Articolo di Edith Weiss pubblicato a pag. 4 dell’Ontario Chronicle del 28 giugno 1945.

[kl

WTER T G Bk dum 21,2545

zn 1 BE CAME
;'EIHEI{I'EEI.-I IATED
.II.";.-".EI'."-'%.I'I"E:-"'".'-I

Eoy S ol on douasg
2 Lo oraaldly . Bhad T am
pitil=r beow I e 1=
= BhATOann ITER R ST HE T
LR HE L= o Fullw zad
e o e mmdtdln ore
LT ol gl bay [y
plee my o dlp o  Tlhazw
ere 3idl] =s=r abaare b
Toree g no T Land” fdin 1o
bRl =i e zaals

n

T &g b
T ira® l:.':au.-ll.uu:'.:l.'.-

Lo whar [ouns aoeltbal ==
= Nrh Sazoe of Tem =
o ald deops sakinsd
wgain el @ wmwi @go  Hee
mediy =ayee mli= S
o BEElATAnnR, Fiop A=

cawlmitloae 1'!'\"-"" In, Boriin
nalrrd melicl!

Be, o o Merdey —or-
A T oy 1l ~35h L=
nf ' "\'-il_lll_l o e I:I'
reazsl nlby o slcs |."“I-
Li=r in o noomrell. Tarld
mtrarealy ol tew,  ohas)
P el Laode  wazmliees’
Lioe o, ihls Peellapr
T AT Awrlal ebdlar

o e daglm] Mo PR

Lrma e mou armass] o=
[ 1 > P Fetorisrd

Sime bl et Lk Il ey = e
warbaz imalrs o i
1=tbdax wenyma Null =L

wodrans FFos O Fre gne=
wnr tiepst i B, S3Y=TRe
Lais om Uramd =f  Fuaas

Llvud [roam =av"="thael =sp

e Taas iy haed F- Farer-
efen mal glod 15275 ol
PO e e e ) afLark

elronsy = Dzl alsk &
Ealr ihnklins of Teaedny,
Taservel  For Brgll “ek el
Regdrmess krideellz, wmisd
Tl.l.l.'l.lul;r'.rl:l—'-ld 14—
Fh}m ak .J'.I, i

fu -.q_l'l?lp |'=' 1]
TP, oo Wiy wazk J'J...E w'
i ly wel sopee cpasmmd
=l Jaml Tridier awerdnn
L= tha ME=lzeen eddcees]-
Un PR, Hlo ple atipale
from Lag Hsliers  dalta
s, AlTme el lan
|:l'l'd-| e I.H'Il |'..'.|..|
Malry Fuwlyroay sxl =
bl mpy 3o hagEpr 4G
sesads our ddploar e
petkes SUER O NEL Rmerdoas
S mH picle ssrp Lwa
=z Iriard J=alf Clam-

mealay ue durdng Lers l'.{

Taind amges 1z b lange O
L varbeln ousse wlex Lo

oo scoeenlitry, Tbmaoa

e snsckal o Lirxd
r=al ored 7z oepn b |:r.'II
anl e wli. mers Le=l

ST .'1.;-. BT .-1.-.'-__ 0 ohine Lo i omazpil,
s of Lbx eehizal  pllags
sl rog ety e P T

femheam, Tirn apnarhoe wra
i BB T TR | = LSt T e T
2zl Gimclaa Ko HLilaw,

SHE LATS FERETIAAL

_‘-I-\_' l:"'\.hL .1.||||' Bt

Favoart Depld [pone, Tace wel was ecelaoalas Lees
1. Earelwr ped, Pelasimg]  Seelor rhen L brlilars
Falpt U..f8wse. o E T gt sl o Ry

