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Interviewer: [recording starts mid-sentence] –Feier, and we’re at the Kindertransport reunion in 
Washington DC. Actually we’re in Crystal City, at the Holiday Inn. And it’s June 7, 
1998. And this is Bob Feier. And Bob, would you like to spell your name? 

Bob: F (as in Frank) e-i-e-r. 

Interviewer: Very good. And why don’t you first start out by saying where and when you were born? 

Bob: Well, I was born in Vienna, Austria, on August 31st, 1933.  

Interviewer: And what were your parents’ names? 

Bob: My mother’s name was Sidonie (S-i-d-o-n-i-e), and my father’s name was Herman. 

Interviewer: And do you want to spell that? 

Bob: H-e-r-m-a-n. 

Interviewer: One N, okay. And where and when were they born? 

Bob: That’s a good question. Well, let’s see. (It’s too bad. If I’d known, I have that 
information.) My mother’s birthday was August 15th, 1901. And my father’s birthday 
was– I think it was April 30th. I’m not positive, but April 30th, 1898. And as a matter of 
fact, both their surnames– My mother is Feuer (F-e-u-e-r), and my father’s family’s name 
was Feuer (F-e-u-e-r), except that when he was born, on his birth certificate they made a 
mistake and spelled it F-e-i-e-r. That’s why I’m Feier. 

Interviewer: Interesting. How long had your family lived in Austria? 
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Bob: Well, I’m not sure when my father came. My father was in the First World War. But he 
arrived when he was pretty young, from Poland. And he was born in Tarnów, Poland. 
And my mother came from a small town, {Tlumacz}, also in Galicia, in Poland. And her 
father ran an inn there, and she came with her sister and her mother and father to Austria, 
to Vienna, when she was 14 years old. And I’m not sure what date that would have been. 
The middle or just before the First World War. That would have been 1915 that she 
came. I assume 1914-1915 she arrived in Vienna, and my father probably about the 
same– Well, no. Since he was in the First World War, he probably arrived after that. 

Interviewer: And what did your parents do for a living? 

Bob: Well, my father did all sorts of things. Eventually he was a shipping clerk, working for a 
very big firm. It was Feuer, Jacob Feuer, {Yakob} Feuer, on the wholesale grocery, 
wholesale fruit distributorship. And my mother managed to get him a job. But before 
that, she dispatched him off to Belgium to study diamond cutting. (This is my mother’s 
version.) And he basically liked to play cards, and he didn’t do much work. In Austria, he 
did eventually, as I said, become a shipping clerk.  

 My mother, on the other hand– Even though you didn’t ask me, I’ll tell you what my 
mother did. She was a bookkeeper, and then she bought the construction business when 
her boss died. And the construction business was basically business where they would 
dispatch trucks with gravel and so forth. So she ran that business.  

Interviewer: And how many siblings did you have? 

Bob: I don’t have any brothers or sisters. Didn’t have any. 

Interviewer: Did anyone else live with you, with you and your parents? 

Bob: Well, I had a nurse, yes. 

Interviewer: What was her name? 

Bob: I forgot her name. I don’t even remember her. I know that she was—and this isn’t really 
very nice—but she was hunchbacked. And there were a couple of incidents with that, 
where I called her a hunchback, because my parents probably had said the word at one 
time, and I called it to her face, and it was very embarrassing. But she was very nice. But 
she had to leave us because she was not Jewish. And she had to leave. I think in 1938, she 
had to leave the family. 

Interviewer: Did you have a close family? Tell me about the relatives. Do you remember? 
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Bob: Well, no, I don’t remember the relatives. But my father was from a large family, and he 
had some brothers. His parents still lived in Austria. And so I had a grandmother on my 
father’s side, and I think his father probably died in the late thirties, so I probably would 
not have interacted with him. My mother’s mother died when she was 45, so that was 
long before I was born. But her father, who she was very close to, he lived and I must 
have interacted with him. I don’t remember too much, but my mother was extremely 
close to her father. And she had a sister who died when she was 28 (that was in the late 
thirties), who knew me, but I don’t remember her. That was her sister {Gisela}. So 
essentially, my mother was at that point alone with her father. And her father had his 
sister (Aunt Rose) and a few other brothers. Again, I don’t remember them. I know the 
names. The only one that I ever really got close to and was like a mother to me was my 
Aunt Rose here in the United States, because she immigrated here too in America.  

Interviewer: No other cousins or other relatives? 

Bob: Well, the only cousin that I have is my Uncle Benno, who is my father’s youngest 
brother, much younger. My father was the oldest child in the family, and my Uncle 
Benno was the youngest, quite a bit younger. And my Aunt Rose was essentially his– She 
brought him up, because she was old enough to be almost his mother, and an older sister. 
She really loved Benno. Benno escaped to Paris and worked there as a tailor, married a 
White Russian (a very attractive woman, as a matter of fact, and a very nice woman), and 
they had a child, Helene. And she is the only cousin that I have (first cousin, for one), and 
he was then hauled off in 1945-45, and he died in the camps. And I met her many years 
later. My wife and I went to Paris and met Helene, and she wined and dined us. And she 
would have to be six or seven younger than I am. But I just met her that once, and after 
that, I tired to get in touch with her, she had moved. Her mother had since remarried, and 
that’s it. So I have no cousins, other than that. Not first cousins. 

Interviewer: And you haven’t seen the girl, Helene? 

Bob: No. I have cousins from my father’s cousins, and they’re in Israel. My father’s first 
cousin, his son and myself, we’re quite close. 

Interviewer: What was the religious situation of your family? Were you Orthodox? Were you 
observant? 

Bob: No, definitely not Orthodox, definitely not observant. I’m sure my mother did not keep 
kosher, and I’m sure that my father– Because when we were in Israel, we even ate pork. 
So we were definitely not religious. My father’s parents, I suspect, were probably more 
Orthodox, more religious, and they probably kept kosher. My mother’s father, although 
he had studied for the rabbinate, and he then became an ardent Zionist, he always said he 
was stuck with two little girls and his wife in Poland, and that’s why he couldn’t go to 
Palestine. And he basically, I imagine, was not that religious, nor was he, I would 
imagine, kosher. And again, I assume that because of the attitude of my parents. My 
father was traditional. We’d go to temple during the holidays, and my mother would be 
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completely confounded and aghast at people who worked on Yom Kippur when we were 
in Israel. And that will come later. But in Israel, she couldn’t understand how the farmers 
worked on Yom Kippur, even though she was not kosher. And even subsequently I went 
to Yom Kippur. But that’s another story. 

Interviewer: So did you observe the religious holidays at all? 

Bob: I don’t remember in Vienna certainly. I’m sure we did, but I really have no recollection, 
because I was pretty young when I left. 

Interviewer: Did you know you were Jewish? Did you have a Jewish identity? 

Bob: Oh, I knew I was Jewish. Again, life begins—or began—almost with my going on a 
Kindertransport, because I was five and a half when I left. So being five and a half, I 
don’t– I remember little things. I was just talking to one of the ladies about my great fear 
at Christmas that there was some devil that walked around. And I was just talking to an 
older lady from Vienna, and she said Krampus or someone like that, who impersonates 
the devil and scares the hell out of kids. And I talked to another lady who was seven and 
a half when she left, and she remembered something. She didn’t know what it was. So 
things like that, I remember. I don’t remember anything to do with Judaism in the early 
years. 

Interviewer: You were very young, but do you have any recollection of the town that you lived in, 
what it was like? 

Bob: I remember—and I don’t know if this is a forced memory or not—I remember Hitler 
coming into Vienna. And I remember I was very excited. And I don’t know if it’s a false 
memory or not. But I remember, and I heard someone today talk about that, seeing Hitler, 
seeing him going with “heiling,” you know, like this, standing up in these open cars. And 
I remember that. Now, again, I don’t know if it’s true memory or not. But that, I do 
remember. I remember going to the Prater, to the Lunar Park. It’s a park where they have 
rides. I remember that. But that’s about it. 

Interviewer: You may not remember this, but do you remember anything about your parents’ friends, 
whether they were Jewish? You probably don’t remember? 

Bob: No, other than from pictures. I see pictures when we went to different places, and I see 
cousins, my mother’s cousin Selma. I see pictures of her. But I don’t really remember 
anything.  

Interviewer: Do you remember your parents talking about any of their non-Jewish friends becoming 
less friendly, or anything of that sort? 
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Bob: Absolutely nothing. No. 

Interviewer: Were you old enough to go to school? 

Bob: No, I don’t think so. I have a picture of me with a bunch of baskets all over the place, like 
school baskets, so maybe I went to {kindergarten}. I really don’t remember. Honestly, 
nothing.  

Interviewer: Do you have any recollection of what you wanted to be when you grew up? Anything of 
that sort? 

