
You may ask yourself, well...How did I get here? -David Byrne

Two and a half years ago I didn't know who I was or where I came from.  I grew up being told a) my 
name couldn't possibly be a Russian name and it must have been changed at Ellis Island or something 
and b) my grandfather was born in small village in the Russian Empire called Vishky, but no one knew 
where it was and c) if it still existed.   My grandfather told me when I was very young that I could 
remember it because it rhymed with “Whiskey”.

I started doing family research about seven years ago.  My Dad had been keeping family tree data on 
his PC through the 90's.  We became aware that my Dad had Alzheimer's sometime in 2000 or 2001 
and I decided that I should take on the task of  updating his database, because I'm a computer 
programmer by profession. I really hated the software he was using, and decided that I'd just write 
my own and make a family website.   I had no idea what a journey I was undertaking!

Sometime in 2002 or 2003 I discovered the Ellis Island website and Ancestry.com and set out to find 
my family in those records.   I figured that would be easy since “Dumes” is a relatively rare name.  If 
you search on the Ellis Island site, you’ll see half a dozen Dumes possibilities but none with a first 
name that I recognized.   I didn’t know at that time that they traveled under what is sometimes 
referred to as their Yiddish name and didn’t take their American names until after they were in 
America.   I despaired of ever being able to find anything!   However, I found that if I carefully 
reviewed each record, there was much more to be found.  

For example, one of the Dumes records is for “Taubs Dumes” from “Wisky, Kowno”.  “Wisky” sounded 
promising:  remember that my grandfather said he came from a place that rhymes with Whiskey.    I 
started reading more of the Taubs record and found a notation that her final destination was Suffern, 
N.Y. where she was meeting her brother-in-law J. Kaplan.   My grandfather’s oldest sister was 
married to a fellow named Jacob Kaplan.  Jacob Kaplan is a very common name, but it was pretty 
compelling evidence.     Taubs listed the “nearest relative or friend in country whence alien came” 
as “Sch Dumes, Wisky  Wit. Gub.”.  In the Russian Empire, areas were divided into Gubernias, and 
the Gubernia was named for the largest city in it. The Vitebesk Gubernia (my “Wit. Gub” mentioned 
in Taubs’ ship manifest) was huge and comprised what is today Belarus and parts of Latvia, Russia 
and I think Lithuania.    My great-grandmother was called Sadie Silk Dumes, but my cousin Lillian Zoll 
referred to her as Shaina Freida, so that seemed even more compelling.   Even more so after cousins 
told me that our Jacob Kaplan did indeed live in Suffern.



Interestingly my cousin Phyllis Miller told me, after I’d been able to prove that the “Taubs Dumes” 
record was really my father’s aunt Rebecca Dumes Lieberman, that she’d seen this record in her 
research, but had discounted it because her mother told her that Rebecca came to America with 
Fannie (Phyllis’ grandmother) and so she assumed this record was not for our family.   It’s a good 
lesson; never trust family stories too much when doing genealogical research.

I was able to find more and more records as I learned how to use the search tools better and allow 
for alternate spellings and sometimes wildly mis-transcribed names.   I also learned later that the 
Naturalization papers often provided help in specifying the date, port and ship name, especially the 
so called “2nd papers”.

Finding these ship manifests was amazing!    I could see images of the ships in which they came to 
America and the (very few) stories my grandfather told of his trip to America came to life for me.
But I still didn’t know about Visky.   Or how they came up with a name like “Dumes” in Russia. 

I received a clue to go on regarding the name "Dumes": a photograph of what was supposed to be my 
great-grandfather's grave in Russia.   I'd seen a copy of this when I was a kid.  My grandfather showed 
it to me once.   He said that it had been sent before the war with a note saying, "We are taking care 
of the graves.  Send money."   He said they never got any notes after the war.   I hadn't seen this 
photo for almost 35 years.  One day my cousin Phyllis, that I mentioned earlier, invited me over to 
her house to scan some old photos of hers for the family website.   One of the photos she had was of 
this grave.   She wasn't sure where it'd come from.

I didn't know about JewishGEN at this time and that lots of nice people were out there happy to help 
with translations!  But with the help of my wife, my neighbor and info from Google, I finally made 

this translation.   It said:

Here lies a man, 
blameless and upright
our Master and Rav
Chaim-Yehoshua
son of Zeev Dumes
died 24th Shevat
year 5664 
(Wednesday, February 10th, 1904)



So they had been using the name Dumes in Russia, at least by 1904!

