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 am very involved in genealogy, both professionally and emotionally, but I do 
not like to do research for other people. Instead, I encourage people to trace 

their own ancestry so they can enjoy the rewarding experience that comes with 
this ever-growing hobby. There is one exception. If it is a Holocaust-related in-
quiry, I work free of charge to help the person with their research. My emotional 
involvement with the Holocaust comes from the fact that to date I have docu-
mented more than 400 members of the Mokotów family who were murdered in 
the Holocaust. I know of fewer than 30 survivors. 
 On October 1, 2004, I received an inquiry from Rachelle Goldstein of the Hid-
den Child Foundation in New York stating that the Foundation had received e-
mail from Evelyne Haendel of Liege, Belgium. Evelyne was looking for a relative 
who lived in New York in the 1950s. Could I help her? 
 I e-mailed Evelyne asking for more information, and she informed me that 
when she was a child, her mother hid her with a Christian couple prior to the 
mother’s deportation to Auschwitz. Hence, she was a part of the group of child 
survivors that became known as “Hidden Children.” As she related it to me, “My 
parents were never heard from again.” An aunt, Sasha, her mother’s sister, sur-
vived Auschwitz. After the war, Sasha received copies of the Jewish Forward from 
Brooklyn, New York, sent by a man Evelyne believed was an uncle unknown to 
her—a brother of her mother. She was trying to locate this uncle. 
 When you do genealogical research for others, you need more than minimal 
facts. You often need to know about their lives. What makes you think he was 
your uncle? Give me a family tree showing names and dates. It required Evelyne 
to tell me more about herself. 

Evelyne’s Story 
 Evelyne was born in Vienna in August 1937, to Moses Haendel and Pessah 
Wolfowicz Haendel. Her father was a doctor and her mother was university edu-
cated. She and her mother fled Vienna for Belgium in December of that year, al-
most three months before Germany annexed Austria. Her father followed in 
1938. 
 On May 10, 1940, Germany invaded Belgium. Her father was arrested by the 
Belgians and deported to France, because he was an Austrian and, therefore, con-
sidered an enemy alien (Austria was then part of Germany). When the Nazis 
started their anti-Jewish practices in 1941, Evelyne’s mother received help from 
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the owner of the house where she lived. He hid baby Evelyne with a Christian 
family. Finally, in 1942, when she was five years old, her mother was arrested in 
Brussels, and Evelyne resided until the end of the war with various Christian 
families for safe keeping. Meanwhile, her father was part of a roundup in France 
and was deported to Auschwitz in September 1942. Her mother was deported to 
Auschwitz shortly thereafter from Belgium. 
 In 1945, at war’s end, her parents failed to return, and she remained with the 
owner of the house where her mother had lived. He and his wife eventually 
adopted her, changing her name to Colette 
Vandor. Fortunately, her adopted parents 
had rescued from her mother’s apartment 
a good amount of memorabilia, including 
her parents’ wedding picture, photos of 
Evelyne as a child and even some of her 
mother’s jewelry—all items in her 
possession today. Even though she was 
brought up as a Catholic and given a new 
name, Evelyne always was aware of her 
true identity. 
 Her aunt returned from Auschwitz in 
1945 and spent some time in Belgium, 
finally marrying and immigrating to 
Australia. It was the stepson of her Aunt 
Sasha, Harry Hollander, who told Evelyne, in August 2004, about this previously 
unknown uncle who sent Sasha copies of the Forward. Why didn’t she have 
knowledge of such close kin? Because her knowledge of her family ended at the 
age of four when her mother placed her in hiding. 
 Over the next few months, Evelyne disclosed more and more information 
about her life. When she was in her 40s, she started to reclaim her identity. She 
legally changed her name back to Evelyne Haendel and started a 20-year quest to 
discover who she really was. She was alone in the world. The aunt had died a 
number of years before, but in reality, Evelyne had little communication with her 
after the aunt immigrated to Australia. She did find possible distant Haendel 
relatives in France, but was unable to determine how she was related to them. 
Evelyne had an uncle, Julius Wolfowicz—her mother’s brother—who died in 
1976, but he was always disinterested in her. The only daughter of Julius also 
wanted no contact. All of her grandparents died before World War II except her 
paternal grandmother, who was deported from France to Auschwitz with her son, 
Evelyne’s father, and never returned. 
 The more I corresponded with her through e-mail, the more I became 

Wedding photo of Evelyne's parents, Moses 
and Pessah Wolfowicz Haendel, taken in 
1932 in Vienna. 
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emotionally involved in helping her in two ways: to reclaim her Jewish identity 
and to find her uncle. Evelyne eagerly desired to do both. 

