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MEMORIES 
 
I was born on December 21st,1924 in Braunschweig. It is a small 
town in north east Germany, and not well known to many non-
Germans. At the time of my arrival it had some 160,000 
inhabitants, a small amount of industry, and its main 
claim to fame was the production of Braunschweiger liverwurst 
and honey cake. Historically it had seen much better days, 
having once been a Hansard town, and the royal family of the 
Duke of Braunschweig had in years gone by, played a more 
significant role on the world scene. 
 
My parents Lea and Chaskel Glatt belonged to the lower middle 
class. They were orthodox Jewish immigrants, who came from Poland 
at the beginning of the twentieth century, to find a better 
life in Germany. They no doubt preferred German authority to the 
anti-semitism prevalent in Poland. My father's family had for 
many generations lived in Posen, which had been part of East 
Prussia under Bismark's rule. My mother and father had lived in 
Hannover before they were married, where most of our relatives 
who had left for Germany had made their homes. Hannover was a much 
larger town, and by then had a large Jewish community. 
 
By the time I made my arrival, my father was already established 
in Braunschweig. He was the owner of a jute business, and was 
well known in town. We prided ourselves, that any letter 
addressed with just his name on the envelope, would have no 
problem finding its destination. We lived in a middle-class 
section, at am neuen Petritore 7a, where we would reside until 
my mother was forced out by the Nazis in 1939. By standards of 
those days, the apartment we occupied was very spacious. It had 
5 large rooms, 2 of which were rarely used. One was what was 
called in German "Die gute Stube" the good room, where we spent 
the Seders and entertained special guests. The second one was 
reserved for great events like Bar Mitzvahs, and no one entered, 
except to remove the dust from time to time. The kitchen served 
as our bathroom, dining room, and play room, where we did our 
homework and entertained our friends. It had a big stove that 
consumed large bricks of coal, on which mother used to cook all 
her meals, and which in winter kept the apartment warm. The 
toilet was outside the apartment, halfway between the first and 
second floor. Bathrooms with tubs in those days were only known 
in new houses or the homes of the very rich. 

My parents arranged for their children to arrive in two to two 
and a half year intervals. By the time they had me, they called 
it quits. Bernhard my oldest brother, is six years my senior. 
Efraim and Berta, arrived together two years after him. And 
then came Josef. Although he is two years older then me, he was 
more the baby of the family then I was. It seems I was always 
more in a rush to grow up, and certainly more aggressive. He was 
more delicate, and gentler, and no doubt a kinder individual. 
This characteristic remained with him throughout his life. Our 
home was always full of people. With five children all bringing 
their friends, I don't know how we found room for everybody, 
even though the kitchen was very 
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large. Maybe that is the reason we fought so much. As the youngest 
it was not easy to find my place in the sun. I learned early in 
life to fight for what I thought were my rights. 
 
One of my earliest recollections was accompanying my mother to 
the market. Twice a week the farmers from the surrounding 
countryside would bring in their wares. From all over town people 
would come to the Hagenmark or Kohlmark to buy fresh vegetables 
and other farm products as well as fresh fish. On Friday mornings 
my mother would bake "Challe" and a "Topfkuchen" for Shabbat, 
which we would take to a nearby bakery, where it was placed in a 
large wood oven and baked together with the regular bread. This 
was a ritual that never varied until Kristallnacht in 1938, when 
"normal" Jewish life came to an end in Germany. Shabbat was 
strictly observed in our household. After my mother lit the 
Shabbat candles, all manual work came to a halt. While the meal 
still simmered on the stove, the electric lights were all turned 
off and not touched again until sunset the following day. My 
father and the older boys went to what we called the "Stiebel", 
which  was the prayer house for the orthodox Jewish 
community, whose members were all immigrants from Russia and 
Poland. Services Friday night started as soon as it got dark, and 
were completed after a very short time. The meal that followed 
my father's homecoming was consumed in a festive mood, with much 
singing, talk and prayer. The flicker of the candles gave the room 
a very warm feeling. 
 
  In 1930 at the age of six I started school. In Germany the 
school year started at Easter. To ease the pain of the youngster 
giving up his freedom, the parents would supply the new student 
with an "Ostertuete" on the first day of school - a large 
cardboard unit filled with chocolate and other goodies. The 
occasion was usually preserved for posterity by having the 
child's picture taken by an official photographer. In each 
German home there was at least one such photo. The school on the 
Okerstrasse, which I attended for the next six years, was 
conveniently located across the street from where we lived. My 
teacher for the first three years was a Mr. Knorke. He was 
already well acquainted with the Glatt family, as he had taught my 
three brothers before me. He was a good teacher, of the old 
school. Strongly patriotic, but not a Nazi. Before 
holidays, he would push the regular curriculum aside and tell us 
stories of World War I. Of his days in the trenches in the 
"Agonner Wald" somewhere in France. He made them sound so great, 
that we wished we could have been there too. 
 
Mr. Knorke was followed by a Mr. Lange. It was a time shortly 
after Hitler came to power in 1933. The first day in class, Mr. 
Lange appeared in the uniform of the SA. Surprisingly, he turned 
out to be a pretty fair teacher. Though he was our class 
teacher, he did not teach us in very many subjects. If he had any 
anti-semitic leanings, he did not express them. He treated us 
like the rest of the students, and I sometimes wonder what 
happened to him. It was
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the last normal year for us Jewish students. The coming year would 
bring a lot of changes. 
 
