so much paper in the short time he had lived there. His roommate, frustrated at the incessant phone calls from students, offered to hook up a separate line in the bathroom.

Several students came forward to help with the organizing. One of these was Glenn Richter. A native of the outer boroughs and a student at Queens College, Richter had a reedy frame and always wore a green trench coat and a peddler's cap. At nineteen, he was also an amateur comic in search of an audience. Sometimes he talked in a Donald Duck voice. When he did speak normally, every sentence contained a pun or wacky rhyme. "That's Glenn Richter, as in the Richter scale," he cracked. Before he'd started spending most of his time at the barely functioning typewriter in Birnbaum's room, Richter had worked at the New York office of the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee, the most youthful of the civil rights groups spearheading the voter registration campaign in Mississippi. But the mood at SNCC had started to shift slightly over the past ten months, since King's speech in Washington. Richter used to sit in the office at lunch with a yarmulke on his head, and he'd get approving looks from the SNCC workers, many of whom had friends who were nursing bruises from the increasingly violent white retaliation in the South. But more exclusionary forces within SNCC, led by its aggressive and rising star Stokely Carmichael, were beginning to take over, making young Jews feel unwanted by the civil rights movement that had so seduced them. Richter welcomed a cause where he could unabashedly be a Jew and work hard for, as he saw it, the redemption of his own people. 

Days of organizing out of Birnbaum's bedroom ensued. Richter manned the typewriter. Students contacted professors at all the major universities. Birnbaum followed up with phone calls and letters. Congressman Leonard Farbstein of Manhattan, seeing a possible photo op for his upcoming campaign posters, agreed to march. By Friday afternoon, Birnbaum's and the students' fingers were dyed blue from the ink of the mimeograph machines.

The Soviet mission to the United Nations, the protest target, was an imposing white building on a residential block of Sixty-seventh Street on the Upper East Side. At nine in the morning on May 1, Birnbaum paced the street nervously. He rubbed his beard. He took off his white straw hat and put it on again. No one was there yet, but Birnbaum tried to convince himself that at least a handful of his own student friends would show, at least the few who were absolutely committed. In an hour, they started trickling in, young adults dressed as if they were on their way to synagogue. Birnbaum had told them to look sharp. The boys wore black suits and thin dark ties, and the girls wore long dresses and pumps, not high heels. Birnbaum had tried to think of everything.


By ten there were a thousand people, mostly students, but some parents as well. They picked up the hand-lettered signs that Birnbaum had been churning out all week: I AM MY BROTHER's KEEPER and LET THEM PRAY, simple black paint on white poster board. Congressman Farbstein, in glasses and a porkpie hat, put on a sandwich-board sign and insisted on standing at the head of the line. 

Just like the early civil rights protesters in the South, the students marched two by two. Birnbaum stood to the side, speechless for a few minutes, and watched what seemed like a great mass of young people organizing themselves. He couldn't believe this was happening. Birnbaum picked up a sign and started marching. The kids were singing the hymn "Ani Ma'amin," the Hebrew phrase meaning "I believe" sung over and over again.

The demonstration lasted four hours and was covered by all the major newspapers and news agencies, from the AP to the New York Daily News. The big three TV networks were also there. It was described as an unprecedented gathering for a cause hardly anybody outside the Jewish community had been aware of, and it was depicted as subdued and respectful. The New York Times' reporter Irving Spiegel, who wrote a page-two story, remained for the entire four hours. He told Birnbaum he had stayed so long because it was refreshing to see such an orderly protest in contrast to the water cannons and German shepherds that had begun to mark the civil rights marches. Birnbaum was glad; he wanted the protest to be "responsible." The article on the march in the National Jewish Post and Opinion reported that the students "made it a point not to protest against the convictions of Jews for economic crimes, feeling that anti-Jewish motives would be harder to prove. They also avoided urging mass immigration, attacking the Russian people, or indulging in name-calling."

Days after the May 1 protest, Birnbaum, electrified by the sense that his vision was being fulfilled but scared that the students, who were now entering finals, might lose interest, sent an excited memo to his small flock. "Our great demonstration attracted over 1000 college students from all over the city," he wrote. "We think that the strength of feeling here expressed will catch on spontaneously all over America and beyond, as well as among Christian students and civil righters. According to experienced observers, our movement has very great potential. Out of this student ferment there is emerging a wave of constructive, dynamic yet responsible action." 





A few days after the American Jewish Conference on Soviet Jewry adjourned, presidents of the twenty-four organizations that had sponsored the conference paid a visit to Secretary of State Dean Rusk at the White House. They delivered the list of demands generated by the meeting, measures needed to restore Jewish life in the USSR. The most provocative was the last point, which called on the Soviets "to make possible on humanitarian grounds Soviet Jews who are members of families separated as a result of the holocaust to be reunited with their relatives abroad." In order to soften a point that might seem like Cold War meddling, the leaders also read a statement to Rusk affirming that "our action is not to be considered in any sense as an exacerbation of political conflict between East and West. This is not a political issue." What they were asking, essentially, was for the government to become aware of the problem.

Halfway through the White House meeting with Rusk, there was a knock on the door from Myer Feldman, recently appointed assistant special counsel to President Johnson and the administration's Jewish liaison. Feldman said the president wanted to meet with a delegation of the group in a half hour. Six delegates from among the most prominent organizations were quickly chosen. Johnson entered, and in his usual jocular and domineering Texan manner, he put his arm around Morris Abram's shoulder and showed what looked like sincere concern as he talked knowledgeably for fifteen minutes about Soviet Jewry. Half a year had passed since Kennedy's assassination, and Johnson was still trying to prove himself to a Jewish community that had played such a pivotal role in securing Kennedy's slim margin of victory in 1960. Only a month before, Johnson had received a Presidents Conference delegation at the White House and told them, "You have lost a good friend. But you have found a better one in me."