Recapturing Her Jewish Identity 
 Early in our correspondence, I asked Evelyne whether she wanted to know 
more about her Jewish heritage and the response was “yes.” There were a number 
of ways Evelyne could recapture her Jewish identity. I told her that every Jew had 
a religious name in addition to a secular name and that she undoubtedly was 
named after one of her ancestors, most likely a woman. Evelyne stated she did 
not know her religious name and could not think of any of her ancestors who had 
a name like Evelyne. So I chose a name for her. I told her to use the name Chava, 
which is Hebrew for “Eve” because it is close to “Evelyne,” and Eve was the 
mother of us all. She readily accepted it. About a week later, I received e-mail 
from her informing me that, as she was reviewing her family tree, she found that 
she had a great-grandmother named Chawa Händel. 
 I made her aware of yahrzeit (memorial) candles as a way of remembering and 
memorializing the deceased—especially parents. Shortly thereafter, Evelyne 
disclosed to me the events surrounding her Aunt Sasha’s family. Sasha’s husband 
died of cancer in 1939, and her aunt and young daughter, Ursel, went into hiding 
after the Germans occupied Belgium. On June 6, 1944, the aunt and cousin were 
arrested in Brussels and were deported on the last train that left Belgium for 
Auschwitz. Both the aunt and 14-year-old cousin survived the selection and 
became prisoners at Auschwitz. On October 27, 1944, just 90 days before 
Auschwitz was liberated, her cousin, Ursel Fromer, was part of an in-camp 
selection by Mengele, and she was sent to the gas chambers. The following year, 
May 5, 2005, on Yom HaShoah (Holocaust Remembrance Day) Evelyne lit five 
yahrzeit candles; for her mother, father, aunt Sasha, Ursel and her grandmother, 
Jetti Haendel. 
 I was interested in helping her to know the Jewish holidays. This occurred 
shortly before Purim 2005. I described the holiday to her, that it is a joyous 
occasion, and encouraged her to go to the local synagogue to participate in the 
reading of the Megillah (Book of Esther). She was reluctant. 
 Passover was the next major holiday. Again I described the beauty of this 
holiday, how family-oriented it is, how people travel thousands of miles to be 
with family for the Passover seders. I suggested she go to the local synagogue and 
ask the rabbi to place her with a local family so she could attend a seder. Evelyne 
implied things like that were not done in her area. That night I spoke to my wife 
and suggested we invite Evelyne to our family seder and take her around New 
York to see the sites. The next day, I proposed it to Evelyne, and she leaped at the 
opportunity. I knew she would, because it wasn’t merely participating in the 
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seder; she would get to meet all my family members whom she got to know 
through our correspondence.  
 On April 22, Evelyne flew 3,600 miles—from Brussels to Newark Liberty Inter-
national Airport—and the following evening participated in the first seder she 
had ever attended. She also was able to place a face and personality to the 23 
people who were there. 
 Evelyne had a number of opportunities to be rescued from the Christian cou-
ple. Why didn’t her aunt rescue her? I 
told Evelyne that my theory was that 
she would have been a constant re-
minder of her own daughter who was 
gassed at Auschwitz. 
 In April 2005, Evelyne asked me 
about a mezuzzah. I told her it is an 
object Jews placed on the doorposts of 
their rooms to fulfill the commandment 
of Deuteronomy 6:9 “that thou shalt 
place them on the doorposts of thy 
house and upon thy gates.” She told me 
an interesting story. When she bought 
her apartment about 20 years ago, she 
saw a funny object on the entrance 
door. She asked the manager of the 
apartment complex, a Mr. Korn, what it 
was. He explained it was a mezuzzah 
indicating that the previous owner was 
Jewish. Evelyne disclosed she was born 
a Jew. Korn, who was Jewish, suggested 
that she leave the mezzuzah in place. 
She said to him that, no, she would 
remove the mezuzzah because, although 
she was born a Jew, she did not feel it was proper to keep it up because she did 
not feel Jewish. 
 Evelyne sent me a picture of the tombstone of her mother’s father, Joseph 
Wolfowicz from Dortmund, Germany. I read the Hebrew inscription which stated 
he was a Kohen, a descendant of the Jewish priestly class. In my next e-mail, I 
informed Evelyne that she was descended from the priests of the Temple that 
existed in Jerusalem, sort of Jewish royalty. “In other words, I am a Jewish 
princess,” she jokingly replied. 
 Evelyne’s birthday is August 22. The week before her birthday, my wife and I 