The German School  system  requires  eight years  compulsory 
attendance. After the first four years the brighter students could 
switch over to a middle school or gymnasium. By the time we reached 
the fifth grade, these options were no longer open to us Jewish 
students. My brother Bernhard had gone on to the Reformreal 
Gymnasium on the Breite Strasse. He was an excellent student, but 
would soon be expelled because of his religion. My other brothers 
and sister attended the middle school. Continuing at the school on 
the Okerstrasse, our teacher for the coming year was to be a Mr. 
Rohmann. The  name itself expresses the type of person he 
represented. Rohmann literally translated means a raw man. He was 
all that and worse. He was an anti-semite of the lowest form. He 
had joined the party long before Hitler came to power. What turned 
him into such a fanatic, I don't know. I heard there was a Jewish 
widow who lived in the same house as he did. She would stand for 
none of his nonsense and would tell him off in no uncertain terms. 
However, that in itself would have been a poor excuse for his 
hatred. 

Attending school in the same grade with me was another Jewish boy 
by the name of Moritz Rosen. Our families were closely linked. He 
had two brothers who were the same ages as my brothers Bernhard and 
Efraim. His father was the Cantor of our "Stiebel" and the teacher 
who gave Hebrew education to the children of its members. The 
"Cheder" or Jewish school followed regular classes on a daily basis. 
By 1 o clock day school would be over, and between 
2 and 5 we would attend Hebrew school. At the beginning of each 
school year, I had a habit of finding myself a seat on the last 
bench furthest from the blackboard and the teachers desk. Soon 
after Rohmann became our class teacher, he noticed that Rosen was 
sitting in the front on a bench all by himself and the Jew Glatt 
was sharing a bench with two blond Aryans. This offended his sense 
of blood purity, and from that day on the "Judenbank" was 
established – Rosen and I would sit on the bench at the back, 
alone. He also did not like me mixing with the rest of the students 
during roll call, and used to pull me by the collar of my shirt to 
a place three feet behind everybody else. His first task as class 
teacher was to get a picture of the Fuehrer for the wall over his 
desk. However, he was too cheap to pay for it himself, so he 
pressured the students in his class to donate their pocket money 
towards this project. In those days there were still quite a few 
students from working class families, whose parents had been ardent 
Communists, and were not yet enamored with the Nazis. Their 
reluctance to make contributions did not put them on favorable 
terms with him. Well he got his picture, and the class had the 
pleasure of standing in front of it every morning and saluting it 
with their Sieg Heil. His next project was to get everybody in his 
class to join the Jungvolk, the junior group of the Hitler youth. 
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He succeeded except for one holdout. Eventually he had the 
holdout transferred to another school, to which he also 
transferred us two Jewish boys. He could now boast, that he had 
made the school on the Okerstrasse "Judenrein". 
 

Rohmann’s hero was the notorious Julius Streicher, Gauleiter of 
Bavaria and publisher of the anti-semitic newspaper "Der 
Stuermer". As it was once the custom to start the day by reading 
a portion from the Bible, Rohmann would often start the first 
lesson by telling of the atrocities committed by world Jewry as 
seen through the eyes of the infamous Jew baiter Streicher. We 
learned how all the ills that happened anywhere on the globe were 
organized by the back room boys of International Jewry, who 
pulled all the strings, and caused all the suffering. We learned 
about all the secret blood rituals, that were supposed to be part 
of the Jewish religion. The caricatures as depicted by the paper 
of course bore no resemblance to any real Jewish person, and in 
hindsight there remains the feeling that the students didn't 
really understand what he was talking about. Their animosity 
towards us remained passive. They neither particularly liked us, 
except for one or two, nor showed any hate. The friendships that 
had been made in earlier years with many classmates no longer 
existed. Not because of personal dislike, but out of fear of 
being seen playing with Jews. After all they all now belonged to 
the Jungvolk, and were part of the new German Reich, in which we 
had no part to play, and at best were just tolerated. Despite 
all of this, during all my school years in Germany I never was 
involved in a fight with a fellow student. 
 
During the years that I attended the school on the Okerstrasse, I 
had of course many other teachers who taught the different 
subjects that made up the curriculum. They were mostly 
dedicated, capable professionals of the old school, all strongly 
nationalistic, but in those days still unbiased in their treatment 
towards us. I excelled in mathematics and history, and managed 
average grades in all other subjects. I liked school, but I liked 
holidays better. With the end of the school year at Easter 1937, 
our association with Rohmann came to an end. He had finally pulled 
the necessary strings within the party, to have us Jews 
transferred to another school. Together with the holdout, whose 
parents would not let him join the Jungvolk, we reported at the 
beginning of the new term to the school on the Marsch Strasse. 
We already had a friend there, Manfred Moise, whose family 
belonged to the same Stiebel where we prayed. He was probably 
the brightest student in school, and as such enjoyed many 
privileges. In my usual manner I found myself on the first day of 
school a seat in the back of the class room, without any 
objection from my Aryan neighbours. My friend Rosen however 
found himself on the same front bench together with the holdout, 
who despite his parents’ anti-Nazi feelings, was now 
nevertheless enough indoctrinated by Rohmann’s teaching to object 
to sharing a seat with a Jew. Thus the Judenbank was introduced to 
the new school, but in our class only. 
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Our stay at the Marsch school was not to last very long. Before the 
year was out, new laws would be introduced forbidding Jewish 
children from attending higher educational institutions, and 
transferring all those attending elementary school to a 
"Judenschule". My class teacher at the school on the Marsch Strasse 
was a Mr. Maiborn. The only impression I have left of him was the 
fear he expressed to us during the Sudeten crisis. As a German 
frontline soldier he remembered the time spent in the trenches 
during World War I and was no advocate of a repeat performance. The 
propaganda preceding the Munich settlement was enormous. Daily 
speakers would expound to an assembled school about the atrocities 
committed by the Benes Government to the innocent Sudeten German 
population. While Hitler talked war, one had the feeling that the 
greater part of the population was not yet ready. The settlement 
with Chamberlain came as a great relief. While no open 
anti-semitism was experienced at the school on the Marsch Strasse, 
our contact with fellow students was minimal. Today I do not 
remember a single name or face of any of them. 

