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upset me so much that the fever returned. Eventually I was dis-
missed from the hospital and returned to the barracks. I was in-
formed that I would not join mother in a women's prison in
Bethlehem. I was very weak, having lost a lot of weight and grown
during my illness. Everyone in the barracks was very nice to me,
and my friends took over my duties. Soon after, the British slowly
released illegal immigrants, aﬁd many of my friends left for Youth
Alya schools. Youth Alya was founded by an American woman,
Henrietta Szold, and was meant to bring children from Europe with-
out their parents. Since none of the parents in camp had money

or knew what they were going to do, the camp children were taken
to such schools.

Gerhard, through Youth Alya officials who were kibbutz mem-
bers, obtained my release too. I needed still more recuperation. -
Gerhard came to fetch me, and most of my luggage. Mother had taken
very little to the prison. It was arranged that I and my turtle
would board with a widow and her son who was my age, not far from
Gerhard's kibbutz in Raanana. I ate and slept a lot, and Gerhard
visited me or I him every day. I also visited Tel-Aviv to see
many old Viennese friends. After four weeks I was strong enough
to join my Atlit friends in a school in Jerusalem. Before I left
I released my turtle.

Once in Jerusalem, I applied to the C.I.D. for permission
to visit mothgr in prison, located in an 0ld mansion of a house.
Mother was with European women, so-called political prisoners,

separated from the Arab criminals, who had to work. There were

times during the day when political prisoners and criminal prisoners

could mingle. Again, my mother found the Arab women very nice.




They shared the food their families brought, which was so much
better than the prison fare. Since mother had to leave behind '
most of the iuggage when she was transferred to Atlit, I was
allowed to bring her some clothing. Every time I went to visit

I had to go to the C.I.D. and wait and answer a lot of questions
before permission was granted. I visited mother three times be-
fore she and father were called before an Advisory Board which
heard their case. It was the first opportunit& my parents had

to0 see each other again. Father gathered from the questions they
were asked that the same Austrians in Istanbul had again denounced
him as a spy. I do not remember exactly when my parents were
released, but I think it was about four months after our arrival
in Palestine. Since I had not seen father in all that time, I
got permission to leave school and go to Tel-Aviv to be with my
parents.

My parents rented a tiny old three-room house which became
my new home base. With two other people father started a dress
business. I stayed two years in boarding school with frequent
visits home.

The school was located in two houses in a very posh Jerusalem
suburb. We were about 30 boys and 30 girls between the ages of
12 and 15 when we started the two years. I was the oldest girl.
The school had a female director, one female counselor and one
male counselor. The kitchen was under the supervision of a live-
in female cook. Every day a woman came to take care of the
laundry.

We children more or less ran our own show. Mornings we went

to a public school, but since most of us knew little Hebrew and
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had not been in school lately, we were segregated into our own
classes. Usually we decided what we wanted to learn. I remember
that we asked to learn about Buddah during one term and about Ibn
Saud the next term. We had lunch at home and in the afternoon

we worked. We could choose from four different kinds of work;
flower gérdening under the supervision of the male counselor;
cleaning house under the female counselor; work in the kitchen

or in the laundry. I worked almost the whole two years in the
kitchen, where we worked in shifts. I chose the early morning
shift or the evening shift. With every afternoon off, I could
sneak to town or do what pleased me. During those war years there
was a constant shortage of food. I was very skinny and always
hungry; by working in the kitchen I could eat more. That work
consisted of setting the table for the 60 children and adults and"
cleaning up after the meal washing all the dishes and big pots.

We had our own government at school and I was sémetimes part.
of it. Usually we spoke German. The two Hungarian and five
Bulgarian children learned German before I learned Hebrew.

After initial difficulties I was very happy there. Father
came often on business and I always went with him to visit clients.
After the two years some of us went to a kibbutz. I knew that I
would not like the kibbutz life, but thought it was a good oppor-
tunity to try it out. I stayed two or three months. My parents
were well-settled by that time and I joined them in the tiny house
in-the middle of summer 1943. Helping mother keep house at that
time was not easy because there were no modern conveniences. We

cooked on a one-burner kerosene stove and did the laundry by hand
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in a big tub in the yard. Mother and I went to the beach every
day. But soon I got bored and in the fall started a course in
sewing.