Evelyne Haendel, age 4, as a Hidden Child in 
Belgium in 1942. Behind her are her cousin,
Ursel Fromer, and a Christian boy named 
Ivar. Ursel, at age 14, was arrested in Brussels 
with her mother and deported to Auschwitz on 
June 6, 1944. On October 27, 1944, as part of 
a routine camp selection, she was sent to the 
gas chambers. Her mother survived Auschwitz.
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went to a local Judaica store and bought her a framed decoupage that had in the 
center the Hebrew word Shalom (peace). Today it hangs in the entranceway to 
her apartment in Liege. 
 Every Friday I receive e-mail from Evelyne. It contains only two words: Shabat 
shalom (peaceful Sabbath). 

Finding Uncle Wolfowicz 
 Evelyne had done considerable genealogical research during the past 20 years 
to reclaim her identity. While most genealogists start their research by trying to 
find out more about their great-grandparents or perhaps even their 
grandparents, Evelyne’s starting point was her parents. The last time her father 
was in her presence was when she was two years old. Her mother was deported 
from Belgium when she was five years old. 
 She accomplished much. Her father, Moses Haendel, was born in 1905 in 
Snyatyn, Ukraine, the son of Jacob and Jetti Hecht Händel. Her mother, Pessah 
Wolfowicz, was born in 1909 in Lódż, Poland, the daughter of Joseph and Malka 
Ehrlich Wolfowicz. Her parents met in Vienna where both were attending the 
university. She also determined the names of her eight great-grandparents. 

