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[begins mid-speech]  

Woman: … I think what Andrew said about remembering– Your speech is something we will 
always remember. [applause] I myself think that, by remembering and passing on that 
which we remember to our children, we liberate ourselves to go forward into the future.   
That’s really the reason we have chosen the title of “Achievements,” not just to look but 
rather we invite you to look forward occasionally.  I think it has been said that so much 
has been achieved by so many of you that you can be truly proud. I think people want to 
see it as possible to be proud of ourselves.  I want to thank Nicholas Winton just, again, 
for coming here. For coming here and standing up and talking to us.  It is a true privilege 
to have heard him. Many of us know the story, be to hear it from his own lips—for me it 
was a wonderful experience and I think you most sincerely.  

 [applause] 

 Before I introduce Stephen Smith, I feel I ought to say just a few words because there is a 
concert to this panel. We asked {indecipherable word} to give us some background of the 
Kindertransport from this country.  All of us came from Munich, so I’m somewhere in 
between. I don’t know if it’s got to do with geography, but Munich being where it is in 
relation to Prague. I feel it myself, also, before I ask Stephen Smith about his special 
subject—he runs the Beth Shalom and he will talk about his work and about 
remembering—I feel that I’m up here in a way representing all of us because up here this 
afternoon, I’m the only Kind. 

 Now, to go back to what we remember, of course all of our stories are different and I 
always need a few minutes to try to find out something that has struck me and that is: we 
remember certain things of our actual journey.  I’m talking about your family back home, 
we’re not talking about what happened when you got here. I’m talking about the train 
journey.  Most of us came by train—some came by ship and one or two actually flew 
here—but of the train journey, I think most of us remember the moment of departure.  
Some of you had horrendous experience at the railway station, were the parents allowed 
to come, whether or not.  What were the last words that were said, perhaps the last words 
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forever for those of you who never saw your parents again? Those are the things we 
remember.  Did your parents bless you, as mine did me?  When I was interviewed and I 
was asked this question, I actually had some tears because I had forgotten this moment 
until I was asked about it. Those are moments that you remember. Do you remember 
getting on the train? Do you remember who was in your carriage? Maybe yes, if you 
came with school friends. 

 There is a picture of me and two other girls. I don’t know what happened to them. I don’t 
remember talking to them. What I remember, what most of you remember, is crossing 
over into Holland. We were scared.  We were frightened. Would the Nazis stop us? 
Would they take our stuff from us? Would they turn us back? 

 The next thing I remember, all the Dutchmen are getting on the train. After they went 
through, we had orange juice and white bread and butter.  I do remember how the ice still 
tastes in that orange juice, that bread and butter. It was wonderful. And it was these 
lovely ladies who gave it to us. 

 I remember nothing more about the journey until we got on the boat. Was it safe? I 
remember arriving in Harwich. I don’t remember the boat journey as well, except that 
one little girl cried. I don’t remember getting on the train. I do remember looking at the 
landscape, at the English landscape. I know this sounds daft now, but I thought: all the 
trees have round tops.  

 {there’s interference, can’t make out the speaker} 

 Here were round trees scattered around the fields. And of course I remember arriving in 
Liverpool Street Station where we sat in little low benches with {indecipherable word}, 
until my name was called, since that’s what I knew–{indecipherable, two or three 
sentences}. 

 I’d be most interested how many of you remember more than just these odd vignettes. 
And why don’t we remember more? Why have we forgotten? Maybe, maybe it’s a good 
thing. I leave that to you to answer.  

 I would like to introduce Stephen Smith who is from Beth Shalom and some of you are 
going to pay a visit there on Thursday. He has always got a wonderful story. And I am 
most proud to welcome him here today. Stephen Smith.  

[applause] 

Stephen: Honored guests, ladies and gentlemen, Kinder. Through the clinging memory– the 
clinging fog of memory past, the pounding hearts in mother’s breasts and gnawing fear in 
father’s minds, the deepest tumult of their souls was never yours to see. Aching, 
agonizing, hope in vain: would everything be right again? And to know how right they 
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were, to say they’d see you very soon. And yet, that dreary clock keeps ticking with it’s 
loud of days yet to come and through the fog of memories lost. Still and broken hearts are 
waiting.   

 Sixty years. Sixty years and somehow it seems like no time at all.  Then, you were the 
future, the hope of things of yet to come. Yes, you were the symbol of innocence in an 
age of otherwise absolute evil. You were saved. You were the pain of separation, the 
wish of a thousand broken hearts. You were the Kinder. The hope on the horizon to bring 
a new day to dawn beyond the fears of blackest night. You were the tender shoots that the 
ugly black boots of Nazism would surely crush, should you not be transplanted to safer 
ground. You were the heartbeat of the murdered soul of European Jewry. 