My first job was in a terrible environment and I did not stay
long. At that time I joined a swim club where I met a young woman
from Vienna, a very good dressmaker, who needed an apprentice. I
worked with her for two years. During that time I studied at
night for the entrance examination to the Univérsity of ILondon
which is recognized in the United States as a high school equival-
ency test. After I passed the examination I started to work for
my father in the dress business. While in school, I met Miriam,
who became my best friend, and through her I met a whole crowd

of very nice teenagers, including your father.
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FOOTNOTES

liater during the war, while working on the tramway, Poldi
saw my paternal grandparents among many other Jews on a truck
being deported. Some of those other Jews were probably my grand-
mother's brothers and sisters and their children who had lived
in a provincial capital of Graz, where by grandmother was born.
The Nazis cleared the smaller fowns of Jews first and forced them
to go to Vienna, an assembly point for furthef deportation. Once
forced to go to Vienna, my relatives from Graz stayed with my
grandparents until all were shipped east. Poldi was so upset
that the following day she went to my grandparents' house wearing
her uniform with her identification number to find out what had
happened. She was told by the Nazis who had moved in immediately
to mind her own business. They also denounced her to the office-
responsible for tramway conductresses, and when she was called
~in by her boss she was sure she had lost her job. She got away
with a reprimand.

Grandmother Paula, through a Gentile neighbor, found a lawyer,
a member of the Nazi party, who had promised to protect her in
her house till her U.S. visa arrived--a distant relative furnished
the affidavit. In return, her house would become his. He kept

his promise and she left on the last steamer to cross the Atlantic

before the U.S. entered the war. After the war she joined us in
Palestine.
In 1950 she traveled to Vienna. She received a fraction of

what the house would be worth today.
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Rereading the story of our emigration, I realize phat I
never worried where the money came from. I did not know until
I recently asked my mother.

We left Vienna with a substantial amount of cash, but since
my parents did not know how long it would take to recelve our
- Czech visas, we lived very frdgally. Only in Budapest did we have
expensive accommodations. Once we reached thé one remaining fa-
mily mill in Hlinsko (the mills in Austria and the Sudetenland
having been expropriated by the Nazis), we had no financial pro-
blems until we left again 1illegally.

Before we left Hlinsko, we worked out an agreement with my
great-uncle, a partner, who stayed behind, only to die in Au;chwitz.
When goods were shipped to Hungary or Yugoslavia, where we had mi-
ny customers, the customers would complain every so often of da-
.maged goods. My great-uncle would then agree to reduce the price
and the customers would give us the difference. It was the only way
to get money out because a Nazil controller sat in the -office of
the mill. In Italy we had no customers, but since our passports
were issued in Yugoslavia, we were allowed to take money out of
that country. Once we used up what we had, an old friend, then in
London, who had money in Italy, lent it to us. In Turkey Father
was allowed to engage in eport énd import business and did quite
well, Thus when Wwe arrived in Paelstine, we were not penniless.

3 <
She was found half starved when the United States Army

entered Dachau. Among the American soldiers was one wno spoke

Czech and helped trace her relatives in Switzerland.
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uFather had always been a great railroad buff and hiker.
Every year during my childhood he bought the European railroad
timetables, a book an inch thick, and read it as other people
read novels. Reading maps and geography were his other-hobbies.
He loved to organize geography writing games in which we would
choose a letter and then think of as many countries, cities,
rivers, mountains starting with that letter as possible. The
winner was the one who had the most left after crossing out those
names anyone else used. |

Father also loved to organize Sunday hikes. With maps and
railroad schedules in front of him, he would decide where to go.
We would take the railroad in one direction, then hike in the
morning, have lunch in a nice restaurant, continue our hiké,
and meet a different railroad which would take us home. For
half-day hikes we took the trgm to the Vienna Woods. On our
emigration, wherever we were, we went on sightseeing expeditions.

