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The Writing Lives Project
The years between 1935 and 1945 marked a dark decade in the history of humankind.
Since then, in the decades following, we are still coming to terms with the scope of loss,
pain and trauma that informs the lives of the survivors and the legacy of the Holocaust.
Now older adults, Holocaust survivors live with their traumatic memories of the past,
cope with age-related losses of the present and consider the unknowns of the future.
Theirs is a strange world in which the trauma of multiple early life losses often mixes
with the joy of witnessing the births of grandchildren and great-grandchildren, where
loneliness mixes with a need for solitude, sadness with hope, and resilience with regret.
In the years following their liberation, much has been written about Holocaust
survivors, and more recently many survivors are writing their own stories and memoirs.
The assaults described in these stories are often difficult to comprehend and always laden
with loss and pain. A crucial factor that prompts elderly Holocaust survivors to commit to
recounting their daunting experiences is the wish that somehow their stories, their
narratives, and their truths would outlive them and serve as a reminder to the rest of the
world to recognize the carnage of genocide and commit to “never again.” Perhaps even
more importantly, it is to leave a tangible legacy for future generations of family, who
will be able to carry these personal narratives into the future. It is to remember. It is to
bear witness. These are the links not only to pain, but to a vibrant past and people that
cannot be wiped away by genocide.
Each and every person who survived the Holocaust is a living miracle and a
testament to the resilience and capacity of the individual. Each and every person has a
uniquely miraculous story of survival that warrants preservation and is critical to a better
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understanding for all of us of the human condition. However, because of health reasons,
writing ability or emotional vulnerability, today there are many survivors who are unable
to write their own memoirs. The Writing Lives Project is a unique partnership that seeks
to address these challenges and ensure that these remarkable stories are also preserved.
The Azrieli Foundation, among its many initiatives, supports the Holocaust
Survivor Memoirs Program, which collects, preserves, publishes and distributes the
written memoirs of Holocaust survivors in Canada. In 2011, the Foundation reached out
to the Programs for 50+ at the G. Raymond Chang School of Continuing Education at
Ryerson University to form an innovative and unique partnership. Together, in
consultation with Paula David from the University of Toronto, they created the
Sustaining Memories Project to give interested survivors of the Holocaust the opportunity
to “write” their memoirs. With little fanfare and great enthusiasm, eighteen people joined
the Project and committed to a training program to be matched with a survivor to tape
and transcribe their story.
The Sustaining Memories Project, in partnership with Ryerson University,
continued for three years and produced seventy-five memoirs in total. Recognizing the
need to make this opportunity available to other survivors in other parts of Canada, the
Foundation joined with Langara College in 2016 to involve a dedicated group of twentyone students in a Vancouver program, the Writing Lives Project. The program continued
in 2017 with sixteen enthusiastic writers. Our student writing partners represent different
ages, life stages, religious backgrounds, cultures and educations. Their commonality is
the desire to learn more about the Holocaust and enable survivors to tell their stories in
the manner that was meaningful to them. The students gave many hours of their time in
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preparing for this task and more time meeting with their survivor partners to tape their
stories, reflections and memories. The student writing partners then transcribed the tapes
and together both memoir partners agreed to the finished product. Of course, this
description of the process does not recognize the strength of the bonds that form when a
volunteer and a survivor create a memoir, of the emotional challenges that a survivor
faces in the telling and the understanding and insight that the listener experiences
throughout the journey. It was challenging and important work for all and the rewards
have been tangible and affirming for every participant. Nobel Prize winner and Holocaust
survivor Elie Wiesel, of blessed memory, wrote that “when you listen to a witness, you
become a witness.” With the completion of this memoir, we will now have more
witnesses to remember and sustain this important legacy.
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In Memory
In memory of the courageous people who helped me survive and to those who lost their
lives, to my parents who supported me in those dire circumstances and to my sons and
grandsons whose task to is to carry our experiences forward into the future and fight for a
just world.
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Introduction
Over the years I’ve been asked to present my story in front of many audiences, and there
is one point that I always emphasize: in order to have survived the Holocaust, you have
not just been lucky once or twice – you have been lucky at least a hundred times.
I do not just mean this about myself. I’ve heard many stories of other survivors,
and our experiences often shared a common point: we were incredibly lucky. Now, when
I say lucky, I don’t mean to say that it was easy. We suffered, and it was horrible. We lost
a lot. However, despite all of the occasions when we could have been murdered, we
managed to make it through, and I don’t know what to call that if not luck.
As for myself, I am often asked why I’ve chosen to share my story. To preface
this: For years, I did not believe that I had a story to tell. The first time I was asked to
speak of my experiences, I said, “Me? But nothing happened to me!” I thought that only
the people who had survived the camps were survivors. I was quite surprised by the idea
that I was a survivor, too.
I’ve since changed my point of view. I am open about my experiences because it’s
important from an educational point of view. The more that I can share, the better it is for
other people. However, when it comes to questions about my thoughts and reflections on
the Holocaust, I’m not always sure of what to say. Of course, inevitably, I’m made to
reflect on everything that happened. I’m often asked to participate in and speak at events
where many of these questions are asked, and I always return to one conclusion: the
answers to all of these questions are reflected in the stories themselves.
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So, as I said, if you survived the Holocaust, you haven’t just been lucky once —
you’ve been lucky at least a hundred times. Well, that was me. I was lucky a hundred
times and more. My name is Louise Sorensen, and this is my story.

Chapter One: Childhood
I was born into a well-to-do Dutch family on February 12, 1929. My family and I lived in
a beautiful mansion in Rotterdam until I was six years old. Many of my earliest memories
are of this home. The mansion was my mother’s family home, and it had sixteen rooms to
house us all. Our home was shared by my parents, Isidor and Marianne Stein-van Dam;
my older sister, Eleonore; my mother’s parents, Izaak and Emma van Dam; my mother’s
sister, Ro; our dogs; and, of course, me.
My family home was a beautiful place. It had been built in 1903 by a very
wealthy Dutch family and was adorned with fancy ornamental lamps, carpets and stained
glass in the art nouveau style. My family bought the house in 1928. My mother was quite
interested in art, and so the walls were covered with many lovely paintings and
photographs. My grandmother sewed pillows which she placed on our furniture. Among
the nicest decorations were some lovely leaded glass panels. The panel that I remember
the most was of a colourful pheasant. It sat above the hallway door.
Aside from my family, we also had a live-in nursemaid and a housemaid who
prepared meals in a basement kitchen. Beside her suite, there was a large space that we
used as a coal cellar. The mansion was still heated by a big coal furnace, so we had
stockpiles of coal in the basement. I remember that I had a little tricycle made of
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varnished wood, and our cellar was so big that I could ride it around inside when it was
cold out.
As you can see, my family were up-and-coming people. My mother in particular
wanted very much to be fashionable and ladylike. For instance, our mansion was on a
fairly busy street, and there were always children outside. I would often sit by the
window and watch them play. I wanted so much to play with those children, but since
they were the common folk, I wasn’t allowed to join them. My mother was always very
afraid of danger and accidents and this and that.
Before the war, we would often have family and friends come over for gettogethers. My grandmother would usually host our parties in her suite. On special
occasions like New Year’s Eve, the gatherings would be quite large, and the grownups
would bring out a big roulette table. I remember playing a few times, although I hated it.
Even though we played for pennies, I was afraid of winning because I always felt so bad
for the other person.
What I remember the most about these get-togethers was that my family would
have endless arguments. They talked, and they talked, and they talked — constantly. You
see, the family had differing political opinions. Some members of the family were
capitalists, a small number were socialists, and there was even one person who was a
communist. Most of the family was like my father and grandparents: not exactly
capitalists, but they owned businesses and did not really care for socialism.