Early Research 
 How do you find a man named Wolfowicz who lived in Brooklyn in the 1950s? 
To make matters worse, he almost certainly Americanized his name to Wolf. 
There was a small clue as to his given name. Evelyne had traced her Wolfowicz 
ancestors to their arrival in Dortmund, Germany, in the 1910s. In addition to her 
family, there was an Abraham Wolfowitz who arrived in Dortmund about the 
same time but lived at a different address. He left the city for Berlin in 1919. 
Evelyne dismissed this man as just a non-family member who had the same 
surname. To me it was too coincidental. Wolfowitz is a Polish-Jewish surname. 
Here we had two groups of people with the same surname arriving in a city in 
Germany at about the same time. 
 I used the Stephen P. Morse site to search the Ellis Island database that 
contains all persons arriving from 1892–1924. On my next trip to Salt Lake City, I 
also searched the microfilm index which covers that period and extends to 1942. 
No Abraham Wolfowicz or Wolfowitz matched the profile of a possible uncle of 
Evelyne’s. 
 I searched the 1910, 1920 and 1930 census records located at www. 
ancestry.com for any person named Wolfowicz, Wolfowitz or Abe/Abraham Wolf. 
None met the profile. Abraham Wolf was too common a name to search other 
resources where minimal information is provided, such as the Social Security 
Death Index. 
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Major Breakthrough 
 In May 2005, I returned home to find a message on my answering machine. 
The message was nearly unintelligible, but I thought I heard the words 
“Wolfowicz found.” Evelyne had been interviewed by a journalist about her ex-
periences as a child survivor of the Holocaust. After hearing the story of her life, 
the producer told her there was a German Christian woman, Gisela Möllenhoff, 
who wrote a book about the Jews of Münster, Germany. Perhaps she could help 
her gain access to records in Germany. Evelyne wrote to her, and that led to 
Gisela finding a complete dossier on Evelyne’s uncle, Julius Wolfowicz. 
 It was Julius’ application for reparations caused by the events of World War II. 
The application was in German and Gisela translated excerpts from it. What it 
said made Evelyne very angry and caused her to cry. In the application, which 
had to identify all the heirs to the claim, Julius stated that Evelyne’s mother never 
married, and the only heirs were himself, his sister Sasha and brother Adolph 
who lived at 169 Neptune Avenue, Brooklyn, New York. “It is as if they killed my 
mother a second time,” Evelyne shouted to me. Julius was well aware of Evelyne’s 
existence, and her aunt Sasha had lived in Belgium after returning from Ausch-
witz. Both chose to ignore that she existed. 
 This grief, however, was tempered by the information that her American uncle 
was named Adolph. Adolph would be more than 100 years old if alive today, so I 
went to the Social Security Death Index which lists virtually every American that 
has died since 1962. I found no Wolfowiczs, but there was an Adolph Wolf whose 
last residence was in the same zip code as 169 Neptune Avenue. 
 The 1930 census showed an Adolph and Bella Wolf living in Brooklyn at 222 
Bay 34th Street, which is not far from Neptune Avenue. They had two children—
girls named Pauline and Florence. Tracing women is difficult because their 
names change when they get married. Had either child been male, I would have 
looked for that person in the Social Security Death Index or an online telephone 
book. 
 An application was sent to the New York City Vital Records Department for 
Adolph’s death record. When it arrived, it confirmed that we had the correct 
person, because it listed his parents as Joseph and Malka, Evelyne’s 
grandparents. The informant was his wife, Bella. 
 A few days later, my wife, Ruth, and I visited the graves of Adolph and Bella. It 
was my intent to get the name and address of the next of kin from the cemetery 
office. Cemeteries normally do not give this information but will forward a letter 
to the next of kin. By a stroke of luck, when I went to the office and asked for the 
gravesite of Adolph Wolf, there were two men with that name buried in the 
cemetery. To make certain she was giving me the correct information, the clerk 
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blurted out, “Adolph Wolf, whose daughter is Pauline Goldberg Frank?” Now I 
had the married name of their daughter, Pauline! [To protect their privacy, the 
names of Evelyne’s cousins have been changed.] 
 Adolph’s tombstone further confirmed we had the right person. The Hebrew 
inscription identified him as Avraham bar Yosef HaKohen (Abraham son of 
Joseph the Kohen). We returned to the cemetery office to give them the letter I 
wanted forwarded to Pauline Frank. In the hopes the clerk would be sympathetic 
to our quest, I let her read the letter and then asked if she would give me the 
address due to the circumstances described in the letter. She said she couldn’t. 
“Can you tell me whether she lives in the New York area?” my wife asked. Her 
response was “No, Florida.” 
 So now I was looking for a Mrs. Frank in Florida. 
 I informed Evelyne that evening of the find, but that there were too many 
Franks in Florida in the online phone directory, switchboard.com. Evelyne was so 
anxious to move the project forward that she called the cemetery and pleaded 
with them for a further clue. They told her the woman lived in Delray Beach, 
Florida. 

Searching Florida 
 There were no Franks in Delray Beach in two online U.S. phone directories: 
switchboard.com and anywho.com. Very fortunately, in 1996, before the Internet 
was heavily used, I had purchased a CD-ROM national telephone directory. 
Searching the CD, there was an entry for a “C. Frank” at 5282 Magellan Way 
West in Delray Beach. With Microsoft Streets & Maps as a guide, I used the 
AVOTAYNU mailing list to locate a person who lived near that address. I called 
an AVOTAYNU subscriber, Dorothy Bernstein of Delray Beach, and asked her to 
find out the name and contact information of the homeowners association for 
that address. They would have information about the previous residents. She 
replied a few hours later with a phone number. When I called, I got a recorded 
message that the number was temporarily disconnected at the request of the 
owner. 
 I contacted Dennis Rice, president of the Jewish Genealogical Society of Palm 
Beach County, and asked for his help. He went to that address and interviewed 
the current resident. They did not know the previous occupants, so he went to a 
neighbor who stated she was very familiar with the family. Unfortunately, she 
was not cooperative, and, in fact, antagonistic. She informed Dennis that she 
would tell the family about Evelyne, but not to bother her anymore. They would 
contact him if they were interested. 
 This was unacceptable to Evelyne, and she called the woman (her number was 
listed in the online phone book). The woman was so furious she would not allow 
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Evelyne to state her case and just slammed down the phone. Evelyne was 
distraught. This woman would undoubtedly contact Pauline Goldberg Frank and 
state some crazy woman was looking for her. 
 With that avenue shut, I decided to use another pathway—the professional 
genealogy community. Eileen Polakoff, a professional genealogist who shares my 
office, reminded me that Alvie Davidson, who is on the Board of Directors of the 
Association of Professional Genealogists, lives in Florida and his specialty is 
locating people in Florida. I am also on the Board of Directors, so I knew him 
quite well. 

