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People 
 
Our network continues to grow.   
 
Chanan Rozen (Rozenzweig) who is the Chairman of the Israeli Society of Friends of the 
Czech Republic, recently was given the Gratias Agit Award by the Czech government.  A 
transcript of the report by Czech Radio appeared on the web and is attached.  His late 
brother was Shlomo Rozen, a Minister in the Israeli government.  They are cousins of 
Leah Weber. 
 
We have made contact with M Sigi Toman in Vevey, Switzerland, which revived my 
schoolboy French as well as encouraging him to provide some information about his 
family history. He says that he will publish a book with his life story next year – I hope we 
will see it before then! 
 
We have interviewed Kitty Liebreich (née Kätte Borger).  She was born in Ostrava where 
her father had a jewellers shop in the main square and her grandfather ran the famous 
Stary Borger’s clothing store.  She and her family escaped from Ostrava to the UK in 
March 1939 but returned after the war.  Her parents remained there for the rest of their 
lives, although Kätte emigrated to Israel and thence back to England. 
 
Libuse Salomonovicova sent me a copy of the memories of Artur Radvansky, written in 
Czech, which Jan Bettelheim has kindly translated for us and a copy is attached to this 
newsletter. 
 
June Macleod contacted Ing Klenovsky in Brno seeking information about her family.  He 
put her in touch with Libuse who. Though our network, was able to put her in touch with 
her second cousin, George Roden.  So another family re-united with our help! 
 
Maria Shine Stewart (née Chimowicz) contacted us, researching her family history (Lodz 
ghetto, Dresden etc) and we were able to put her in contact with Michal Salomonovic as 
she requested, though Radan who acts as our interpreter. 
 
We now have over 50 Ostravaks on our circulation list:
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Hanna  Adar Kraus family 

George and Ursula ADER  

Guido and Berenice Alis  

Tom Auber Auerbach 

Yehuda Bakon  

Tanya & Neil Bintcliffe 
Smulovic 
family 

Peter Briess  

Victoria Bursa  

Zuzana  Caplova  

Mihal Efrat  

Peter Erban 
Eisenberg 
family 

Andrew H Federer  

Otto and Kate Fischl  

Bertie Goldberg  

Alice Goldenfeld  (nee 
Alisova) 

John and Irene Gould Löw family 

Katya  Gould Löw family 

Hilda Hahn  

Philip  Heitlinger  

Michael Hirschberger  

(ing.arch Bertold 

and) Hana Hornung 
 

Otto and Kate Hornung  

Vera Idan  

Hana Muzika KAHN  

Bob & Bernice Kingsley  

Carol & John Lewis  

Kitty Liebreich Née Borger 

Alena and Pavel Loew  

June Macleod 

Family 
Rosenstayn, 
Reicher 

 

Evelyn McGilloway 
Rix, Lufschitz 
family 

Miriam Friedmann Morris  

Zipora Nir  

Hana (and Brian) Connors 
Oppenheim 
(family 

Leah Patak 
 

Annette Percy  

Ruth Portnoy Family 
Forscher 

Lucas Pribyl  

Robert and Anne REICHMANN  

George and June Roden Rosenstayn 

Frances Root  

Eva  Ross  

Chanan Rozen Rozenzweig 

Susan  Saady 
Schrotter 
family 

Radan and Katerina Salamonovic  

Josef&Elisabeth Salomonovic  

Michal & Libuse Salomonovic  

Pavel  Seifter  

 

Hanus  Snabl,  

Eric and Margaret Strach  

Lydia  Tischler Folkart family 

Sigi Toman  

George Tyrell  

Leah Weber Née OST 

Daniel Wechsberg  

Judy Weleminski  

Leo and Sue Wiener  
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Our Ostrava Team 
 
Our Ostrava team has recently been strengthened by the addition of Peter Hurst, who is 
now very active in transcribing and summarising some of the videos of interviews we 
have already carried out.  He is also helping us research further the 1939-1942 period in 
Ostrava, when the synagogues had been destroyed but the scrolls had not yet been sent 
to Prague. 
 
 
Torah Mantle 
 
In the last newsletter we mentioned a photograph of a torah mantle that we had received 
from the Jewish Museum in Prague: 
 

 
 

It was donated by Yehudith Weber in honour of her husband’s 70th birthday in 1935.  Our 
indefatigable Libuse confirms: 
“It was Judith (Jeti) Weber, her husband was Samuel Weber, born 28.2.1865 and died 29.8.1935 
in Ostrava.  His son Wolf (Vilem) married Ilse Weber, the poetess”   

Ilse perished in Auschwitz but her son, Hanus, came to the UK on a Kindertransport with 
Bob Kingsley.  Some of Ilse’s poems survived from Terezin and were published much 
later by Hanus.  They are incredibly moving: 
 

Letter to My Son  
 
My dear son, three years have passed today, 
alone you left for a world so far away. 
I can see you at the station there in Prague, 
tearfully, bidding us goodbye.
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You lean your brown and curly head to me 
and beg: “ It is with you I want to be!” 
To say farewell was hard for you to take - 
you were so little, frail and only eight 
and when we had to walk home without you, 
I felt my heart would break in two. 
I’ve cried so much and wished that we were near, 
still I’m happy that you are not here. 

