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This weekend, Temple Beth Sholom joins synagogues across the country in
celebrating Refugee Shabbat. At the end of this document you will find
valuable information about how you can take action to support refugees.
HIAS is also hosting an additional online event tomorrow at 1:30 p..m. where
international leaders will explain the many ways that communities around
the world are stepping up to put our Jewish values into action. If you would
like to participate, you can register for the event at:

https://www.hias.org/events/refugee-shabbat-exploring-jewish-values-actio
n.

When the Social Advocacy Committee began planning for this event, we
were well aware of the global refugee crisis and committed to the work of
supporting those seeking shelter from adversity and displacement. We had
no idea that we would be watching a catastrophic event unfold in Europe, in
a land that many of our congregants’ families fled generations ago.

Jews have been in the United States from its conception. Some have arrived
seeking opportunity and some have come to escape oppression. Whether
your family members were immigrants or refugees, you were probably
raised hearing their Coming to America story. To celebrate Refugee Shabbat
and emphasize the important Jewish value of welcoming the stranger, we
invited you to submit brief descriptions of when your families were new to
this country, and how they arrived. We appreciate that so many of you
shared this precious family lore with the congregation, and are honored to
be able to present them here.

https://www.hias.org/events/refugee-shabbat-exploring-jewish-values-action
https://www.hias.org/events/refugee-shabbat-exploring-jewish-values-action


Harvey Shapiro

The only grandfather I knew, my mother’s father, was Armin Ungerleider, probably born in
1880 in Budapest, Hungary. He arrived in Philadelphia around 1896, leaving Hungary and
its pogroms at age 16 with his “older” 18-year-old cousin Samuel Ungerleider . Cousin
Samuel went on to fame and fortune in NYC starting a stock brokerage firm. My
grandfather Armin was a strong man in a circus, a second to boxers, and eventually —
after marrying — opened a candy store around 10th and Poplar streets in Philly. He
married Helen Bergovitz, who was probably born on the boat that carried her mother and
father to America from Hungary around 1890. My mother’s family largely remained in the
Philly area, though there are many Ungerleiders throughout this Country and all are
allegedly related!
 
My father’s father married in Lithuania and came to America with his wife and three
children, a year before my father’s birth in 1906. They settled in South Philly. My father’s
father died in an industrial accident before I was born, and my father’s mother died the
year I was born after a hard life raising five children as a single mother. We recently
learned that most of our Shapiro family stayed in Lithuania, mostly in the Kovno area,
even through World War II. Notwithstanding the significant losses of Lithuanian Jews
during the Holocaust, most of our family survived and some now live in Israel, having
emigrated there after the Six Day War. My father was most proud to say that we could
trace our Lithuanian heritage back to the Vilna Gaon!

Carolyn Marcus Jacobs

My family story is one of foresight, perseverance, sacrifice, courage, trust, and good fortune. The
roots of my family go back hundreds of years to the Rhineland region of West Germany to towns
only kilometers apart. Subject to the rise of Naziism, the oppressive Nuremberg laws of the 30s,
shunned by Christian neighbors, prevented from pursuing advanced education, incarcerated at
Buchenwald following Kristallnacht and fearing what might come later, they contacted relatives
overseas for commitments of jobs and financial aid, applied for exit visas and, tearfully, left
behind everything and everyone they loved for the chance to begin again in the U.S.

Arriving in New York by ship in March, 1939 with some household goods deemed worthless by
the Nazis and with the equivalent of $30 in their collective pockets, my mother (Lotte “Sarah”
Kaufman Marcus), father (Fred “Israel” Marcus), brother (George) and paternal grandmother
spent that $30 to travel to Philadelphia in pursuit of a job in a knitting mill and of the American
dream. Living for years in rat-infested walk-ups and working multiple jobs to stay afloat, they
made a painful but successful transition to American citizenship. Sadly, especially for my mother,
they could not secure the timely emigration of her parents, the grandparents I never got to
know. They perished in the Belzec extermination camp. I am named in loving memory of my
maternal grandmother. I am the acknowledgement of their courage to optimistically pursue the
future in spite of the hatred and deprivations of the past.



Gloria Wuhl

My maternal grandmother, Lena, age 17, and her 15-year-old sister Minnie left Hungary in 1899,
made their way to Rotterdam, and boarded a ship for New York. They were the oldest of 10
children; the rest of the family arrived four years later. Lena and Minnie lived on the Lower East
Side of Manhattan, where they were joined by their parents and siblings. Lena met her husband,
Elias, who had emigrated to New York from Hungary in 1913. Together they raised four children;
unfortunately, Elias died quite young of kidney disease. 