Week of August 22, 2005 
 The week of August 22, 2005, had to be one of the most significant weeks in 
Evelyne’s life. 
 Monday, August 22. August 22 is Evelyne’s birthday. For her 68th birthday, my 
wife and I had mailed her a framed decoupage that has the Hebrew word Shalom 
(peace) as its central theme. She received it on her birthday. It now was days 
since we heard from Dennis Rice, and I decided it was time to contact Alvie 
Davidson. An e-mail was sent in the morning to him asking if he could locate 
Pauline Goldberg Frank. After leaving the office for a short while, I returned to 
find two e-mails from Alvie. The first said, “I just got back to my office after a half 
day running errands. I will evaluate the information this afternoon and get you a 
current address for the person who lives in Delray Beach, Florida.” Just 21 
minutes later, Alvie sent the second e-mail. It stated, “I found Pauline Goldberg, 
widow of Isidore Goldberg, who has a connection to a female named Cynthia M. 
Frank.” It included Pauline’s current address and her daughter Cynthia’s phone 

Baby Evelyne with her 
grandmother, Jetti 
Haendel, and mother, Pes-
sah Wolfowicz Haendel. 
Both died at Auschwitz. 
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number. Pauline had moved only a few blocks from her previous address. I called 
Cynthia Frank’s phone number and heard a strange message stating that the 
number did not accept any incoming calls. I called Dorothy Bernstein and asked 
if she would go to Pauline’s home and speak to her armed with photos of the 
aunts and uncles Pauline shared with Evelyne. She consented, but stated it could 
not be done until Wednesday. Evelyne was impatient. To her, two days was a long 
time. I assured her Dorothy would act more quickly. Genealogists are compulsive 
when it comes to their research. 
 Tuesday. Dorothy called me in the afternoon. She had gone to Pauline’s home 
and received a totally cold reception. Pauline said she was not interested, and 
when Dorothy offered to leave the documentation she brought with her, Pauline 
slammed the door shut. Evelyne was devastated. I was confident. We were too 
close to solving the problem to fail. If Alvie Davidson could so easily get the 
information he previously provided, maybe he could as easily locate the children 
of Pauline. I sent him another e-mail asking for information about the children. 
Two hours later, Alvie sent me the name, address and phone number of the son, 
who lived in neighboring Boynton Beach and the names of Pauline’s two 
daughters, Mona and Cynthia. 
 Thursday. Evelyne and I were in the habit of using Microsoft Messenger 
instant messaging when it was necessary to discuss strategy at length. We both 
have web cameras and microphones to assist in the communication. That 
morning, as we were discussing the project, my phone rang. A man with a 
Scottish accent stated he was the son-in-law of Pauline Goldberg and was calling 
in response to our inquiries. He stated that he had checked me out, and it was 
obvious I was a prominent person in genealogy. “Why are you involved in this 
matter?” he queried. I told him that I rarely get involved in doing work for clients 
with one exception: Holocaust-related matters. I said I felt I had a moral 
obligation to help Holocaust survivors find family.  
 We had a 15-minute conversation where I knew I had to convince him that his 
family should make contact with Evelyne. I described Evelyne’s life, the early loss 
of her parents, her being cut off from her roots, the change of her name, and her 
total ignorance of who her parents were. He ended the conversation with the 
statement that he would talk to his wife, and they would get back to me. 
 The most remarkable aspect was that Evelyne heard my side of the 
conversation because the microphone was still on. Evelyne, of course, got very 
emotional. I reassured her by saying it was likely they would call back. And even 
if they didn’t, I would contact the family through Pauline’s son. 
 That evening I received a phone call at home. The woman identified herself as 
Mona Goldberg, daughter of Pauline Goldberg. She had received a call from her 
sister, Cynthia, who lives in a suburb of London. Mona, who lives in Los Angeles, 
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was excited about her newly found cousin. I told her virtually everything I had 
told her Scottish brother-in-law, but the conversation was more upbeat. I told her 
this was yet another love story about a Holocaust survivor being reunited with 
family. She gave me her phone number, cell phone number and e-mail address. I 
gave her all the information she needed to contact Evelyne, and she said she 
would call her the following morning. I e-mailed Evelyne immediately—it was 
now 2:00 a.m. in Belgium. Fifteen minutes later, I received a phone call from her. 
 Friday. Evelyne called me at my office to announce she had just completed an 
82-minute telephone call with her newly found cousin in Los Angeles. Two hours 
later, Evelyne e-mailed me that she just had received a phone call from her cousin 
Cynthia. The call was brief, but they promised to talk at length the next day. 
 Saturday. Evelyne spoke to Cynthia for 105 minutes. As she was debriefing me 
about the conversation through Microsoft Messenger, the phone rang at 
Evelyne’s home. It was Pauline Goldberg calling from Florida. She told Evelyne 
that her original fears that the initial inquiries were some sort of scam were 
overcome, and now she was excited to know that she had a first cousin that 
survived the Holocaust. 

