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[opens with choral singing and b-roll of picnic] 

Woman: –It just hit Jill, this realization of the Jewish background being very important.  Would 
there be any objection if I mentioned this point, because I have a parent from each.  

Interviewer: It’s not atypical. 

Woman: Yeah, I know, but 10 years ago, Christianity wasn’t mentioned.  

[indecipherable] 

Interviewer: Now it’s more open, right? 

Woman: Yeah, but last time we were made to feel– It wasn’t a very decent subject. It was all 
orthodox Jewish, which is fine. I have no objection to orthodox Jews, but it just struck 
me. Are you recording? 

Interviewer: I’m just trying to set it up now. So, why don’t we start?  Introduce yourself and we’ll take 
it from there.  

Woman: Right. Eve Gladdish. I was born in Vienna and I came to England on the Kindertransport 
in December 1938 when I was 13.  To start with, I was with a family who basically 
wanted either a child to adopt eventually or a mother’s help. At 13, I was neither a child 
to adopt nor really old enough to work.  So I was handed over to three old ladies who 
lived in a house in Bath, a very interesting house because in Bath property is very 
expensive and therefore the houses are built with one, or possibly two rooms, on each of 
perhaps five floors.  And I spent my next two weeks or so at the very top of this very cold 
house in Bath, in the company of one sister who was deaf and dumb. Of course, I didn’t 
speak any language anyway, never mind doing any deaf or dumb language. This was 
quite a peculiar detachment, really, to live in England, but what they had promised to do 
was to sponsor a child at a boarding school run by an Anglican convent for one year. But 
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as it was still holiday time, I couldn’t go to the school, so this is why I ended up staying 
with them.  

Interviewer: Why couldn’t you go to the school? 

Woman: Because it was still school holidays. I arrived on the 18th of December and somewhere 
around the New Year moved to these ladies. School didn’t start until middle of January. 
So I spent roughly two weeks with each household. 

 To go back to the first household, they had a teenage boy and a slightly older sister who 
was married. And the real introduction to life in England was a plate of ham salad. I was 
offered some mustard. I didn’t realize the English mustard was totally different to 
continental mustard, but they thought it was hilarious because I burned my mouth. They 
didn’t realize why I did it. They didn’t understand—being very English—about 
continental mustard. And then of course after Christmas–  

[camera cuts out and restarts] 

Interviewer: If you could just tell us about your childhood.  You said you grew up in Vienna? 

Woman: I grew up in Vienna, yes, in a very musical household. To this day, music is my great 
passion in life, next to dance. I’m the child of a Jewish father 14 years older than my 
Lutheran mother, who was German. He was Austrian of Hungarian origin. 

 My very first memory I suppose was a visit to Berlin when I was about 4. I was 
introduced to two sisters, one of which was my mother, very busy, catching up with 
several years of news, so I was getting up to all sorts of things I shouldn’t have been 
doing because I was left on my own. I very nearly killed myself climbing up to the 
kitchen cabinet [laughs], but I also saw my very first Punch and Judy show.  They lost 
me, they were so busy talking, and I saw this Punch and Judy show, which was much 
more interesting.  

Interviewer: This was in Berlin? 

Woman: In Berlin. I also came across my first escalator in a big store in Berlin. Again, they were 
standing and carrying on and I was watching this escalator, so I wanted to go upstairs and 
tried to get on the down escalator, not being very intelligent. 

 Anyway, that visit seems roughly my first memory, apart from my orthodox Jewish 
grandfather, in whose flat we lived, and whom I had to visit occasionally, I don’t know 
how often, but they lived at the other end of the flat. I was absolutely petrified of my 
grandpa because he had a big beard and was just– 

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



99_ROK_A_8_ReunionPicnic_06_17_99                        REUNION PICNIC   page 3 
 

 Now, he died somewhere around age of 4 or 5, I was. And my mother had to join the 
Jewish religion to marry my father, in order not to cause too many problems—for which 
reason, of course, I was also called Jewish. I don’t know how it was arranged between 
my parents, but my mother re-entered the Lutheran church and I was christened.   

Interviewer: Where did you go to school? 

Woman: Oh yes, I went to school. At 6. In the continent, in those days, school started at 6. That 
was primary school and we stayed there until we were 10.  