A very different story is that of my husband's parents who escaped from Nazi Europe in 1942. 
My mother-in-law would often say, "Hitler ran after us three times." Lola and Isidore Wuhl met
in Vienna, escaped to Antwerp and finally arrived in Marseille where they were able to board a
ship to the U.S. Our country was taking very few immigrants, but, luckily, Lola's cousin who
resided in Flint, Michigan, was quite affluent for the times and sponsored my in-laws, Lola's
brother and his family, and her sister and husband. The rest of the family perished in Auschwitz.
Isi's siblings were spread throughout the world —  a brother in Palestine, a sister in Argentina,
and two sisters in Australia. Cousins continue to reside in Israel and Australia.

Terri Oppenheimer

I am first-generation American on my father’s side and third generation on my mother’s. My
mother’s family arrived in the early 1900s, with my grandmother’s family coming via steerage
from Ukraine and my grandfather’s from Romania. Though he was born in the United States, the
youngest of 8 children, family legend has it that my grandfather’s family’s immigration was
funded by the Rothschilds, based on academic testing of his elder brothers.

I am far more familiar with my father’s family story. My grandmother was one of three sisters
who grew up and lived in a tiny town near the Black Forest. Though my grandmother’s parents
and all three sisters’ husbands insisted during Hitler’s rise to power that things would be fine, by
the time my uncle and father were born (the youngest two of the six children born to the sisters),
the Nuremberg Laws were in place and the sisters insisted that it was time to go. Each of their
husbands traveled to America first with sponsorship from a wealthy family member in the
midwest.  They  established themselves, then sent for their wives and children.

My grandmother was the youngest sister and the last to make the trip via Hamburg with her
two children – my uncle and my four-year-old father – and her parents. They left the night
before Kristallnacht, sneaking out of town with local police who they’d grown up with pointedly
turning their back so as not to see them as they made their escape to Hamburg. We have the
ship’s manifest from their journey to New York, and their passports complete with Nazi insignia
and marked Juden. My paternal grandfather’s side of the family refused to leave, and though
the majority of that side of his family perished in the Holocaust, my great grandfather survived
Terezin. When we visited that camp on TBS’ Eastern Europe trip, I carried with me the  Jewish
money depicting Moses that he brought to the United States after having been liberated from
the camp.



Howard Cetel

My mother was only six years old when she left her home in Chishinev in 1929.  Today,
Chishinev is in Moldova. Speaking only Yiddish and in search of a better world, she, my
aunt, and my grandparents arrived at Ellis Island on the steamship Cunard line and then
moved to Brooklyn, NY where life began anew. They never looked back on the land
they left, but I remember speaking to my Zeidy about his life in the old country.   I am
fortunate to have an autobiography he wrote in Yiddish and had translated into English
by a good friend — who lived in Philadelphia of all places!!

Recently my two older brothers and I took a nostalgic road trip to visit the home that she
grew up in and where she raised her three sons. Though our family’s immigration story
is far from unique, leaving in 1929, on the tail end of the massive migration from Eastern
Europe, could have ended very differently for my mother. Just a few short years later
this story would have had quite a different ending… far from the storybook one I am
fortunate to be able to write.

Minna Recht

My father, Harry Mittleman, had a tough time coming to America.  He was a young man living
with his loving and supportive family in Hungary (now part of Ukraine).  He decided to go to the
USA in 1916. He got his passport and ticket for a ship leaving out of Bremen, Germany. Once he
arrived at the dock, he was frightened, so he returned to his family. Then World War I broke out
and he was drafted into the Austro-Hungarian regime.  He hated serving in that filthy war.

When that war ended, they sent Harry to Russia to stop the Russian Revolution. My father
witnessed anti-semitism in the streets of Russia. Old Jewish men were beaten in the streets. As
soon as he could get back to his family, he knew he had to get away from the ugliness.  He got
another ticket and sailed to America in1925. 
 
One sister was already living in Pennsylvania with her husband and children. My father
stayed with that family and worked as a skilled butcher.  One Sunday afternoon he bumped into
a 'lundsman' from Hungary. This friend introduced my father to a lovely lady who would become
Harry's wife and my mother.

Harry still had a visitor's visa, so he bribed an attorney with a box of cigars and miraculously
received his U.S. citizenship. Harry never looked back. His father, brother, sister-in-law, and three
children perished in the Holocaust. 

