TEN
Returning to Germany

The day of my proposed departure had arrived. The cardboard suitcase that I received from the Jewish
agency was packed. It was light, for I had hardly anything to put into it. Chaim and I arrived at the Federation
Building, across from the Old-New Synagogue in the Josefov section of the Old City, in the early morning. In
front of the building, there were about fifteen children waiting for us.
Our instructions were simple enough. We were to take the children to a small border town, the name of
which I cannot now recall, and wait in a particular restaurant for someone who would lead us across the Czech
border into Germany. Once in Germany, I was to
camp, Funk Kaserne.
We took the children on the streetcar to the train station. Conditions at the stations already foreshadowed
the restrictive policies of the impending authoritarian regime. Security agents and police guarded the platforms.
They questioned every passenger waiting to embark on any train that was to leave toward the German border.
The iron curtain was now descending on Czechoslovakia. No one was allowed to go to the border unless he or
she lived there or had legitimate business in that area.
After having purchased our tickets, we proceeded to board the train. The police, however, stopped us.
ain-clothed detective asked me.
No one told me to anticipate these problems. Indeed, why was I going to the border? What legitimatesounding reason could I give the authorities? On the spur of the moment, I thought of a response. I took out my
Bulovka Hospital identity card, which was still valid, and showed it to the detective
have survived German concentration camps. They have been orphaned, and on top of all that, they have TB. I
am instructed to take them to the TB hospital nea
Given my own foreign accent, my ID, and the malnourished look of the children, he accepted my
explanation, and we were permitted to board.

We arrived late in the afternoon at the border town and proceeded to the restaurant where we waited for
our guide. It was late evening when he appeared. He informed us that he had bribed the border guards with a
number of bottles of slivovitz, their favorite plum brandy. By midnight, we would be ready to cross the border.
Nonetheless, we had to instruct the children to abstain from talking or making any noise, which might compel
the guards to act. It was a moonlit night, and we all climbed to the ridge of the hill that marked the border
between Czechoslovakia and the American sector of West Germany. Having arrived at the border, I took the
children down the hill to the train station in the village, from which, we would take the morning train to
Munich, then Funk Kaserne. I was not given money for tickets or food for the journey.
We descended the hill to the village and found the train station. There, the children lay down on the hard
wooden benches to wait for morning. In the morning, I was faced with two problems. First, how would I
provide transportation for all of us to Munich; and second, how would I feed the children, who by now were
very hungry? Food in Germany, aside from the cost, was still rationed, and we had neither money nor ration
cards.
I had an idea. I consulted Chaim. We decided that one of us would act as an American official. My
English was better than his, and since I had worked with the American military, I spoke with an American
(CIC), for they quite
often wore civilian clothes. Chaim would be my interpreter.
With my new identity, I appeared before the stationmaster and flashed my supposed identity card. The
card with my photo and many official-looking stamps on it was actually my student streetcar pass. It seemed to
me that this German official was well trained in accepting authority figures without challenge. Just the mention
of my being a CIC agent and behaving as an official with the aura of authority was sufficient evidence to him of
my legitimacy. Most likely, his submission to my authority was the consequence of his being a member of a
defeated nation now facing a person who, in his mind, corresponded to the German gestapo. He complied with
my request (or was it a command?) that an additional carriage be added to the train in order to accommodate
gratis these new passengers.

But the problem of food was perhaps even more acute and imminent than getting adequate
transportation. The children were hungry. I conferred with Chaim and decided that if my impersonation of a
CIC officer had worked in the first instance, why not try it again. We went into the village and found what we
considered to be the best sources for food, a bakery and a butcher shop.
We entered the bakery and confronted the proprietor. Again I produced and flashed my streetcar pass.
Through Chaim, as my interpreter, I told the owner that I was en route to Munich with a number of children and
therefore was requisitioning one-half dozen loaves of bread. I made my request in English. My hope was that no
one in the bakery could speak English and challenge my claimed authority. Still, just in case there was anyone
who understood English, I spoke with exaggerated American idioms and pronunciation. Fortunately, I was not
challenged, and the loaves of bread were handed over. We gave a similar performance in the butcher shop,
where we received a few kilos of ready-to-eat German sausages. We brought the food to the children, and we all
sat down to eat, knowing well that

we reached Munich.

Whenever I relate these events to others, I always experience a great sense of pleasure. The fact that I
was able, in spite of my youth (at that time I was about twenty years old) to take care of children entrusted to
me gave me a great sense of satisfaction. Still, I think that what pleased me most was that for the first time, I, a
young Jew facing my former destroyers, was able to take some degree of revenge on them. I was able to
command and make them comply with my will.
When I reentered Germany, I was quite apprehensive. Subconsciously I was fearful of being back in the
land that was directly responsible for the Holocaust, the great conflagration suffered by European Jewry. Had I
returned to experience again the destructive forces of a country that sought to make the world Juden rein (clean
of Jews)? In a sense, I felt angry at the fates that had compelled me to return to this hateful country. This little
bit of deception claiming to being an American, which in a sense was an anticipatory fulfillment of my dream,
helped me redefine my present. I did not return to Germany, I told myself; I was merely en route to the United
States. I was in the process of fulfilling my dream.
The train arrived, and an additional coach was added for us. There were few trains to Munich. Right
after the war, the German railroads were in shambles. Bridges were out; engines were scarce; and all that meant

that the trains were crowded. Seeing a fairly empty coach, Germans sought to enter it. I stood at the only door,
which I unlocked, wielding a document as though it were an official order. With the document written in
English on official U.S. letterhead, and with U.S. seals prominently displayed, I claimed that this coach was
reserved for U.S. military business. Chaim, dutifully, in his best German, translated my English. In reality, the
paper was the affidavit of support sent to me by my uncle that I hoped to use in my request for a visa to
immigrate. The ploy worked, and we were left alone.
The train ride took many hours. The bombed and destroyed rails necessitated many stops and detours. It
I thought: What now? Where do I go from here?
How do I take the children and myself to Funk Kaserne?
I saw a sign, which read RTO, where many Americans in uniform were entering what lay beyond. In
my view, where there were Americans, I would find help. I entered the office, and a GI who sat at the front desk
asked what I wanted.
see the commander,

have just arrived in Munich. In fact, I am here with a number of children; all of us escaped from
Czechoslovakia. I do not know what to
He could and did help us. He ordered a truck, and we were transported to Funk Kaserne, which was
located in former military barracks on the outskirts of Munich. Although I now was in a different camp,
nonetheless, I was back in a camp in Germany.
It was late evening when we arrived at the barracks, but the kitchen was opened and we were fed. I
turned the children over to the care of the
we were met by other displaced persons who were the old residents in the camp. After relating our tales, I
inquired about life in camp, especially about the food, not only of its quality but also the quantity. I was not
especially concerned about the living quarters. There were rows of army cots set up in a very large room with a
common shower and toilet. This I could accept, at least as a temporary condition. But what I wanted to know
most was what I had asked: how often were we fed and how much food would be given?

At this moment in my life, the presence of food was my greatest concern and its absence, my greatest
fear. It was not that I was hungry at the moment. I was quite satiated by the food we had had that evening. I
asked these questions because of an innate fear of being hungry. In Prague, I had been hungry most of the time,
never knowing whether I would eat the next day. When I did, very often I had to sustain myself with fried blood
and potatoes. I was fearful of hunger, which is quite different from being hungry. There were many days that I
fasted (before the Holocaust and afterwards), as on Yom Kippur, or when I was preoccupied with a task and I
had not had a chance to eat. On such occasions, I was hungry. But being hungry is merely a temporary
condition. Being hungry is a physiological response to the need of food. (Of course, I am not talking about
addiction to food.) Hunger is different from the temporary condition of being hungry. Hunger is a state of fear
on camp, I was constantly hungry; I was
always just one step ahead of death by starvation. In the year of my internment, I always dreamed about being
liberated and being well fed. I was experiencing hunger. But my dreams were not realized. I was freed; I was no
longer imprisoned; but my fear of not having food persisted; I was still suffering from hunger. In Prague, where
I was alone, hungry, and unaware of what the future held, my fear of hunger had not abated. My immediate
concern when I came to the displaced persons camp was not for my ultimate future, but to insure that I had an
adequate supply of food, enough food to feel full. Hence, one can understand how after having arrived in this
new environment, my first concern was food.
A young man who had be
almost adequate. Those who do not work are given two meals a day totaling 1,400 calories. But those who work
are fed three meals with a total of 2,

,400 calories will sustain any nonworking

person. But of course, the quantity is not great, and one cannot get full on that amount.
I decided I must find a way to work. Working not only ensured me a greater amount of food, it also gave
meaning to my life. Work to me was not the biblical curse that God inflicted on mankind as punishment for

only through work. In the hospital in Prague, work enhanced my status, at least in my self-conception. Working
in the hospital entitled me to wear a white coat, which made me appear as though I was a physician. I enjoyed

my anticipatory status and the perception that I was but a step away (albeit a giant step) from being a physician.
To work and be productive, and in this instance to work and help people in need, was more than just a way to
insure an adequate supply of food. I saw work as a necessary activity that made me feel alive. Work was, and
still is, the act by which and through which I acquire both meaning to life and social honor. After all, as a
worker I had greater control over my environment. Rather than being passive and letting both the natural and
human environment act on him, a worker acts, forms, and influences the environment. As a worker, I believed I
had some power over others

was power. With all this on my

The next morning after breakfast, I entered the administration office. It was a large room with people
working in close proximity to one another. There were a few partitioned private offices in the back area.
ed a woman in civilian clothes.