Bob: No. 

Interviewer: Did you have any friends? Do you remember friends? 

Bob: Well, I remember one friend. And again, it may be not as much that I remember as my 
mother telling me that I hung out with one kid who was in the Hitler Jugend. He was an 
older kid, and I’d get into a couple of fights. I would come crying home, and my mother 
was very strong willed and very independent. I’d come crying home (and this she told 
me), “Fritz hit me.” She said, “Well, you’re big enough. Hit back.” [laugh] So that was it. 
But my mother was very strong willed and felt I should stand up for myself. 

Interviewer: Now, with regard to the Kindertransport, do you remember hearing your parents speak 
about that at all, or talk to you about it? 

Bob: No.  

Interviewer: What do you remember about that time, about the trip? Do you remember what your 
parents told you? 

Bob: No. I have absolutely no recollection of what my parents told me. I remember getting on 
a train. I remember being on a train, and a whole bunch of other kids around. And then 
my mother told me (and I don’t remember this but my mother told me) that there would 
be an {SA} or a policeman or whatever, walking up and down the corridor of the train. 
And we were in the inside of the train. And every time he went by, the kids would run to 
the windows to wave to their parents, who were looking at the kids. And there were 
police standing in front of the parents. So if you could see, the parents are looking at the 
train, police standing in front of the parents, and the kids sitting in the compartments. As 
soon as the policeman that was patrolling up and down the corridor would walk by, the 
kids would run to the window and wave. She told me that that’s what they did. I don’t 
remember. I don’t recall that. She also said that she asked a 15-year-old kid to watch out 
for me. I don’t remember that. 
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Interviewer: You don’t remember that. Do you remember anything at all about the trip? Did you know 
any other children who were leaving? 

Bob: No, no. I definitely didn’t know any other children. Absolute blank. The only thing I do 
remember is that I remember coming into London. I don’t even remember the train ride. 
Well, I remember something arriving in– and it had to be Munich, because many years 
later, I took that train ride. It had to be Munich. And I remember that someone met us in 
Munich, or met us in Munich. And I think it was my grandmother with my uncle. But I 
don’t really know if that’s true, because if I try and follow the logic of it, I can’t 
understand how they could have been in Munich, the train going from Vienna to Munich 
and then going on, how they could have been there. So that might be a false memory. 
What I do remember is coming into London, coming into a movie theater. I thought it 
was a movie theater. It might not have been a movie theater, but I was very excited. I 
said, “Oh, I’m going to see a movie.” And instead of seeing a movie, my cousin Selma 
(who’s my mother’s first cousin), who was in London already, came down and talked to 
me in German, because that’s the only language I spoke. And they also gave us some 
milk and biscuits, or milk and cookies. And I remember that. I don’t remember anything 
beyond that except the next thing, I was put on a train, I believe it was called the Blue 
Express, that goes from London to Edinburgh. And I remember that they asked this 
doctor to watch out for me, and I cried the whole way. That’s it. 

Interviewer: Do you remember how you felt? 

Bob: Well, I remember crying. I think it was the midnight express; went all night. And I cried. 
I’m not sure why I cried. My mother told me that I thought I was going on vacation, and 
that I’d be back in a few days. So I have no idea why I cried then. I can’t remember.  

Interviewer: This may be difficult, but do you have any sense of what part of you is the same as you 
were before that Kindertransport? 

Bob: No. The only other thing that happened was rather amusing, that when I was picked up 
by– I was sent to Edinburgh to a Christian Scientist family, the Foleys. And they picked 
me up. I don’t remember being picked up exactly, but the only thing– These are distinct 
memories, like crying, my cousin Selma in the movie theater, the cookies and cream, and 
taking me on the tram to their house, the tram in Edinburgh. And I was scared. I was so 
scared, I’m not going to swear but I was really scared, because they took me on the 
second story of the tram. And they didn’t have trams like that in Vienna; it was only one 
size fits all, rather than a double-decker. And I was on the top. They thought they’d 
impress me. And I was sitting right in front of the double-decker. And I thought this thing 
was going to topple, and I was petrified. That was my big lasting impression. I remember 
that.  

Interviewer: And then what happened once you arrived? Do you remember? 
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Bob: I just fit in. They lived in a small– To me it was large, certainly. Nowadays I would say it 
was small. But they lived in a small detached house, just on the outskirts of Edinburgh. 
And I remember the hills in the background. And I tried to retrace and find that place 
again, but everything’s so built up that you can’t find anything. There’s about a mile of 
empty space to the hills, so I don’t know where it was. But I lived there with them. They 
had a son named Kevin, Kevin Foley. And Kevin, Mr. and Mrs. Foley, and Robert, we 
lived together there, and I went to school. That’s where I first learned to ride a bike. And 
what else? We used to go down to Edinburgh to Granny (which was Kevin’s 
grandmother), visit, and I have pictures sitting out near the water with Granny. And I 
look like a typical little English schoolboy. 

Interviewer: Just to backtrack a little bit. Selma was your cousin, and she— 

Bob: She was my cousin, and I have no idea what she did in London. 

Interviewer: But she was there. And then from Selma, you were sent to— 

Bob: I was there with Selma just for— 

Interviewer: Just for the day, for the evening? 

Bob: Well, for, I think, a couple of hours that we were in the movie theater. And I don’t 
remember anything. I remember the movie theater, talking to Selma, having the cookies 
and milk, and then getting on a train and being bewildered by this getting on another 
vehicle and having someone, they told me this Dr. such-and-such would take of me, and 
we went off. And I don’t remember anything except the next thing I’m on top of the tram, 
on the double-decker, and I’m scared. 

Interviewer: And the Foleys, how did they fit in? Do you know how you were connected with them? 

Bob: I think they probably volunteered. The only thing I can surmise is that they volunteered to 
take– I subsequently heard that there were 10,000 children that were taken in from 
Austria and Germany and some other places. And they must have been one of the 
families that volunteered. I left in—I found out because I wrote to the Jewish agency, or 
one of the agencies in London, told by another Kindertransport person—and I left 
sometime in June. I think it was June 13th, 1939. 

Interviewer: 1939. 

Bob: What I do know (and I can backtrack a little bit), my father was sent to Dachau. And he 
was in Dachau for a very short period, for three weeks. But my mother and my aunt (my 
father’s sister Rose, who subsequently came to the States) went to see Eichmann, who 
was some official at the time. And my mother, as a matter of fact, said Eichmann was 
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very nice. And my mother said my father had been in the front in the First World War, 
and they basically talked Eichmann, or whoever was in charge there, into releasing him. 
Now, most of the Jews and most of the people that were interned at that time, there was 
no Final Solution. So they basically were not interned for too long, but I think three 
weeks was a very short time. But the three weeks, my father looked– I saw pictures of 
him when he came back, and he looked awful. I don’t remember this, but I {remember} 
my mother telling me he would come back and he was– He was a very nervous type to 
begin with, my father, but after that he was terrible. And he was told he had to report to 
the Gestapo every week. And he was told he had to leave the country. And what 
happened, he got a visa to go to Shanghai, but he went to Palestine illegally. And that was 
in 1939. That had to have been, I would say, March is my guess. It was before I left. 

Interviewer: You remember him leaving, then? 

Bob: I don’t. No, I don’t. This is all from my mother. My mother then wanted to join my 
father, and here I was, and she couldn’t take a kid with her, so next best thing was to let 
me stay with her father. And her father said (quote from my mother), “If you leave 
Robert with me, he’ll be the death of me,” because I was a kind of a little hyper. Still am, 
but I was really pretty bad, I imagine. And he refused to leave because he had cats, and 
he would not leave his cats there. Unfortunately, he died in Theresienstadt. So then my 
mother said, “Well, I can’t leave him here.” But I think the whole idea at the time, they 
never thought that anything would happen to old people or to children. It didn’t bother 
her leaving her father there, and didn’t bother her leaving me with her father, because, 
you know,  they’re not going to do anything to kids and older people. So then when her 
father refused to take me, she must have found out about the Kindertransport. And that’s 
when I went.  

 If you want, I can tell you what happened to her subsequently. She left to go to Palestine, 
illegally, but with her it was a long drawn process. The war had started. I left in June of 
1939. I don’t know what happened in the interim, but when she finally left, she went 
along the Danube to Turkey, to the Black Sea, and by the time she got there, it was 
winter, and there were about 3,000 of them in a ship on the Black Sea for three months. 
And a lot of them died and all that. Finally the ship sailed, and she came to Palestine, 
illegally. And she was interned. My father was interned also. And he was out of the camp 
by the time she arrived. And then they stayed. So I was one of the real fortunate ones. 
Both my parents survived and went to Palestine. 

Interviewer: So you don’t remember very much around the time of your leaving, your father’s leaving, 
or your mother’s leaving. 