Harry Mittleman could never understand why anyone would ever travel to Eastern Europe; he
loved Democracy and hated the dictators of Europe. He was a kind and loving family man. He
came to live with me and my family when my mother died.  He loved TBS, and went to
morning Minyan every day. He also loved Cherry Hill.  He died in 1981.  He was a fine and kind
gentleman.



Nina Langsam Jay

My parents were Holocaust survivors from different areas in Poland. They each survived ghettos,
concentration camps, and years of slave labor. My mother, Dora Langsam, was one of five
siblings, and was just 14 years old in 1939. At the war’s end her parents, grandparents, three
older siblings with their spouses and babies under six months of age were gone — only she and
her younger sister had survived. My father, Harry Langsam, was a young farmer with a wife and
two young children. Only he survived.

My mother and aunt were taken to Sweden in April 1945 by the Swedish Red Cross. My father
was also in Sweden, though I don’t know how or when he arrived there. They met at a dance
and were married in 1947 in the Great Synagogue in Stockholm.

It was my father’s dream to come to America. My parents applied and started a family – my
brother and I were both born in Sweden. After 8 years and with the help of HIAS, we arrived as
refugees, or Greenahs as we called ourselves. We came by airplane in a 24-hour trip, landing in
New York in 1953. They were so brave coming to a new country, not knowing the language or
anyone here. My parents settled in Philadelphia along with other survivor families who had been
on the same flight.

My childhood was rich with Yiddish and the celebration of Jewish traditions. My parents did not
talk about their experiences, and I didn’t ask as I understood it would cause them great pain. In
1987 our daughter Lisa asked my mother to speak to her Hebrew School class here at TBS. That
was how I finally learned the fate of my grandparents, aunts and uncles. My mother also spoke
when our son Harris was ready to hear her story. Our granddaughters are 4th generation
Holocaust survivors. My proud mother used to say, “I am the winner” and I would always reply,
“Yes, Mom, you are the winner.”

Naomi Baumgarten

Mike Landsman's grandfather, Joseph Zeller, grew up in a small village in the Carpathian
Mountains, in what was then Hungary.  In 1944, he and his family members were sent to
Auschwitz.  He was the only survivor from his family. After surviving Auschwitz/Birkenau he went
to the United Kingdom as one of the Windermere Children, a group also called "The Boys"
though it also included girls.

After some years in the U.K. studying the jewelry trade, he came to the United States by boat.
He had cousins in Ohio with whom he stayed. From there he came to New York, where he
married and raised three children and had a successful jewelry business.

Before his passing in 2018, he got to meet his first three great-grandchildren, including our
daughter Anna.  Joe Zeller was a humorous, generous, and hardworking person. He was
involved with his synagogue and with the '45 Aid Society, a charitable organization created by
the very same group of child Holocaust survivors brought to the U.K. of which he was a member.



Alvin Stern

My father, Ludwig, left Bad Hersfeld, Germany in 1938, arriving in New York City on Labor Day,
September 3rd, 1938, at the age of 13 with his parents and older sister. It was just a few months
before Kristalnacht.  They were able to come to the United States because my grandfather's
youngest brother had come in the 1920s and was able to sign an affidavit saying that he would
support them rather than them becoming wards of the state. 

My mother, Lottie, was born in 1930 and lived in Frankfurt-am-Main, Germany, where my
grandfather owned a clothing store. On the night of Kristallnacht he was arrested and sent to
Buchenwald.  My grandmother was able to get him released after about a month.  She and her
parents arrived in England in March 1940, where they lived in separate host homes for several
months. In August 1940 they reunited and arrived in the United States on September 10th. They
lived in Philadelphia where they had some mishpucha. 

Both of my parents had mishpocha who were murdered in the Shoah.  

My dad served in the U.S. Army and served as an interpreter as U.S. forces moved into Germany. 
After the war he went to CCNY and then landed a job in Philly where he also had a mishpacha
who knew of my mom and made the Shidduch. They were married in 1952.

.

Sandee Chalik

Anna Markman Grosby, my father’s mother, was born in 1880 while traveling to the boat her
mother took to the USA. Anna was the oldest of 5 siblings who were subsequently born in the
new world. Her family settled in Eau Claire, Wisconsin because they heard that it was a good
place to make a living. She married my grandfather, Sam Grosby, and the couple moved to St.
Paul, Minnesota. There, they helped found the first conservative synagogue, Temple of Aaron.
They had two children, Robert and Phyllis Grosby, who were educated at the Talmud Torah of St.
Paul. The Temple of Aaron and the Talmud Torah continue to support a vibrant Jewish
community in St. Paul.