Soon a young woman came to see me. She was in her late twenties, wearing a British Army uniform
with a badge on her shoulder to indicate that she was a UNRRA official.
an unmistakable French accent.

medical student in Prague; I am a gymnasium gradua
that I had experience in office work, having been not only an interpreter but also a sort of troubleshooter (what
today one might call a customer service consultant) in a U.S. hospital right after li
experience working with people

and more important, I understand the people who live here since I have had

similar, if n
No trouble at all. I was given a job working in the office. I easily made friends with all three official
personnel, all Frenchwomen. In fact, I became a close friend with the youngest, a dark-haired young woman.
She encouraged me to take up my discontinued studies of French that I began before the Holocaust engulfed
me.

Work gave me privileges. I was moved into a smaller bedroom that I shared only with Chaim, ate three
meals that were filling, and even received a ration of American cigarettes. Soon Hershi and Dudi (my other two
classmates), who had remained in Prague, escaped and joined us at Funk Kaserne. The four of us were now
reunited.
, I had changed my first name from
Evzen to its German equivalent, Eugen.) This request came from the middle-aged Frenchwoman who was in
charge of the refugee camp. I entered her office, where two uniformed persons were already present. I was not
quite sure what occasion warranted my being called before the chief. I almost felt like a high school student
ca

ice.
hought that came to my mind. However, it was not censure, but

praise that was being directed at me. For my good work, I was now being rewarded.
me that the headquarters of
one of the army units was vacating its offices and turning them over to the UNRRA. The facilities consisted of a
number of large houses that previously constituted a mental hospital and its farm. It was now to be used to
house the ever-increasing number of refugees. Funk Kaserne would remain as a processing camp from which
people would be sent to more permanent locations. I was given the task of preparing the houses for habitation. I
was told to find about twenty-five craftsmen, plumbers, electricians, and carpenters; take them to the new camp;
and divide the larger buildings into smaller, independent rooms to serve as private family dorms.
I was quite elated. Being only twenty years old and given such a responsible job was just what I
needed

not only for my self-esteem, but even more importantly, to overcome my fear of the future, of being

alone without my father, and to develop an optimistic worldview. I took my three friends to help me with the
task and set about in search of the craftsmen. All of them, they told me, had previous experience in
construction. I assured them that as soon as the place became habitable, their wives could join them. Thus, the
thirty of us climbed into a U.S. Army truck and were off to the foothills of the Alps and Wasserburg, Bavaria.

Wasserburg, on the river Inn, was very near the city of Mühldorf and the last concentration camp in
which I had been interned. So here I was, back in Germany, back in the place from which only a year earlier I
had been liberated from the concentration camps.
Not only was the mental hospital vacated by the U.S. Army, it was also empty of patients. Hitler had not
only waged genocide against Jews, but also had eradicated mental patients in German hospitals.
The hospital was located in a beautiful spot. The houses were all shaded by beautiful trees and
surrounded by farmland. Our task was to divide the buildings into smaller, independent bedroom units with a
common bathroom to serve as apartments. We were given about a month to complete the task, at which time,
the refugees

stateless and homeless Jews

would be given temporary lodging. It was assumed that in time, all

the refugees would immigrate to a country where they might settle to normalize their disturbed and displaced
lives. Meanwhile, they would live in these displaced persons camps.
At the entrance to the camp, there was a stately building (the home of the former director of the hospital)
which we four claimed for our own lodging. We each selected a bedroom, but in addition, we also had living
and dining rooms, a kitchen, and a bathroom. In the truck with us, we also brought provisions. We entrusted
those to a cook whose domain became the large institutional kitchen in which he cooked for all of us.
A few weeks later, the officials from Funk Kaserne came to inspect our work. Satisfied with our
progress, they decided to advance the time of occupancy of the premises. As the camp became a large and a
complex enterprise, professional social workers and other UNRRA personnel were brought to take over its
administration. We, of course, remained to assist the professionals in running the camp. All four of us became
unhappy. Until that moment, we had been the persons in authority. We had enjoyed a great many privileges, and
now we would lose our status, power, and our lodging as well.
Before the full-time, mostly American personnel came, some refugees were already on their way to the
camp. To my surprise, one person arriving with the first transport was Piroska, whom I had dated back in
Munkacs. She was a few years younger than I and arrived at the camp with her mother and a husband. Most
unmarried survivors who lived in displaced persons camps generally married at an early age. Through
marriage, they hoped to alleviate their loneliness, to develop some emotional relationships in a world in which

they had experienced nothing but tragedy. The man whom Piroska had married had but a sixth-grade education.
Despite of his lack of education, later in the United States where they both settled, he was able to amass a
fortune and become a multimillionaire living in Bel Air. But in 1946, they were homeless and penniless. In my
capacity as pro tempore director of the camp, I was able to allocate them a small private house. Forty years
later, when I visited Los Angeles, Piroska called to insist that my wife, daughter, and I visit them. I all but
forgot the earlier event, but she had not, and both she and her husband insisted that we be their guests for a day.
It was about 1984, and she and her husband lived in a large house among the movie stars.

the American Jewish Joint Distribution Committee (JDC). The Joint, as it was called, was an American Jewish
welfare agency working in displaced persons camps under the auspices of the United Nations. Since most
displaced persons in camps in Germany were Jewish, the Joint offered services in addition to those provided by
UNRRA. It supplemented the food rations supplied by UNRRA and also provided the foods used in celebrating
the Jewish holidays. The group dealt with immigration and the resettlement of Jews into various countries.
Having seen our abilities on display in making the camp ready, Joe Fink inquired whether we would like to
work for the Joint.
Of course, I was interested. All four of us were. Being a part of the UNRRA provided a great many
benefits. First and foremost was that I would become one of the uniformed personnel, a member of the Allied
Forces, a part of the victorious army, the defeaters of the Nazis. It was bad enough that political conditions had
forced me to leave Czechoslovakia and that I was not able to immigrate to the United States. Having to return to
the hated German soil had been, perhaps, the worst possible scenario that I could have anticipated. However,
being in Germany in the uniform of the victorious army gave me a sense of revenge. To walk freely on the
streets and have the Germans show me deference or even some degree of fear fulfilled in me a need for revenge.
Wearing this uniform in Germany, I could tell myself that I was now stronger and better than the Germans. I
was now the conqueror, and they, the vanquished.
There were also practical reasons for joining UNRRA. The United Nations provided its employees with
excellent living conditions. After we joined, we were transferred from the camp and sent to work in a

warehouse in Munich. The four of us shared a large apartment, and each of us had his own bedroom. We ate in
a military dining room that, in my view, served very good food. We also were provided uniforms, including
shirts, underwear, socks, shoes, and overcoats. To my great consternation, however, the uniforms we were given
were British. They were sturdy woolen outfits; they were the uniforms of a conquering army; but, they were not
the American uniforms I had hoped to receive. This slight discrepancy between my wishful thinking and reality
I was able to rectify later.
Perhaps the greatest of all the privileges to which we, as uniformed personnel, were now entitled, was to
shop in the army-run store known as the PX (Post Exchange). The PX was like a department store combined
with a grocery. To enable us to shop there, half of our pay was given to us in script dollars (the currency used
by the military) and the other half was in German marks. Of course, compared with Americans doing the same
or similar jobs, European members of the organization received far lower remuneration. But, my ability to
purchase scarce food and tobacco more than compensated for this inequality.
Next to dollars, tobacco items, especially cigarettes, were the common and preferred currency in
interests
well. We were able to purchase only a limited supply of these scarce items, for tobacco and alcohol products
were rationed for all military personnel. We were given one and one-half cartons of cigarettes, a number of
cigars, and pipe tobacco. This was more than enough to support my habit and left a great surplus for me to use
as currency.
Our initial assignment was supervisory work in the warehouse, which stored food and clothing for
distribution to people in DP camps. Food was brought there from all over Europe. I still remember an incident
that showed us our small-town naïveté. A shipment of cheese arrived from Norway. The workers started to
unload rounds of cheeses, each weighing about fifty pounds. Unfamiliar with cheese products (in fact I had very
limited experience and knowledge about most, if not all, of the items stored there), I thought that these cheeses
were spoiled and hence unacceptable. Many had green mold. I showed the Norwegian officer in charge of
delivery why I considered the cheeses unacceptable. He laughed, took out his jackknife, cut into the round, and
proceeded to eat, giving me some to taste. It was very good.