Religion was another common argument in my family. Some members of my
family were a little bit friendlier toward religion, and others were very much against the
rituals and the orthodoxy. Although my parents talked about religion occasionally, they
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were not especially religious. My great-grandparents would still go to the synagogue on
the Jewish High Holidays, and my grandmother would sometimes cook some Jewish
meals, but generally my mother’s family was very secular.
My father came from a Jewish family that was more traditional than my mother’s
family, although not particularly Orthodox. His family had moved from Galicia to Vienna
just after my father was born in 1895. He was a latecomer, as they say. He had two
siblings: his brother, Max, who was sixteen years older, and his sister, Sophie, who was
fourteen years older.
When my father was in secondary school, his father passed away. Despite being
the youngest in his family, my father had to find a way help his mother with the income.
My father found an apprenticeship with a fur company in Vienna, and after a short while
became an established furrier.
My father was still a teenager when World War I broke out. My father and my
uncle both voluntarily joined the Austro-Hungarian army. You see, they knew that they
would be drafted eventually, and they also knew that since they were Jews, if they were
drafted, they’d be put at the front lines in Poland. With that in mind, they volunteered as
officers and got an officer’s training. My father became a cavalry officer and was
stationed in Yugoslavia. I remember hearing stories of how he was quite handsome and
sought after by the nurses at the hospital.
After the war was over, my father returned home to Vienna. The economic
situation in Austria was very bad in 1918, and many people were leaving the country. His
nephews, who were only a little bit younger than my father, were taken in as guests by a
Dutch family. There was a Jewish community that organized aid for Jewish children and
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young adults, and my great-grandparents on my mother’s side were a part of this
community. My great-grandparents took in my father’s nephews, and they wrote to my
father and told him, “You should come here — it’s wonderful!”
So my father moved to Holland in 1919. He moved into my mother’s family
home, and he got to know my mother’s parents — and my mother. My parents got
engaged in 1921, and they married in 1922, and my sister was born in 1923. My father
became a Dutch citizen in 1925, and gradually, he worked his way up.
Occasionally, my father worked in my grandmother’s store. My grandmother
owned three retail hat stores in Rotterdam. She was a hat designer and would even travel
to Paris for the latest fashions. They were pretty thriving retail stores. A funny anecdote
that my father would tell is that there were farming women who would come in to
Rotterdam from the surrounding farmland. They would come shopping, and they would
look for hats. He said that he would put any old hat on their heads and tell them, “Oh, you
look just wonderful!” Any hat he grabbed, they would buy. He was very smart at
influencing them.
In the meantime, my father teamed up with a friend of his and started trading on
the stock market. He said that he had a phone stuck to one ear for buying stocks and
another phone stuck to his other ear for selling stocks, all day long. Trading stocks went
well for him, and he built up enough capital to start a fur coat factory. He established
himself as a furrier in Holland and became quite successful. For instance, my father
bought his first car in 1928, a Chevy, and then he sold it in 1931 and bought a big, fancy
Studebaker.
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My father was a man who was full of humour. He would use some Yiddish
expressions, and my mother’s family would laugh and say, “Oh! That Isidor and his
Viennese expressions!” They didn’t realize it was Yiddish because “western Yiddish”
had all but vanished in Holland by that point. He had also jokes — old Yiddish jokes —
and he was a great practical joker. One wonders if it was wise, but he loved to tease my
mother. We had a little garden and a cherry tree. One day, he came home and said to my
mother, “Look! Look at the cherries! Our tree is full of cherries!” My mother looked out,
and there were all of these cherries on the tree, and she exclaimed, “Oh my!” She was just
delighted.
It turns out that my father had gone out, bought a pound of cherries, and hung
them up in the tree! Ah, he laughed and laughed! But my poor mother — she was a
sensitive person.
Another time, we had a visitor for lunch, and my father had bought these big
olives. My father bought all kinds of delicacies. He absolutely loved food, and he always
purposefully bought too much so that he could have a table full of delicacies. So, he
handed these olives to our guest, and he said, “You want to taste a plum?”
Oh, you should have seen the guy’s face!
*****
I can tell you that when I was a very young child, my parents called me a dreamer. I was
fairly introverted and quiet, and I spent most of my time alone at home. I remember that
for my fourth birthday I was hoping to get a dollhouse as a present, and instead I was
given a dog. My parents had bought a puppy, a cocker spaniel, a beautiful purebred. I

12

didn’t dare say so at the time, but I was so disappointed. In hindsight, I suppose they
wanted to give me a companion.
Sometimes we would go out and see my mother’s friends and family. My
mother’s uncle had a yard-goods store in the heart of Rotterdam that we would visit, and I
remember that they had rocking horse that I loved but was not allowed to ride. Instead,
my great-grandfather would sit and teach me to play checkers.
My family would also visit my grandmother’s main store. I was too young to be
interested in hats, and I don’t particularly remember any of the hats she designed. To be
honest, I never was that interested in clothes. What I remember of my grandmother’s
store is that the sales ladies would pick me up and put me on the counter. They would
laugh and baby me, ask me all sorts of questions. I remember that one of them once
asked, “And what is your favourite food?” And I exclaimed, “Caviar and lobster!”
I don’t think that I liked caviar or lobster, but since my father loved delicacies, it
was on my mind, and that made the sales ladies laugh all the more. I remember being
irritated at the adults because they would always talk down to me. I felt that they should
show me more respect.
While my sister was at school and my father was at work, I would often play by
myself at home. Sometimes I would see my aunt Rosetta, or Ro, as we called her. Ro was
my mother’s younger sister, and she lived in her own room on my grandparents’ floor.
She would always wear girl-guide uniforms paired with heavy, knee-high wool socks and
sandals. Ro wore these outfits because she wasn’t allowed to wear men’s clothes; it was
taboo at the time for women to wear men’s clothes. She wouldn’t talk much, but she had
this very low, deep voice. Looking back, it seems likely that Ro was transgender. When
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she was younger, she had wanted to be a boy. Her family took her to many psychiatrists
because in those days people did not understand, but of course it was no use. Her life was
tragic. She was totally withdrawn with virtually no social life, and she usually
disappeared into her room.
One memory that I have of Ro was of a time she visited my playroom. I was
playing with my toys, and she came in to see how I was doing. She was in a bit of a good
mood, so I asked her if I could get a horsey ride on her shoulders, and she picked me up
and put me on her shoulders. I was pretty sneaky, and I quickly gave her a kiss on her
cheek, and she quickly put me down and ran up the stairs and disappeared. She couldn’t
handle it. Of course, at the time I did not understand. I just wanted her to be my friend so
badly!
*****
The first school that I went to was a private school in Rotterdam. It was a posh school, a
school for rich children. I started kindergarten there when I was five. The majority of the
children I played with in the early years were not Jewish.
Now, it wasn’t very healthy for me that I hadn’t had any experience playing with
children. In hindsight, it was stupid. So school was an adjustment for me. Most of the
kids already knew each other. I came a little bit later, and they had already agreed which
toys they would play with. I couldn’t play with the nicest toys. I could only play with one
other boy, with the not so nice toys. I remember trying to get help from the kindergarten
teacher once. She was sitting there with a girl on her lap, and when I came up to her, she
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just pushed me aside. She wouldn’t listen to me. I told that to my mother many years
later, and my mother said, “Oh yeah, of course. She was antisemitic!”
Before the war, I knew that we were Jewish, but I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.