History has always been my favorite subject in school. It was first 
taught in the third grade and started with German mythology. We 
learned about the old Teutonic Gods of Thunder and Valhalla where 
the heroes who lost in battle would find their eternal resting 
place. From German mythology we went to Greek mythology and after 
that we turned to early Roman history but only in relation to the 
early settlers of Germany. Later we learned German history from its 
very beginning and I remember memorizing the dates of all the 
battles. At examination time at the end of the school term we were 
marked on our report card by the number of dates we answered 
correctly. Countries are very biased in the way they teach history in 
their school books.  The heroes in one country become the villains 
in another. Hitler is often compared with Napoleon. The comparison 
does a great injustice to the great military genius. Hitler was 
just a mass murderer with no redeeming qualities, while Napoleon 
brought with him many of the social changes of the French 
revolution. 
 
The Jewish School was established by the end of 1937 in one of the 
class rooms of a Catholic school, on Hinter der Marsch Strasse. 
It was run by a Miss Mangold, a former Jewish high school teacher, 
whose qualifications were excellent, but the job was very 
difficult. It now reminds me of the country schools you see in the 
movies from the pioneering days of the early wild west. We had 
children in our one class room ranging from six to fourteen years. 
The oldest student Shepsel Blinder was delegated to teach the 
youngest pupils Vera Udelsmann and Bubi Moise the A-B-C. We older 
ones tried to further our education by studying from text books. 
Miss Mangold did her best to concentrate on the in-between age 
groups. I don't think we succeeded in creating the competitive 
environment among the students, that is so creative in Jewish 
schools in North America. We were all fairly bright, but lacked 
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the incentive for scholastic excellence. Our minds were by that 
time concentrated on the existing conditions around us, and the 
uncertain future that lay ahead. The relationship between the 
students was fairly normal. For the first time boys and girls were 
thrown together under the same roof. Soon pairing up started, and 
with it a certain amount of friction. We wrote poems into each 
others journals, and said goodbye to those lucky enough to leave 
Germany. For those left behind it was not a pleasant time. In 
November 1938 came Kristallnacht, and with it the end of the 
"Einklassige Judenschule". 

Growing up in Germany in pre-Hitler era, I remember the constant 
friction that existed between the different political groups. For 
a young child it was difficult to make sense of what the various 
parties stood for. We knew for sure the Communist didn't like the 
Nazis, and vice versa. But there were so many other groups whose 
aims were a puzzle to us. Of the Weimar Republic I was totally 
ignorant at the time, and learned of its meaning only much later in 
England. We knew there was inflation in Germany, because we 
played with the inflated money that showed values of million marks 
and more. At that time it was not even worth the paper it was 
printed on. We also collected stamps that were overprinted with 
values that reached into the trillions of marks. The economy of 
Germany was in ruin. People had lost all their savings, and the 
number of unemployed  was  astronomical.  While my father  too 
struggled to make a living, we still had a nice home and were never 
short of food. My father travelled quite a bit, and on his return 
home he would never forget to bring his children some coconut 
chocolates. 

The city of Braunschweig was divided into different sections. In 
the west near the Nussberg the very rich had their homes. Other 
parts were split up between the upper and lower middle class, and 
in between were rows of streets occupied by working and low income 
families. This latter area was the preserve of the Communists and, 
prior to 1933, no uniformed storm trooper would dare enter its 
territory and hope to come out alive. The Lange Strasse was the 
centre of this district and on May Day, the equivalent to America's 
Labour Day, most windows would fly the red flag. After Hitler came 
to power a Swastika was soon added in the centre of the red to make 
it a proper Nazi flag. The early thirties were turbulent times in 
Germany, and Braunschweig was right in the middle of it. It was a 
hotbed for Nazi supporters, and had the questionable privilege of 
turning the Austrian paperhanger into a German citizen. I remember 
the constant street fighting between the storm troopers and the 
Communists, which were usually broken up by the regular police, who 
arrived on simulated fire trucks, hanging on to the sides in a 
standing position. On arriving at their destination they would 
jump off, and start banging heads with their truncheons. It was a 
sight to behold, but too dangerous for a young Jewish boy to get 
too close to. The participants were not too concerned who they
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knocked down trying to make their escape. 

