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A Personal Victory Over Hitler  

By Morris Gastfreund  

 

A few weeks after the liberation of the Theresienstadt concentration camp on May 8, 1945, a 
rumor circulated that shortly survivors would be able to go to Palestine; those who were interested 
registered at a certain place in the camp. My brother Kalman and I, having belonged to a Zionist 
organization before the war, were among the first to register.  

 Everything was done in secrecy. By the middle of July, all those who registered were quietly told 
to assemble at 10 p.m. with our belongings (we did not have any) at a specific place to begin our 
journey. The leaders of this undertaking were two young Jews from Palestine who belonged to an 
organization called Bricha. The group’s mission was to bring camp survivors to Palestine illegally, 
because of the British ban on Jewish immigration there.  

 In the darkness of the night, we boarded several trucks and were on our way to our destination 
by an unknown path, because the entire operation was highly secretive. The next morning, we found 
ourselves in Linz, Austria. We were set up in a modest hotel and told that we must wait a few days to 
continue our journey.  

 We walked around Linz and admired the city, especially the landscape. After three days there, 
we again boarded trucks for a journey that brought us to a former German military camp in the Bavarian 
city of Landsberg. There, we were told that our travel to Palestine was being interrupted temporarily, 
because difficulties arose in crossing borders. As a result, we were brought to a displaced person’s camp 
to wait for our next opportunity to continue our journey. As it turned out, the wait was much longer 
than we anticipated.  

 The Landsberg army camp was a very large facility with many four-story cement blocks; now 
empty of German soldiers, it was designated by the U.S. Army occupation forces as the first displaced 
persons center for concentration camp survivors. When our group arrived, there already were some 
survivors there from the Dachau death camp. Among them was Dr. S. Gringaus, an intellectual whose 
ability and efforts generated a voluntary community leadership, of which I became a member.  

 With the help of the U.S. Army occupation forces, the United Nations War Refugee 
Administration (UNWRA) and the Joint Distrubition Committee (JDC), Landsberg became a model of a 
functioning Jewish community. In its peak, it was the temporary home of more than 5,000 camp 
survivors. Meals were served in special dining halls. Clothes and blankets, supplied by UNWRA and JDC, 
were distributed. An entire block was designated as a hospital, which was run by survivors who were 
physicians. Cultural events were organized; even a newspaper was published; the first Yiddish weekly 
newspaper in post-war Germany was called “The Landsberger Yiddishe Zeitung,” to which I was a 
frequent contributor. While printed in Latin alphabet, the paper dealt with all aspects of Jewish life and 
struggle under the Nazis and after liberation.  

 The focal point of the survivors was the struggle of the Yishuv in Palestine against the British 
occupation and its closure of gates to Jewish immigrants. We had many distinguished visitors to our D.P. 
camp, among them David Ben Gurion, Dr. Nachum Goldman, the president of the World Zionist 
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Organization and Izhak Grinbaum, the pre-war Zionist leader of Polish Jewry. In meetings with these 
eminent Jewish leaders, we forged a united front to pressure the British Mandatory Power into opening 
immigration for camp survivors.  

 We organized many mass demonstrations; in some, I was the keynote speaker, condemning the 
British occupation and demanded the survivors be allowed to immigrate to Palestine. In fact, we became 
a second front in the struggle. Illegal ships, such as Exodus, which carried survivors to the shores of 
Palestine, and others, which the British blockage forced back to new concentration camps in Cyprus, 
brought world sympathy for our struggle. The Yishuv revolt against the British occupation and world 
pressure finally forced the British to relinquish the mandate over Palestine, which they turned over to 
the United Nations.  

 Nov. 29, 1947, was the date set for member states of the United Nations to vote on a resolution 
to establish a Jewish national home in Palestine. The Landsberg D.P. Camp, whose survivors were at the 
forefront of the struggle to free immigration and establish a Jewish state in Palestine, planned a mass 
demonstration for Nov. 28. I was active in organizing support for a pro-Jewish resolution by the U.N. 

 My wife, Sally, Z’’L, gave birth to my son, whom we named Israel, on Nov. 27 at 10 p.m. The next 
day, I visited my wife in the hospital, but was not able to see my newborn child at that time. On the 
afternoon of the 28th, we held a mass demonstration that attracted thousands of participants who called 
for a vote for a Jewish state in Palestine.  

 The next day, I hurried to the hospital to be with my wife and anxious to see my son. The nurse 
granted my request to see my son, and handed me this precious bundle. For the first time, I was holding 
in my arms my newborn son, who stared at me with his wide eyes. My joy was overwhelming. I turned 
to my wife and said: “This is our personal victory of Hitler, who planned our destruction.” I noticed tears 
of joy in Sally’s eyes.  

 It was late in the afternoon when I returned to our one-room apartment on the third floor. I 
turned on the radio, and the U.N. was in session, about to vote on the resolution to establish a Jewish 
national home in Palestine. On the streets of the Landsberg D.P. camp, people gathered near several 
loudspeakers broadcasting the U.N. assembly’s vote. Emotions ran high among those survivors.  

 Finally, the news broke around 9 p.m. that a majority of the U.N. member states voted to 
establish a Jewish national home in Palestine. The crowd ran wild with excitement. Everyone began 
dancing and sang, “Am Israel Chai, Chai Vikayam” the Jewish people live and will live forever. 

 At this point, my thoughts concentrated on my personal joy, my son’s birth - how today I was 
holding him for the first time and how he was the continuation of my family tree that was almost totally 
uprooted by the Nazis. And, I was blessed to survive and experience this moment in Jewish history, 
when after 2,000 years, a reborn Jewish state was established. 

 I saw clearly the connection of the two events - my son’s birth and the birth of a Jewish state - as 
a symbol, as “Am Israel Chai, Chai Vekayam” reverberated through the streets. Tears began to stream 
from my eyes. I recited the blessing of “Shehechyanu Vekimanu Vehigianu Lazman Hazeh,” blessed, G-d, 
King of the universe, who preserved and sustained me to reach this happy day.  
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 Yes, it was one of the happiest days of my life. So began my personal victory over Hitler, 
although I paid a heavy price for that victory - the loss of almost my entire family.  
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