My parents had some Jewish friends, but not all of their friends were Jewish, and most of
my friends were not Jewish either. There were some people in our circles who were quite
noisy and chatty, and I was quite embarrassed about them. Looking back, I must have
gotten the notion somewhere that it wasn’t very cool to be Jewish. In the area where we
lived, there were people who were wonderful to us, but somehow there was still this
notion. People could still be fairly snobbish. As a result, I wasn’t exactly embarrassed by
being Jewish, but I wasn’t proud of it either.
This being said, I did still identify as Jewish in the sense that my father was in a
business that was very Jewish, and he used to use all these Jewish expressions. Within the
family and between our close friends, my parents were quite Jewish. However, they were
not members of any Jewish organizations — not even a synagogue or a community
organization.
In 1936, my family and I moved away from Rotterdam. My father’s business
hadn’t been affected by the Great Depression; there was enough demand because the fur
was being sold to wealthy people, and there were still enough wealthy people to buy fur.
So my father moved his business from Rotterdam to a bigger factory on the canals of
Amsterdam, and we moved to a town called Naarden just outside the city. I visited him
many times at the factory, but I didn’t particularly like the smell of fur.
After we moved, I started going to a private Montessori school. I really enjoyed
that school. The kids and the teachers were lovely, and it was a very progressive place. I
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don’t remember any issues around being Jewish at all. I played with everybody, and I
became involved with the school’s theatre and sports groups.
Our neighbourhood in Naarden was very beautiful and very quiet. We lived in this
cul-de-sac lined with large houses. Despite being a quiet place, downtown Naarden and
Bussum — which was an adjoining municipality — were very easy to reach by bicycle.
You could find all sorts of shops and restaurants downtown, but the places that I liked the
most were the swimming pool and the library. The swimming pool was in Naarden’s “old
city,” and the library was near the railroad station in Bussum. I enjoyed going to those
before the war.
Our home in Naarden was not as big as the one in Rotterdam, but we still had
plenty of space because it was just me, my mother, my father and my sister. We also had
a live-in maid, Marie. I remember that we had a big dining room table and a great big
chandelier that hung above the table. There was also a cord by the table with a little bell.
If my mother needed the maid to come, she would ring the bell. In hindsight, I find it all
so strange. I can’t believe we lived like that.
On special occasions, we would visit a nearby town called Laren. There was this
big art gallery and theatre, and you could go eat and dance there. We would often go
there and spend the night out — it was such a nice place.
Another spot closer to home was a hotel-restaurant. In the summer, there would
be a jazz band on the terrace. I remember going there once with my mother’s parents
around 1938. We were all having dinner and dancing, and I went over to the band, and
they invited me onstage to play the drums! I was so excited about that night.
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Until 1938 we were happy in Naarden. We had a lovely home and I liked my
school. There were restaurants and fun places in town, and beautiful forests and lakes in
the area. Life was good for all of us.

Chapter Two: Occupation
I was ten years old when World War II began in Europe. It wouldn’t be until May of
1940 that the war would reach us, but my father knew what was to come even before
Holland was invaded. We were very aware of the rise of Nazism up to that point. My
father’s mother, sister and close relatives were from Vienna, and my father managed to
buy their way out when Austria was Nazified in 1938. He also sent money to some of his
nephews so that they could escape to Palestine or South America. He paid for them all,
but he only got his mother, sister, brother-in-law and one nephew to Holland.
My father wanted to leave Holland. He started looking for a way out of the
country as soon as he could. In 1939, my father tried to get a visa to the United States, but
his application was denied, along with most other people. Then he discovered that since
we were all Dutch citizens, we were all entitled to sail to the Dutch West Indies, to
Curacao. So that was our next plan. My father began to make preparations for us to move
there. He tried to book us passage on the S.S. Bolivar, which was a ship that would sail to
Curacao in the fall of 1939 — still in time to escape. However, he couldn't get us tickets
because the ship was already fully booked. In a roundabout way, this turned out to be
fortunate because that ship ran into a mine off the coast of England, and all of the
passengers drowned.
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In the meantime, my grandmother on my mother’s side had contracted terminal
breast cancer. My mother didn’t want to leave Holland yet; she didn’t want to leave her
mother. My grandmother passed away in February 1940, just before the Germans
invaded. Right away, my father booked another ship to Curacao, which was due to sail at
the end of May, but the Germans were advancing quickly and it ended up being too late.
There was so much going on around this time that I can’t remember it all. My
parents, my sister and I lived in Naarden, which did not experience much fighting, but
much of our family still lived in Rotterdam. I remember hearing about the bombings, and
shortly after the fighting started, we got a message that that my mother’s aunt and her
daughter had been killed. I got the whole story after the war. My mother’s uncle and his
family lived above his yard-goods store, and when the bombings started, they tried to
flee. The story goes that my mother’s uncle went out first, and then his wife and youngest
daughter. He left the store, and his wife stopped to lock the door, and when he looked
back, they were gone. It was a firebombing, and when he turned around, they had
completely vanished in the fire. He kept searching the area for days trying to find his
family, but of course he couldn’t. He was later murdered in Auschwitz.
My family made one final attempt to escape while the Dutch forces still held the
front lines. We packed our belongings and drove to the coast. I clearly remember loading
my father’s car, the fancy Studebaker, and taking off to IJmuiden, a harbour west of
Amsterdam. Marie stood by the door with our family dog. She waved good-bye as we
drove away. I was not sure whether we would be back.
When we arrived at the harbour, we found that a whole bunch of Jews had
gathered there. Everyone was trying to rent a fishing boat to sail over to England, but
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there weren’t enough boats. As with most people, my family didn’t succeed. In the end, it
turned out that many of the people who did manage to find a boat were shot by the
Germans and drowned.
The news that the Dutch forces had surrendered reached us while we were at the
harbour. The Dutch army was no more, and that meant that the Germans would soon
control Holland. My family and I drove back to Amsterdam and stayed in a hotel for a
night. We were afraid of what was to come.
The next day we drove back to Naarden and were forced to watch the German
army march through our homeland. When we returned to our house, our dog was gone.
Marie told us that he had been stolen after we left. She said, “The dog was just walking
outside. Then some guys came with a truck, grabbed the dog and drove off!” Whether
that’s true or not, I don’t know. He was purebred dog, so he very well might have been
stolen, or he might have been sold. Either way, it marked the beginning of the occupation.
The persecutions did not start immediately, so we remained in our home, unsure
of what the future would bring.
*****
Shortly after the Nazis took power, Marie had to go. The first antisemitic laws meant that
we weren’t allowed to have non-Jewish people working for us anymore, so we were
forced to part ways. Around the same time, my father’s car was impounded, but this
didn’t stop him from going to work. Once the fighting was over, the commuter trains
started up again, and my father returned to the factory.
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As soon as the Nazis took complete control, they started kicking all Jewish civil
servants out of government jobs, and then out of various other professions. It wasn’t long
before the Nazi regime made it a requirement for every citizen of Holland to register
under the new government. They introduced civil administration that forced every citizen
of Holland to get an identification card and to make a declaration as to whether they had
one, two, three or four Jewish grandparents, or none at all.
If you had two Jewish grandparents, then you were declared half Jewish. If you
had two Jewish grandparents and you were married to a Jew, or belonged to a synagogue,
then you were declared a Jew. In our case, everyone in our family had four Jewish
grandparents. If you were declared a Jew, then you had an identification card that
included your fingerprint, name, address, birth date and photo. These cards were stamped
in two places with a large black “J.” At that time, I didn’t need one; if you were younger
than sixteen, then you didn’t have to carry a card.