The Jewish population in Braunschweig at that time numbered close 
to one thousand heads, and was strictly divided between the old 
German families who could boast of parents who were already born 
in that country, and the newcomers from the east who had made 
their appearance at the turn of the century. As with any new 
immigrant group, their arrival in Germany gave rise to a great 
deal of suspicion and discomfort, and were viewed by those Jews 
already established and assimilated with a great deal of anxiety. 
They hated the way they dressed. They hated the way they practised 
their religion. They hated the way they spoke the language and 
above all they were suspicious of the way they made their 1iving. 
As is normal in such circumstances the dislike by one group, was 
reciprocated by the other. So in Braunschweig like in the rest of 
Germany there existed these two Jewish groups, who lived side by 
side, without too much love for each other. We called the 
assimilated German Jews "Jeckes" and they referred to us, as "Ost 
Juden". It generally takes one or two generations to turn the children of 
new immigrants into solid citizens of the host country. As the children of 
newly immigrated parents, we were well on our way along this path, 
adopting German habits some of which I would gladly have done 
without in later life. 
 
On the Neue Knochenhauer Strasse the German Jews of Braunschweig 
had built for themselves a beautiful Synagogue and community 
centre. They called it the Temple. We Ostjuden never attended 
services there because it had an organ and a women's choir with 
non-Jewish participants. We children however made an exception on 
Simchas Torah and Yom Kippur. Simchas Torah because they let us 
parade with flags and gave us candies, and on Yom Kippur to hear 
the Guest Rabbi from Berlin preach a sermon. The community centre 
became part of our social life and helped to bridge at least the 
children of the two groups. We Ostjuden had our own house of 
prayer, which over the years moved to various rented locations. Its 
size depended on the pocket book of its members. During the High 
Holidays there was a shortage of seating capacity, and to 
accommodate all members and their wives, a large hall in the 
Kaiserhof, a hotel in the city, would be rented. It is ironic that 
the same hotel, where orthodox Jews prayed to God on the holiest 
days in their calender, would later be used as a meeting place for 
the SS of Braunschweig. 
 
A third Synagogue that was used by neither group, could be found in 
the Aegidien Kirche (church) that served as one of the town’s many 
museums. Rumors had it that Napoleon on his retreat from Moscow 
stopped over in Braunschweig, and quartered his horses in the church 
since then it was no longer used for religious services. For us 
children it was a very interesting place to visit, with all the old 
armor from the middle ages and the miniature replica of a 
synagogue with all its religious symbols. I understand it is 
still there today. If so it is possibly the only Jewish house 
of prayer not destroyed on Kristallnacht.  
 
While many ladies of the Temple were no doubt not overcome with 
excessive love for us children, they nevertheless thought it 
necessary for charitable reasons to do something for us. Every 
Wednesday they organized an afternoon of games and fun. Loads 
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of toys were made available at the community centre and 
everybody had a great time. To top it all off, chocolate milk and 
unlimited amounts of pastries were served. The reason we were 
not too popular with some of the ladies was our refusal to take 
off our caps in a room. We refused this for religious reasons. In 
all fairness however, it must be said that most of the ladies 
were extremely nice and we became quite fond of them in time. On 
Chanukah, there was a big party every year in one of the 
largest hotels in town. There was entertainment, lots of drinks 
and cakes, and every child went home with a present. 

The community centre was also used as classrooms for teaching 
religion. Before Hitler came to power it was compulsory to 
teach religion for one hour each week in school. As the Jewish 
children were excused from these lessons, the state made 
arrangements with the Jewish board to have the Temple provide 
this function. So once a week we had to attend classes at the 
Temple, which were given by the Chief Rabbi of Braunschweig, a 
Dr. Gaertner, and the Cantor, Mr. Tischler. As we already 
attended Hebrew school with Mr. Rosen, our Cantor from the 
Stiebel, we were far ahead in our religious studies and really 
gained very little from these additional lessons. We joked 
about our report cards which showed all A's. 

Being excluded from most local activities, the Jewish Community 
became a very active entity within itself. We all belonged to 
the Mizrachi organization and became very ardent Zionists. We 
were also members of the Maccabees, and once a week participated 
in physical exercises at a Gymnasium on the Reichstrasse. This 
also included boxing, and I distinctly remember one fight with 
Berthold Schlamm where I gave him a black eye. It must have been 
a lucky punch, for he was by far the stronger of the two. I met 
Berthold many years later while visiting Mexico. I told him the 
story, but he had no recollection of me or Braunschweig. His 
family left Germany in 1935 when he was 10 years old. Our 
meetings with the Mizrachi group took place on Saturday 
afternoon at the community centre. There was a lot of singing, 
led mostly by Chaim and Moritz Rosen. My brother Bernhard, who 
was our leader, would give a short lecture on some Jewish 
topic, to be followed by some discussion on current affairs.  

As we grew older we went on bicycle trips every Sunday during 
the summer months, to the many woods surrounding Braunschweig. 
When we found a quiet meadow we would stop and play football. 
We tried to avoid coming in contact with the general public. 
Another activity at the community centre was playing table 
tennis. I don't know how many hours we spent there waiting for 
our turn to play with the champion. The winner always continued 
playing, which reduced the play time for the rest. It was not a 
very fair arrangement, but nobody ever complained. 