Bob: No. 

Interviewer: And it was your grandfather, then, that arranged for you to go on the Kindertransport? 
No, no, your mother did. 
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Bob: No, my mother. It was my mother that stayed there. That’s why she didn’t leave till 1940, 
after the war had started already, and didn’t get to Palestine till 1940, probably a year 
after my father did. 

Interviewer: I’m just going to backtrack once more. Do you have any recollection of saying goodbye 
to your parents, or any sense of what a big separation that would be? 

Bob: No.  

Interviewer: Any other recollections of the trip itself? Where you were, who was in your 
compartment? 

Bob: I remember sitting there in this compartment with some other kids, and they were all 
older. And that’s it. And I remember, as I said, I think it was in Munich, and someone 
greeted us. And I thought it was someone of my family. But again, I don’t know. I think 
the whole idea behind that– I saw a picture yesterday of little kids with their little 
baskets—older kids, actually, than I was. And I imagine I was like with one of these, with 
a little name tag and so forth, and I probably must have been told I was going on a 
vacation. What else can you tell a kid? 

Interviewer: Exactly. So you were with the Foleys in Edinburgh, and you were about five and a half 
years old. 

Bob: Yes. 

Interviewer: And they had another son. 

Bob: Another son. He was a little older than myself. I was approaching six. He was probably 
approaching eight. We weren’t that far apart. 

Interviewer: What do you remember about them. What do you remember about living with them? 
What was it like?  

Bob: Reasonably fond memories. But again, little anecdotes. I don’t remember going to school. 
I remember little things where I would be reprimanded, or things like– It’s amazing what 
sticks in your mind. I remember our weekly bath. I’ve told this many times. It’s really 
funny. They had a bathtub and everything. It was a detached house, little villa. And Mr. 
Foley would fill up the bath, and he’d take a bath, and then Mrs. Foley would take a bath, 
same water, and then Kevin would take a bath, then Robert would take a bath. And I 
thought it was terrific. The water was black at this point. [laugh] I thought it was terrific. 
I didn’t know any– I don’t think we had a bath. We lived in a flat in Vienna, and the 
bathroom was outside in the hall. So having a bath, that was pretty good. And I remember 
going to the hills, walking there. And I remember learning how to ride a bike. It was a 
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bike with a bar, and I couldn’t reach it, and I’d put my feet underneath and pedal. And I 
loved to do that. Every time Kevin would let me get the bike, I’d go riding around the 
neighborhood. That was when I was six. 

Interviewer: Do you remember what color it was? 

Bob: No, I think it was black. [laugh] I remember it was a man’s bike and it was huge. I could 
barely– I’m still short, but I was very, very short. I barely, barely reached the seat. But it 
was fun. 

Interviewer: Do you remember activities with the family, what you did with them? 

Bob: I think we went out to picnics, and I don’t remember visiting Granny other than from the 
pictures. And I have pictures of myself with the– They must have had a dog, because I 
have pictures of myself, again, with these little socks and pretty schoolboy uniform, 
sitting there with a little dog on a terrace. I don’t remember the picture being taken, but I 
have that picture. But again, I don’t remember too much. 

Interviewer: Do you remember missing your parents, or wondering about them? 

Bob: No, not really. I think maybe– No, I can’t honestly say that. {inaudible} 

Interviewer: How long did you live there with the Foleys? 

Bob: Again, I didn’t live there too long. I would say no more than a year. And I have no idea 
why they wanted to switch me. But while I was in Scotland, for the seven years, I lived in 
about seven or eight places. So I flitted around from one place to another. 

Interviewer: What memories do you have about those seven years? 

Bob:  Well, as I got older, I have some more very distinct memories. After I left the Foleys, I 
went to an interim place for just two or three weeks. It almost looked like they were 
trying to find a place for me. Now, why I left the Foleys, I don’t know. Maybe we were 
incompatible. I honestly don’t know. I went to this place for two or three weeks. It was in 
a flat. It was very small. There was an older lady there, and I don’t remember much about 
her. I remember her making my favorite dish at the time, baked beans and toast. [laugh] 
You remember that.  

 And then the next thing, I found myself in a Christian hostel, in Linlithgow. And I was in 
a Christian hostel in Linlithgow, and lots of things happened there. I mean, I was the only 
Jew. This was a hostel where kids of mostly working-class people from Edinburgh 
(maybe not all working-class, but certainly the kids of people from Edinburgh) that the 
mothers and fathers worked. Either the fathers were in the military and the mothers 
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worked. And they put these children in the hostel. And this was a big castle out in 
Linlithgow, and we lived there. The master of the house was a Major something-or-other. 
And I had a lot of fun there. This was one of the few times I was not the youngest, 
because subsequently, wherever I went, I was the youngest in hostels. But here, I was 
pretty much about the same age that the girls were. I would have probably been seven at 
that time, and the kids were anywhere from six to ten. I ran away from that place, I 
remember, with another kid. One of the kids wanted to bring eggs to his mother in 
Edinburgh, and we stole some eggs from the chickens around the area. There were some 
chickens that laid eggs, and we took some eggs. I was seven, another kid was six, and the 
ringleader was nine. [laugh] And we went, and we were off to Edinburgh. 

 Now, Edinburgh to us was tremendously far away. And subsequently, when I look at it, 
Linlithgow can’t be much more than ten miles from Edinburgh. But that’s a lot for little 
kids who are going to walk there. But we were smart enough that we knew that the 
master had a limo, and a car, and that he could catch us with the car. So we decided that 
we would walk along the banks of a river towards the next town, which was leading 
towards Edinburgh. And it was a long walk. And I still remember this. We were walking 
along the banks of the river, a stream almost. And we got to the  next town, and we 
decided that this was enough walking. We went into a local police station. It was a one-
room house with two jails. And we went there and we asked the police sergeant for a 
penny so we could take a bus into Edinburgh. [laugh] And they put us in jail, I mean, to 
scare us. And they called the master of the house, and he came down. And actually they 
didn’t put us in jail. They sat us down and they took the ringleader, put him in jail, and 
the other younger kid and myself were given cocoa and biscuits. It was a great thing. 
Poor kid, I think they expelled him from the hostel. But I had a lot of fun there, in this 
hostel. 

Interviewer: Were you aware of being different? 

Bob: I knew I was Jewish, yes. I knew I was the only Jew there. And as a matter of fact, at 
Christmas– We had great Christmases, and I remember the plum pudding, and I 
remember the Christmas tree. I really enjoyed that. And we had the parents visit every 
week, except for myself. Let’s see, I’m just trying to remember something here. I missed 
one place. Now I remember. 

Interviewer: We can go back. 

Bob: This Christian hostel, yes, because I remember that when I went to this interim place for 
three weeks, they sent me to live (and this is where I lived the longest) with a family 
({Korn} was their name} in Edinburgh. 

Interviewer: This was after the Foleys and the interim place? 
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Bob: This is after the interim place of two or three weeks. They sent me to the {Korns}. And 
they lived in (and I remember this very well) 71 Spottiswoode Street in Edinburgh. And I 
even went to visit the place, and I took my wife and I showed her Spottiswoode Street. 
We went in the back and I said, “This is where I used to play.” They lived on the second 
or third floor. He was a furniture manufacturer, Mr. {Korn}. They were a very old 
couple. I remember him. He was really {?} set guy, and he would take me into the 
furniture factory. And his wife was a very gnarled look and very skinny lady. They had a 
player piano. And so they were pretty well off. And they had a son, Gordon, who was in 
North Africa, in the army. I found many years later that they had some other children I 
never knew about. And I lived with them for almost three years. And it must have been 
tough on them, because I’m wild. [laugh] And I went to James Gillespie’s School, which 
is a boys’ school right near where they lived. And I made friends with another kid. I 
really forget his first name now, but his name was Foley also, but nothing to do with the 
other Foley. He lived above the bathhouse, which was right down the street from 
Spottiswoode Street. And he used to have toy soldiers, I remember, and a wonderful time 
playing with him. And I went to James Gillespie’s School and I wore this little cap with 
the motto “Fidelis et fortis.” I have the little emblem here. And I must have been either in 
the first or second grade, whatever it was. And I remember out in the courtyard we 
always used to, at break, run around the courtyard playing like the air force. I would 
always lead the air force. I’d be in charge of all of the groups running around back and 
forth. 

 The reason I’m mentioning this: Many years later, this was about ten years ago, when I 
took my wife– first time I’d been back to Edinburgh, I took her there, and I said, “That’s 
the school I went to.” And she said, “It looks like a church.” So we went in, and it’s a 
social office. And I said, “Was this ever a school?” They said, “Oh yes. During the war, it 
used to be a school.” It used to be the James Gillespie’s School, which is now four blocks 
over, near the bathhouse. But anyway, I had a good time there. Now, why I was 
transferred– And that’s when I was transferred to Linlithgow. It was after the Korns. 

