
Transcript of a letter sent in 1978, describing a trip made in the early 1920’s.   
By Laurence Weinberg 
 
... 
 Unfortunately, the pictures I took in Latvia were badly processed - it was a great 
disappointment to me at the time.  They were developed in Berlin, where I expected better.  But 
the damage was done and there was no way to correct it.  Actually, the enclosed xerox copies are 
an improvement over the originals.  Bad as they are, I think you can see something of the town 
and people.  These copies are from my album - there are, as you see, some duplications.  I should 
tell you that the slant in the pictures was not caused by my standing on the side of a hill, nor 
because I had over-indulged - it was simply the result of poor cutting of the negatives. 
... 
 Now - to explain the pictures-- 
The Pump - Mark Platz 
 This is the center of town.  It is the place to which nearby farmers bring their wares to 
market day.  It is also the sole source of water for the town's inhabitants.  A former resident 
(name unknown) donated the brick structure over the water pump. 
 
Meyer Werbiloff's House 
 As you will see from the map (apologies to Rand-McNally), the Werbiloff's house fronts 
on the Mark Platz.  Meyer Werbiloff was an old friend of Uncle Abe [Abe Weinberg].  He 
seemed to be the most prosperous citizen in town - owned the general store.  Uncle Abe had 
written to him, telling him I was going to visit.  They expected me, and I stayed with them.  
There was a small bedroom which was located in the second floor at the left end of the house, 
reached by semi-ladder-stairway.  That was where I slept the three nights I was there. - actually 
two nights - the first night was the "hotel".  More later.  Late in the day, before dinner, I sat in the 
living room, looking out the open window toward the Mark Platz, watching the people go to the 
pump.  Many of them stopped to visit with me.  Some remembered our family and talked of the 
earlier days. 
 
Schlact House 
 That's the Schacht House.  I believe all of the meat for the Jews of the town was 
slaughtered here. 
 
The Meyer Werbillofs 
 Indistinct though they may be, there are five people here - Meyer and his wife, a married 
son and his wife, and a single son with whom I shared the bedroom.  The married son and wife 
lived with Meyer. 
 
Jahnke Shuster 
 An old friend of everyone in our family - remembered them well.  I believe he was in 
business with my grandfather, who was a cobbler, which explains Jahnke's last name. 
 
Lena Werbiloff, son and daughter 
 Lena was the widow of Meyer's brother - apparently also fairly prosperous.  When I 
arrived in Sassmachen, the train was a great curiosity.  It had commenced its schedule less than a 



month before - no train till then.  It travelled to Sassmachen three times a week and the 
inhabitants were still excited on every arrival.  I reached Sassmachen about 11PM (still not 
sundown in May) and a crowd of some one hundred was on hand.  I wondered at the reception, 
because no one knew exactly what date I would arrive - I didn't either.  I soon learned that they 
weren't there to meet me - they wanted to see the train.  The point of all this is that Lena's 
daughter was in the crowd - saw me disembark - knew that I was expected and helped me find 
my way.  She explained that I was to stay with Meyer, but they had retired, so she took me to the 
"hotel".  As indicated more later. 
 
Sarah Freide Taub [?] 
 She was a first cousin of my father.  She had expected my arrival, but didn't know the 
date.  She had baked a cake (maybe a week earlier), but I ate it and enjoyed.  She and a retarded 
sister lived together.  I understand they died not long after my visit.  Concerning momentos - she 
gave me a ring, a silver wine cup, two large spoons and a small spoon.  The ring was Marion's 
first wedding ring, and when our son, Ivan, was married, Marion gave it to our daughter-in-law, 
Karen.  I gave one of the large spoons to Aunt Rosie, the other to Aunt Lena.  I gave the cup to 
my father - I believe my stepmother, Kate, has it.  I gave the small spoon to my daughter Nana 
[?], who treasures it. 
 
The Mill 
 Is the Mill 
 
Sundal Glazer's House 
 This is the house where my family lived.  My father, Uncle Abe and Uncle Max were 
born there.  At the upper left you see another structure, that is THE HOTEL.  Lena's daughter 
took me there on my arrival.  The place was dark - because of the midnight sun there is no 
electricity from March to October - completely turned off throughout the area.  After some 
pounding on the door, we aroused the landlady who came to the door in her nightgown, carrying 
a candle lamp - eerie.  I got settled in a lovely suite - not entirely clean and no indoor plumbing - 
but managed to pass the night without incident. 
 
Spritz House 
 To put out fires 
 
Grandmother's Grave 
 Badly beaten up.  Because of the devastation in the First World War, no other graves 
could be identified.  Sarah Friede took me to the cemetery and pointed this out to me. 
 
Shul 
 As you might suppose, very orthodox.  Women restrained behind lattice work at the rear.  
They didn't want the touching to interfere with the praying. 
 
Bes Hamedris 
 The Hebrew school where all of our fathers and uncles studied. 
 
Bäd House 



 I suppose this was "the place".  I couldn't quite find out what the procedures were, but I 
suppose there was no basis for criticism.  In any event, so far as I know, there were no other 
bathtubs in town. 
 
Leah Getze's House 
 She was a sister of Bernard, Eugene and some other Hirshfelds - old friends of the family 
I visited briefly. 
 
Lena Werbiloff's House 
 The people you met earlier 
 
The Map 
 I drew this while sitting in the bedroom, upstairs in  Meyer's house.  The names are those 
of old friends - Rosenberg, Edelstein, Himmelhoch.  Of course, Himmelhoch is the family that 
established the department store in Detroit.  Also related to Henry Himmelhoch in Toledo and 
Meyer Himmelhoch in Seattle.  The Tarz Groobe, at the upper right hand corner was a place 
where, I understand, the kids used to go for a night on the town.  Not a structure - just a wooden 
floor.  Probably a balalaika or a fiddle.  ...  The names of the streets  - well remembered by our 
family - are as indicated.  As you see, at the upper left, the road runs to Talsen, a somewhat 
larger town not far away.  The "Baron" lower left, was, at the time our people were there, the 
Governor of the area.  His home still stood while I was there - I don't know who was occupying 
it. 
 
... 
 
P.S. Sorry the map is upside down - North is at the bottom.  I never claimed to be a cartographer.  
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