In the early thirties the jute business no longer remained a 
viable occupation and my father became the owner of a grocery 
store on the Meinhardshof. The street already had two other 
Jewish businesses. One was a very successful peddlers’ supply 
shop carried on by the Kohn family, and the other, a second-hand 
clothing store owned by the Schipper family. Both the Kohn and 
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Schippers were part of our circle, and their children were 
within our age groups. The grocery store would in future consume 
a large part of our time. My mother would spend a good part of 
the day there, and we would come from school for our lunches. To 
communicate better we had a phone line installed between our 
shop and home. Having a phone for business was a necessity as we 
depended on Jewish customers who did not always live within easy 
walking distance from the store. The phone in the house was a 
luxury which we greatly appreciated. To make a trunk call, 
which was free, we had to crank up a lever on the box to get a 
connection. During the entire time we had a phone in our home, I 
never made a pay call. None of my friends’ families had a 
phone. Our telephone number was 4911. The business started off 
quite well. My father added a fish tank to one corner of the 
store, and every Thursday a barrel full of live fish would 
arrive from the Steinhuder Meer near Hannover. The fish would 
be transferred by net into the tank, where later the customers 
would pick them out for the Sabbath meal. When it was no longer 
possible in Braunschweig to kill fowl according to Jewish law, my 
father would also bring in a large basket full of chickens, 
still endowed with their feathers. I used to watch my mother on 
Thursday nights remove the feathers from her chicken, open it 
up, and clean the inside. What was edible would be placed on a 
basket top and doused with a heavy dose of salt. It would be 
left in that state overnight for cooking the next day. What 
kept my interest going most, was the number of little yellow 
eggs that would come out of the chicken's stomach. Those we 
considered a delicacy worth fighting for.  

My brother Efraim was my father's favourite. He was the first 
one in the family to receive a new bicycle. With the bicycle 
also came a lot of responsibility. As most of our customers 
lived quite a distance from the store, somebody had to deliver 
the merchandise that was ordered by phone. As the person with 
the most business brains, it fell to Efraim to do that chore. 
In later years when he left home to study in Frankfurt am Main, 
I inherited the job. Efraim was a good hearted and very 
likeable person. He would give you the shirt off his back. With 
his chores came certain benefits. People would give him 
gratuities when he made deliveries, and with the money he 
received he would buy things for his brothers and sister. In 
winter he would show up with skates for everybody, or a toboggan. 
He bought balls, toy soldiers and building blocks. He was a 
wheeler dealer. He bought things and sold them soon after. He 
always had something going. Everybody said he would become a 
shrewd businessman some day. 



Page 12 
 

In January  1933  Adolf  Hitler came to  power. In political 
discussions at home a certain fear was prevalent. Nobody wanted 
him, but there was an underlying hope that with accepting a high 
government position he would modify his rhetoric. It was not to be 
like that. From the very beginning he put into force what he had 
foretold in his book" Mein Kampf". In Braunschweig many people 
were arrested taken to the Braun Haus, the headquarters of the S.A., 
and severely beaten. Others were locked up in the local jail and 
also mistreated. Slowly the  lifestyle began to change, if 
ever so gradual in the very beginning. My father at that time was 
already quite sick. In June of that year he was taken by Mattel 
Schipper in his car to the Jewish Hospital in Hannover. I visited 
him there a few times with my mother. His condition did not 
improve, and he died in July of that year. My mother's sister, 
Tante Schewe who lived in Hannover, came to look after us. She 
told my mother on arrival that her husband was still alive and 
waiting to see her, but the bad news had already preceded her. He 
was buried in the cemetery of Aalem near Hannover, and on a recent 
trip with my wife and son Rick, we found his grave well cared for.  

The burden of looking after the business and five young children, 
now fell on my mother. It was no easy task, and with every passing 
year it became more  difficult. New anti-Jewish  laws were 
passed in quick succession. Men were robbed of their 
ability to provide for their families. People were eating up their 
savings and there was no future for them in the new Third Reich. 
And ever so slowly one departure after another took place, and a 
steady flow of friends would disappear from the scene. The first 
to suffer from the anti-Jewish decrees were the civil servants, some 
holding high judicial positions in the state. Many were already so 
assimilated to the extent that they had converted to Christianity. 
Despite the constant boycotts of Jewish stores, they remained 
popular with the public. On the Schuhstrasse there were a number 
of department stores, but the Jewish "Kaufhaus Adolf Frank" 
remained until the very end the most popular in town. On the 
Sundays before Christmas, the only time in the year when the 
stores were allowed to remain open on a Sunday, one had to fight to 
get in. After Kristallnacht, when all Jewish stores had to be 
aryanized, the party members stood in line to buy them up for 
bargain prices. 

When my brother Bernhard was forced to leave the Reformreal 
Gymnasium around 1934, he started thinking of making "Aliyah" to 
Palestine. He knew there were already too many professionals in the 
land, and what was needed were craftsmen. Arrangements were made 
for him to enter an apprenticeship with a carpenter shop in 
Braunschweig. He made some beautiful pieces, including a beautiful 
wooden Menorah, which joined our furniture in the room that was 
never used. But Bernhard was not cut out to be a carpenter, and 
eventually he moved to Frankfurt am Main, where he became a member 
of the Jewish freedom fighters "Hechalutz". In 1937 together with 
Chaim Rosen he left for the Holy Land.  

