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 GAD BECK 
 February 16, 1996 
 
 
 
Q: Maybe we can simply start by you saying who you are and where you were born. 
 
A: Klaus, I’ll do that. My name is Gad (Gerhard) Beck. I was born as Gerhard Beck. I was born 

in Berlin, 1923 _ on June 30, in the middle of the year in to so-called “Barn Quarters,” the 
ghettos. We'll come back to that later. 

 
Q: And were your parents also born in Berlin? 
 
A: No, much, much nicer! My father is Viennese and even one of the Jewish Viennese that is 

actually Galician. Came from somewhere in Poland and spoke Yiddish and wrote Yiddish 
and it was too Jewish for him in Vienna and so he went to Berlin. There, at the beginning of 
World War I, he met a beautiful non-Jewish woman and she was even blond. Even if it 
wasn't real, she was blond. And he fell in love with her and she with him. Then came the 
war, and he was in the Austrian military, where Yugoslavia is today. He pretended to fight 
and she sent him packages. Their love grew bigger and stronger and when the war ended, 
they decided to get married and there it began. 

 
Q: And was it a Jewish wedding or a Christian wedding? 
 
A: Ah, that's a very nice question [laughs]. Of course, you can have a wedding without either 

one. No, according to Austrian law, he was Austrian. According to Austrian law, both people 
must have the same belief and she immediately said she would convert. Her Christian family 
was very skeptical, except for her mom, the old mother, she said, “Child, it doesn't matter. If 
you take on a belief and profess yourself to it, then you have to live according to it. Then you 
are Jewish, girl!” And so they were married, and in a very religious synagogue in Berlin, in 
the Adass (ph) Israel, because the other Rabbi, who would have married them, had gone on 
vacation. So the colleague, the very religious one, arranged the marriage certificate, how it 
was done then in the Jewish religion, and of course they couldn't read it; the writing was very 
small and it was also partly in Hebrew, I believe, and they both signed it, agreeing that their 
children, should there be any, would be raised religiously, conservatively, until their 
thirteenth birthday. With kosher food and all that, and all that. They signed that. 1920. 

 
Q: And were you raised religiously? 
 
A: Yes, it went so far, because mother was Prussian and she had agreed to it in writing, and 

when it became clear to her how difficult it is _ later during the Hitler time _ she traveled 
from Weißensee, that was where we lived later... in Berlin, she traveled regularly to the city 
center to go to the kosher shops. She had to raise us until we were 13, that was 1936, she had 
to bring us up devoutly. 
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Q: And what kind of upbringing was it? 
 
A: Wonderful! The kids always complain today about their upbringing. It's never made clear to 

them how they are brought up. When you have a Christian grandmother who insists, at 
Christmas you go to the village church and you sing there too _ Christmas, I don't know, 
midnight mass, I think, and then at Easter, at Passover, sits at the Passover table, that's the 
famous Passover meal and then according to the book that she has in front of her, that was, 
of course, translated into German, says “Heinrich, it says here, 'now wash your hands'.” And 
you grow up as a child, the grandmother, this middle person, this holy person, and she is 
very sweet, and her name is Ernestine Wilhelmine Kretschmar neé Loch, she is everything to 
the children. The experience in the church, which is a beautiful experience, as well as 
grandmother at the table, and she participated. There were visible, formal educational 
methods here, namely from both religions. 

 
Q: So, you were brought up Jewish as well as Christian, right...? 
 
A: It probably would have been so, if Hitler hadn't come. But... we made sure, already before 

Hitler, that I went to Jewish religion lessons, not the one at the elementary school in the 
Christian Mittenarm (ph). I was excused from that and instead I had to go to the Jewish 
lessons in the afternoon. On the major religious holidays, we went to the synagogue, yes 
well... I was indoctrinated into Judaism. We overlooked the, the so to speak the, the history, 
the Christian history. I experienced that sometimes here or there in the church or so. But 
historically, I followed the Jewish way.  

 
Q: How did the Jewish part of your family react? 
 
A: Oh my, thank God you waited a while to ask me that, because... the Jewish part was 

unbelievably conservative, and when my father wrote, “now I am marrying my wife, or my 
girl friend or my lover” or however he indicated it at the time. His parents answered, “Then 
we no longer have a son” and they said the Jewish Death Prayer for him. When you marry a 
Christian, in these circles _ it's over _ you're not part of Judaism anymore. Father suffered 
terribly because of it, and since we were twins, my sister and I, and really sweet _ we'll see 
what happens _ and mother was as pretty as a picture and at that time we also had some 
money so that he could dress her like a doll, one day he took his wife and two children to 
Vienna. And stood in front of the door... buh, buh, and rang the doorbell, and his mother 
opened the door, “Heinrich, my child, come in,” Jewish mother. Heinrich said, “No, I have 
my wife with me.” And behind his mother stood a curious Jewish father peeking around the 
corner, “What does she look like?” Well, she was wearing a white fox and she looked 
wonderful... “Come in my children!” And they were welcomed. Back, so to say, into the lap 
of the family, and they became practically the center of the family. At that moment, that was 
around 1924, a symbiosis began between the Christian family in Berlin and the Jewish 
family in Vienna, which put our lives at risk, until '45, until 1945, and was strengthened. 

 
Q: You just mentioned, you have a twin sister? What is your sister's name and when were you 
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both born? 
 
A: Yea, on the same day I was, of course! And that is probably one of the tragedies of my life... 

I trace my entire disposition back to that time _ she was born in 1923, that was the peak of 
the German inflation, and the doctor who delivered us, a man who was six foot, seven inches 
tall, later an SS doctor, but very friendly to us, he requested from my father early in the 
afternoon, “Pay me the whole amount now so that my wife can maybe still buy some butter, 
in the evening she won't be able to get any.” That's how the times were then, if you can 
imagine that. Everything was hectic, unbelievably hectic. And then my sister was born. She 
slipped right out of mother, happy and fat and round _ she's still that way today. Happy and 
fat and round. Yea, and then nothing else came out, and, and, yea well, we had a midwife 
from Lübbenau, there are midwives with huge breasts and little caps on their heads, and after 
two hours she went to my father, he had his business downstairs, and said, “Listen, Mr. 
Beck, something is wrong. The afterbirth didn't come out. Your wife has a fever. You have 
to get the doctor.” He went and got this tall man again and he put something on that looked 
like a condom and then he bent over and looked inside... “Oh my God,” he said, “there is still 
something else in there.” And this “something else” was me! And he pulled me out onto the 
table and I was blue. And the doctor said very calmly, “Mr. Beck, you have a daughter. Your 
wife if doing better _ it’s okay, right?” He wrote me off! So now there is this little blue worm 
lying on the table next to a fat midwife and she holds him up like a rabbit and smacks him on 
the behind and I cry, and I was alive. That means that my first pleasant, physical sensation 
was a smack on my behind. Scientists should think about that, which roll this possibility 
plays in the development of human beings. 

 
Q: You said that your birth has a lot to do with your disposition. How do you mean that? 
 
A: Yea, OK, point number 1. If I had be thrown out of there, and were dead and as soon as I 

come to life and cry and am happy about being alive, somebody snacks me on the behind. I 
don't know if you all know that with respect to sexuality, the behind is an important part of 
the body. And I think that's where it started, and the second thing was right, right after that _ 
my little sister was healthier than I was and I lay under an umbrella, under the roof, that, at 
that time there weren't yet these double strollers and the sister was beautiful in the sun and 
the fat, Jewish women... we lived in a purely Jewish area, at Alexanderplatz, even today 
there's a particular kind of bourgeoisie there. It was very Jewish at that time. The beautiful 
fat Jewish women _ Jewish women, when they are young, are very developed here. The 
huhbubbeldiebuh threw themselves all over me and wanted to be nice to me, and, and, 
protect me from the sun, and sometimes it smelled a little bit strange in the summer. Ever 
since then I've had an aversion to breasts. Those are two components that are important for 
the decision about sexual desires. 

 
Q: And the decision about your sexual desires _ when did it become clear to you in which 

direction that was going? 
 
A: Now we jump ahead a bit. Well, I think that at three or four years old it wasn't yet quite clear 
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to me. However, when I was five years old, I had a magnificent uncle, a very, very pious 
Christian, he had had a son and the son died and then he had a daughter but he didn't want a 
daughter, he only wanted to have a son and I was the only male, the only male child in the 
family, so he worshipped me, with his huge Kaiser-Wilhelm beard, and he would sit me on 
his lap, and he had a huge sex organ and I could feel it and it felt incredibly good to me. At 
five, six years old, I experienced, so to speak, my first real erotic excitement. I was always 
glad when he came and sat me on his lap. Not too long ago I was talking to my sister about 
this. She said, “You know what, you are talking a bunch of nonsense.” I said, “Don't you lie 
to me! You also felt that thing. You also used to sit on his lap.” “Yes,” she said. She had had 
the same sensation. That is when it started. There is something else, it's not very long so I'd 
like to tell it. My father dealt in toys, dolls and such things and was always going to exhibits 
and brought things back for us, for the kids. One day he brought a Bavarian little boy. Such a 
lovely little figure! With a hat that you could take off and knee socks. He was sweet, but best 
of all he wasn't a baby doll with crooked legs He was slender and pretty, and he was given to 
me! After that, I always slept with a young man. I had him in my arms, slept with him, 
cuddled with him, and I remember that sometimes in the evening my sister would say, “You 
can let me have him sometimes _ I always have to lie in bed with this crooked-legged doll!” 
She had a baby doll. So I got used to sleeping with a masculine, a type of masculine body. 
Supposedly, that contributed to it. My parents say that later. My parents said that later. But 
now we can't overlook something here. Hitler comes into the picture! Everything was 
wonderful until this day. The family is happy, the Christians and the Jewish family comes to 
visit from Vienna, and we even go on vacation together. But we already weren't doing so 
good anymore, my father had had his economic losses before Hitler. I don't like this 
exaggeration, “Hitler came and everything when downhill.” No, with us, everything had 
gone downhill before then. 

 
Q: What kind of job did your father have? 
 
A: That was never really clear to me. Something similar to Quella or Otto Shipping companies. 

He had a shipping business. That's all I know. And sometimes it went extremely well and 
then there were very, very slow times. He wasn't a big salesman and... he was clumsy, so we 
weren't doing at all good anymore. And he tried something completely different. All of a 
sudden he had to... we never did understand it when we were children. But suddenly he 
changed to tobacco and cigars and cigarettes in bulk. He established himself in Weißensee _ 
we were living in Weißensee in a new building _ he established a few customers in different 
streets and supplied them. He picked up all the cigarettes that he then delivered alone, he 
lugged and carried packages _ and sackfuls... and amazingly, by '34 he had built up a small 
group of customers again through his hard work. And even the Nazis who lived on the street 
said in those critical days, “We have never seen such a hard working man as this little 
Beck!” He was very short and had reddish-blond hair. And his face was pale. Reddish-
blonds are always so pale. And then Hitler came. My parents didn't take him seriously at all. 
We lived on a street that had been built by a liberal-consumer cooperative. Also with shops 
on the corners of the individual apartment houses, modern houses and of course, a lot of 
communists lived there and many SPD members. And it wasn't very long before we 
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experienced, it could have been in March, we experienced the removal of the SA, and they 
took them out of the houses, beat them _ also next door to us lived a family Kohn (ph) _ very 
strong communists, they were also beaten. And I remember clearly that my father said to my 
mother, “Mom, it's not because they are Jews, they probably don't even know that, it's 
because they are communists!” Of course, he was also against the communists. So, you did 
differentiate. You simply did not want to believe that there was anything against Jews, on the 
contrary, they were communists! My father didn't like them very much either... 

 
Q: When you were a child before '33 and around '33, when Hitler had some kind of power, how 

was it for you as a child? Did you have problems before '33 as a Jew? 
 
A: Ah yes, that's where I am right now _ I'm right at that time. I was in a primary school _ 

Weißensee, you have to know, it's significant for other countries too, that most of the gypsies 
lived in Berlin. There was a concentration of gypsies. So there were also gypsies in the 
school. There is a photograph. Just three days ago someone visited me at my home, an old 
man, “Herr Beck, I have a photo of you.” I had completely forgotten about it, the only photo 
that I have from my school class, there are two gypsies in the photo and I am in the middle! 
He had it for an exhibit. That alone is a very interesting proof _ it wasn't just a few of the 
gypsies _ boys _ especially in Weißensee, who attended the schools and elementary schools. 
Together with the others. Only, they were all older. They don't stay _ maybe a year in the 
class _ sometimes two or sometimes three years. They were very strong men, '33, I was 10 
years old by then... and I was very attracted to them. They protected me, I had golden blond 
hair and was sweet and cute... ah yeah, just the way you imagine young little boys to be... 
and I was attracted to them, because they would hug me and I felt something that I hadn't felt 
before. I liked it very much! I even managed to get them invited to my birthday party. There 
were consequences later. 

 
Q: Do you remember both their names? 
 