Johnson promised to meet with the Soviet ambassador Dobrynin and raise the matter. And the next day, April 17, when the Jewish leaders opened the evening papers, they found that Johnson had held his first encounter with the envoy. It wasn't clear what the two discussed, but the Jewish leaders felt a Johnsonian wink in his statement to the press that he had "some specific things on his mind" as he entered the talks. 

And yet, the Jewish establishment was floundering. In a closed meeting at the end of April to finalize the logistics of the new American Jewish Conference on Soviet Jewry, the sponsoring presidents decided there would be no staff, office space, or specific budget. Instead, the twenty-four organizations would rotate the home of the conference, a different one taking over every six months. The American Jewish Committee had the first round and agreed to loan out one of their young staffers, a Soviet specialist named Jerry Goodman. But that was it. The conference would have an itinerant existence and no real funds. The Israelis at the Lishka had wanted more. But the American Jewish world just didn't sense the urgency.





In the middle of June, Birnbaum, emboldened by the early success of Student Struggle, decided to test the seriousness of the conference. He was hoping to send informational kits to all the major Jewish summer camps, and he needed money. The group was subsisting on Birnbaum's small savings and the three-dollar membership fee collected from each student. This meant he had total independence, much like Rosenblum and Caron. No one could dictate what the group should or shouldn't say—an important prerequisite for its goal, which was to draw as much attention to the cause as possible. But Birnbaum didn't write off the establishment completely. He needed resources. So together with the group of students he now called his executive committee, he decided to crash a steering committee meeting of the new American Jewish Conference that was taking place at the Delmonico Hotel in Midtown Manhattan.

As soon as he entered, he was confronted by George Maislen, the president of the United Synagogues of America (an association of Conservative Jewish synagogues) who had been elected the first chairman of the steering committee. Birnbaum made his case, asking for money to fund the summer-camp information kits. Maislen later described the interaction in a memo: "We asked Mr. Birnbaum whether his group would accept the discipline of the American Jewish Conference on Soviet Jewry and he informed us that under no circumstances would they recognize any form of discipline and only required money from us." Birnbaum stormed out, offended that his proposal to cooperate was misread as his begging for a few dollars. To the eyes of the Jewish establishment, this group of religious teenagers and their bizarre leader, an overexcited Englishman, seemed uncontrollable. Maislen, who also wrote in his memo of how he had quelled a recent independent Soviet Jewry protest by a group of rabbis from Philadelphia, telling them it was "not in our best interest," described Birnbaum as a kind of outlaw and a nuisance. With annoyance, he wrote that the "Birnbaum group," as he referred to the students, was clearly getting funding from some outside force, an "agency" that he wouldn't name but that anyone involved with Soviet Jewry understood meant the Lishka. 

Only a month after the May 1 protest, Birnbaum made it into the papers again with a weeklong interfaith fast in front of the Soviet mission. A Catholic priest, a Protestant minister, and a rabbi each fasted for a day. Images of the group linking arms and singing Hebrew freedom songs appeared in all the major dailies. Eventually, Abram and the other Jewish leaders began paying more attention to the man behind the protests. It was difficult to believe that in such a short time, this newcomer, this total unknown, had managed to organize such a wide array of events.

On the morning of October 16, Birnbaum realized he had a problem. His bedroom was full of placards that read KHRUSHCHEV, LET MY PEOPLE LIVE, which the group members were planning to use in two days at a rally near Seward Park in the Lower East Side. But that morning, Birnbaum and the rest of the world learned that after eleven years, Khrushchev had been ousted. Birnbaum gathered his volunteers in his room. "Listen," he told them. "We cross off Khrushchev and we replace it with Moscow."

This was an important rally, the culmination of a half a year of work, and Birnbaum wanted it to be perfect. As he saw it, he had finally infiltrated the White House. Myer Feldman, the president's liaison to the Jewish community, was coming with a message from Johnson himself. And Birnbaum's correspondence with Senator Jacob Javits was paying off. Birnbaum had written to Javits in July with a harsh critique of the conference. "Who is leading whom?" Birnbaum wrote. "This is leadership in a vacuum, quite lacking in a grass roots basis. Most notable is its remoteness from the future of American Jewry sitting on the campus right now—more than 300,000 of them who [don't] have the vaguest notion of who they are or what they are doing or supposed to be doing." 

Not only did Javits show up to speak on October 18, he also brought the non-Jewish senator Kenneth Keating. The rally drew more than two thousand people to a long program with speeches by many of the rabbis and university professors who had been supporting the students' work since May. Birnbaum wanted to give everyone a chance to speak. Only ten months had passed since the rainy day in January when he'd arrived in Washington Heights. He had managed to build an organization from scratch, a dynamic one with dozens of passionate students. But he wanted to grow beyond the solid core of religious and socially conscious New Yorkers who had kept it going so far. The summer kits and the news coverage had provided national exposure. The fact that two of the Jewish establishment's most prized commodities, Javits and Feldman, were attending the rally suggested that his activist approach had captured a spirit that had eluded the movement thus far.