Then I found this information regarding the name Dumes:

Domashevskij (Vilna, Mogilev, Ekater. gub.) T: from the village Domashi (Novogrudok 
d., Disna d.) {Dumashevskij, Dumesh (Dumes)}.  

Dumes (Dvinsk) T: see Dumesh. T: see Domashevskij. 

Dumesh (Dvinsk) T: from the village Dumsy (Dumsie in Polish) (Kovno d.) {Dumes}. T: 
see Domashevskij.

Beider, Alexander. A Dictionary of Jewish Surnames from the Russian Empire. 
Teaneck, NJ: Avotaynu, 1993.

Doing some Google searches, I found a place called Domashi in Belarus.   So I started searching 
Belarus and found all sorts of places that could have turned into the word Visky, like "Vishkoye". But I 
found there was something like 15 places named some variant of Vishkoye, and again despaired of 
ever being able to sort it out.

Meanwhile, the website I put together with family information had brought together cousins who had 
not seen each other in decades, and many who had never met.  My cousin Art Lieberman was 
organizing a family reunion, the first one in 26 years.  The reunion was to be held June 23-25, 2006 
in Indianapolis, Indiana.   Art asked me, as keeper of the family history, photos and stuff to put 
together a multi-media presentation about the history of the family.

In very early June, I was doing some web searches and I tried the spelling as Viski.   I found a link to 
the Latvia SIG Newsletter index  "Viski Cemetery Data, contributed by Marion Werle" and I also saw 
the entry about the Latvian Archives.   The name of the place in Latvian is Višķi, and often gets 
transliterated as Viski, but it is pronounced Vishki.

On June 13, I wrote Arlene Beare of the JewishGEN SIG.  Arlene very kindly made a 
quick PDF of the relevant pages, which included a history of Vishki and the Vishki 
Cemetery Data.  I will forever be deeply grateful to her and also to Marion Werle.  

It goes without saying that my heart  was beating a mile a minute by this time in hopes of seeing the 
name Dumes on this list.   As I scanned the list, I found this entry:



Hayim Yehoshua bar Zehev Dumes died 5688

The names match the photo I had of my great-grandfather's grave!   But the year did not.  But of 
course, I don't know what condition the grave would be in now -- perhaps the numbers were difficult 
to read.   I contacted the researcher Aleksandrs Feigmanis, who collected the cemetery data and 
took photos of each grave.  He sells the pictures from his website. I explained that I urgently wanted 
to get a copy of the photo of this grave.  Recall that my family reunion was 10 days away...

I wired Aleks the money and after seeing them side-by-side, I was convinced it was the same grave.

By the way, Aleks mentioned that they often used to paint the stones to make the letters more 
legible, which is why the old picture is so readable.

So I had some quick re-writes to the family history presentation I was making for the 
reunion!   I was able to tell my family: a) We are indeed “Dumes”, b) Vishki is found! 
We know where we came from and c) The grave of our common paternal ancestor 
survived time, WW1, WW2 and the Soviets.  I was able to show my family a 
contemporary picture of the grave.   It was a very moving moment.  Here is my family 
at our reunion. 



I decided to hire Aleks to start doing research on my family history in Vishki.    After a few agonizing 
months, the report finally came.   Aleks said that he had succeeded in tracing my family back to 
circa 1780!   In reflection, this was a bit overly optimistic. A more realistic view of what can be 
proved by documentation would be circa 1820, but of course I am still delighted with that.

Aleks sent back an amazing report of all of the Dumesh (the pronunciation of Dumes before my 
family came to the US) families that lived in Vishki.   According the 1897 All Russian census, there 
were six Dumesh households in Vishki, including the family of my great-grandfather.   

