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Presidents Report June 2020 
 

 
Hi Troops, Time to prattle on again. 
 
  Slowly our Golden City Collectors Club events are returning to a modified norm. Committee 
meetings face to face happened for the first time this month, maybe the July GCCA General meeting 
will be able to take place, depending on what rules are relaxed later in June. Shoots will re-start on 
Sunday June 21 and if we exceed the person count of 20 at a gathering, we can open the second range 
for a second gathering! Simple, however if you are planning to attend, please contact Range Officer 
Mark Reed so we can plan ahead. Mobile: 0412 706 760 
 
   The Ted Harvey Black Powder Shoot which was unable to be held in May would have been the third 
twilight shoot, but not to be. 2021 will be the next one. 
 
  Firearms license holders and those members who collect prohibited or controlled weapons must 
renew their annual membership to retain their collector’s Status. We as a recognised collecting club 
may be asked to report ALL and ANY members who either resign or are not financial. This I assure 
you will be done if requested so we do not jeopardize our authorized club status. 
 
A Subscription reminder was sent out last month with your Parthian Shot newsletter.    A new process 
will be followed now regarding Membership renewal cards.  Instead of Membership Secretary Richard 
spending countless hours printing new Membership Cards every year, he has come up with the new 
idea of simply sending out a date sticker indicating you have renewed membership. Simply stick the 
new date sticker over the old expiry date & hey presto, your new expiry date of June 2021 is displayed. 
 
   The Parthian Shot club newsletter is available by email and in colour! An added advantage of 
receiving it via email is that you can have it stored electronically for later retrieval! By receiving it 
electronically, it also saves the Club money. Currently, with the price of stamps now at $1.10 each, the 
cost of printing and mailing the newsletter takes up the bulk of the money received via our annual 
membership subscriptions. If you are still receiving a hard copy and have an email address, please let 
us know to help alleviate the cost of producing the Newsletter which is a vital part of communication 
within our Club. 
 
   
Again, Leave this with you, In collecting 
 
Gee Pee 

Local Business in Crisis 

It is with great sadness that I have to mention the loss of a few further local businesses around our 
Town. The bra manufacturer has gone bust, the specialist in submersibles has gone under, the 
manufacturer of food blenders has gone into liquidation, a dog kennel has had to call in the retrievers, 
the suppliers of paper for origami enthusiasts has folded, the Heinz factory has been canned as they 
couldn't ketchup with orders, the tarmac laying company has reached the end of the road, the bread 
company has run out of dough, the clock manufacturer has had to wind down and gone cuckoo, the 
Chinese has been taken away, the shoe shop has had to put his foot down and given his staff the boot 
and finally the laundrette has been taken to the cleaners.  

 



 
Navajo Code Talkers and the Unbreakable Code 

https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/navajo-code-talkers/ 

Pfc. Preston Toledo and Pfc. Frank Toledo, Navajo cousins in a Marine 
artillery regiment in the South Pacific, relay orders over a field radio in 
their native tongue. 

In the heat of battle, it is of the utmost importance that messages are 
delivered and received as quickly as possible. It is even more crucial that 
these messages are encoded so the enemy does not know about plans in 
advance. 

During World War II, the Marine Corps used one of the thousands of languages spoken in the world to 
create an unbreakable code: Navajo. 

World War II wasn’t the first time a Native American language was used to create a code. 

During World War I, the Choctaw language was used in the transmission of secret tactical messages. It was 
instrumental in a successful surprise attack against the Germans. 

Germany and Japan sent students to the United States after World War I to study Native American 
languages and cultures, such as Cherokee, Choctaw, and Comanche. 

Because of this, many members of the U.S. military services were uneasy about continuing to use Code 
Talkers during World War II. They were afraid the code would be easily cracked, but that was before they 
learned about the complexity of Navajo. 

Philip Johnston’s Brainchild 

In 1942, Philip Johnston was reading a newspaper article about an armoured division in Louisiana that was 
attempting to come up with another code using Native American languages. Johnston knew the perfect 
Native American language to utilize in a new, unbreakable code. 

As a child, Johnston spent most of his childhood on a Navajo reservation while his parents served there as 
missionaries. He grew up learning the Navajo language and customs. 

Johnston became so fluent in the Navajo language that he was asked at age 9 to serve as an interpreter for 
a Navajo delegation sent to Washington, D.C., to lobby for Indian rights. 

In spite of concerns about the security of a code based on a Native American language, the U.S. Marine 
Corps decided to give Johnston’s idea a try. They approved a pilot project with 30 Navajos and allowed 
Johnston to enlist and participate in the program. 

Getting Started 

The first 29 recruited Navajos (one dropped out) arrived at Camp Elliott near San Diego in May 1942. One 
of the first tasks for these recruits was to develop a Navajo code. 