Yom Kippur 
 It was time for Evelyne to meet her cousin Pauline. I suggested to her that it be 
mixed with another dose of Judaism by recommending that she join my wife and 
me for Yom Kippur services before she and I flew to Florida to meet her cousin. 
 On Tuesday, October 11, Evelyne flew from Brussels to Newark and the 
following evening participated in her first Kol Nidre service. Before we left for the 
synagogue, the three of us lit five yahrzeit candles for my wife’s parents, my 
father and Evelyne’s parents. I prepared Evelyne for the service by informing her 
the synagogue would be packed with worshippers (there were about 600), that 
the cantor would sing the prayers in a manner that would be equivalent to 
listening to opera, and she would not understand the words, and that while most 
of the prayers would be recited in Hebrew, the prayer book included an English 
translation. I told her she would enjoy reading the prayers because they were like 
reading poetry that continually referred to God’s love for us and our love for God. 
 Unknown to Evelyne, a week earlier I had written the rabbi a lengthy letter that 
started: 

There will be an unusual person in your congregation attending Kol Nidre and Yom 
Kippur services this year. Her name is Evelyne Haendel, and she lives in Liege, 
Belgium. Evelyne is a child survivor of the Holocaust; a Hidden Child. When she 
was five years old her parents hid her with a Christian couple shortly before they 
were deported to their deaths at Auschwitz. 

 It continued by telling the story of her life. At the beginning of the Kol Nidre 
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service, the rabbi went up to the podium and told the congregation, “There is an 
unusual person in our congregation attending our service this year.” He 
continued, without mentioning her name or asking to acknowledge her presence. 
“This Yom Kippur, she will, for the first time, participate in a Jewish religious 
service. It will be the first time she has heard Kol Nidre chanted. At the yizkor 
service, for the first time, she will say a prayer for each of her parents.” Evelyne 
started to cry. 
 Midway through the service, one of the ushers approached Evelyne and told 
her that, when the service reached a specific page, she should come to the front of 
the congregation. I knew what was going to happen. The rabbi had decided to 
honor Evelyne by giving her an aliyah; allowing her to participate directly in the 
service. At the appropriate moment, Evelyne mounted the bima (platform) and 
opened the curtain to the ark in which the Torahs are kept. It was a total surprise 
to Evelyne, and when she returned to her seat she was beaming. 
 On Thursday, Yom Kippur day, Evelyne participated in the yizkor (memorial) 
service, and for the first time said Kaddish (prayer for the dead) for her parents 
and also for her cousin Ursel. 

Meeting Rachelle Goldstein 
 We spent Friday evening at the home of Rachelle Goldstein, the woman at the 
Hidden Child Foundation who provided the initial link between Evelyne and 
myself. Rachelle also was a Hidden Child. Evelyne reminded me that Rachelle’s 
initial e-mail to her stated: 

Dear Evelyne. I was born in Brussels and, like you, I was a Hidden Child. Had my 
parents not survived I would be in your position. Your quest, therefore, is very dear 
to my heart. 

It was another joyous occasion for Evelyne. She later recounted the event by 
saying: 

The light of the candles, the warmth of our hosts, the sharing and immediate 
understanding and the delicious food made a wonderful Shabbat. This was yet 
another “first” in rediscovering my Jewish heritage. 

JGSGW Anniversary Celebration 
 Meeting her cousin was placed on hold for a few days because many months 
earlier, AVOTAYNU editor Sallyann Sack asked me to be the speaker at the 25th 
anniversary celebration of the Jewish Genealogy Society of Greater Washington. 
Sallyann was the founder of JGSGW. Evelyne was thrilled. As she stated to me, 
she wanted to hear me give a speech. My wife, Evelyne and I drove to the 
Washington area on Saturday and stayed overnight at Sallyann’s home. On 
Sunday, at one point in the celebration, Sallyann told the audience of Evelyne’s 
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presence and eventually asked her to come to the microphone and say a few 
words. I panicked. Sallyann was asking her to make extemporaneous comments. 
What she said was brief and quite remarkable. It included the statement, “You 
(genealogists) all know the significance of having family. I know the significance 
of not having family.” 