Here is an example of what Aleks sent me.  This is the report of my great-grandfather’s family  from 
the 1897 census:

In Vishki on Rizhskaya  street in the house of Dumesh (the house was wooden 
and covered by wooden tiles)  lived:

1 Dumesh Chaim,  son of Schaye-Wulf,  40 years old, born and registered to 
Vishki,  literate in Hebrew,  learned at home, glazier and cabman 

2 his wife Sheina-Freida,  daughter of Abram,  35 years old,  literate in 
Hebrew,  born and reg. to Vishki,  learned at home,  at husband

3 daughter  Sora-Tzipa,  16 years old,  illiterate,  at father

4 son  Avram-Leib,  12 years old,  literate in Hebrew,  learned at home, 
merchant 

5 daughter  Riva-Toiba,  8 years old,  at father,  illiterate

6 son Artsik,  4 years old



7 daughter  Feiga,  2 years old

Aleks provided information from the 1875 census (which included males only – it was intended to 
track Jews for purposes of conscription), a listing of Dumesh homeowners from 1875 & 1935, and 
information from a 1921 directory that J. Dumesh had a business at Peterpils street 39.   Aleks 
provided excellent information and I am very grateful for his service.  I didn't realize at that time 
that this was just the beginning of what was possible to find.

Through some very tenuous and highly overly optimistic guessing (I've learned better along the way), 
I tried to match up the other Dumesh families.   All of the Dumesh families lived on the same street 
in Vishki, all basically adjacent to each other, so that lent to the notion that they were all related. 
One fellow who lived basically adjacent (the next page in the census) to my great-grandfather was 
Genoch Dumesh and his family.

A couple of months later, I received an excited email from a fellow named Vadim Dumesh of Riga, 
who was descended from Genoch Dumesh, the fellow who lived very close to my great-grandfather! 
We were certain that we were cousins, though the connection to Genoch didn't have solid 
documentation.  We decided to do a DNA test with FamilyTreeDNA.com.  When the results came 
back, Vadim and I found that we  have not had a common Y-DNA ancestor for at least 10,000 years!

In retrospect, this is less surprising than it felt at the time.   Since Jews didn't use surnames in this 
area until around 1840, assuming a genetic relationship because of a common surname when dealing 
with people born around this time is problematic.

I decided that the only way to know more about how to "connect the dots" was to get more 
information. I had heard that the Latvian State Historical Archives had some birth, marriage and 
death records for Vishki, so I contacted them and requested a search.   The report they generated 
was amazing. 

I'd heard a story that there was another child born to Chaim Yehushua and
Scheina-Freida (my great-grandparents), but that it died as a baby and the name was lost.   The 
name is no longer lost!  He was Mowscha, born on July 1, 1904, and I have an image of his birth 
record.  The story I heard was that he died when Scheina was nursing him in bed and she fell asleep 
and the baby suffocated.  I can't confirm that because the death records from the early 1900's are 
incomplete.  

I  now have names of many of the descendants of Chaim Yehushua's brothers, including names of our 
cousins who died in the Holocaust in Vishki. I must say, I found it very emotional typing in the names 
of these people into my database and thinking of what they must have gone through -- and what our 
fate would have been if not for Sadie and her children making the trip to America.   With each name 
that I entered in the database and made part of our family website, I felt as if they were no longer 
lost to us. It felt very spiritual.  I didn't expect that.

The Archives found a couple of pictures of one of my cousins, Jossel Dumesh, born 1908, son of 
Shender, brother of Chaim who is my 1st cousin removed two times, i.e. he was 1st cousin to my 



grandfather, and I am two generations down from my grandfather.

The Archives provided an extremely detailed listing of my family tree in Vishki, along with the fate 
of many of them.    It appears that all who stayed in Vishki died in 1941. This is an example of 
some of the data that the Archives sent, just to demonstrate the attention to detail.   I am deeply 
thankful to Jelena Polovceva and Rita Bogdanova of the LSHA for the hard work that they do so 
very well.

In 1926, Jossel moved in Riga, the capitol of Latvia.  Jossel, his wife Dina, daughter 
Baschewa and sister Mnucha-Liba lived in Riga at Stabu Street 75, apt. 2.   After 
October 7 of 1941 Mnucha-Liba was registered as living at Ludzas Street 11-10 
(territory of Riga ghetto during Nazi occupation).  Jossel and Dina Dumesch were 
struck off the house register of Stabu Street 75 on September 10 of 1941.  From 
September 27 of 1941 Dina and Baschewa were registered as living at Katolu Street 
2, apt. 7 (territory of Riga ghetto during Nazi occupation). The museum "Jews in 
Latvia" keeps the lists of Central prison's inmates, set up on August 4 of 1941, 
where Jossel Dumes was registered under Number 249.

At that time, about two years ago, I began teaching myself Russian so that I could read 
these documents for myself.  I also decided to go to Latvia to visit Vishki, to see the 
streets where my ancestors walked, to see if I could find my great-grandfather's grave.