Another measure that the Nazis put in place was banning Jews from many public
spaces. We could no longer go to many parks, and after a certain amount of time we were
no longer allowed to go to many public buildings. I was no longer allowed to visit the
library or the swimming pool. I remember going to the swimming pool one day after
occupation, and there was hardly anybody swimming there other than a bunch of German
soldiers. They had no reason to suspect me, but it marked a change.
There were some families on our block that were outright Dutch Nazis, and their
kids wore Dutch Nazi uniforms. At first, my family would just laugh about these things
because it was so ridiculous. I remember having played with those kids, and even after
the occupation those kids said that my family and I were good people, and that we were
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“nice.” However, there was another Jew who lived across the street from us, a German
dentist who had immigrated to Holland. He was “not nice,” according to the Dutch Nazis.
There was another girl around my age who lived a little further down the road.
Her name was Ineke, and we would walk to school together. I had known her for years,
and I would often go to her house to play. After the occupation, I went to her house one
day to play with her, and her mother answered the door instead. She said, “Oh, Ineke is so
busy. She doesn’t have time to play with you.” From then on, I didn’t see Ineke very
much.
During the fall of 1941, the Germans began to make lists. They would come to
our house and make an inventory of all our possessions. Everything went on those lists:
our jewellery, our furniture and even my toys — everything. Everything that we owned,
the Germans would note down on endless pieces of paper.
The same thing was happening to other Jews. For instance, the dentist across the
street knew that the Germans would take our possessions, so he had a moving van come
to move some of his stuff before the Germans arrived to take inventory. Instead of saving
his possessions, he was betrayed by a neighbour and deported.
My parents had also found out that the Germans were coming to take inventory.
They had heard from other people in other neighbourhoods who had already gone
through the same ordeal, so they secretly hid away some of our possession so that the
Germans wouldn’t get their grubby hands on all of our things. Our next-door neighbour
was a very rich national grocery wholesaler, and he hated the Nazis. His name was
Zÿlstra, and it just so happened that he was Ineke’s grandfather. He was a widower who
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had remarried a much younger German woman, and she also hated the Nazis. It was an
unusual situation. There was this friendly couple, one of them German, on our side.
At night, we would hand some of our stuff to Zÿlstra over the back fence, and he
would hide it in his house. One of the more valuable possessions that we managed to give
him was our photo albums. We had so many photos: my mother had a photography
hobby, and we also had old family photos — these beautiful things, some dating back to
the 1870s. Zÿlstra took them from my father and hid them away in his attic.
Around this same time, I found myself in a little bit of trouble. I had a very bad
cavity, and I had to go to the dentist. Normally this would not have been a problem, but it
proved to be difficult because of the situation. We weren’t allowed to see non-Jewish
dentists, and Jewish dentists all had their tools taken away. Unfortunately for me, the
tools that our Jewish dentist had acquired were these terribly outdated foot drills, and he
didn’t have any painkillers…
Oh yes — he drilled into my tooth, and it was very painful. Anyway, he put a
temporary filling in and said that I should come back for a permanent filling. I was only
twelve or thirteen. I didn’t want to go back to him! I didn’t want more pain!
In hindsight, it probably wouldn’t have hurt to get the filling, but I didn’t realize
that at the time. I remember that I ran into his wife some time later, and she rushed up to
me and said, “My husband says you must come back to him! You absolutely must come
back!”
“Oh yeah, of course!” I answered, but I didn’t go! I never went back, and this
ended up turning into a big problem.
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The first major thing that affected me personally happened during the summer
holiday of 1941. I had attended a private Montessori elementary school after moving to
Naarden, and at that point I had just completed grade six. Grade seven meant the first
year of secondary school. However, that August, the Nazis made it illegal for Jews to go
to school with non-Jews, so we were all kicked out of school.
At first, there was no school to go to, but then the Jews in our suburban area got
organized and established a temporary school for Jewish children. The only advantage to
the situation was that it was simple to find teachers for a new school. All of the Jewish
schoolteachers had also been kicked out of their jobs, so they were available to teach. I
went to that makeshift school temporarily, and then a few months later they opened a
larger secondary school in Hilversum, which is about half an hour by bike from my
home. Despite the situation, the new secondary school was a really nice place, and I
enjoyed going there.
A few months after I began secondary school, my father came home from work
and explained to us that it would be his last day at the factory. Having grown up in
Austria, my father spoke fluent German, and he explained that a German man had barged
into his factory, marched right up to him and exclaimed, in German, “My name is Hunter,
and this is my business now. If you cause any trouble, I'll shoot you. Heil Hitler!”
You’d think my father would have been upset, but he was grinning. He was
laughing his head off. “Imagine,” my father said, “he says I'll shoot you, and his name
has to be Hunter!”
There was another reason that my father was laughing. Since he had foreseen
what was going to happen even before Holland was invaded, and since we had been
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trying to get out of the country, my father had already sent some of his financial assets to
a colleague who had made it safely to New York. So part of my father’s money was safe.
He had also taken a large portion of his stock of fur coats and hidden them with another
colleague who was not Jewish. “Hunter won’t get that much out of my business,” my
father laughed. “Most of it is hidden away!”
The stars came in April 1942. Everybody, including children older than five, had
to wear this cloth star that said Jood, the Dutch word for Jew. They were sold — yes, sold
— in rows of six, and you had to buy them. The stars cost six cents apiece, and you had
to buy several of them because they had to be clearly visible just above your heart on any
piece of clothing that you wore outside of your home. It was April, so you needed outer
clothing too. When it was cold out, you needed one star for your jacket and another one
for your sweater.
I remember the first day that I wore a star. We lived in a quiet neighbourhood, and
I was playing out in the street, wearing the star, and an elderly gentile gentleman passed
by on his daily walk. When he saw me with the star, he took off his hat and he bowed
very deeply. He wanted to demonstrate that he disagreed with me having to wear the star,
but he had to be careful because of the Dutch Nazi families on our street. Had they seen
him, they could have betrayed him. It was so crazy. They may not have betrayed us,
because they seemed to consider us “good Jews,” since we had lived there for some time
and we played with their children, but they may very well have betrayed this man for
showing support.
We knew that the Germans were going to steal our possessions soon. We had
managed to hide many of our possessions, but there was no way we could get rid of the
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furniture. We owned a fancy couch, and the cushions in the couch were filled with eider
down — the fanciest kind of feathers. Since we couldn’t take a sofa with us, my parents
called an upholstery company that they knew and trusted, and they had the upholsterers
take out all the down feathers and fill the cushions with the worst kind of dirt and dust
that they could possibly find. The idea was to use the down for sleeping bags — we
would need sleeping bags if we would be forced to work in Germany. So the upholsterers
made us sleeping bags and filled the couch with dirt, and we laughed about it. “Think of
that Nazi housewife somewhere in Germany!” my mother said. “She’ll never ever be able
to clean that couch!”
By this point, we knew that it would not be long before the Nazis came for us.
There was another neighbour that we would often visit, and my mother began to sneak
food to her. We gave her our sugar and other non-perishable foods. At that time, we were
not aware of any deportations, and we didn’t know how long the war would last. Nobody
knew. The war could be very short, and it might be over before you knew it, or it might
go on.

*****

Along with other families in our area, we were kicked out of our home by June 1942 and
forcibly moved by bus into the Jewish areas of Amsterdam. We were allowed only one
suitcase each. When the Nazis came for us, they sealed the door so that “nobody would
be allowed to take anything out of the house,” but we knew that whatever was there now
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belonged to them. I remember climbing onto this bus, surrounded by people in the same
position, and being driven off.
The Nazis didn’t take us to our new homes at first. Being a large city, Amsterdam
was an international port, so there were ships coming in from all over the world. On the
docks, there were these large aluminum sheds that were used to quarantine the sailors. If
there was an outbreak of a contagious disease on a ship, then the sailors would have to go
into those quarantine sheds.