The moment was almost religious. Here were Jewish politicians, professors, and students unabashedly singing Hebrew songs in public in support of unseen Jews on the other side of the world. For him, it was both a cry of conscience and an inkling of the Jewish reawakening it might bring about. Birnbaum's ultimate hope was that this surge of enthusiasm would be met by Soviet Jews themselves, that they too might begin protesting their fate. The world didn't know, after all, exactly what it was these Jews wanted. But for Birnbaum, it didn't really matter. He looked out at the chanting, applauding, exuberant crowd. A lifetime of searching for sparks and here he was, suddenly feeling the warmth rising off hundreds of individual flames.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_290_2.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_290_1.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_602_3.png
‘Bush administration, and dropouts, 53132

Butmn, Era 155

B, ] (G780 5156 .

andl mmmg Flot 76-77,179-55,
1589 190, 91192103, 01 202

s

senencing and relsseof 217, o1
and Sheharansty s 84
Butman, Liya, 180, 51





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_602_2.png
Rembing o Mscow sy stion
977, dicidentsbamedfo, 340,

‘Bambs :m Balalikas” (etushenko),

Eurrrmmvl (underround journal 173
e, Flemn 174 30 25532432739,
3393535 47 49, 74 9599
Botha, Vi o
Bl Mo 76736

5115

Bronshiin, Lev Davidovich (Trotsky),
5293

Brusels conference, 234-38, 358





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_602_1.png
Birnbaum, Yasken

o164, 210, 353,527
and American government as focts,
iy
and Center o Rassian Jwy 462
nd Decte, 1
and ossi Klain, 160,21
75






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_606_3.png
condemnation of inaction against,
ey

and Fichmann il 20 30
hmdv torisof 2
o ot . 5

S o ows 8 g 2 1

S5 mivaton rom, 11

tebalist v unbveralit understanding.

i

ies on 1344, 526

lcu v i, 14

Holocast Commisson, museu of. 46

Hang\\e\BmgVrefnsemkgm\lpv s,

i 3

Hoovr ) B

Howe et Aty e,
Kabane's tstimony o,

e for pressure on government,

‘and Belgrade conference, 366, 368-72





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_606_2.png
Charter 77 as, 347
inNew York, 497
Sheharanky's articpaton n, 11
sppsin ol
Western concen for (Goldberg), 73

and American fewy.
inciil righs mmmm "

on Dl 57
and b Yar” 331
‘and Bitberg visit controversy, 46465





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_606_1.png
TS

for KB operstives 136
ool o 53 8 51
44 4
B, 40
Helinki Commission, 45-52
ik o e
350, 147-48, 67, 46556
and il Fomvick o30
and Gorbachey on human ights, 91
mgmmsmw n s
Helinki Watch group)
Shehasanin 86

onference, Vienna confrence
ki atch g, g 264





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_602_4.png
Coleulsed ik 4 (o) 3
e s.\..atm;ursﬂmkwn =
Lo 15315415
o o, o a1
"

Gl Fortantn, 4444548 155

[ CT—
Chemob amioghe 8845,

(hzmﬂﬂ.\z. David, 182,187,180 193, 21,

saly,
cmm o e bk 453 3
et situaton compared vith,

b Shchaandes e ofbeng et

o, 45,364 410
Circamcision, 90-32 95 440





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_606_4.png
and Helsinki Accords, 30, 352
ko o 7

ind “diploma "3 violation 376
and Jackson-Vnik amendment, 5.
e, 47

Hurok, 5ol 2374

Insiute fo Research n Forsgn Affirs,
Internal passport, o
i f, 21,
Inernationd Chiliens Doy, demonsttion
lane





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_614_3.png
o m"m -

iy

bmlm e dcmemacsion 3
inBush.Gorbacher conversation, 44

Genonncad by Lipary 34545 300 75

s promoion up gant





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_614_4.png
and Natasha, 516-18
and Reagan i Genevasummit, 7
ndSchifer at Otan conference,

and Shebourn, 356

Tl
pomata

o vist 10U,

nd Washington r.\H» sa526 57

and i 5

Westerm ol sty o sy
Sheharansky: Bors (father). 174,400
Shchrandey. Leond (brothe e 57

Sheharans Natai (Natashs tr Avial),
8. 38500,

enkar,
Sl .
Sherbourne, Michadl, 355-56. 78, 424,






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_610_4.png
Milgrom, Ida. 364,386, 385, 409
Nl Arhy
il Wilbur, 28, 35
Mimesota Action Cormmites fr Soviet
ey,
Miterrand, Frangois, 473
lever, Viadil, 182 135
oisyern, Bert, 43
Mondsle, Walter 93

Mowow Compmite for Human Righs,

Moscon ibinki Watch, o 1 345

oy and e W (ko).
6

Myersan, Bes, 42

My Teimony (Marchenko), 458

Nashpit, Mark, 316-1

5

Nassr, Gaml Abde, 5,99 148

Nationl Community Relaions Advisory
Coundi,





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_618_1.png
Vidal, Gore,
v,(..,.;cﬂnmmgm 84567, 506
Victnam War, 159,

Vi Lt et e o,
Vioknce

by DL 20,242
Kahane < belein, 5553 236
aferRigo blksinger concet 8
Vol Wollgang, 9. 52
VokealAmers . 56 7. 6
vokeof e ol 2
105,18, 124, 7 245, 3
Vorond. um,.au s o 56,

Verontson, Yl 71
Voznsenshy, Andrs, 492
Vysatsky, Viadimir, 2





OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_610_3.png
ol 13-16,20-23 33-35. 36,

e
e nenveneforfeionsrights
of 2
emigration atemp o, s, 16-17
6

Jeraler \abbvurg.\m)zd byisos
Reykivik,

andiot s Insinger concet, 7-38

and Sy s 1435

e
a ington nly 5 7

Mentalinstitations Soviet prteser n,
Merton, Tho

Mesianic Zoms, 486

et Kl v s K

Mikhool Solmen, 53





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_618_2.png
760 478 479,

e mmm DM\MMSH s
e

i (o, 1
ek ey e

Wllthe Sovir Union Svive Uncd 19847
Tamalrie). 41

el e -

el
vmrAmg Commion it he e o
iy b Pl P

World kmsh Confrence on Sovict Jewry,

word Josh Conees 33 7
Chrisopher,

Py ;xw o

Wartman, Stuart 5455

akorles, Alander 5
Yankeeich o, ad i, -3 3
s





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_614_1.png
Lo s s
srad motings,

Tarbut o357
il for disemination of 215
of Vasserman's religious texts, 442





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_614_2.png
5o

Schverner, Michach 44
Scince

s el St s

e o voren s sroun

et eminarforsefusniks, 14,4201
Seott,Hugh, w323

Sconscrof,Brent, 351
Selm-to-Monigomery ma

i e o o, o

Sovcla, Efim. 241
i ke .5
S Al o s 5y

Shapiro, Flic, 15
Sty Naian frmry Atly
‘Sheharansky), 4.