Meeting Family 
 Monday, Evelyne and I flew to Florida and met her cousin Pauline and her son. 
It was a joyous occasion for both women. Most of the talk was about Pauline’s 
youth and her parents, especially her father—Evelyne’s Uncle Adolph. Pauline 
served a “genuine Jewish lunch” of pastrami sandwiches. 

The Saga Continues 
 Evelyne’s new life continues to blos-
som. Some experiences are joyous, 
others cause pain mixed with joy. 
There are times I think she is the fe-
male Job. In September, she visited, 
for the first time, the grave of her ma-
ternal grandmother, Malka Wolfowicz, 
who died in 1938 and is buried in Ant-
werp, Belgium. To her amazement and 
horror, the tombstone on her grand-
mother’s grave was for another person! 
Glancing along the row of graves, Eve-
lyne noticed the identical name on an-
other tombstone, indicating that when 
a second tombstone was ordered for 
that person, the wrong stone was re-
placed! Evelyne was in pain, but I 
turned the incident into an opportu-
nity. I told her that now she would be able to honor her grandmother by selecting 
a stone of her choosing. Evelyne created a magnificent tombstone and added her 
parents’ names, her paternal grandmother and Ursel’s names at the bottom not-
ing they died at Auschwitz. 
 In late December, Evelyne expressed an interest in learning to read Hebrew. I 
mailed her a book geared for children that teaches Hebrew one letter at a time. I 
also mailed her the Conservative daily prayer book which includes the prayers in 
Hebrew and English. In February, we will start Hebrew lessons, 3,600 miles 
apart, using our web cameras, microphones and Microsoft Messenger. 
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Israel 
 In January 2006, Evelyne achieved another first in her return to being a Jew—
her first trip to Israel. While there, she called my office and said that she had 
visited the Western Wall twice. She told me, “I feel like I am home!” On her 
departure from Israel she sent a text message: “Boker tov (good morning). In a 
few minutes I will be leaving our homeland.” 

Conclusion 
 At one point in this quest, Evelyne sent me an e-mail that sums up why I 
devoted all the time to this project. She wrote me, “In thanking you, I am 
thinking also of my father and mother. I am sure they would have been so 
happy—and grateful.” 
 
Gary Mokotoff is publisher of AVOTAYNU. 

Epilogue 
 Evelyne’s quest for family continues, and today her family tree contains more 
than 100 people. Her first cousin, Pauline, had two sisters. One was located in 
Texas; the other was killed in an auto accident in California. This sister had 
daughters that Evelyne was able to locate. In January 2007, a major 
breakthrough occurred when a book published during World War I listing 
Galician refugees was placed on the Internet. It included the name of a woman, 
Adela (Ethel) Haendel, whom Evelyne was able to demonstrate was her 
grandmother Jetti’s sister. This led to locating paternal relatives living in Canada, 
Israel and the U.S. The Canadian relatives were not only aware of her existence, 
but had pictures of her parents and grandmother not in Evelyne’s possession. 
 For her 69th birthday, my wife and I gave Evelyne a pendant which is her name 
in Hebrew: Chava (חוה). She wears it constantly.  She regularly goes to Yom 
Kippur services in Liege to say Kaddish for her parents, Ursel and her grandmother. 
Since 2005 she has been a guest at my family’s Passover seder service. 
 Evelyne is using the skills she developed in family history research to help 
others. This includes uniting descendants of Belgian Hidden Children with the 
descendants of those who saved the children. Using her expertise in 20th-century 
Belgian resources, she is helping other family historians find records of relatives.  
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Evelyne Haendel (left) at a Passover Seder in 2006 with the author, Gary Mokotoff, and his wife 
Ruth. On her left ring finger, Evelyne wears her mother’s earring that she fashioned into a ring. 

Photograph of Evelyne’s 
parents, Moses and Pessah 
Haendel, was in the pos-
session of the Canadian 
cousins she located in 
2007. The picture was 
taken in April 1932 shortly 
before their marriage. 
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