That’s where the Nazis took us. Aluminum quarantine sheds in Amsterdam’s
harbour. Then they separated the men from the women.
By 1942, the Germans had “elected” a Nazi mayor in Amsterdam, and when we
were pushed from our homes, the Nazi mayor said, “I don’t want those dirty Jews in my
city!” So that’s where they took us — to quarantine. There were Nazi doctors waiting for
us. We were forced to undress in front of these Nazi doctors, and then they examined us
for contagious diseases, including venereal diseases. I was twelve at this point, and I
remember standing in this shed, facing those Nazi doctors. What I always say about being
lucky to survive the Holocaust — well, this was one of those times. My mother, when she
got mad, or when she saw injustice, she got quite feisty. She looked at the doctor, and she
pointed at me. “Don’t you dare touch her,” my mother said fiercely, “She’s too young!”
My mother could have been in so much trouble, but miraculously the doctor
listened to her. However, I had to watch both my mother and my sister submit to this
deliberate humiliation. That was my first encounter with Nazis. It’s one thing that sticks
very much with me, facing those Nazi doctors.
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After the quarantine sheds, my family and I were moved to a ghetto in East
Amsterdam. There were railroad tracks running along the north perimeter, and the area
could easily be blockaded during raids. We were assigned to an apartment in a tenement
building on a narrow street. The apartment that we were assigned was empty when we
arrived. It was completely bare. The people who had lived there before had already been
deported, and their possessions had been stolen. After we arrived, my mother broke
down. I remember how she started to cry as she crawled around scrubbing the floors with
disinfectant. She was so upset, of course.
There were still a few Jewish stores and markets in the area, so my father quickly
went to a Jewish flea market and collected some furniture. He came home with beds, a
table and a stove, so we managed to get some basic furniture. There was also a little store
down the street that sold homemade pickled cucumbers, so we were able to get pickles as
well.
I was able to continue my schooling at a Jewish Montessori school in Amsterdam.
There were two main Jewish secondary schools in Amsterdam at the time, and I went to
the smaller of the two. Again, despite the situation, I kind of liked it there. The school
was in one of the old mansions in Amsterdam. Ironically, it was right around the corner
from the German State Police headquarters. I would walk forty-five minutes each way to
go to class, carrying a schoolbag full of books. It was a small school that had kids aged
twelve to eighteen. The teachers were very supportive.
The Nazis had put a curfew in place, so we were not allowed outside between
eight at night and six in the morning. As a result of the curfew, I was either at school or in
the tenement building. Then, gradually, the deportations started.
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My family and I were safe from deportations for the time being. We were on an
exemption list due to my father’s profession, so we were protected, to an extent. The
Nazis had made exemption lists based on industry, which meant that those who worked in
certain industries were protected from deportation. The diamond industry, for instance,
was protected because the Nazis required skilled diamond workers. The fur industry
happened to be included in these industries. The reason that furriers were protected was
that the German army was fighting deep in the Soviet Union by that point, so they needed
fur coats to keep their soldiers warm. As a result, we had a stamp on our identification
cards that read, “Until further notice — exempted from labour duty.”
Others were not so lucky. At night, the Nazis would raid the ghetto. They usually
waited until after curfew, when everyone was trapped inside their buildings, and then
they would force people from their homes for deportation.
The raiding teams were made up of two groups. We called them the “Green
Police” and the “Black Police.” The Green Police were the German state police. The
Black Police were the Dutch Nazi Police — the policemen who were collaborating with
the Germans. They were almost worse than the Green Police at hunting Jews. They
considered themselves Jew-hunters. There were whole units of proud Jew-hunters among
the Dutch police. Both the Green police and the Black police wore these helmets, these
awful-looking metal things that covered their heads and eyebrows, and heavy boots that
came up to their knees. They carried guns, and had large knives on their belts, and vicious
dogs — the whole works. The Nazis would place vans around the block and drag people
from their homes at night. I couldn’t see much because it was dark, but I could see their
shadows. My family and I would carefully look through the corner of the window. They
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would drag anybody down the stairs and throw them into their vans. It didn’t matter if
they were newborn babies or a hundred years old. Anybody they grabbed would get
dragged outside and thrown into those vans.
The raiding parties entered our apartment a couple of times. My father showed
them the exemption stamps and explained that we were protected, but he didn’t trust that
it would work. He would chat them up — he spoke both German and Dutch fluently —
and give them a little shot of Jenever, which is Dutch gin, just to make them feel better.
Eventually they would leave, but it was always scary.
We had lost contact with our family in Rotterdam. We no longer had a telephone,
and there was no way to connect with them except for one of our extended family
members, whose name I can’t remember. She was part of our half-Jewish family. In the
fall of 1942 she brought us a letter with the most devastating news: most of the
Rotterdam relatives had been taken and deported. We didn’t know exactly what would
happen to them, but it was still extremely ominous. We knew that, whatever had
happened, it was not good.
The Nazis began to fear air raids over Amsterdam, so that winter they enacted a
blackout law. No light could be shown through any of the windows. If there were lights
on the ground, the allied planes could use them to orient themselves. We placed tape
across all of the windows to reduce shrapnel in case of any bombardments, and we put
heavy curtains over the windows so that no light would escape the apartment. Our days
got shorter and shorter, and before long it was dark very early. As the winter went on,
fewer and fewer of my classmates came to school. They were either being deported or
had gone into hiding.
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My family received a gift that winter. Our former grocer secretly travelled over
twenty-five kilometres on his bicycle to bring us cooking pears. At this point, Jews were
forced to shop in Jewish grocery stores, which were not allowed to stock fruit. It was the
heart of winter, and it was strictly forbidden to visit Jews, let alone give them fruit. Our
friend’s seemingly trivial act was actually very dangerous. On top of this, we had heard a
rumour that a Jewish family had been arrested and deported because fruit peels were
found in their garbage can. Dutch traitors spied on Jews for any excuse to report them to
the Nazis, and in this case the family had been caught with fruit peels.
Despite the danger, my mother decided to cook us a delicacy: kugel. It had been
months since we had eaten anything so delicious, and we were all very excited. After the
grocer left, we started preparing our meal. We were still peeling the pears when the
doorbell rang. It was after curfew by this point, so we knew that it was not a friendly
visit. “Hurry,” my mother said, “throw the pears into the stove!”
We threw everything into the stove and brushed ourselves clean. My father waited
for us to hide the pears, then answered the door. A scrawny little man stepped into the
doorway. He wore a big hat and a raincoat that seemed too large for him. He held a pistol
in his hand. There was another man behind him, but he didn’t step forward. The man with
the gun gestured at our window. “There’s a sliver of light that can be seen from outside,”
he said. “You know that this is illegal, yes?”
I remember that pistol so clearly. I remember thinking that it must have been a toy
— I just couldn’t believe it. Looking back, he could have made something up and
betrayed us or used his gun, and there was very little that we could have done. My father
apologized and offered him money, and after a moment he left. Whether what he had said
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was true or not, I couldn’t tell you. Thinking back, he was not wearing a uniform. He was
probably just a nobody on a personal robbing expedition, probably a Nazi in civilian
clothes, scaring some Jews out of their money.
When we returned to the stove, the pears had burnt through, and they were no
longer edible.

Chapter Three: Hiding
There were many rumours going around, but my father had managed to secure some
connections who had good information. Sometime in January 1943, we got wind that the
exemption list for the fur industry had been scrapped. Our protection stamps were no
longer valid. Everyone in the fur industry was now vulnerable to deportation. That’s
when my parents decided to go into hiding.