The Navajo language seemed to be the perfect option as a code because it is not written and very few 
people who aren’t of Navajo origin can speak it. 

https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/navajo-code-talkers/
https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/navajo-code-talkers/navajo-code-talkers-2.jpg/image.jpg


However, the Marine Corps took the code to the next level and made it virtually unbreakable by further 
encoding the language with word substitution. 

During the course of the war, about 400 Navajos participated in the code talker program.  

The Code 

Word Association 

The Navajo recruits began developing the 
code by taking words from their language 
and applying to them to implements of 
war. For example, the names of different 
birds were used to stand for different 
kinds of planes. 

The initial code consisted of 211 
vocabulary terms, which expanded to 411 
over the course of the war. 

A is for Apple… 

In addition, an alphabet system (see below) was also developed by the Code Talkers. It would be used to 
spell out some of the words not found in Navajo vocabulary. 

The first letter of a Navajo word corresponded with one of the 26 letters in the English alphabet. Several 
different words were chosen to represent the more commonly used letters in order to make the code even 
more secure. 

*Click here to see the entire Navajo Code 
Talker Dictionary on the US Navy history 
page. 

In Record Time 

A sceptical lieutenant decided to test their 
skills and the code before trusting them to 
deliver actual combat messages. 

The Code Talkers successfully translated, 
transmitted, and re-translated a test 
message in two and a half minutes. Without 

using the Navajo code, it could take hours for a soldier to complete the same task. 

From then on, the Code Talkers were used in every major operation involving the Marines in the Pacific 
theatre. Their primary job was to transmit tactical information over telephone and radio. 

During the invasion of Iwo Jima, six Navajo Code Talkers were operating continuously. They sent more than 
800 messages. All of the messages were transmitted without error. 

The Navajo Code Talkers were treated with the utmost respect by their fellow marines. Major Howard 
Connor, who was the signal officer of the Navajos at Iwo Jima, said, “Were it not for the Navajos, the 
Marines would never have taken Iwo Jima.” 

https://www.history.navy.mil/research/library/online-reading-room/title-list-alphabetically/n/navajo-code-talker-dictionary.html
https://www.history.navy.mil/research/library/online-reading-room/title-list-alphabetically/n/navajo-code-talker-dictionary.html
https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/navajo-images/Navajo-planes.jpg/image.jpg
https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/navajo-images/Navajo-ships.jpg/image.jpg


 
Cpl. Henry Bake, Jr., and Pfc. George H. Kirk, Navajos serving in 
December 1943 with a Marine Corps signal unit, operate a portable 
radio set in a clearing that they have hacked in the dense jungle behind 
the front lines. 
Honours 

The hard work of the Navajo Code Talkers was not recognized until after 
the declassification of the operation in 1968. 

President Ronald Reagan gave the Code Talkers a Certificate of Recognition and declared August 14 
“Navajo Code Talkers Day” in 1982. 

In 2000, President Bill Clinton signed a law which awarded the Congressional Gold Medal to the original 29 
Code Talkers. 

President George W. Bush presented the medals to the four surviving Code Talkers at a ceremony held in 
the Capitol Rotunda in Washington in July 2001. 

 

All in the Family: The Son of a Navajo Code Talker Shares His Father's Story 

During World War II, the capability of the Allied forces to decrypt a large number 
of messages sent via the Enigma machine was a significant breakthrough for 
intelligence organizations around the world. It is believed that this breakthrough 
shortened the war by as many as two years and saved many lives. 

Another breakthrough in codes occurred at this time, but from a different 
perspective. Twenty-nine Navajo Marines developed a code from their native 
language that would stump cryptanalysts around the world. The code that the 
Navajo Code Talkers developed protected precious intelligence that could have 
lost the war for the Allied forces had it been broken. 

CIA employee Glenn Nez had no idea that his father, Jack Nez, was one of the first 29 Code Talkers that 
helped develop the code. 

The Shock of a Lifetime 

Jack Nez never shared much about his experiences during World War II with his family. 

“He showed us some pictures from a scrapbook that all soldiers take from wherever they’re stationed. We 
saw pictures of where he was on Wake Island, but he never told us what he did,” Glenn said. 

The Navajo Code Talker program wasn’t declassified 
until 1968. Although Jack Nez passed away nine years 
later, he never shared his tales of being a code talker 
with his family. Glenn thinks the secrecy of the program 
kept his father from telling his family what role he 
played during the war. 

Jack Nez (left) with a fellow code talker. 

https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/navajo-code-talkers/navajo-code-talkers-1.jpg/image.jpg


“I got the impression not just from him, but from other Code Talkers, that they were very secretive about 
what they did,” Glenn said. “All we knew was that he was a radio operator, and technically, they were 
because they talked over the radio.” 