A: Herzberg, one of them was named Herzberg. We'll meet him later in the story _ we meet 

him. I guess you could say _ it was almost overdue that something sexual happened with me, 
because I was, like the kids say on TV today “horny,” I was horny. Didn't know... we didn't 
have that expression then, I don't think, it wasn't known at all. Then the father of one of my 
classmates called, who was a teacher at the high school in Weißensee, he said, “Your son is 
so smart Mrs. Beck, can't he skip a year, then he could come into my class and be together 
with my son.” Ordinary, yes, yes. I was very little and young and smart, Jews are always 
smart, one of the teachers had once said. Jews are always smart. And so I went to high 
school. That was before Hitler's time. The high school in Weißensee was very conservative. 
It's still there today _ not one window was broken during the war. So, yeah, I played violin. 
And was immediately in the orchestra. I sang soprano. Hahaha, very high... I was still 
younger than the others... danced with the sister on the ice, cute huh, those were the guys 
who were always popular. Golden blond hair, little, fragile, and the boys came to my 
birthday party and met my sister's friends, so it was the first time they were, so to speak, in 
mixed company. I don't know _ for weeks afterwards I was unbelievably popular. You 
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wouldn’t believe it. They carried me around, I wasn’t alone for a minute. Going home, they 
would fight with each other about who would go home with me and father still had 
connections with the toy shops and on birthdays there were wonderful gifts for everyone... 
actually, we were pretty lucky, and then Hitler butt into it all in January '33, and after just 
three weeks you could feel a difference. The class turned brown. The Hitler youths had to 
buy their own shirts and pants, that is the parents. And so slowly, slowly the color changed 
and the questions started: “Can I sit in the back?” “Why?” “It stinks like garlic here.” I swear 
to God, I didn't know what garlic was. Today I know what it is. Old men must take it, but... 
“Can I sit there?” “Yes.” “It stinks here like Jewish sweaty feet.” And it wasn't even four 
months before I was isolated. Everybody sat in the back. I told my parents, “Ah son, don't be 
so dumb! The Germans won't be lead by such a instigator or be mislead _ it will all be over 
soon, it will all be over soon.” They simply did not want to believe it. And then something 
happened _ the tragedy began. The school's name was changed to that of a fallen Hitler 
youth. And everybody had to go out in the schoolyard. I went too _ “No, no,” the teacher 
said, “Not you, stay there.” I stayed. A minute later he came and took me to the schoolyard. 
And stood me against a wall across from the rest of the pupils. They all stood with their faces 
to one side, and I stood here, and there were 12 others with me. We were all the Jews in the 
school. I didn't know that. Except for two or three that I knew because I went to religion 
classes with them _ I didn't know them, and now we stood there and we stood there, and the 
flags were being raised, the German flag, the Nazi flag, the Hitler Youth flag, and then the 
songs were sung, and then they raised their arms, so to speak, in my face, and from this day 
on it was the same every morning. They called it the flag raising ceremony. I went home. I 
cried. And I said to my mother, “I can't do it, I can't do it! They all stand there. What have I 
done to them? Why do I stand here?” And again the same excuse. The same excuse. “It will 
pass. Nobody is doing anything to you.” Nobody had done anything to me. Very interesting. 
Nobody had hit me. That wasn't part of the Hitler youth program. They were supposed to 
isolate you, or isolate the Jews, but not hit them. That was not part of the program. In Poland, 
it would have been different _ I don't want to know what would have happened to me there. 
But not here... even... some... didn't walk with me anymore. And I also walked home alone. I 
was scared to death and I was very active mentally, already at an early age I was very 
thoughtful, I thought about things a lot, and I decided I would fight. Not against the boys 
there, definitely not, how could I? Against my parents. I broke my violin bow and said, 
“They broke it.” I ran through a little pond that was about 20 centimeters deep and in the 
middle screamed, “Help, help, they pushed me in.” Had no effect on my parents at all. And 
then I got very lucky. In '34. I was selected to run in a 4 x 60 meter relay in the, at the youth's 
sports festival in Weißensee _ boys don't run the 100, they run 60, I think. I run last and win. 
Yep, ha, that was the highlight. I can still feel it in me. I can still feel my heart beating like it 
did in that moment, and I went back to the teacher _ “No,” he said, “of course you can’t go 
on the podium, man. You are not allowed to return the German Salute!” And he put another 
boy on the podium. I can still see it _ I was leaning against a poplar tree, there were ugly 
poplars there, poplars are ugly trees because the leaves make such a sound gllllllglllll, and I 
still remember, I leaned my head against that tree and cried horribly and then I got lucky. My 
mother was there and saw what happened and the next morning she went to the school 
director and said, “I will not let my child be destroyed,” and she took me out of there. That 
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meant that I had to go to a Jewish school because once a Jew left a German school, he 
couldn't go to any other German schools... 

 
Q: ves had always warned us, they said, “Children, it's going to happen to you!” To us, to 

Austria, and “Stay there. You have your Christian relatives there. It’ll be easier for you there 
than what we will have to deal with here” ...and one week after Hitler liberated Austria we 
received notice that we had to get out of the apartment within 48 hours. We were foreigners. 
As Jews we hadn't been anything for a long time ago. We had to go back to the same district 
we had come from. Back to the ghettos. Both my parents and my Christian relatives were so 
crushed that they weren't able to deal with having to look for an apartment through the 
Jewish community. Think about it, it’s 1938, I'm just 15, and I take charge of the situation, 
go to the woman who was the landlady in the house in which I was born... “Ah,” she says, 
“Son, I’m sure we’ll find something,” and after an hour she found a house where Jews were 
living; Jews were not allowed to live alone anymore, they had to take people in, and we had 
two rooms with a wonderful young Jewish family, in just a matter of hours. One or two days 
later our Christian relatives did the entire move. Where did a Jew suddenly obtain a moving 
truck and everything; we could hardly take anything with us. We had a four room apartment 
and suddenly one and one half rooms. And no kitchen and had to share with the others. And 
now for the first we came into direct contact with Jews. And now our Christian relatives 
were cut off. They could visit us. We visited them too _ not as often, and every day we were 
with Jews. 

 
Q: Why not as often anymore? 
 
A: When you move out of such an apartment, that is a huge apartment building in a big avenue, 

and everybody knows everybody else, for years, and everybody knew the Jewish twins and 
you move out. And people ask right away, “Well, where did they go?” They weren't so 
friendly anymore and our relatives had to give a lot of answers. And when they cried, even 
my aunt, “Ah, don’t cry. It was bound to happen. The Jews don’t have any business here.” 
So our relatives got pulled into that way of thinking. We were more careful. We didn't go as 
often. And so for our Christian relatives, there arose, how should I say it, there was a void 
there. What could we give them today? It has to be something different than it was before. In 
the first place they had many, many obligations with our Jewish relatives in Vienna. On their 
vacation, they traveled to Vienna to visit them and whenever else they could and they helped 
one of them to flee from Vienna to Czechoslovakia. One of the Christian aunts who was the 
same age traveled with him so they would look like a young couple and the border control 
wouldn’t be as strict. So, we had obligations. And they said that the Viennese would keep 
us... secretly with the children. Keep us. How can you keep them? And then in this new 
apartment with this wonderful family, man and wife, he was very religious and even one of 
the representatives of the oldest Jewish synagogue, Alte Reuttergasse, he dragged me right in 
there with him, and I went to the synagogue whenever I had time, and I had my religious 
exposure that has stayed with me until today. In some form. November 9, 1938 came. We 
moved there in '38. So, I didn't see any synagogues burning. But he came home, the man, 
and said, “Gad, they've burned down all the synagogues.” Not ours though because we had 
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rented one of the floors to the post office. That’s why they didn't burn down the Alte 
Reuttergasse. Honecker tore it down later. Nobody even knows why. It was never damaged. 
The oldest synagogue in Berlin. Oh well. But I did see what happened in the business 
district. That’s when I saw for the first time how many Jewish businesses there were. 
Salamander had a Jewish manager or something similar, and quieter not to speak and calmer 
not to speak _ all these shops that are so well known to us today or then, all Jewish, and 
everything was destroyed. My shop _ totally destroyed. All the goods lay so, it was about as 
big as this one here, my shop, and all the coats and suits and everything lay in the middle. 
Horrible. And the windows, the salesman had to close all the windows first. Then so much 
was stolen; that could clearly be seen. It wasn’t even half of what we had had before and 
they said, “Take is aside, put it all back on the shelves.” And I did it and everything I 
touched was full of shit. It was horrible. But I did it; he had said to. Then he sent me over to 
Salamander and said, “You have a little friend over there. Tell him to give us a few boards. 
We only have cardboard here. We need boards.” Yeah, well I met the little guy, and said “ah 
ya know,” he was a very black Jewish looking Berliner and he spoke the Berlin dialect, but 
softly and he said, “Ya know, the Germans are a strange people. They didn't steal shoes in 
pairs. They stole single shoes.” I thought he was sweet. And he gave me the boards and then 
I say, “Did they do the same thing with you? They shit all over our things.” “In every shoe,” 
and he stood there for a moment and then he said something that I will never forget, “Man, 
what could the SA have eaten that would make them shit like that.” And now when you 
think of November 9, when the different mayors are at the memorial services, it doesn’t 
matter from which party, they all make the same gesture and look sadly here and there and 
fidget with their hands. When they start to talk about it... I can really smell it and hear what 
he is saying and then I have to do like this so I won’t smile. That’s the way a lot of people, 
especially the very young, feel about it _ I was very young in that sense, even if I had already 
had experience. I had to find an apartment and everything, to suffer these horrible events. 

 
Q: Did your family talk a lot about these things?  
 
A: About what now? 
 
Q: About how you should behave? How things would continue politically? 
 
A: No, this family was much too simple, almost narrow-minded _ politics was a tabu subject 

with them. One of the uncles was an extreme left-winger _ for one of the most leftist 
publishers in Berlin, literally a communist publisher, was very careful anyway. He knew 
exactly what he, and others, were going to be faced with. The other uncle built bridges, he 
was famous, he also built the North-South rail line that collapsed at Postdamer Platz, it was 
also partly his fault, he built and later he rescued German soldiers by repairing the bridge, he 
also knew exactly, everybody knew that in '38 war was coming! And everybody in the 
family also knew, the Becks won’t get away. The Becks don’t have the money to emigrate. 
Emigration is a question of money. And there are these famous questions and I want to say 
this now especially for America: Why didn't the rich American Jews help more? I have to go 
off on a tangent here because this has been with me my whole life. I know the history of the 
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European Jews, I know the history of the East-West-Trade namely, of the German Kaiser 
with the Czar about, I don’t know, about Albert Bally _ to bring the Jews from Russia, 
Beylorussia, and Poland to the United States, that all started during the end of the last 
century, and ended actually in 1916 because the war was going on then. Almost two million 
Jews emigrated to the United States. Let’s think about 1916, about the crisis that occurred in 
the United States in the following years. There weren't masses of Jewish millionaires so that 
they couldn't have taken a few hundred thousand who were able to pay good money _ it 
wasn’t possible. The Jews here were very angry. But they just didn't get it. They didn't tell 
the truth in their letters, we're doing well _ they were doing well, but they weren't doing so 
well. If they really did make it rich, then they did it during World War II. Through the 
industrial and military boom. That's my position. The Americans are happy when one of us 
sees that side of it and says so. So we knew we weren't going to get out. Nowhere, we didn't 
get a penny, our relatives weren't rich either. 

 
Q: Did you talk to your parents about it and how did they feel about emigrating? 
 
A: Very divided. Somehow they believed that they would be able to stick it out here with the 

support of our Christian relatives. And since no help seemed to be coming from the outside, 
we sent a letter to Australia, and my mother had once had a fiance in the United States... 
nothing came back, it was out of the question. The shops weren't opened any more. 
November '38. We all struggled hard, I continued to receive my pay until February. It was 
abominable. It was 30 Marks a month. The pay. As apprentice. My father also still worked in 
some Jewish business which eventually closed down and then the employment office for 
Jews was opened. The forced labor. It began in '39. You went to the employment office. You 
had a piece of paper. You had to go there and then you were placed. I worked in January for 
an acquaintance, simply because I wanted to earn some money and he even still had a Jewish 
agent, the acquaintance was Christian, he had a cardboard box factory for cartons. Today it 
isn't interesting anymore. Today it is all done differently. For shoe cartons and such, and I 
put the rivets in. And since I was very fast, like with hurdle jumping, I must have done 
wonderful work. He didn't want to let me go. And when I went to the employment office and 
they asked, “What have you done?” and I said, “cardboard boxes.” Here was a Jew with a 
trade and they immediately placed me in a huge cardboard box factory in Lichtenberg, on the 
exact corner where the Stasi-Headquarters was later. And so I got, what was called, a great 
job. My father was placed with the Reichsbahn, that little man, the tracks had to be rebuilt 
for the war. He worked himself half to death, and there is a picture of my father with other 
Jews with their sleeves rolled up and they are carrying something, yeah, a beam, and a 
German supervisor has his hand on my father's shoulder, and my father came home and said 
to my mother, “Girl, you see, now I am a German worker.” He was beaming, he was so 
assimilated. “A German worker!” For 24 Pfennig an hour, a slave! My sister worked at 
Siemens, night shift only, 7 Pfennig an hour! And then after weeks of working we got a day 
off and we put all of our pouches, money pouches, on the table. The old man was beaming 
again, father, and he said, “I'll tell you something, during the past years there were weeks 
when I didn't have that much money on the table.” Basically, the same thing was happening 
to most of the Jews. The ones who were still there couldn't leave. And the ones who were 
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still there worked building armaments and only now saw what they were doing. Man, how 
important we are! They don't have anybody but us. All the Germans were in the military. 
There weren't any men! And there weren't enough women! And this kept them calm. What 
can happen to us. They need us and we can survive with this money. The food supply kept 
decreasing. And then there weren't any more ration coupons for clothes, so that you, you 
managed and we were still getting help from our relatives, so _ we accepted it and since we 
weren't allowed to go out in the evenings, we had dances at home. And I took on a very 
active role in a Zionistic group. Everything continued as it was. There was no end in sight. 
Why should there be? The war was very successful at first. And then less so. We needed 
everything that we were working for. 
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 Tape #3 
 
 ____________________________ wrote a card. A young man writes me a card. “Dear Mr. 

Beck, I had to (I don't know from where) travel from wherever to wherever. And it's a very 
boring part of Osnabrück, I don't know to where. “At the train station I saw your book and I 
bought it and imagine, Mr. Beck, I read all of it straight through on the train!” 

 
Q: That's great. 
 
A: It's really great, straight through. 
 
Q: You just can't put it down. 
 
A: You can't put it down. When I was in Marienbad I had it with me, it had just come out, I had 

read it before, x number of times, I spent the whole night reading it again. I laughed when I 
was reading it. Ha... You are always leading me along. You know that, yeah? You notice 
that? 

 
Q: Now I have to_____________________________________. 
 
Q: So, you started to work in the cardboard box factory. Did you do that the whole time during 

the war? How long were you there? 
 