Going into hiding is easier said than done. You need a place to hide, you need
forged papers, you need money, you need food, and you need a way to get there. The
very first part of going into hiding meant that we had to get rid of our stars. We removed
the stars from our clothes and layered our clothes under our jackets. Walking with a
suitcase would have been too suspicious.
We left at night, in the dark after curfew, and we went to the home of my father’s
colleague. He lived on the canals of Amsterdam, not far from where the Frank family was
hiding. My father’s colleague was Jewish, but he had married a non-Jewish woman, and
they were not yet being persecuted. By no means was this a safe place to hide, but we had
no other choice. For the first week or two, we didn’t know where else to turn.
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So we had one room in this man’s house where we would all sleep together. One
night, my parents began to discuss what we should do. They must have thought that my
sister and I were sleeping, but we were not. My father whispered to my mother, “We had
better do away with ourselves.” He meant suicide, so that we would not have to endure
what came after deportation, but my mother answered, “No, we have to try harder. We
have to keep trying.”
My parents managed to contact the husband of my mother’s first cousin. Some of
my mother’s family were half-Jewish, and this cousin had married somebody who wasn’t
Jewish either. As it turned out, my mother’s cousin had some connections, and her
husband came to escort us out of the city.
Again, this was easier said than done. In order to leave the city, you had to go to a
railroad station, and the stations were guarded by the Green Police.
My father somehow managed to secure some money, and our rescuer, Ari
Pleysier, managed to find forged identification cards. My mother’s card was primitive
and rather poorly made, but it was better than nothing. I had been living with my parents
while we were staying with my father’s colleague, but we were soon separated.
Now, in my case, it was easy enough to sneak me out so long as I was with a
someone who could pass checkpoints. I didn’t have to have to carry identification papers
due to my age, and we no longer wore the stars, so if I was stopped, whoever I was with
could say, “Oh, this is my niece. She’s spending the weekend with me.”
Ari came to pick us up one by one. I left with him first, and he took me to the
train station. Luckily, we weren’t stopped. The Gestapo wouldn’t stop everybody who
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wasn’t wearing a star. They would only stop people who looked suspicious, but it was
still quite risky.
I was brought to Hilversum, where I was introduced to the Olff family. They were
a large family who had five sons, and I had to pretend to be Loes Van Boven, their
mother’s niece who was visiting from Rotterdam. The Olff’s oldest son was eighteen, and
he was in a teacher training program. I think he knew that I was wasn’t who I was
pretending to be, but if he did know, he didn’t say anything. The second eldest of the
children was two years older than me, and the others were all close in age below him.
All of the children slept in an attic in our own divided sections. I had my own
little cubicle, but we could still talk to each other through the walls. The older children
were very suspicious. They would constantly ask me all kinds of trick questions to try
and trap me into saying the wrong thing, so I had to wrack my brain to give the right
answer every time. It was really stressful.
The Olff’s didn’t have much food, and they didn’t have a lot of money, so we
would eat porridge in the morning, one sandwich at lunch and mostly potatoes at dinner.
The first day I couldn’t eat at all from stress, but after that I would stuff myself. I was still
growing, and I was getting more and more hungry. It wasn’t really approved of, but then
again, they didn’t really approve of me anyway. They hadn’t expected that it was going to
be a girl that they were hiding.
Even though the father of the family was the friendliest to me, he was the worst of
them. His name was Cor, and he was an artist who would draw out dress patterns for his
wife, Miep. One day, Miep and the boys left Hilversum on some kind of a trip, so I was

33

left home alone with him. He came up to me and he said, “You know what? I bet you’d
like to take a bath.”
That was a luxury because the building did not have hot water, and so I said
“Yeah, of course I’d like to.” We started boiling kettles of water on the stove, and he
turned to me and said, “Well, I could wash you as well.”
I felt very embarrassed, and I told him, “I’m thirteen, I don’t need help to wash,”
and I started locking the door to the hallway. There was another door that led to the
master bedroom, and I went to lock that door too, but he said, “Oh no, that lock is broken.
You can’t lock it.”
I don’t really remember anything after that. Whether he did something or not, that
was enough to call it abuse. He may not have gone as far as he could have gone, but then
his wife and the boys came home.
Miep was of the opinion that I was stealing food from the family because I was
caught snitching a candy. A few days later, they told me that their place was in danger,
and they found me somewhere else to stay. I was taken to the home of Cor’s Germanborn mother, and she was constantly paranoid about being discovered. I wasn’t allowed
to come anywhere near the windows and had to back up against the opposite wall. I spent
a week there before being taken to a family in Haarlemmermeer. Somehow, my parents
managed to get money to everyone who hid me, even after I started moving from place to
place.
I don’t remember much about the family in Haarlemmermeer. I know that they
were communists, and they had two very young children. There was another young man
who was hiding in that house. He was communist who was being hunted by the Nazis.
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Their home was on the dike in the tulip-growing area south of Haarlem. There was a row
of tiny houses right on the canal for the bulb-field workers, and each had a little outhouse.
I also remember that there was a woman at the end of the row of houses that
everyone would talk about. I was fourteen years old by that point, so these people
considered me halfway grown. However, I had been babied by my parents my whole life.
I was the youngest, and I was very naive. I was never told anything about the real world.
The mother of the family who hid me in Haarlemmermeer would tell me things that I
didn’t really understand, like about the woman at the end of the row, and how this woman
was getting paid by German soldiers. She was taking in German soldiers, prostituting
herself for them, and I didn’t really get what the mother meant by that until later.
The family in Haarlemmermeer were so poor that they had to make ends meet by
gathering leftover wheat from wheat-fields that had already been harvested. They would
rake all of the leftover wheat into sacks, and then I would sit in their home and separate
mouse droppings from the wheat. All day long, the young communist and I would sit and
sort the grain from the junk. Then, the mother of that home would bake bread from the
leftover wheat.
The bread was surprisingly beautiful considering what it was made from, but
needless to say, there was not much food in that home. I was constantly hungry. I
remember that one day the parents brought home some little fish, and I remember saying,
“Oh, you found fish!”
But they shook their heads. “Oh, no,” they said, “these are for the little ones.”
At one point, I did sneak a slice of bread. I was so hungry. The mother found out
and got very angry. It turned out that she had been previously employed as a maid for the
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Olff family in Hilversum, and Miep Olff had told her that I was a food thief. As a result,
the woman accused me of having been stealing food all along. That’s why they had been
so unfriendly — imagine that. Shortly afterwards, they decided it was getting too
dangerous to have me there anyways, and they found another place for me to stay further
south along the dike.
Now, these new people — these people were wonderful. They were the greatest
people you could ever imagine. His name was Johan Potman. Johan was a lot older than
his wife. He was a contractor, but they also had a tulip field down by their house. He was
active in the resistance.
The Potmans were religious, church-going people, but not in the excessive sense.
They would allow me to play outside with the neighbours’ children, and with their nieces
and nephew. I had a marvellous time. They had a little row boat and I would go rowing
with one of the boys. It was around the time that I started puberty, and I remember that
our legs touched as we were rowing, and I thought that was great. I thought he was a
great guy. The crazy thing was that a few months later, I started worrying my head off
that I might be pregnant. Imagine that. I knew it was sort of silly, but I still had the
thought in my head.
During this time, my parents were in a town called Haarlem. I knew that my
mother’s cousin’s husband had been able to smuggle them all out of Amsterdam safely.
My parents had been hiding in the apartment of an extended family member. She was
unmarried, and not Jewish, so she was not being persecuted. After they found out where I
was, my parents sent her over one day to check on me. They were worried about me, and
they wanted to make sure I was all right. I’ll never forget that woman’s face. She came
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walking down the dike and saw me. “You’re outside!” She said. “You cannot be
outside!” I knew that it was dangerous because I had dark hair, and there could always be
people that were suspicious, but luckily nothing had happened.