 
 

 
More Ostravaks and more information needed. 
 
Do you know any other Ostravaks or their families whom we have not yet spoken to spoken to?  .If 
so, please let us know.   
 
If you have any photographs, documents or other records that can be copied please let us 
know.  We can copy them carefully and return the originals to you (or you could let us have 
copies) which we can pass on to Libuše.  She, in turn, will be able to fill in gaps in your knowledge.  
We are always looking for more information and detail to help make our story more complete. 
 
 
Please send your names, suggestions, comments etc to: 
 

Monica Popper,  
Ranelagh Cottage,  
7 Ailsa Road,  
TWICKENHAM,  
Middx.,  
TW1 1QJ.   
UK 
Telephone  00 44 (0)20 8891 3508.  email address: monsonn@talktalk.net  

 
Or to me,  
 
David Lawson 
Telephone 00 44 (0)20 8390 8142 
Email: lawsonassoc@tiscali.co.uk 
 
 
We wish you all a very Happy, Healthy and Peaceful New Year

mailto:monsonn@talktalk.net
mailto:lawsonassoc@tiscali.co.uk
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26.06.2007] - Current Affairs - Ian Willoughby 

Ostrava-born Israeli man thanked for life-long dedication to furthering mutual relations 
Chanan Rozen, who is in his late 80s, was the oldest person honoured last week at the Czech Foreign Ministry's annual Gratias Agit awards 
for promoting the good name of the Czech Republic around the world. For sixty years, Mr Rozen has been working to further relations 
between his native Czechoslovakia and Israel, where he has lived almost all his life.  

Chanan Rozen, photo: Martina Stejskalova 

Chanan Rozen, born Valtr Rosenzweig in 1918, recalled his dramatic journey from Czechoslovakia to Israel two 

decades later.  

"I was born here, in Ostrava. For the first 20 years of my life I lived in Ostrava, and only Ostrava - there was no 

money for travelling in those days. In 1939 myself and two of my brothers went illegally to the then Palestine, on a 

pirate ship. We finally got to the coast of Palestine, but we were convinced we were actually on Cyprus or Rhodes, 

until we found our older brother, who was one of the first pioneers there from Czechoslovakia."  

Chanan Rozen's brother had been in Palestine for some years, and had acted as a guide there to the first president of 

Czechoslovakia.  

 

"He left in 1926 and a year later accompanied Tomas Garrigue Masaryk on his historic visit to Palestine. He was 

the first head of state to visit the Jewish state that was then being built. That was the rebirth of the Jewish nation."  

Czechoslovakia had been founded in 1918, in rather different historical circumstances. But Mr Rozen says he sees 

some parallels between the two peoples.  

"There were symmetries in the fates of the Czech and Jewish nations. The Jews lived for a thousand years on Czech 

territory and they had good relations with the Czechs. It was especially good in the First Republic under Masaryk. 

He was the first statesman to recognise Jewish nationality - before that we had to declare ourselves either Czech or 

German. So, we really have many, many ties."    

Not long after the state of Israel was founded in 1948, Mr Rozen set up the Israel-Czechoslovak Friendship League, 

an organisation which has since changed its name but which he still heads to this day.  

"In Israel there are around 65 organisations linking Israel with other nations. And it is no coincidence that ours was 

the first to be established, by Max Brod and I. That was an expression of the relations between the two states and 

reflected the great help the Czech nation gave during the hardest days of our fight for independence."  

The Max Brod he was talking about there is indeed the same Max Brod who was friends with Franz Kafka, and 

saved the great writer's works from oblivion.  

 

 

 
Source: Czech Radio 7, Radio Prague 

URL: http://www.radio.cz/en/article/92787 

© Copyright 1996, 2007 Radio Prague 

All rights reserved.

http://www.radio.cz/pictures/r/udalosti/gratias_agit07/rozen_chanan1.jpg
http://www.radio.cz/pictures/r/udalosti/gratias_agit07/rozen_chanan1.jpg
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Artur Radvansky, born 1921 

 

Recollections deposited in the Jewish Museum in Prague 

 
Translated from the original Czech by Dr Jan Bettelheim, July 2007-07-20 

 

 

I come from Radvanice in Silesia (Radvanice near Ostrava) where I was born on 24th November 1921. My father 

owned a shop with shoemakers’ supplies and ironmongery. He worked in the shop with my mother and when I was 

older I also helped them a lot. I attended Czech schools. At home we spoke Czech even when my parents had 

German schools. I had two siblings, Karel and Max. Unfortunately they were deaf-mute and after our imprisonment 

in 1939 the Germans dragged them to Kromeriz where they reportedly died of TB but it was a clear case of 

euthanasia. I have regarded it my duty to defend my brothers and so I became a rough guy. They were twins 23 

month younger than myself. 