Interviewer: The three years with them? 

Bob: About three years. And I got pretty close to them, but I think they probably were happy to 
get rid of me. And I did get letters from my parents. I don’t remember too many letters 
from my parents at the Korns, but in subsequent years I did get mail on aerograms. They 
would send letters, and I would once in a while write letters. But it was only after the 
Korns that I went to Linlithgow, so I must have been probably at that time almost nine. 

Interviewer: And this next place, again, say that. It’s Lilith? 

Bob: Linlithgow. L-i-n-l-i-t-h-g-o-w. 

Interviewer: And that’s where you were living in the Christian hostel? 
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Bob: In the Christian hostel. 

Interviewer: And you were getting letters from your parents? 

Bob: I’m just trying to calculate the years, and something doesn’t make sense, because I said I 
was seven in Linlithgow when we ran away, and perhaps I was eight, and perhaps I was 
at the Korns two years, and perhaps I was only six months with the Foleys. I don’t really 
know. I know I was at the Foleys; I was for a week or two or three at this interim place; I 
was at the Korns, I thought, for three years. It might have been two years. I just don’t 
know. And then I was in Linlithgow. I don’t remember how long I was there, but it was a 
Christian hostel, and certainly they celebrated and every Sunday they had something 
relating to the church. We didn’t go to the church, but it was in the hostel. 

 And my parents (this is my understanding) got in touch with the Jewish Agency and felt 
that I would be lost to Judaism. And what the Jewish Agency did was to get me to– I 
spent a Passover with the chief rabbi of Edinburgh, whose name was Korn, not related to 
the other Korns. Had no relationship whatsoever. And I spent eight days of Passover with 
them, and I don’t even know exactly what year that would have been, but I imagine it 
was 1942 or ’41 or ’43, one of those years, and spent with him. And that was the first 
time that I really had any exposure to anything Jewish, other than I might have had before 
I was five and a half, but which I don’t remember. And it was an interesting eight days. 
The Seder was unbelievably long, and I was starving, and I just couldn’t believe it. I’m 
sitting at the end of the table and wondering, “When are these people going to eat?” Now 
remember still, the rabbi was sitting right at the end of the table, and his wife was sitting 
close to me, was kind of watching over me, and she felt sorry for me because the next day 
she took me for some Pesadik candy, [laugh]  

 And then I came back to the hostel. And they had a policy that they would not let the kids 
go into Edinburgh or away from the hostel, because they were afraid of diseases. And I 
proved them right, because I promptly got the mumps when I got back. But I told the 
story to one of the people here the other day. I learned when I was there the eight days, 
they taught me alef-bet-gimel-dalet-he-vav-zayin. And when I went back to the hostel, I 
taught all the kids—and they were all Protestants—alef-bet-gimel. And I remember us 
running up and down the corridors and up the stairs, “Alef-bet-gimel-dalet-he-vav-zayin.” 
So to this day, there’s 20 or 30 kids in their sixties that are all Protestant, that know alef-
bet-gimel-dalet-he-vav-zayin. [laugh]  

Interviewer: Wonderful story. 

Bob: Anyway, then I was transferred from there, from Linlithgow. And most of those places, 
in the schools at the time there was corporal punishment, and I used to get spanked quite 
a bit in Linlithgow. I misbehaved quite a bit too, but going to the master’s study and take 
pants down and get spanked. And even in the schools they had strapping and so forth. But 
then I went to a Jewish hostel in Kirkcudbright, Castle Douglas, which is in the 
southernmost part of Scotland, almost on the English border. And this was a Jewish 
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hostel, and there I was the youngest. And again, I was probably eight or nine. And again, 
the years don’t add up, because if what I was saying before is a year with the Foleys, 
three years with the Korns, that’s four years, and even a year in Linlithgow, that’s five 
years, that would put me at– That might be the case. Yes, that might be right. Maybe I 
was close to ten when I came to Castle Douglas. Castle Douglas is the name of an area 
town, but where we stayed, this was a big mansion. It was owned by, I believe, a Jewish 
major. We all lived in a dorm. There were about 15 of us, 15 boys there, and there were 
some girls there too, but mostly boys. And I went to school in town. And I don’t 
remember much about the place because I was not there too long. It was really a very 
nice setting.  

 And subsequently, when I went to Edinburgh that time, I drove up there, and I 
desperately was trying to find it, and some lady told me, go up to this old inn. And there 
was an inn there, beautiful inn. I walked in and I said, “Do you mind if you could show 
me around?” And this gal who had just worked there for a year said, “Sure, I’ll show you 
around.” We’re walking, and as we’re walking down the stairs, I’m looking. I said, 
“Didn’t there used to be a kitchen down here?” She said, “I don’t know, but I think yes, 
because they had done major reconstruction.” I remember there being a kitchen 
downstairs. So it was the same place that we were. It’s now an inn. But the grounds, you 
drive about half a mile from the main road, along a winding driveway, and you get to the 
castle. They had all these oak trees along the way, and we used to play conkers (only an 
English kid would know that), where the chestnuts that fall down, you drill a hole in the 
chestnut and you put a string, and you hold them, and they smash them, smash each 
other. And the ones that are the winners, this is a super-duper conker. [laugh] But those 
are fond memories of that place. 

 And then I was transferred, and I had some problems there. I used to sneak into the 
pantry at night and steal the dried fruit and spread it into the dormitory. They had this 
little window. You walk up some stairs, and on top of the stairs was a little window, 
pantry window. I was very, very small and I could squeeze through that window, climb 
down the shelves, and stuff my pockets full of prunes and apricots and dried fruit. And 
then I’d climb back out, go back to the dormitory, and every night we would feast on this 
dried fruit, until one day the cook, or the woman that was in charge, as I’m at the bottom 
of the pantry there, stuffing my pockets full, I hear the key in the door. And the whole 
size of the pantry was about three feet wide by five feet long, with shelves, and the 
window’s way up on top. There’s no way I could get out. So I was caught red handed, 
and got spanked, and got into all sorts of trouble with the headmaster.  

 But what was really sad and really got me upset afterwards: When I was transferred from 
there to Glasgow, which was another hostel in Glasgow, and I was in Glasgow only for 
six months, but this was right in the heart of the city, on Hill Street, right around the 
corner from Sauchiehall Street (which is a very well known street in Glasgow). I had 
accumulated quite a bank from my Aunt Rose, who was in America and would send me 
money, five dollars and so forth, or five pounds. And I had accumulated quite a lot of 
money in the bank, which the headmaster held. Now, I don’t know how much it was, but 
let’s say it was $20. But it was a lot of money. And that was like pocket money for 
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chocolate. And so when I was transferred to Glasgow, he never transferred the money. So 
I felt really betrayed that here was a guy that was accusing me of stealing fruit and all 
that, and he stole my money. That kind of stuck with me, that there was a lot of phoniness 
in the world.   

 In Glasgow, it was right in the heart of the city. And right down the street from there, I 
went to school in the public school. I forget, it would probably be fourth or fifth grade, 
I’m not sure. And I just remember the American soldiers there during the war, walking 
around. We little kids would walk up to them saying, “Any gum, chum?” [laugh] They 
misbehaved badly, especially towards the women there. But these are little things that I 
remember. But it was a Jewish hostel. 

Interviewer: The one in Glasgow was also Jewish? 

Bob: The one in Glasgow was Jewish, was all Jewish. And then they closed that place in 
summer. So they sent me to a farm school outside of Edinburgh, in a place called 
Bonnyrigg. And I liked it there during the summer.  It was as farm school, and I liked it. 
And after the end of the summer, they asked me, “Would you like to stay here?” And the 
kids were a little bit younger. I was the youngest by far in Glasgow. I was very lonely 
because in Glasgow I was probably ten, and the rest of the kids were 15 and 16. I was just 
not on the same wavelength as they were. And when I came to the farm school, I was still 
the youngest, but the kids were maybe a year or two, maybe two years older. I was there 
actually more than two years, so I was probably ten when I arrived there, and the second 
youngest kid was twelve. Well, that’s not too bad, as opposed to 10 and 16, 10 and 15. 
And there were a lot of kids that went all the way up to age 17 in this hostel, in the farm 
school. Polton House was the name of the place. And I liked it there, and I said, “Yes, I’d 
like to stay,” and they kept me there. 

 Today I think of the problems in moving, and today if I had to move to another place, I 
got to take all the stuff that I have. And as a kid, it must be very simple. I’m there with 
everything I own, I guess. 

Interviewer: What about that? Do you remember bringing anything from Germany? Were there any 
mementoes, any photographs of your parents? 