 It is indeed an honor for me to be with you here today, sharing the floor with Amy and 
Nicholas, and of course sharing this moment with you. What did I have to do to be here? 
A generation removed with hardly any connections to any of this? I know little about 
what this really means to you.  All I can do is pay homage to the facts of your memory. I 
was {indecipherable word} and I really do not understand. I do not know what is to be 
fully known.  

 I cannot really fully share in either the joy of your reunion or the sorrow of your meeting 
again, as age stems from youth, but I feel as though I have a responsibility for me and 
those of my generation to try. To try to understand just a little of what you went through, 
not just for the sake of memory, but for the sake of future generations and the world we 
shall inherit. But for just a few moments, let me share with you a few of things that I have 
learned and maybe ought to pass on.   

 What I know is that really, you were only babies, the babies of your wise old parents, 
who were half your age now and yet carried the world on their shoulders. They were the 
ones who offered you all these lives and whom you trusted, literally, with your life. But 
now we know, even they did not really know what they were doing. Who would?  
Indeed, who could in some situations? They just did their best. And what more could a 
parent do? They were the ones who feared the worst and yet were courageous enough, or 
maybe frightened enough, to send you away, alone.   

 And as you slept in the dead of night, you never saw them talking, sometimes hushed 
whispers, at other times cursing, torn by the frustration that never, never entered the 
terms of everyday talk because this was no everyday situation. They probably said little 
to you. You probably felt enough. They worried when you were there, and then they 
worried even more when you were not. They wanted to protect you, though their lives 
hurt, knew that maybe they would not, could not. How much does a parent fear? What 
devils must play on their mind to send their very own beloved children away to a foreign 
land? 

 {Indecipherable sentence or two}…boarding trains. And there you were children. Just 
children. Traveling to earn their places, to live with people, having never set foot on their 
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land, not to put their culture on you. It was just a temporary measure, of course. But in 
their heart of hearts they knew that it might be just a goodbye.  Most of you never saw 
them again. That goodbye was the last goodbye.   

 Then they went home and their households silent, all they wanted to do was to hold you, 
sing you to sleep late at night when they should be tucking you in, but you were not there. 
You were not there and they had an agonizing time. 

 And between you lay the borders of our time, borders that separated mothers from 
children, husbands from wives, brothers and sisters, time after time after time. Borders 
which have dogged this century on all sides, where a refugee will pack their bags and 
cross the border between war and peace, between death and life, hate and love. These are 
the borders of injustice, murder, violence.  The border between inhumanity and the right 
to live and to be respected for who you are. A huge reversal, it was. Like millions before 
you and millions who will follow on, you were only children. 

 And so, who says the Kindertransport had nothing to do with the Holocaust?  And who 
says that you were the “lucky ones”? Some luck, to be torn from the ones you love and 
lose everyone that ever meant anything to you. Some luck to be interned as an enemy 
alien.  To be a stranger in a country you never chose to call home.  Some luck to be a 
threat to national security, someone that sent their children halfway around the world to 
god knows where because no one understands you and to be honest, no one really cares. 
Some luck to wave goodbye to your parents and never to see them again. And then, to 
cheer again into war, just to find when you thought your lonely heart was about to go 
home, it was about to break into a thousand pieces and your world fall apart forever.  

 Over the last few years, I’ve talked to some of you. I suppose I’m curious to know how 
what you went through might affect me and how I might understand you.  I’m not Jewish, 
if that’s important, nor do I have a family past to try to conceive or reconcile, but I do 
wish to understand a little bit more about you because I think it matters. From where I 
stand, as I try to teach and try to convey to a contemporary generation the importance of 
confronting the Holocaust, I’ve found quite often that I have had to confer to your 
memories and experience.  This is not just a lesson in history; this really is a lesson from 
history. And I have many questions to ask you because I fear that without asking those 
questions we might never know the answers.   