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_618_3.png
‘xtg\ldm nm oo
vgeny, o3 102,10,
md,sn_
mmm, 258 302,36, 35758
xmcma o
Youn
e i, 56

i el s st 5 5723
75

‘Al-Union Coorlinating Commitosof,





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_618_4.png
nd Andropor, 105-6, 431
i Gt 55

hm:kmg trialand imprisonment o
L o e g

and ki
,,.mymu, 5596, 57-99,106-

mmrm ledersof, 217
Nt b
Teisionit(abotink) 160,167
inRiga 7-19, 21025, 37,3536

and Ecodus 530

and Moscon efueriks, 50,

bl e edamtion i

dlogical cmpaign aganst, 4536
T of ok s 3.
Sovistuncertainty over poliey tovard,

"
See o Sovit Jewry
Zive, Samucl, 434, 415





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-7.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_601_4.png
‘Shem Tov, 65
BT elerko) . 2
Babi Yar massacre, 20, 1013 5

394

frmé St S;\w}srl.\nm,ﬁlw
Grsenbers)

Bein Menacham, 167, 25,236, 27 71
Begun, Bors, 558 510

Begun, nna, 508
Begin, Tose 340,570, 5-5 56 495
514 9 89 st o

g

Beln B 7 o s sbam
79384

Bl S i

Beiza, S0

Belgrade confrence, 196, 365-72 78

Bello,Soul 54

nent lsland.demﬂns\r.\m:s e 50
Gurion, David, 35 20 44, 5.

e comference o famly reunion, 465
Bernten, Leonard, 230
‘Bernsten, Robrt, 428,467





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-8.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_601_3.png
AntEDefumation L, 4 62155, 459
AntiSemit
Dbivar demancnionof -3
154,19

fon for Computer Machinery, 193
Aorachan Amhony.o51

‘avigus Shaul 552 140,218

Asbel, Mark, 250, 2626, 13637





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-9.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_601_2.png
student protests as stimulus,
and trioof mational poltcians,

mm,»'mw wlly 1587, 524,

Wil indictment o 147

e i evih Confrnce on
Sovit Jevays Cleveland Coms
oAl S Nl Con.

i

Americu Judaien (Ghzer). 3
rican Lague for Russian Jor

et ot Youl Foundation, 149
Amichai
iy ors e 5 s
Amnes

pre—

under Khrushcher,
Ay ol G 5

o 45 436, 4144448 550
-





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_601_1.png
anik amendment, 300,
5. mwmmmm\m

and Jacksor

o e L. . 45467547
.

and e o et o,
pre

dose rinsiy it 5 1
oy

Colimansowtodh o o
and Hoschels appe, 646
pepkiopic e

and Pl o linkage, 7
poll on avarenes of, 5
K Znits plntoption.
and sharansky, 0, 45
it gl dod i el






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_605_4.png
8, 307 36566, 155, 355 47, 445
L

Gruzenberg (ottorney defending Bl 423

Gulag

Gl Archipelag (Soshenityn), 265,329
Galko, Boris
Gush Emunim, 190, 485

Hadesih magazine, on 555,13
e Comrention o e Soppresionof
ol S e
H.\ldmmn .
ot At 3o 521






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_605_3.png
Glazer, Nathan, 42, 53
Glidk Cat 61363
Gold,Bert, 29102
Gold, Fugene 00
Goldrs A .6 6,68 167

ld A

[t ivlos
5,476

Goodman, Andrets, 44

Gondmn . 7,85 530

oy
Gortacho bl segeerich., st
5 ik s

m emx;mm. e 32

Kharor,
pion s o om0

and S, 7
et e





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_605_2.png
;mah Aled, 51
rumkin i 6162
Mo s
Garber, s
M.\m

Ao
Cener.\l oty o e Counl o i
edertions nd Welfus Funde,

Sone et (874 7 0

i Ao, 52,541,546

Glsnos 8 490,568 5100536, 522 574





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_605_1.png
e conference o, 458
emigration or, 100,15 143 362 71

-
Sheharansky on 06
inSoviet code, 1

and US.rfugee staus forcmigrants,

£
Fightr and. meYrawS:he:hlm.\nY -
Finkekiein, i
Fiber Mo 04 295 5 9.

e
Fonda o 4. 5.
ok o5t 32, 346,50

Ferd o

Fareion A/fmrv, nmde in 49,5575

Forman,Jam.

Fordh Dovoy

Fou mmmmmcﬂnmmn
ive Phenomen, 420






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_609_4.png
Lerner, Judi
Leschenko,
Leters. grmm o o e 1

52 156,315 234 237

eors prometion . 503
infdso-Vark smendmnt
et Tackson-Vonik

\1ende\m:h Teior,
et o dal, 2
ng.\n .\dmmumnun wiction of 524





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_609_3.png
reduction of se i 2617
e rieon ot o

and reunion vith Syva
Kuznetsor, Rudlf 520

Lbor o 18
W,

o TSt a5
e

imbul massacr
‘Mother Rusein
Ltb.‘man Lradl'sinvasion o, 434 435 454,

w6
‘ehsenik demanstestion n, 50
Zionists o, 86-57,95-06,57-99, 1067,
Leningrad Jews Almanac 424,50
“Leningrad Socityfor Study of fewish
Cultue.” 424
L Al s 8235 0
380 5340 25
3580 48 450,50
5145 52
g o, 267 268,514, 420, 426






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_609_2.png
Klein, Chani, 231
Hin Yo oy 16920, 58,2
s