Not wearing any visible military rank, our status was reflected by our uniforms and by our identity
cards. My card showed that I held a civil service rank three, a clerk, similar in military rank to a sergeant. This
rank entitled us to wear the uniform of English enlisted soldiers. I held this rank for a brief duration. I was soon
given a new assignment, and with it, a new rank.
Life in the ABC apartments in Munich was very pleasant. We lived in great luxury, far surpassing the
lifestyle that

ry large bedroom

all to myself.
Once a week we visited the PX to buy our cigarettes and alcohol as well as a cornucopia of luxuries and
food products that were new and strange to me. Fruits, such as oranges and bananas, were now common in my
diet. These were fruits which,

, were limited to one day a year as a part of the Lag

the traditional celebration of the Jewish Arbor Day. In the PX, we also could redeem our liquor
rations for beer, wine, and hard alcohol. In spite of our independence, we rarely indulged in alcohol. However,
once I could not resist a PX special, namely, Italian pink champagne for the great sum of $1.20 a case. Although
bath, we rarely had hard liquor

and never champagne.

The wine at home had to be kosher and certified that it was never offered to or poured over the altars of other
religions (not nesach).
Here in Germany, my life was quite different from that of my childhood. After my liberation, I ceased to
be concerned with kashruth. I strayed from Orthodoxy and violated the food taboos. I decided that it was time to
shed my earlier shtetl lifestyle. My first foray into nonkosher food occurred while still home. After liberation
because of necessity, cultural diffusion, and experiences in the concentration camp

I changed my philosophy

of life, and my lifestyle also changed. I ate the foods that were served in the dining hall and generally discarded
the old taboo system. I may say that perhaps what I experienced were evolutionary changes. This also reflected
a change in my identity and my worldview from my previous small-town, Orthodox self-image to a
cosmopolitan one.
In Munkacs, my interpersonal association was strictly intra-Jewish. My high school was Hebrew and
Zionist; the language of instruction was Hebrew; and all the students were Jewish. Outside of the classroom, my

associations were also limited to Jews. I dated only Jewish girls and socialized only with other Jewish boys, and
the clubs to which I belonged were Zionist organizations. Although we did not live in an officially segregated
and fenced-

the Germans occupied it in 1944, there were enclaves with a high density

of Jewish residents. The area around the Jewish street, I could say, was over 99 percent Jewish. We lived in
self-imposed ghettos. In Germany, my earlier reluctance and fear of association with non-Jews had broken
down. The freedom to change my way of life began in Prague where I dated someone non-Jewish. Now, in
Germany, my life went one step further; I became friendly with the Strausses and their three daughters. While
Mr. Strauss was nominally Jewish, his wife was a German Catholic, and their daughters had all been baptized in
s. Mr. Strauss was a member
of the German parliament and had a thriving import/export business. They lived on Inn Street, number 9, in a
very fashionable and exclusive neighborhood in Munich. I cannot remember why I went to their home, but most
likely I was asked by some of my warehouse colleagues to join in a visit for social reasons. My three

Jewish. I wondered whether their desire to entertain young Jewish men was an attempt to seek redemption for
being German. Whatever the reason, I was made welcome in their home, especially by Muti (as the girls called
their mother). I spent many occasions there, and on one occasion, I even stayed overnight.
In the Talmud, the rabbis warn Jews not to break bread with Gentiles. They warn that once a Jew shared
his meals with non-Jews, the following chain of events would occur. To make the bread palatable, the Jew
would ask the Gentile for olive oil in which to dip the bread. Next, the Jew would ask to have a drink of wine
with the Gentile. The drink would bring about familiarity between the two that would surely lead to
intermarriage. Thus, to avoid the sin of intermarriage, the rabbis urge the avoidance of close relationships,
beginning with activities such as breaking bread with Gentiles.
My association with the Strausses indeed brought on complications. The youngest daughter was barely
in her teens; the middle daughter, sixteen years of age, was extremely beautiful; and Erna, the oldest, about
nineteen years old, was an excellent cook with a tendency toward chubbiness; but because of the closeness in
our ages and my need for friendship, I had a closer relationship with her than with the others. I frequently

dropped in unannounced for a visit. I observed Christmas Eve for the first time with this family, and the next
day I joined them at their holiday lunch. When I was invited to the Christmas celebration, I clearly indicated to
them that I was coming as a friend and a visitor. I made them aware that this was not my holiday. They knew
that I was Jewish, that I was strongly committed to my people, and that I worked for a Jewish agency helping
Jewish displaced persons. Yet, in Munkacs, I would not have dared to take part in a Christmas celebration, even
as a visitor. My being there on Christmas was, first, a matter of my curiosity about this holiday that was new to
me, and second, a matter of friendship.
But I soon learned that their desire for my presence was from something other than friendship. Around
May of 1947, I returned to Munich from a lengthy assignment in another town. One evening after work, I came
to visit the Strauss family. As I entered the house, I met Mr. Strauss, and after an exchange of greetings, he
asked me into his office. He shut the door and told me that he wished to have a private conversation with me.
There was polite discussion about my work, after which, he inquired about my future plans. I told him that I no
longer saw myself as a resident of Europe. I informed him of my desire to immigrate to the United States where
I hoped to continue my medical studies, to complete my education, and to fulfill my childhood dream of
becoming a physician.
From his demeanor, I knew that he had another agenda on his mind. I sensed that the polite inquiries
about my future dreams were merely a ploy to put me at ease, and he was about to bring up the subject of his
genuine interest. Mr. Strauss went to his desk and took out a slim book, which turned out to be a Swiss
bankbook.
ince you left Munich, even if it was for a short while, Erna
became very unhappy. It was evident that she was disturbed about something. I had a long talk with her, and she
told me that she had fallen in love with yo
This was news to me. I was not aware of her feelings, perhaps because I did not reciprocate them. I had
come to the Strauss family simply because I was lonely and needed some place where I could find pleasant
social relationships. I never thought of Erna as a potential sexual partner, let alone a wife. Erna was a pleasant
and plump young woman whose physiognomy reflected her character. She, as I saw her, was destined to

become a typical German hausfrau. She was shy and hardly ever carried on an extended conversation. She was
not a beauty like her sixteen-year-old sister, who resembled Hedy Lamarr. To say the least, the middle sister
was quite stunning. If Erna had looked like her sister, I know I would have had a
Just as in Prague, marriage was
least for the moment

at

far from my desires.

I told Mr. Strauss that I was only twenty-two years old and not ready for marriage. In my view, first, I
must have a future. I must also overcome the memories of the past and expend all my efforts on leaving
Germany for the United States.
Undaunted by my refusal, he called me to his desk and opened the bankbook, which showed a balance
of one and onehowever, one provision. I want both of you to go to the States. But instead of going to medical school, I want
you to use this money to open an import/ export business. We will work together and have offices on both sides

Since I knew nothing about the import/export business, this also meant that I would have to stay in Germany,
and like Jacob who worked for Laban, I too would have to work for the hand of Erna.
I thanked Mr. Strauss sincerely for the offer, but my mind was made up. I did not wish to get married to
anyone. I proceeded

rna would make a wonderful wife, as she is already a skilled

homemaker. However, my goal
Of course, I did not tell him that marrying a Christian woman, and particularly one of German extraction
(even if she had some Jewish ancestry), would be an abhorrent idea to me and to my surviving family. I had to

bedroom. There, above her bed, hung a large black cross. I remember my disturbance as I gazed at the cross. I
wondered whether her commitment to Christianity was so deep that she needed to display the symbol. While the
cross may not matter to many Christians, to me it was a negative stimulus. It reminded me of a millennium of
Catholic atrocities, of pogroms, of iniquities during the Crusades, of the Spanish Inquisition. No matter how
much I could love a woman, her commitment to the cross would never let me become close or develop trust in

her. Needless to say, my refusal to marry Erna put a strain on my relationship with the family. Although I
remained friendly with them, my visits became far less frequent.

ELEVEN
Promotion

A few months after I began to work in the warehouse, the director of personnel called to ask me to see
him the next day. I wondered why. My first thought was that I might not have performed my job well and now
might lose it. I was quite apprehensive all that night. The next day, I went to JDC headquarters. After a short
wait, he came out and escorted me to his office. I do not remember any details of the conversation except that
he informed me that I would be taken out of the warehouse and would henceforth be employed as a caseworker
at the Munich headquarters. This promotion also came with a change in my rank. I was promoted from rank
three to six. In military terms, my promotion was equivalent to being raised from a sergeant to a first lieutenant.
I received a new uniform, the one I coveted most, the uniform of an American officer. I was also given a jeep.
Needless to say, all this made me feel as though I were on top of the world. Yet, I was still alone. By this time,
my uncles in Prague had immigrated to the United States, my father was in Munkacs, and his fate was unknown
to me.
One morning while driving to work, I noticed a uniformed person standing and waiting for the bus. I
pulled over to the curb to offer him a ride. The shoulder patch on his uniform indicated that he was a member of
a small organization, The Jewish Agency for Palestine. Late in 1946, that region in the Middle East was still
Palestine; Israel had yet to be established. Shalom

h

aliyah long before World War I. I do remember, however, that he had a

Is his name, by any chance,
The
, that is his name. Do you kn

He informed me that my great uncle had died and that his son had drowned while swimming in the
Mediterranean Sea
As soon as I arrived at my office, I wrote a letter to these cousins telling them that to my knowledge, I
was the so

had other sisters and a brother

who lived in Lwow, Poland, but none had survived the Holocaust. I posted the letter, hoping that someone
would answer, and I would be reunited with members of

even if they were strangers to

me. My hopes were not fulfilled. I never received a response to my letter.
In the late fall of 1946, Russia permitted the residents of pre-Second World War Poland who had fled
their country before the German onslaught to return to their country of origin. Among those who sought to be
repatriated were many Jews. For the most part, the returning Jews came back with their families, at least their
nuclear families, intact. But when they returned to various towns and cities in Poland, they found their homes,
as we had, destroyed or occupied by strangers. Most of these returnees later told me that they had not found any
family member, nuclear or extended, who had not fled from the Germans. They all were killed in the Holocaust.
The returnees, like me, found nothing but devastation, nothing that would keep them in the cities of their
birth. Poland had always been anti-Semitic. Jews lived there, not a part of that society, not as members of an
ethnic group that claimed a natural right to their places. They were strangers who very often were singled out
for unequal and harsh treatments. For instance, long before Hitler, Poland had instituted anti-Jewish laws. One
such law forbade Jews to slaughter animals in a kosher manner. This made it almost impossible for an observant