Glenn Nez and his family didn’t find out about their father’s participation in the program until 2000, when 
Congress passed, and President Bill Clinton signed a Bill to recognize the Code Talkers. The story was in 
newspapers nationwide. The family learned of Jack’s role when they recognized a picture of him in an 
article. 

“We were in shock when we found out, but in a good way,” Glenn said. “We were very proud to know that 
he was involved with this bit of history.” 

The Making of a Code Talker 

Jack Nez was born in 1924 and grew up in Fort Defiance, Arizona, on a Navajo reservation. He was fluent in 
the Navajo language. Jack left the reservation to attend high school. He spent his college years studying to 
become an auto mechanic at Haskell University in Lawrence, Kansas. It was there that he met Glenn’s 
mother, LaVera, who was studying to become a nurse. 

Jack Nez (left) with his friend Chester Nez (right). 

With the start of U.S. involvement in World War II, Jack decided to 
volunteer for the Marine Corps. He was 17. It was soon discovered that 
Jack could speak Navajo and he offered to participate in a special project 
involving the Navajo language. The group of Navajos was separated from 
the rest of the Marines and asked to develop a code. Jack served in the 
Pacific Islands from January 1943 to August 1944. 

The life of a code talker was exciting and, at times, dangerous. The Code 
Talkers worked in pairs—one on the frontlines and one behind the lines—
and communicated over the radio and telephone. There were no code 
manuals. The Code Talkers had to memorize everything in order to 
minimize the risk of the enemy breaking the code. 

Well-Deserved Recognition - On July 26, 2001, President George W. Bush 
presented the Nez family, as well as other Code Talkers and their families, with the Congressional Gold 
Medal. This award, as well as some of Jack’s other medals, are on display at CIA Headquarters. 

“With an award of such honour, you can’t just put it in a safety deposit box and keep it at home,” Glenn 
said. “It’s something that you have to share with everybody. If it weren’t for those men, I don’t think this 
world would be the way it is.” 

Following in His Footsteps - Glenn and most of his siblings have gone on to serve in the military or the 
government. In fact, Glenn’s job has an eerie similarity to his father’s duty as a code talker during World 
War II. He serves as a support administrator to the language school. 

“My father would be very proud of how we’ve carried on in his name and example,” Glenn said. “We’re all 
very proud of our country.” 

 https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/all-in-the-
family.html 

https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/all-in-the-family.html
https://www.cia.gov/news-information/featured-story-archive/2008-featured-story-archive/all-in-the-family.html


Code Challenge

Want to try your hand at deciphering a code in Navajo? 

Use the Navajo Code Talker Dictionary below. Decipher the codes.  Answers at the end of the Committee Report. 

Decipher the following code to find out who suggested using the Navajo language for secure communications: Ne-Zhoni-

Lin-Tkin-Ah-Jad-Tkin-Ne-Zhoni Ah-Ya-Tsinne-A-Kha-Lin-A-Chin-Klesh-D-Ah-A-Kha-A-Chin 

Decipher the code below to find out during what battle the Navajo Code Talkers to help gain a U.S. victory: Tkin-Gloe-lh-A-

Kha  Ah-Ya-Tsinne-Tkin-Tsin-Tliti-Tse-Nill 

Navajo Code Talkers' Dictionary 

Below is the United States Navy Navajo Code Dictionary alphabet section, revised June 15, 1945. 

ALPHABET NAVAJO WORD LITERAL TRANSLATION 

 A WOL-LA-CHEE ANT 

A BE-LA-SANA APPLE 

A TSE-NILL AXE 

B NA-HASH-CHID BADGER 

B SHUSH BEAR 

B TOISH-JEH BARREL 

C MOASI CAT 

C TLA-GIN COAL 

C BA-GOSHI COW 

D BE DEER 

D CHINDI DEVIL 

D LHA-CHA-EH DOG 

E AH-JAH EAR 

E DZEH ELK 

E AH-NAH EYE 

F CHUO FIR 

F TSA-E-DONIN-EE FLY 

F MA-E FOX 

G AH-TAD GIRL 

G KLIZZIE GOAT 

G JEHA GUM 

H TSE-GAH HAIR 

H CHA HAT 

H LIN HORSE 

I TKIN ICE 

I YEH-HES ITCH 

I A-CHI INTESTINE 

J TKELE-CHO-G JACKASS 

J AH-YA-TSINNE JAW 

J YIL-DOI JERK 

K JAD-HO-LONI KETTLE 

K BA-AH-NE-DI-TININ KEY 

  L KLIZZIE-YAZZIE KID 

L DIBEH-YAZZIE LAMB 

L AH-JAD LEG 

L NASH-DOIE-TSO LION 

https://www.history.navy.mil/research/library/online-reading-room/title-list-alphabetically/n/navajo-code-talker-dictionary.html


Murphy says to Paddy "What ya talkin to an envelope for?" "I'm sending a voicemail ya thick sod!" 