 Today, much praise is being rightly attributed to those who cared for you. But some of 
those questions might probe beyond that and ask ourselves: did we really do enough? Did 
we really do it right?  For example, I would like to know what does it mean to you, sixty 
years on? How have you managed to pick yourself up and make a life, after the world 
conspired against you? How have you reconciled your past with our future? Is there a 
link with what you went through and the inhumanity that seems to continue to plague the 
human race today? And if so, how do we learn from all of that?  
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 And of the experience itself: what was it like to be torn from family and friends and to be 
grafted into a new environment? How did you fare, for example, being plucked from a 
kosher home and being placed, say, with a vicar who didn’t realize that Jesus kept Kosher 
and that speaks the virtues of Christianity to your unsuspecting soul? Some of you did 
become Christians, of course, and for whom Christian life remains a strong and important 
part of your identity. Some of you, however, dug in your heels and maintained an 
insistence in your Jewish identity.  Others from entirely secular homes found themselves 
with practicing Jews, perhaps for the first time, and learned a new and completely 
different Jewish way of life. And all of this in your formative years when the slate of life 
and the journey ahead was being set. 

 What went through your minds when you returned?  Did you shrug it off as one more bad 
experience among many? What was it like, the strange and unpredictable behavior of 
those who were supposed to look after you? And those who cared for you, did they really 
understand you? Did they lavish you with sympathy or support you with love? These are 
some of the questions, secrets still perhaps not fully told. 

 I have talked to some of you and you’ve told me a few of your experiences. And I know 
that some of you held on and clung to whatever belief you could muster. For example, 
one of you told me “what kept me going was the foolish hope that if I prayed with all my 
heart on Shabbos and if I stood up all day long on Yom Kippur, maybe just maybe I 
would find my parents alive after the war.”   A good deal of inner strength, a 
{indecipherable word} to work, and the desire to be accepted.  “I did not want them to 
pity me,” one of you said to me.  “I wanted them to accept me and to like me so that I 
could regain some of my dignity.” And you cried when you lost, over those stolen years. 
Lost, lost. Actually, it was stolen. And some of you, for that precious gift we talk about it 
like it hardly happened at all. 

 I remember one of you said to me, “I remember from the age of 5 to 9 wandering, lost, 
apparently abandoned, sometimes alone, sometimes I didn’t even know how. And there 
was no real input of any kind, other than, perhaps, an animal instinct what I picked up.” 

 Those of you who were a little older were given treatment that would do only for the 
most determined and hardy adult, and you were only 14 or 15 years old. One of you who 
was orthodox at the time described the grim reality of this: “Being cast as an enemy alien, 
I was sent to the labor exchange as a maid, to a remote village to look after 15-year-old 
Christian evacuees from Edinburgh. Breakfast was bacon, lunch pork and supper 
sausages. Kosher was not in the mainstream dictionary, neither was Shabbos, which was 
a working day like any other. I did not know much English, and nobody knew any 
Germany. I worked and I cried and I worked and then on Sunday, I took them all to 
church.” 

 The identity dilemma was of course not the same for everyone. Some of you found your 
home in the community quickly. Describing your involvement in Jewish communal life, 
one of you explains that, “What remained was a personal involvement, even a pride in 
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our work. Being Jewish. Because until now we’d only been branded, expelled, 
demoralized and killed as Jews.”  

 Some of you, despite those disappointments, are philosophical about what you went 
through, or maybe a little more forgiving than others. One of you says, “Being Jewish for 
me is like an unending voyage that you’re born into.  The past lies behind you, but you 
yourself are responsible for the present and for the future. The heritage is the sun and the 
stars you steer by.” 

 And so what now? Can one believe in the covenant between God and the Jews? Can one 
believe in the power and presence of God? Can one believe in the goodness of human 
kind? Or should we now suspect each other as murderers in waiting, devils in disguise? If 
this has happened to you, could it not happen to anyone at any time anywhere? 

 Sixty years. And so with the passage of time, the hurt is healing. And the fog of 
confusion is lifting, albeit slightly. Now you know why your parents did it, even if they 
maybe didn’t at the time. Now you know that first they gave you life, and then they gave 
you a second chance to live. But buried in the memories of those days of turmoil are 
memories for us all, memories, which though too deep for me to understand, surely do 
some way permeate my understanding of life.  

 So, maybe here is our goal. Between us, that is between you and I, between your 
generation and mine, between your experiences and mine, there lies a divide. It is a 
chasm which is so deep that no one can really ever understand its depths, save for those 
who have been there.  And in this chasm between these lives: a lethal and dangerous 
memory, which challenges all who try to cross it. It dares us to reveal its secrets. It defies 
us to stare into its murky past, lest we see our own reflection there.  