Jew to live in Poland. The returnees, like the survivors of concentration camps, no longer had any compelling
reason to stay in Poland. With their livelihood, family, and friends gone, there was nothing left for them but
painful memories. Thus, most of them decided to leave Poland, to emigrate. Unlike Russia, Poland permitted
them to leave only if they did not go directly to Germany. So the transports of Jewish emigrants left Poland via
Czechoslovakia and Austria to Germany. There they became a part of the throngs of displaced persons seeking
new homelands.
I was sent to Bad Reichenhall, a city on the border between Germany and Austria. My task was to help
the emigrating Polish Jews with their needs. To accomplish my task, I was to inquire of their needs and to
inform them about the various camps where they could stay. I was considered a welfare officer, one who tries to
alleviate problems of both new immigrants and those already living in camps. Since Bad Reichenhall did not
have army facilities, I had to be billeted in a private hotel where I also took my meals. I frequently had to go to
Austria, where I met trains that I accompanied to Germany. I was given blank travel orders, which I issued to
myself as needed. These documents authorized me to travel. With such orders, I could go to cities within the
occupied territories that I cared to visit. I visited Salzburg quite frequently and enjoyed the sites of that quaint
city.
Bad Reichenhall was only a scant 20 kilometers from Bertchesgarten, the city in the German Alps where
Hitler had his famous hill-top home. I went to visit the place. I drove there and checked into the officers
quarters, a former hotel for Nazi officers and now reserved for Allied officers. I do not remember much about
the visit. I do know that I felt a great amount of apprehension going there. After all, the thought of Hitler has
always filled me with anger. Though the visit itself was traumatic, to say the least, I nonetheless decided to visit

Alpine vistas; but I do not remember anything else. It seems that I have blocked out most of my memory of that
visit.
While residing in Bad Reichenhall, I had a visitor, an acquaintance from my hometown. The Spiegels
lived in the city across the river Latorca that separated Munkacs from its suburb, Oroszveg. I knew Spiegel
well, as his family and mine had neighboring seats in the synagogue. Somehow he had learned that I was in

uniform and that I could travel to many parts of Europe. Spiegel was, in the truest sense, an entrepreneur,
although most of his wheeling and dealing was in the black market. In the days after the war, those who dared
to operate in the gray or even black market made fortunes.
Spiegel came to me with an offer, which was very tempting because of the possibility of making a great
amount of money. At the same time, however, if caught in black-market activities, I would lose my job with the
United Nations. Moreover, my chances to immigrate to the United States would have been greatly diminished,
if not downright eliminated. He sold watches, specifically Swiss-made Tissot watches. They were high-quality
watches, just one step below the famous Omega watches, hence highly desired and definitely a status symbol.
These watches were far cheaper in Italy than they were in Switzerland, the country of their manufacture.
or the purchase of the watches; he
would also market them; and my task would simply be to acquire them. I was to travel to Italy, purchase the
watches, and bring them back to Germany where we would split the profits. I could have issued travel orders for
myself and thus have gone to Italy legally. As tempting as the offer was, I declined it. For reasons that are
unknown to me, even in my youth I refrained from taking chances, as I do now. Even to this day, I do not enjoy
gambling in casinos or on the stock market. I am fearful of losing money. It is not only that the opposition to
gambling and gamblers had been inculcated into me (early in my teens while studying the Talmud, I learned
that gamblers are not to be trusted and cannot be used as witnesses in court); but also, gambling is totally
antithetical to Jewish values. Hence, to take a chance of losing my opportunity to immigrate to the States, even
though I could have made a great fortune in the black market, went against the very fiber of my being. The fear
of losing my chance to immigrate to the States far exceeded my desire to make a small fortune. Perhaps, this
fear was also a residue of the trauma that I had suffered when I lost the money that my father sent me while I
was in Prague.
I suggested that Spiegel see Joe Fink, the person who was instrumental in my getting a job with the
United Nations. He was an American. No matter what he did, he could not lose his right to return to the United
States. I later heard rumors that Joe Fink had accepted the proposition and returned to the United States with
almost $500,000.

In the depressed economy of postwar Germany, a daring person could make a fortune. I am sure that
there were many who did. Former wealthy Germans, now in dire need of cash, were forced to sell their
valuables for prices that were far below their value. These were truly distress sales. One such item for sale,
offered to me by the Strauss family as a favor to one of their friends, was a diamond necklace. The diamonds
were, I am sure, of excellent quality, totaling 25 carats. The largest of the diamonds was 3 carats and graduated
downward with the smallest size being .75 carat. The diamonds were set in platinum. The asking price was
$2,500 American, a very small fraction of its true value. Unfortunately, I did not have the money.
I did, however, make one purchase, but I was fleeced in the transaction. A Jewish wheeler-dealer had an
old Leica C1 for sale. It was an early model with a retractable 50 mm lens. Since my childhood, I had two
fetishes: cameras and fountain pens. As a young boy coming home from grade school, I would take a detour so
that I could pass by a store that sold cameras. In the display window was a Contax camera, an early model
Rangefinder camera with 200 mm lens. The lens appeared to me as big as the single eye of a cyclops. I used to
stand there to ogle that marvelous equipment, dreaming of possessing it.
While I lacked skills for painting and drawing (in fact drawing was the only class in which I made an
undesirable grade in the gymnasium), I still felt the need then, as I do now, to express my vision. The camera
was the logical means to it. With a camera, I could capture and depict my vision of life. Now I had an
opportunity to possess a camera. Then, as it is now, the Leica was considered the finest in craftsmanship of both
camera body and lens. Before leaving Prague, I had sewn my worldly possessions, consisting of four $20 gold
pieces, into the shoulders of my coat. Sewing the money into the cotton shoulder padding served both to hide
the coins from possible searches by authorities and to provide for general safekeeping. I did not know the value
of these rare gold coins. At that time, I considered them to be just $80, which I gladly gave for having the object
of my dreams. Unfortunately, someone stole the Leica, and so I lost both my money and the camera. Now, with
the exception of a ring and a brooch, which belonged to my mother, my material ties with the past were
completely severed.
I had not heard from my father for about a year. Life for Jews in the Soviet Union was becoming, as in
Czarist times, difficult. Russian paranoia, as in the United States during the McCarthy period, was becoming

difficult, especially for Jews. It was particularly difficult for those who had relations in the West, especially in
the United States. It is for this reason my father had ceased writing to me. My communication with my relatives,
who by this time had left Czechoslovakia and settled in St. Louis, was at best, sporadic.
The letters that I received from my Uncle Nathan, who immigrated to the United States early in 1946
and now worked in the grocery store that he had received as a dowry in his recent marriage, were very
depressing. His letters began to erode my idealistic view of life in America. I had inherited my idealism about
The
Melting Pot, a play that portrayed the United States as a country where European immigrants, purified from
their ancient feuds and hostilities, could fulfill their age-old yearnings to be free persons.
In our early months in the concentration camp, before we were completely beaten both physically and
spiritually, my father and I had dreamt about life in the United States. He also had an idealistic view of
American immigrants; he believed them to be educated persons who were loyal to their heritages. He firmly
believed that immigrants to the United States brought along their cultures, their languages, and a desire to
itages, my father often told me
(perhaps to reassure his hopes), would create a demand for books in their native languages and by authors from
their native lands. He hoped to help them maintain their cultural heritages by opening a multilingual bookstore.
To him, America was not only the land of opportunity but also a land where both literature and the arts
flourished. I inherited this idealistic view of America. Of course, there were also my own experiences after
liberation working with the GIs and those ideas that I developed from the movies that I saw. It is this idealism
about the country, coupled with my wish to join the remnants of the family, which propelled me to seek
entrance to the United States instead of to Israel.