A: That wasn't the usual thing during the war. There was hardly anybody who stayed at the 

same place from the beginning to the end of the war. War changes things. The theaters, 
where you work, necessities. That's what was remarkable about this work. The Jewish men 
and women came and worked extremely hard. Cardboard box production, when it has to do 
with producing huge masses of them, only for the military _ there are huge pieces of 
cardboard that have to be carried and then later the boxes, it's really a lot. There was a 
wonderful group of Jews. The famous woman author Kolmar was there. She sat next to me 
and we worked together. The only female Jewish Rabbi, from Berlin-Jonas, also worked 
with us. They met each other there, the ones who, somehow unfortunately hadn't made it. 
And they had to do this horrible work. Of course, they were crushed. And how did it help 
them, that a few young people were there, like myself and a few others who were happy 
about everything because the work was bearable and the pay good, I did piece work, and we 
sang songs. When the machines were squeaking and they were torturing themselves, the way 
Kolmar and some of the others tortured themselves about the work they had to do and they 
heard the songs, and there is a letter from Kolmar to her sister in Switzerland and in the letter 
it says, “And when I hear the songs, I tell myself that I will write poetry again.” But she 
didn't. On the other hand, for me, for my development, something was happening. I wasn't 
sitting in an empty room where I had to take orders all day. I was in a room where the Jews 
had many chances to contribute to a type of a team or whatever you want to call it, and 
where you could still talk about everything. And now it is about time because for years we 
have suppressed talking about more pleasant things, that we haven't mentioned. There was a 
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man there whose job it was to supervise the Jews. An SA man. He wore a uniform. But he 
always wore a lab coat and he dragged a bad leg behind him. He had been a victim in the 
Röhm-Putsch. He was shot in the leg in the Röhm incident. Well, in a homosexual affair. 
Otherwise he was Okay. He wasn't hateful, but he had to make sure that everything was in 
order and that everything was running well _ he didn't have to do much because the Jews 
were happy to be there and it was relatively light work, for all, as difficult as it was. And 
sometimes he sat _ I stacked the cartons all around me that I had to close up, I had to put a 
lid on them _ and sometimes he sat there and put the lids on! And I asked an old friend _ I 
had made friends with a woman there, “But Bobby,” she called me “Bobby,” “Bobby, you're 
wearing very short pants. Don't you know why he sits there? And you are always kicking 
your legs around...yeah, he's in love with you!” He was in love with me. This overseer. A 
homosexual is something completely normal. And he even gave me the chance to be free for 
six months and I went to what was called an agricultural retraining, always with the goal of 
getting to Palestine. It was allowed. Eichmann had arranged for this kind of thing in the work 
program, but they could get some training and could possibly go to Palestine. And he gave 
me a chance. This man. Yeah, so I was in paradise again, I was in a Jewish school again 
close to Berlin on a small farm and we did agricultural work; I had to take care of the young 
cows _ have you ever heard a young cow, what it is? Heifer and such. Dumb cows, but also 
very young cows. Young cows are probably even more idiotic than other cows, and they just 
stand around and look at you idiotically and shit on your shoes, I was very annoyed with the 
stupidity of the whole thing. I didn't do anything and I took care of them, crack, crack, hihi, 
but for the first time I met a Zionistic group who were preparing for Israel and who were 
allowed to meet in the evenings. We learned Hebrew there and we had evening meetings and 
I was allowed to lead one of the meetings. I didn't know what to do _ I took a Hebrew prayer 
as the basis of my talk and I totally mistranslated it. Later someone said to me, “Gad, your 
interpretation wasn’t too bad, it doesn’t always have to revolve around God, but when we 
return to God, we will also go back to our land, back to our homeland.” And so they put me 
in charge of culture because they said, that’s for you, you can organize our meetings. 
Unfortunately, they took me away from the cows and sent me to harvest tomatoes, and that 
made, that sounds so harmless. The tomato harvest lasts for weeks and I worked until I fell 
over. I had a rupture in the stomach lining. From a lot of squatting or I was simply not... and 
I went to the Jewish hospital in Berlin and during the time I was in the hospital, the last ship 
to Palestine departed. Without me. Had to say goodbye to all the people whom I had 
expected to be leaving with. I met some of them during the war, after the war. I went right 
back to the factory, no if's, and's, or but's _ as if nothing had happened. And two or three 
times the nasty SA man was very pushy. He would stand in front of my house at eight 
o’clock in the evening, and I came, of course, because I was very active in a Zionistic group 
in Berlin _ we’re still forming groups _ after eight o’clock. That was forbidden for Jews. We 
were already wearing stars. And he stood there and grinned and said, “Yeah, okay, five after 
eight isn’t too bad,” but I started to be afraid of him. I worked there with a young Jew. He 
was my group leader, and when young Jews get together, even if it was Zionistic, you can’t 
avoid German culture and so we read Don Carlos. Jews 1941 read Don Carlos; it’s 
unbelievable. I don’t know if you all know Don Carlos at all. It doesn’t interest anyone 
anymore because Schiller was gay right down to his bones, oh oh oh, my friend, and oh oh 
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oh, you’ll say, we did everything in the book, to the fullest, and I fell in love with someone. 
With Carlos; I was POSA (ph), naturally, and it was a never ending love. From a very, very 
poor family, five children, aunt, grandmother, sick father, sick mother. I think he and one 
brother were the only healthy ones. He had a humpback, one brother and they were 
asthmatic, they had all the illnesses that poor people have. Good people, loving people. We 
had sex. But it was different for me this time. I wasn’t the assertive one. He took me. It was 
another step, a new step in my development. We had sex in spite of the bed bugs, this house 
was so full of bugs that you shouldn’t even have been allowed to go in there. The nights 
were ours because we simply couldn’t hold out anymore, we took this one picture (ph) and 
put it in a bucket of water. But they didn't drown. They were used to it. They crawled out and 
went straight to us. But our love was so strong. In the mornings he went with me on the same 
subway and I went to my job and he went to a painter. He worked with a professional house 
painter because at this time the bomb attacks started. And this painter renovated apartments 
that had been damaged by bombs. It was a good job for him. Very, very hard work, dirty, but 
pretty secure. 

 
Q: What was his name? 
 
A: Manfred. This is the Manfred chapter. 
 
Q: Manfred and how does it go? 
 
A: Levine (ph). He played an important roll in my life because for the first time I was able to 

bring things together, the idyllic, Zionism, and the leftist pioneer Zionism, we were leftists. I 
took him home to my family and they promised us that if we were ever in trouble that we 
could always come to them. My uncle had just built a house, the engineer, and he had 
planned it so _ he knew that war was coming and he knew exactly what to do so he could 
drive into his garage and from there he could go directly into the bomb shelter that had been 
especially built, and it was very secure _ and everything survived the war, bomb attacks and 
everything, just as he had planned, and he said, “The two of you meet me in the city. We’ll 
drive there, nobody will see you and you can stay there until we find something else for 
you.” It was definitely settled! And it came, what none of the public knew about, the final 
solution about what to do with the Jews. Very definitely. Work eastward. It became very 
clear to everyone. Factories were bombed _ especially in central Germany, big weapons 
factories, in coal mines, and they were destroyed. So it all had to be moved. Where was it 
supposed to be moved to? Wherever there weren't any allied bombs, which meant Poland. 
Churchill had never let it be bombed. And so there was a lot of activity. Lists were written, 
the whole community worked very, very hard. Going street by street... and you had to get 
ready. Suitcases had to be packed. It was very interesting. On the outside of the suitcases you 
had to write: your shoe size and suit or dress size. Of course, these things never left Berlin. It 
was all collected later and given to those who had lost everything in the bombings. And we 
all left suitcases behind. My Manfred and I had decided that we would go. At the same time, 
if something happens, we go. And there was nothing else for me to do. Whenever I could, I 
met with a few friends from the different groups that were being disbanded because of the 
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transports. I worked for the township serving soup at Grunewald train station. I just simply 
went there whenever I had time and served soup and I saw what the transports looked like. 
The baggage _ someone would give directions with a megaphone, “Please set them to the 
left; the baggage car has to be attached.” A baggage car will be attached!! And then they 
were put into the freight cars that had signs on the outside that said, “For seven horses,” but 
75 to 80 people were stuffed into them, kreeeeech the door was closed. Some friends of mine 
were in there and a girl from the group, and all we could do was say goodbye. I tell you, this 
year '41/’42 was the year of goodbyes. Manfred stayed with me. And one morning I went to 
see him, no, one evening _ I went to work in the mornings, one evening I went to see him at 
the apartment and his brother was there and also the little one with the humpback. “Where is 
Manfred?” ”They came and took them all. The whole family.” “And Manfred went too?” 
“Yeah, of course, and tomorrow morning we have to go.” It’s a night I will never forget. I, I 
don’t know, I kept thinking, don’t go crazy, you have to think now, you have to do 
something, you have to do something... afterwards we made love, the other brother and I 
with tears, we simply gave ourselves to each other. The next morning I went to Manfred’s 
boss, a wonderful Christian man, and said, “They've taken Manfred.” “That’s nonsense!” he 
said, “Man, we need him!” Then he made such a face and said, “Are you brave?” “Yes.” 
“My son belongs to the Hitler Youth. You can put on one of his uniforms. Then you get 
Manfred out, out of the transit camp and you tell them that it’s sabotage, he has the keys to 
all the apartments. And the paint brushes and the paint. We can’t do any work.” He gave me 
the uniform, his son was not my size, he must have been six foot five. I had to roll things up 
and tuck things under, I looked like... if I had been an SA man and saw somebody like me, I 
would have arrested him immediately. I actually went there. And this Gestapo headquarters 
had been my school. I walked through the door of my school. Next to it was what used to be 
the old folks home, and the barracks and the cellar. That was the transit camp. Fifty-five 
thousand people went into this depot and 55,000 people went out, that means that on this 
little street, Grosse Hamburger, 110,000 people were transported. Nobody saw it happen. 
Not even the slightest trace of it. I went in the home. My school. “Colonel, I would like to 
speak to him.” “Yes?” “You have the Jew Manfred Israel Levine here. He’s a saboteur. He 
has all the keys. He has all the paint brushes and paint. We can’t clean the apartments for the 
people that have to move in.” “Hmm, Manfred Levine?” And Manfred came. He sees me in 
this uniform. He didn't bat an eye. “You’ll bring him back to me won’t you?” “Yes, of 
course. What am I going to do with a Jew!” And we both walked out the door, were on the 
Grossen Hamburger, we walked in the direction of the Haackischem (ph) Market to a, so a 
manhole cover, it’s still there today. The same one! I gave him 20 Marks and said, “Go 
immediately to uncle Bobby’s. You know, I’ll come later and then we’ll go on.” He took it, 
the 20 Marks. Didn't say anything. And when we got to the rubble heap... “No,” he said, 
”Gad, I can’t come with you. My whole family is there and they are all old and sick and 
exhausted. I will never feel free if I run away from them now.” He turned around and went 
back. In that moment everything fell apart. I had... I walked to the corner, my mind was 
completely blank but it didn't take long, it took maybe an hour and then it became clear to 
me that it was my own fault. I would never again let other people decide for me what they 
can or have to do. I have to take care of it beforehand. In that same moment I made a very 
definite decision about it. I had to get them out through the underground before they were 
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taken away. No waiting. 
 
Q: When did you start to hear about it or when did you know what was going on in the East 

with the transports? 
 
A: Not until the transports were already underway, and there were masses of people that were 

being moved, from Poland, from Czechoslovakia, from Austria, from Germany, from 
France, from Belgium _ everybody was sent there _ I had absolutely no outside contact. But 
at the time Manfred was taken I made my first contact with Switzerland. Since I was such a 
refined person, I was given the job of taking care of the Swiss correspondence. The main 
reason was that since my mother was a Christian, she could officially send a card. And so I 
got a letter from Switzerland from the Headquarters of the Pioneer Center there, also the 
world headquarters, the Heraluz (ph), that said, “The work transports are moving to the east. 
Try to keep some of your people there with you. We will help you get to get to a neutral 
country.” Encoded, written in code, with Hebrew words, with everything _ so now I had _ 
and ran to the groups that still existed and they decided... no. For the same reason that 
Manfred went away. “Our job is to go where we can help the weak, the sick, the old, the 
poor... and whoever gets out illegally is barred.” I was barred. I met them again after the war. 
So now I took things into my own hands. Now I knew that there was no other way. And I 
found people. Six, eight, twenty... thirty, and then when in '43 the last big operation took 
place, February, “Operation Factory,” suddenly thousands of people came to us. Word had 
gotten around. Because they came home, because they were from the factories, came home 
and their apartments had official seals on them. And now was the question, do we go in and 
wait until they come and get us or not. And from that moment I was, what they call today, 
“the leader” of this resistance group. We didn't have contact with Switzerland in the sense 
that we could expect something. It was being established and one of the founders of this 
group, he was the brains of the group, was Izhak Schwerens, and it was his job to make it to 
Switzerland, not to be a group leader. He couldn’t have done it. He wasn’t the type. It was 
that simple. So he fled to Switzerland and established the connection to the international 
association. It was at the end of '43 that I got my first contact outside the country. I didn't 
hear anything about what was happening in the east. I got some addresses. I made contact 
with them. It was a group of young Jewish girls in Vienna. They worked in a camp here or at 
other locations. So I knew that there were camps close to us where people work, work hard, 
but they’re in camps. I figured it was that way everywhere. I had contacts in Prague with a 
pharmacist. He took young couples, man and woman couples, to farmers in Slovakia. It cost 
a lot of money, and then money started coming to me from Switzerland so I was able to pay. 
That’s when the first big contacts started and the bigger possibilities. Everyday was the same 
question: what was the daily quota? Everyday we had to get food for about 100 people. We 
were not allowed to let it be interrupted. Sometimes there was more, sometimes less. 
Sometimes this, sometimes that. Of course, the Jews couldn’t do it. It was a job for the 
Christians. And what I was thinking, as I turned things over in my mind, was, I won’t go to 
Poland _ the Poles are not friends to the Jews _ I can’t speak Polish. We’ll never have an 
apartment, it will only be camps. The work will be hard, harder than what I do here, I’m 
staying here. With the people who know me and whom I know, namely the poor people who 
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live in the ghetto. Not the rich ones. Nobody in Steglitz or in Grunewald had helped me. The 
poor ones from _ you could say _ solidarity. Look, in the whole Alexanderplatz-Quarter 
there were many Jews, small shops, small tradesmen, but no rich millionaires, billionaires. 
And the others were also poor, the Christians. There were no thoughts of competing here. 
Any Jew who had a big shop on the Kurfürstendamm with ten display windows, yeah, well, 
a lot of people turned against him just because he had this huge business. Well that stopped. I 
knew so many people now. That helped me. Aside from getting the food, we had to find 
lodgings almost every day, and as it got closer to the end of the war, there were bombings. 
Whenever possible I had to find identity cards so that at least a few people could walk 
around on the streets. Almost all of them were military age. How do I get identity cards for 
them? I got them. They became invalid and I had to buy new ones. It cost up to 60,000 
Marks for each one. That was an unbelievably huge sum at that time. We tried to get people 
out, it didn't work...on ...the man who was in charge actually sent one transport to the Swiss 
border, and he sent the second transport straight to Sachsenhausen. We found out about it at 
the last minute and were able to rescue them by stopping the transport, and so there was a 
situation at the end of '44 where we thought we wouldn’t be able to get out anymore, so now 
everything is for here and we have to survive here. And from then on I started supplying the 
people with guns. I supplied the young people with guns. Because I said, if we’ve been able 
to make it this far, we’re not going to lose anybody now. Then you shoot two or three or 
four, which they did. They shot. I also had a weapon. I could always feel it in my pocket, just 
like the cassette that I have in here, it was always such a useless thing... I thought it was 
totally useless because I knew I wouldn’t be able to shoot. Anyway I always had bad eyes, I 
had... 