Bob: I had pictures of my mother, father. And in the schools, this was really– Again, when I 
was in Kirkcudbright, I remember in school, that’s where I first remember getting letters 
from my parents. That means I would have had to have been about nine, nine or eight and 
a half, nine. I remember getting– And I would not write. And that was the problem. I kind 
of, “Ah, it’s not a big deal.” And it was obviously a big deal to my parents, not hearing 
from me. And the thing that still stands out in my mind: One day in the middle of class, I 
was called out of class, and there was a telegram from my mother and father, saying, 
“Just sign to show you’re alive.” From their perspective, that’s pretty sad. I thought it was 
funny. I came out and I signed, and then I wrote some letters. I don’t know if I have 
them, but I did write a few letters. They’re typically English boy type letters with the 
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same type of talk: “I’m doing well.” It wasn’t that, but I can’t remember exactly. But it 
was very funny. I’ve seen these letters, and I have to find out where they are. They’re 
somewhere in the catacombs. I really should donate some of those letters because they’re 
really funny, typical. And it’s the aerograms that I sent my mother to Palestine. 

Interviewer: Now, you were aware that your parents were in Palestine. Were you aware of what was 
going on in the world, or why they’d had to leave? Were you aware of the context? 

Bob: I’m sure I was, but I can’t remember giving it much thought. I knew that they were in 
Palestine, and Palestine to me was a place with a lot of sandy dunes and deserts, and I had 
no idea really much about it 

Interviewer: Do you remember missing your parents? Did you have any concepts of how you were 
going to be reunited or what was going to happen?  

Bob: No, I don’t. It was almost like– Sometimes I’d almost use it as a crutch. “Well, I don’t 
have my parents.” But I really don’t honestly believe that I had a real heart tug or 
anything. I don’t think so. 

Interviewer: It sounds like you were relatively content and happy. 

Bob: I was reasonably happy, I think. I think I was. I was upset when I got mistreated because 
I was the youngest, and as the youngest, I usually got slapped around by the older kids. I 
remember an incident in Polton House where I asked one of the older kids (his name was 
Max, and older kids: he was like 16, and at that time I was maybe 11), I said to him, “Did 
you put me on the football team (soccer team, football team)? And he said, “What?” And 
I remember, this was right there in the corridor at Polton House. And I said, “Did you put 
me on the football team?” About the third or fourth time when I realized he wanted me to 
say “please,” that’s exactly when I wasn’t going to say it anymore. When he realized that 
I knew what he wanted me to say, he absolutely slapped my face, almost knocked my 
head off. And I was very upset. So I went and I took my anger out on a toilet bowl and it 
broke the whole toilet bowl. I smashed it, and was taken to the headmasters and so forth. 
I prided myself—and that’s an amazing thing—I prided myself that I did not cry after 
that Edinburgh trip. I never cried. 

Interviewer: You never did? 

Bob: No. 

Interviewer: And never have? 

Bob: I cry now, but I didn’t then. Actually I was very proud of that. And so when he hit me 
(and I’m saying that now), talk about a stiff upper lip, I absolutely would not let anyone 
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see me cry. Absolutely wouldn’t. And I think that– I don’t know. That probably changed 
when I became older, but it was many, many years before I did.  

Interviewer: But you don’t remember feeling any real sadness or pain as a result of not being with 
your parents? 

Bob: I don’t remember. I remember, if anything, people thought that I should feel sad, and I 
played off on it. But I really don’t think I– But all the other kids were in the same boat. I 
mean, I wouldn’t play off against them, because there was nothing there. But let’s say 
someone would come, like the parents from Linlithgow. When they would come in to 
visit once a week, I used to do dog-and-pony shows for them, and they always used to 
bring me chocolates and biscuits. And my biscuit and chocolate bank was much larger 
than anyone else’s because they all felt sorry for me and I played off on that. And I would 
sing “America the Beautiful” and do dog-and-pony shows for them. And they must have 
felt very sad for me. I didn’t feel sad. I said, “Hey, this is a great gig, this one.” [laugh]  

Interviewer: I never asked you about English. Do you remember that transition between— 

Bob: No, not really.  

Interviewer: Tell me what happened after this last hostel in Glasgow. 

Bob: Polton House? 

Interviewer: Right.  

Bob: No, after Glasgow I went to Polton House for the summer, and then after Polton House I 
stayed there. And I went to secondary school in Lasswade, which is right in the whole 
Bonnyrigg area, which is again not far from Edinburgh, within 10-15 miles. I also took 
my wife to see Polton House, and Polton House now is a big paper mill. But it’s still 
called Polton Mill. 

Interviewer: So you were going to school there. 

Bob: I was in the farm school.  

Interviewer: You were living in the farm school.  

Bob: I was living in the farm school, which was a big, big castle, big mansion. And it had a 
basement and it had five stories. And then it had about half a mile up the road, a winding 
road– First of all, there was a winding road coming in from the main road, and then 
inside the property there was a winding road that led up to a small house where some of 
us stayed, and some of us also stayed in the big mansion. And being the youngest there, 
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every night I had to walk up this dark road to the house, which was up in the boonies 
literally, and I stayed there with a bunch of other kids. But being the youngest, I was the 
first one to arrive in this house, and there was no one there. Scared the hell out of me, 
walking up at night alone every night. So I finally convinced the nurse to transfer me into 
the sick room, which was not being used. There was a sick room up on the top floor, fifth 
story. The house went like this. So in the top floor you only had boys’ sick room, boys’ 
sick room, and the girls’ sick room, with the bathroom in the middle. And then on the 
floor below that, you had more rooms, and a dormitory on the floor below that, and then 
the dining room. So I had them transfer me up there. Then I was in the main house and I 
wasn’t as afraid. And I used to have my cat up there, and I generally had a good time. I 
wasn’t particularly keen on working on the farm there. We had fruit trees. We had 
gooseberries and we had plum trees and all of that. And they used to have Friday night 
services there (it’s a Jewish place), and I used to go to secondary school in Lasswade. 
And I just felt that all my friends in school, after school they could play; I had to work on 
the farm. I wasn’t too happy about that. But I found my way. I used to eat more fruit than 
pick it. [laugh] Friday nights, instead of going to service, I was out stealing fruit from the 
fruit trees. And I’d do all sorts of crazy things like that. But I liked it there. 

Interviewer: So you were working in the farm school, but you weren’t going to school— 

Bob: During the day I was going to school, and on weekends we would– not on Saturday— 

Interviewer: But not with the people you were at the farm school with? 

Bob: Some of the people in the farm school went to school also, but most of them were older 
so they were not in my class. I was in secondary six. I was in sixth grade at that point. 
And the other kids were probably in much higher grades. I was the only kid in that— 

Interviewer: Do you remember enjoying school at that time? 

Bob: Yes, I was not in boisterous in school because we had some really crazy teachers that 
would strap you. And there were one teacher, the chemistry teacher, who actually was 
hauled off because he broke a kid’s wrist, strapping. So I behaved very nicely in his class. 
I was really scared of that.  

 When I was at Polton House was the only time that I encountered any anti-Semitism that 
I remember over the years. And it was from a kid that was definitely mentally– He either 
had a mental problem or he was lame and he– He had a problem and he threw a stone at 
me. I remember that. And that was the only time where anti-Semitism really did come in, 
and that was very sad.  

 In 1945, we had kids from the concentration camps come to Polton House. And that’s 
essentially the time when I was sent up to the other house, the one that I had to walk up 
half a mile and all that. And I was more like eleven at the time, but I was still scared to 
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walk at night all by myself. And these kids were all at least 16 years old, and they all had 
numbers, and they all had come from concentration camps and from different countries. 
And they only spoke Yiddish. Now, it’s sad, we made fun of them, their accents. And yet 
we learned Yiddish from them. That’s the first time I learned Yiddish, so when I came to 
Israel, to Palestine, I was able to speak a little bit with my parents, who didn’t speak 
English. But these kids weren’t taking any crap from any of the kids from the village. Not 
that we took any, but they were so obviously foreign, because they couldn’t speak 
English, and they were Eastern European. And in addition to the bias from our part, 
which were probably mostly Austrian and German Jews, here were Eastern European 
Jews coming in and speaking Yiddish, which we thought was guttural German—
especially the older kids. I didn’t know German. And yet the kids in town made fun of 
them. 

 And I remember one day that the kids from the town came up the hills. This was big, big, 
expansive– It wasn’t a lawn; it was a lot of grass, and there was a hill coming up to the 
mansion. And these kids were coming up, and the kids from the concentration camp, they 
really beat the shit out of them. They had had so much that they finally– I wasn’t 
involved in that. I became very friendly with a lot of them, and subsequently saw them in 
Israel, because they moved to Palestine at about the time that I did. And that’s where I 
learned Yiddish. And that was probably about the first time, other than the fact the kid 
threw a stone at me (which might have been at the same time as these kids came), that I 
realized about anti-Semitism, and really felt, even at my age, felt really sorry that here 
these kids had to suffer. And we made fun of them, and other people made fun of them. 
And other people did other things. So it was kind of sad for them.  