Amongst the orthodox community in Braunschweig it was the custom at 
that time to send their boys after graduation from public

• 
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school to a yeshiva to expand their Hebrew education. In those 
days there existed in Germany two famous yeshivas, both located 
in Frankfurt am Main. One was the Breuer yeshiva, part of the 
Agudas Israel movement, and the other was the Hoffman yeshiva which 
was supported by the Mizrachi. The Agudas Israel movement was the 
more religious of the two, and did not support the Zionist 
concept of a Jewish State in Palestine. In 1935 my brother 
Efraim was accepted at the Hoffmann yeshiva, and at the same 
time the Schipper boys Bernhard and Bubi left to attend the 
Breuer yeshiva. After about a year of studies, Efraim left to 
join a “ Hachschara” in Fulda, which was close to Berlin. By 
then the whole family hoped to end up in Palestine. When Efraim 
left home, the job of making deliveries fell on me. By right Josef 
should have taken over, but I was the stronger of the two, and 
did not mind doing it. I got to know all our customers, which 
now included many of the members from the Temple. 
 
While the Nazification of the country was by now in full swing, 
it was still possible to live a fairly "normal" life with 
certain restrictions. Many establishments already showed the 
sign "Juden Unerwuenscht" (Jews unwelcome), especially the 
cafes, and restaurants. But we never went there anyway, because 
they were not kosher and we didn't have the money. If some movie 
houses showed the sign, and we wanted to see the movies, we went 
in anyways. After all we were Unerwuenscht in the whole of 
Germany, why should a little sign make a difference. Once a 
school mate saw me enter the theatre and reported it to my 
teacher Rohmann. Surprisingly he didn't make an issue of it, but 
then he preferred to pick on my friend Moritz Rosen. Every 
Friday night, Saturday morning and Saturday afternoon we would 
go to our Stiebel on the Knochenhauer Strasse. It was a 
structure hidden behind the main building and to enter it you had 
to climb some steep steps. It was also the cheder were Mr. Rosen 
would teach his diminishing number of students. Here the boys 
reaching their 13th birthday would hold their Bar Mitzvah. It 
was the great event in our lives, to be called up to the Torah, 
and say the mafter and haftorah, for which we would have 
practised many months. It was also the custom on these 
occasions, for the Rabbi and Cantor from the Temple to walk 
through town, in their top hat and morning coat, and honour us 
with their presence. The Rabbi would extend the Hebrew blessings 
on the Bar Mitzvah boy, and give a little speech. After services 
cake and drinks would be served. In the afternoon there would be 
an open house at the home of the Bar Mitzvah boy. I remember 
well my Bar Mitzvah in 1937, as that was the year Hitler paid 
another visit to Braunschweig. I was in a building on the 
Schuhstrasse with my mother visiting our tailor, having a blue 
suit made for my Bar Mitzvah. Al1 of a sudden we could hear a 
big commotion coming from the street. Running to the window we 
could see a procession of cars passing by, with Hitler standing 
in one of them giving the Nazi salute. How easy it would have 
been to shoot him at that time. The street was narrow and the cars 
travelling at a slow speed. But who had a gun … and enough 
courage to do the deed. 
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Going to the Stiebel was a social event, as all our friends and 
acquaintances would be there. Not far from our home on the 
Petersilienstrasse, lived the family Udelsmann with their three 
daughters. Every Saturday morning I would join Mr. Udelsmann as 
he passed our house with his two youngest daughters Vera and 
Ruth. Between the trips to and from the Stiebel I would learn of 
all his experiences in the First World War. He had been a soldier 
in the German army and was decorated with the Iron Cross. Most 
of his soldiering took place in the east. He told me stories of 
how he had helped Jewish people when the German army occupied 
enemy territories. Originally he came from Poland, became a 
German citizen after the war, and lost his citizenship again 
after Hitler came to power. He was a great friend and invited us 
at times to use the bath in his home. In Braunschweig on Fridays, 
the men with their sons would sojourn to the Kaiserstrasse to 
make use of the public baths. After Hitler came to power, we were 
no longer allowed to use the facilities. Mr. Udelsmann 
immigrated to the United States in 1938, and his wife and 
daughters followed him a year later. 

We had a lot of relatives in Hannover. There were my mother’s 
sisters. Tante Sudsche was the older one, and married to uncle 
Jossel Kanner. They had no children, and after the death of my 
father, came to visit us in Braunschweig every Passover to conduct 
the Seders. Tante Schewe was the pretty one and married to 
uncle Schiehe Gersten. They had two daughters, cousin Bertha 
(Gewurz) who was the same age as my sister, and cousin Ruth who 
was a year my senior. There was also Tante Rickale who was a 
cousin of my mother and her husband uncle Gershon Silber. They 
had a son and daughter, Lenchen and Avrumale. During our summer 
vacations, we children were often the guests of our relatives in 
Hannover. Cousin Bertha and Ruth would likewise visit us often 
in Braunschweig. We were a pretty close knit family. The 
distance from Hannover to Braunschweig is 60 km, though on a 
local train it would take a good two hours. There must have been 
at least a dozen stops in between, or so it seemed at the time. 
An express train would do it in less than an hour. Today on the 
Autobahn it can be done in 20 minutes. Hannover had a beautiful 
Synagogue, built on a square, which was completely destroyed on 
Kristallnacht. Herrenhausen, once the seat of English Royalty, 
had gardens with impressive fountains that were the pride of the 
city. To see them lit up at night, was a sight one would not soon 
forget. 
 