My wife and I arrived first in Riga.  While there, we walked to the 
synagogue, which is in Old Town. It survived WW2 only because 
the Nazis worried that burning it might cause a fire through all of 
Old Town, the buildings being so close together. It's beautiful inside. 
There was a gentleman who allowed me to borrow his kipa so that I 
could step inside and see it. It is in the orthodox tradition, with men 
and women separated, so we didn't go in for the service, but I did 
sneak a picture from the entry way.

I went into several small shops where they spoke no English, so I 
got a little practice for my five months worth of self-taught Russian. 
Amazingly enough, I was able to communicate on a very basic 
level.  Everyone in Latvia understands Russian.  Younger people in 

Riga speak Latvian to a greater degree, and over time, I'm sure that will increase.  But 
certainly many people over 40 speak little to no Latvian.  Outside of Riga, Latvia becomes 
rural very quickly and in Eastern Latvia, where Vishki is located,  few people speak 
Latvian or English. 

 



From left to right: Leizer Dumesh, Bruce 
Dumes and Genrikh Dumesh.  Riga, August 
2007.

We had a lovely dinner in Riga with my friend 
Leizer Dumesh, who is the grandfather of 
Vadim, the guy I did the DNA test with, and his 
son Genrikh.  Vadim was studying in Israel, so 
unfortunately I wasn't able to meet him. 
However, Leizer are great friends and 
exchange emails almost daily.   Leizer speaks 
no English and all and Genrikh just a little, but 
we had a great time anyway.  The restaurant 
was fun and one of the highlights is that if you order trout, you can watch as they catch 
the trout from the pool in the basement. 

Before traveling I had asked a number of people for advice.  One of the interesting bits of 
advice that I got from Len Latkovski of the Latgale Research Center was to rent a car 
from a “Rent-A-Wreck” type of place, so I told the guy at National that I wanted a car that 
was the least likely car to get stolen.  He said, “I have JUST the car for you.”  The car ran 
fine, but cosmetically, as promised, would deter anyone from stealing this car for quick 
resale.  

The drive from Riga to Daugavpils was longer than I anticipated because the major 
highway across Latvia is what we would call a two-lane country road.  If you get behind a 
slow moving truck, you need to wait for a clear stretch of highway in front of you before 
you can pass it.  Except if you are a Latvian, in which case you pull out if you can see or 
not.  So you have to keep your eyes peeled for a Latvian driver headed in your lane 
coming towards you at 120 k/h.  

Before my trip, I found an email address for something called the Daugavpils Tourist 
Information Center.  I wrote to them asking if they have any information about Vishki.  To 
my surprise, a lady named Lolita Kozlovska wrote me back and said that she was born in 
Vishki and goes there every weekend to visit her mother.  She said that if I come in on a 
weekend, she would show me around.  She said she could introduce me to an elderly 
lady named Veronika Galvena whom she knew.  Veronika  remembered Vishki before the 
war.

On first look, Vishki seemed like a ghost 
town. We didn't see anyone. Many of the 
homes seemed uncared for, and on the 
outside of town were several dormitory like 
buildings with windows all broken, nothing but 



cats jumping through them.  Only after a few minutes, we noticed that outside many of the 
broken windows were satellite dishes!  As my daughter Nicole put it, "Windows - optional, 
'Everybody Loves Raymond' - necessity!". I have to say, each day that we returned to 
Vishki, it warmed up to us. On the 2nd day we saw children walking and riding bikes, 
people coming home carrying flowers. By our third day there, we were completely 
charmed by Vishki. My wife says she wants to move there. :-)

Lolita met us in Vishki with her husband and 
daughter (to help with translating)  and  showed 
us a few homes that Veronika had earlier 
identified to her as homes that had belonged to 
Dumesh families. These homes were on what is 
now called Aglonas Iela.   We then followed the 
road and went to the Jewish cemetery. It is 
impossible for me to put into words the feeling 
you get standing in the Jewish cemetery of 
Vishki. It is enormous and deeply spiritual. Most 
of the graves are not in any kind of orderly 

placement.  There are hundreds of graves there, with stones in all states of condition. We 
didn't stay there too long because we planned on coming back the next day. They took us 
to the site of the memorial, placed at the site where  Jews were executed in 1941.

We then drove to the site of the old synagogue of Vishki, near the center of town.  There 
are only fragments of the foundation left to mark the spot -- it is left just as it was when 
destroyed by the Nazis in 1941. Leizer Dumesh lived next to the synagogue.  