 

The primary school I attended in Radvanice, then up till 1938 I went to a Real Gymnasium in Orlova . That was the 

end of my secondary education as that territory was annexed by Poland and the Gymnasium moved to Ostrava. Bad 

times came upon us and I was apprenticed to a firm of Sigmund Roth, a shop with shoemakers’ supplies in Jirasek 

Square in Ostrava.  There I worked until my arrest. 

 

My grandfather was orthodox. He prayed in the mornings with tefilin. I was educated quite religiously until the age 

of 13. During Jewish holidays my father naturally closed the shop; from time to time we attended the synagogue in 

Ostrava but mostly we went to the brother of my grandfather who lived in Petrvald, where he had a small shop with 

a pub. There we had miyjan, 10 –15 people and on high festivals even more of us. 

 

I was a member of Hashomer Hatzair, a leftist Jewish movement but I could not attend their meetings regularly as 

Orlova was on the other side of Ostrava. My father was less religious; he did not pray with belts and he said 

shacharis rather quickly. But we celebrated every Friday night, we lit candles and our kitchen was kosher. Chanuka 

and Purim were traditionally celebrated in Ostrava where we took part in the activities organised by the religious 

community in hotel Imperial. The synagogue paid only for the venue, mothers prepared the refreshments and we 

were responsible for the programme. 

 

I played the violin, recited and I also acted in theatre pieces. I have an impression that other families were not so 

religious as was ours. Some did come to the uncle’s prayer house in Petrvald but the majority went to Ostrava and 

that mostly for high festivals only. They were more assimilated, so called “ Yom Kippur Juden”. Just like the 

majority of Czech Jews. 

 

My personality was strongly influenced by the contacts with the people from Hashomer Hatzair. I started to take 

over the border people who came after March 1939. 

 

I took them to the spoil heap of the Ludvik colliery from where they were taken under ground across the border to 

Poland. Because I played there as a child before the war I knew every tree in the area. Those people were mostly 

German emigrants, mostly Jews, who crossed the borders of the ‘Protektorate’. My parents knew nothing, I was 

afraid to tell my father. 

 

But it so happened, that I took across the borders two Germans. They reached Katowice. Between Katowice and 

Krakow the Poles apprehended them and the Polish military police forced them back. They shouted and 

consequently were caught by the German Grenzpolizei. They did beat them till they revealed who took them across 

the border and that was that. We were arrested in the night of 27 August 1939 and because I was not yet18, my 

father was taken as well. We were taken to the Gestapo in Ostrava and a small miracle happened there.  There was a 

German soldier, a chauffeur, named Gebauer. He was a shoemaker who used to come to my father to buy supplies 

and on top of that they were together in the war at the time of the Austrian Empire. When we were taken for an 
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exercise in the prison he said:’ Um Gottes willen, Markus’ what are you doing here? My father told him what has 

happened. Gebauer put on his uniform and a rifle as if he was taking us for an interrogation and lead us out. He put 

us into a car and took us home. There we packed a few things and he took us to the Polish border. We spent one 

night in Karvina-Sovinec at my father’s friend who took us further to a Polish – German border. At that time there 

was not yet a war and hence there was a German – Polish border. We wanted to get to the Polish Army but we were 

late by 12 hours. If we were 12 hours earlier our fate could have developed quite differently. We were caught by the 

German military police. At first we were taken to Pszina (Pless) in Poland. It was the first day after the outbreak of 

the war. We were then taken to Javiszovic, where by coincidence my father was born, between 1st and 2nd of 

September. From there we were transported to the concentration camp in Neubersdorf and then to Gliwice where we 

spent 3 or 4 days. We were guarded by Wehrmacht, not by the SS. Wehrmach behaved more or less humanly. And 

from Gliwice we were taken to an enormous Polish prison in Rawicz. 

 

BUCHENWALD 

 

In Rawicz we were till 26 October 1939 when a large transport was organised via Weimar to Buchenwald. That was 

a dreadful shock. They loaded 80 to 90 of us as cattle into closed wagons, two always tied back to back. My father 

managed to undo his knot and then we freed the rest of us. We were in the wagons for 2 days, without food or drink 

and without any stop for the most basic human relief. It was just dreadful. In Weimar “alles raus”, with the start of 

beating etc. We were marched from Weimar up to Epersberg and to Buchenwald reaching it on 28th October. 

Fanatical Hitlerjugend were spitting at us and stoning us. Those of us who were ill and fell back during our march 

uphill, the SS beat to death. 

 

There were about 2500 to 3000 people in our transport. 5 enormous tents were prepared in the camp. There 3 level 

bunk beds, one blanket for 2 persons. A foggy, wet Buchenwald’s autumn was upon us, with a sea of mud deep up 

to our ankles. We were marched every day to a quarry carrying back every day fifty, sixty, seventy dead. We were 

loaded with stones at the bottom to carry them uphill. People were falling; the Germans beat them, or took their cap 

and threw it to be shot when they went to collect it. 