 
Q: How old were you then? At the end of '44? 
 
A: 19, no, 20/21. And one day I got a letter. Through friends, through Christian relatives, from a 

woman friend that I had. She wanted to join the underground groups. But she couldn’t 
because she had a 14-year-old sister and they said that she was too young to join an 
underground group. We couldn’t take on the responsibility. We couldn’t manage it yet. And 
so she went along to the East. And now comes a letter. Unfortunately this disappeared 
somewhere. Many people saw it, we know that this document existed. There are copies of 
parts of it, in the letter it said, “Don’t try to visit us. You won’t find hide nor hair of us. And 
my sister and I, it’s only because of our flute playing that we are doing as good as we are.” 
Then she gave names... Alfred has them. Alfred was a Jewish Youth Leader who was shot 
right out in the open on Kantstrasse, well, I knew, they are dead. And then she gave five 
more names. “Sometimes we meet and sing the songs from aunt Muleydet (ph).” Muleydet 
Debrez (ph) homeland songs. And I thought, that’s good. It came from Birkenau. Yeah, well, 
and then there was a sentence that I didn't understand at all. She wrote, “It would all be 
bearable if only the chimneys didn't smoke so much.” I thought she wanted to say that there 
were chemical factories and that for some the stench was sometimes unbearable. I sent this 
letter to Switzerland with a diplomat. I had diplomatic connections with Switzerland and 
sometimes I went to the Swiss Embassy. The ambassador would let me use his office for 
hours and I would invite Jews to come there so that they would learn to trust me. The Jews 
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that were living illegally didn't trust anyone. Here comes someone who is dressed nicely. I 
had clothes from Switzerland. They had no trust at all! They would test me, “When are you 
going back? 
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 Tape #4 
 
Q: But were you still working then? 
 
A: Yeah, I say that now, when you... 
 
Q: Okay. Good. 
 
Q: Then I’ll start with... 
 
A: And if we would take a break now and have a coffee outside, we don’t have to. We can keep 

going. 
 
Q: We can keep going. I would prefer that because... 
 
A: Yeah, let’s keep going. In the book you have it clearly organized. 
 
Q: Yeah, but I’m trying to, let's say, to separate it entirely... I notice that everything was clear to 

me up to now and with the diplomats and with the money and Switzerland... 
 
A: But now everything's not in order. 
 
Q: Yes, exactly. That is... 
 
A: At the same time that the underground started, everything was chaos. The whole thing, all of 

it had to be chaotic. Not even the relatives could help. 
 
Q: It’s a little bit difficult to imagine that. How did you get...? 
 
A: That’s a good question. 
 
Q: Gad, can you explain once more how you managed to find these contacts and how you got 

the diplomatic connections started, you were still working at that time, or was that finished? 
 
A: Hm, you’re very observant! [Laughs] There really was a big gap there. This factory was 

bombed, destroyed, the cardboard box factory, and I and many others ended up in a group 
for _Air Raid Clean-up.” Only Jews were used for this work because the Front was already 
collapsed _ '43/'44. We were put there to remove the unbelievable rubble. And there was a 
German man, a worker, a real workers’ boss, who was in charge of everything, and he 
looked for the ones who. He picked me out. “Well, Shorty,” he said, “You seem to be, I 
don’t know, an intellect or whatever it’s called. You know how to type don’t you?” “Yes,” I 
couldn’t. “Come to my office tomorrow morning.” Before that, for example, I covered the 
red city hall with shingles so the rain wouldn’t ruin it. I guess you could say I saved it. The 
red city hall, thanks to me it’s still around and I did other work too. I took books, valuable 
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books from Jewish apartments from earlier. I found an original copy of Hirschfeld, volume 
one, hah... I cheated the Germans. I admit it. The work wasn’t difficult. There were only 
Jews all around me and the German foreman thought the Jews were great because they did 
so much work. It was at this time that I developed contact with the famous Nathan Schwalb 
Droh (ph), who was in Geneva and there from the side of the Jewish Agency and the Seralud 
(ph) and all of the Jewish Institutions in the world led the relief efforts for the Jews in the 
affected countries. He got a message from Izhak Schwerens and started contact with him. 
Through a diplomat. His name was Göbelin. He is a very successful jeweler in Switzerland 
and at that time he volunteered himself for diplomatic service. He brought the first letter, he 
brought the first money, he put me in touch with agents here, his lovers _ these types always 
have lovers everywhere _ suddenly I was very much a part of a political net. So I was able to 
continue what I had started before. Now I really could go to the people who offered food at 
30,000 or 40,000 because I was getting the money. I have to be careful now that I don’t 
confuse things. It was, of course, a huge relief for the people in the underground. The 
feeling, people are keeping an eye on us. The feeling, we belong to an international Jewish 
association. They saw it on the identify cards that I got, they saw it... things were always 
moving ahead. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to work there for long. I never had time. As 
long as I was still at the building sites, hah... I played terrible games. I would throw myself 
down, act as if I couldn’t get up and say, I have too many red blood cells or something 
similar... I played games with the foremen. But then I went to the boss’s office. He came in 
to see me and “Well, how ya doin?” “Yeah, okay,” I say, “My fingers are still bad” or 
something similar and so it took some time and then came June 30th, I will never forget it _ 
'44. Nothing’s getting done here. “Oh,” said one of the other colleagues who was really nice, 
“look at this; anyway, it’s his birthday today.” It was my birthday. Then he said to me, “I’ll 
pick you up at one o’clock.” He picked me up at one. This powerful boss! He was worth 
millions, didn't even know how much he had, later he, well yes. And we went together to a 
Cafe “Haus Vaterland” at Potsdamer Platz. The building was practically in ruins. But there 
were one or two floors left where you could get something to eat. And he said, “Shorty, 
whaddaya want?” I say, “an ice cream,” and as we were eating our ice cream, he grabbed my 
hand, “Do you have a wife and children? More difficult _________________ with you all, 
and I am so ashamed,” he said. “I make my millions from your broken backs. It’s not 
decent.” I say, “Mr. Wählisch, I’m not going to work for you anymore.” “Why not, now 
listen man... you work in my office!” “No,” I say, “I work for the Jewish underground.” 
“Yeah, it’s okay to do that,” and we worked out a plan together. At different harbors here in 
Berlin there were ships that came in and removed the rubble and garbage. At the same time, 
on the landings where the ships anchored, there were three, four work trailers, for two of 
those he gave me, which at that time wasn’t even possible, for unloading and loading, he 
gave me the keys. And said, “Whenever you go there you will always find food supplies. 
And you can always bring people there to stay, even three different ones. And there are some 
things broken, you have to figure on that, then you can always.” It was all clear. On the first 
evening that I went there, he said to me at work, I’m going to stay a few more days, he said, 
“Tuesday.” Good, I went on Tuesday in this thing, there was a beautiful couch there. It was 
necessary, right, for sleeping. And there was a love there. The man loved me. I can’t even 
begin to tell you all the good things he did for us. It’s difficult to say for sure. It was one 
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thing after the other and he had connections with the War Damage Commission. He let me 
sign pages and pages, so and so emigrated and doesn’t have any belongings. So he would get 
food supplies for the next four weeks. Or he brought clothes, he made... he was practically a 
servant to me. We had an incredibly close relationship. At the same time, I needed a place to 
live, that was a little bit earlier, but it fits into this time and a distant, elderly relative of mine, 
from my relatives, a relative by marriage, said he had an apartment, his wife is in East 
Prussia with their child, he is a soldier in Berlin and so he didn't need it anymore. He goes 
there once in a while, but I could live there. So I also lived there and this wonderful soldier 
gave me a small room there and there was a picture of a young man in a black frame, “Who 
is that?” “My brother,” he said, “he was gay and he killed himself.” Before Hitler. I mean, 
the homosexuals weren't persecuted. Only by Hitler. During the Weimar Republic they had 
incredible problems socially. I lived with him and we became lovers. There were only men. 
There weren't any women around for them. They had a wife and child somewhere. Then one 
day he said to me, his wife is coming back and I have to leave. He was so unhappy. He even 
said, “I’m throwing you out on the street boy!” That place had practically been a 
headquarters for me. So she came. But just a few days later, through some address, he sent 
me a message and said, “I have an apartment for you. The engineer who goes down in the 
bomb shelter with you, the nice guy, you know, the researcher, he was a researcher and 
didn't have to go to the front, he said he has something for you. Go to the factory.” I went to 
the factory. “Who do you want to see?” “Mr. Dreier, Engineer Dreier.” “You don’t have to 
act like that with Mr. Dreier.” And I went to see this man in his office and he locked a 
cabinet and said, “Are you still interested Günter? Huh, a little bit of espionage maybe?” “I 
don’t know... you know why I’m here?” “Yeah, well,” he said, “you’re either Jewish or 
gay.” That was the first time in my life that someone had put the two things or had mixed the 
two things together. Then he took from the box, a safe, receipts that I had signed. He was 
taking care of a woman and her son because the woman’s other son, who was his lover, had 
fled to Switzerland. So now he was taking care of the woman, the mother and the brother of 
his lover, and I signed everything with “Günter Kaplan” because I would have to account for 
everything later, right? I signed everything. I could have accounted for everything after the 
war. It’s unbelievable! Only a Prussian idiot could manage to do that! In the Underground! 
Satchels full of receipt books! 

 
Q: What do you mean you signed with “Günter Kaplan”? 
 
A: My name was “Günter Kaplan.” My identity card wasn’t very good, but it was good enough. 

The stateless Catholic _ Günter Kaplan _ and I had a letter from one of the doctors in the city 
which said that I had active tuberculosis and should be released from all military and other 
activities for several months. 

 
Q: And this was the reason then that you could devote yourself entirely to underground 

activities? 
 
A: Yes, with that, I could. I never had any... people had their doubts. Never. 
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Q: In public, did you _ did you still wear a star of David? 
 
A: No! That was all over! No illegal wore a star of David! No! This had become a big question. 

After this demonstration for the mongrels who, through intimidation by Christian women... 
 
Q: Could you talk about that again? 
 
A: The famous Rosenstraße. Whose anniversary is coming up in a few days now. Now, this 

happened on the 28th of February. There were these mongrels on Rosenstraße, and their 
Christian relatives demonstrated outside for days. Let our husbands, our wives, our children 
go! And they were let go. Goebbels let them go. 

 
Q: Were you there too? 
 
A: Yes, and I saw my aunts walking arm in arm. And from there I went to this man to do 

demolition work, then, that was... we were released because Goebbels said, we need the Jews 
now to tear things down here. No one here will do this. Blocking off the streets... that won't 
work. Politically, this demonstration was, I think, the most interesting thing that happened in 
Germany during this time. For days! They didn't shoot. They didn't use water cannons. They 
let them go. 

 
Q: How many people demonstrated? 
 
A: The estimates vary greatly. But let's just simply take _ I was a marshal, myself, and was 

allowed to go out and the packages they threw in, the demonstrators _ food _ I was allowed 
in, and there I saw my aunt, my mother, and everybody, everybody. When there were three 
or four uncles of mine there on a Sunday with their four wives, then that was eight people. It 
was always crowded. The whole street was full of people. I'd guess there were a few 
thousand people all together. In the course of the ten days or eight days. 

 
Q: And you and your father were in there too? 
 
A: And my sister. 
 
Q: And your sister. 
 
A: And many, many others. Many, many people who worked with me, too. But, after we'd 

gotten out, I received a letter from Switzerland. It said, “Include the mongrels in your work 
now as well.” Because it was absolutely clear to me, they were no longer in danger. They 
really couldn't run around anymore with a star of David, because the official word was, 
Berlin has been cleansed of Jews. Wasn't even possible anymore. So very few _ hardly 
anyone walked around with a star of David anymore. I'm with this guy with this or that job. 
In the meantime, something happened that was not at all clear to me before. Swiss Jews, or 
Jews living in Switzerland, had relatives here who had gone into hiding, and now, because 
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they were now getting money from the United States, they officially asked for help. Save our 
relatives. So I was flooded with letters from these _________________, I think you have 
some documents with you... the man in Zurich, who had the address of his niece, never 
imagined that these houses don't exist any more. So I went there where the houses had stood 
and looked to see if anyone had written, now we live there or there... tremendous difficulties! 
That was one of the things I just did on the side. Until I actually found them. Now, money 
was no longer a problem, that was solved, that was obvious. It'd already been solved before. 
The Swiss Jews had already given enough that I could really do something here. Then came 
a totally different phenomenon. What do I do with all those millions of dollars when the war 
is over? The Russians were in Königsberg or even closer already. Because I thought, when a 
war like this ends, it's not worth anything the next day. Imagine how wrong I was, along with 
all of the leading people in Switzerland! And I asked them, and they wrote, “You can invest 
the money in items that are easy to carry.” But I had to pay people back! And this famous 
man, the architect, the engineer, gave me a friend's apartment. It was his secretary, and she 
had a little apartment, about 500 feet as the crow flies from the Gestapo headquarters in 
Berlin. Her husband killed one of his lovers there and was shot and killed. The woman 
couldn't live there anymore. So she gave me the apartment. One room, ground floor. 27.50 
marks. She took not a penny more. “No, it costs 27.50 marks, and I won't take a penny 
more.” That became my headquarters. At this time, I was helping groups escape, groups 
already on their way, I mean already rounded up, on the way to the transports. They could no 
longer go to Auschwitz, but to Theresienstadt in a pinch. But I helped them escape. I just 
went and sprung them out of Gestapo arrest. They all came with me to this apartment.  

 
Q: How did you do it? 
 
A: It wasn't really all that difficult. Naturally, they had to do all this work with cleaning up 

debris and all that, so the streets would be clear, and then we decided, exactly 12 o'clock, 
each one, if possible, worked on a different corner. Six people. Each of you goes to pee at 12 
on the dot. And say to the man, “I have to go pee. Can I go to the corner over there?” And 
they all ran off at 12 on the dot and were in my apartment at exactly 12:15. That was 
unbelievable for the Gestapo. Well, at that moment, they knew for sure there was something 
organized here. They knew it before, but they didn't take it so seriously. And now they 
transferred my case to the infamous Stella, the snatcher. I had already distributed photos 
before. 