Ka:h\lb\mskv R

10, 113,115,152 14748, 168,355
Kogan Vazchiko s

Kook, 20 Yehudh 390, 12
Eormbln . 31513

m»m»s» Yl 572843530, 444 48

and human ights 3
nd Kabane's hren of retliston 14





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_609_1.png
Kishiney massacre, 52-93
s Vdimi s>
e, Heniy, 27 28758, 146, ¢
m i of Chaet 7 esiment

and Shene, . 05

< from
an Commision bl 0350

.mdh:kscn Vanik, 288, 230 393, 300,
ot

g withBreshner, 56, 3

inmecting withJevish laders,
251

Soviet repudistion ofagreement,
oy

and Yom Kippur War, 209

i R e





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_288_1.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-6.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_613_4.png
‘Sakharov, Andrei, 1112, 255, 267, 268, 407,

i
an ac.nm,..mmmmsw

0.5
e ot e, o051

nd Jackson-Vonik 39300, 326-327
‘nd MosconsHikinki Watch, 325

nd Ork, 352
and sharansky, -1, 324 380 5.
503
i Sipak i prison, o4
L






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_617_1.png
and Soviet Jewry, 21-24,
and docors lots” 34 25,7

E

and plan fo relocation 54 433

Star Wars program (Stegic Defens:
) 1 777050455 28

St ofhe e i he ot Unin”
(Decter, 45,7576

S i R a0 39354

i Kol st 21y
holm mecting (1554,
sonal
Stok, Osc
dnt NovsentCoordinating
‘Commitas (SNCC), 448013
St St o i v, 7517
1280134 130,215 61
and o vmmmmm 24395

nd K
people o ;vcvle s a0
and Shehar,

iyt ——

e
and Washington a5





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_617_2.png
Tabor Susbe 472
Mark. 4,85, 86-57
‘hr.\mu «m» 2 452500

mm amsan founa. 0
1SS i e 7 20 4

T
Tempe B B (ashatan) niden,

Terrorist attack against Austratansit
center, 35

Tertz, Abram (Andr Sinyavsky), 6

Thatcher, Margaret, 48

Theresienstad: concntraton camp, 32

5458
Tine,Sheharansky on cover o,
o e Thse Righs chalidoen 356





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_617_3.png
“Tolstoy Foundation.
ot Kb, 5,353 85337537

“Trade Reorm Act, 28, 307. See o Jackson-
Vanik amendment
Tradereof Souls (), 3542
Travers Mar 524
Tral
ofaiine hicking porticipants,

Toypin, Leonid, 75287
ettt





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_613_1.png
and S5
Sentstsas, 262,

o
Sherbonurme s contac or, 155
St it Commae

5 436
U o et representivs o,
3
inVornd e e s
and Washington alyspekers.
e ofpoest by . piiel
ol o

and Wikt iy o 53
(el i

Repeniants r
Reuther, W
Tk i g:mm indGoucer
10,1545
Ris 508,






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_613_2.png
Richter, Glenn, 79-80, 130, 462
Higa Lawvia
Bikernik exscutions commemoratsd
evish popultion of 1618, 15
Rumbuli massacre f 1, 20
e mprosonci 76
S i 1
oo R
T 5

activits Jum.ea fossromins

and Exis,
rmaling et i

smd«,{mm"ﬁ; i

i ;uusmgéncm"a
ensuing it 363,
b . i i Rghts Center,

o . 6

5130 1655
and At ot o o
Py





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_613_3.png
and Holocaust, 41, 68
nd Levanon, 1

nd Pl

and S ﬂm.e Tevsinthesoric

andUnionot ot 195 545
s e b Uninof ol tor
Soviet Jews)

s Vonik constituent, 284

Fosenhaupt, Me, 52

Rosenne, Mir (formerly Meir Rozenkampt),
143166

whicin, Grigor
Rosemsbtcin, Natachs, 50,38
Rosenzvsis Fran,
Fostows Walt o
Fubin, Vil 20,145,362 393 4
Rudenk, Rorman, 350
[ ——

emorial pinting 15,25

memorial services . 3,4, 157,176
o 535

Rusine ot 19,38-39, 33
Rk, Deun, 6061, 82,139
Fustin Bayard, 54,18, 150
‘Rybakor, Anatols 49391





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_617_4.png
Ukraine, crackdown on refuseniks in,

Ulanora, Golins, 238

Ulmanis, Kalie 19

DN Human Rights Commisson, 121
nion of Councls for SovietJes, 15, 220

Sou 515524520
United Jowish Appeal. saci Emergency

UniedNotons 6,2 S e Univerl
o Rights

O Thant, 124,196,356

Vance Cyrus, 367,28, 191
Vanik,Chirles, 284198 01 Seciso





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_611_1.png
o
0,380,285 237, 3
[ e
N.\(wmhsm o Kuzntaos npson,
N.mml.\l kwlsh Commity Rainn
i

oot o
Natr,

d Opinion, 1

i S o Lkt sksher
Lishka)

Niom, Ziomm compared 0 15

Nemzer, Louis, 155

N5 7.4 45 6145

N:mAymwh.\Imnev 6

ruselsconference, 57
disidents coverage by (March 977
5

onmalzo ban in USSR, 56
Sobbarovs et in, 345

sy it L Kig
I Afro-Amei.
m,.mmmu,,ma,.mr &





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_604_1.png
Dl Al b o b
5 35,15 645
"

aid 5, 4405
Dreimer, Sormn. 7,848 0.56.07
e B e

m:..g &ilmr- non a7

i Aoram dot o preciod, 5.4,

[T r——
eliponto iminsteaid o 61

post ol ar, 032






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_600_4.png
A
‘nd AIPAC, &
2 i gt vt
ndend itk i ation,

e s
Lelpveld
and a.ﬂm controvrsy bt

.\nd mr,, e oo 1o
ki and ablshment i

ve:gm:eeluy?as\ -
d droponts, 56
Emssmms Sense o personal

ion 54
andao s
ndien Yok mendmnt,

e R ——
Periodof stugnancy and sniping
p
Fosblum . maicn s
Conkren 7.4 41

and Sty it 503
Weingon aly oopation. 24
and Holocaust 5 4 44-45..