 

Another disaster has befallen us on 11th November 1939, after an attempted assassination of Hitler.  The whole 

camp was without any food for 3 days, the Jews for an entire week. That was the beginning of the end of my father 

who died of starvation. Dysentery appeared. For the first time I met there with the camp prisoners demonstrating a 

wonderful friendship. There were so called Protektorate Blocks with Czech hostages who were not forced to work. 

When they learnt that there were some 14 Czechoslovak citizens they managed to organise an aid action. They 

brought us a cauldron of hot water with syrup and some potatoes from the cooks. I was called to my father during 

the night 20 to 21 November. His last words were “You must survive to help your mother and brothers”. 

 

After his death I was mentally completely exhausted. Physically, of course as well, from starvation, even when we 

young ones, when possible, received a bit of extra warm water and a potato.  We experienced again solidarity of the 

old comrades, I emphasise – Germans. Those were the people imprisoned since 1933 in Esterwege camps close to 

Dutch boarders, so called Moorlager. They were leftist intellectuals, not party members, communists and social 

democrats. Their unwritten law was to help the young ones who had the best chance to survive. I was just 17, in 

1939 I was the youngest Czech in the camp. There were only a few Jews; among a hundred of youngsters there were 

some 25 Viennese Jews. The others were Poles and also young Gipsies from Burgenland. 

 

I remember one event after the attempted assassination of Hitler. Among us were one Chasid and a Polish priest 

from Bendzina.  In November they were buried up to their waist and without any food regularly splashed with 

water. It was just dreadful, a Jew and a Pole within 3 meters praying, one in Hebrew the other in Latin. They lasted 

some 3 days before they died. It was dreadful, perhaps the worst I have seen. The SS were laughing, taking pictures 

and spitting at them.  

 

Our first work Komando was in the quarry, some people managed to leave; we youngsters were redeployed in a 

vegetable garden. That was one stage better but we were under a command of Untersturmfuehrer Dombeck, an 
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Austrian from Salzburg, a drunk and a sadist. He did beat us but the Kapos behaved relatively decently. When it was 

possible they let us, for instance, to pick carrots so that we were fed. We also carried bread to the rabbit hutch, bread 

that we ‘shared’ with the rabbits. 

 

Then we were transferred to the Fuhrkomando. That was a practise for horses at a heavy cart to be replaced by 20, 

25 prisoners. Every cart had its foreman and a Kapo and we then transported building materials, garbage etc. for the 

SS men. We left in the morning returning in the evening. There were advantages and disadvantages. We were out in 

all weathers but at least we were not within the SS reach. 

 

The first Russian POWs, who were executed in the stables by a shot into a neck, arrived in1941.  They were treated 

in the same way as we were in 1939, dying of starvation. Bread was thrown for them on the ground and they fought 

over it killing each other. Naturally it came to it that these POWs started to point out who was a Russian Jew and 

who a commissary among them. Those were immediately executed. There was a lot of sharing - a bit of bread, a 

potato. Nobody was forcing us, it stemmed from a feeling of solidarity. 

 

There was an internal organisation in the camp; members were old prisoners since 1933. It was fortunate that a 

break happened in 1941 when thieves, who controlled the micro life in the camp till that time, were replaced by 

political prisoners. ‘The Greens’, i.e. criminals designated by green triangle, started to trade with the SS and without 

hesitation denounced them when it seemed advantageous. The SS started to fear them and hence replaced them by 

the political ones. All ‘greens’ were loaded into wagons and taken somewhere else. None of them reached 

Sachsenhausen. They were simply hanged with a blanket over their heads. It was a common practice in the camp, 

any informer, especially in Buchenwald, had his head covered with a blanket, beaten and hanged in a toilet – ‘ 

committed suicide’. Everybody knew what was what. In this way the control of the micro-life in the camp was taken 

over by the politicals with a red triangle.  It was fortunate because the criminals did steal food and bread from the 

poor souls and with the red triangles they at least received what was due. 

 

I visited Buchenwald this year on 11th April and I kept weeping. On the site where there used to be those 5 tents the 

Poles erected a stone to commemorate 2500 to 3000 Polish prisoners from Bendzina. That is where my father died. 

We also visited the old quarry. It is all overgrown by now, if you erected tents there it could be a perfect children’s 

summer camp. All is covered in trees; with a swimming pool it could be a good recreation site. Time is a great 

healer. 

 

RAVENSBRUCK. 

 

So came March 1942 and my uncle was selected to Komando to Ravensbruck.  I did not want to be parted from him 

so I volunteered.  The transport comprised some 1000 people. We were loaded into wagons, we received some bread 

and I have packed a few things I had from my mother. There were 5 male blocks and near by was a female camp. 

Both I and my uncle Richard were accepted as skilled bricklayers. 