The Grim Reaper came for me last night, and I beat him off with a vacuum cleaner. Talk about Dyson with 
death.  

A mate of mine recently admitted to being addicted to brake fluid. When I quizzed him on it, he reckoned 
he could stop any time.... 

I went to the cemetery yesterday to lay some flowers on a grave. As I was standing there, I noticed 4 grave 
diggers walking about with a coffin, 3 hours later and they're still walking about with it. I thought to 
myself, they've lost the plot!!  

My daughter asked me for a pet spider for her birthday, so I went to our local pet shop and they were 
$70!!! Blow this, I thought, I can get one cheaper off the web.  

I was at an ATM yesterday when a little old lady asked if I could check her balance, so I pushed her over. 

I start a new job in Seoul next week. I thought it was a good Korea move. 

I was driving this morning when I saw an RACV van parked up. The driver was sobbing uncontrollably and 
looked very miserable. I thought to myself that guy's heading for a breakdown. 

Statistically, 6 out of 7 dwarves are not Happy. 

My neighbour knocked on my door at 2:30 am this morning, can you believe that? 2:30 am?! Luckily for 
him I was still up playing my Bagpipes.  

Paddy says "Mick, I'm thinking of buying a Labrador. "Bugger that" says Mick, "have you seen how many of 
their owners go blind?"  

A wife says to her husband you're always pushing me around and talking behind my back. He says what do 
you expect? You're in a wheelchair. 

The wife has been missing a week now. Police said to prepare for the worst. So, I have been to the charity 
shop to get all her clothes back.  

Two Muslims have crashed a speedboat into the Thames barrier in London. Police think it might be the 
start of Ram-a-dam.  

Local Police hunting the 'knitting needle nutter', who has stabbed six people in the arse in the last 48 hours 
- believe the attacker could be following some kind of pattern... 

Bought some 'rocket salad' yesterday but it went off before I could eat it! 

A teddy bear is working on a building site. He goes for a tea break and when he returns, he notices his pick 
has been stolen. The bear is angry and reports the theft to the foreman. The foreman grins at the bear and 
says "Oh, I forgot to tell you, today's the day the teddy bears have their pick nicked." 

Just got back from my mate's funeral. He died after being hit on the head with a tennis ball. 
It was a lovely service. 

A Play on Words – Love it! 



Golden City Collectors Assoc. Inc. of Bendigo 
 June Committee Meeting held on 4/6/2020 

Present: Greg Penna, Phil Smith, Chris Jolme, Leighton Rawlings, Les Lewis, Sue Rawlings, Peter Vucinic, Richard Penna 

Mark Reed, Phil Brown & Vic Lane 

Apologies: David Bruce & Matt Carra.  Les Lewis moved that the apologies are accepted. 
Seconded:   P Smith. Carried. 

Minutes of the Previous Meeting: The minutes of the last Committee Meeting held on 5 March were read by the secretary. 
Moved P Brown. 2nd. P Vucinic.   Carried 

Business Arising: 
1. GCCA Constitution – Ongoing
2. Walk through Security Door Frame. Ongoing as is updating documents for our next annual show.
3. Follow up on our Range Rules revision to be done and a core flute sign to be created to be displayed beside the sign in

book.
4. Peter Vucinic purchased 1 trolley to assemble to test with the view to buy a 2nd trolley if it was satisfactory, which was

the case, so a second trolley will be purchased.  He also purchased a storage container to house security cameras
belonging to the Club.

5. Mark Reed created date stickers denoting Subs have been paid and members are financial until June 30, 2021 which
the Membership Secretary is sending out with receipts for paid memberships.

6. Phil Smith has updated our Website
7. The Lost Trades Fair held in Bendigo before the pandemic was successful and well-attended.

Correspondence In: Due to the coronavirus pandemic there has been no meeting since March and there have 
been numerous pieces of correspondence, that have already been dealt with are no longer relevant. These 
include newsletters from other Clubs, Subs payments received and Bank Statements for each month which have 
been passed on to the Treasurer.   

The only correspondence listed below are New Member Applications & correspondence from the Licensing 
Services Division (LSD)  
• New Membership application from Ray Earl, Strathdale.  All documents & payment received. Approved
• Letter from LRD in ref. to approved Firearms Collectors Club Permit to Carry or use Firearms held under a

Collectors License.  Approval No 435-330-50Y from 16/7/2019 – 17/07/2024 
• John William Stephens, John Gary Atherton & Laurance Cronin have been added the LSD permit issued to

GCCA Members to use and carry firearms at Club sanctioned events. 