me, was a constant state of drudgery. One must rise e

l late at night. After work,
, perhaps, more by the many

tragedies that he had experienced than by his life in the States. His views reflected his anger at the cruelty of
fate and the constant disappointments that fate had allocated him. He had lost two wives and three children. His

first wife died in childbirth. His first son was the victim of an infant disease and died within two weeks of his
birth. His second wife and two daughters were killed in the Holocaust. Perhaps he was equally angry at himself
for submitting to the dictates of his brothers and not fulfilling his own wishes, desires, and dreams.
s. They
were most obsessed with upward social mobility. Status mobility is achieved through marriage, bringing an
increased income that would provide a particular lifestyle, and thus permitting the bearer to become a member
of a higher status group. We, the Schönfelds, came from a low social position. My grandfather Eliezer was an
unsuccessful merchant who, at the turn of the century, left for the United States to make his fortune. Without
any particular skills and unable to speak the language, the best he could become was a cigar roller. But even
from his meager income, he would send money home, as so many immigrants do. This money was set aside to
be used to escape life in the Jewish street, a ghetto in a city where the majority of the population consisted of
the poorest of Jews and people from the lowest social rung of the community. All effort was to be expended to
leave the ghetto and establish the Schönfelds as a respectable middle-class family. The money that my
grandfather sent was used to leave the Jewish street and settle in a more acceptable area of the city. The family
moved to St. Martin Street, which was a more respectable area, but still far from the true middle-class
neighborhood in which the family desired to dwell. With some of the money that Grandfather Eliezer sent from
the United States, but primarily with the money that my father received as a dowry, the family bought a small
bookstore which permitted the family to extricate itself from its low social position.
quee was Schönfeld Henryk, which represented the work ethic and frugality
instilled in my father by his mother. It was these traits that made the store a financial success. The earnings of
er, to attend medical school. To have a
doctor in the family further increased its social status. The income from the store enabled the family to display
the symbols of a respectable middle-class family: buy homes outside of the Jewish street and seats at the eastern
wall in the synagogue, the place where all the elite members of the community sat.

more affluent conditions than did his older brothers. He was pampered and indulged. He (and he alone)

vacationed in the resorts at the Black Sea, and unlike his brothers
broker

who married through the use of a marriage

he was allowed to date. Yet, when it came time for marriage, the family matriarch insisted that his

marriage should also be used for the further enhancement of

status. He was not permitted to marry

the girl whom he dated and whom he loved. None of the sons had been allowed to seek their own wives. My
grandmother insisted that each child owed a duty to the family and that their interests must be second to her
perception of wh
Life in an Eastern European small-town shtetl was not as idyllic as depicted by many writers. Unlike the
romanticized accounts of authors such as Mendele, Peretz, and Isaac B. Singer, life in the shtetl was difficult. In
as well as independence of
thought and behavior. The individual in the shtetl was subject to a communal dictatorship. Life was governed
by tradition defined by the family and the community. So my Uncle Nathan, if he wished to continue to live in
althy owner of a candle
factory, who brought a large dowry to the marriage and the family. More important, this union increased the
Schönfeld fami
You must understand that wealth alone did not endow either a person or his family with social honor.
Yichus,
wealth, while desirable in its own accord, does not endow a person with yichus. Generally, yichus is bestowed
by the community to families that have a long history of scholarship. Of course, some wealth is required to
maintain a certain standard of life. But above all else, the number of noted rabbis and professional people who
are members of a family are the prime factors that influence the fa
afford to provide their daughters with large dowries sought shiduchim, that is, matches with young men who
were scholars and were also from socially prominent families.
In this instance, the reverse prevailed. The bookstore that my father started provided the means to
liberate the Schönfeld family from the Yiddische gass, from the depth of the ghetto, the Jewish street, and set
them into middle-class respectability. It was now time to provide the Schönfelds with social prominence; the
boys, my grandmother insisted, had to marry well.

A year after the marriage,
well

died as
han to marry the girl he loved.

Soon after his second marriage, the Hungarian government took over my city (in accordance with the Vienna
conference and treaty) and brought with it anti-Jewish laws. Nathan lost his store license, had to shut the store,
and proceeded to liquidate his stock. By the time we were taken to the concentration camp, Nathan had two
children. Neither the children nor his wife returned from the camp. Coming to the states, Nathan went to work
in a bookstore where he met a young woman w
reestablish a family and live a quiet life. But again Nathan lost out. His brothers found him an appropriate wife
who brought a dowry of cash and a grocery store. It is not only that the family wanted what it thought was best
for Nathan, but they hoped that by this marriage, the brothers would be freed from their obligation to help him.
As a salesman in a bookstore, Nathan, who was forty years old, could not have earned enough to establish a
secure future. He would have always required financial help, which the brothers, in spite of their wealth, were

childbearing. The store he received as a dowry was in a changing neighborhood, and by the 1960s, it could not
compete with the new supermarkets. And so, in the end, Nathan had neither the store nor a family.
Nathan became bitter. His life in many ways was similar to that of the hero in a classic Greek tragedy. It
seems to me that Nathan was subject to a conspiracy between the cruel fates and his brothers who, perhaps in
their view of what was best for him, pressed him to sacrifice his own thoughts on how he might achieve a
modicum of happiness. His letters to me showed that he was very unhappy, existing in a state of depression that
emanated from his sense of hopelessness. His letters depicted that life in America was nothing but time spent at
work, a life without joy and the enjoyment of culture.
, and on Sunday I am too tired
like in Greek literature,
the dead continue to exist in a state of continual sadness. For the first time, I started to question the validity of
my image of America and whether America was indeed the land of my dreams. If life in the United States was

nothing but an existence characterized by a permeating sadness arising out of constant struggle, then was it
worth going there?
The working conditions for employees of the UNRRA were extraordinarily good. I came to enjoy the
life of leisure and pleasure that working for the UNRRA afforded me. I worked four and one-half days and had
enough money to enjoy the theater, music,
which he bemoaned his life in the States, when I wondered whether it would be better for me to stay in Europe
and enjoy the lifestyle to which I had become accustomed. But remaining in Germany was out of the question,
and so was going to other East European countries. Neither could I see myself as a Jewish immigrant in
England nor France. The history of Jews in both of these countries was repeatedly marked by persecution.
These countries had nothing to draw me. No matter what life in the United States might be, no matter the
difficulties that (at least according to Nathan)
States. From the description of life in America that I gained from its citizens working in Europe, I became sure
I was ready to leave for the U.S.
in 1947, but alas, I encountered the heavy hand of red tape of bureaucracies and their laws.
I had an affidavit given to me by my Uncle Saul that assured the federal and state governments that I
would not be a burden to the country. I had an open-ended ticket on Trans World Air (TWA), also sent to me by
my uncle, and I thought that these documents would assure me a rapid departure for the Unites States. But these
hopes were shattered, for I found that I had to wait at least three years for my turn to emigrate. This delay was
due to an instituted quota system. The immigration quota introduced in 1924 specified the number of people
each year who could immigrate to the States from various countries. East European countries, in contrast to
Western ones, not only had far lower immigration quotas, but unfortunately, also had a far greater number of
people seeking entrance to the United States. German, French, or British Jews did not have to wait if they
wished to immigrate. But those of us from Eastern and Central Europe, from Russia, Poland, Czechoslovakia,
and Hungary, had to wait our turn.
When I returned to Munich from my task in Bad Reichenhall, I was informed that the Hillel Foundation,
a Jewish fraternal organization, was offering scholarships to qualified students

who had survived the Holocaust. The scholarships were all inclusive, providing for tuition and the cost of
living. Of course, I applied. A few months later I was informed that I was a recipient of one of the scholarships
and that, based on my education and experience, I was accepted as a student by Columbia University in New
York. I was unaware of the status and prestige levels among universities. All that I was concerned with was that
Columbia was in New York, and the remnant of my family was in St. Louis. I wanted to be in St. Louis,
because being a part of my family was tantamount to stability. Ever since my liberation from camp, I had never
experienced a sense of belonging. I had become the proverbial wandering Jew.
When I was in Prague, I knew that even were I to have an opportunity to complete my education in that
city, I would not stay there. Even the mere idea of settling and living in Germany was abhorrent to me. The
United States, were I to have the chance to go there, would not provide me with emotional stability if my
, I sought a
life that was quite different from theirs. For instance, I could no longer accept religious Orthodoxy, nor could I
be submissive (as Nathan was) to their will. I knew that I wanted to live my life as a Jew but not be subjugated
by the ancient religious primitivism to which they were committed. Still, I wanted to maintain my relationship
with them. Perhaps, because of not having parents, I thought that being near my uncles would give me a sense
of security. So, regardless of the status of the university, I wanted to be in St. Louis. Luckily, Washington
University, a noted and respected university, admitted me.