 

In Ravensbruck we had to return our blankets every day to avoid their loss and we again received some in the 

evening. Streptococci infected these blankets and so I ended with a necrosis, a wound with open edges. It oscillated 

between healing and opening up. I carried on working but to ease my troubles I was moved to Entlausungskomando 

where we carried furs stolen all over Europe in and out of de-lousing gas chamber. Suddenly an announcement was 

made: ‘Angelehrte Maurer antreten’, some ducts had to be built at the female camp. This way I came into  contact 

with the women. We were working close to the rabbit hutches. As I was working some women appeared talking in 

Czech, so I introduced myself. These women got hold of an empty jam bucket , tied a rope to it and used to passed it 

to me under the wires, which were not electrified, always full of potatoes, raw or boiled. These girls fed us in this 

way. We also exchanged news, who is where; somebody listened to a radio, such a wireless telegraphy. That helped 

me a lot. 

 

I had an unusual experience in Ravensbruck. It had something to do with extrasensory perception. One Sunday 

afternoon I suddenly felt a terrible anxiety, my mother calling me. I fainted. I was taken to my bed and when I 
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recovered I had an impression that something happened with my mother. Only after my return home after the war I 

learnt from the authorities that it must have been at the time of her stay in Terezin where she spent just one night and 

died after being transported to Maly Trostinec.  

I felt it physically. I had similar sensation when I was called to my dying father in Buchenwald. 

 

SACHSENHAUSEN 

 

 

We left Ravensbruck for Sachsenhausen at the end of September 1942.  All Jews were gathered in Sachsenhausen 

with the intention to send us to Auschwitz.  Naturally we knew nothing. We stayed about 6 weeks in Sachsenhausen. 

 

It is very little known that Sachsenhausen was the first place where a Jewish uprising was not bloodily suppressed. 

During the preparation of a transport to Auschwitz we had to give up all our belongings, everything was taken from 

us and then we were marched into a’Baderaum’. We were given summer clothing – in winter! Older political 

prisoners warned us that it was a question of survival. A transport of Russian POWs was sent in in a similar way and 

2 days later only bloody rags were returned. The German Jews came mostly from the leftist Hasomer Hacair. We 

jumped out of the windows reaching the Apelplatz shouting: ‘shoot us down, we do not want to die as sheep.’ It was 

the first time anything like that happened. Among the German Jews I was the only Czech. On the Apelplatz we were 

attacked by the SSmen and Blockaltesters, knocked down and beaten. Those of us who stayed in the Baderaum were 

also beaten, kicked, crashed – there were dead. We on the Apelplatz were then gathered near the gate. The 

commanding officer saw Sonnenschein, whom he knew well from some camp since the early 30’.  Sonnenschein 

said :’Herr Lagerkommandant, wir wollen nicht sterben’  and the Kommandant replied: “Ihr seit verruck geworden, 

wir brauchen euch in Osten zur Arbeit’.  And so we were loaded for a transport to Auschwitz.  

 

AUSCHWITZ 

 

We arrived to Auschwitz on 28 October.  We were about 50 – 60 out of 2500, 3000 may be 5000 people prepared 

for the transport. We were not so piled, it was a bit more humane so that while one party was standing the other 

could lie down. We changed after a few hours. When we stopped at stations the Poles were telling us where we 

were. The name Auschwitz was little known to us. We knew about a camp in the east, a dreadful place where people 

were murdered, but we had no idea that it was gas. 

 

In Auschwitz we arrived to the town station, not to the ramp in Birkenau. Door opened ‘alles raus, macht schnell ihr 

Schweine’ whips, beating but we were all of us old experienced prisoners so it ended without losses. There was 

some beating but we survived. We then marched through the town to the camp where we were issued clogs and 

striped uniforms. 

   

Next day I stood for the first time before selection. I did not know then that the ‘physician’ conducting the selection 

was doctor Entress. I still had on my left shin a necrotic wound. I was fortunate that I was not in pain; the wound 

was covered by a scab. I had to run to him stark naked and he waved me to the able bodied group. It was the first 

time I passed a selection. I had to state my age and profession. I claimed to be a 2nd year medical student from 

Charles University even when it was not possible because when I was taken prisoner I was just 17 years old. I did 

not have even the ‘abitur’ but I was aware of the fact that in Buchanwald, Ravensbruck and even in Sachsenhausen 

those prisoners working in Heftlingskrankenbau ( Prisoners surgery) had a comparatively decent life. I passed as a 

medical student and was sent to the right to block 6. Those from the left side were gathered and their fate is well 

known. At block 6 we spent 3 days, may be a week, then we were taken by lories to Buna. We arrived in the 

afternoon and while standing in the Apelplatz I met others from Buchenwald. While marching by we called to each 

other and they told me where to go. To have a contact with another human being was a great advantage. 