Correspondence Out: 
1. Parthian Shot via email and Australia Post for April & May

Moved by M Reed that ‘Correspondence In’ is accepted & ‘Correspondence Out’ endorsed. 2nd P Vucinic. Carried. 

Treasurer’s Report: Treasurer Richard Penna read out the ledger balance and bank statement balance of our Working and 
Investment Accounts and other relevant information including accounts paid during the April-May period and moved his 
report is accepted.                Seconded:  Vic Lane.     Carried.  

Membership Report: Three membership applications were received from the following applicants and 2 were approved and 
ratified by the Executive of the GCCA during the pandemic when meetings were not possible. 

1. Raymond Earl, Strathdale.  All documentation, payment & photos received. Member No 220-506
2. Steven Hills – Held over as insufficient paperwork received, but once received will be Member no 220-507
3. John Gary Atherton, Sunbury. All documentation, payment & photos received. Member No 220-508

(Over 100 members have already paid their Subs - PLEASE PAY NOW if you have not already done so) 



 
General Business: 

1. Next Shoot at the Shelbourne Range has been scheduled for Sunday 21st June. This will be the first Shoot 
since they were stopped due to the pandemic restrictions.  Current restrictions re social distancing, cleaning, 
sanitizing etc. will be strictly adhered to.  Editor to note in the newsletter that anyone wishing to take part 
needs to contact Range Officer Mark Reed to ensure numbers allowed are adhered to.  

2. Resumption of General Meetings to be advised when easing of restrictions allows them to resume.  Defer 
restart until numbers for gatherings increases.  The Quarry Hill Hall where meetings are held must abide by 
rules including the 4square rule which as it stands only allows 35 people in the Hall at a gathering even if 
gatherings of 50 are allowed. 

3. Public Liability – confirm our Policy with Richmond & Associates covers members working at events as 
volunteer workers and not there as members of the public, as City of Greater Bendigo staff explained that 
this is a loophole in some policies.  (Examination of our policy after the meeting appeared to show that our 
members are covered when working as volunteers, but will be confirmed with our insurers) 

Meeting Closed: 9.05pm 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Code Challenge Answers -                  Code 1 - Philip Johnston              Code 2 - Iwo Jima 
 

 



This story of a Holocaust survivor’s amazing life, was sent to me by email, titled ‘The Girl with the Apples 
– a True story’                    
  
The sky was gloomy that morning as we waited anxiously. All the men, women and children of Piotrkow's 
Jewish ghetto had been herded into a square. Word had gotten around that we were being moved. My 
father had only recently died from typhus, which had run rampant through the crowded ghetto. My 
greatest fear was that our family would be separated. 'Whatever you do,' Isidore, my eldest brother, 
whispered to me, 'don't tell them your age. Say you're sixteen. 'I was tall for a boy of 11, so I could pull it 
off. That way I might be deemed valuable as a worker. An SS man approached me, boots clicking against 
the cobblestones. He looked me up and down, and then asked my age. 'Sixteen,' I said. He directed me to 
the left, where my three brothers and other healthy young men already stood. 
 
My mother was motioned to the right with the other women, children, sick and elderly people. I whispered 
to Isidore, 'Why?'  He didn't answer.  I ran to Mama's side and said I wanted to stay with her.  
'No, 'she said sternly. 'Get away. Don't be a nuisance. Go with your brothers.' She had never spoken so 
harshly before. But I understood: She was protecting me. She loved me so much that, just this once, she 
pretended not to. It was the last I ever saw of her. My brothers and I were transported in a cattle car to 
Germany. We arrived at the Buchenwald concentration camp one night later and were led into a crowded 
barrack.  he next day, we were issued uniforms and identification numbers. 'Don't call me Herman 
anymore,' I said to my brothers. 'Call me 94983.' I was put to work in the camp's crematorium, loading the 
dead into a hand-cranked elevator. I, too, felt dead. Hardened, I had become a number. 
 
Soon, my brothers and I were sent to Schlieben, one of Buchenwald 's sub-camps near Berlin. One morning 
I thought I heard my mother's voice. 'Son,' she said softly but clearly, I am going to send you an angel.' 
Then I woke up. Just a dream. A beautiful dream. But in this place there could be no angels. There was only 
work. And hunger. And fear. 
 
A couple of days later, I was walking around the camp, around the barracks, near the barbedwire fence 
where the guards could not easily see. I was alone. On the other side of the fence, I spotted someone: a 
little girl with light, almost luminous curls. She was half-hidden behind a birch tree. I glanced around to 
make sure no one saw me. I called to her softly in German. 'Do you have something to eat?' She didn't 
understand. I inched closer to the fence and repeated the question in Polish. She stepped forward. I was 
thin and gaunt, with rags wrapped around my feet, but the girl looked unafraid. In her eyes, I saw life. 
 