 So there was a discussion at this meeting: Are we Holocaust victims? And I don’t think 
we’re Holocaust victims. They’re hospital victims. In my case especially. I can 
understand people that have lost their parents. I was very fortunate. I didn’t lose my 
parents. So I can’t compare my losses to the losses of these kids. 

Interviewer: Did you have any idea of what they had been through? Was there any discussion of that? 

Bob: I don’t remember them ever discussing anything about that. I’m not sure that we were 
even interested, to tell you the truth. But I can tell you an interesting story. Just about a 
year ago, there was an article in the New York Times about someone out on Long Island 
who had been in a concentration camp, and they went to Czechoslovakia, and they went 
to Polton House. And I said, “Wow, Polton House.” So I called. He runs a beauty parlor, 
or he works, out on Long Island. So what I did is, I called, and I talked to his wife, who is 
English. He had met her in England. And I said, “I’d really love to talk to him because I 
was in Polton House. He probably knows who I am. I don’t know who he is. I was the 
youngest, so I’m sure everybody would know who the youngest was, whereas to me, 
there were just 15, 20, or whatever number of kids.” Well, he never called me back, 
unfortunately. But it would have been interesting to talk to him.  

Interviewer: Maybe he never got the message. Maybe you should call him back.  
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Bob: Well, I didn’t want to impose, because she said after they’d written about him, he got so 
many calls that I said, “Leave him alone.” But anyway, I enjoyed it there. I really liked 
Polton House. 

Interviewer: So were you in Polton House at the end of the war? 

Bob: Oh yes. I was there will 1946. I was the second, or amongst the first– There was a kid 
named, I believe, Max {Fried}. He was a little older than me, maybe two, three years 
older than me, and he left in 1946 to the United States. His parents were here. Story about 
Max Fried: About ten years ago, when I was in New York, I was going to look it up in 
the telephone book, and I found several Max Frieds. And I called, and I got the guy. He’s 
a religious Jew, works in the diamond district, and on the phone it just sounded like I was 
imposing myself on him. He didn’t want to talk. I said, “Fine, bye,” and that’s it. 

 Then there’s another buy. I remember his name, Max Singer, but I don’t know whatever 
happened to him. And I know some of the girls very well. They were all older. There was 
an Eva; I don’t remember her last name. There was a {Margo Rosenberg}, and she was 
my quasi-girlfriend. I was 12, she was 14. And I don’t remember any of the other names. 
But Max Fried went to the United States, and afterwards I got a visa or whatever to go to 
Palestine to rejoin my parents. And I left, went down to Liverpool, and got on a Liberty 
Ship.  

 And in Liverpool there was a woman—a little story—there was a woman who spoke with 
a very thick German accent. She was my liaison. She had picked me up at the bus station 
or the train, whatever it was (I don’t remember exactly). And we were on the bus, and 
there was a Liverpudlian talking to her (I think they say “Scousers” but I’m not sure 
whatever their accent is). He couldn’t understand me, and I couldn’t understand him. And 
here’s this German lady with this thick German accent, translating between my Scottish 
brogue– It absolutely was amazing.  

 Anyway, I went on a Liberty Ship, and there were about half a dozen passengers, and it 
went via Beirut to Haifa. And I arrived, and that was in 1946. 

Interviewer: And then what happened? You arrived there. You hadn’t seen your parents for eight 
years? 

Bob: Seven years. ’39 to ’46, seven years. 

Interviewer: Were you excited? How were you on this trip? Were you unhappy about leaving 
England? 

Bob: Well, no. I thought it was an exciting thing to go. I have a letter (and I don’t know what 
happened to that letter) from one of my classmates in school who had written me and he 
said, “Are you riding a camel yet on the sane dunes?” Typical thought of what the Middle  
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East, what Israel was, or Palestine was. So it was Lawrence of Arabia. That’s what I 
thought: I was going to find my parents out in some sand dune. But we stopped in Beirut 
on the way. And I was very friendly with all the sailors. Again, I was 12, but I was very, 
very short. Extremely. I must have been about 4 feet 12, and a baby face. And so they 
took me around, the sailors, and we went in Beirut. And when I saw the fruit market, I 
just went berserk. I hadn’t seen fruit. We hadn’t had bananas. That’s why I say we really 
didn’t suffer. Major deprivation was, we didn’t have bananas during the war. We weren’t 
in a camp. So that’s hardly suffering. So when I saw the fruit, I just completely went 
berserk. I ate so much fruit. I was so sick that day. But bananas and peaches and plums. I 
just couldn’t get enough of it. And we walked around Beirut, and it was a very nice town, 
and we stayed there for five days. 

 And then we came to Haifa. And when we landed in Haifa, I keep telling people I was 
amongst the very few, very fortunate to arrive in Palestine in those days legally rather 
than on some crammed ship, because I remember them waking me up in the morning and 
saying, “We’ve landed. You’ve got to get ready to go.” And I said, “Okay.” Like in the 
lap of luxury. So we got on, we had this little boat take us to the harbor, and at the harbor 
they gave us a small injection and some other injection. It was the first time in my life 
that I fainted. She was asking me a couple of questions and I fainted. Since then, I have a 
morbid fear of needles, and loss of control. I have a desperate fear of losing control. I 
don’t know if that has anything to do with my fainting when I got that injection, but I 
have to be in control, and when you faint, you lose–  

 Anyway, I got off, and we went into this big office building with this guy who was 16, 
and I’m 12 at that point. Carl was his name. And he’s waiting for his parents and I’m 
waiting for my parents. And we’re sitting in this corridor that goes back here. I’m sitting 
here. I’m looking back and I see this woman come in, and I said to Carl very 
nonchalantly, I said, “Oh, that’s my mother.” And so she walks down, goes into an office. 
Just shows how stupid I sometimes can be. I didn’t wave or anything. I was really very 
embarrassed. And she went into an office to ask where I was, and then she came over and 
she stood in front of me, looked down, and said, “Robert?” I bowed my head. And that 
was it. We didn’t kiss or anything, and I don’t think we shook hands. My mother was not 
a demonstrative type anyway, and it must have been embarrassing for her. But I 
recognized her right away from the pictures. She hadn’t changed. She was a very 
beautiful woman. And she just hadn’t changed. 

 And then we went down, she picked me up, and we went downstairs, and then actually 
met a boarder. He was an old guy who subsequently I found out was 31, but to me that 
was old. I’m 12, he’s 31. He had been in the Jewish Brigade and he had been in Foreign 
Legion and all that. And then we met my father, who gushed all over me, and I felt very 
uncomfortable. And we got on a bus to take us to where we had to go. And this lady 
walked in and I promptly stood up to give her my seat, and my mother yanked me down 
and kept me in the seat. And we arrived at the bus stop, we got off, and my father bought 
me an ice cream, and then we went to the house, and that was it. To our apartment. That’s 
it. And I roomed with this other guy, with Weinberg, {Paul D.} Weinberg. He was an 
electrician, and he had a very interesting story, but that’s a completely different story. 
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 Frankly, when I first came, I hate to say it, but I was almost a little anti-Semitic. I don’t 
know if anti-Semitic, but I was anti the Jewish cause, because most of my friends—and I 
only spoke English, I knew a few words of Yiddish, couldn’t speak with my parents. The 
kids around the area– In the same building there was a kid who became a very good 
friend of mine; he spoke German and he spoke Polish at home with his parents. And 
other kids spoke Hebrew. Most of the kids spoke German because the town we lived in, 
Kiryat Bialik, was mostly German-speaking Jews there. And even the other ones that 
came from Europe all spoke German. But I became quite friendly with a lot of the British 
soldiers. And they were quite impressed that someone had just been to England and 
Scotland a week ago or two weeks, and I was hanging out with the Tommies. So I kind of 
was not exactly on the side of the Jewish cause. And I didn’t want to have anything to do 
with learning, I didn’t want to learn Hebrew, and I was kind of a tough kid. As little as I 
was, I’d get into fights and I’d push people. I don’t know what the hell was wrong with 
me. 

 It got to the point where my mother actually put me into a home in {Kra Saba}, which 
was a home for wayward boys, I think. She went to the agency and talked to me, and she 
said okay. We took the bus there and she left me there. And I didn’t like that. so by the 
time she got back to the bus stop, which (everything is a long walk) was as mile walk, I 
was there waiting for her and went back home with her. And then she said, “Well, it must 
have been too sudden just dropping him off suddenly.” So they arranged with the agency 
that they’d take me there, and it was all arranged, and they did take me to {Kra Saba} 
again, to this hostel, to this boarding school, and I was there for a week. And these kids 
were pretty bad. I mean, I was a gem compared to them. And I’m not even going to say 
how bad they were. But we went to school and I kept helping them in English, and finally 
after a week I said, “I’ve had enough of this,” and I ran away.  