 

After a quarantine I was allocated as a cleaner to the newly appointed SS physician Untersturmfuhrer Rhode.  Rhode 

was very particular about shoeshine on his boots. As I was from the branch I knew how to deal with it. I managed to 

get a bit of turpentine, some fat and soot in the workshop and his boots had then a superior shine. He was so pleased 
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that he passed me even his wife’s shoes. I cleaned his office, surgery, patients’ wards, took temperatures - I was 

simply his batman. I was fortunate to be warm and under a roof, and I could have a daily bath so that lice avoided 

me. At the outbreak of typhoid I could keep clean changing perhaps twice daily. One day I did catch a dreadful cold, 

pains, and fever and in spite of being in Krankenbau I contracted typhoid. 

 

If I were sent away I would have gone directly to the gas. So they laid me into the heating duct. I suspect that 

Untersturmfuhrer Rhode knew about my condition and that he passed to me, via my colleagues’, medicines.  I was 

his Jew, ‘sein Jude’. And that saved my life. Later I got inflammation of sinuses. Untersturmfuhrer examined me 

and said:’I will send you to the main camp for an X ray to determine where to put the needle in’. In the morning I 

was taken for an X ray with some other patients, all some prominents, as such a possibility was denied to prisoners. 

When somebody was taken ill doctors operated on him using him as an experimental rabbit. 

 

As my leg healed again I did, fortunately, pass the next selections. I was without fever and so the case was reported 

as closed, as a mere inflammation of sinuses with a proposal do discharge me. But the wound re-infected and 

opened. Schwarz told me:’ You can’t stay here. You must go into block 21, here you would not pass the selection’. 

It was Unterscharfuhrer Kleer who was there in charge of selection, the doctor who gave people phenol injections 

into the heart (I was a witness against him in an Auschwitz trial in1966). I was allocated to the second floor in block 

21, to the A-Stube. It was clear to me, that I had no chance of getting out of there, my wound was open. The 

Blockaltester were conducting an inspection before the ‘Apel’ every morning and evening. I sprang out of my bed, 

with my shirt just to my belly, and started to address him ‘ ty’ : ‘ Emile, I am that and that chap, I was in Buna with 

Stefan Heiman and Ludvik Werl’. Because he was with those chaps in Dachau he knew I was a trustworthy person. I 

asked him to discharge me; I knew I would not survive a selection. I also told him, that Felix Haman, Kapok in the 

garden in Buchenwald, was my friend and is now a Kapok here, in the old laundry, and that he would accept me to 

his Commando where I would be well placed. Emil replied:’ Fine, just come to me in the morning and I will arrange 

it.’ 

 

In the end I was allocated to the Komando of the SS field hospital. It was opposite the small crematorium next to the 

main camp. It was still in use at the beginning of 1943. 

Our duties were restricted to cleaning, not attending to the sick. I was in charge of cleaning his office, surgery and 

waiting room, also Fuhrerbad, i.e. bathrooms for the SS officers and for women. There we had contacts with the 

highest ranks. Below us was the SS dentist and SS barbers all manned by prisoners. In general we were lucky with 

the SS men. They were not aggressive; we had to be careful of course. With our experiences from other camps we 

knew how to behave. 

 

I used to fetch the meals, I was so called ‘furyr’ It was my duty at 11.30am to get a 2 wheel cart. For the hospital 

there was a big 4-wheel cart with rubber tyres pulled by four of us. The kitchen was a big business catering for 

several hundred SS men and hence it did not make any difference whether they issued 200 or 250 meat portions. So 

we managed to have some extra. 

 

In order to smuggle it into the camp we took dirty clothes to the laundry. At the gate we stated that it was after 

typhoid and on top of it an armed SS man accompanied us. The meals were were packed, isolated from the rags by 

paper, clean cloth and a heap of towels. It did work. We lived and were saved in this way. 

 

In Auschwitz in Buna there was with us one prisoner from Ravensbruck named Schmied, an Austrian Jew from 

Vienna, a thief. He knew I was writing to my mother, as he was older I used to confess to him a lot – it must have 

been he who informed on me to Messer. A request came from Ravensbruck to Auschwitz to investigate Artur 

Tueberger who reportedly wrote to his mother in Prague.  SS man Broard, who sent many people to the gallows, 

interrogated me.  ‘There is a denouncement against you, that you wrote from the camp to your mother, which is 

forbidden etc’. I’d say’ it can’t be true, my mother never lived in Prague, she always lived in Radvanice near 

Ostrava, I never wrote to her and I do not know any such civilian’.  At that moment Boger, the well-known killer 

made his appearance and started to shout at me to keep my mouth shut.  Boger was the same age as I was, year 

1921. I do not know if I gained his sympathy because of it, but he did not hit me once even when I am aware that he 
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beat, tortured others. Then he told me that a denouncement has been that Messer reportedly traded with SS men. I 

told him’ I have been imprisoned since 1939 and I very much doubt that any esquire SS man would lower himself to 

trade with prisoners. I am certain about it, it does not come into question.’ Messer was a killer extracting teeth from 

the dead, even the living ones. It must have sounded so convincing that I was interrogated only 3 days; I was not put 

into a bunker and so escaped from it. I have the impression that I was saved by my categorical statement that no SS 

would lower himself to trading with prisoners and also by the fact that my mother never was in Prague. 