She pulled an apple from her woolen jacket and threw it over the fence. I grabbed the fruit and, as I started 
to run away, I heard her say faintly, 'I'll see you tomorrow.' I returned to the same spot by the fence at the 
same time every day. She was always there with something for me to eat - a hunk of bread or, better yet, 
an apple. We didn't dare speak or linger. To be caught would mean death for us both. 
 
I didn't know anything about her, just a kind farm girl, except that she understood Polish. What was her 
name? Why was she risking her life for me? Hope was in such short supply, and this girl on the other side 
of the fence gave me some, as nourishing in its way as the bread and apples. Nearly seven months later, 
my brothers and I were crammed into a coal car and shipped to Theresienstadt camp in Czechoslovakia . 
'Don't return,' I told the girl that day. 'We're leaving.' 
 
I turned toward the barracks and didn't look back, didn't even say good-bye to the little girl whose name I'd 
never learned, the girl with the apples. We were in Theresienstadt for three months. The war was winding 
down and Allied forces were closing in, yet my fate seemed sealed.  On May 10, 1945, I was scheduled to 
die in the gas chamber at 10:00am. In the quiet of dawn, I tried to prepare myself. So many times death 
seemed ready to claim me, but somehow I'd survived. Now, it was over. I thought of my parents.  
At least, I thought, we will be reunited. But at 8am there was a commotion. I heard shouts, and saw people 
running every which way through camp. I caught up with my brothers. 



Russian troops had liberated the camp! The gates swung open. Everyone was running, so I did too. 
Amazingly, all of my brothers had survived; I'm not sure how. But I knew that the girl with the apples had 
been the key to my survival. In a place where evil seemed triumphant, one person's goodness had saved 
my life, had given me hope in a place where there was none. 
 
My mother had promised to send me an angel, and the angel had come. Eventually I made my way to 
England where I was sponsored by a Jewish charity, put up in a hostel with other boys who had survived 
the Holocaust and trained in electronics. Then I came to America, where my brother Sam had already 
moved. I served in the US Army during the Korean War, and returned to New York City after two years. 
 
By August 1957 I'd opened my own electronics repair shop. I was starting to settle in. One day, my friend 
Sid who I knew from England called me.  'I've got a date. She's got a Polish friend. Let's double date.'  
A blind date? Nah, that wasn't for me. But Sid kept pestering me, and a few days later we headed up to the 
Bronx to pick up his date and her friend Roma. I had to admit, for a blind date this wasn't so bad. Roma 
was a nurse at a Bronx hospital. She was kind and smart. Beautiful, too, with swirling brown curls and 
green, almond-shaped eyes that sparkled with life. 
 
The four of us drove out to Coney Island. Roma was easy to talk to, easy to be with. Turned out she was 
wary of blind dates too! We were both just doing our friends a favor. We took a stroll on the boardwalk, 
enjoying the salty Atlantic breeze, and then had dinner by the shore. I couldn't remember having a better 
time. We piled back into Sid's car, Roma and I sharing the backseat. As European Jews who had survived 
the war, we were aware that much had been left unsaid between us. She broached the subject, '  'Where 
were you,' she asked softly, 'during the war?' 'The camps,' I said. The terrible memories still vivid, the 
irreparable loss. I had tried to forget. But you can never forget. 
 
She nodded. 'My family was hiding on a farm in Germany, not far from Berlin,' she told me. 'My father 
knew a priest, and he got us Aryan papers.' I imagined how she must have suffered too, fear, a constant 
companion. And yet here we were both survivors, in a new world. 'There was a camp next to the farm.' 
Roma continued. 'I saw a boy there and I would throw him apples every day.' 
 
What an amazing coincidence that she had helped some other boy. 'What did he look like?' I asked. 
'He was tall, skinny, and hungry. I must have seen him every day for six months.' My heart was racing. I 
couldn't believe it. This couldn't be.  'Did he tell you one day not to come back because he was leaving 
Schlieben?' Roma looked at me in amazement. 'Yes!' 'That was me!' 
 
I was ready to burst with joy and awe, flooded with emotions. I couldn't believe it! My angel. 'I'm not 
letting you go.' I said to Roma. And in the back of the car on that blind date, I proposed to her. I didn't want 
to wait. 'You're crazy!' she said. But she invited me to meet her parents for Shabbat dinner the following 
week. There was so much I looked forward to learning about Roma, but the most important things I always 
knew: her steadfastness, her goodness. For many months, in the worst of circumstances, she had come to 
the fence and given me hope. Now that I'd found her again, I could never let her go. 
 
That day, she said yes. And I kept my word. After nearly 50 years of marriage, two children and three 
grandchildren, I have never let her go.  
 