My mother’s mother, Rivka Weiner Hochman, was born in 1880 and came from a shtetl called
Yaroshev in Ukraine.She moved to Europe with her husband in 1905 and they came to the USA
via Galveston, Texas in about 1910. They settled in Minneapolis, Minnesota, where they had
“landsmen,” relatives. Rivka was one of 10 siblings. Three of the siblings settled in Minneapolis,
six went to Sao Paulo, Brazil, and three remained in Ukraine. Rivka lost touch with them during
World War II … presumably they were killed in the Holocaust. However, I heard many stories
about the Weiner family in Brazil throughout my life. My mother, Evelyn, was born in 1917,
following her two siblings, Rose and Harry. They were educated at the Minneapolis Talmud
Torah and spoke Yiddish, English and a little Hebrew. My parents met at a Junior Hadassah
dance in Minneapolis, married, and settled in St. Paul, where I grew up.



Jackie Goldstein

My maternal grandfather was born in Lugantsk (near Kiev), Russia (1878 -1934).  He was a
shoemaker. He died of a cerebral hemorrhage 10 weeks before my mother married my father.

My maternal grandmother (my Bubbe and the only living grandparent when I was born in 1951)
was born in Alexandrofsky, Russia (1884-1966).  She was the oldest of seven children.She came
to the U.S. with her marriage family in 1902 (father-in-law, spouse, and brother-in-law) two
years before her birth family came.  They came with two kids in tow, a 2-year-old boy, and a
baby girl. Their last name, Skloff, was probably a little longer than that.  My mother told me that
we were related to all the Skloffs, and I think that is the reason.

My paternal grandfather was born in Philadelphia. His parents were born in Yassy [lasi] Romania
and immigrated to the U.S. in 1886. My paternal grandmother was born in December of 1892 in
Romania.  She was the oldest of eight.  Four girls and 4 boys, but I only remember 3 of her
sisters.  She died before I was born.  In fact, I am named after her.  Her  maiden name was
probably completely different from what we thought.  Apparently, her father took the dog tags
or identification papers from a dead soldier.

Myrna Birnbaum

In relating my family story, I have only found information back to my grandparents.
My mother, Anne, was the ninth child of Isaac and Sarah Goldschneider, who left their families,
went to England, and traveled to Liverpool, then to Philadelphia, arriving in 1900. Sarah was
born in Reteshov, Ukraine, and Isaac came from Krakow. We know that they were in London
because we have photos from studios there. As  their  family grew they moved to larger quartesr
in South Philadelphia, and eventually settled on Mifflin Street.

My father Jacob was the youngest son of the Weiss family,with two brothers and four sisters. His
father, Louis, was born in Indiana, Russia. He was a baker. The Weiss family arrived in Canada in
1898 and went to Philadelphia by boat and train.They made several moves and finally settled on
Mifflin Street as well.

Both families became grandparents to 19 children.

Growing up, my parents, Anne and Jacob, played in the street, became close and eventually
married. They had three children: Myrna,Samuel, and David. We entered professional lives: I
went into education, Samuel chose engineering, and David is a University professor.

After my brothers and I moved out on our own, my parents moved to Woodcrest, joined TBS and
were happy there. Just before our son Mark was born, my late husband and I moved from Drexel
Hill to New Jersey. Faith was born, and we also became members of this great Shul. By the way,
we have one (!) grandson, Jacob.



Bonnie Friedman

My paternal grandfather, Benjamin Zaroff, came to this country from Russia when he was 13
years old in 1907. He was one of 13 children —  all boys. His story was like that of most young
people on the ships....they ran around the ship having great days with all the other children. 

I think of his mother. She spoke no English, and she was ultra orthodox, and she had horrible
living conditions. She lost a child on the trip, probably from some simple virus.
I don't remember my great grandmother, but I know what kind of strong woman she had to be.

I silently thank her every day. She gave me a wonderful grandfather, and he gave me a
wonderful childhood! I didn't know my great grandmother, but I believe she was strong and
hopeful, and I will always think of her as part of who I am.

Robbie Ranes

My mother Gertrud (Trudy) Plaschkes Chapnick was born in Vienna, in what she described as a
'typical middle class home.' She was close to her parents and older brother. She remembers her
father describing himself as Austrian first, as he was a member of his country's military. He
downplayed the suspected harm that would come to the Jews.