 

Hermann Langbein, Kapo and de facto an n assistant to Karl Lill, who was a secretary, drew my attention to 

important documents in the desk of Sturmbannfuhrer Wirts. I managed to get false keys and to open his desk. It 

contained detailed plans, directly from the SS general Loling, when will be the scheduled Sonderbehandlung, when 

to expect transports etc. There was also a rostrum of SS service, who will be on the ramp and who will be in charge 

of the selection. I made copies of those data and handed them over to Herrmann Langbein and Karl Lill,  even to 

Cyrankiewicz, who was heading the camp resistance. Later I was made aware that Wirts had a small radio receiver 

in his desk, a Philips.  As we started work at 5 a.m. we listened to the news from London, from Moscow. One of us 

listened, the other kept watch and so we had news to spread through the camp. These materials served as basis of my 

later appearance as a witness in a trial in Frankfurt. 

 

In 1944 I assisted with a demolition of the crematorium. There were enormous swamps, and lot of mosquitoes, 

around the river Sol.  Malaria came there with the Greek Jews and spread, and this Commando applied sulphur to 

the swamps. 

Whilst we had on our sleeves the insignia of the SS hospital we could move around without SS supervision. Once I 

came to the ‘Hygiene Institut’ where I received 2 sacks of powdered sulphur. I then passed them to Sano Berger who 

drove the horses. Sano managed to transport them to Birkenau and there to smuggle them to the crematorium. In the 

‘Deutsche Ausrustungswerke’ the prisoners supplied charcoal with which the prisoners in the crematorium produced 

gunpowder and exploded the furnaces.  That was the end of the crematorium sometime in October 1944, the 

transports from Terezin also ceased. 

 

One particularly sad event. At the beginning of 1943 a small crematorium in the main camp was still in action. One 

day Belgian or Dutch Jews arrived with their families, with small children. As they stood in the courtyard 

Unterscharfuhrer Kleer and Teuber came, they snatched a small baby from a mother and holding it by its feet 

smashed it against a wall, blood splashing. It was dreadful! In a short while they climbed the roof of the 

crematorium with a gas mask, a hammer in his hand and a can opener, pulled the cap and poured in inside. 

 

There was an Estonian or Lithuenian Jew, Jakob, in the camp who spoke beautiful Yiddish and maintained, what 

was apparently true, that he used to be a sparring partner of Max Schmeling, the German boxer. He was some 

190cm tall, 130 kilos and was a Kapo in the bunker. He executed by breaking necks.  Once young boys, essentially 

children, arrived to Auschwitz from Lodz or Lublin practically sentenced to death. Some 12 to 15 children between 

8 and 15 years of age. They were behind 2 to 3 meter high wall, we tied Jakob holding him as he got hold of each of 

the boys and threw them over the wall, where we caught them. He removed all the children and we hid them around 

the blocks, altered their data to record them not as 12 years old but 16 or 17. A part of them survived. It was an 

enormous achievement. 

 

Evacuation and transfer to MAUTHAUSEN 

 

 

Evacuation started in January 1945, some remained, some not. Those who remained later managed to get through 

Poland to Kosice and returned with our army and government. We were evacuated. We marched 3 hard days 60 km 

to Wlodislaw, from where we were supposed to be taken by trains. Originally it was intended to take us north to 

Gross and Sachsenhausen but as the front was getting nearer we were stopped and turned back a few kilometres 

from Wratislaw; reportedly the partisans took the line. We were routed in some different direction over Moravia to 

Mauthausen. 
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I had a civilian outfit ready, prepared to escape. We arrived at Ostrava. Naturally I was all excited. I took with me a 

SS first aid box with all the most common tablets, dressings and medicines and walked along the train in case 

somebody needed me. The SS men tolerated that. I managed to crawl under 2 or 3 trains to run for it, because from 

Ostrava- Privoz it was some 7 or 8 kilometres to Radvanice. Under my prisoner’s dress I had a civilian outfit, 

overalls and a beret.  As I crawled under the wagon I encountered a Czech, an Ostrava local with a handgun who 

said:’ If you do not return I will shoot you’. I pleaded with him that I was in prison since 1939, that I am at home 

where I could hide with my friends, to forget about me. If I perish it would be my fault. ‘For God’s sake, leave me’. 

‘Get back, you stinking Jew’, drew a handgun and forced me back. 

 

We were in open wagons and when somebody died we threw him over the side to make more room as we were 

squeezed as sardines. Open the wagon and it was minus 15 degrees. When we marched we slept on the ground in the 

snow. But we did not freeze, we did not catch cold. On this ‘Death March’ it was horrible because those who could 

not get up were shot. And nobody could help them. I myself dragged one old lady but then I myself could not 

manage it. And on top of it we had to carry the SS men’s baggage. We passed it from the front to the rear and back 

again, it helped a bit. When somebody let it fall the SS immediately started to shoot. It is impossible to describe it, it 

was dreadful. 