Man: And you learned to skate? 

Woman: Yeah, of course I learned to skate.  

[Man asking indecipherable question.] 

Woman: In Austria, it was very common.  But skiing I missed out on because I used to get the flu 
three or four times every winter. Every time anybody went skiing that we knew, I was in 
bed. So I didn’t learn to ski, which I didn’t like because I love the snow.  

 Anyway, school went on quite uneventfully until I was 10, when I was transferred into a 
school called [Schwartzweiterchule]. 

Woman: Do you know it? 

Interviewer: It was mentioned in one of the talks yesterday.  

Woman: It was a private Jewish school and Dr. Schwartzweite founded it.  He was, in fact, an 
innovator in education.  

Interviewer: Did Anna Freud go there at any point? 

Woman: I have no memory of that school, apart from the fact that there was a wonderful art room 
with three walls of glass and the physics laboratory with the same type of thing, which in 
those days was quite wonderful. 

[They have some conversation about rearranging the interview] 

Woman: Anyway, we were at [Schwartzweiterchule]. It was my first introduction to gym and 
playing ball.  I don’t know what it is in English, but it was [indecipherable German 
word].  So apart from that, I had an extremely good and interesting education.  
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[They rearrange the camera and subject] 

Interviewer: You were talking about sports. 

Woman: Yes, sports. I left out a part. Of course, one of the things they taught was how to play the 
guitar. I’d have loved to learn the guitar because I had piano lessons that I didn’t much 
care for, especially because my father was a perfectionist—being a musician himself—
and I think he wanted his daughter to learn a classical instrument and I wanted to play the 
guitar for the simple reason that you can accompany singing. But anyway, I didn’t do 
that.  

 Around when I was 13, March 1938, we were taken over by Hitler, which I didn’t 
understand at all. My parents did actually get me out of bed to hear the farewell of the 
Austrian prime minister, who after the speech was going straight to the airport to go to 
Czechoslovakia I believe. The next thing we heard was the Haydn version of the Austrian 
National Anthem played very quietly and very movingly. And then there was silence for 
quite some time and then Goering came on the radio—because it was radio, not 
television.   

 And don’t remember very much about that time because personally we did not suffer. I 
was tall, fair, blue-eyed: Hitler’s absolute perfect German child. Nobody ever thought I 
was Jewish, although of course we lived in the Jewish district in Vienna. The only great 
change was that I had to change school. I don’t know whether I had to change school so 
much as my parents thought it was safer that I went to an Aryan school until they could 
make some sort of arrangement for me. I don’t know any of this as fact, because I can 
only look at it with hindsight and guess.  

 I also remember some visits to the Swedish embassy, because the Swedes were trying to 
evacuate Jewish-origin children. I was given a bible. And then my name was also put 
down with the Quakers to come to England. I assumed that they were just going to say, 
“Okay, the first ones to come along. Our child is going.”  

 The other thing of stress at that time was very unusual because my parents were a very 
loving couple, not a demonstrative couple, but we were three people who belonged 
together. And my mother cried once or twice and I heard a lot of serious talking, which I 
didn’t understand, but I gathered afterwards that her family in Berlin were trying to 
persuade her to come to Berlin with her daughter—I was an only child because she nearly 
died when I was born and she had no other children. I think this must have upset her. If 
she had followed this request of theirs, I would have automatically become wholly Aryan 
instead of a mischling and she would also not have been tainted by her Jewish husband. 
But not unnaturally, she just wouldn’t contemplate going to Berlin and leaving him, 
whom she loved very dearly, and depriving her child of a father.  
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 So she stayed in Vienna, I stayed in Vienna and we simply lived with the possibility that 
he might one day be carried off as some of their friends had been. One particular friend 
was apparently taken to a gymnasium and made to climb up and down– What do you call 
those things against the wall? Anyway, he was made to climb up and down this ladder 
thing on the wall and every time he dropped because his heart was not exactly the best. 
They threw water over him and made him start again, until the last time he dropped and 
that was it. There were one or two of these rumor that I took in. I was a very dreamy child 
and I didn’t take in a lot of what was going on, but I could share their—although I didn’t 
know why they were so apprehensive—but I could share the emotion of it.  