 And we, we who stand so far apart, we must bridge that great divide. We must be the 
ones who dare to defy the past and its ugly memory to traverse from past to present and 
then prepare for our future. And as we build our bridge of memory, we will meet and 
share just a moment of understanding. And our bridge will pass from one generation to 
the next. It will pass the hope and the pain, the longing and the waiting and the 
knowledge that the past is not only behind us, but is always and only before us. Our 
bridge does not ignore the past, but confronts it and provides a way for the future. Our 
bridge is made of memory and dialogue, education and discourse, and its fabric is the 
steely determination to inscribe the lessons of memory into the hearts and minds of future 
generations, if not only for our sake but for theirs too. 

 And so, we look into an unknown an uncertain future. It seems, therefore, that we should 
make an investment, an investment of time into future generations to come. Like it or not, 
they are our best chance. They are the kinder of today whose decisions will one day chart 
the course of history. They may never go through what you did, and of course god forbid 
they ever do, but they need to know about it and that it matters to them, too. They need to 
understand that their decisions may inflict or indeed relieve the suffering of others 
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depending on what they choose to do. They need to understand that they should take 
responsibility. They need to understand that in times of crisis, the victims are never best 
placed to help themselves so that the sooner they begin to help, the better. They need to 
know that whatever the politics of the day, whatever the difficulties of convincing others, 
if at any time or in any place, a potential for persecution exists, it must be stopped 
whatever the cost.  They should know that with their attitudes and those around them—in 
their school, in their town, in their county, in their country—are the bed on which hatred 
can grow.  And so they must cross our bridge and learn to understand it.  

 And among those that cross that bridge of hope, are your children and grandchildren and 
their children’s children, too. Kinder and all kind who grow on the vine of your life, 
somehow they will take it in, somehow they will know and become a part of your 
otherwise forgotten identity. Your children are your bequest and what you do does matter 
for they carry the torch and will light the candle {indecipherable word}. 

 And so, here is our duty. Our duty is to those who never made it out, to those who left 
behind, to those who longed to be with you but never could. And here is our 
responsibility: to learn from each other, to teach each other and demonstrate that we—
those who have suffered or those of us who try to understand how important that is—we 
must ease the suffering of others.  

 And this is our goal: to ensure that generations of children to come are not packed onto 
trains and sent to unknown places because of the hatred of others. And here is our hope: 
you are our hope, because of in spite of everything, sixty years on—and though the 
shadows remain and the fog of memory still clings to the recesses of your soul—we, your 
generation and mine, still have the time to build our all-important bridge of hope.   

[applause] 

Woman: Hello? I love the English language and I have rarely heard it so beautifully used as in 
Stephen’s speech. [applause] He has given an analysis, a wonderfully objective analysis, 
of what was—I hope was—once our problem.  And I think by in a way showing us– 
telling us, impressing on us his need to understand us, he is telling us how important it is 
for us to speak to others like him, and above all our children and grandchildren.  I think it 
is very easy for us to think that because we have lived our lives to this stage—and here 
we are, more or less normal and reasonable human beings—that we have led a normal 
life. And of course we haven’t.   

 I only remember once—and this was quite a long time ago—when my youngest son was 
maybe about 12 or 13, he said to me, “Mom, did you actually ever see Hitler?” Now, we 
lived in Munich and so did Hitler, so I said, “Of course I did. In fact, I saw him walking 
to school, about to cross the road, when this black car swept round the corner, Hitler on 
the near side, me in my dandle and my plaits, looking like a nice little {word in German} 
and he smiled at me.” And Jeremy said to me, “Mom, are you saying that Hitler smiled at 
you?” I said, “Yes.” He said, “Did you smile back?” I said, “Of course not.” And then he 
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thought for a while and he said, “Mom, you could’ve killed him!” [laughter] I was 11 at 
the time.  

 I had thought that perhaps some of the members of the panel might ask each other some 
questions, but I’m not sure that we now have time.  Would you? Would you like? 
Another time. I think it’ll be best, because in fact we are due to break at 4 o’clock, for 
you to have half an hour’s break before the film and what happens before.  I’m going to 
ask Amy to wind up this wonderful afternoon session.  Can I digress totally, utterly and 
absolutely with something quite different? I’m going to anyway, simply because you 
can’t all have said. 

 I have been asked for anyone with an email to pass it on to possibly us to publish in the 
next newsletter because our Israeli friends want to have email contact with all of those of 
us who have email addresses. Please stick it on the yellow sticker on the glass downstairs, 
it’s even better than waiting on the next newsletter. Save us a lot of work anyway. 

 Now, that’s quite out of context, and please, dear Amy, I hope I haven’t put you off. But 
I’m now going to ask Amy Gottlieb to wind up this wonderful session this afternoon. 