 
Q: Who is Stella, the infamous snatcher? 
 
A: Stella is a Jew still living near Stuttgart today. A beautiful woman. She betrayed over 300 

Jews to the Gestapo _ as a spy and a “bounty hunter.” And admitted it. Just a year ago here 
in a TV report. Did time for it and is a free woman today, and now she was hunting me. And 
this gay engineer _ that's really the amazing thing, I mean people stay just as they are. And 
he's a good guy and wants to help us, because he... he does it for a beloved friend, but he 
remains the gay floozie. He was a floozie by nature. Then he said to me, “You're never 
allowed to bring anybody else here. I'll come twice a week, but you can't have anyone.” 
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Well, the two times were torture, but there was no other way. He brought us food... and 
 
Q: What went on during those two times? 
 
A: Sex that he wanted, not me. He wasn't my type, but he was nice. Well, he wasn't rough and 

he wasn't mean. And he actually comes one day, but not at the usual time, opens the door 
and sees I had someone else there... seven young men! I mean between the bed and the floor 
and dadadada _ “uh-oh” _ storms into the kitchen, I thought, that's the end of it and he will 
throw us out. Then I come into the kitchen and then what he said was this, “And all such 
pretty boys!” Of course he didn't do anything about it, but I pretty much knew at that 
moment, he's dangerous. And it was because of him that I got caught, too. A Jew who also 
happened to be an agent of Stella's approached him and offered him diamonds and jewelry. 
In such quantity and at such a price that alone should have made you say “Nonsense!” and I 
was consulting with mature friends, too. “Well, Gad, you have to take it at that price.” And 
then they arrested him, and then they arrested me and one of my friends who was there with 
me that day, and we were brought to the Gestapo headquarters in February of '45. I was not 
beaten. I had already helped the other guy escape, alone, in a single operation, they've 
knocked his teeth out for, I think, the third time. He looked terrible when he came back. 

 
Q: What was his name? 
 
A: Zwie (ph). He played a big role later. He was only 18. 
 
Q: How did he play a big role? 
 
A: We survived it all. He and I. And we were a couple, and then we lived together for 22 years 

as man and wife. In Israel. Since I only sleep with bisexuals, it was obvious he'd marry 
someday and have kids, and today it's a huge family. With grandchildren, and great-
grandchildren, I think, and on and on... everyone knows. Papa lived with Gad for 20 years. 
The family is happy. And why not. Because what those two went through together, and 
survived together, well, that's really something good. So you can also tell others about it this 
way.  

 
Q: Where did you meet Zwie? And when? 
 
A: In the underground. Well, he was one of those who came to me. He was one of the illegals. 
 
Q: When? 
 
A: Earlier, '42 or '43 _ active tuberculosis, and I had tremendous difficulties with him, poor kid. 

He survived. He's healthy. Now we were both prisoners, and I couldn't begin to imagine 
who'd run the whole thing. I'd given the money to a mature man who looked after it for me. 
So I knew there was no lack of money. So whoever can still get food will buy it and 
distribute it. Besides, it was abundantly clear, it can only last a few months, not long, it was 
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coming to an end. And still things happened that probably wouldn't have happened with me. 
They get two of my boys who go to the bathroom and flush the toilet during an air-raid 
alarm; normally, the apartment was empty, so what... and they shot their way out of it to 
boot. One of them killed two German soldiers, and the other one was caught because he was 
an asthmatic. Then they threw him into the cell with me. Inhuman, it's impossible to 
describe. I had given them all guns, well, not all of them, but I'd given guns to 50 or 60 
people, because we were saying, the war is coming to an end. We've made it this far, now it's 
only over our dead bodies. And immediately, contact with Switzerland continued, and they 
heard, Gad is here, what do I know, Helga is or however they encoded it, and now they 
knew, they didn't have even the slightest idea that I was still alive. The money kept coming 
in. The people... the war was ending, you have to imagine it, I mean no day was the same as 
the day before. And the man kept helping us. Actually, everyone who had helped before kept 
on helping, even after I wasn't there anymore. Maybe not as organized, or not as accurately, 
but it still went all right. And then something happened, something that had meaning. And 
we still haven't managed to figure it out. The Gestapo chief, who himself always came down 
in the evening to the bunker where I was being held _ though I was shackled and he could 
walk around freely _ but he was also afraid of the bombs just like I was. And this woman 
Stella sat down there too when there was an air-raid alarm. We all sat there under the same 
conditions. And he said, “Well, you certainly have powerful friends.” “How so?” “Well, 
Thomas Mann spoke yesterday and sends his greetings. All your friends near Strausberg 
have been liberated by the Red Army.” I mean, he said that. We went through the archives in 
London, BBC, whatever, everything. We know the exact date this supposedly happened. 
Nothing! One thing it could be _ he didn't say it as part of his speech, of course. It's possible 
that he just afterwards as a greeting _ because it was just supposed to reassure me. Clearly, at 
that moment, I'm a terrific prisoner for them. The Russians are... Strausberg, and here is a 
great man. Thomas Mann talks about him! And what I didn't know, there were already 
connections between Count Bernadotte, via Switzerland, to these people here _ that he'd 
taken me under his wing, so to say. And then I became a real VIP prisoner. Because then 
they took the suede gloves out of my coat and put them on me before putting my shackles 
over them. I was a VIP! The shackles over the gloves. I was never beaten. Had times where I 
thought I'd quit. Thank God, at that time my cheek swelled up terribly because of my teeth, 
and this nice Saxon policeman, they weren't all SS, there were simple civil servants doing 
their police service or military service, went with me to the Jewish hospital. That was above 
us. We were held in the cellars of the Jewish hospital. There are a lot of films of mine that I 
shot here in these cellars. There's still one last corridor that still looks like it did then. I filmed 
in there seven or eight times. You could almost reproduce the situation of that moment, like 
it was then. And then we went up into the hospital, “oooohhh,” I say, “how many books” _ 
[whispers] “Here, take one,” he says, “just take one,” and I look, and then I took a book, it's 
by some Count Olmann (ph), I don't know, by some count of the last kaiser, who was in his 
entourage. Friends see a man named Theodor Hertzel (ph). About this famous Zionist leader 
Theodor Hertzel, who'd met with the kaiser in Palestine, spoken with him, and they wrote 
about him, about what kind of person he is. Now just imagine, you're sitting around in some 
cellar, not to mention the food _ you forgot what you got to eat anyway _ shackled, and you 
have absolutely nothing, I never got to go out _ at some point later they had that, where I 
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could go outside for half an hour sometimes. And then you read a book like that! What 
courage it gave me. I wrote a poem. I wrote a lot of poems in my life and got it passed to the 
little guy, lying there with that guy with no teeth, through this policeman, and he came back 
and gave me in this thin, dunno, maybe cambric, this thin white material, a lock of his hair. 
That's a sign of love. But at that moment I knew he was strong, and he knew I was strong _ 
through the poem. It's moments like those that are so seldom touched upon when people 
write about heroism. It's all just the opposite of what heroism is. It just comes through that 
undimmed human desire to keep your strength up for the tasks that are still there. Even in 
prison, you still have responsibilities. And it really got to the point where I was brought to 
the notorious Müller one day (he's one of the most dangerous people in the Gestapo) to be 
interrogated, and I came in this room, and my satchel was sitting on the table in front of me. 
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 Tape #5 
 
Q: I would like to know more about Stella, if you saw her. I'd also like to know what happened 

to your parents and to your sister, and I would, and this was my fault, this Operation Factory 
_ I'd just like to connect those things when I ask about your father, that you describe the 
places in a little more detail. So, when you say you were a marshal and you're looking 
outside _ that does give us an idea, but this is really an incredibly important demonstration, 
and the more vividly you can describe it... but we'll just do it over again... 

 
Q: You were just talking about these days in prison. How did it end? 
 
A: You're talking about prison or the Rosenstraße Collection Point? 
 
Q: No, where you were just in prison _ Thomas Mann had relayed greetings to your assumed 

identity, Günter Kaplan _ you'd become a “VIP prisoner” _ how did the guards behave 
during those last days, because the Russians were already relatively close by? 

 
A: Very obsequiously, to use a big word. The Leipzig police were just like they were before. 

They were really nice before, just nice. I didn't even have a fork and knife at the beginning. 
They weren't allowed to give 'em to me. I had _ only gays carry something like this _ I had 
this gold compact, a rectangular one, and that's what I ate my soup with. For days. Only then 
did they come. “Well, I guess we can give him a spoon.” But the higher-ups, this is where I 
get to this notorious Müller, by this time, in this Berlin, there were absolutely no first-rate 
people anymore. Otherwise, I never would have survived. There weren't any top SS officers. 
No top Gestapo officials; they had all gone. They were second-rate people who had an 
inkling of what would happen, in three days, when they're here, what'll I do? You have to 
factor that in, because if you don't, a lot of it is totally unclear. Incomprehensible. So this 
man receives me in his office. A country bumpkin. A primitive kind of man. The kind of 
man, you get the impression, always, when he takes a step, he lets out a fart. I'm sure he 
didn't, but still, fart, fart _ and there's my satchel on the table with the receipt book and the 
poems. Both of those things were in there, thank God. And on the other side of the table was 
a thumbscrew. It was absolutely clear to me, this man will not let me get out of this 
unscathed. Now, I knew this man, and he asks, “So,” he says, looks in my satchel and pulls 
out the cover with the poems. Love poems! That I wrote to this woman friend in Auschwitz. 
“So you had time for this too, man!” he says. “Your boyfriend!” He thought I can't write to a 
woman. He thought it was to some man. He saw it all wrong. That wasn't it at all. He 
probably overlooked it. And he's not mad. Doesn't even start to do anything bad to me. I was 
just afraid, he can't look inside the satchel again, and I think, now you just say it. I mean, just 
once you should say something which is hardly believable, but possible. I say, “We've seen 
each other before, Mr. lieutenant colonel.” There's no expression at all on his face. I have to 
keep talking, he doesn't react. I say, “My little sister and I, your wife, she had a kiosk, down 
there by Hohenschönhausen, Arnsdorf (ph), you know... we brought cigarettes there. My 
father had cigarettes, cigars, and we brought them down, we always drove down there in the 
car, and your wife always gave us lollipops. Two pennies each!” “No, two for a penny!” And 
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I see how his mouth turns upwards. “Enough already,” he says, “out,” he yells to the door. 
He didn't do anything to me. The officials there said that'd never happened, that someone 
came out without being beaten, without being roughed up, without being tortured. It was my 
moment of happiness. And even he was only second-rate. He was probably thinking, man, 
what am I going to do after this? But I took the subway back with my little Zwie. You could 
ride the subway! It ran! And we both rode, in shackles... a little bloody and a little of this _ 
but not so bad. We stood next to one of those poles, holding each other, and he says, “You 
didn't cry.” He was happy. He'd been really afraid. “Well, if they're going to beat me...” 
“Calm down.” I'm not someone you can put the pressure on, with pain. Oh well, and then 
they schlepped me into this bunker down there to the little guy, the one who ran away, where 
shots were fired. He couldn't move. He couldn't even lie down. So he had to lean on me to 
get down. It was all so swollen. The suit was full, filled out, impossible. He lives in 
Switzerland now and is still in such shock that, when he flies to Scandinavia, he flies via 
France. Not over German skies. What an incredible shock he must have had. He was 17. The 
poor child! And one day we're sitting in the little bunker again. One on this side, one on this 
side. There was another air-raid alarm. Well, two or three times every day, and one of my 
aunts had brought us a package. They let her in. “What do you want?” And she said, “My 
nephew is here.” “How do you know that?” “People hear things, people see things!” “So 
who are you, you Jew-whore?” To that she says, “Don't you talk to me like that, my husband 
is the engineer who's making sure the German troops can come back over those bridges. Are 
you taking the package or not?” He took it, of course. They, too, were only second-rate 
people. They weren't the real top men anymore. And we got the package. I'm sitting here and 
eating, and the other little guy with the __________________ too. Suddenly a bomb comes 
and covers me in debris. Me! The little guy is free. He's standing outside. And he screamed, I 
heard him screaming. And the Gestapo chief came and said, “Whoever gets him out alive 
will be released immediately.” And they dug, and they dug, and they dug; it was eleven 
hours until my head was free. It was a little Frenchman. And when he had me out of there, 
and I still had inside, up here, this crushed cigarette, I give him one, and he takes it and 
beams and says, “encore une” _ I give him a second one. This man contacted me recently. 
He lives in the United States. We just saw each other for the first time as free men. He saved 
me. I was taken to the ________________ Hospital. The doctors there swore, we won't 
operate, we won't do anything for you. You keep your fever. And you do. We'll only relieve 
pain. It's a fight. Will the Russians make it soon enough. OK. But we'll never let you back in 
the bunker. By that time, I just had people all over, who, by then _ “That's Gad _ Günter is 
really Gad” _ they still remembered me. For God's sake, no, not him again. Oh well, and 
they, and this is also unbelievable: in April of '45, they put two SS people in front of the door 
to my hospital room. They posted them there instead of liberating Berlin. It was absolutely 
unbelievable. They stood there. As if I could escape! I couldn't even move, with one arm! 
And one day they brought me back down into the big room in the cellar. And I see in the 
corner, there's something there. It's little Heinz Zwie and cries. “Gad,” he says, “the people 
have all been liberated. They all got papers, I have papers too,” he says, “but they didn't let 
me go. And now they're bringing you down here.” Well, there's no question what they're 
going to do with me, with us. I couldn't console him. And really, then came that night, the 
famous one, where you heard the sound of marching feet outside, thud-thud-thud, and the 
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colonel came in and had a big piece of paper and two more in his hand, and he ripped them 
up, I knew he would. Those are the two pieces of paper we signed when we were arrested, 
that we are condemned to die because we are against the German people... And while this is 
happening, I see he has no revolver or anything like that. And then he says, very quietly, 
“Well, you surely have an address. I really need about 48 hours of peace and quiet.” “Yes,” I 
say, “Master Baker Schulze, Schönhauser Straße, Schönhauser Allee 186.” That was my 
headquarters. There were seven or eight guys in the bakery downstairs, they lived there and 
baked and made _ all of them with guns. He never would have made it in. He didn't even go 
there. And he went outside, and then the door is open. The little one runs right after him. 
“For God's sake,” he comes back, “Gad,” he says, “they're shooting all over the place right 
here above us. This here is the epicenter,” he says. And it really was the epicenter. Seestraße. 
That's a street, it goes in a circle all around Berlin. So whoever has that has Berlin. “We're 
staying down here,” he says, I didn't know what I should do. And you don't really know 
exactly how long something like that takes. By the way, it is interesting, at times like that, it 
doesn't matter one bit if you get something to eat or not. I think I didn't eat for hours, for 
days. But you forget that at moments like that. Because what there was to eat was just watery 
glop anyway. And at some point it got louder and louder, and during the night things got 
worse and worse, and then you could hear Russian voices. Russian! Then one of them came 
down the stairs. Like in the propaganda films about the home-front fighters, Stalingrad, 
injured here and here so over and here ripped up, and a really handsome man to boot. I had 
feelings for him from the start. He stands there and takes a little piece of paper out from up 
here, this small, and says in Yiddish _ it was a Jew from the Red Army: [adds Jewish 
translation here] “______________________________ Gad Beck” and throws himself on 
the bed and says, [adds Jewish translation here] “__________________ you are free!” That's 
the story. It doesn't end in German. It ends in Yiddish. 

