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Appendix A. Memoir of Henry Gallant   

The following memoir of Heinz Goldstein (later Henry Gallant) is housed in the donor files of the 

United State Holocaust Memorial Museum. The memoir was written by Henry Gallant in 1989.   

 

 

  



2 
 

Although it all started much before Kristall Nacht - this is my account of November 1938 until 1947.  

My Parents had decided to leave Germany, and booked Passage on this St. Louis. I had been in a Jewish 

Kinderheim (Children Camp) outside Berlin at Potsdam - the day of the Kristall Nacht Hordes of Hitler 

Youth stormed the facility, went into the 2nd Floor sleeping quarters and threw the furniture through the 

windows, screaming: “Dachted ihr verdammten Juden Schweine wir kommen nicht zu euch?” Playing 

Soccer at the time, I ran in my shorts off the premises to my parents home - and saw the streets of the 

Kurfurstendam littered with tons of Glass from broken store windows. May 13 we left Hamburg on the 

St. Louis for Havanah Cuba.  I do not have many recollections of the 6 weeks on board the ship, but I do 

vividly remember looking at Havanah, and beeing refused to disembark, and all the drama depicted in 

the book “Voyage of the damned”.  

I also remember looking at the Shore Line and the pretty Lights of Miami Beach - were a lot of people 

tried to get us admitted. In year to come I often asked myself why so many other people were allowed 

to come here, and we were not. The ship returned to Europe, and 4 Countries gave Asylum to the 1000 

Jewish Passengers, France, England, Belgium, and Holland. My Parents and I disembarked in France. I 

was placed in a children home Ort & Ose with many other jewish Children outside of Paris. My Mother 

was settled In Lemans, and my father along with other Jewish Men interned in a camp, I believe it was 

called Lavale. I was allowed to visit him once, and remember how sad I was seeing him behind barbed 

wire, and not able to hug him. My father was sent to Gurs, and although Gurs was not a concentration 

camp in the German Tradition, I have letters that tell of inadequate food and sleeping in barracks on the 

floor on straw mats, walking in the mud so on. My mother succeeded in getting me to join her, and we 

lived in Paris for a while - in 1940 we saw the Germany Army enter Paris, , shortly after we left to live in 

Nice, I remember that life was rather pleasant for about 2 years - I had my Bar Mitzvah in Nice, and 

remember that up to the final moment my mother tried to have my father released from Gurs to attend 

the Service - the effort was unsuccessful, and shorty after my father along with many others was sent to 

Drancy Assembly Camp and transported to Auschwitz Concentration Camp. We never saw him again. 

Late 1942 Hell broke loose in Nice, Jews were picked up off the Streets and the Beach, taken to assembly 

points and deported to the camps. My mother and I never returned to the room we had rented in Nice - 

we found a hiding place in an attic of a gentile family, and stayed there for several days with 3 other 

families, we managed to purchase false Identity cards and arranged our escape into Switzerland[.] A Taxi 

Driver took us close to the French-Swiss Border, and we walked at night over fields and a mountain in 

the direction the Driver had shown us. We were fortunate in crossing into Switzerland, we were arrested 

by Swiss Border Guards and placed in a Camp de interment - there were so many illegal crossings for 

which the Swiss were not prepared that we spent the first few days in a football stadium prior to beeing 

settled in Eriswil. Almost all Swiss Resort Hotels were transformed into Refugee Camps, and I and many 

other Children were temporarily adopted by Swiss Families, Jewish and Gentile - I spent the next 2 Years 

with such a family - lived a near normal life, and was allowed to visit my mother every 6 weeks. 

Sometime about late 1943 I was sent to the Ecole d’humanite were many children of similar background 

lived and learned. Not all children were jewish, a relative of the famous General Von Brauchitsch - 2 

Brothers Mathias and Hannes von Brauchitsch were also there, and all of us under the same roof. The 

Brauchitsch Brothers were not Nazis, and as seen in Life magazine 1946 a Life magazine Reporter by the 

name of McComb came to the school (the first American I had ever seen) and the admiration we had for 

this American was unbelievable. Shortly thereafter I was admitted to the Swiss hotel School in Luzern, 

and learned to cook and serve. 
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In 1947 we finally succeeded in reaching the shores of the US, and started a new Life.  

Heinz Goldstein aka Henry Gallant  