Then we went to see Veronika.  Veronika currently lives in a nursing home, a very 
unhappy, unclean place.  She is in very poor health and can't afford medicines she needs 
on her old age pension.  Here is part of the conversation we had with Lolita.  The 
transcription and  translation from Latgalean was done by Len Latkovski, and I'm very 
much in his debt for this effort.  Latgalean is not Latvian.  It is a language spoken only by 
older residents of Latgale and is largely lost.  

Veronika  (V)  [Crying] 

Lolita  (L)   [Calms her]  everything is all right, do not cry. Everything is all right. We have 
visitors.  These people have come from America, Jewish people from America. They 
have come here to talk to you.

V:   [is upset..crying] …

L:    She is very ill, and she does not like this place.

V:  From America?  



L:  Los Angeles.  They wanted to see.

V: Dumeshi?? Are they Dumeshi?  There was the synagogue…you saw it?

L: Yes, yes.  We showed it

V: The other [Dumesh] brother lived opposite Ilza Petrovna lived near synagogue.
 
L:   We told them. She tells about this house in Vishki where lived 2 families, 2 brothers 
Dumeshi.

Veronika on the far left at her 
mother's funeral.  Next to her is 
Tanya Dumesh.

B: Do you remember the 
brothers’ names?

V: I only remember as Dumesh; 
Dobka, Tsilya, Tanya

L: But in which years did these 
people live? In the1930’s?  

V: They were brothers, cousins. 
I know one daughter now lives 

in Daugavpils; Tanya…daughter [of] Tanya…What is her name?  [It is hard to remember] 
since I get upset…

L: She tells about one woman who is from Dumesh family, and she lives in Daugavpils. 
She is Tanya’s daughter who lives in Daugavpils.  But does not remember [her] name. 

V: There were Tsilya, Tanya, Dobka.  Tanya was the oldest.   We were friends.  These 
Dumesh near the synagogue [had a] store [from which] we purchased products.  Now 
Tanya’s daughter lives in Daugavpils.  Tanya is now deceased.  Those near the 
Synagogue had a store and a place for wool.  They made wool from a machine.  When 
we as a small child we played and rolled this machine.  It was interesting for us. We were 
friends. I was a friend with more…

L:  This man’s grandfather [was born in Vishki].  [In the] early 1900’s he traveled to 
America…do you remember anything like that? He has photos…his great-grandfather is 
buried in the cemetery.  He is a descendent. They will go to the cemetery and try to 
decipher the inscriptions.

V: …As well as I can remember in my childhood.  The [Germans] arrived and they took 



them away and shot them.  They called me ‘Yiddishe goye’ because I was friends with 
them. They spoke well.  I understood and spoke Yiddish. They were my friends.  We all 
lived together. There were many Jewish friends. They helped me very much.  [They] 
helped us build a house. The Jews [crying] if it were not for the Jews, I would not be here. 
I would not be here without Jewish people.  I was young and sick and they sent me to 
Riga. 

L:  [ explains to us] When she was young, she became very ill and they [the Jewish 
community] collected money and [sent her] to hospital in Riga.

V: They were good people.   If there were Jewish people today, I would not have to live 
here [in old-age home].  They would help me.

R:  Tell us what Vishki was like when you were small, what it was like when you were 
growing up.

V: The houses were quite prosperous but simple, one house next to another.  Most were 
merchants.  [They] were very good people, very helpful.

L: Do you remember the time when they shot the people?  We were in that spot and we 
showed and we told about it.   My grandmother (Baba) told me.

V:  They took the men and drove to Daugavpils.  Later they had said they were taking 
them to do work.  And later they took the women and children.  One woman named Tauka 
lived on our street…at night she escaped with a child. [She] came to the house.  My 
father went out and looked [and saw] Tauka with her child. [They would not] came in and 
we put bread in a hat [and] took bread out to the mother. [They] left and went as far as 
Aglona, but there she was apprehended…and with that little boy.  Those are the kind of 
times they were.

R: In Vishki, they shot the Jews from Dagda?

V: In Vishki from Dagda, being taken to Daugavpils…they had grown tired.  They were on 
the hill [and] could not go farther and people were killed at this spot.

L: How old were you?

V: 13 or 14

V: I am very grateful to the Jews (Ebrejim), very grateful. [When] I was with them [they 
called me] ‘Yiddishe goy’.  Thank you for coming here.