 
Q: Did you stay in Berlin? After liberation? 
 
A: The Red Army picked me up immediately. Brought me to the military hospital. Worked and 

fixed me up, and I became the first representative of Jewish interests, and I... they took me 
in. Then, something else wonderful happened. There somebody shared my quarters, Russian 
officers and they had a boy, also a Jew, and he got hold of the girls they screwed at night, 
and rampaged around and fucked each other till it made you sick. Completely of their own 
free will. This was not rape, because the women were just as hungry for men as the men 
were for women. Their husbands were all gone, of course. And he was a terrible drunk, this 
boy. This boy, right off in the morning a big water glass full of vodka, and he gave me one 
too. So, when I drank it in the mornings, and I had to drink it; once he wanted to thrash me, 
you drink it. My mother said, “You can just stay lying down, you can't get up anyway.” With 
a glass o' vodka _ I never even knew what vodka was. Yeah, and when he wasn't drinking, 
then he's crying and was depressed, and then he spoke Yiddish. And one day he didn't drink 
and said to me, “Do you think they like you?” Meant the Russians. “Yes, they're not going to 
hurt us.” “They're using you, 'cause you were the anti-fascist fighter. Weren't so many in 
Germany. But you were a Zionist. Hey, they don't want that. Lemme give you some advice: 
take your group” _ he knew, they came over, visited me and all _ “and go to them, to the 
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western goyim.” Goy is a Christian or a non-Jew _ goyim in the plural, and western goyim 
were Americans to him. Well, I never call someone, not even if I see him in, say, Los 
Angeles or somewhere... I don't call any American, he is a western Goy. I just really think 
that's sweet. And I believed him, and within a good two months, I went over to the 
Americans with some groups of mine. I pulled away from this embrace. What would I be 
today? A Stasi boss, probably, I would have been, I don't know. The development of the 
SED, of liberation, where would I have landed? While I already had these tasks and already 
received people and could already greet the first people from the camps, one day they bring 
me my Wählisch, bound, with his wife. He in sandals, ripped-up pants and says, he was 
reported to the police by the Dutch. They sat in his office and worked for him. In his office. 
With private rooms or apartments. They said he was cruel. I couldn't get him released. He 
was shot. It's unbelievable. I'll never forget his eyes. We embraced, and a day later his wife 
came and says, “They shot him yesterday.” That's how war is. 

 
Q: Where did you go? 
 
A: Long story. And how we got to the Americans. Those were all frightening journeys, and I 

took girls with me, and the girls were scared they'd be raped. And that was all Russian at the 
beginning. And then on the Russian side I ran into a hospital, Blankenheine im Harz, 
Hospital, there were only active tuberculosis patients there, they survived Buchenwald, and I 
took them along, because they said they can't stand it here. And they organized a transport, 
directly to the Americans, with the active tuberculosis cases, because the Russians wanted, 
had no interest at all, they ate themselves to death there and died anyway, hardly any of them 
are still alive. And there was a man among them who fell in love with my sister and she with 
him. Let's come back to my sister. And the two of them met on this transport, had children, 
were married and lived up until five years ago, I think, then he died, in Israel. Happy, happy. 
The sister and my parents had an easier time of it because girls had it, compared to men, 
especially draft age men, much easier. She had a post office ID that was such a disgustingly 
stupid fake, and she traveled all the way to the Swiss border with it. So, she had it very easy. 
Much easier. And both of my parents were already old. And old people are uninteresting. 
Who asks about the legality or illegality of old people. My mother looked awful with scarves 
wrapped around her head. They were all so miserable. And later, she looked 30 years 
younger than she did then. And often, my father simply didn't shave, and he ran around like 
that. It was comparatively easy for them to survive the closer we got to the end of the war, of 
course. That plays a terrifically important role. 

 
Q: Were they arrested after that? 
 
A: My parents were arrested, by the way. And once my mother was with a woman who was 

very mean to her, who always threw shit in her window, she broke a milking stool over her 
head and then she even threw her down the stairs. And they both ended up in prison. My 
father ended up in Sachsenhausen. And my mother in the Jewish transit camp to Auschwitz 
actually. 
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Q: Ended up in the Sachsenhausen concentration camp? 
 
A: Yes, and it is unbelievable, it is truly unbelievable. Precisely the people I'd been relying on, 

the simple people from our area who'd known us for decades, managed to get my father 
released. 

 
Q: How? 
 
A: Writing letters. There he is on our doorstep one day after 2 1/2 months. So, he went to the 

Jewish transit camps and said, “Look, if you release me, a Jew, you can surely let my wife 
go too.” And then she was free too. Both of them! It's unbelievable. You can't even imagine 
it. He never spoke of it. He also didn't live much longer afterwards. In 1947, he became a 
wreck physically. 

 
Q: And were they arrested again at the Operation Factory? Or just your father. I mean, when 

they came to Rosentalerstraße? 
 
A: Rosenstraße. No, we were separated. Each one taken there individually. Well, and then we 

ended up with the same man, the one who would help me later, and my sister went to the 
Reichsbahn, had to clean railroad cars. But at first we lived through this then. 

 
Q: When you were on Rosenstraße _ can you remember anything about the premises? I mean, 

you were inside, but you could also see outside.  
 
A: I worked on an anthology with this man in the United States who completed the book about 

this Rosenstraße. It'll be printed, I think, in the next few months in Berlin. So we were 
already asking these questions. It was the Jewish community's huge office building. And big 
offices, old ones, old-fashioned. And they were just cleared out, and mattresses laid down 
and they just laid there, I don't know, but there must have been around 15, 20, 30 big rooms 
like that. Women separate, men separate. I could just run around. I could also sleep wherever 
I wanted, and honestly, I have to say, don't hold it against me. I also had sexual intercourse 
there. I simply got into bed with the people who seemed attractive to me. And it was always 
reciprocated. The way I felt as a human being, when I was not under immediate pressure, 
feelings of lust appeared. And then I went and saw then the mother and saw my relatives and 
then everybody. 

 
Q: Did you expect to ever come out of there again? 
 
A: I did, yes. 
 
Q: Why? 
 
A: Well, I heard how a few SS men were talking among themselves in the hallways. They had a 

terrible problem. You can see that in the book that we're going to publish, he and I, Nathan 
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Stolzfuß. He's well-known in the United States. They weren't united. They simply did not 
understand why they should keep us there. Once I caught a sentence, where one of them said 
to the other, “They're going to be released anyway, so why do they have to even be here 
now?” And the other one replied, “The decision's not supposed to come from Vienna, but 
from Berlin.” There was a struggle between the Berlin SS and the Vienna SS. That was more 
or less the reason why we were there for a long time. So that came to an end. There's no 
other way to describe it. 

 
Q: Would you have been released without this protest? 
 
A: No, no, no, I don't think so. 
 
Q: Were those who demonstrated threatened? 
 
A: No, not at all. That's really amazing. 
 
Q: No SS with their guns on... 
 
A: Weren't even there anymore. Just think _ that was after Stalingrad. The whole thing was 

already very... and at that time, not even Goebbels could afford to have something like that in 
the center of town. Besides, those were Germans standing there outside, and how many more 
Germans might there be, with Jewish relatives, who felt the same way? So he had to factor 
this all in. In his diaries, he gave a sort of motivation for it. But it's not very credible. 

 
Q: What did he write? 
 
A: He wrote _ first off, he turned it around _ said there'd been a demonstration “in front of the 

nursing home on Rosenstraße” due to the transports of “people of Jewish origin,” he wrote 
something like that, because he wanted to clear it out completely for Hitler's birthday, a city 
free of Jews, a city cleansed of Jews, and so we decided that we now needed them, because 
of the bombing, for cleanup. So he just turned it around. Very clever. 

 
Q: Both your parents and your sister survived? 
 
A: They survived, yes. 
 
Q: And how did you see each other again right after liberation? 
 
A: My parents celebrated their 25th anniversary on May 20, 1945. The Russians made sure that 

we had something to eat, and my parents had their silver anniversary, with all their relatives, 
in an apartment that had been left to us, supposedly SS people had been in there, but that 
turned out not to be true later, that was directly across from my high school. We celebrated a 
silver wedding anniversary. My mother with a little wreath of flowers. 
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Q: Then you went from Berlin to Munich. What did you do in Munich? 
 
A: I'm already taking this roundabout way with the tuberculosis patients and other people as 

well, like the pied piper, I went to Munich because I had already met people along the way 
who had survived Auschwitz, and who had belonged to my group at one time, to a Zionist 
group of mine. And who said to me, “Gad, they're waiting for you because there are letters 
from Switzerland. You have to go to Munich.” So I actually arrived in Munich at night, at 
the German Museum, this beautiful German Museum with no window panes. Those aren't 
panes, those are massive holes, and I came with this group of tuberculosis patients, I mean 
they went along with this for two unbelievable nights until we gave them accommodation in 
Gauting in a sanatorium. By this time, my sister was already in love with her husband, so she 
didn't even notice it. And I really got there at night with them, and we slept there. It was 
terrible, and I had my little Zwie with me. He had always been my... we knew we belonged 
together. And the next morning, one of those giant doors opens, and four, five older men and 
maybe three, four younger men were standing there, and all of them dressed so nicely, and 
said, “Gad, welcome!” and showed me the letter from Switzerland. “If Gad should turn up, 
we don't even know if he'll survive, then he is to be the head of all the surviving Jews.” From 
then on, I was the head of all surviving Jews. 

 
Q: What exactly did you do in Munich? 
 
A: That's very hard to say. First, the people _ I drove around into the camps. Everything was 

full. All the barracks in the vicinity of Munich had been seized for the surviving Jews. 
Landsberg, Felderfing, Föhrenwald (ph), whatever they were all called, and I visited, saw all 
these horrible things and was at the top and things were decided, and newspapers were 
already being published in Yiddish. I told about it and other people translated it of course, 
and I was their leader, Gadlen is the leader of the people. And couldn't speak to the people, 
that was clear, because they survived a concentration camp and only heard German there. 
Now they can't have a leader who speaks German. So for seven, not more than eight weeks _ 
I just heard how they spoke and just soaked up words and just the sound and the flow of their 
speech. Then I tried it. Then, you see, David Ben Gurion came to Munich, and he gave a 
speech, but his speech was in English, because he wanted to speak to the government in 
London and not to the people, his people who had waited, “David, David Ben Gurion, the 
great one!” and when he was done, then he said in Yiddish, “And now Gadlen (ph) will 
speak to you.” That was like being thrown into cold water. I had already, so to say, whipped 
up a few thoughts before. If I don't see tears in people's eyes after the fourth sentence, then 
I'm a failure. I saw 'em. I saw 'em. The people even said back then that I'd become a 
marvelous Yiddish speaker. And at the front sat my mother and father. My father: Jewish 
heritage, grandparents, and I saw him crying. Hey, when I was finished _ a father always has 
to say something bad. Then he says, “You know, just one thing bothers me, my boy, he stood 
like this [claps the interviewer on the back], why did I spend all this money so you can 
butcher the German language like this.” But he was proud. When he came to Israel, he spoke 
more Yiddish than German. He went back to his roots, as it were. Very hard for my mother. 
Very hard. I'd like to say a few things about Stella. I knew of her existence. A good friend of 



USHMM Archives RG-50.030*0361 33 

mine, a classmate of mine even, he was the first she was sicced upon, because he was a 
graphic artist and produced papers, and the woman visited him. She could have taken him 
prisoner, but she had fallen in love with him. He successfully fled to Switzerland, and he still 
writes to her today. He doesn't even hold it against her. That's a story in itself. She herself 
kept on doing it because she thought it would save her parents from the transports. That 
wasn't true. They sent her parents to Theresienstadt, and they died. So why did she stay on? 
She had gotten married three times by then, and they were all her agents. So she was an 
incredible sexpot. Well, that played a huge role, and that probably drove her to look for 
people again and again... I met her down there in the bunker, and here stood Duberkel (ph), 
the leader of the Gestapo, the Gestapo headquarters and said, “Well, aren't you afraid now.” 
“Yes,” I say, “sure I'm afraid, just like you, just like Stella. Of course you are afraid of the 
bombs. 
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 Tape #6 
 
 Well, it was terrible. What happened on a day-to-day basis and what kind of rotten characters 

I met, like in every other ethnic group, every other religion. Now I have to do it. I can't go 
play tennis tomorrow because I'm not a tennis player. It just doesn't work anymore. This is 
all just dictated to me. And the poems I did, turned out they were also influenced enough by 
Judaism. And I painted. I came back to portraits, Jewish faces, and things like that. Can't flee 
and don't have to either. But... now you ask some questions. 

 
Q: You went to Palestine in 1947? Is that correct? 
 
A: Yes. 
 
Q: And before that, from '45 to '47, you were in Munich the whole time and worked in 

displaced person camps? 
 
