
I am a Holocaust survivor, not yet 15 when I returned to my hometown in 
Czechoslovakia in May, 1945, alone, depressed, all my family murdered. 
 
It was Beethoven that helped me in my recovery. 
 
I attended a concert in a Prague concert hall where Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony was 
featured. 
 
Not knowing what to expect, I was struck by the strength and vigour of the composer 
whose own misery in life was overwhelming. 
 
I remain ever grateful to Beethoven for lifting my life. 
 
John Freund    Toronto 

A Letter To The Editor of the Globe & Mail 

 
Twenty one years  later, in a small village in rural British Columbia, with loving parents, 
just before my fifteenth birthday, in May, I was opening a parcel from the Columbia 
Record Club. 
 
It contained Leonard Bernstein’s new recording of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony. 
 
I put it on the stereo player. 
 
I did not, like John Freund, have to be lifted from a world of loneliness, depression and 
bereavement.  I did not have the terrifying memories of Auschwitz in my adolescent 
mind.   
 
I lived in a deeply secure world. 
 
I was and am deeply fortunate, something I understand more and more, every year 
since that May afternoon.  I know now how fragile that security can be. 
 
But at almost fifteen, sitting in that small mid1960s living room, I was struck by the « 
strength and vigour » of Beethoven.  
 
I was « blown away » as I think we had started saying around that time. 
 
And although in a way very different from John Freund, and yet the same (we both fell 
in love with a piece of music), « I remain ever grateful to Beethoven for lifting my life. » 
 
Thanks be to God for Beethoven, 250 years old late last year. 
 
Lorne Ellaschuk 
 


