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[begins mid-sentence] 

Woman: –we were all going to go on Aliyah.  The War ended and I received a Red Cross letter 
from my mother.  Funnily enough, I always felt I’d see my mother again. I don’t know 
why or how. I never thought I’d see my father again and I didn’t. But I always felt I’d see 
my mother again, so obviously I started the ball rolling to get her over to England.  

 We met at the station. And I’d been used to looking up at my mother and now I had to 
look down on her.  My mother thought she had a little 11-year-old girl whom she could 
tell what to do. She had a 17-year-old teenager who was very obstreperous. So, of course, 
there was love, but there was also plenty of friction. And it wasn’t until I became a 
mother myself that we entered on the lovely, lovely relationship that we had until she 
died.  

 So my mother was in England and I wanted to go to Israel.  It wasn’t Israel then, it was 
Palestine.  1948 came the War and I wanted to go and do my bit.  And my mother said 
{phrase in German}. And of course, I had to stay and it took me a year to convince her. 
And then after that year, I ended up in Kibbutz Lavi, where I am to this very day.  And 
my mother stayed in England because she always felt I’m a Kinder and {phrase in 
German}. She had this idea in her head until my girls’ got married, and then she realized 
that we’re founding a big family in Lavi.   

 I started with the grandchildren, I’ll finish with the grandchildren.  I was sitting one day, 
moaning about Israel as a lot of us do: about the heat and about the terrible drivers and 
about the meshugenah politicians.  There’s plenty to moan about about Israel.  Again, one 
my grandsons said to me, “So why did you come? Why didn’t you stay in England?”  So 
I said, “Look, Zoha, do you love me?” He says, “Of course I do!” I said, “Do you love 
me because I’m beautiful or because I’m your grandmother?”  He didn’t quite know what 
to say.  And in the end he came out with, “Well, you’re mine.”  I said, “Exactly. Israel is 
mine. Israel is ours. And that’s why I’m in Israel.” Thank you.  

[applause] 
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Kurt: I would like to introduce my fellow American who will talk to us next.  Anne Fox is one 
of our chapter leaders. We have about 10 chapters in the United States, throughout the 
United States, with a leader of each one.  Anne Fox is a co-leader of our chapter in the 
Philadelphia area, who has, I think, a very unique experience to discuss with you.  So, 
Anne, may I ask you to come up please? 

[applause] 

Kurt: She and her friend Eva just published a book about the 10,000 children.   

Anne: Thank you, Kurt for the publicity as well.  Yeah, I came to America under very different 
circumstances. You see, I’m a GI bride.  I married an American.  Now, my future 
mother-in-law at the time didn’t quite believe that her son would marry a Jewish girl.  
She sent a telegram: “Stop everything. Stop the wedding.” But she was too late.  We had 
married and it was a civil ceremony and it wasn’t until I got to America that we had a 
religious ceremony.  We’ve been married 53 years, we have 2 children and 4 
granddaughters, no grandsons. 

 I came as a Kind from Berlin. I was 12 years old. We had just experienced Kristallnacht, 
which was a very scary experience. My brother had gone to England before me. He came 
on a student visa and sent a telegram to my parents: “Send her out immediately.” He 
found a family for me in London, a Jewish family, who took me in. I stayed with them 
until the war broke out. My parents stayed behind. My father had lost an arm in the First 
World War and he was not eligible for immigration. Nobody wanted a cripple. My 
mother could’ve gotten out, but she would not leave him. So there we were, my brother 
and I, in England. He was 9 years older than I was. He was apprentice to a textile firm, 
which he didn’t care for very much.  I think he made a pound a week.  He lived in a 
rooming house with other young men, and I was glad at least to have one member of my 
family in England.  

 When I was evacuated, on the day that war broke out, from a school here in London, I 
went to the Midlands and I stayed with some very wonderful farmers after I had been 
through three other families who were very kind to me. I didn’t know any Jewish people 
around there and they knew that I was different. I didn’t go to church on Sundays. I could 
sit up on the haystack and watch everybody go and I was the envy of the whole village, 
which consisted of 100 people.   

 Although I liked being with a family, I always felt a lack of my Jewishness.  And I tried 
to do the things that I felt my parents would be doing in Germany, where I assumed they 
were. I lit candles and I lit Hanukkah candles and I fasted on Passover. And I tried to 
have a sort of union with them in that way. 

 The people, as I said, were very kind and sympathetic, but I didn’t get much of an 
education. We had a one-room schoolhouse and the children all went there. After I was 
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14, I couldn’t learn anything anymore. They gave me books and said, “You can look up 
the answers in the back.” Or they told me to teach some of the younger children. And that 
was okay. But my brother, who had joined the British Army, called the Pioneer Corps at 
the time, found this not sensible for me. He wanted me to have an education. He knew 
my parents would have wanted me to have a better education. He went to the Jewish 
service at Bloomsbury House at the time, and said, “Please see that my sister gets into a 
decent school.” And they sent me to {Banscold} School, which you may have heard of.  
It was at the time evacuated to {indecipherable word}.  I was able to take my school 
certificate there.  Most of us were refugee children in the school. There were about 120 
children. Our schoolmistress was headmistress, had studied in America and became 
enamored of Quakerism and she ran the school on those lines.   

 So when I sat for my school certificate, I was able to leave school and I went to live in 
Cardiff.  Now, why Cardiff, Wales? Because my brother had met a girl from Cardiff and 
they had gotten engaged and they had gotten married. As he was still in the army—he 
was in the Royal Artillery afterwards—and he was in Ireland taking care of German 
prisoners of war. But he only came home periodically.  And he said that it was best if I 
went to live with his wife. It didn’t work out at all. I just hated it. I don’t think she was 
too happy to take care of a teenager.  

 After trying several professions that I thought I might want to do, I ended up working in 
the Cardiff Public Library, and that’s where I met my husband. Now, you must realize 
that not many GIs came into the Library, so as soon as somebody showed his face, I 
would run and greet them. My husband came in and he said, “Do you have books by 
Custer?” And I looked at him and I said, “Do you want them in German or in English?” 
He said either way. He didn’t know much German, but he was bragging.  He said, “Either 
way.” I took him behind the stacks and that’s where we stayed.  We talked and talked and 
we found that we had a lot of things in common. And he– It took three months and we 
were engaged. And that’s when the letter came from his mother saying that we should not 
get married because she was very much afraid that I was not Jewish and I was not 
acceptable to his family. 

 Well, we convinced her that everything was all right and it was a Jewish girl that he was 
going to marry, or had married by that time. After the War, we celebrated V.E. day 
together and V.J. day together. Unfortunately, I did not get any notice from my parents. 
And later on, the Red Cross established that they had both perished. They were in 
Theresienstadt.  My father had died there and my mother was taken from Theresienstadt 
to Auschwitz and I don’t think she was there more than a day or so. She was gassed.  

 Once I knew that there was no hope of being reunited with my family, I had a wish to 
leave England. I felt there was nothing for me. The library job– Although I had taken the 
library certificates through correspondence courses because there were no courses given 
at the university at that time– I liked being a librarian, but I only got 2 pounds a week and 
it wasn’t very much to live on. So I figured that I really should get out of England. [END 
OF FILE] 
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