 Other than that, life went on fairly normally. We had visitors from abroad. We had music. 
We simply did what we always had done, for just a few months because in March Hitler 
came along and in December I left Austria. 

 The only warning that something was about to change was the fact that my half-sister 
paid a visit from Czechoslovakia. It was probably only the second time I’d seen her. The 
first time was when I lost my first tooth, because she tied a piece of cotton to it and tied it 
to the door handle because the wretched thing wouldn’t fall out.  And she gave me a 
blow-up Mickey Mouse that didn’t blow up because someone had punched it. [laughs] 

 Anyway, I didn’t know really why Lotte had come. I was in bed, presumably with flu. 

Interviewer: Was she much older than you? 

Woman: She was 20 years older. She was my father’s first wife’s daughter. He had married the 
daughter of a very wealthy man, who was a society beauty, at the request of his father.  
The marriage just did not work out. She was a flirt. She was just not the sort of person 
who should have married my father. But she did produce a daughter, whom she didn’t 
look after because she was not a maternal woman. But there was always that memory that 
I had a half sister and I wished she lived with us. I didn’t realize being twenty years older 
that we wouldn’t have too much life together.  

 But that was about it. And very suddenly we got my godmother and her family and 
various remote cousins—my father was also an only child, so it was a very small 
family—they all arrived.  They all threw their arms around me and kissed me, which had 
never happened before. 

 We had Christmas, because of my mother we always had Christmas: big tree, candles, 
presents, the lot.  And that year, I didn’t realize that it wasn’t the 24th of December when 
we had that tree. I always found it very strange because after the tree had been dressed, I 
was taken to the other end of the flat and told stories until, in the dark, I was lead to the 
room where this big tree had been lit with candles and with a present under it. In the 
wealthier days, the staff had been given presents. And after the tree, which had seemed to 
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stay up forever usually, my mother asked me to help her dismantle it, which I found 
extremely painful. 

 I couldn’t understand. The Christmas tree was something that happened and was 
beautiful, to be stood in awe of and admire and enjoy and to handle. The oranges and the 
apples and the sort of things one used to put on trees in those days. And the candles came 
off. And last of all the star came off. I just did not understand why this was happening.  

Interviewer: It was before Christmas. 

Woman: Yeah. And in one day, suddenly. All this I didn’t quite understand. Also, my mother 
made me a new dress and a new coat. My sister Lotte supplied—she had a hat shop and 
made hats—she supplied a hat to match the new coat and a muff was made to match the 
new coat. I thought, “Gracious me!” By that time, we weren’t very well off and it was a 
treat to get a new dress, never mind a new outfit. I didn’t understand why it was being 
done. Of course, I did later. Then I was dressed in it and a case was carried and I found 
myself at the station.  

 I suppose my parents must at some point have tried to explain to me what was happening, 
or was going to happen to me, but I do not remember that. I do remember the station very 
well because– I don’t remember my father being there, but in an early diary I found I had 
written that my father carried my little case, so he must’ve been at the station. But I do 
remember my mother standing back amongst other mothers, looking very isolated. I 
didn’t realize why. I had once been sent to a convalescent sanatorium because I had lung 
problems and the second time for a holiday. Whether this was perhaps all in preparation 
of getting used to being with other children, which I’d never been apart from school 
hours, I have no idea. 

 But anyway, there I was on the train. My mother was standing a little way off. They were 
all told to back off. Then it was announced that the train was delayed for two hours, so 
the parents were allowed up to the train again. And there was this little woman standing 
next to my mother and she said, “Look after Dolly! Look after Dolly!” There was a little 
girl standing next to me, I was told. I hadn’t paid any attention because I was 
concentrating on my mother and wondering– I was very homesick when I was at the 
sanatorium and on the holiday. I missed her badly because we were a very close family. 
And my mother, in the end, said, “Mrs. Whatever says could you look after Dolly?” I was 
a big girl, Dolly was a little girl. Then all of a sudden whoosh!  And off went the train. 
Bye-bye.  We didn’t have a chance to do any more than [blows a kiss]. And that was that.  