My mother was placed on the Kindertransport to the U.K. right after turning 17. She exchanged
sporadic letters with her parents, but she never saw them again. Their letters are now archived
(and occasionally on display) at The Leo Baeck Institute in Manhattan.

Mom described being very unhappy and lonely in England. Speaking no English, she remembers
long nights reading the British newspaper with a German/English dictionary to learn the
language of her adopted country. These difficulties my mom encountered would have a
long-lasting effect on her. Eventually she was able to attend nursing school and was proud to
complete the program in English. After nine long years she was able to emigrate to the United
States to be with her brother and his family.

My mother soon secured employment briefly as a nurse at Brooklyn Jewish Hospital, and soon
met her husband. Tragedy struck when he passed away at age 49.

Trudy returned to nursing and never complained about being a ‘single mother' as she raised her
two young daughters. Mom had some assistance from a beloved aunt who was also a young
widow who’d never had children. Tante Trudy had also suffered during the war, fleeing from her
upper middle class home in Vienna, she and her husband Simon lived with three other couples in
a room for a decade in Shanghai prior to emigrating to America.

Of course, there is much more to be said, as is true of anyone's journey. But I hope this conveys
in some way the difficult and arduous journey one refugee experienced in coming to America.



Miriam Grossmann
 
My father, Joachim Stybel, was born in Zarki, a small town near Krakow, Poland. At 11, he went
to Warsaw to apprentice in the leather business. His father bought him his tefillin there and that
was his Bar Mitzvah. As a young man he was sent to America to pursue the leather trade for his
brother’s business. He adjusted to life in Philadelphia and decided to stay when the Lusitania
went down. He caught the eye of a young woman on the trolley and asked permission of her
father to meet her. He proposed by asking if she would go to Japan on a business

trip/honeymoon. They were married at Keneseth Israel and off they went.

Allison Singer Lindemann

My ‘Bubby’ – Lea Singer — passed away at 94, two months before her 95th birthday.  We spent
a great deal of time reflecting on her life's journey, in particular on being a refugee in America in
the early 1950s.

Lea was a Holocaust survivor born in Rustweczko, Poland, in 1924. Her parents, sister, brothers
and many relatives died during WWII. She survived by hiding her faith while performing farm
labor and attending Sunday Mass. As WWII ended, she and others came out of hiding, including
her future husband Beniek Singer. Beniek was also a survivor with a remarkable story of survival.
He had hidden with family in the woods, under a barn floor.

After they married in 1945, my grandparents moved from the Russian occupation and
established a home at a displaced persons’ camp known as Feldafing in Munich, Germany where
their daughters were born. In 1949 they immigrated to the United States with the help of HIAS.
They arrived in Brooklyn, New York by ship and found their way to their farm in Vineland, NJ.
This began a new chapter with friends from Europe who had made the move to South Jersey.
Many became chicken farmers. They learned new languages and customs, met new neighbors of
different faiths, and expanded their family with the birth of their son, my father Aaron Singer.

My grandfather was not well following the war. He passed away in 1984 when I was in first
grade. It was not until the mid-1980’s that my grandmother started talking about her
Holocaust-era experiences.

I am grateful to live in a country of equal opportunity and religious freedom. My trips to
Vineland were a source of comfort. There was always a warm meal and a conversation which
helped develop an understanding of being present. My Bubby was always in the moment. She
taught me how resiliency and empathy can define one's character. Those values live on in me.



Julie Bannett

An old ketubah dated January 13, 1889, “entered into, in London, between the Bridegroom

Marks Pitts and his Bride Annie Lucgarden” at the New Street Synagogue started a journey of

discovery. Who were these people, my great-grandparents? Searching the United Kingdom

government archives, I learned that Marks was listed as a “sugarhouse laborer” or “sugar

baker” on the birth certificates of his three children. A quick Google search revealed the

Dickensian conditions these laborers endured. Sugar-baking was back-breaking work under

deplorable conditions in the extreme heat of London’s sugar refineries. Fires were common. Turn

of the century London was dirty and disease-ridden. Despite the harsh reality of the times, these

two immigrants, Marks and Annie, met, married and had three children. By 1902, however, they

had endured enough. Bound for Quebec, they boarded the Lake Megantic with three children in

tow,  Rachel (age 11), Fanny (age 6) and baby Chatztsel, in search of a better life.