[applause] 

Amy: I have been fascinated by the two speakers I heard today and what they have shown, and 
what our discussions have shown, is that one person working can save some. Many 
people working can save many. And how wonderful it was that there were essentially so 
many people trying to help and trying to save. I only hope that we as a community don’t 
have to think of this kind of saving anymore, and yet I hope the organization whose 
records I’m working on, they’re now working for children in the Ukraine, they’re 
working for adults in Ukraine. And some of you, who are professionals, are working on 
the prescriptions that they’re sending in. We have several volunteers of the World Jewish 
Relief—I call them Huntsmen—who are former refugees who have retired and who are 
doing a wonderful job. And I know that when I’m in the States and I meet people, they’re 
doing wonderful jobs to help other people.  

 I think when we think of our friend Nicholas Winton, you can only stand in awe of this 
man. He didn’t tell a fraction of his story. He was extraordinarily brave, extraordinarily 
courageous. And what it shows us is that it doesn’t take many people to get together or to 
work alone to help other people.  

 Our last speaker gave us a lot of philosophy, which we should think of. And in that 
connection, may I ask you: start writing your stories.  If you can’t write on your own—
because many people say “I can’t write my story”—you have kids. If the second-
generation kids are here, ask your parents and work with tapes and write it down. Don’t 
let this story be lost. It’ll be like the stories that we read from the Bible, in a sense, where 
else I hope never will such a story need to be told.  
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 There’s one other thing that I would like you to know. Many of you came up to Liverpool 
Street Station, I’m assuming. In Liverpool Street Station at the end of this year, we are 
putting up a statue of a child with a great big suitcase. And in it– We have permission 
from the railroad company. They’re very happy to have this permanent monument to the 
children; it was then the London Northeastern Railroad.  We are trying to collect articles 
that children brought in at the time.  If any of you have any, the Central British Fund is 
collecting some of those items that can go into the suitcase, which will be transparent so 
that people can see what youngsters brought with them. And if any of you have any items 
to spare– I’ve promised to try to get the timetable from Harwich up to Liverpool Street. I 
hope it works.  

 But I would ask you again to write your stories. And we have another thought going.  
10,000 children came in and there’s one spot where ostensibly most of those names are 
listed. I’m going to try and list those names, of 10,000 children—where they came from, 
how old they were, where they– what nationality they were, the nationality of their 
parents—see if we can build a picture because we say that children came from Germany, 
children came from Austria. You and I know that many were children of Polish parents, 
children born in Germany, some were children of Czech parents, some were children of 
Romanian parents. It would be interesting for us to have as a record the entire picture of 
who these children were. It would be nice also, in writing about those children, to give 
some of their stories. If any of you, different from me, can remember what happened on 
the train, it would be lovely. I am associated with the Central British Fund—I’m one of 
their volunteers—and if ever you write your story, it would be lovely for us to have it.  

 I think I have to wind up by saying I am absolutely thrilled to meet so many of you.  I 
met some of you before, in New York, I met some of you in other places. I might tell you 
that the University of Illinois, when I was talking about the Kindertransports about 18 
years ago, the head of math, Heidi Halberstam and a musicologist—I’m having a senior 
moment, I can’t remember his name—realized they were on the same train on the 27th of 
July, 1939 coming from Prague. Neither knew the other was on campus and they’d both 
been there for at least 15 years. It is wonderful for you to get together and I’m hoping that 
this is not the last.  Thank you very much for coming. 

[applause and housekeeping announcements followed by b-roll] 

Woman: My name is Sunny Brella and this is Bella.  We’ve known each other since we’re 14 
years old. 

Interviewer: Where did you meet? 

Woman: We meet in Grywich Castle in 1939 and we stayed there for 3 years. 

Interviewer: And are you both originally from Berlin? 
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Woman: I am from Kassel.  

Woman: This is such a wonderful gathering.  We waited a long time. 

[cuts, restarts in the middle of another conversation] 

Interviewer: How long did you all live together? 

Woman: Just short of 2 years.  Unfortunately.  It should’ve been longer. 

Interviewer: Why only 2 years? 

Woman: Because my parents’ quota number came up to come to the United States, so we 
immigrated to the states with my brother.  But I have to interject one more thing.  My 
parents were waiting for their quota number in Germany and their parents saw to it that 
they could stay in England. They got some sort of a permit, a guarantee for my parents to 
come to England.  So my parents came to England 3 weeks before the war started, so in 
fact they also saved my parents. That’s a wonderful story.   

Interviewer: Were you sorry to see your sister go? 

Woman: I cried. I didn’t want to go. The bombs were falling. I didn’t want to go.  