However, she took me home with her, back to her apartment. It was in this
apartment that I had my first menstruation. It was lucky because I wouldn’t have known
anything had my mother not been there, although she didn’t explain much to me. My
mother had been born in 1900 and my father in 1895, so they were still quite oldfashioned. They would never talk about these things. I was able to find a book in this
woman’s closet, but that was also completely outdated information and didn’t help much
either. It made me more scared, if anything. Puberty was very difficult under these
circumstances.
Even before we went into hiding, I had had a lot of trouble in Amsterdam. I
noticed changes in my body, and I hated it because I didn’t understand. I would spend a
long time in the bathroom looking at myself in the mirror, and my sister would bang on
the door, yelling for me to come out. In many ways, the struggle of puberty was more on
my mind than the scare of being caught by the Nazis. When you’re that age, you don't
really believe in your own demise. I often worried much more about my daily condition
than anything else. There was this black cloud that was always looming above us, but it
wasn’t as real as what was happening to my body.
My parents ended up having some fights with the woman who was hiding us.
They got on each other’s nerves. One day, my father wanted to help her move something,
and he accidentally made a little scratch on her stove, and she went bananas. She lost it,
and despite the danger, we were forced to move once more.
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*****
The underground and resistance forces were very disorganized in Holland up until the
deportations started in late 1942. Gradually, they became more prominent. Through this
network, my parents had been put in contact with a man called Hoogendoorn, who was
helping to find hiding places for Jews. Mr. Hoogendoorn was associated with the Dutch
Reformed Group, a local resistance group that was connected to the Christian Reformed
Church of Apeldoorn, a town in East Holland, twenty kilometres north of the Rhine.
Through Mr. Hoogendoorn, we met Jan de Pater and his wife.
Jan de Pater was sixty-four years old when we moved there, and his wife was
fifty-nine. I’m pretty sure that they had no money. We paid them, and they lived off what
we paid, and I think that’s why Jan took us in. The de Paters lived in a farm-worker’s
house on the outskirts of Apeldoorn. It was a small lot, and they had one cow, one pig,
six chickens and a half-acre of corn. The house and the barn were under one roof, and
that’s where they kept the animals. There was a small attic that was above the de Paters’
living area, and that’s where we stayed.
It wasn’t really enough land to be called a farm. To be honest, they had nothing.
They had a water pump, but no running water. They used a wood-burning stove. They
slept in an alcove and lived in the main living room. You would walk straight into their
room from the outside door, and sound travelled through the walls and ceiling quite
easily.
The de Paters had both been widowed prior to their marriage, and they had been
married for only five years when we came to hide in their home. Jan belonged to the most
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fundamentalist Christian reformed community in Holland, and his wife belonged to the
regular mainstream reformed church. They were both religious people, but Jan was a true
fundamentalist; he wore only black and all he would ever do was read the Bible, despite
not being terribly literate. In all the time I knew him, he never showed any fear about
helping us. Were anyone to have found us, he would have been punished severely —
most likely deported or executed. In hindsight, I’m convinced that he showed no fear in
helping us because he truly believed that he was in the hands of God, and God would
protect him. As a result, he was not afraid.
I remember that Jan and his wife would have these terrible fights, and some of
them got scary. At the height of their fights, she would get quite hysterical, and he would
yell at her, “You! You have the Devil in you! In your soul! You have the Devil in your
soul! I can see it in your eyes!” He would say, “You have the Devil in you! Because your
man, he hung himself!” You see, her ex-husband, it turned out, had killed himself. She
would answer, “Oh yeah? Well, you only married me because I have a house and
furniture!”
What she said was true, unfortunately. Jan reminded me of Hans from the
Grimm’s fairy tale, Hans in Luck. He was the type of person who would trade his gold for
a sack of rotten apples.
In the beginning, Mr. Hoogendoorn brought me library books. I never went
outside. We were always afraid that the house would be searched, and then that would be
it. You were gone. The one advantage was that the house was three hundred metres from
the road and from the other neighbours, so you could see anyone coming from a distance.
However, it also meant anyone could see you from a distance.
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We had a warning sign if anyone was ever coming up the road: Mrs. de Pater
would scratch on the entrance of our hiding place, which meant, “be silent.” When it was
safe, we could use their outhouse, but if it wasn’t safe, we had to use a chamber-pot, and
we still had to be careful not to make any noise. If there was someone else in the house,
you couldn’t make any sound, which was difficult because our hiding place was in the
attic, just above the main floor.
Since the attic was an obvious place to search in a raid and could be dangerous if
there was company, Jan and my father dug a hole under the corner of the barn. The hole
was just big enough for my father, my mother and me to crawl into and remain hidden
under a lid, which was disguised to look like the floor. Whenever it was dangerous, we
would hide in there.
Raids did not happen too often, but from time to time we would get the warning to
run and hide. One time, we heard the warning of a raiding party, and we hurried to our
hole. We could hear them from where we lay, so we had to be silent, stuck there in a hole,
just lying there, and lying there. A long, long time passed and nothing happened. We
couldn’t believe it could take so long. So my father very carefully lifted the lid, and we
could hear Jan and his wife chatting and the sound of coffee cups clattering. It turned out
that the de Paters had forgotten to tell us that it was safe!
Mr. Hoogendoorn came by often once we had settled into the farm-worker’s
house. He brought my parents better identification cards, ration coupons and money so
that Jan could supply us with food. He really cared for us.
The way that the ration system worked was that you would get these coupons for
different types of food. To get groceries you had to have a certain number of coupons as
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well as money. Maybe three coupons would get you a loaf of bread. Meat and butter
became almost impossible to come by, so you would get fewer coupons for those.
However, since Jews no longer existed so far as the Nazis were concerned, we couldn’t
get ration cards. So the resistance forged ration cards. Some of them even came from civil
servants who were secretly anti-Nazi, and they would hide some real cards in their lower
desk drawers and pass them on to the underground. We managed to get coupons that way,
and they helped us get food.
Another way we managed to survive was through Jan’s cow. The cow would
supply milk, and of course, that was quite helpful. However, when a cow is pregnant, it
does not supply milk. The cow got pregnant that winter, and this meant that Jan could
receive extra ration coupons. After the cow had calved, however, Jan kept going in for
the extra coupons.
Now, due to his religion, Jan was not allowed to lie — a restriction that made it
very difficult to hide Jews. In order to get the extra ration coupons to feed us all, one
would think that he would be forced to lie, but he found ways to make not lying work in
his favour.
In Dutch, the expression for a cow not giving milk translates as “standing dry.”
So, at the ration office, the rations officer would ask him, “Jan, does your cow still stand
dry?”
Jan would always answer, “Yes, my cow is standing dry.”
Then, he would come home, and he would say, “Ah, but I never lied. The cow is
standing dry…she’s not standing in the rain!”
*****
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What I remember most about the farm in Apeldoorn is that there was absolutely nothing
to do. I was fourteen when we moved there, and we had no idea how long the war would
last or how long we would be staying there. There were only a few books from the
library, and none of them were good reading. My mother, for instance, decided to read
the whole Bible from start to end. I don’t know why I didn’t ask her to let me read it.
Maybe I didn’t want to, I don’t know. I was not allowed to have writing materials such as
pencil and paper to write a diary — my father deemed it too dangerous in case they were
found during a raid. For a while, my mother started to try to teach me stenography, but I
didn’t want to do that either.