Herman Rosenblat of Miami Beach, Florida.  

If like me, you thought this story was a bit too good to be true, you would be 100% correct! Some of it sounded highly 
improbable, so I googled his name and discovered his story was a hoax, fuelled partly by his imagination and a desire to 
write a positive story about the Holocaust, an horrific time in his life, for his grandchildren! He even fooled Oprah Winfrey 
who thought it was the greatest love story of all time!  (It also reminded me of the book & movie ‘The Boy in Striped 
Pyjamas’ – where a German boy took food to a Jewish boy in a Concentration camp & gave it to him through the fence 
each day – I thought he stole that idea)  Read on for Herman and Roma’s real stories proving they didn’t meet during the 
War at all & Herman’s explanation of why he embellished the truth in some instances and told outright lies in others!  



Herman Rosenblat, 85, Dies; Made Up Holocaust Love Story 

Herman Rosenblat in 2008 with his wife, 
Roma. His telling of their first meeting, 
during World War II, was exposed as a hoax. 
Credit...J. Pat Carter/Associated Press 
By Sam Roberts 

The first curse on mankind was imposed 
because of an apple, and for all that 
happened to Herman Rosenblat in his 85 
years — the horrors inflicted in Nazi 
concentration camps, the gunshot wound 
he suffered when his Brooklyn television 
repair shop was robbed, the global fame 
bestowed by two appearances on “The 

Oprah Winfrey Show” — it is an apple for which he will be most remembered. That first bite of the fruit 
was built on a lie. 

Mr. Rosenblat, who died on Feb. 5. 2015 at a hospital in Aventura, Fla., wrote a moving but largely 
unexceptional Holocaust memoir in 1993. What distinguished it was one scene: a momentary encounter in 
a snow-dappled field in Germany between a starving teenage inmate at Schlieben, a subcamp of 
Buchenwald, and a young girl watching him from the other side of a barbed wire fence. 

According to his own story, as recounted in another book: “He saw her pull something from her pocket. An 
apple? She squinted, gauging the distance between them, swung her arm in a few practice throws, then 
hurled the apple with a force that surprised him. The fruit flew across most of the distance between them 
before it dropped to the ground, rolled under the fence and landed just inches beyond the wire on 
Herman’s side.” 

Twelve years later, he recognized that same young girl as the woman with whom he was on a blind date in 
Coney Island, after she recounted her version of the story.  ‘That boy was me,’ Herman said,” Penelope J. 
Holt wrote in “The Apple,” “and he smiled at the beautiful angel by his side.” This Holocaust story had a 
happy ending. The couple wed and remained married for more than 56 years. Except that the story, as 
Herman Rosenblat told it, was not true. 

After appearing on “Oprah” in 2007 and presenting Roma Radzicki Rosenblat, the woman he met on the 
blind date in Coney Island, with a ring from J. C. Penney to mark their 50th wedding anniversary, Mr. 
Rosenblatt acknowledged, “The reality was that I wasn’t telling the truth, because she didn’t throw the 
apple to me, but in my mind I believed she did.” 

His “Angel at the Fence,” which Berkley Books was to publish on Valentine’s Day in 2009, was never 
released. A feature film inspired by the book was also scrubbed. What Ms. Winfrey had hailed as “the 
single greatest love story” she had ever heard proved instead to have been a hoax. 

Mr. Rosenblat died at 85 after undergoing heart surgery, his son, Kenneth, said. Besides his son and his 
wife, he is survived by a daughter, Renee Enea, and three grandchildren. 

He was born on Sept. 23, 1929, in Poland, where his parents ran a store. Much of the memoir of his 
family’s frightful persecution by the Nazi invaders may have been true. His father died of typhus. When he 
was 12, Herman and his siblings were herded into ghettos and camps where he and his three brothers 
managed to stay together for six years. His mother was separated for “processing” and apparently killed. 

http://www.nytimes.com/by/sam-roberts
http://www.penelopeholt.com/Home_Page.html
http://www.penelopeholt.com/Home_Page.html
http://www.nytimes.com/2008/12/29/books/29hoax.html?pagewanted=all
http://www.nytimes.com/2008/12/29/books/29hoax.html?pagewanted=all


He said he moved to America in 1950, and seven years later he did meet Roma on a blind date. 

He later explained that he had written his memoir because, while he was hospitalized for the gunshot 
wound he suffered in the 1992 robbery, “my mother came to me in a dream and said that I must tell my 
story so that my grandchildren would know of our survival from the Holocaust.” 

But what led him to embellish the story is anybody’s guess. In 1995, he submitted an abridged version to a 
New York Post love-story contest. It was also featured in “Chicken Soup for the Soul” and stirred Ms. 
Winfrey, the film producer Harris Salomon, and the literary agent Andrea Hurst. Mr. Rosenblat received a 
book advance of about $50,000 and about $100,000 more for the film rights (neither of which, apparently, 
was ever returned).  