Woman: We both cried. A lot. 

Woman: When we met again, in 1968, when Laura came for my parents’ 50th wedding 
anniversary, it was as though we had never been apart.  We spent all night giggling. 

Woman: All night laughing. 

Woman: Like a couple of teenagers! 

Woman: But we did correspond all the time, all through the war and all through the years. We 
married, we had children. 

Interviewer: Do your children all know each other? 

Woman: Yes, we all have children. 

Woman: Our children know each other.  
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Woman: Mine know of them, but don’t know them.  

Woman: My son has been to stay with you. 

Woman: That’s right.  And he and my daughter are very friendly. They’ve met a few times. 

Interviewer: Laura, do you remember the train journey? 

Woman: Almost not at all.  The only thing I remember—we were just discussing it before you 
came—my parents were allowed on the platform and my grandparents.  And my parents 
told us they would see us any time very soon, but my grandparents cried and cried. They 
just knew somehow that they’d never see us again, and in fact they were sent to Terezin 
and eventually my grandfather died there. And my grandmother was sent to Minsk and 
she perished there.  They had a quota number, too, but a much later one and because of 
the war, of course, they never got out. 

Interviewer: Did any of you children go meet Laura at the train station or was it just your parents? 

Woman: Just my parents. 

Interviewer: Were you waiting when they brought her home? 

Woman: She was going to the school dance! 

Woman: I was all dressed in a long pink dress. With a hat. And I was going to the school dance. I 
was 11 years old.  

Woman: That’s what I remember. And I remember your parents meeting me. 

Interviewer: Did you go to the dance or did you stay home? 

Woman: Yes, oh yes! And when I came home from the dance, she was there, Laura was there. 

Woman: And the next day, we went to see Diana Durbin in a movie. It was the first movie I had 
been allowed to see because we weren’t allowed to see movies in Germany anymore 
either.   

Interviewer: Do you know how your parents made the decision to take in a child, or how they heard of 
it? 

Woman: All I know is that my father went to the refugee organization before they were asked to 
go; my father went and asked to have a child.  

https://collections.ushmm.org 
Contact reference@ushmm.org for further information about this collection



99_ROK_B_1_ReunionAfternoonPanel_06_15_99              REUNION AFTERNOON PANEL   page 12 
 

Woman: And also, I think, I’m going to add this.  Only their father was the Jewish religion.   

Interviewer: I was just going to ask if your family was Jewish.  

Woman: Only my father.  

Woman: But you were all Church of England. 

Woman: We were all Church of England. 

Man: We had no Jewish culture left at all.  None whatsoever.  

Interviewer: Did you go to church with them, Laura? 

Woman: No, I didn’t.  And it never came up actually. No, it never came up.  And after my parents 
came, I still stayed with my other family, but after my parents came I used to go there on 
weekends and visit them and my brother and come back. 

Interviewer: So your brother didn’t live with you? 

Woman: No. 

Interviewer: He came out later? 

Woman: He came out at the same time, but he had a very bad experience so as soon as my parents 
came over, they took him.  He had a really bad experience.  

Interviewer: Thank you all very much. It’s so lovely to see these families!  Now tell me again. 

Woman: My name is Laura Gabriel.   

Interviewer: And you currently live in New Jersey 

Woman: In Teaneck, New Jersey, yes. 

Interviewer: I’m Margaret Pallet, but I’m known as Peggy and my maiden name was Benabough. 

Interviewer: And where do you live? 

Woman: I live in Sussex. 
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Interviewer: And your parents’ names were? 

Woman: Benabough. Jack and Esther Benabough.   

Woman: I’m Anne Baldwin and I live in Cheshire. 

Man: I’m Ted Benabough, I live in North London. 

Interviewer: Thank you.  And it is June 15th, 1999. 

Woman: We changed our names when we came to the United States.  Initially, it was Paul and Ilse 
Eichenbrun and we changed it to Oakes, so it was Paul and Ilse Oakes.   

Interviewer: Thank you! 

[cuts out, back to Afternoon panel, mid-speech] 

Woman: I won’t preempt the contents of what they’re saying, but I will prefix my introduction by 
saying to all of you here that while we started with the Chief Rabbi’s speech, with a 
service that included Yiddish, we have speakers who are not Jewish, as you know. And I 
would like here and now to say a very warm welcome to all of you here, sitting down 
now who are not Jewish, who are here with us, who are part of us here today.   