Mother was less interested in hiking and did not always join in.

5Later in the war the British exposed the consul as a double
agent. Mother seems to remember that the British caught him
spying in Iraq and believes he was executed. My brother thinks
he was interned in a British camp in Africa and returned to

Vienna after the war.




After I had written my story, I came into the possession of letiersz
my brother had written to my best girlfriend and his childihiood sweat-
h2art, G. The letters cover our enigration. They start in 1938, written
from Hlinsko, Czechoslovakia, to Vienna where G lived. They continue
to 1941, as we all keep changing addresses. I translated the relevant
part. Since my brother is 5% years older than I, his perception of .Yt

what my family had to go through was much more mature than mine.

Hlinsko Sept 6, 1938

Dear G...We have to keep our fingers crossed that by next year both of
us shall have landed in Australia. Just now I received a letter from m Yy
aunt in Vienna, that she and her husband have no hope to be able to

leave Vienna before next year...You have no ideas what difficulties

have to be overcome before my parents and Susi wiil get a Czech visa.

I went again to Prague. Matters have advanced somewhat, but it will still
take time. Anyway, I am happy that they are in a healthier climate.

(My parents had left Vienna August 17 and where at that point in Zagreb,
Yugoslavia). Susi wrote that she has climbed all the wallnut trees in

the vieinity of Zagreb.

Hlinsko Dec 17, 1938

Dear G...My cousin Gerty, who has been in New York for 2 years, is try-

ing to obtain an affidavit for us...Just in case, but we still want to

go to Australia.

Hlinsko Dec 23, 1938

Dear G...This time I have very good news to report. I just received a
cable from Budapest that I can expect my parents and Susi on Sunday or
Monday. You can imagine how happy I am. In January it will be one year

since I saw mother or Susi...Father had come to Hlinsko once.




Hlinsko Jdan 5, 1939

Dear G...Father has been to Pragu=z for ons w=zak already. de is trying
to extend the permissio to stay in this cowitsy @il 18 also ingquicing

about visas to other countriz2s...In 39162 L

of our yazledar fubuzsz, w~s

ar2 having a good timsz, »plasing siumvy ind "Taonals aad othen '

o) N .'.
4L s ATE 1 =

4

1y zamnes.

Here some letters are missing. It seems that my parents with the help

of a friend already in London are trying to obtain an entry permit to

England. o

Hlinsko April 14,1939 i

Dear G...To-day father went to the office that grarnts exil permit

A
= .

It does not look as though he will be successful. G (friend in Lon-

don) is trying to get me into a school in London. It might perhaps

expedite my entry before our visa arrives. Susi's name was put on

a list for a children's transport. But so many apply that it is doubt-
ful that one gets accepted. To-day news reached us that my aunt ang

husband finally received the entry permit to Australia. That makes

us very happy, since she will try very hrard tc gt ve there. In spite
of all that, I am enjoying myseIf. There is little to gain by sit-
ting 'shive' with the parents.

We moyed to Prague.

Prague May 2, 1939 addressed to G"s family in London on their way

ct

o0 Australia and written by my mother, who went to school with G"s jio-

ther.

I would have so much liked to wish you &a goos trip to Australia in

person...Please keep your fingers crossed, that you can help us ce-

lebrate our arrival in Australia.Our affalrs hore and the "n+ 1«

S il W L

sa has not advanced one millimeter. OCne has to have patience and
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Prague July 30, 1939

... We are back to square one as far as our deprture 1s concerned.
Last week I was busy every day running from office to office for con-
firmations and permissins. Most of those I had already received once
or twice, but since most of them are valid for only 4 weeks one has to
teapply. 411 these are just in preparations for an exit permission.
Father and Mother ran arpund all day long, but unfortunately without'
any success. On top of everything the English consul is creating a lot
of problems. Although we have the permit, he does not want to issue
the visa. He has many objections which are too tiresome to go into.
Prague ftug 8, 1939 to Melbourne

The English visa is in the passport. /#nd 3 days ago we heard from our

grandparents in Vienna, that a cable arrived from Sydney, that our per-
mit was granted. With all the bad experiences we [jad, I cannot be a

100 percent happy. One does not know how many obstacles one can still

encounter. ... I figure it will take at least a year until everything

is settled. Here we to receive permission to leave, we would be com-

pletely happy. But that is the biggest obstacle we have to overcome.