 And I ran away on a Saturday and got up (which is very unusual for me) very early in the 
morning, about four in the morning, and I walked to the Haifa-Tel Aviv main road, which 
was a long walk. I don’t know distances today. I would say it was maybe two or three 
miles, but it could have been less. And I walked. It was on a Saturday, and Jewish buses 
didn’t go on Saturday so I took an Arab bus. And I was a somewhat scared, not about the 
Arab bus, but at that time in Palestine there had been a story in the paper about an 
English car with English soldiers picking up some Jewish kid and killing him. And I 
wasn’t really happy about that. So anyway, I did get on this Arab bus, went down to 
downtown Haifa, which is the German colony, and where a lot of Arabs lived, and then I 
had to walk up to Hadar. (Have you been to Israel?) Well, to walk up to Hadar, Herzl 
Street, and you had to go around through the Arab section. There were a lot of Arab kids 
and Arabs, and they were pushing me and all that. I just kept walking on. And I got up to 
Hadar, and by then it was the end of the Sabbath, because it took a long time between the 
buses and the walking. And I got up there. It was about 5 o’clock in the afternoon, so the 
buses were now going out to Kiryat Bialik, and I got on. My parents were ready to go to a 
café house. They would go every Saturday. And all of a sudden I showed up. “Hi, I’m 
here.” And I had like 102 temperature and all that. So I promised my mother I would be a 
good boy and study Hebrew and go along with all of the customs and so forth, as long as 
I didn’t get sent away. The aftermath of my running away was that they thought– There 
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was an Arab village near there, and the next day they had a whole group thinking that I 
had been kidnapped by the Arabs. Anyway, it all worked out. 

 And then I had my bar-mitzvah, shortly after I came, actually. And I think they put me in 
this home after my bar-mitzvah, because again, I didn’t want to do the Haftorah or 
anything like that. I just was very “Leave me alone.”  

 And then I worked as a {tsukerbeker}. My mother was not really that much for 
education. She felt that it was very, very important that you get a trade, because she 
would point to a lot of people that were doctors or chemistry or medical doctors or 
lawyers, and they worked as—in German you say Schwarzarbeiter—as an ordinary 
worker. And she said, if you’re a plumber, if you’re an electrician, if you’re a baker, you 
can do that anywhere in the world. And so she drummed that in my head, and I worked as 
a tsukerbeker, as a cake maker. And I wanted to be a mechanic, and all my friends were 
mechanics, but my mother was quite forceful. When I finished grade school, I didn’t go 
beyond. I just didn’t want to study anymore. So I went into Haifa and I worked for this 
candy maker, and we’d have to get in early in the morning. And this was in 1948, just at 
the time when everything was going on. We’d have to take the buses across {Wadi 
Roshmiya}, which is the Arab section of town. If you’ve ever gone, it’s across a bridge. 
It’s a wadi just as you leave Haifa, going to the north. And I’d get there early in the 
morning, and I’d have to make the yeast dough. All my friends were working with cars, 
and I was working with yeast dough, and not getting paid enough. And they were being 
paid more. 

 So I worked there for quite a number of years. I finished the eighth grade. We had our 
50th reunion of eighth grade, and in Kiryat Bialik, this was the first eighth grade. The kids 
went through first and then seventh. When I came to Israel, I went into the seventh grade. 
I was one year behind what I should have been for my age. Then I went to the eighth 
grade, and we were the first eighth grade class to graduate in Kiryat Bialik. And they just 
had the 50th reunion last year. I didn’t go back, but that would have been interesting, 
because since then Kiryat Bialik is so much bigger. At that time there were only 15-20 of 
us that graduated in the eighth grade, and today they’ve got a population of over 30,000 
or 40,000. 

Interviewer: My goodness. In this school? 

Bob: Not this school. Kiryat Bialik, in this town. It’s grown. It’s just phenomenal. Where I 
lived on Singer Street, there were only {Pempek}, or my friend Yitzhak and myself were 
the only kids 14 in the whole area. It’s just unbelievable. 

Interviewer: When you arrived, you spoke only English, and your parents spoke only German and 
Hebrew.  
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Bob: Well, a little bit of Hebrew. A lot of the German Jews, other than the ones that came 
earlier, but the ones that came late, they most spoke German. They spoke a little bit of 
Hebrew, understood a few words, but not great. Because German was the language.  

Interviewer: So little by little, you began to communicate. It must have been difficult at first to 
communicate with your parents.  

Bob: It was. But again, the fact that I’d learned a little Yiddish, and my mother spoke Yiddish 
(she had spoken Yiddish with her father) and she spoke perfect German too– My father 
had spoken Polish with his parents. Yes, I was able to converse, and I learned German 
from them. There were a lot of amusing word plays. The one I can think of. You have to 
understand German for this, but whoever’s watching this might understand it. We had an 
upstairs storage area, and my mother said, “Geh hol ein Besen.” (Do you speak German?) 
“Geh hol ein Besen.” And a basin is a basin in English, but a Besen in German is a 
broom. But I thought she meant basin because I didn’t know it meant broom. I thought 
she meant a little basin, a washbasin. Well, what she had was, she had this big washtub. 
And I said to my mother, “Es ist eine sehr grosse Besen?” She said yeah, it’s grosse. The 
next thing, I’m walking down the steps with this big Badewanne. And she said, “Bist du 
verrückt?” (“Are you crazy?”) I said, “You said it was a sehr grosse Besen.” [laugh] So 
you know, you have these. And there were lots of little things like that, where you have 
different language problems. But slowly but surely. 

 But like the lingua franca was German. When I would speak with all my friends, until I 
learned Hebrew, we would speak German—pigeon German, because my friend who 
spoke Polish at home spoke a little German, and we would say all sorts of half words in 
Hebrew, half in German, half in English, and it was– But the friends that I had for life are 
those kids that I grew up with when I came to Israel. I don’t know any of the kids from 
England, from Scotland. And yet my childhood friends were essentially when I came to 
Israel. Yossi, a very good friend of mine, a little redhead freckled kid, first time I met 
him, came up to me—and this was before my bar-mitzvah and I’d been there three 
months, didn’t speak—and he came up to me and says, “Can I come to your bar-
mitzvah?” And I said, “Who are you?” [laugh] That’s how I met Yossi. And he’s now 
remarried. He’s got umpteen thousand grandkids. He’s a great guy. So those are the 
formative years in terms of friendships. 

Interviewer: What happened after that? How long did you live in Israel then? 

Bob: I lived in Israel for a total of 11 years, from ’46 to ’57. And again, I worked as a Konditor 
for several years. And there’s a whole bunch of stories there, but that’s not that important. 
But I really wanted to get into the service. I wanted to work with planes in the air force. 
And I volunteered, two weeks before my 17th birthday. My father was on vacation, as a 
matter of fact. I had a telegram sent to him, “Would you come and sign that I can go in 
early?” And he, I think, sent the telegram back saying, “You can wait a week or two. 
Anyhow, you don’t have to rush.” But I did come in two weeks before my 17th birthday, 
and I signed up immediately for the regular army for five years. Now, at that time 
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compulsory service was two years. I would have had to have gone later a year anyway, 
later. But I signed up for five years. And I was in the air crew. I became an airplane 
mechanic, and studied for that. 

Interviewer: This is in Israel? 

Bob: In the Israeli air force, yes, 1950. I wanted to become a pilot, but I’m colorblind and I 
couldn’t do that. So I worked out– I eventually became a hangar chief of a British hangar. 
We had American and British planes, and I worked with Spitfires and with the jets in the 
early days. And then in ’55, Ezer Weizman, who was our wing commander at the time, 
he wanted me to sign up for three more years, and I was only willing to sign up for 
another year. So I got out of the service. Then I worked in a chemical factory, fertilizer 
factory, for several years. And I finished high school in the air force, basically evening 
classes. And that’s why I wanted to become an aeronautical engineer. So in ’57— 

 Well, I was briefly married in Israel also, and I have a son who was born in Israel and 
lives in the States. In ’56, I was called back during the Sinai campaign, into a fighter 
squadron, and I was there for a very short while. And my son was born in ’56. And he 
was born in Nesher.  

 And then I left in ’57 for the States. And I came here as a visitor, telling all my friends I 
was coming here to study, because I was embarrassed to tell them that I was just coming 
for a visit, because they would have all said, “Why do you go to the States to visit? It’s so 
much cheaper to go to Europe.” So I kind of fibbed and said, “Well, I’m going to study.” 
And when I came here, I kind of had to call my own bluff, and I registered. I got a 
scholarship at NYU, and I got a student visa and all that stuff all worked out, and I 
finished and got an engineering degree from NYU. And I met my wife Esther in ’57, 
through a cousin of mine. And then we got married in 1960.  