 

We disembarked in Linz and marched uphill to Mauthausen. We were left outside to sleep the whole night, I was in 

the same group with Cyriankiewicz.  We were hugging each other, changing the outside position every half hour. 

They then herded us into a bath again taking away all our possessions. I had the idea to take a quarter of a loaf of 

bread, hollowed it out and inserted into it the gold watch, which we received from the boys from’ Canada’. 

 

I was holding the bread in my hand and the prisoner in the bath allowed that. On leaving they chased us naked to the 

block.  Our group, our hundred, left. 

Water stopped running. 50 boys ran outside and had to wait for another 50 till the water flow was restored. 20 of 

them froze to death. They did not get up. If I got into the bath 5 minutes later I would not be alive.   

 

 

LIBERATION 

 

The US Army liberated us but our lives were actually saved by the Spaniards. I met them in 1941 in Buchenwald but 

they were later transported to Mauthausen where they were dreadfully ‘decimated’. Only some 10 percent stayed 

survived and six or seven of them I met in Ebensee. As the front was getting nearer the Lagerfuhrer ordered the 

prisoners into the mine galleries to shelter themselves from the bombardment. We knew that the galleries were 

mined and they would have killed all 10,000 of us. The Spaniards said: ‘No, we go on strike’. They took fright, left 

us on the blocks and nothing happened. Suddenly a tank crushed the gate, the US army arrived and we were 

liberated. 

 

But I had an unexpected dilemma; suddenly I was afraid of liberation. What will I do, what will happen with me, 

why does not the war continue, here I have a piece of bread, I act as a Stubendienst with a roof over my head and I 

miss nothing. It lasted only a few seconds but even such ideas went through my head. 

 

Our regional American commanding officer was an American German. He sided with the Germans and many SS 

men fled. The Spaniards did catch them and dragged them behind cars along the Lagerstrasse with sharp stones. I 

think that many people condemned them that they behaved as the Germans did. We had nothing to eat. The healthy 

prisoners were transported into what used to be a labour camp in the town of Ebensee. The sick prisoners stayed in 

the camp and the camp doctor, from Wehrmacht, stayed with them saying:’ It is my duty to stay, I will not run 

away’. 

 



 13 

 

As we were located in the Alp region between the fronts we were not liberated till the 9th May. From one side the 

Americans, from the other the Russians, on the third the Germans shooting over us. The war was over everywhere, 

we listened to the radio, Prague was liberated .but we could not go out because there were SS men all around us. We 

could not flee. Some boys managed to get to Linz and ultimately to Ceske Budejovice. They then organised a 

transport and came to take us, the Czechoslovaks, away. We were taken to Linz, where we stayed 2 days and then 

we carried on to Prague. We managed to steal some cars and some drivers among us took us away. It took us 3 days 

from Linz to Budejovice and then by train to Prague, which we reached on 22nd May. We were kept in quarantine 

till the 19th and only then we were allowed to go to Prague.  

 

My mates told me later that all SS men and bad Kapos in Ebensee were burnt in a local small crematorium. They hit 

them with a pickaxe, put them into the furnace and burnt them. Also one Pole, a horrible killer, ended this way. That 

was the end of my days in the concentration camps. 

 

After the war. 

 

I did not find any member of my family, I was quite alone. I passed entry examination into an engineering school in 

Betlemska Street but after six month I left for the Sladkovsky grammar school in Zizkov, where I passed my abitur. 

 

On my return, I had nobody and religion meant less to me. The synagogue I attended on Rosh Hashannah, Yom 

Kippur and Sabbath. As one gets older one returns more and more to one’s childhood, not for internal needs but 

more from nostalgia. One returns to the times when there was the example of a father and grandfather and tries to 

get nearer to their way of life. Ultimately we return to our roots. I also returned to my roots, in particular after 1953. 

At the time of the (political) processes with Slansky – those wise men of Sion Slansky – Salzmann and other 

changed names – it concerned me as well. There were many mistakes made in our generation. I was only 17 and it 

was the communists and social democrats that saved my life in the camps. When my father died in my arms I 

wanted to end it all, to run into the wires but they got me out psychologically and helped me also materially. Those 

were hundred percent people. 

 

Our bad luck was that we transferred the behaviour of such communists in the camps into our conditions in 

Czechoslovakia. When some functionary said it was so and so, we agreed; yes, when it was said by somebody who 

came through the camp experience.  And it was our bad luck that we trusted the communist party and it complicated 

the lives of many others. Luckily my eyes opened after 1953. On the other side I saw the harassment of those who 

did not comply. Out of fear, and I was not the only one, there were many, we fell in line. Every period has its pluses 

and minuses. That was our misfortune. 

.     

 