In 1936 the Olympic Games were held in Berlin. Despite our non-
participation, we children followed the events with keen 
interest. There was of course no television in those days, but 
by radio or newspaper it did not take long to find out who won 
the gold and other medals. We preferred the winners to be non-
Germans, and Jessie Owens was our favourite. In Germany at that 
time, cigarette packages contained pictures of the athletes who 
participated in the games. For a number of small pictures, they 
were exchangeable for a large one that would fit into a special 
album. With a lot of
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difficulty I succeeded in collecting all the pictures. For a while 
it was a prized possession, and on leaving Germany it was one of 
the few things that I took along to England. However there was a 
problem with the album. On the front cover of the binding was a 
large Swastika together with the Olympic insignia. Worse still, the 
first page had a large picture of the Fuehrer in all his glory. 
When war broke out in 1939, I tore off the cover with the offending 
Swastika, and found a place for the Hitler picture in the garbage 
can. The album was never the same after the surgery, and later on 
it disappeared completely. In later years I was sorry not to have 
kept the photos of the athletes, as my grandsons are great sport 
fans, and would have enjoyed looking at them. 
 
1936 was also the year my sister moved to Berlin. Berta had been on 
the loose since finishing school, and with no prospect of finding a 
useful occupation in Braunschweig my mother arranged for her to stay 
with Tante Mania in Berlin. Tante Mania was a first cousin of my 
father and was married to uncle Arje Waldman. They had three sons, of 
which the youngest Achim was my age. The Waldmans dealt in fine 
material for men and ladies wear and belonged to the more affluent 
side of the family. They had a beautiful home in the north west 
part of Berlin, and took to the waters every year in Marienbad, 
Czechoslovakia. I was sorry to see Berta leave. She had been 
closest to me since early childhood, and more accessible than my 
brothers. My brothers all had their own friends, and considered me 
too young to join in their games. While I would miss her, I was 
nevertheless pleased that she was moving to a more congenial 
environment. In those days I thought any place better than 
Braunschweig. 
 
When 1938 came around, conditions for the Jewish community in 
Braunschweig had deteriorated considerably. A large number of 
families had left to find new homes in other countries. Our list of 
customers had shrunk considerably, although we now supplied a small 
Jewish community in an outlying district. The Nazis of 
Wolfenbuettel, in an attempt to get rid of their Jews, decided to 
cut off their supply of food. It was my job every Sunday morning to 
travel the 12 km by bicycle, visit each Jewish family and take 
their orders. Two young men from the Berger family who lived in 
Wolfenbuettel but worked in Braunschweig, would take the filled 
orders back and deliver them. 
 
The remaining members of our "Stiebel" could no longer afford the 
rent for the premises on the Alte Knochenhauer Strasse, and the new 
home now became one of the classrooms in the community centre. 
Originally the head of the Temple had offered to make a small 
prayer hall in the main building available, but this was declined 
on religious grounds. The Cheder had disappeared and the few 
remaining students would take their lessons in the home of Mr. 
Rosen. Josef was now working in Mr. Kahn's store. 
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Our  house changed hands, and became the property of Herr 
Hartmann. The new owner was in the typewriter business, and 
intended to make out of our apartment a residence and store. We 
had to move to the apartment above, which had the exact lay out. 
As the apartment was freshly papered, the move was not 
unwelcome. The former landlord Herr Schlie had died, and  his 
passing had been a great loss  to us children. He had  a very 
successful ice cream parlour on the Kohlmark, and produced the 
ice cream in the basement of our building. We would often go down 
to the basement with a large bowl, and for 25 Pfennig (10 cents) 
he would fill it up to the rim. 
 
Late in October 1938 all Jews with Polish nationality were 
expelled from Germany and given 48 hours to leave the country. 
We received the notice on a Thursday, and the same day we made 
preparation to pick up Berta in Berlin and travel on to Poland. 
However the Nazis decided not to wait, and the same night 
started to round up all Polish nationals. On the way to the 
railway station we saw a truck in front of a store on the 
Kohlmark, where the Jewish family Leiter lived. It was a fearful 
sight. Inside the vehicle were our friends with their children, 
and a lot of screaming could be heard. We retreated from the 
scene and made our way to the railway station as fast as we could. 
Those who were rounded up that night, were taken to the Zuchthaus 
(penitentiary) in Salzgitter and on the following day deported to 
Zbonszyn in Poland. My mother, Josef and I got on a local train 
to Berlin, and the overnight trip seemed to take forever. But we 
finally got there without further incident, and were picked up by 
our relatives, the Waldmans, and taken to their home. I met my 
cousin Achim for the first time. He was my age and we soon 
became friends. 
 
In the evening when we had just sat down to the Shabbat meal, 
there was a knock on the door. Two policemen in plainclothes 
were asking for us. They allowed us to take a case with food, and 
Tante Mania gave us the chicken she was about to serve. She packed 
enough food to see us to the Polish border. We were taken to the 
jail on the Alexander Platz, the same prison that would later hold 
the Nazi criminals convicted at the Nuremberg trials. Inside the 
prison we were separated from my mother, who was taken to the 
women's wing. Josef and I were taken to a cell that held already 
a young Jewish boy. We ate very little during the two days we 
were there, as we expected to be shipped off to Poland at any 
moment. The chicken that was to nourish us on the way turned 
rotten and had to be disposed of when we got out. For months 
after I felt guilty for not sharing and eating the chicken in 
prison. While we were incarcerated, our "friends" the Polish 
Government had closed the borders, as they too did not want any 
more Jews in their country. We had entered the prison on Friday 
night and were released Monday morning. The police had treated 
us civilly, and probably wondered what we were doing there. When 
my mother was released, she unwittingly said "auf wiedersehen" 
(see you soon), to which the 
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guard replied "but not here". While we were on our way to 
Berlin, my brother Efraim was on a visit to our relatives in 
Hannover. There he got caught up in the round up of the Polish 
Jews and shipped off to Zbonszyn with all our uncles and aunts 
and cousin Ruth. Amongst those deported from Hannover was the 
family Gruenspan, whose son Hershel would soon after put a bullet 
through Von Rath, the second secretary of the German Embassy in 
Paris, who incidentally was not a Nazi. This incident 
precipitated and was used as an excuse for the atrocities 
committed on Kristallnacht, November 9th, 1938. 
 