did you do to make it possible to survive life in the concentrations camp
certain decisions I made which may have contributed to my survival. For instance, at one point in my camp life,
I decided not to work. Each day when I arrived to the work area, whenever I could, I would insulate myself
against the cold Bavarian fall air by putting old paper cement bags under my thin cotton blue-striped uniform.
After having padded myself, I hid among the bushes that were in the center of the work area. Were I to have
been discovered, the least punishment I might have received would have been a severe beating. In the extreme
case, I would have been shot. But the unceasing work of carrying 50-kilogram sacks of cement to the mixing
machine would have surely resulted in my demise, just as it did for many others. Most people abide by rules not

because they perceive them rationally as necessary for society to exist. People obey laws because they fear
punishment. The same held especially true in the camp. We obeyed rules because we were afraid of the
consequences; that is, nonconformity to the rules would result in being killed. But, by the time that I decided to
hide and not work, my fear of death had abated. At that point, I had already lived for a long time with the idea
of dying in the camp. Because of the immanency of death, I lost the fear of dying. As I saw it, I had nothing to
lose, so I dared. Let me point out immediately, I dared to hide not because I had courage. One needs courage to
overcome fear, but I no longer feared. In fact, now in my old age, I fear death more than I did in the camp. From
this perspective, I was not a hero, one who courageously faced God-ordained fate. It was simply my extreme
fatigue from working, bringing home the bodies of those who died at work, and seeing the many people who
died daily from the combination of work and starvation that made hiding a better alternative than working.
Aside from this one decision, my survival was mostly a matter of being young and, above all else, lucky.
Luck or chance had an equally, and perhaps an even greater, determining effect on my promotions than
did my occupational skills. My earlier promotion, the assignment to work with the newly arriving Polish Jews,
and my next assignment were given to me because I was available; I was a veritable Johnny-on-the-spot.
Between assignments, I spent my time at the American Jewish Joint Distribution Committee headquarters, and
when a new and large DP camp at Ansbach was opened, I was available for employment. I was given my new
assignment to join the staff of the camp in Ansbach as a welfare and immigration officer. The new position
came with a promotion to rank P11, equivalent to being a major in the army.
Ansbach in 1947 was a small city located about thirty miles south of Nuremberg. Its fame today is from
its annual Beethoven festival. During the Nazi regime, Ansbach had a large military contingent, and
consequently it had numerous military barracks. By 1947, as the U.S. soldiers were mustered out, parts of the
military barracks became available and were allocated to the United Nations as housing for the swelling ranks
of stateless persons. When I arrived in Ansbach, there were two compounds. One housed the displaced persons,
consisting mostly of Jews who were able to escape from Poland and some from Russia. The other, across the
street, remained occupied by the U.S. military.

My assignment was twofold. First, as a welfare officer, I concerned myself with the many personal
problems and needs, especially those related to ethnic and religious needs. My second task was to assist the
Jewish displaced persons in their quests to resettle in various countries.
To give families some degree of privacy, the large barracks rooms were portioned into smaller units,
each occupied by a family, often consisting of parents and children. Privacy is, of course, a relative term. Walls
made from boards gave the inhabitants their own spatial territory but not the privacy of sound. The units were
partitioned with uninsulated boards that did not serve well as sound barriers between the rooms. Living in one
room did not afford the kind of privacy that we, middle-class Americans, take for granted; namely, the privacy
of bath and toilet facilities, the privacy of speaking and not being heard by others, and most of all, the privacy of
sexual life.
There was nothing that I could do to alleviate these conditions. Neither could I change the food rations
that were assigned. Meals were eaten in dining halls, because the partitioned rooms did not have kitchen
facilities. I could, and did, supplement their rations with special foods required for the Jewish holidays, such as
Passover, and for special events such as circumcisions and weddings.
A high-density residence often creates its own problems. Extreme propinquity not only between family
members, but also between various families, coupled with the absence of privacy, often resulted in quarrels and
bickering. In spite of my youth and lack of training as a social worker, I had to bring the feuding parties to my
office and try to make peace. The best I could hope for was an agreement for accommodation.
My most important task was to assist the displaced persons with immigrating and settling in countries of
their choice. Many sought to find a way to immigrate to Palestine in the hopes that it would become a Jewish
state. If this was their aim, I could not help. However, there were individuals in the camp who could aid in this
plan; they who were members of various Jewish agencies that functioned to find extralegal ways to help
survivors in their immigration to the hoped-for Jewish state. My work was to assist with legal immigration. Of
course, there were times when I also had to resort to various nonlegal (as opposed to illegal), but nonetheless
moral, practices.

Frequently, I helped people acquire false documents to facilitate immigration. For instance, in order for
Jews to immigrate to South American countries, they had to have baptismal certificates, preferably in Roman
Catholicism. I always saw to it that I acquired such documents, even though they were false. The first time I
encountered this requirement was when a Polish Jew, whose brother lived in a South American country,
received permission to immigrate there. The entrance visa also included the proviso that the immigrant must be
non-Semitas, he could not be Jewish. To help this man to immigrate, I requested that local priests provide
certificates of baptism. In this manner, the immigrants could prove that they were non-Semites. My wearing the
uniform of the conquering army exerted pressure on a Roman Catholic priest who thereby complied with my
strong request and issued a baptismal certificate.
I never doubted that my actions were moral. Overcoming even the violation of laws that are anti-Semitic
is neither illegitimate nor immoral. Of course, I would not have chosen to immigrate into a country that was
officially anti-Semitic. For the same reason, later in the United States as a graduate student in sociology, I
violated the laws of segregation because I considered them to be immoral, and hence, by their very nature
lacking in legality. Laws of segregation violate, as the U.S. constitution proposes, the inalienable rights vested

interests, and such laws are not based on universal moral principles. Justice is the application of morals that are
rooted in equal rights, and hence, any law that violates the tenets of justice is not, to my mind, legitimate. This
t that by its very nature is unjust, regardless of the
agreement of the contracting parties, is not legitimate.
The use of subterfuge among Jews to overcome threats to their lives has a long history. It began with the
anti-Jewish laws instituted by Constantine in 350 CE. It continued in most Christian countries during the dark
centuries of the Crusades. The rise of Catholic religious courts in Spain and in their colonies was instrumental
to the development of the Inquisition. This institution forced many Jews to use subterfuge as a response to the
auto-da-fé if they would not convert to Catholicism. Many Jews complied on the
surface by feigning conversion. While outside their homes they appeared as Catholics, inside their homes they
stealthily practiced their ancient faith. These were the hidden Jews, the Conversos, the Marranos, the pork

eaters, as the Catholic population derogatorily called them. I considered the requirements by the South
American countries that immigrants be non-Semitas as unjust, and hence, I did not consider such laws
legitimate. I felt no compunctions when I knowingly helped to violate the unjust provisions in such
immigration.
In the course of my work as an immigration officer, I encountered a variety of interesting events. One
revolved around a group of mostly Hungarian Jews whom I assisted with immigrating to Norway.
I received a communication from JDC headquarters that Norway was seeking Jewish immigrants. It
seemed that this country wished to replace the Jews lost during the German occupation. I informed the residents
of the camp and asked those who were interested to come to see me. Among those who came was Mr. W., a
baker from Budapest, Hungary. While Jews in other cities in Hungary were taken to camps, the Jews in
Budapest had been spared. Mr. W., his wife, and three children survived the war years without having been
interned. Still, Mr. W. did not want to stay in Hungary and had come to Germany to be a part of the homeless
and displaced persons seeking a new start some place other than their countries of birth. Being a baker gave him
a useful and marketable trade. When he heard about the opportunity to settle in Norway, he came to see me. Mr.
W. turned out to be sly and dishonorable. Yes, he wished to go to Norway, he informed me. Yes, he was aware
that he had a good trade and that because of his trade he stood a very good chance of immigrating and settling
there. But, he lowered his voice as though he was speaking in confidence, imparting to me sotto voce a man-toman secret. He seemed assured that I, a man, would understand his desire and would help him to attain it. With

there by myself. I w
three children and his wife, who I knew was in her sixth month of pregnancy. He was a vile and cruel man, I
thought to myself.
While I could not do anything about the personal relationship and state of happiness, I could try to

d the word, and I doubt that you

and inexperienced, I was angry and hostile toward this person, for in my perspective, he had violated what I
considered (and still consider) to be the essence of morality

justice and fairness. I threatened him with what I

considered to be the greatest fear harbored by all Jewish displaced persons, to have to remain in Germany, the
most hated of all countries. Of course, I knew that my threats were empty. Most likely, I could not have done
anything had he left his family. But standing before him in the position of authority in the camp, he believed
that I did possess the power and, hence, the capability to fulfill my threats. I promised that if he took his wife
and children along, I would ensure, to the extent that I could, a successful immigration to Norway. This promise
was mostly my attempt to insure that he and his family would stay together. I hoped that once they were in
Norway without other families for support, their need for each other would act as a prophylaxis against their
breakup.
There were five single individuals and two families who immigrated to Norway. I received a few letters
from the immigrants after their arrival there. Most countries that accepted displaced persons did so with
reluctance. For instance, the United States never offered any welfare services to its new immigrants. What help
the immigrants received came from various Jewish agencies. The responsibility for adjusting to the new country
rested solely with the immigrants. This was not so with those who went to Norway. Of course, it is wrong to
compare Norway with the United States. After all, the former had invited but a scant seven hundred persons,
and the latter had accepted many hundreds of thousands. Still, Norwegian treatment of the soon-to-be new
citizens was exemplary.
As the ship that brought the new immigrants to Norway approached Oslo, a delegation of Jews and
, where they expected to be
informed about their new lives, they were greeted by a Norwegian official with the traditional Hebrew greeting,
shalom. Disembarking from the ship, they were taken to barracks which served as temporary homes. In the
re they
also met with prospective employers and were given assurance of jobs and living quarters. It was during the

a golden opportunity, wrote t
surprise, the king accepted the honor. The adjutant who represented the King at the bris (circumcision ritual)
ly received a magnificent gift

a bakery and an adjoining house

in Oslo. The story made its rounds in the camp. Such an act of generosity by a non-Jew to a Jew, especially by a
ing giving a Jew such a present.

