
Lazar Goldstein 

This is my father, Lazar Goldstein. The picture was taken in Bucharest, towards the end of the
1920s, and was sent to his parents in Husi, as a postcard. Father was born in Husi in 1900. His only
education consisted of four elementary grades, as he had to start earning his living at an early age.
He left his home at about 18 and ended up in Buhcarest. I don't know who taught him carpentry,
but he was very skilled. He owned a workshop in Bucharest, where he had two apprentices. He was
very industrious and persevering and valued a thing that was well crafted. He made the pieces of
furniture all the way from the beginning to the end. He often worked for important people, like the
writer Liviu Rebreanu [Liviu Rebreanu (1885-1944): Romanian prose writer and playwright, author
of significant social novels such as Ion, Rascoala - The Uprising -, and Padurea spanzuratilor - The
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Forest of the Hanged.] or the prominent politician Armand Calinescu [Armand Calinescu (1893-
1939): president of the Ministers' Council, an anti-Nazi and anti-Legionary figure, advocate of the
alliance with France and England; he had the courage to tell King Carol II, in 1939, that 'the
Germans are a danger and an alliance with them equals a protectorate'. He was assassinated by
the Legionaries on 21st September 1939, in Bucharest.]. The house and the workshop were in fact
one and the same thing, and my mother would get upset because the house was full of sawdust.
My father would have liked all the family to help him in his work, as the two apprentices weren't
always there. I used to help him pretty often. Although I was only 10, I was familiar with timber and
I enjoyed the smell of new furniture. My job was to polish the furniture. It was no easy job, for, if my
arm got tired, I had to quickly remove the brush imbued with chemical substances from the piece
of furniture, lest it should imprint itself and burn the material. At a certain point, my father lost the
workshop, because he didn't manage to pay his taxes. So one beautiful spring day, some people
from the police and the city hall came. They were beating this huge drum, reading aloud the
decision that empowered them to take my father's workshop away from him. It was a scene worthy
of the Middle Ages. After that, my father became a free-lance worker. He would usually go to his
customers' places. At the beginning of 1940, my father was drafted and was sent to Bessarabia.
Beside military drills, he also dug trenches and made furniture for the superior officers. Jews were
still considered citizens of this country, not its 'enemies', as they would become after Romania
entered the war. My father told me that the Jews who served in Bessarabia were invited over to
Jewish families every Friday evening and Saturday morning in order to celebrate the Shabat. After
Romania lost Bessarabia and Bucovina, as a result of the Molotov-Ribbentrop Pact, my father was
discharged from the army. He was able to work during the war, for a very small salary, of course.
He worked at the Brancovenesc Hospital in Bucharest, in the field he was trained for (furniture
repairing and maintenance). My father worked 8-9 hours per day. Of course, he could eat at the
workplace; but we had a very hard situation at home, as the rations of the Jews were smaller than
the ones of the Romanians. So my father did himself justice sometimes and brought home a fish
that he kept hidden under his shirt. I think this is how his lungs got ill - the fish was cold and he
kept it pressed against his skin for several hours. He was very happy when he was able to cook for
us the fish he would bring home from time to time. He died at the age of 63, in 1963, and was
buried at the cemetery on Giurgiului St., according to the Jewish ritual. We observed the Yahrzeit,
and the one who recited the Kaddish was my brother.
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