He even accompanied Mr. Salomon to Auschwitz, where he not only re-enacted the apple-tossing 
encounter on camera but further embroidered his account, this time recalling that the young girl returned 
“every day” to deliver more apples. 

But after Holocaust scholars, several infuriated relatives and a reporter for The New Republic concluded 
that the story had been concocted, Mr. Rosenblat admitted that the apple was in his mind’s eye. Ms. 
Winfrey said she was “disappointed.” His collaborators said they had been duped. 

“I wanted to bring happiness to people, to remind them not to hate but to love and tolerate all people,” he 
said. “I brought good feelings to a lot of people and I brought hope to many. My motivation was to make 
good in this world. In my dreams, Roma will always throw me an apple, but I now know it is only a dream.” 

In Ms. Holt’s 2009 book, “The Apple: Based on the Herman Rosenblat Holocaust Memoir,” in which certain 
incidents were fictionalized, he is quoted as saying: “When I met Roma, after the war, she told me that one 
time she had thrown an apple to a little Jewish boy, and I thought that this could have been me. I wanted it 
to be me.” 

“He cemented Roma into a corner of his gruesome survivor account and honoured her with the love story 
that she deserved,” Ms. Holt wrote. 

In fact, during the war Roma and her family, who were Jewish, were passing as Roman Catholics, living with 
a Polish family 200 miles away. She had never tossed an apple to anyone. 

“I don’t know why he lied, but if you can’t trust a Holocaust survivor, who can you trust?” Mr. Salomon said 
in an interview, suggesting that Mr. Rosenblat’s motivation was less likely money than vanity and that, for 
whatever reason, most of his immediate family was complicit. “Herman liked being in the limelight. He also 
needed a hook, something to separate his Holocaust story from all the others.” 

He had told his story so many times that perhaps he had even persuaded himself that the woman he 
married was the same young girl he imagined had salved the hunger of a starving teenager across the 
barbed wire barricade of a concentration camp. 

“In my imagination, in my mind, I believed it,” he told “Good Morning America.” “Even now, I believe it, 
that she was there and she threw the apple to me.” 
 

A version of this article appeared in print on Feb. 22, 2015, Section A, Page 22 of the New York edition with 
the headline: Herman Rosenblat, 85, Dies; Told Lies About Holocaust. 

This just goes to show the old adage of ‘’You can’t believe everything you read’’ to be true.  It is also a good lesson for 
people who read emails and take them as gospel, not questioning their authenticity! If you think something sounds too 
good to be true, it often is, so google the title of the email or a name from it, to verify if it is true or a hoax.  

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9SQWB36uKkw
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An Old Farmer Died. 
What Follows Next Will Surely Blow Your Mind. 

An old farmer died leaving his 17 horses to his 3 sons. 

When his sons opened up the will it read: 

‘My eldest son should get 1/2 (half) of total horses;’ 

‘My middle son should be given 1/3rd (one-third) of the total horses;’ 

‘My youngest son should be given 1/9th (one-ninth) of the total horses.’ 

As it’s impossible to divide 17 into half or 17 by 3 or 17 by 9, the three sons started to fight with 
each other. 

So, they decided to go to a farmer friend who they considered quite smart, to see if he could work 
it out for them. 
 
The farmer friend read the will patiently, and, after giving due thought, brought one of his own 
horses over and added it to the 17. 
 
That increased the total to 18 horses. 
 
Now, he divided the horses according to their father’s will. 
 
Half of 18 = 9. So, he gave the eldest son 9 horses. 
 
1/3rd of 18 = 6. So, he gave the middle son 6 horses. 
 
1/9th of 18 = 2. So, he gave the youngest son 2 horses. 
 
Now add up how many horses they have: 
 
Eldest son 9 
Middle son 6 
Youngest son 2 
TOTAL = 17 
 
This leaves one horse over, so the farmer friend takes his horse back to his farm…… 
 
A man woke up, his dog is laying on the back patio covered in dirt with a rabbit in his mouth. 
The rabbit’s not bloody, just dirty. 
His neighbour’s kids raise “blue-ribbon” rabbits. 
The man instantly knew it was one of theirs. 
So, he took the rabbit away from my dog, rushed inside, and washed all the dirt off it before his 
neighbours could come home. 
It was stiff but he heard some animals play dead when they are afraid, but he couldn’t remember 
which ones. 
 
He took it and placed it back in one of the cages in their back yard then he raced back home. 
Not 30 minutes later he hears his neighbours screaming, so he goes out and asks them what’s 
wrong? 
They tell him their rabbit died three days ago and they buried it, but now it’s back in the cage. 
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