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Appendix A.  Ruth Wertheim memoir  
 
The following memoir of Ruth Wertheim is housed in the donor files of the United State 
Holocaust Memorial Museum.  
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Dear Mrs Kingreen;  
 
Today I received your letter. Gisela had already told me that she had given you my address.  
 
Before I try to answer your questions I would like to commend you for the time and effort you 
are putting into this project of a part of history that should not be forgotten.  
 
I was born on March 28, 1927 in the little village of Londorf by Giessen, the youngest of two 
children, My sister, Inge was almost five years older than I. Until 1933 we lived a pretty normal 
life. My father Leopold Wertheim together with my grandfather, David Stern were cattle 
dealers. Since most of the land around us consisted of farms, we enjoyed a comfortable 
existence.  
 
My father was on active military duty when World War I broke out and was shipped to the front 
immediately. He was wounded at the battle of Marne and lost his right arm. He was always 
assured “das der Dank des Vaterland war ihm gewiss.” Since he was handicapped our chances 
of getting out of Germany were nil when anti semitism reared it’s ugly head.  
 
In 1933 I started my first school year in the Volkeschule in Londorf. Like most children I was 
excited and happy to start a new chapter in my young life. The first year was not too bad. Then 
the situation changed and went from bad to worse. I was excluded from all extra activities, 
shunned and taunted by the other children on the playground and since I was the only Jewish 
child at the school I had no friends or playmates. Fortunately I grew up in a very loving and 
happy home. My parents and grandfather did their best to give me lots of love and attention. 
When events at school turned into physical abuse and I came home blooded and bruised my 
parents felt it was time to find a different place for my education. I was placed with a Jewish 
widow in Offenbach and enrolled there in a Jewish day school. I was all of 9 years old and it was 
equally hard for me and my family. At least there I was not afraid to go to school and made 
friends with children my own age.  
 
Then came Kristallnacht!! That morning I had walked to school as usual and when I got there I 
found the school going up in flames. I ran back to the place where I lived and found a bunch of 
Nazis in the process of hacking the place to pieces. I was afraid that they were finished 
destroying everything in sight we would be their next victims. However, they did not hurt us. 
The next day I took the train back to Londorf. I was determined not to return to Offenbach. The 
memories were just too scary.  
 
Now my parents had to find another place for me to go to school. With the help of a Jewish 
organization, they found the boarding school in Bad Nauheim. My mother took me there and 
from the moment we arrived I felt comfortable. Most of us were boarding students but a few 
were lucky enough to live nearby and could commute. We were completely isolated from the 
outside world and were not exposed to antisemitism. It was a good feeling and the time I spent 
there was probably the happiest years of my young life. The city of Bad Nauheim was not 
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thrilled to have a Jewish school in their midst and pretty soon we were notified that the school 
would have to close.  
 
It was back to Londorf again. The search for another place to continue my education started all 
over again. 
 
This time we found a place in Frankfurt at the Dr. Heinemansche Institute. At one time it was a 
well known boarding school for girls who came from privileged homes.  By the time I got there 
the only thing left was the name. My mother came to check on me after I have been there a 
few weeks. When she found my head full of lice and the place dirty, she pulled me out.  
 
This time she heard of a small Jewish boarding school that sent their students to the 
Philantropin, the same school I had attended while I was living at the Heinemansche Institute. 
We were only about 30 girls and Mrs. Marks, our housemother took loving care of us. By this 
time the war was taking its toll.  Food was getting scarce and the bombing raids were anything 
but fun.  
 
In the meantime my sister was forced to work in a munitions factory in Giessen. She was an 
extremely bright and pretty girl. One day she was stopped in the factory while talking to one of 
the French prisoners who also were working there. She spoke French fluently and was often 
asked to interpret. However private conversations were forbidden. She was arrested and we 
never saw her again. My father went to the Gestapo begging for her release. They refused and 
she was sent to Ravensbrück [concentration camp] where she met the same fate as thousands 
of others. I am sure you can imagine what that did to my family.  
 
By now conditions were almost unbearable. Transports to [concentration] camps had started. 
My parents wanted me home. Our food rations were less than half of that of the gentile 
population. Every time there was a Nazi rally the windows of Jewish family homes were 
smashed and the homes painted with anti-Semitic slogans. In a village of no more than 1000 
inhabitants there was no way to escape. 
 
I must say there a few decent people who at the risk of their own lives tried to help. One person 
stands out in my mind, a man named Fiedler who owned a flour mill. In the middle of the night 
every so often he would leave a sack of flour which we would share with others. He was an 
outspoken man and no admirer of Hitler. Someone eventually reported him and he too was 
arrested never to be seen alive again.  
 
We started to hear of the roundup of Jews and pretty soon the order came to pack up a small 
suitcase and be ready to leave. At the time I was 15 years old and since I had been shoved 
around so many times already, I was not as scared as I should have been. Now I know how 
heartbreaking it must have been for my parents and grandfather who was 75 years old. They 
had to leave behind a lifetime of the things they loved and treasured.  
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After a long and hard train ride we arrived in Theresienstadt. Conditions there were 
unimaginable. Crowded, unsanitary and people were dying like flies. My dear grandfather died 
after a few weeks. We never knew if he died a natural death or was helped by a fatal injection. 
Had it not been for a transfer to Auschwitz [concentration camp] in September 1944, I am 
pretty sure we would have survived. I was separated at the railroad station in Auschwitz from 
my parents never to see them again. I am sure I don’t have to describe the inhuman conditions 
in Auschwitz. Its just too painful. My children were well into their teens before I could talk of 
my past.  
 
From Auschwitz I was sent to a labor camp in Merzdorf im Riesengebirge. Hard physical labor 
with very little food and no warm clothing and the temperature dropping below zero 
Fahrenheit. We were liberated by Russian troops at the end of the war on May 5, 1945.  
 
It was then I started half walking across Germany. I had always hoped to find my sister alive and 
soon found out that I was the only Jew out of fifteen from Londorf to come back alive. I stayed 
in my parents house and tried to get in touch with my relatives in America. Since Londorf was in 
the American occupation zone, I met some American soldiers and with my best high school 
English got them to forward my letters to my relatives. Unfortunately by the time the replies 
arrived the soldiers had moved on so I never knew whether my letters had ever reached my 
relatives. As it turned out they had received all of my letters and were trying frantically to get in 
touch with me. I never felt so along and thought that God and the whole world had abandoned 
me. After a few months I met an American who was stationed in Giessen for a longer period 
and I finally received mail from my relatives in the States. They immediately started the ball 
rolling to get me out of Germany. I arrived on the second American Liberty Ship to bring 
displaced persons to the United States on July 15, 1946 at the port of New York.  
 
America has been very good to me. I have been happily married for 44 years. Have two 
children, a daughter and a son both married and we have four grandchildren.  
 
Long ago I decied that I could not live with hatred and bitterness. It would have destroyed me. 
However, needless to say, I can never forgive or forget what happened.  
 
I am sorry I have only been able to recognize one of the girls in the group picture. She is 
standing to the left of Frau Oberin and her name was Leni Levi. I do remember Frau Oberin and 
Herr Bettman. He and my mother knew each other as young students.  
 
I do hope this helps you a little with your research. I wish you a lot of luck and if you can inform 
this new generation of this unfortunate part of the past so that it will never be forgotten you 
will have accomplished a worthwhile service.  
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