We had remained in Berlin for the better part of the week, and 
returned with heavy heart back to Braunschweig. We had a 
foreboding of what was to come, though nobody could have 
imagined the barbaric form it would take. On our return we found 
our apartment sealed by the police. It was obvious they did not 
expect us to come back. We broke the seal, and entered our 
apartment feeling like thieves. The following day all hell broke 
loose. It started early in the morning when we woke up to the 
pounding on the door. Outside we saw three Gestapo officials 
who asked us to get dressed and come with them. We marched 
through town to the Leopold Strasse, the headquarters of the 
Gestapo. They took us to a room that was crowded to capacity 
with men from the Jewish community. They were standing with 
their hands above their head facing the walls. The man in 
charge looked at us and then started shouting at the men who 
had brought us in. He didn't want any women and children, and we 
soon found ourselves back on the street. I was 13 years old at 
the time. The men inside the building were all later taken to 
the concentration camp of Buchenwald. We were too scared to go 
back to our apartment and my mother decided to see the Kohns, to 
whom she felt closest. To get there we had to pass our store 
and the store of the Schippers which was on the same street. In 
both places the windows were smashed in, and the letter "Jude" 
painted on the front. The store of the Kohns was not 
touched. Mr. Kohn was a citizen of Palestine, and as such a 
British subject. He had already been living for many years in Tel 
Aviv with his two younger sons Susel and Leser. His business 
was run by his wife and older son Albert. In the same house 
with the Kohn now lived Mrs. Udelsman with her three daughters 
Fanny, Vera and little Ruth. Her husband  had a year earlier 
immigrated to the United States. While we were sitting in the 
living room of the Kohns and talking about the events that had 
taken place in town, two trucks arrived with a sizeable number 
of storm troopers. They started breaking down the doors to the 
stores, and begun loading all the merchandise onto the trucks. 
After a few hours they took off. They did not come up to the 
apartment where we were sitting.  
 
In other places they had not been so considerate. During the 
night of November 9, 1938, most Jewish residences in the city 
of Braunschweig were visited by the storm troopers, the 
furniture destroyed, the occupants mishandled and all Jewish 
males over 17 years arrested and shipped off to concentration 
camps. All Jewish places of business had their windows broken 
and their merchandise looted or ransacked. Depending on the mood 
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of the mob, and the hate of the individual participants, many 
victims were severely mishandled and even killed while others 
suffered less critically. The Temple on the Neue Knochenhauer 
Strasse was partly destroyed, the Torah scrolls desecrated, and 
the residents in the community building forced to walk on the 
broken glass. The Temple was not burned that night, because the 
fire department refused permission for fear the flames would 
engulf the non-Jewish homes next door. It was at a later date 
blown up with dynamite. Those who lived through the night of 
broken glass are not likely to ever forget it. It was the 
beginning of the Holocaust. 

After Kristallnacht we lived on borrowed time in Germany. In 
December we heard of a program that allowed 5000 children under 
the age of 16 years to enter Great Britain on a Kindertransport. 
Fifteen children were selected from Braunschweig. Amongst them 
were myself, Moritz Rosen, Manfred and Paula Moise, the two 
Rosenstock children, Lenchen Pajim and others whose names I no 
longer remember. On the morning of January 5, 1939, I left the 
house Am Neuen Petritor 7a for the last time. Together with my 
mother and brother Josef we went to the Meinhardshof to pick up 
Albert Kohn and to say good bye to Mrs. Kohn  and the 
Udelsmanns. We  took Vera and  Rutti along to the station. On 
the way we stopped off at the Burgerpark for some last minute 
pictures. It was a dull, overcast day. A slight dusting of snow 
lay on the ground. I felt as miserable inside as the weather 
was outside. At the  railway station we found the rest of the 
children with their families and friends. As the train moved out 
of the station we waved our last goodbyes. There were tears in 
everyone’s eyes. For many it would be the last time that they 
would see their loved ones. The train went on to Hannover, 
where we changed to a special  train that would take us to 
Holland. Many other children joined us on the way. Before the 
border the SS boarded the train and for the last time we felt the 
fear that had been a steady diet of our youth. They checked our 
papers but caused us no problems. When  we crossed the border 
into Holland a lightheartedness overcame us. We had shaken the 
Nazi yoke. The darkness within us had disappeared. A new life 
lay ahead. At the next stop a committee of Dutch ladies welcomed 
us and gave us food and drinks. In the evening we reached Ost 
End, where a ferry would take us to Harwich. A new chapter in my 
life was about to start. Thank you to the British Government of 
that day, to their members of Parliament and to the British 
people, who in their humanity granted us refuge, when nobody 
else wanted us. 