After our talk with Veronika we drove to Daugavpils to find our hotel.  Before the trip, I 
read both the “Lonely Planet” and “Bradt” travel guide books.  “Lonely Planet” described 
Daugavpils in this way:



[Daugavpils is] a drab, post-WWII Soviet creation and so depressing 
to visit it's almost a national joke – a skyline of smoke stacks and the 
lumbering grey hulk of Daugavpils prison overlook the southern 
approach.  Downtown Daugavpils is a typical Soviet city centre of 
straight streets arranged in a strict grid, a couple of large squares, a 
desolate park with a black marble monument to those who died in 
WWII (and an eternal flame that no longer burns), and a mixture of 
pre-WWII and Soviet-era buildings. 

Ouch! :-)  It's not inaccurate strictly speaking, but overlooks the charming people of 
Daugavpils, who were warm and welcoming.  And we had a lovely time walking around. 
We found a nice Ukranian restaurant and had a great time there.  We loved the hotel we 
stayed at, the Hotel Dinaberg, which Lolita had recommended.  It was an amazing 
bargain, about $30/night, free wi-fi, and a restaurant and bar.  

The Jewish Cemetery in Vishki.  My great-grandfather's grave is the large one on the left  
in the photo on the right.

The next day we drove back to Vishki to spend more time in the cemetery. My goal was to 
photograph every grave and then once back in America, get a translation of every legible 
grave. I was unprepared for what would be required to do this. I should have brought 
tools with me, because many of the graves were covered by earth. I dug what I could with 
my hands and shoes, but it had rained the night before and it wasn't pleasant or easy to 
do without tools.  Still, I did what I could.  [ Note:  For the past few years, a German priest 
named Klaus Peter Rex has led a group of international youths to various sites of 
abandoned Jewish cemeteries in Europe and restore them, as much as possible.  In July 
2008, the Jewish Cemetery of Vishki was selected.   Klaus sent me photos of most of the 
graves. Unfortunately, some were inadvertently missed, and Klaus plans to visit the 
cemetery again to finish the photos.  I have created a webpage using the map drawn by 
Klaus of the cemetery.  This page is interactive, so that if you mouse over a grave, it will  
show you a photo of the grave (if available) and a transcription (if available).  There is 
also a drop-down list in the upper right-hand corner where you can select a name and the 
grave will become red so that you can locate it.  



I found the grave of my great-grandfather, Chaim 
Yehushua Dumesh. His grave is barely legible now, but I 
had an old photo of the grave, taken before the war and 
sent by relatives. I traced the letters on the stone with 
my fingers and it was the very same as the photo. I 
thought of my grandfather, standing at this site in 1904, 
2 years old, when his father died and again in 1911, 9 
years old, when he was leaving for America and knew 
he would likely never see it again. The stone is one of 
the largest in the cemetery, in the opposite corner to the 
entrance of the cemetery, and must have had a very 
pretty view of the lake when the trees surrounding the 
cemetery were small.

We were near the site of the synagogue and I saw an 
older man tending his garden. I'd been teaching myself 
Russian for about 6 months, so I decided to try my skills 
with him and said hello, and told him that my 
grandfather had been born in Vishki. He seemed 
shocked, and asked me the name. When I said "Dumesh", he said, "Oh, yes, Dumesh, I 
remember them. That house over there." and pointed to one of the houses that Veronika 
had identified as a Dumesh home. He also spoke of a Dumesh that moved to Daugavpils, 
which Veronika spoke of as well.

The following day we drove back to Vishki and met Janis Kudins, who is the mayor of 
Spogi, and Vishki seems to be under his umbrella. Janis brought along his nephew Janis 
who spoke English to translate. Janis showed us the local schools and the countryside, 
which is very beautiful. He also took us to the Vishki train station, which is a very old 
building, and certainly the place where my relatives went through on their trip to America. 
This rail line is the Saint Petersburg/Warsaw train line, and was very important in the early 
1900's. We spent some of this day looking around Daugavpils. The following day we left 
Daugavpils, already missing Vishki.



When we returned, I decided that I wanted to continue my Russian studies and began 
taking classes in Russian at UCLA, where I work, and I am still attending classes.