[applause] 

Woman: I am very touched that we ourselves can combine our two backgrounds, our two religions 
if we have any.  I have this in fear and trepidation, but the rabbi’s gone. I’m not very 
good myself.  But I know Susi will want to tell you something about herself. And the 
problem that I think some of you may have had who spent much time with non-Jewish 
families and actually felt that you wanted to identify with your English, non-Jewish hosts. 
And some of you were, at some point, made to feel guilty for that.  

[applause] 

Woman: I would now like to introduce people who don’t really need introduction.  Namely, my 
dear friend Bertha.  And I should perhaps say, here and now, we have worked very hard 
together, as you can imagine, for the last two years and a bit. And being the sort of people 
we are—I don’t know if it’s because we both come from Munich—there have been 
Bavarian fireworks.  [laughter]  But they have always ended in a hug.  I cleared my desk 
on Thursday, didn’t come into the office on Friday. We’d done what we had to do; at 
least I had.  I said to Bertha, “Well, darling, I’ll see you on Monday.” And she looked at 
me and she said, “Give me a hug.” As it was, I stand up and I’ll give you a proper hug! 
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 Here we have Susi Bechover and Bertha. I’m not actually going to tell you anything 
about them because they want to tell you about what happened when they found each 
other.  Susi and Bertha.  

[applause] 

Susi: Both, Bertha and I want to say the first thing. Bertha? 

Bertha: Before I say anything, before we start, I have been approached by Frank Abraham from 
Israel and he says he’s only going to take 2 minutes, literally, to present Susi with 
something that he found: very important archive material pertaining to her family.  So, 
Frank, would you please come up and hand it to Susi before we start? 

Frank: Dear Cousin Susi, you don’t know it yet, but we are related.  All of us are related. The 
story is, very briefly, the following. I am on the editorial committee of the Journal of the 
Association of German and Czech Jews in Israel, the so-called {Mittenesblat}. And the 
Piper publishers in Munich sent me last year in a book; I ordered one and sent you a copy 
of it.  I hope you received it. If you weren’t able to read it, I would be glad to translate it 
for you. I concluded by saying what will probably come out afterwards. I quoted the 
London Times by saying, “He who thinks that he has already read or heard all the stories 
about the Third Reich and the Holocaust hasn’t read the book of Susi.” But.  

 Reading your book brought to mind something else. My maternal family, my mother, 
blessed memory, from Floss, from Weiden, from Nuremberg, from Munich, an old 
Bavarian family by the name of {Wilmestadt}.  And when I looked through the records, I 
found that my late mother had a cousin, who like your late mother, ended wherever she 
ended, by the name of Alice Beswifter.   And I know that Bechover is on your late 
mother’s and her sister’s and her brother’s and your grandparents’  birth certificates, 
places of residence, places of work. It’s all right here.  I’ve made the photocopies and I 
will translate those as well.  And then I did the additional thing.  Jerry Bechover who is, 
as we called it {indecipherable word} in Washington Heights, is now working on the 
draft of the family tree from Filt of the Bechovers going back to 750.  And no less, well, 
mine goes back to 1584, but I don’t want to speak about that. So there is another little 
mosaic stone in your family relations and it’s in the spirit of who said before that we are 
all related that I called {indecipherable word}, you are our sister.  And coming from 
Jerusalem, as I do, I will give you the blessing: [in and out of Hebrew] May the holy one 
bless you out of Zion and may you see and witness the well-being of Jerusalem all the 
days of your life. May there be peace with you and with Israel and the whole world.  

[applause] 

Susi: What can I say?  One of those unrehearsed moments in my life. In our lives. And I’m so 
touched, really, that I’m here today.  Can you hear me? [Yes!] Good.  I have this great 
privilege to be here today.  I have to be honest.  I didn’t want to come. But what a good 

https://collections.ushmm.org 
Contact reference@ushmm.org for further information about this collection



99_ROK_B_1_ReunionAfternoonPanel_06_15_99              REUNION AFTERNOON PANEL   page 15 
 

thing I did come. And to here him just a moment ago say we are who we are. And I’m 
very proud of who I am. It’s a wonderful opportunity for me to say thank you. Thank you 
to Bertha because she has such a big, big heart. 

[applause]  

Susi: Without Bertha, I really would not be here today. And we actually want to tell you the 
story, don’t we, Bertha? We haven’t got much time. I’m not going to tell you the story 
because you’re actually going to see a film. I made that film because of what happened as 
far as Bertha was concerned in 1988. She started the ball rolling.  

 As you know, there was a reunion in 1989 and because Bertha had this big heart, she had 
this big vision—she still has this large vision—organized something in 1988. She and I 
met. Our paths crossed. And because of that, I found out who I was.  