Eventually they settled in York, Pennsylvania, where Annie’s brother lived. Marks Pitts became

Max Pitt, and he got a job at the Fox & Ottmyer bakery in York. In March of 1907, less than five

years later, Max was dead, having died “in great agony” from tetanus after his hand was

crushed in machinery at the bakery (The York Dispatch, March 9, 1907). Annie, now a young

widow with three children, did what many in her situation did — she remarried. Several years

later, her new husband abandoned her, but not before leaving her with another child.

I never heard any of this tragic story from either my grandmother Fanny or my mother. But
knowing what Max and Annie went through to try to make a better life for themselves and their
children, I am so grateful and proud to be their great-granddaughter.

Michael Cohen

My father, Dr. Philip Cohen, was born in Brooklyn, NY on November 16, 1923, was the son of
Herschel Kohagin (Harry Cohen) and Nechameh Adiman (Annie Cohen). Grandpa Harry, the
youngest of five children, was born and educated in Vilna, Lithuania. Grandma Annie was born
and raised in Gelvonai, Lithuania. She was the daughter of David Peretz Adiman.  My father’s
mother and her two brothers, Moishe Joisef Adiman (Morris Adelman) and Feiveh Adiman
(Philip Adelman), emigrated to New York City from Lithuania. Annie Cohen’s father’s parents
were Joisef Moishe Adiman and Etteleh Adiman.

My mother, Thelma Hazel Goldenberg, was born in Philadelphia, PA on November 15, 1924, was
the daughter of Daniel Goldenberg and Betty Rose. Grandpa Daniel, the oldest of eight children,
was the son of David Goldenberg and Martha Simkins. My great-grandparents married in
Philadelphia in 1891. Grandpa Daniel was born in 1892; his father and mother were ages 22 and
20, respectively.   My great-grandfather, David Goldenberg, was born on September 12, 1869, in



Fulcin, Romania (Arta, Ipeiros, Greece).  David Goldenberg emigrated to Philadelphia in 1888 at
the age of 19.  He had two older brothers:  Favel was born in 1861 and Morris was born in 1864
in Romania. My great-grandmother, Martha Simkins, the daughter of Israel and Pearl Simkins,
was born in January 1872 in Romania. My great-grandparents married in 1891. Grandpa
Daniel’s oldest sister, Rose Bertie (Greenbaum) was born on July 5, 1893 in Philadelphia. His
second sister, Rosa Elizabeth, was born in 1894. Sister #3, Ethel, was born on July 24, 1896. Sister
#4, Leah, was born on December 8, 1897. Sister #5, Florence, was born on July 2, 1898. Sister #6,
Edith, was born on December 11, 1901. Grandpa Daniel’s only brother, Israel Henry “Harry”
Goldenberg was born on January 29, 1904. My great-grandparents were clearly desperate for a
second son; they needed sons to manufacture Goldenberg’s Peanut Chews.



The values of HIAS-PA are based on the core Jewish beliefs of “welcoming the stranger” and
tzedakah (generosity, charity, and fairness). HIAS-PA views newcomers as valuable resources,
not burdens to the community. They believe in the dignity of the individua lalong with
compassion, empathy, tolerance, and respect. You can make a difference by supporting the
work of HIAS-PA in the Delaware Valley.

How to Support the Work of
HIAS-PA

DONATE
You can make a difference by ensuring that immigrants and refugees have somewhere safe to
turn when they arrive in our community. Contribute to HIAS- PA at hiaspa.org. HIAS-PA also
welcomes donated gift cards to support the ongoing and emergency needs of their clients.
Gift cards to Target, Acme or Walmart can be sent to community@hiaspa.org or mailed to:

HIAS Pennsylvania, Attention: Anneke Kat
600 Chestnut St. Suite 500B, Philadelphia, PA 19106

VOLUNTEER
There are many ways you can volunteer with HIAS Pennsylvania. Click on this link
(hias-pa.org/get-involved/volunteer/) to learn more about the opportunities and how to get
involved.

SPEAK OUT
Refugees and Immigrants are impacted by federal, state, and local laws, policies and
procedures every single day. Many of these laws, policies and procedures hurt vulnerable
newcomers and, ultimately, hurt us as Americans. The only way to change these is to contact
your elected representatives and let them know that you want them to make changes.

Click on this link (hias-pa.org/get-involved/advocate/) for more information on how you can
speak out and advocate for refugees and new immigrants in our community.