A few months after we returned, I got an email from Lolita, the lady that showed me 
around Vishki and introduced me to Veronika.  In our talk, Veronika spoke of her friend 
Tanya Dumesh, and that Tanya had a daughter that moved to Daugavpils, but she didn't 
remember her name.   Lolita had done some research and she sent me the address of 
the person she believed to be the daughter of Tanya.   I wrote, in the best Russian I could 
manage at that point, to Julia Aleskevica in Daugavpils.  I told her about the research I'd 
been doing and directed her to my website, which listed a family tree for my ancestors in 
Vishki, constructed from information gained from the LSHA (Latvian Archives).  About two 
weeks later, I received an email from Julia's daughter Marina saying that Julia was indeed 
Tanya's daughter, and granddaughter of Nota Dumesh, who was my grandfather's 1st 

cousin, so Julia and I are 3rd cousins. Julia sent me stories about how her mother 
survived the war, and also photos of her family. 

During the 20's and 30's, many young people looking for work began to leave Vishki and 
heading to the big cities like Daugavpils (formerly Dvinsk -- it became know as 
Daugavpils after Latvian independence in 1919) and Riga. 

And so in January 1941, Tanya Dumesh left her home in Vishki for Riga. She found work 
there in a knit fabric factory.  In June the war reached Riga. Tanya was able to escape 
with her landlord's family.  It was an arduous and perilous journey, at times on foot and 
sometimes on freight or cattle trains with bombs exploding around them. Tanya finally 
found safety in the Ural mountains, 1000 km or more from Vishki. Tanya met Dmitri and in 
1944 they had a baby girl named Raisa. Dmitri died before the end of the war, and Tanya 
was once again on her own. In 1947 she met Semyon Macevich from Leningrad who had 
been exiled during one of Stalin's purges, and was living in the Urals. They were married, 
and in January 1948 the period of exile was over. Semyon's family urged them to return to 
Leningrad. Their happiness was short-lived however, because on January 21, Semyon 
died of a heart-attack. Tanya was once again left alone with a 3 year old and another 
baby on the way. Tanya buried Semyon in the village of Vacha in the Urals and left for 
Leningrad to have her baby. Tanya gave birth to Julia in May 1948 in Leningrad. After 
Julia was born, Semyon's family told Tanya that they could not help her. She had nowhere 
to go, so with a baby and a toddler she decided to return home to Vishki.

Left to Right:  Raisa, Tanya and Julia Dumesh

Tanya's two sisters, Liba and Doba were killed along with their 
parents in 1941 in Vishki, along with the other Jewish residents. She 
had no family, and two young girls to raise on her own. But her 
friend Veronika's mother helped her, and Tanya was a strong and 
spirited woman. There was little work, so making even enough 
money to buy food was difficult.  In 1955, Tanya began working a 



sewing workshop in Vishki, in the house that had once belonged to her Uncle Israel. In 
1957, the government gave her a room in her Uncle's house [ which was the house that 
the man pointed to when I said the name Dumesh ], and in 1962, was given an apartment 
of 11 meters with a common kitchen in a three story building.  There she lived until the 
last days of her life.  Tanya passed away in 1989, shortly after the tragic death of her her 
elder daughter Raisa.  Julia has two wonderful daughters, Tanya and Marina, but she felt 
very alone in the world after the death of her mother and sister.   A few years ago, she 
began to feel this keenly and tried to contact  her half-brother in Russia, a son from her 
father's prior marriage.  

My newfound cousins in Daguavpils. Left to 
right: Marina, Julia and Tanya.

She tried to contact him only to find out that 
he had died and had no children.  About six 
months after that, she received my letter. 
She saw the photograph of my family at the 
reunion on the website and realized that 
she has hundreds of cousins here in 
America.  As meaningful as it was for me to 
find them, just imagine what it meant to 
Julia!    I email often with Marina and her 
sister Tanya (in Russian!) and I am going 
back to Latvia at the end of June to meet 

them.  

Links:

My family site  http://dumes.net
The Jewish Cemetery of Vishki http://dumes.net/JewishCemeteryOfVishki
The Vishki Shtetl Site on JewishGEN (which I created) 
http://www.shtetlinks.jewishgen.org/Viski/
The Hotel Dinaburg in Daugavpils http://www.hoteldinaburg.lv
Aleks Feigmanis' site  http://www.balticgen.com

http://www.balticgen.com/
http://www.hoteldinaburg.lv/
http://www.shtetlinks.jewishgen.org/Viski/
http://dumes.net/JewishCemeteryOfVishki
http://dumes.net/