 I made a film with the BBC, Sally George, a very talented documentary producer made 
this film, which you’re going to see. But I actually want to say that when we made that 
film, it was a very, very painful time for me and I’d like to be able to talk to you after 
you’ve seen the film because 10 years have passed and so many things have changed, in 
small ways, and some in big ways.  And today is a very, very momentous time for me. So 
thank you all for being here.  

[applause] 

Bertha: Hello dear Kinder friends. I just want to tell you, as you well know yourselves, many of 
you, that not all the stories are positive pertaining to our arrival, our distribution among 
the people.  And I’m afraid Susi’s was one of the most negative happenings. It should 
never have happened that two babies on their 3rd birthday were handed over immediately 
without going through any children’s homes, any hostels, any preliminaries. They were 
handed over immediately to most unsuitable couple imaginable. And that is one of the 
minuses. It has to be stressed because when we hear about the wonderful things that the 
Refugee Committee did, they admitted themselves there were certain things which were 
not so perfect. They worked very hard under great stress. They had a lot of work, 
unimaginable things. But I think that, as far as I know, Susi, who came with her twin 
sister on their 3rd birthday from Munich—which touched me very much—and were 
handed over without monitoring afterwards, I think that was one of the most negative 
aspects of the Refugee Kindertransport.   

 There were many nights I have cried. I have never come to terms. I’m the angry one. I’m 
more angry than Susi that this story should have happened.  And I’ll never, ever forget it. 
It moved me and has never stopped touching me. And I would have liked to think things 
would have been different, but Susi being who she is, she has become a very valuable and 
valiant person in spite of it all.  But it still shouldn’t have happened. Thank you.  
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[applause] 

Susi: Bertha, I don’t know if you want to have a dialogue with me just briefly as to how we 
actually met?  Yes?  Bertha, do you remember– You actually went on Woman’s Hour, 
didn’t you? 

Bertha: Yes, to find people like you because I had realized by that time that a lot of us Jewish 
children had been placed with wonderful non-Jewish people.  It was the luck of the draw 
to whom we came. And sadly, not enough Jewish people did come forward to take us into 
their homes.  It was a big– Today we say it’s a{indecipherable word}. We had to be 
placed and this is how it happened that several of us, many of us, came into Christian 
homes. I being an older child of 15, I knew who I was, I had an identity that I came over 
to England with, but little babies did not have a background that they could hang onto. 
And this is the story that happened.  I was on Woman’s Hour because I realized and I 
wanted to find, for the forthcoming 50th anniversary, these children who’d got lost to us. 
And Susi was the first one who replied.  I’ve still got her letters.  And what happened, 
Susi? 

Susi: Well, I remember at that time, I didn’t know who I was and I was desperate to find out 
who I was. I was in my early 50’s and I thought if I don’t find out who I am now, I’ll 
never find out. And Bertha said she’d come from Munich and that was all I knew.  I’d 
come from Munich at the orphanage that disappeared three weeks after. I had a twin 
sister, by the way, who came with me. And I thought, I’m going to write to Bertha 
because she came from Munich and maybe there was some connection. And there was 
more than that.  

Bertha: I went to Israel on my usual holiday to see my family. And my sister Inge got the same 
slot on Israel radio.  And I asked Susi beforehand– I did tell her that if we mentioned her 
mother’s name, which by then we had found out was the name Bechover, if we broadcast 
that name, there would be consequences. And consequences there were. A family came 
forward who were visiting from America in Israel. And because of that, it set the whole 
ball rolling. It transpired that Susi’s mother was one of 13 siblings from a very orthodox 
family and she has a cousin, a big family, and she then had an aunt living in America. So 
that’s how the story evolved. And I once said to her—do you remember what I said to 
you?—“I’m very sorry, Susi, I’ve turned your life upside down.” And she said, “I’m glad 
you did.” And it mustn’t be for gotten that her beloved husband, who is with us today, 
has been a very great help in standing by her all the time because she has had very great 
conflict in her soul, finding out who she was. And it must’ve been a most difficult time 
for you, Susi, for years.   

Susi: Indeed that’s true. And maybe we’ll talk about that a little bit more once you’ve seen the 
film.  Thank you.   

[applause, cut for film] 
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Susi: While you were watching the film, I decided to go and have a look at the wonderful new 
information that has come my way today.  I decided to go and have a look at the new 
information that I’ve received today from Mr. Frankel and I realized there’s a lot there, 
but I haven’t actually got your address, so perhaps you’ll let me have it sometime?  
Thank you. 

[END OF TAPE] 
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