A: Yes, but “work” is not the right word. Imagine a guy whose whole life or whose career has 

been molded by duress. I had never worked, which I wanted to do, except for this measuring 
pants bottoms, everything else was some form of obligation. Now I was free. Entered a 
whole new world of so-called liberated, tremendously complicated people. Even the 
youngest ones were terribly complicated, and I meet David Ben Gurion with that too. He had 
determined that I should take over leadership of these illegal groups in Berlin and now meets 
little Gad. In Berlin, eh, and in Munich in the “Four Seasons” hotel for breakfast. I go to him, 
and he says, “I can also speak German. 'Fest gemauert in der Erden steht die Form aus Lehm 
gebrannt,'” recites the entire “Glocke” _ poem by Schiller which many schoolchildren had to 
memorize _ I felt really sick. I thought, I don't know it as well as he does. He made a great 
impression on me. Not just the white mane, but rather how he ate grapefruit. When I eat 
grapefruit, the juice squirts out, and he talked while he was eating it to boot. I mean that 
alone impressed the fool out of me. And he gave me a job. The job was: “Count your 
people.” The Americans with the American Jewish Joint [?] counted the Jews, if they wanted 
to go to America, and he counted or had the Jews counted, if they wanted to go to Palestine, 
and there had to be more of those. “Think of something, kid,” he says, “we have to have 
more, because this is something of great political import.” Of all the people in my life, he 
was the one who impressed me the most. He drove with me in a jeep through these camps. 
We arrived there. Stop, have to go pee. Go in a toilet, go pee. Then we come out, and then he 
says, “You should learn this, kid. The way the toilets look in a camp, that's the way the 
kitchen looks too!” Well, that was a kitchen; the toilets were about the same. Well, it was 
terrible. Just absolutely indescribable. That was the first person who I knew had grown up in 
freedom, who was able to develop, really, the way he wanted, and now he's giving me 
pointers, so to say, in this new environment. Oh well, and then came the big question, I was 
supposed to think of something, and I did think of something. In the, from my past, as a 
result of the situation that Jews _ my father and however many others _ had been trying for 
ages to get a visa to somewhere and were constantly going to these places, and they always 
came back. But when people told me this then, when some country, South American country 
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or something, said, “Yes, bring two passport photos with you,” aha, that was a breakthrough! 
So now I was requiring for the census, for this collection, two passport photos from the very 
beginning. And later we had a third more than those who wanted to go to America. It was all 
wrong anyway. Added up, with these Jews it was 1 1/2 million. There weren't even that 
many alive. Y'see, they registered a million times, but then... this fact, this first big census 
number, he told me later very, very quietly, contributed to our victory at the United Nations. 
Incredible! This man now became my mentor. Then I had to go to Israel. I brought people 
over with me in huge numbers on awful ships. A so-called immigration, internal 
immigration, i.e. we received a so-called certificate for each man, i.e. two people, man and 
wife, and the wife was very pregnant, in other words, when we brought over 600 people, 300 
men and 300 women, then we got 300 children for free. I did that a few times. Well, that 
alone is something special. Never happened again later, the immigration question. Well, yes, 
and then one day I would have to go? And then my life in Israel began. 

 
Q: What did you do in Israel? Since David Ben Gurion was your mentor? 
 
A: Well, at first I just imagined I'd turn to him. He pulls me to his mighty breast, and everything 

is okay. That was the time about 10 weeks before the battle for freedom. I mean, he had 
other things to do besides pulling me to his chest. I was with a million other people when I 
came over and was coddled and pampered at first and didn't meet him until later. And at a 
meeting of the Worker's Party, and he said great, great things _ they all knew me before that 
anyway from their work in the camps here and in front of other people, that was the deciding 
part of it, not alone with me, he said, “You will not go into politics.” “But I was in politics!” 
“No,” he says, “that was a chance situation. Politics is something static, something constant, 
and you have no inhibitions.” The man has no problem saying this right to your face.  

 
Q: What, what is this gesture you're making? 
 
A: Elbows aren't strong enough. You have to have strong elbows for politics. And he explained 

to the people, “Gad, the war is just starting.” Obviously, I couldn't start anything now. I had 
to go to war with them. “And then you'll attend a university.” I had done an emergency high 
school graduation and college entrance exams in Munich, at a Ukrainian university. They 
just have no... and a signature. “And then you'll study medicine or psychology. And then 
you'll spend your whole life working with the victims, with the survivors, with the victims of 
the Holocaust. That's what you'll do.” I did it. I did it. Later there were more assignments 
from him and here things to do and there things to do, but I had always done what he 
suggested because I trusted him completely. Politically, we didn't agree on anything 
anymore. At the end. I was opposed to his style, which got stronger the older he got, but 
politically _ he told me this and that _ I accepted it internally. That was required. I did it. 

 
Q: Your whole family also went to Israel and Zwie went to Israel too. 
 
A: Yes, he went to Israel and my father had, while I was still in the camps, he took over the 

guidance of the Youth Delegation, the Youth Agency, just hundreds who arrived there, he 
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provided for them, took care... they ran around, just like me, in uniform. He wore an 
American uniform, of course, and became a well-known man. Blissful, came here, 
immediately got an apartment... and immediately had... to Israel and, and for the first time 
since the war was still on, here's a job for you for now, you can do something else later. 
Blissful, but he was already marked. He had cancer. And died in '48. Happy, very happy. 

 
Q: And your mother? 
 
A: Was a young widow. This Christian mother. We don't know how it came about, joined a 

whole group living in the vicinity, of Yemenite immigrants, and she became the Yemenites' 
grandma. You know, she got the women to practice good hygiene with their kids and knit 
and crochet and do this and that _ a woman from Berlin! Got these Yemenite women up to a 
European standard. I know that when Mother was buried, many years ago _ Mother is over 
100 now, 101, there were over 300 Yemenite women at her funeral who started uuuuuhhhhh 
their lamenting. My sister said, “Whose funeral are we at anyway?” I said, “Milli____ (ph), 
that was her happiness!” She adjusted to this world of Israel without Hebrew! They didn't 
say “Safta” (ph) (Grandmother) to her either, no, “Grandma” the little dark children. So she 
became a happy Jew. It's unbelievable. She visited her sisters here and told how she was 
lying in bed one day, of course she was as brown as a coconut, because she's in Israel, 
s'always sunny, and she's a brunette, and they all stood around her bed that morning and 
cried. “Well, why are you crying?” “You look like a gypsy girl!” and she was happy. She 
survived the whole thing. She immediately got back into action, kept the family together, she 
led them, I mean just to the very end. A happy woman. 

 
Q: And you lived with Zwie for years, for a long time? 
 
A: With Zwie and my mother, and that was all formulated very clearly. Father had even said, 

“We're adopting you. Then you'll be brothers. You wanted to live together anyway.” So that 
he'd be accepted into the family. He had a sister in Australia. She said “mommy” to my 
mother too. In other words, he gained a family through us, still has them today. My sister is 
his sister and, and... it was no problem. Now he could _ he had to learn things. First, he had 
to, well, make up the years that other people already have inside, and there was a war to boot 
and he had tuberculosis again for a year or two, so that he stayed with us _ for the time 
being. And that he built himself a foundation, as it were. For a family he can start, you have 
to have your own apartment in Israel and a nice job and all that, and with us, he was able to 
earn that, so to say, during those years. He was bisexual from the first hour we were together. 
He always expressed the desire, family and a wife someday. That we went at it with such 
wild abandon, when he was planning to get married, and said that to my mother, she brought 
us together and said, “I just have to tell you two this. The apartments here have paper-thin 
walls, and I've been hearing for years, decades, how you moan and how you shriek and how 
you've been amusing yourself with my son. And I can tell you this, you won't do that with 
any woman.” That's what the wise, old woman said. Today he says nothing else came of it, 
but he had entirely different motives. That he'd be a recognized man then who could have 
children, who has a family and a wife, and a penthouse with seven rooms, and the kids are all 
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already out of the house and going to college, and something happens. He is doing fantastic. 
Comes here regularly. We meet here just like always, except for the bedroom part. 

 
Q: And when did you come back to Germany? 
 
A: This is a poorly formulated question. I came to Germany every time I had some assignment 

from Israel that required it. And I had different assignments that we don't have to talk about 
now because that's a long story. The last assignment that I had was to take charge of the 
Jewish Evening College of the City of Berlin. My union, the cultural section of the union, 
thought it very important that I take that on, and I did that until I turned 65. And then a new 
job came from that, namely, at first I worked on supporting culture and the arts, three years, 
with development, I don't know, of the festival in Berlin and such stories like that and then 
came the consequences, there is no witness to that time, no Berliner who witnessed it, except 
you. In order to rejuvenate the Jewish community. Something wonderful. Gave me an 
pension for the rest of my life, on the condition that, when I want to and when I can, I act as 
a witness. There's a desk, a half-time secretary, and a telephone at my disposal up there. 
That's never happened to anyone except me. They bought me, so to say. But completely 
understandable morally. They don't have anyone. We don't have anyone. Groups from 
America and England want witnesses or want to hear what's... about Berlin, you can read it 
in books as well, but now we want to see it. And they have someone there, who stands 
before this Deboulie (ph), where he went back to, and many, many of these things that are 
directly tied to this place; these are events, experiences for the people. I have to do this as 
long as I can. 

 
Q: And now you've also published the first volume of your biography or compiled the material 

for it with someone? And there'll also be a second volume? 
 
A: Yes, the first volume, as it is in all book... economic matters, was calculated very exactly, of 

course, in the year when there's been 50 years of peace, a book by Gad Beck has to come out 
up to this point _ liberation. So they split it. The second volume is actually every bit as 
finished as the first one. It just has to be published. The second consideration: if we sell 
25,000, maybe 30,000 of the first volume, then we've got 30,000 guaranteed for the second 
volume. So let's wait a while until more copies have sold. The second volume would be the 
deciding factor, because then it's no longer the little sex boy, who engages in sex because 
that's what he feels like doing, rather, he has to cope with his sex in an adult world. In a 
political world. The second volume sheds light on my relationship with David Ben Gurion, 
my relationship with Martin Buber, whose every word I hung on, intensely, intellectually. 
Later on, my relationship with Adorno and so on and so on, so there are completely different 
things in there. There are really difficult political responsibilities, which are of course 
interwoven with my sexual feelings and needs and such things. 

 
Q: Did you know Theodor Adorno personally? 
 
A: Yes, yes. Why? There are very special reasons for that too. Not because he's the person he 
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was, but rather because he was a Jew, among other things, and he had problems with himself 
as a Jew. Tremendous problems. His political leadership of the students was supposed to be 
put to the test _ how far will he go? Because now he has to show us what fighting means. 
We got all of our theories from him. And we had conversations, he and I, along the lines of 
“Don't they challenge you here as a Jew. Don't they make it clear to you somewhere in your 
subconscious, now show us that you're no Jew.” Because he said of himself, he's not a Jew in 
that sense, not a practicing Jew and not this and that. Deep inside, he was brought up Jewish. 
So, there was a piece of Judaism in him. A big piece, even. And then the infamous day came. 
I was sitting at the university in Frankfurt. No one suspected what would happen that day. 
And he said just like always, “We read this and this yesterday, so for today I suggest this to 
you, you should definitely try to get this one, I edited it... you can get it cheap...” Well, he 
could advertise with great charm, I mean he was so charming that he _ he could fascinate the 
young ones, no question. And then, I don't know what we were talking about, some Swiss 
labor leader or some other, I don't know, and this young woman comes onto the stage, ugly! 
Topless, with tits down to her navel, ugly! You know, if she had been young, pretty, the 
whole thing would have even had an aesthetic effect. And the woman stands up in front of 
him, takes the microphone and says, “Professor Adorno, have you masturbated today?” I 
was there. I knew it was the end for him. He had been hurt to the innermost depths of his 
soul, in a place he hadn't known existed before. He walked out. Later I went to his room. He 
pretends he has some really important things to do. Didn't have anything at all to do 
anymore, and then he says to me, “You would have answered!” “Naturally,” I say. “What 
would you have said?” “Well, I would've said, 'since I had a feeling some lousy broad with 
drooping tits would come up to me, I masturbated first thing this morning.'” If he had said 
that, she would have been on his side. They were testing the man's ability to repartee, how 
far can you get him to go, to make a snappy comeback. He couldn't do it anymore. He was 
upset. He hugged me. “And you are young,” he says, “young.” Young _ that was 19... I don't 
know '65, '66 or so. I wasn't at all young then. 

 
Q: When you say he was hurt in the innermost depths of his soul, what do you mean by that? 
 
A: Well, he didn't know that they wanted to do something pornographic with him. He knew 

that. He wanted to see, they were testing how far this man will go. Is this the leader we need. 
Student revolts rose up on the, not paper, rose up on... were there. I remained the student 
leader, which, by then, I had been for a long time. Pretty left, Union of German Socialist 
Students, but I had my own Jewish movement BDIS, the German-Israeli Students' Alliance, 
that was about the third most popular at the universities. Who also made sure of that and 
fought with me, this was one of my political projects that the German youth demanded, 
diplomatic relations with Israel. And as a result of these efforts, we did it in a timely manner. 
Well, that went along with... I was very politically German at that time, but with a Jewish 
aspect. And so I always had projects. One after the other. Always, always [laughs]. I couldn't 
imagine what I... what's happening now. Who's shooting movies with German kids. And we 
were also at the last reception of the German president for President Weizmann, I was with 
people from this group and we conferred with those people and everyone who came into 
question. So German kids made a movie _ something like “Strangers in Their Own Land.” 
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From Iburg (ph). Have you ever been to Iburg? You've really missed something. That is 
God's ideal world. Iburg, near Osnabrück. Ugly city, Osnabrück, terrible. And because it's so 
boring there, and because they're all so fabulously rich, especially the fathers of these boys 
and girls, they made a movie. Well, everything they didn't like about Germany, including the 
stories of the East, East-West things, Judaism, persecution of the Jews, all of it, all of it in 
some beautiful scenes or in interviews, but lively. And now I'm representing this movie. It's 
premiering, I think, on March 4th here in Berlin. Diepgen had invited us to it. But this is at 
least the third film where I'm one of the ones in charge, because I'd like these films to be the 
basis for a meeting of Israeli youth with German youth. And the Israelis should do the same. 
They should just say what they don't like in Israel today. All that stuff: Arab-Israeli relations, 
a thousand things like that. They should say it all openly too. And so I have new projects 
here. Cultural and political projects. If only I weren't sick. Do we have enough? 

 
Q: We have enough. 
 
A: That's enough. 
 
Q: Good. 
 
A: So, here we see something very typical. She's the small, fat rolly-polly. I was always thin. 

From birth on. And she's got something else typical. Still does. She had a certain Asian look 
about her. And she said once to her aunt, “Well, they had the Olympics that year.” That's 
how she looks today. Only she's three times as fat.  

 
Q: When was this photo of you and your sister taken? 
 
A: About two years old. 
 
Q: So, 1925. 
 