During my stay in Ansbach, I helped many displaced persons immigrate to new countries. At the same
time, I could not help my own cause. By this time, I had returned both the affidavit and airplane ticket to my
uncle, knowing full well that neither of these nor my scholarship would help to hasten my immigration to the
United States. I had to be patient and wait my turn. So I requested a change in my immigration status. I no
longer applied for permanent residency, but I sought a student visa

the status of a visitor. I hoped that by

seeking a student rather than an immigration visa, I would have a better chance for earlier immigration. I also
hoped that once I was in the United States, I would be able to convert my visitor status to permanent residence
status. I knew that a student visa would limit my stay in America to the years necessary to complete my
education. Yet, my first concern was to leave Germany and enter the United States. I collected all the necessary
documents and submitted a new application. There was nothing else to do now but wait.

permitted me to requisition cars in size up to a three-quarter-ton truck from the Army motor pool. With my
promotion to P11, I often had opportunities to dine with the military. With my new rank, my pay also increased,
and I was able to indulge in various food items available in the PX. I also indulged on learning to ride. For two
packs of cigarettes, a farmer I knew allowed me to ride his two horses, and on weekends, I frequently spent four
to five hours riding.
There was one ritual that I performed with almost religious zeal. In Prague, I discovered and fell in love
with Glenn M

the American Forces Network (AFN) presented one-

half hour of his music, a program titled In memory of Major Miller
listening. It was not passive music. The full enjo

the music of any of the big

bands that were broadcast on AFN, could only be achieved through dancing the jitterbug. I had to learn this
dance. How could anyone be a real American, a part of the armed forces (even if only tangentially associated
with them), without the ability to dance to this wonderful music? I had to learn it. And I did. I found a very
pretty
willing to teach me, and I became an eager student of the jitterbug.
I met this young woman at Thanksgiving dinner. The traditional dinner of turkey and all the trimmings
de similar to
those common on present-day cruise ships. Each waitress held a large serving platter on which there was a
white oblong-

he waitress

responded. The idea that ice cream could be served as a hot dish was beyond my immediate comprehension.
In Ansbach, I had my first opportunity to interact with Americans as equals. It was from them that I got
my first glimpse of how Americans think of themselves and their country. I learned from another welfare
officer, from New Orleans, what Cajun life and food are like. She introduced me to the spirit of New Orleans
and to the music of Louis Armstrong. Yet, no one even hinted at the American tragedy of legal discrimination.
Among the people who shared lodging with me in a large stately home were two young, quiet, and
demure Dutch women. I learned from them that Holland had been ruled by queens (as a constitutional
monarchy) for a century. For a few generations, the queens had given birth solely to daughters. But now in
1947, there was hope that the pattern might be broken. Queen Julianna of Holland was pregnant, and as the due
date for the birth of the hoped-for prince came closer, the two Dutch women increased their purchases in the
PX. They were going to give a party to celebrate the birth of a prince. Bottles of champagne were stocked in the
res were prepared, and the countdown to the birth began. Finally, the news came over
the radio

the Queen had another daughter. Their disappointment was expressed with angry curse words, Chod

Verdume, which they kept repeating. Holland was destined to continue to have queens, and no king was in sight.
I settled into a pleasant and comfortable existence in Ansbach. Sunday afternoons were reserved for
chess, a game my father had taught me. When I played chess, I always felt some part of my father next to me.

My usual Sunday afternoon partner was a military officer who had immigrated to the United States from
Poland. We always had music broadcast by the AFN, cut and peeled apples and pears, and two bottles of chilled
Rhine wine. These somewhat sweet wines went very well with the fruit, and all in all, provided for a very
pleasant afternoon. In the end, no one cared who won. In a sense, both of us won a very pleasant afternoon. In
addition, Ansbach had a symphony that I attended, and there were always friends with whom to spend time.
I tried to keep in touch with my classmates, particularly Chaim, who worked in Stuttgart. Since we only
Friday noon, I had time for long weekends. One summer weekend, I took the train and went to visit
Chaim. I spent a wonderful weekend there. In addition to visiting a charming city almost as hilly as San
Francisco, I was privileged to attend a performance of The Three-Penny Opera, performed in German with the
lead role sung by Lotte Lenya, the wife of the composer, Weill. This was a memorable event. Because Weill
was Jewish, his music had been forbidden by the Nazis. A year earlier, in Munich, I became acquainted with a
German family. I met the family through one of the daughters in the household who worked in the officers
mess hall. She brought me to her home and introduced me to her father, a retired, one-eyed commercial pilot.
The cause of this physical deficiency was never mentioned, but I assume that it was early in the war, and it
changed him from a military to a commercial pilot. He insisted that he was never a Nazi, and to prove his claim,
he showed me his records of The Three-Penny Opera. These contraband records, he related to me, had been
bought in Switzerland and smuggled into Germany. Had he been a member of the party, he never would have
violated the sacrosanct anti-Jewish laws, that is, to possess books written by a Jew or music composed by one.
One evening while in my room in Ansbach, there was a knock at my door. As I opened it, there stood
Erna, whom I had

he packed up and left.
She came to me, knowing that as a friend, I would make her welcome. I did. Still, I wanted to inform her
parents.

The next morning in my office, I called her father to tell him that Erna was with me, that she was well,
and that I would not take advantage of the situation. I further informed him that when she calmed down, I would
see to it that she returned home.
m Erna for some years

after I had

been in the States and was married. One day, to my surprise, I received a letter from her telling me that she and
her Jewish husband had immigrated to Canada. Although my wife encouraged me to respond and renew my
friendship, I did not. It seems that I wanted to rid myself of my German memories and cut myself off from the
past. It was a time when both the Holocaust and post-Holocaust memories still had a disturbing effect on me.
While in Ansbach I had another visitor. One day a young person appeared at my residence and
int
niece was
marriage in many different ways. Alex, who
the war. Although he survived the war years, his immediate family did not. He was from Transylvania, a part of
Romania not too far from my hometown. Like me, he went to Budapest and had escaped from there to
Germany. But Alex decided to continue his studies and had enrolled in Heidelberg medical school, where he
had completed nearly four years of the five-and-one-half-year curriculum. He later came to the States, to St.
Louis, where he hoped he would be permitted to complete medical training. However, medical schools in the
7 percent Jews. Both Alex and I had to give
up our dreams of becoming physicians.
It seems that some events in our lives become the frame of reference, the paradigm, by which we judge
and give meaning to other experiences. We see events not as they are but as they are colored by our previous
t

instead,

we look at events with a given predisposition. It is this meaning system that serves as our frame of reference
when we judge events. For instance, being ill can be interpreted in different ways and may have different
meanings. While most often we consider illness as an undesirable reality, sometimes it can have a positive

symbolic meaning, and thus, serendipitously latent and unintended positive consequences. One such illness that
I perceived as downright enjoyable was when I was hospitalized due to tonsillitis and strep throat.
Of course, illness can be life threatening, and strep throat may lead to serious complications and even
death. As a European, even though I was working for the UN and in the employ of the U.S. government, I had
second-class status. I was paid far less than Americans in the same position, and I had far fewer privileges. I
could not, as U.S. personnel could, send money to the United States. I could not establish a bank account there.
Moreover, only part of my pay was in U.S. script dollars, military dollars that I could spend in the PX. I had
even fewer privileges than did Europeans working for UNRRA who were citizens of a country and bearers of
When I was sick in Munich a year earlier, in spite of wearing a uniform, I was treated as
just another Jewish displaced person. I was sent to the ad hoc Jewish hospital and not to an American military
hospital. Even though I was in uniform

as were other Europeans, Frenchmen, Englishmen, Hollanders,

Norwegians, and Poles, who in sickness and in pay received the same privileges as did American civilians

I

was told that I did not have the same status as others who occupied the same position. Regardless of my job,
regardless of being a uniformed person, I was just a displaced person. In Ansbach, when I contracted strep
throat, I was sent to Nuremberg to the U.S. military hospital and not to the local hospital where displaced
persons were sent. As I presented my ID,

s accommodations. In all respects, I was treated as

an officer; I had status. But what gave me great joy was that others now, even the American military physicians,
reinforced my self-concept as a person of status; and thus symbolically, I perceived myself to be almost an
American.
In the spring of 1948, I received a new assignment and another promotion. I was elevated to P13, and
considering that I was only twenty-two years old, this rank was indeed very high. P13 is equivalent to being a
full colonel in
Wasserburg. I had made a full circle. In 1945 I was liberated from a concentration camp outside of Wasserburg,
and now I returned to the same place, as a commander of a camp and also of the region. But the camp, unlike
Ansbach, was isolated and far from any military installation. True, I received a house all to myself and was
given enough money to hire a housekeeper/cook. But I lacked companionship of any kind. I made sure that the

children were well taken care of and helped with their immigration. Most of them were orphans whose parents
had died during the Holocaust, and now they were waiting to immigrate somewhere. In addition to having
experienced the Holocaust and the loss of parents, home, and security, some of these children were also
survivors of the English camps when they were evacuated from the Exodus. From this camp, they immigrated
and were allowed to enter the new Jewish state, Israel.
My stay in this camp was very short. At the end of May, I was notified that I had received a U.S. visa,
and I would shortly be permitted to leave for the United States. In fact, I did not get a quota number, for I was
given a student visa that limited my stay in the U.S. to the duration of my studies at Washington University. I
left the camp and returned to Munich, where I worked at headquarters and waited to leave for Bremenhaven, the
port of embarkation. May of 1948 was a tension-filled time for me. This was the month when the United
Nations debated the fate of the Jewish state, whether indeed it would become a reality. I listened to the debate
over the radio and then to the vote. The resolution passed, and the dream of a Jewish homeland had now
become a reality.