 That started the journey, which was very famous, I think, for most Kinder. I cannot 
remember the exact route, but we stopped at Nuremberg and we were all very, very 
thirsty because in those days we didn’t get food and drink on the train. We weren’t 
hungry, because we were all allowed, apart from the little case, a bag of food. At 
Nuremberg, ladies got on the train with cups of tea with milk in it. Austrian children had 
it with lemon and sugar. Someone had the bright idea that they felt very grubby and I felt 
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very grubby. So the tea was, I’m afraid, used to clean our faces and hands, not drunk. We 
had a sip just to quench thirst, but that’s what it was used for.  

 Then we went onwards until we got to the Hook of Holland. Now, I’m told that some of 
the Kinder on that particular train, which was, I believe, the second one out of Vienna—
this I’ve read from other Kinder’s memories. The first one was on the 2nd of December, 
the second one from Vienna on the 18th. And I read that we actually got taken off the 
train and taken into Amsterdam to be fed and watered. Now, this I don’t remember. I 
don’t remember being taken off that train until we got to the Hook of Holland. We ate our 
own food and then at the Hook– Oh, yes.  

 Before I go onto the boat. The one thing, in Vienna, as that train pulled out it was just 
fractionally past midnight and being a sentimental teenager, the song {Vin Vin 
Neudeureline} went through my mind.  

Interviewer: How dose the song go? 

Woman: Well, it’s “Vienna, Vienna, Only You,” because I was very attached to Vienna, being my 
place of birth. That song went through my mind. It was a sort of sentimental reaction and 
that was that.  

 Then we did something that I’d never done in my life before: we got off the train and 
were taken onto the ship, or the ferry or whatever it was. Again, in the dark of night, 
same as the train left. This was somehow quite an impression because I’d never been 
allowed out late.  

 On the journey, we were very mixed. There were quite a lot of boys whom I’d never 
come across really, basically. They were smoking and they were trying to get up on the 
luggage rack to have a sleep and they were told off and they got us into trouble. It was 
not a happy journey. I wasn’t unhappy, but it was just a peculiar journey. Unusual.  

 So, on the ship, as I’d been asked to look after Dolly, I grabbed Dolly and we were 
allocated a cabin just the two of us. And of course we were very tired because we hadn’t 
slept on that train. Any sleeping was done by the boys on the luggage rack.  You 
wouldn’t know that, but they used to be made of netting, and it used to give under the 
weight, so it was quite comfortable to sleep on, I should think! 

 Anyway, we had a top and bottom bunk. And being inquisitive, there was a notice by the 
door and I automatically went to read it. Of course, it was in Dutch. It was not in German. 
I guessed at what it said—some Dutch is a little like German—and it said something 
about storm doors; if there was an alarm, to let the storm doors down and it told you how 
to do it. I’d just got into bed and settled when what I took to be the alarm went. Dolly was 
asleep by then. No, we were not in bunks. We had bed sort of things.  
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 Anyway, so I let the door down, sank into my bunk and that was the last I knew about 
anything for a long time, until somebody bang bang banged on the door and I couldn’t 
open the door. I could see through a little window and the lady said how to undo it.  And 
“Come on!” So we very hurriedly picked up our cases again—we hadn’t undressed 
because we didn’t know what was happening—and found all the other children already 
disembarking, having these labels tied around them and having had breakfast. I used to 
love food.  

 So there we were. Came off the train and were loaded onto a coach to go to Dovercourt, 
which no doubt you’ve heard of from other Kinder, which was a holiday camp with 
wooden huts and this was the 20th of December.  

 Anyway, we were disembarked off this coach at Dovercourt. We were allocated to huts. 
The hut I went into, I seem to think it had four beds and the other three had cases on them 
so I grabbed the fourth one. Then I became conscious of people going past the door of the 
hut. Not having too much intelligence, I thought, I better go and join these because it’s 
too cold in here. So I joined them, which was just as well because there was food at the 
other end in the hall.  

 First experience of queuing at a long table and being handed food and having to find 
somewhere to sit and all of this. Everything very new. And, strangely enough, being 
brought up to just take things for granted, it didn’t bother me. The food was strange, of 
course, but I just– 

[interrupted to say goodbye to another Kinder, then interview ends abruptly] 

[END FILE]  
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