T e wEsy proed o rwaldenta mad peoty (TR
g Hhey Ao Simg tooededd  onrkeils o tha <ld Pk
menn W rowmd presznklg, of thy Foltar,  Ascedng
1z cdae . dexlarad THavk prosw sy peocloccned e

nlarr dx glen u'.I.' L

'I:I'

ap podntz raec, anck Teewg

diter Zming tha asloree
dm pardal cHrop tafega
ity i U iaglibaas thm 22

fﬁfb

1, cirtenpd wlx
L ] 3' Tims

i LI.: -
Ty e
bl Foish S=terlo

‘l'l_!-ﬂ.'l,:| we ik, =il
firhs atz. 1In .| ivd1 ser

w0 oy whoin sverh asgesly peoT-

Irom Sar-cfT Lerda iz vielpated) e Pt alam ol
azanlots FRedr hioE addur pagle downebratoc
azl |.I.|1‘|.1.||.E|_-I'_ £ 1N el A fiqa I::LJ'—. 'I-"“-J'ﬁ
jo:? raEpraasss Lie plapiop malay  cerss O
topm Mant Hwic meck Cbe= pamopon oy BRirty o kg
re fial Toon mafltable plyze. Gerly Gdun,  Glg=
el werldma o 1 gl Erd lrbar Elmm %ﬂ-

Ara e Lk el o=
razk when Jroxldscit Ueee
d, Swre of ke Ficard =

mal Rigesd =ldzarper e
w2 abds woguodsare el
Moo Trassbr mele W ame

A BTN S B g oAty lfmeeearan, kfbar U gie

anmy. ALl Iowmlboad o wn i prdoss weomo e

tha whsza, T baesd the irlirales ez Fha wrasrda.

w1 r.-'.'ﬁr salat! e The reaulie ol Lles poiess

pinl I pneilag 1 ALl a=a pebldewed i6 ko pral=

T el zpgploiacd oo thda Low
I bellyws Z mpank in

WM
t9 remn of thd othar fl- -
= prwliatcu of 5, FEal-

Lar mivga J. ey Lin's e

AT ShaLlr taor banors Lo




Testo dell’articolo

No, it is not a dream, it is reality that | am sitting here in the large Robinson Auditorium,
dressed in a white cap and gown and waiting until I am called to receive my diploma. There are
still many others before me, so | have time to think over the past. In Vienna (Austria), attending
the high school | dreamed often about the “Matura™ (Graduating), but later during the
emigration period other things occupied my thoughts. Only when | was admitted to the High
School of Oswego, my old dream wakened again and a week ago the reality begun with the...
examinations. Five examinations layed before me, how awful' So, on a Monday morning |
walked with some of my friends to the school with a sick feeling in my stomach. But strangely
and true, when you sit in the examination room, this feeling passes. Social studies were
scheduled for this morning and during three hours we were squeezed about tricky historical
questions until the clock marked twelve and the lobbies became full of voices: “How did you
answer question No. 5?”’- ““Peter the Great of Russia lived from to?”’- “That map was really
hard.”- Everyone was glad that one subject was behind us, but already we felt sick again,
thinking of Tuesday, reserved for English and Business Arithmetic, and Thursday, reserved for
Typing and Shorthand.

But as everything in life, so this week full anxiety and hopes passed and last Friday evening in
the Robinson Auditorium we, the six students from the Shelter — Anita Baruch, Alfons Finzi, Lea
Hanf, Gordana Milinowic, Steffi Steinberg and myself — were happy to receive our diplomas
together with 181 American boys and girls, among them our friends Donald Cleveland Smart
who belongs in a certain sense also to our community. It was a very nice evening. The band of
the school played, we sung the National Anthem, fine speeches were delivered by
Superintendent Charles E. Riley, Herbert David Lyons, Jane L. Karcher and Principal Ralph
M. Faust.

We were very proud and at the same time touched when Mr. Faust presenting the class
declared “that the class is also unique in that it numbered six residents of the Shelter at Fort
Ontario who came from far-off lands to complete their high school education in Oswego™. He
expressed the hope ““that their work here has been profitable and worthwhile””. And then came
the great moment when President Myron D. Stone of the Board of Education announced my
name. Slowly | walked on the stage, | heard the word ““‘congratulation” and | received my
diploma.

| believe | speak in the name of the other five graduates of the Shelter when | say that we are
really ery happy to have reached our first goal and you can be sure, that we will work hard for
the second.
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