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FROM DOWN
UNDER

C
elina Koronczyk, a young Bundist from

Melbourne, Australia, wrote the following

in a letter to Yankl Salant:

Not so long ago, I had the pleasure of studying

Yiddish at the Uriel Weinreich Program of Yiddish

Language, Literature and Culture at Columbia

University in New York. Not only was I

surrounded by all elements of Yiddishkeit, but I

was also surrounded by so many incredible people

from all over the world, learning and teaching our

mame-loshn - Yiddish! The course was wonderful,

filled with diversity and variety, with so much to

do and learn. The atmosphere itself, the energy all

these Yiddish lovers created was amazing, too

difficult for words to describe.

Another highlight was living in the Yidish-hoyz

on campus with some of the other Yiddish

students. We slept, ate, worked, cooked and even

breathed in Yiddish. We had Yiddish music playing

as we’d read Sholem Aleichem’s plays or Manger’s

poems and helped one another with our

heymarbet. We’d visit or be visited by our Yiddish

neighbors. Overall, I had the time of my life and

will carry this unforgettable memory with me

forever. Long Live Yiddish!

Khavershaft,

Celina Koronczyk

FROM GRANADA, SPAIN
From a letter that accompanied Francisco A. Julio Giménez' (alum 95) questionnaire

pui drTbTsTw aPTbhg
pui T crhuu pui prTbxhe† T/ vukh† vhngbgz )Tkun' 59(

par dgsgbey thr nhl/ s†x chi thl prTbxhxe†w sgr aPTbhagr

cjur uu†x v†y ayushry thi 5991 thi sgr zungr-Pr†drTo/

f'dgsgbe zhhgr duy sgo zungr thi bhu-h†re tui x'thz ċ nhr

dgckhci zhhgr T uuTrgo dgphk sgrmu/ f†ya f'v†c dgPrUuuy ck̇ci thi

e†byTey nhyi hHuu† thz nhr auugr ≈ Tz ng uuuhby thi aPTbhg v†y

ngi Fngy bhay nhy uugngi mu rgsi ehhi hHsha uu†ry/

sgr zungr 5991 thz nhr dguugi zhhgr uuhfyhew x˙ Pgrzgbkglw x˙

Pr†pgxh†bgk/ x'v†y zhl dggbshey thhi ≤eupv pui n˙i kgci tui

†bdgvuhci T muuhhyg/ b†fi zungreurx v†c thl zhl †Pdgdgci nhy n˙i

shxgryTmhg uugdi cTaguuhxi tui dgTrcgy zhhgr auugr/ pTr T h†ri

v†c thl zh pTrgbshey tui tuhxdgvTkyi sh pTryhhsheubd thbgo

drTbTsgr tubhuugrxhygy/ x'thz dguugi T druhxgr xuemgx tui f'v†c

dgagPy druhx bj,w uu†x sh nuhgri pubgo tubhuugrxhygy v†ci dgvgry

rgsi uugdi hHsha cFkk tui uugdi cTaguuhxgx uugre cpry/ ng v†y nhr

yTeg dgz†dyw Tz f'v†c thcgrdgdgci n˙i khcaTpy pTr khygrTyur

tui pTr sgr hHshagr eukyur/ thmy uuhk thl Truhxdgci n˙i Trcgy

uugdi cTaguuhxiw b†r x'euny nhr †i zhhgr auugr/

xgPygncgr uugk thl †bvhhci Trcgyi ċo thcgrzgmi pui gbdkha

tuh; aPTbha T m†k sgrmhhkubdgi cTaguuhxgx uu†x zgbgi b†l bhay

Truhx thi aPTbhg/ thl uuhk zhhgr ayTre Trcgyi ċ sgo tui x'thz

b†l s† Tzuh phk mu y†i/// Tdç thz b†r uu†x Truhx a†ybx tuhpi v†sx†i

tuh; aPTbhaw thcgrdgzgmy pubgo hHshai †rhdhbTk/ chz thmy v†y ngi

thi aPTbhg thcgrdgzgmy hHshag uugre pui sh gbdkhag thcgrzgmubdgi/

f'eue zhhgr Truhx tuh; t˙gr cukgyhi zungr thi bhu-h†re/ x'uugy

żi zhhgr T duyg dgkgdbvhhyw nhr z†ki zhl egbgi Truhxz†di uugdi hHsha

tui ck̇ci uu̇ygr thi e†byTey/ f'sgrn†i zhl nhy T anhhfk thi sh

P†r jsaho uu†x f'v†c pTrcrTfy thi sgr druhxgr ay†y bhu-h†rew

thi sh xyusgbyi uu†x f'v†c zhl nhy zhh pTrjçryw thbgo cTegbgi zhl

nhy T ḃgr eukyur tui thi sgr khcaTpyw uu†x sh kgrgrx nhy sh

≤knhsho v†ci Truhxdguuhzi thhbgr sgo Tbsgri/

I
think you’ll remember me: I’m Francisco, that

Spanish boy who participated in the Zumer-

program in 1995. I have wonderful memories

of my staying in New York that summer. Although

I have tried to keep in touch with YIVO and some

classmates, it’s not an easy thing when you live in

Spain and unfortunately you don’t have many

(any?) opportunities of practicing your dusty

Yiddish.

That summer ‘95 was a real thing to me, from

both the professional and personal point of view.

It was the end of a stage and the beginning of a

new life. After the Summer Course I worked hard

on my Ph.D. on Bashevis Singer and last year I

concluded my work and defended my thesis in the

University of Granada. It was a successful

experience and I kept a terrific memory of that

day when the walls of the University of Granada

heard about Yiddish words, Singer’s work and the

world of Yiddish. People told me I had successfully

transmitted my love for Literature and my

admiration for Yiddish culture. Now I’m very busy

trying to publish my work on Singer, but the

possibilities are limited. 

In September I start working on the

translation to Spanish from the English version of

some of Singer’s short stories which have never

been translated in Spain. I am determined to keep

on working on him and there is a lot to do... By

the way, Shadows on the Hudson has recently been

published in Spanish with a translation from the

original Yiddish. It’s the first time it happens in

Spain. Previously, all Singer’s work had been

translated to Spanish from English versions.

6th of July, 2000 
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