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Appendix A. Biography of Rudi Dingfelder   

The following biography of Rudi Dingfelder (later Robert Felder) is housed in the donor files of 
the United State Holocaust Memorial Museum. The memoir was written by a family friend, 
David A. Donovan. 

    

 

  



Rudy Tingfelder 
Bob Felder  
          September 22 / 1998 
 
My first memories of Bob’s experience was when he, for a short time, was in the Hitler Youth. The 
instructor would go on about the Jews, then say “not you Rudy.” Thing kept getting worse. When a 
family was being arrested, the neighbors would standout in the streets and cheer the Nazis.  
 
His family & he got on a boat that went to Cuba. The Cuban authorities would not let anyone off the 
boat. So the boat went to New York where the authorities would not let them land. The only country 
that allowed them to land was Holland. Bob and his family were arrested in Holland and sent to a camp. 
He never saw them again.  
 
Different prisoners had different markings on their jackets (shirts) Bob claimed that he exchanged Jacks 
with a political prisoner (purple triangle) who had died. He said that it had saved his life. He was sent to 
various work camps one was Buchanwald, another (I think) was Dakow. At these camps they would line 
them up and look them over when they arrived. They would pick the healthiest and send the rest to 
their death. He said he would snap to attention and speak in clear German (at that time there were a lot 
of different nationalities). They (the Nazis liked that) and would assign him to a work barracks. He told 
me that some of the physicaly toughest prisoners would not last as long as did some of the skiny, 
slighter built men (the following are experiences Bob told me about and I cannot put them in 
chronological order) He was sent to various places. He worked briefly on the European defense wall. He 
made pill box and did cement work. Before any project began they would look the men over and pick a 
work group. The rest were executed. While in the camp the guards who brought back the same no. of 
prisoners as they started the morning with were scolded. They were walking beside a field of turnips. 
The guards halted the column and said that anyone that wanted some turnips could have them. Bob 
stayed in line and when a lot of prisoners were out in the field the guards shot them claiming they tried 
to escape. In other times prisoners would throw down their shovels & fold their arms across their chests 
and let the guards shoot them. The transferred by train (I think to Auschwitz) the officer who 
intercepted them told them that they were finally at a permanent base where things would be much 
better. He said the camp was 3 miles down the track. He said that they didn’t have transportation for 
everyone so those who were able please walk. The old & sick were invited on the trucks. Those able 
bodied children were invited on the trucks to accompany their parents. Bob had no one so he walked. 
He found later that the trucks went strait to the gas chamber. The Germans would execute prisoner for 
any reason. If someone broke some rule they would select 25 prisoners from the assembly and hang 
them or shoot them. Bob said that you learned never to make eye contact when they were passing 
through the ranks choosing people for execution. An escape caused 100 deaths.  At some point Russian 
P.O.W.s were sent to concentration camps. While being held in a barracks Bob observed a barracks 
across the yard that was full of Gypsies. He was greatly attracted to a young gypsy girl. The Germans 
executed 10,000 of these people in one night. He was broken hearted. He never had a chance to even 
talk to her. They would seal off a barracks at night and take the prisoners to the gas chamber in the 
morning. Bob was in such a barracks. He was in one of the lowest bunks. He pried the boards up and dug 
a channel out, got in, and put the boards back in place. A Russian prisoner saw him and pushed him to 
the side and announced that he was getting in there too. In the morning the Germans emptied the 
barracks and put everyone in the truck to go to the gas chamber. They came up two prisoners short and 
were searching the barracks and yelling “we’ll find you.” They noticed that the boards were disturbed. 
They pried them up slightly, reached in, and grabbed the Russian. He was struggling and yelling about 
“another man was in there with me.” The guard didn’t understand him. He became angry, pulled out his 



pistol, and shot the Russian and threw his body on the truck forgetting that there were two missing. The 
next day they refilled the barracks and Bob came out and joined them.  
 
Bob  was sent to a factory to work. Where it was is on record, I don’t know it. He said that he had to put 
wet rags on the lathe spindle to keep it cool. There was no oil available and if you didn’t make 
production you were gone. Bob made a pact with three Russian prisoners, a survival pact. The Germans 
were moving a group of prisoners along a road because the American army was advancing rapidly. It 
was very cold & snowy. Bob had a two piece cotton stripped uniform and a pair of sandals, that’s all. He 
said that at night they would huddle in a ditch to try to keep warm. If 75 prisoners huddled together 
only 25 would stand up in the morning. After several days march where they were a couple of miles 
beyond a small town a German staff car came down the road the SS men in it said that they were too 
slow and asked how long it would take to get to the next town. They weren’t satisfied with the answer 
and said that the Americans would catch them at the rate they were going. The guards said that a lot of 
the prisoners were too sick to travel faster. The Germans thought that all the prisoners were Russian. 
Bob stood there and understood all they saying, the officers told the guards “why don’t you take the 
prisoners into the woods and shoot them.” They said that they had civilian clothes in the car and they 
could disappear into the town. Bob told his allies what they said they each took a position beside a 
guard as they went into the woods. At the signal from their group leader, they jumped the guards and 
pushed them down and ran into the woods. Bob said that the bullets were popping around his head. He 
ran until he couldn’t breath and had to stop and there was a German soldier with a rifle on him. He 
raised his hands and the soldier took him to a German captain. The captain asked where he was from. 
He had the stripped uniform on so he told him he was running away from the prison group. The captain 
asked him “who hold you.” He hold him the “SS.” The captain said “Oh yes we had one to watch us but 
he deserted a long time ago.” The captain asked when he last had food. Bob told him it had been two 
days. The captain told a soldier to feed him. The Germans were packing up to pull back. Bob figured that 
they would shoot him but the captain told him to follow a path that leads out of the woods to the road. 
His said an American tank column was coming up the road. He said “surrender to them they will take 
care of you.” He walked along the road and an American tank came up to him and stopped. The hatch 
open and an American stuck his head out of the turret, looked him over with his stripped uniform, 
waved, closed the hatch, and went on. Bob went into the village and was walking around with his 
stripped uniform and wearing a pistol. The American G-2 intelligence picked him up and asked who he 
was and what the hell he was doing walking around with a gun. He told them that he had been a 
prisoner. The G-2 officer told him to get into the jeep and they took him into the woods. There were the 
420 prisoners dead. The G-2 picked up the other three Russians they escaped also. They asked if the 
could identify the guards. They searched and found one. They took him to a captain who said the guard 
will have a trial in a court of law. The Russians were very incensed by that. They found others and killed 
them quite harshly. Bob left the group because he couldn’t stand to witness this.  
 
The above was told me by Bob Felder, when we worked for RGA in the mid-60’s, I cannot recall the 
chronological order of these happenings. It has been over 20 years that he told me these things over a 
long period of time. It is a wonder to me as to how he could be such a nice and well balanced man after 
all he went though. It hope it helps.  
 
David A. Donovan 
 
P.S. At one camp Bob had an abscessed tooth. There was a prisoner who had been a dentist. He had 
only a regular pliers. Bob had him pull the tooth. He said that unless he did he couldn’t keep working. 
  