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_600_3.png
American Jewish Committes, 42, 45 62 8.

s

‘American ewish Conference on Sovict
Ty, 687253 83,134 15 145,
7

it mcing o 167
Amerian ensh Conres 1563 352
menean onth o Do

Commi

e (he Yo 35360361
455





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_600_2.png
Aleichem, Sholem, 17, 49, 50,
‘Aexandrovich, Ruth, 15, 3,
Ay, Ll 55 52 54

Alyah ymmm imagined by KGB,

Al e opertion

‘Allende, Savador,

A nion Coordinsing Commite (VEE),
ey

Al Al s 401

‘Amalrik, Andre,

Ameicn &ssa:mmn o bl

Americn sl Publc Al Commitee
TAIPAC), 45734






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_608_1.png
cultur
et
S it pli 535 21 477

P
s Zioniet focus 3537,

and American ews, 445,46, 75 47
o 1

and Commanist environment, &7
nd cultres. seligion.
e —

and Marsis critaue, 53

andthi 24





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_604_4.png
cansequences of applying for, 15-16,
Aot 77t
em)y.man o Ameria probibitad,
iy renicstionsbass .
Gorbacher-period changes

encoursging.
el o s so
and St constitution, 255
it cim sl ki, 5
35,459
Sovt proposd s vih inlon,

o thratto Sovits

5
g ow Gl i 58

45,43
skt v
Ertinger,Shimuel 425
Evans Estelle Do, 163-63 334

vt (etion of Commanit Farty), o1
Exodus (Uris), 729, 3599, 174, 239 437






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_604_3.png
rolst movement, 14>
T st et o
mak cent

andlinkage o trade, 75
el e 24,25 e
Sy on pal ot
and Sholtz on information ge, 475

s
andSovie ollgse, 53435
Sovie i o, 8, 504, 534035

and Soviet plicy
s or activists (165, 1415,
245





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_604_2.png
s
and Kahane'sthrestof etalsion,

s and ki of, o0
Dymshite, Venamin E.
Abba 220, 420
Eaan T 415 50
Eoand o U s s S
o

B o
Eihman,Adol 35
b o 530

andsground ex). 809

040,

i, Deomin 53
Emigton b it o, e
el Decstonofamn

oy
“Emigration or Culturs: Which I More
‘Important?” (Lerner), 38





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_608_4.png
Khnakb, Aryeh, 196, 19365, 194,197 195,

215,401
Kok, Mari, 190, 19303 194-35,196, 1

Khoimand, Andes 8. 44485
Kbimany ikl

sollah, 3
st s ,m,m s,

s, 0,355,
Khisheher: Nii. 35 6 3505161
s
et
s sty srntad by 4 5,08
i under, 24,9697, 245,492
Kichko, Trofi, 70
King, Martin Luthe, . 55,6, 65,80, 18,
150,134,455

sssssination o, 15
Kirkputrick, eanne, 47, 469





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_608_3.png
28,
and i el v 15555
o 2t 25 2,
R Cold War détete 5017
D.C.nomsiolent demomstration by,
i
iemion om0
ccupied by, 460
and e o Sovit minises o i,
o
P oo, 75
e, Sonia, 15
o Sk s

Kamindy Ll
‘,..m s, 45H, a5

K Com





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_608_2.png
Jewish Mi
s natonality, Sviet suppresion of 339

Jewidh World.The (Haris 18

o ahe G35 (it o445
5. 0,
oo O, T, -9
Tohnsor 8 465
s, e or oo, 555

Judaien Without Enbelsiment (Kichko,
o4

Kahane, Charkes, 160

Kahane, Meir (Martin David), 15555,
o ey

arrest of, 236





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_289_1.jpg
let my people

O





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_600_1.png
Acroflo offices, 170,211, 231 476
‘Afthanistn nvasion, 4056, 45, 59
‘Aqudath Isac, and B,

Al of Soviet Jws, proposal for, 73
Al bekig ot 735,21

mmmm o
inSovi vrwwnd-\ offnsive,

[ te——
ction o sentencing 1416
rsduction of entencs, 26-17
Ao A, qucted CReien)





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_616_1.png
‘Soviet Jewry (cont.)
b e 5.7 ook
mdmdu.\\s -
and et
and Isads 50 30 (s
i Brad ontees

nd ki mlormaton mmm
e 55

95246 1415 7,
g gt
letr writing by, 105, 107-5, né-to.
T g 5657
Marsistatitade towaed,52-53
Orthodoxy pursued among. 16-41
i )

e rfesion e 245

atSimcitTom gbhrtng 05,55
o Simchat Torah celsbratons

andmal elhm:.\H» Rusian v

aspiialy emp B

under ulin, 205,04 248,370

Y

and thw under Khrushcher,

= \ln.\w.\'reu”ew\sh derkage 6
mpos i o,

tent s o

and Western journait 357-34.