For 4 days we sat and made long lists of our wardrobes. £n export license
is required for every handkerchief. To-morrow an estimator will come.
Each person has to fill out long forms.

Prague Oct 19, 1939

To-day I received permission to leave and could leave on the next train,

would I know where to go. During the one month the exit visa is valid, ,

I'11 try to.get a visa for one of the Ralkan countries and wait there

for my people. That can take many months. Unfortunatley I cannot travel

alone to Australia, since the entry visa is for the whole family and not

a single member. It 1s even questionalbe whether the visa is still validq,




I received contrsdictoray information about that. You can see the
incredible difficulties that have to be overcome.

Budapest Oct. 19, 1939

... I left Nov 17, having received my exit permit to Bratislava (S10-
vacia). ( My brother went to Budapest to find out whether the Aus-
tralian visa was still valid and was told that he needed special re-

commendations from Camberra which he will try to get from our aunt).

I hope that the parents and Susi willget here somehow. Even if
matters should proceed, it will take half a year. I shall be thank-
ful if it works at all. I hope it will not be another Fata Morgana.
Bratislave Jan. 19, 1940

In the meantime my parents had decided to leave the Protecto-

rate illegally. The main reason for that is, that my father's bank-

account in Vienna has been confiscated by the Vermoegensverkehrs-
stelle (oné of the Nazi offices). It is not clear to me why. He re-
aiizes now, that he would be unable to raise the funds to pay for the
various taxes, such as Reichsfluchtsteur and Judenabgabe. To write in
great detail about the matter would be too tiresome. In order to make
a long story short, one day a man appeared here. He had been mention-
ed by»my father and I was supposed to arrange matters with him. We
agreed on day and hour when he was to lead my people over the border
and when to expect them on the Slovac side of the border. I immedia-
tleyinotified my parents. I proceeded to the agreed upon village, but
when I arrived no one was there. To cheer me up I was told by some of
the Jews there, how people crossing the border would be accosted by
revolver toting robbers and robbed of everything, like in the Wild

West. And how most were turned over to the Gestapo without any qualms




As you can imagine, I spent the whole day in terrible fear. When they
had not appeared by nightfall, I went to a restaurant and sat with

some Slovaec and German bankers to find out if someone crossing the

border had been captured. I found out that during the last week no one

was arrested. The news did not calm me down, since they could have
been arrested long before they reached tho border. After a night full
of anguish the same story the following day. A day of trepidation that
did not seem to end. In the evenign I talked again with the bankers.
That day too, no one was arrested. When I realized that that terrible
wait was useless, I returned in very bad shape to Bratislave.

There,

at least I had hoped to find mail. But there was none. For ten days

no mail, although I usually received news every other day. One was

not allowed to telephone or cable. I could do nothing but wait. It

was the saddest Christmas I ever experienced. So I continued in great

fear till Dec. the 26th. One did not need a very vivid imagination

of what could have happend. Dachau with the worst tortures or at least
exposure to the brutality of a Gestapo officer. I even began to doubt
that they were still alive. On the 26th I was finally relieved of all

the conjectures and fears. In the morning the bell rang and father

appeared. I dont have to tell you..... They arrived early in the mor-

ning and mother and Susi were still asleep in the hotel, dead tired

from the hardships they had to live through.... It turned out that

they never received my plans and chose another way of crossing the
border. Unfortunately we could not stay together very long, On the

30th they left for Budapest, since their visa expired and couldnot be

extended.

A few weeks later my brother joined us in Budapest and proceeded to

Palestine from where he continued to write to G.
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