A: So this was about what we looked like when we went to Vienna. There was this meeting 

with relatives. And we were the sweet little kids. And I _ down here are my little sister and I 
in the yard of the house we were later forced to move into, on Prenzlauer Straße on the 
Alexanderplatz. And above us is my Jewish grandfather from Vienna with my father, his 
son. Wonderful, a master furrier, you can tell by the beautiful fur, and by the elegance of 
these stiff little hats. Somehow he always seems genteel to me. A picture of the happiest 
times of my life, before I started high school, or actually exactly the year I started high 
school, about a year before Hitler. On the left my uncle, a left-wing graphic artist, playing 
the dandy here. I always found him very handsome, but then I saw him in his bathing suit 
once, and then I didn't like him anymore. Second, my mother, with a flapper cap, that was 
really fashionable then. Dad, already not looking so good, because he was working very hard 
even then. The two of us, and Aunt Martha from the theater. That's the famous aunt who 
brought us food while we were imprisoned. This beautiful aunt. This is about the year we 
had to go back to Prenzlauer Straße, so that must have been '38, this picture. Here we don't 
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look so happy anymore, I think, we've already experienced the problems of leaving the 
apartment, went into a Jewish world now. We already had big problems then, she and I, my 
little sister. 

 
Q: So this is also the photo where you obtained the apartment in the ghetto, where we can see 

how old you are at this point? 
 
A: Yes, that's what I looked like. A social bunch, except for my father on the left. My mother, 

the second one, in a formal dress, and this young man down there with the glasses. Those 
three are Jews. The others are all Christians who were bound to each other in friendship with 
us all their lives until '45. So there is a Jewish-Christian connection existing during the happy 
years, let's say from 1930 to 1945. We celebrated things together. They were almost all 
bakers or confectioners or something like that, upper middle class. 

 
Q: When was the photo taken? 
 
A: That must have been taken '31, 1931, in very happy times, really. And at this master baker's, 

with this beautiful woman in a formal dress, it was later the headquarters of my last officers, 
so to say, it was their bakery where they were down in the cellar. Well, in all those years of 
Hitler, this woman sent us two suitcases full of rolls and bread and cake every Saturday, so 
that we wouldn't want for anything. 

 
Q: Is that the woman right in the middle of the photo? 
 
A: No, the woman in the beautiful dress next to my mother. 
 
Q: With the hat on? 
 
A: With the wig. That's a wig. 
 
Q: So, the one standing in the background? 
 
A: Standing. The one standing, and my mother is the one sitting. We were forced to move into 

an apartment two stories above this bakery. This bakery belonged once to this wonderful 
woman we saw in another picture. They'd since given up the bakery and handed it over to 
Master Baker Kneifel. And this Master Baker Kneifel was the man who, along with other 
neighbors, got my father out of the concentration camp. The owner of this bakery got my 
father released. 

 
Q: And this bakery is in the ghetto. Do you still know the street? 
 
A: Was in the ghetto. The street was totally ruined. That's Prenzlauer Straße, it's not there 

anymore. The streets were just widened, and Prenzlauer ceased to exist. That was on 
Prenzlauer Straße. 
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 Tape #7 
 
A: This is the famous house where my uncle explained, “We go through the garage here, and I'll 

keep you here until you've found another place.” He built it special in about '38, '39. This 
picture is from 1939. There we see all five Christian sisters. Mom in the middle, not here in 
the middle, Mom on the right, the next to the last one. Those were the five sisters who we 
also saw demonstrating in front of Rosenstraße, arm in arm. In the second picture come the 
five husbands. And here we see the five sisters' five husbands. Uncle Pannwitz, the engineer 
with the little house, the uncle whose lap I liked to sit on so much, with the beard, my father 
and the left-wing graphic artist, the soldier. And these four people stood with their wives in 
front of Rosenstraße and fought for my father. Just total unity. I worked with this woman in 
the cardboard box factory, along with the rabbi's wife and the lady writer, and we became 
friends. She was one of the first women who called me and said, “That's your lover, isn't it?” 
I showed her Manfred. And we're still friends today. She's 87, and she still goes swimming 
and dancing once a week. She's accompanied me, so to say, all my life in one form or 
another. 

 
Q: What's her name? 
 
A: Ruth Gomma (ph) or “Mamsi,” as I called her. She was like a second mother to me. This is 

the leadership of the Jewish, mostly Zionist youth groups, that were still allowed to work as 
official work brigades in 1942. Eichmann permitted it, and here we see this woman in the 
front, died at Theresienstadt, he died at Auschwitz. The first one survived, went to Israel. 
And she died at Theresienstadt too. That was a group of people who decided, absolutely no 
underground activity. We go wherever we are told to go. And at the back we see a man 
looking so happily into the camera. That's Izhak Schwerens. His assignment from this group 
was, “You go to Switzerland. Save yourself and tell them about the end of our youth 
movement.” Really a very important group, I would say, that had strength, but not the power 
to change anything. 

 
Q: Did this group have a name? 
 
A: No. That was simply the leadership of the Jewish groups of Berlin. I talked about the 

Levines, a poor Jewish family. A real ghetto family. Here we have them all, sitting down. 
The man with the glasses standing there, that's the famous Schwerens again, who went to 
Switzerland, and behind Schwerens with the head, that's the famous Manfred, my boyfriend. 
This poor family, there are no words for it, their hospitality was amazing. Their home was 
open to anyone, in any situation _ the Levines. This is Manfred Levine, the one great love of 
my life. Died at Auschwitz. 

 
Q: How old is he in this photo? 
 
A: 21 years old. 
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Q: And this is the boy you helped escape from the transit camp and then he went back 
voluntarily? 

 
A: Not helped escape, I took him with me out of the camp and he went back to his family, who 

we saw before, so he could be of assistance to them. That was about the same time when 
Izhak Schwerens said, “now we'll establish a Chokaluzi (ph) group, pioneer group, where 
legals and illegals can still meet with each other.” That was still quasi-legal, it wasn't really 
clear for either of them, are they already illegal or not. The man on the right, the one who's 
laughing, he was arrested because of a communist campaign he helped with and died. That's 
the only friend from our Chokaluzi (ph) who died during the war, and the second one next to 
him is Poldi. And the only one next to him is Zwie, or Heinz as he was called then, my 
second companion. Some of his teeth had already been knocked out. I'd already gotten him 
out of arrest once. Well, he always had teeth knocked out. 

 
Q: Can you name the names, as far as you still know them, from right to left? 
 
A: Poldi, Zwie or Heinz, _ 
 
Q: The last names too. 
 
A: Abrahamson... but they've changed by now. Hardly anything's coming back to me. The old 

ones don't even have the same names. Izhak Schwerens. He was a little boy I didn't really 
know very well, who Schwerens brought with him, I think, well, and me, Gad Beck. 

 
Q: And Poldi, what was his real name? 
 
A: Poldi is short for Leopold Hones, a Jewish name. He died. Here we have a similar group, 

with my sister on the right, then this boy, whom I don't know exactly, then Poldi Hones, then 
Zwie, Heinz Abrahamson, then Evel (ph), a mongrel Jew girl who fought hard for the Jews 
in hiding, and Izhak and that's me, I think, on the end. And that was in my apartment, already 
illegal, because the stairs had been hit by a bomb, so that we could get in by going around 
through the back, but we were in my apartment, in my room. 

 
Q: When was that? 
 
A: The end of '42. Here we see my sister with a very typical picture. At this time, I was using 

her as my so-called beloved. We walked around in fur coats and with all the trimmings, 
really almost elegantly through Berlin, in order to gain the trust of the Jews in hiding, whom 
we were supposed to help, but who had to find us first. She looked like that _ I think that was 
the time she looked the best she ever looked in her life, 1944, '45. This picture isn't quite 
right. It's Heinz Zwie Abrahamson. But it wasn't taken until 1946, when we were with the 
Americans. We didn't take any pictures in the meantime. You don't take any pictures in the 
underground, and this one picture, but I wanted to have it, how he looks now after liberation, 
as it were _ he was in uniform by this time, you can't really see that here _ I think by that 
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time he had dentures, too. 
 
Q: How old was he in the picture? 
 
A: '46 _ 19. Well, I find this picture to be one of the most historic ones today. Izhak is being told 

to flee to Switzerland to report there about the downfall of the Zionist movement in 
Germany, and there he meets Nathan Schwalb. Today it's Schwalb Droh (ph). He had this 
assignment, hazla (ph), assistance, to give assistance to the Jews in all of the areas occupied 
by the Germans, that's including Budapest. Later on, he was in Budapest at these 
demonstrations there. He was now in charge of it all. So the man comes back, connects me to 
the outside world. Only through this man did we have the feeling that we were part of the 
entire Jewish world, even if it was under very difficult circumstances. Izhak himself started 
right back up in Switzerland with the Boy Scouts and Jewish education. That is his mission. 
He's an educator and so he continued with his life's work in Switzerland. From there he went 
to Israel later and did the same thing there. He was a teacher, a principal. But Nathan 
Schwalb fought _ indescribable! Against Swiss authorities who had absolutely no intention 
of helping people. Who sent them back. Nathan himself went to prison in Switzerland 
because he conducted some illegal activities in order to rescue people. He's still alive. He's 
88, knock on wood. He still travels around the world sometimes, doesn't have any more 
projects to work on, of course, and he has a finished book. And it's so politically explosive 
that no publisher will publish it unless either the Israeli Foreign Ministry or at least the 
political leadership of the Israelis writes something along with it _ but they won't do it. So 
we'll probably have to wait for the book of his life until he's dead. 

 
Q: How is your personal relationship with Izhak Schwerens? 
 
A: He always thought I was a student of his. I never was. I never was. I was never a student. 

And later we had some extremely interesting encounters when I, as the director of the 
Evening College, could introduce Izhak, my teacher, as it were, at lectures. We had a good 
relationship _ it wasn't terribly personal because we had very different personalities. And I 
have to say, after my book came out, he broke off contact. I supposedly disappointed him. 

 
Q: Why disappointed? 
 
A: The people he outed, he says, that's good. But the fact that he was outed, he won't stand for 

it. Those are his words. 
 
Q: So the conflict was rooted in your open discussion of your gayness... 
 
A: And his too, because I spent his whole life close to him. I know his problems. I know his 

moments of happiness, too. He didn't want that from anyone else. 
 
Q: So he always tried to conceal his homosexuality. 
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A: I don't know. It's not a question of homosexuality. It's a question of pederasty. 
Homosexuality is not a problem, for him either. This picture was taken in about '41 by a 
cousin who had studied in the Letterhaus (ph) in Berlin, and she provided all of the photos 
that she took for examination. But this photo's as queer as a three-dollar bill, as they say, 
which they don't even say anymore. It's incredibly retouched. Just look at that! From the lips 
over the nostrils _ it is all _ around the eyes _ it is retouched. Probably the expression is 
scratched off at the top too. 

 
Q: Do you recognize yourself in the picture? 
 
A: Well, first of all, I find it flattering. So you gladly recognize yourself, but I also find the 

photo a success; she removed something. She removed the Jewish nose _ maybe also 
through retouching, which was very important at the time. I used this picture later on, too, I 
think, for passport photos and things like that. Maybe that was the reason she retouched it so 
heavily, so as not to make me look so pronouncedly Jewish. That's it. 

[Inaudible from 158-167.] 
 This is one of those famous post office ID's I've already mentioned. Women, only women, 

could apply for such cards, and received them, in case they had to pick up packages or 
something. They didn't ask for anything. Not for an ID and not about the name Sarah, 
because she had to have the name Sarah. It wasn't mentioned. We're looking at the month of 
March, she's already faked that, and I think she's faked the year, too. She traveled to the 
Swiss border and back with this ID, checked seven times, no complaints. Therefore, as I 
said, women had it easier. You see. This is a pass issued for the Jews in the last Gestapo 
headquarters, Alratischen (ph) Street, in other words the cellar of the Jewish hospital, when 
they were liberated on April 22, 1945. The colonel was instructed to shoot the Jews. In 
conversations, with me among others, friends of ours who were also locked up, we were able 
to convince him to give us the IDs and not shoot us. That was the man who came in the door 
and ripped up the papers, Herr Duberkel (ph), and then he issued them. That was the paper 
Zwie showed me, “Look, I got it, but he didn't let me go,” and that was why he was so scared 
that it wasn't worth anything. The people who received this paper, my sister too, she was also 
down there at the time, immediately received food _ four weeks. Even before the Russians 
came, they still had food, because they had been liberated, and this was a very, very 
important argument to the Russians later, this statement of exoneration. It was like a 
concentration camp statement of exoneration. One of the first letters I got from Nathan 
Schwalb in Geneva by way of this Swiss representative there, from whom I actually got the 
letter, in which I read the first orders, among other things, 10,000 marks for this and this Frau 
Warburg, whom I was supposed to help and so on... this is a passport for Edith Wolf, so they 
can get her out of the concentration camp, not out of the concentration camp, she was in 
prison, but real orders which I now had to follow. And then there was a wonderful sentence, 
“After Izhak is here, Izhak Schwerens, he returns your greetings, I can only tell you, see 
Izhak Schwerens, Deboulie (ph) is OK.” Deboulie is the border. So there was a chance for us 
to flee at that point. This list I'm showing you was one of the first lists that I had sent to 
Nathan by means of this courier, this Swiss courier, namely, this list was supposed to instruct 
the border guards at the border. These and these people should be allowed over. That was 
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still at the very beginning. Actually, some of these people weren't even in my region later on. 
But those were the first ones I thought of, so they'll be the ones. So, for the border guards. In 
November '44, I gave Nathan advance notice of a group made up of a Herr Rudolf Axel Erl 
(ph), Zwie, and my sister Miriam, and he should do everything he can there to get them by at 
the border. I can tell you that things went wrong for the following reason: sometimes you 
have to tell the truth about yourself, too. I couldn't speak Hebrew. I had to get everything out 
of dictionaries. And Nathan had written me once how you were supposed to contact the 
officials. There was a word, it was betamerres (ph), and betamerres simply and merely 
means customs office, and I didn't figure that out. So I couldn't say to my sister, you go to the 
betamerres, to the customs office, and you ask for the official or something. And she didn't 
find it. So then she came back from the border, unprocessed, with this bad ID. That was the 
last attempt we made. Here I ask Nathan to add a man to the list, Rudolf, Kurt, or Axel, so he 
can flee. It is important. This man was _ I worked with him in Berlin. He was an agent of the 
intelligence service and was in very grave danger. With great difficulty, he was able to save 
himself by other means later. I met him after the war. So he survived everything. But this 
man led us, and this is not unimportant, to activities that we carried out together with the 
intelligence service. In Switzerland, they knew about each of these activities _ I didn't do 
anything _ until I, so to say, got the OK from them. But in the last few months of the war, 
these activities were also loaded onto us. 