Wieols experience o, 14

See o Disidents; Emigration by
Soviet e Refusenies Ziomists and
Zionism






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_616_2.png
Soviet mission to the United Nations

olunes dmstries .
14 26,2382

b il dbdience o (1585,

bt rednt

a st o
“Soie Tetor hasind e How Cierdand
i s

‘Afghanistan invaded by, 4056

and Arab counties,so-51

collpseof. 3., 53

o i3 standurdof
living,





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_616_3.png
g

for emigration. so1-2
Hiberalizng initiatves,506-9. 516,
Purpat s eacton o reorms, 53
educing Cald War conflt

necessay, 490
heptciom tovard, 5 7,501
"

and Helinki Ac Gee it
R ek
andioca
culunl exchang

orbachers approches, 5394
normalizaton of eltions dcussed,

o Six-Day War, 100
£

Jevs neded forsconomy o, 4
n.\lmm\hneﬂ(\-\shDmb\ema/s‘
s purge in.

i pediced o mdgr m
outdoor culture of,
el prsonersn 174
and Pragu Spring, v
publicraations offeniv o, 200
retlistory harssiment of Americans in,

b





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_616_4.png
“slander” of state punishable in,
s ColdWa Emigrtn b v

S0 Whm 1 v Been Circumeised” (Fefe),

Spain, separtists,

Spamsh o v, o (i,
Spieel,Tving B

Sﬂrw’mym-s on Soviet fewry) 134,16

Sudimaer, sy
Stlin, oseh. 5 524,74





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_612_1.png
Phone clls ()
reuseniks, 36
bt congnespaopie and rfsenls
2556

sovernment disruption of 120
from Shesbourne (London toSoriet

FomrFron o e bconf
Fsine 1A ln b

Fovers Franis Gy 79

Prague Spring w245, 336
Preminge, Ot

Heilens Conforene (Confrence of

Fresdens of s Amarican i
reanizations), 6 63,

presin, wm,,..,mmm 12657






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_612_2.png
Qe M e
Cuinn, Sl 945

Rabin, itzhak, 160, 33324 283 288 360,

i,
i it MarisSlepak)

mm )‘(amld and Reagan administation,
{7 41518, 445, 451 452 45% 454






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_612_3.png
Resgan.Gorbachey mesting t Reiavik
(0596), 434-96, 0 509
Ry Cosbcher sl
e of ovi
ondiion ot (vt Seharnciy)

See o Geneva summit; Washington
Refusrike 5, 258, 4
and «mmnym g

dropovs harh attde ovard, 5
o 5
climbing through rnks o, 5
Conactdand helpad inpren, 2
and detente, 352 s

fricrpiste

and droponts, 36-37. 39 (e b
Dropouts)

emigaion dplees ks of 5t

\mh:em Fenvick visited by, 4849

“Abos
Lonbgrad demonstmton pammitad,





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_612_4.png
Moscon demonsition e o
xSl A b

oncVani st b, 5,52

and Jowish idiiy, 47 (sccalo Jewish
idemity)

Tews of West accused i letter from,
e
KGB rumors sbout Lunts, 325-33

ey religous amon, 45, 40-42
and Nixon's vist o Mescows, 270-73

orgin ofterm, 155

Resgan's suppor or.
vepresion of, 1334, 15, 178-55, 195,
o, 45





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-19.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-18.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-12.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-15.jpg
The Trial of
Anatoli
Shcharansky






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-11.jpg
Russia, 1972

Germany, 1936






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-10.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_610_2.png
Marchenko, Anataly, 254, 497-98, 507
Margrita (Shpilbers painer and wite.
Marshal, Thargoed,

M e et Qusion”
Matzo- mmg han i SovitUnion.56-57,

“Matzoh o Opprsion’ ogm (Fasonr

Moty e Commist (D),

MeCr. Rhot.
McGavern.i cmlge 274,376 83

Mk, Gl 36131 167,354 258,

Memoral (disident group), 5533
ndlevich, Ev, 175
Mendelevich, Rivka, 2, 35





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_610_1.png
‘Lipavsky, Sanya, 343-43, 364, 375 79 387,

bbb o)y
221222, 24, 20,

.y 27
Locksein, Haskel,
Lomeiko, Vhdini, 5697
Lo Vitor, 390

Al

Lonsenstein, Al 152

Lunts, Sosha, 34 5. 96, 48, 32023 368
P

Lurie, eah, 50

Mass,Richard 78, 79, 50-81 304

Madrid conference (15801583, 37,
ey

N e, 3
o Wons Toa Far, The (.

e,





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_603_2.png
Cold war» 501,
&m)!a)!a? 46,85,

5, 0. 1,517

o emandsf o ey cofernc,

[ —

emigraton ot detrmined by, 403
a8

nd T plic

nd o Vari amendiment, >,

lberal S plic tovward efugees o

ot gins i, 105-06
and Sovia Jows, 43,4

Sovits s Reagan a sclating 468
and Sovie Union human ights, 75

ol Sudens Sl o ot e

Colomie. Jow 2y
Nonsgementofice 29
0

Commitee o Maintaina Prcent Defense
Poliy,

Conferenceaf residents o Mjor American
Tewish Organiztion, . 6,

Conferencen Security and Cooperation n
Earope, 135 Se ko Helsnki Final
Actand Accords

Congress of Racial Equality, 44





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_603_1.png
ol ghts movemen
7T
o

ik pover becomes focus o, 15
end ot fevshcolion. -5
mpiation o g St e
5551

B

SNCC'exclusionary shiftn, 5o
Clas Esonceof Zonism, The (Kormeyev).

5
Cleveland, Ohio, 4645 55-56. S





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_607_2.png
‘and Soviet Jewry, 6,50, 164-63
at Amerian vmsh Contaenceon

and Bral conioence 5435

T scapetr (v, 50

ks campain.
e Lkt

Soviet v

s 22324

Haksher)

sl mmber in sl 35
Union

G

normalization ofrltions discussd,
and Six-Day W, 00

5 mutuabaid understanding i,

sl cmbassy(ic),
Tt Ameron Chil mme, Lo,

ow (publicatin).
Ivanor, Alber






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_607_1.png
Internationa Forurn fuclear
ok e oo sy
b
Inermsion s Commites 21
Intourist, DL it 70,
ran hoste criss, 402