 I graduated in ’61, started working in the semiconductor industry. I had two jobs but I 
was not a citizen at the time, so I had two job offers, one in the semiconductor industry in 
Boston, and one in the chemical industry in Allentown, Pennsylvania. So we thought 
Boston would be a nicer place to live than Allentown, Pennsylvania. No offense to any 
people from Pennsylvania. And so we moved up there, and I worked for a number of 
years in R&D, and then I worked in production, and then I moved to another company 
(ITT Semiconductor), and then a bunch of us split off from ITT Semiconductor, started 
our own company to manufacture semiconductor components, sold it to a New York 
Stock Exchange company, and I stayed on there as the president of a subdivision, and 
then as a division manager. And that’s how I ended up after many years– I had different 
plants. I had one in Mexico, and I had a plant in Ireland, and I had a plant in San Diego. 
And that’s why we moved to San Diego 13-14 years ago, because I’d been commuting to 
San Diego from 1976. 

 And subsequently we had two girls, Andrea, who was born in 1963 (and we lived in 
Massachusetts at the time), and Hillary was born in 1967. And Andrea is a dancer. She 
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graduated from Julliard in a modern dance program, and she auditioned to– Now she 
teaches yoga, but she also teaches dance, and for a short while danced with Paul Taylor, 
and also had a scholarship with Alvin Ailey. She’s a terrific dancer. Doesn’t make a lot of 
money. She’s also waited on tables. But she’s a great talent. She is now pregnant with her 
first child. Her husband– They’ve been married since 1991, seven years. Her husband is 
also in the arts. He’s a singer. And they met actually in San Diego, in The Best Little 
Whorehouse in Texas. They were both in that musical. And they lived up until two years 
ago in New York City. And he runs a company called Mr. Goodbody, which sells 
educational shows to schools.  And Hillary– Well, Danny, my son, lives in Menlo Park 
and he’s a chief financial officer of a semiconductor company. He has two children and 
two grandchildren, Natasha and Joel. Natasha will be ten tomorrow, and Joel will be 
seven in November. And Hillary, my youngest, went to Phillips Andover, where we lived 
for many years, and she then graduated from Brown and got an MBA at Berkeley, and 
she lives up in Kirkland, Washington, and she works for Ernst & Young as a consultant 
in their entrepreneurial consulting group. 

 And I retired four years ago, after working for five years for– After I left Unitrode and 
the division was sold, I worked for an English company and I ran the company in San 
Diego and also the company in Newcastle, and I commuted for two years between 
Newcastle and San Diego. But we got to see England that way, and that’s where I went to 
see Scotland and Spottiswoode Street and Polton House again. And then I retired. This 
September it will be four years. And I’ll be eligible for Medicare in three months, will be 
65 in three months. And that’s it. 

Interviewer: Are your parents still alive? 

Bob: No. My father died– Now, I’d gone back to visit almost every year, and in ’67 my father 
died just about a week before– As a matter of fact, he had a stroke, and if he had lived, 
they would have chucked him out of the hospital because of the ’67 war. I was there, just 
left. As a matter of fact, all my friends were being called up. And I was in London when 
the war broke out, on my way back. And my mother died in 1988. She was in a nursing 
home at that point. But they’re both– Like I heard some other people, they don’t know 
where their parents are buried. They’re both buried just outside of Kiryat Bialik, and they 
have a grave, and whenever I’m there, I visit them.  

Interviewer: You created a wonderful life for yourself.  

Bob: I think so, yes, reasonably. I think the only problem I have which I could relate to– I 
think it was Helga that said there’s always (they call it) an abandonment complex, when 
you’re concerned about your kids. But that’s about the only after-effect, I would think.  

Interviewer: How is that? It’s difficult to see them— 
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Bob: Well, I call them a lot, much more than my wife, probably too much. Pick up the phone, 
“Oh gosh, it’s you again?” I talk to my kids, especially the girls. My son, I talk to but not 
that often, because he never picks up the phone. [laugh] But Andrea and Hillary, I 
probably {call}, I would say, three or four times a week. It probably borders on too 
much. So yes, I do call, and not with any– Just “Hi, how’re you doing? Do you want to 
talk to your mother?” [laugh] So nothing. Just almost like it’s an umbilical cord. So that’s 
it. 

Interviewer: That’s wonderful. Is there anything else you’d like to add? 

Bob: No. 

Interviewer: Anything in particular about your history, your life? 

Bob: No. I think when I look back, I think I had a good time in Scotland. I really believe I do. I 
don’t think I’m deluding myself. And if I am, fine. You know, so what? If I think I had a 
good time, I had a good time. And I don’t feel bad that I’m an only child. My wife 
sometimes thinks I’m spoiled because I’m an only child. I want to get my way, and I 
have no patience. I don’t know if that has anything to do with being a Kind, being on the 
Kindertransport. I’m very hyper. I eat fast. I’m a type A. I suspect that I would have been 
that if I had stayed in Austria. It’s hard to contemplate what would have happened. 
Would I have been better educated? Would I have had closer ties to my family?  

 My father’s mother and brother, one of my father’s brothers, he was a lawyer. His father 
had died before the war started. But his mother (my grandmother) and uncle left Vienna 
because of all the problems, and they went to the best place in the world, Warsaw. 
[laugh] So you never heard from them again.  

 And then another uncle– My aunt escaped via Belgium, and she was lucky. Sometimes 
it’s amazing. She and my uncle, Alfred Tauber, they had no children, and she treated me 
extremely– I mean, she was more of a mother to me than my mother. She was very warm, 
and she’s the one that raised Benno, my other uncle. And she came via Belgium.  And 
when they were in Belgium, I remember the story they told, that they went to the 
American Embassy to get a visa. And my uncle’s brother, {Oscar}, who’s the one that 
gave me an affidavit of support for a student visa (and I just visited him two weeks ago; 
he’s going to be 98 this month), I’m really very grateful to him. So I call them and I visit 
them a lot. His wife is 85, very nice. But they got an affidavit of support for my Uncle 
Alfred, and my Aunt Rose got an affidavit of support from Oscar. And they went to the 
American {embassy}, and this story is kind of almost frightening. There was a guy in 
front of them who was obviously very well off and rich. And this petty official, 
bureaucrat, rejected them. And then here come my aunt and uncle, who were not 
schnorrers, but compared to this other guy they absolutely had nothing. And they got in. 
And not because of that, but I’ve always had this terrible fear of bureaucrats, because 
they have so much influence over your life. I rebel against them, I hate them, but I’m 
scared shitless of them all the time. This little petty official in a passport bureau can 
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decide if this guy’s going to live or this guy’s not. Anyway, they came here, and I stayed 
with them when I came to the States. When I went to NYU, I was staying with my aunt 
and uncle. He was a presser and she worked in some factory. I mean, they couldn’t have 
been kinder. If they were rich, I’m sure they would never have been that nice.  

 And then another uncle, {Willig}, who was a wrestler and a skier and an all-around 
sports guy, he almost came to the United States, and at the last minute his girlfriend 
wanted him to come and everything, and my aunt desperately wanted him to come. He 
said no, he was staying in Europe. But he died. 

 So essentially, my aunt’s family—and she was devastated over it—every one of her 
brothers except for my father, died. And her father– her mother died in the Holocaust. 
And my mother’s father (she was so close to her father), he died in Theresienstadt. When 
she was in the nursing home, she told me, “I want you to put on my grave ‘In memory of 
my father, who died in Theresienstadt.’” She was very close to him. And the Germans 
were so correct, they have the exact date in 1943 when he died. They didn’t say they 
killed him. He died of a heart attack or something like that. And he probably wasn’t all 
that old. I imagine he was probably in his seventies or something. And she found out 
about it like a lot of the Kinder found out about their parents, through the Red Cross after 
the war. So it was sad. 

 Nothing else. I don’t have anything else. 

Interviewer: That’s a lot. Well, thank you very much. 

Bob: You’re welcome. I hope it’s been helpful. 

Interviewer: I think this has been very helpful, and I’m glad that you chose to do this. 

Bob: Well, I’ve always told my kids, so I’ve never hid anything from my kids. As a matter of 
fact, my daughter, in high school she did a taped– not video but tape with slides, and she 
had me interview my mother. And that’s why some of the things about the kids running 
to the train back and forth, I got that from the interview with my mother. I would write 
her and she’d write me back in German, and I’d translate it for Andrea. And Andrea did a 
pretty good job. So thank you very much. 

Interviewer: You’re very welcome. 

[END OF INTERVIEW] 
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