TWELVE
Zionism

Like most Jews in the spring of 1948, I sat by the radio, mesmerized by the vote in the United Nations.
The 2000-year-old hope and dream seemed to have become a reality. The State of Israel had come to be;

within their own borders.
The establishment of the State of Israel was the fulfillment of my personal dream, too. After all,
throughout my life I had been a Zionist. For twelve years, I attended a Zionist parochial school where the
language of instruction was Hebrew. In prominent places in the school, the pictures of Theodore Herzl and
Eliezer Ben-Yehuda, the father of Modern Hebrew,

Jews supported the Zionist ideal. Most Chassidic Jews, especially the Munkacser rebbe, abhorred the idea of a
Jewish homeland. For him, and for most of the ultra-Orthodox Jews, the establishment of a national homeland
before the advent of the Messiah was unthinkable. The existence of Israel was to be a part of the messianic
event that would come when the anointed one, whose advent was proclaimed by Elijah, would reestablish both
the Holy Temple and the new and sacred State of Israel. Thrice daily, traditional Jews prayed for the rebuilding
of the Holy Temple, to bring back the sacrifices as it is commanded in the Torah. In their view, both the land
and the language are holy and can never be placed in the secular domain. Hebrew is to be used only when one
studies the holy script and never as the means of everyday communication.
But we, the students of the Hebrew gymnasium, held a different view. It was clear to us that history had
provided ample evidence that the future existence of the Jewish people was directly tied to the establishment of

esponse to the Nazi atrocities.

Few indeed were the countries that opened their borders to Jews who sought to escape the German
atrocities and save their lives. The United States, a country that took pride (at least ideally) in being a nation of
immigrants, a country where people might find their freedom from the ancient feuds that were so common to

which publicly declared its supposed ideals on the bronze plate attached to the Statue of Liberty that welcomes
with open arms the wretched refuse yearning to be free, refused to open its gates to Jewish refugees from the SS
St. Louis. This ship was filled with German refugees who were seeking a reprieve from the Nazi death sentence
that was passed on them. The ship was not allowed to dock and let its passengers, who were far from being the
refuse of Europe, land in the country. The United States, contrary to its ideals, refused to grant safe refuge to the
innocent victims of the prophet of racism. Its passengers were forced to return to Germany. Yes, a Jewish state
would have made a great difference during the dark ages of Nazi rule.
From my childhood on, my father had imbued me with the ideals of Zionism. His political beliefs were
to the left of the middle and coincided with the political beliefs of early Zionist leaders. Our home was often a
,
author and poet who immigrated to Israel after World War I and stayed with us while he was visiting his family.
to Israel very early in his life, also stayed with us and told us stories
about the land. The books that I grew up with were the legends of David and Solomon, and the history that I
studied was primarily the history of the Jews.
Even though my father was a middle-of-the-road socialist, in the mid-1930s, when the revisionist leader
Zeev Zhabotinsky came to my hometown, my father took me to meet the leader and introduced us. Zhabotinsky
was the leader of the militant Zionist movement whose members believed that Israel would have to be freed
only through the sacrifice of blood. Zhabotinsky, because of his anti-British and militant attitude, was ejected
from Israel by the ruling British. In fact, in 1940, as a reaction to anti-S
Zionist group, the Betar. Many of my friends who survived the Holocaust went to Israel, and some became
members of the Irgun, the underground Jewish army. Two of my classmates, Yaakov Weiss and Houseman, lost
their lives in the attack on the Acre prison. Houseman was shot, and Weiss was captured by the British and was

executed in the Acre prison. His picture as a martyr is still displayed in the execution room of the death
chamber at the prison.
Why then, as a Zionist, did I not choose (like some of my friends) to find my way to Israel and be a part
of the people who were fighting for the redemption of the land?
Idealism and reality often are the two opposite dimensions in a personal dialectic. Idealism demands, for
instance, that a person defers his personal ends and gives primacy to collective ends. The demands of idealism
are similar to the demands of charismatic leaders; both require total submission. The idealist and the charismatic
disciple must reject self-interest such as economic and family interests or the seeking of personal goals. The key
concept in idealism is sacrifice
cause

at most, altruistic self-sacrifice,

for transcendental ends. At the least, idealism requires commitment and sacrifice even to the point that

the idealist feels obligated to give up, if the cause demands it, any economic, familial, or other kind of future
ends. Idealism recognizes no other ends except those that it proclaims. In 1948, the fledgling State of Israel
demanded this form of sacrifice.
When Israel became an independent Jewish country, I was in the arms of a dilemma. Are my personal
aims and hopes more important to me than the needs of Israel? Am I willing to continue to suffer for a cause
after I have lost everything but my life? I decided that, at that time, I should seek to maximize my self-interests.
My prospects seemed to be far better in the States than in Israel. I had a scholarship to a prestigious university.
My long wait for immigration had ended. I was to leave for Bremenhaven to embark upon my journey to the
United States. In contrast to Israel where I had no one, my family was already in America and in the city of my
destination; and above all, I still had dim hopes that my father might join me in the United States.
Even to this day I do not know where I would have been happier. Would I have been happier to have
followed the Zionist ideals and settled in Israel? Would I have felt more at home there, together with other Jews
who shared my experiences, or in the United States, a fundamentally Christian country?
I opted to go where I could seek to achieve my childhood dream to become a physician. Hence, I opted
to come to the United States. I never became a physician, but I did get a Ph.D. and become a professor. In this
sense, I re

to become an intellectual. But, as much as I admired and loved the

United States, I was never able to consider it my home. In spite of its seemingly secular orientation, America is
a Christian country in which, even though given full citizenship and privileges appertaining thereto, I am just
tolerated. I have never fully developed a sense of belonging. Whenever I speak of the founding fathers, I speak
of people with whom I do not share kinship. It was quite different thirty years ago when I first visited Israel.
There, I felt some sense of belonging; I felt my historical roots. I was treading the land my ancestors walked.
This was the land of my history, the land of David and Solomon, of Hillel and Rabbi Akiba. This was the land
drenched by the blood of my heroes who had defended a country that, since my childhood, I had considered my
own.
In 1972, I visited Israel for the first time. I was invited to visit the country by the government as a
member of the organization Professors for Peace in the Middle East. My wife and I, together with other
university professors from the United States and Canada, both Jews and Christians, were invited for an official
visit. While in Jerusalem, we went to visit the Western Wall, known as the Wailing Wall. With a skullcap on
my head, I slowly approached this remnant of the Temple that was destroyed almost 2,000 years ago. There
they were, these massive stones that once constituted the outer defenses of the Temple, the Western Wall, with
little pieces of paper inserted in every crack. The papers were prayers that people hoped would be answered by
God. As I approached the wall, I felt as Moses must have as he approached the burning bush. A sense of awe
and trepidation fell over me. I experienced a feeling that only one who perceived the wall as sacred could
achieve. It was the wall that was the symbol of 2,000 years of yearning, of hope for self-governing. To me, this
wall was far more sacred than Mount Sinai. Slowly I laid my hands on the wall, and I felt a transcendental spirit
enveloping me. It was an emotional and spiritual feeling that I have never experienced before. At that moment, I
believed I was at the center of the universe surrounded by my ancestors. I was there together with the spirit of
David and his son, Solomon. In my vision, I stood next to the prophets Jeremiah and Isaiah, and I heard the
an,
there, that I was a part of this land and its people. For the first time in my life I felt rooted.
And yet, in retrospect, I would have had a difficult life in Israel. I would have always been angry
e

politics. Long before Martin Luther King, I too had a dream. It was a dream that arose from my reading of
Altneuland (Old-New Land). I saw Israel as a second Switzerland, the neutrality of
which would have been underwritten by the world, or at least by the United Nations. Instead, I find that it has
become a country with a holy soul torn apart by the necessity of self-defense. The people who contributed to the
moral foundation of religion have again been rejected by the world.
While I, as an immigrant, never fully developed an historical kinship with the United States, my children
are Americans in the truest sense. I guess my feelings are not unique, but they are feelings that all immigrants
then
transfer these feeling to another country. This is true even when the home country has enslaved its people and
they achieve a freedom that they have never experienced previously. I am an American by choice, but my
children are Americans because they belong here. Their emotions are tied to this place.