Irgun 25,160,167
i (Esnds) samizdat ornal 25755
i o 6

el

"o silne ik lt. 551

and Wmn Jewy, 7.
pouts, 350-55.
iyt 5 s
stablhment plas grsroots

rowps 1
dravbacks in emigrating 0,355

and Jackson- wmmmm a5
Jerusalem lobby i
New Lt view of

and Pl i

om0 (e





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_603_4.png
s protection for Soviet Jews, 44
ik’ discrditng o 352
and Sheharansey il 35
Soviets motivted to continue 196
Dy ik i
movi), .5

Dicke. James 240
Dt Yoram 24
ehil 10
Dt (et
Millicent Femvick visits,
ey e E—

R
o
and Kzt
Pt m.s s ptitons rom,
P

and o . 54 3242579,
(e o ek






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_603_3.png
“onsultant Research Associates, 1
Comrsene oo comeap o s

Criisof e g lletul (Cone) 153
Cruse Harold, 153
Caschunlovakia

Charter 7 sinars detined n, 347,370
Soviet nvasion of 10011, 5, 48

‘Danic Yol 5.

w lohn.

Dechraion gm,m forSovie Jewry, 7

Decter, Midge,

Dt Mosh, . 5155, .
7576 1350 15,14 i 16 2,

o
Détents, 15 27172
eroson and demiseof, 1o, 378,105, 406,

and ki, 74, 80,569,305,
endan

e s, 55

Meany'soppositon o, 255

e détente possble (155), 4.9, 5.






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_607_4.png
negtiations wilh o
sl oo s
Raginon
:m.ks Sirport o, 5
misdesdsreporied 1o U,

epdistion, 067
i ».a.s»nm..m B —

P -

355348

Sskburor supports, 399-300

and

Jarolavics, s 3637

it Jacob, 60,62 84-85, 177,163 291 392
e

Jevish Agency, 15 360,362, 45

Pottrpiriiers s N





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_607_3.png
Jabotinsky, Viadimir, 18-15, 24, 37, 4849, 55,

and Cevland Commite g

5 SALT I, 396 399400, 402
<l Snde

y.:m e 7
o vonk SR

and s on diloma-as waivers,
pr

and Brzhiey visi, 3758





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-20.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone-21.jpg





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_615_2.png
Slepak, Alexander (son), 245, 496-57
quoted. gu
skl oo som, a5 g1 105
Sepak. Msha, 243, 248 24550, 2553,
269,371,120, 052
w, 015 485,50, 512 520-31,

P AT —
S\tr.\kilme A

Sepak. vuam (Velodr), 244 24650
5 o o,

dvicefom on Lunts venturs, 322
aprment) oo,
e of corered m samizdat
ourmal 257
armst of, 61,27, 79,382
besten aferdemonsration, 3y
ononmar sbram e 53
in A Caleulased Rik.

o e promorion epiin

in e toU Than
Moo ek atch, 35





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_615_3.png
Se wican
nd Sheharansky < arest, .
iy elction e

and Shaboamne 6
ndshultz a Sder,

abiiond iy of
o Washington . 26,5

545539051
Skl Joe, 3555
e
Solidarty Sunday demonstrstions,
3 364 465 04






OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_615_4.png
Solzhenitsyn, Alexander, 96, 175, 265, 299,

346
50 fumian e (newlter
et Anti-Zionist Committs, 4535, 443
ok cosbton it s o
25556
Soviet evry
i i o . el

mdcmd\« ar mancuvering, 4,

e
m.muapmnwmm 5,534055
‘nd Commaris environ

e prsion .53

matao bking 5657
Deter ontresment o 5

S, enty restictions seen a5

ety 532

Fim on tretment of 13

Seeto choos ool et 510
nd e summit 47447

in Georgia, ng-22





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_611_2.png
ey

A Brhney visi
Wit 56 o501 303

and Kabane cas, 2

iyl unds ¢

s e 7077 530

e xdenmlvmarvel Y

egpaienct

and Shlt

Soviet el et o on Angela
Davie, 25

and trade agrement with Sovicts,

and Watergte 96,296, 302
Nobel Peace Prize, for Sakharov, 337





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_611_3.png
Nudel, Ida, 321, 336, 380, 382-84, 385, 405,
2526, 475 48 500,51,

Sa0, 5526, 57
Nussbsum Mas ng

Oliver, Spencer, 351

Olympic Garmes (1580

O By he L of b Biiiri
(Sclhenitsyn). o6

O, voko, 5

Opertion ericho, 1o

OreronFusiin i

Operation Redemptior

Operion i 3 e iplne
hijacking lot

Orbach, Willam,

Orlors Yar, 3830 131 355 140,141,345,
9. 7ot 35,2, 5.

quoted (Artand Ardor) ix





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_611_4.png
Palatnik. Raiza, 355
Palestinian hijcking of sirlne, 169
Palimach 15

Penson, Bors 105,157 195,203, 401
Femecosl Chiian 4o 1
Pecple-to-people program, of Lou
Rosenblum, 219-33,
Feiman i 54
Shimon 1. 73 7 44 94508
Pe:vs\m)lm s

p,,mma.n
e 7, 5740284
290-02, 204 100 104,305, 50390
e Vil 2
Petrenke, Vasy,
P i (it pctyh s
alls
m American o Sovitfews 330-23,
ninens oftep. Sheur

deention, 368
15 personl coanection, 154





OPS/images/WhenTheyComeForUsWellBeGone_615_1.png
Sk David 5334 364355 44

Shost

b kol (e 5019556
s ok

Shpilbery Martria 75

Shtatmis sy

ks, Gego 8. 4, 40 415 4

e
st 56,57,

pran

\ Natn, 44

Siver, b il 17,57

Siversein, Abe,

sl To [ ——
546,25 250 250 135, 290

Singe, i Bshevs, 46

Singer, Lynn, 354, 467

iy Warspo. o 05 15

lmzh tmim o, .53
d Kabane,

nd Soviet Tewe, 178, 23 350,265 33