To pass the time, I would mostly daydream of all the things that I would do once
we were free. I would think about how the war would be over, and I would go to a
library, and I would do this and that — all sorts of scenarios of the things that I would do.
I found solace in my imagination. As I mentioned, at that age, you don’t believe in your
own demise. I never really considered that I wouldn’t make it through, but I did know
that there was this awful black cloud — this black hole — that loomed over us. I was
aware of it, but I never thought that it would be the end of me. So, I daydreamt, and I
waited, and I waited, and I waited.
The only thing that we had to pass the time was a big map. Mr. Hoogendoorn had
brought us this huge map of Europe, and when he came by the farm-house, he would
bring us the news. You see, Mr. Hoogendoorn secretly listened to the radio from London,
which was very much forbidden. I have no idea how he got the signals. He would come
by and bring news of the fighting, and we would plot the advancement of the Allies. We
mapped out the Eastern Front and the Russian advance. We plotted out Stalingrad and
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imagined D-Day from our attic. Every time we got news, we thought, “Oh good, now it’s
going to end!”
But it didn’t. It lasted so much longer than we thought it would. We would study
this map, and follow the progression of all of the armies, and that was the only thing that
we had. The winter passed, and I turned fifteen. A year passed, and the Allies grew closer
and closer, but they just couldn’t push through the front lines.

*****
I had a fright that winter in Apeldoorn. Over the course of a few days, my cheek began to
swell, and I was in terrible pain. It turned out that my tooth had become severely infected
due to the previously unfinished treatment. My parents called for Mr. Hoogendoorn, who
came after dark and took me to see a dentist. I sat on the back of his bicycle and we went
into Apeldoorn.
Mr. Hoogendoorn brought me to see a local dentist, who sat me in his chair. The
dentist had the usual tools and he made quick work of the infection. However, as he was
working on me, he calmly said, “Where do you live?”
Well — I just about fainted. That question. I knew the address of where we were
staying, but I could never say that. At the same time, I didn’t know Apeldoorn at all. I
didn’t know any of the streets.
When you’re under stress like that, you think fast. I quickly said, “Apeldoorn
Road, 356.” I figured there must be an Apeldoorn road. The dentist nodded and continued
to work. Luckily, nothing happened. I figured that Mr. Hoogendoorn must have told him,
“This is my friend’s daughter,” or “This is my niece.” That was quite a scary moment.
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*****

One day, we looked out from the attic, and there was a family standing at the door. It was
a young man and woman and their six-year-old daughter. Due to the fighting in the
municipality of Arnhem, citizens were being sent to Apeldoorn to be billeted.
We were so worried. We did not know whether they could be trusted. My family
managed to hide from them for one day, but we quickly realized that staying hidden just
wasn’t going to work. So, we had no other choice but to take a chance and tell them.
Looking back on it, I’m so lucky that they were anti-German and that they
accepted the situation. The young man was also in danger, since young men were being
recruited to dig ditches for the German army. The Nazis had increased their raids
throughout that period, so he would have to hide alongside us.
The Nazis did several raids on the farm during that time. They were called
“random raids” because they would come at any point and were looking for literally
anyone they could find. If it had been a targeted raid to search for hidden Jews, then they
would have searched every square centimetre of the farm, and they would almost
certainly have found us. Luckily, nobody had betrayed us, so there were no targeted raids.
My family and I would hide in the hole, and the young man would hide in a big seafarer
chest, and the raiding party would come and go.
The little girl would go and play with the neighbour’s kids. We were always
worried that she would say something about us, but no trouble came from her. It turned
out that the neighbours had no idea that we were there; that’s really lucky, you know.

44

However, we learned after the war from Jan de Pater that — contrary to his assurances —
all ten of his adult children had known we were there.
Summer came and went, and the Allies reached the Netherlands in the fall of
1944. Those who lived to the south of the Rhine we liberated in this sweep, but when the
Allies reached the Rhine, they were stopped by the Nazis once more. Try as they might,
they just could not get across that river, and the fighting stalled.
We could hear and see the fighting from Apeldoorn. It was only fifteen or twenty
kilometres to the south. Oh! The sights and sounds — we were so excited! We could see
— way in the distance — the floodlights against the skies. We could hear the cannons —
a low rumble on the horizon. We were sure that we were going to be liberated, but the
Allies were stuck at the Rhine. We were quite aware of where they were. The whole
winter we thought that they might break through at any time.
The winter of 1944–1945 has since been named De Hongerwinter, the Hunger
Winter. There was a terrible famine, and it was very cold. Thousands died because the
Germans blockaded all fuel and food transports in the area. We were relatively lucky
compared to the people in the big cities. We were in the countryside, so there were some
vegetables, and we had food a little bit longer than in other parts, but there were six
weeks right in the middle of that winter when we had almost nothing to eat. The only
food that we could get was sugar beets. You would press the sugar beets and drink the
syrup. After that ran out, you would chew on the pulp. You would get a sore throat from
the pulp, but that was all that there was to eat.
Meanwhile, the fighting continued to the south. Every day we hoped that it would
end and we would be free.
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Chapter Four: Liberation

It wasn’t until April 1945 that we managed to escape. I had just turned sixteen, which
marked nearly two years locked up, and I was very anxious to be free. The Allies had
managed to cross the Rhine, but we were not sure how long they would hold the north
bank. There was still fighting, but it seemed to have calmed down between the farm and
the front lines, so we decided to risk it.
There was a forest and a trail that led from Apeldoorn and the city of Zutphen to
the south. The SS were holed up in those woods, defending themselves. Bullets were
flying left and right. We could easily have been killed then and there, but we just kept
going because we were so excited. I was really looking forward to being able to get out of
there. I was so happy to be walking to where we knew the Canadian army was stationed.
When we made it through the woods, we encountered Canadian soldiers. The first
Canadian that I saw was tall and quite husky. In my memory, he must have been a Cree
or a Mohawk, and he was standing beside these piles of artillery shells. We kept walking
along the canal, and there were more and more piles of artillery shells, and officers were
driving jeeps back and forth.
One of the officers stopped and offered us a ride. He drove us to the field kitchen,
and at the field kitchen they were handing out white buns. I must tell you, eating a white
bun was like having cake. It was fabulous.
After we had eaten, we continued walking further down the canal. We couldn’t go
back to Apeldoorn at that point, and to be honest, we didn’t really want to. We didn’t
know if it was safe yet, so we spent a night in a stable and slept in the straw. The next
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morning, it was sunny out and one of the Canadian soldiers gave us a Canadian Army
newspaper called The Maple Leaf. My mother knew enough English to read us the news
as we sat by the canal. A group of Canadian soldiers with trucks parked there started
waving to us, “Hi! Hi! Hi!” I waved back at them, until my father said, “I hope you
realize they’re waving at you!” I felt so embarrassed. I was not used to that.
Once we knew it was safe, we went back to Apeldoorn. There was a big parade
right in the middle of the town. They had a Scottish band with bagpipes, and a whole
celebration. It was really exciting to see everyone there. We were walking around
downtown Apeldoorn, wandering through the parade, and a Canadian sergeant
approached my father. “Hello,” he said. “I’m a stamp collector,” — he gestured to a
stamp store that had reopened — “and I would like to buy stamps, but I don’t have
money.”
To this day I don’t know how or why, but my father had money, and he bought a
Dutch-English dictionary from this Canadian man. His name was Sgt. Darland; it was
written on the first page of the book. So, that dictionary helped Sgt. Darland, and it also
helped us on the next part of our journey.
We somehow found out where my sister was hiding and that she was all right. She
had ended up in a place called Rekken, which was an institute for wayward youths near
the town of Eibergen, close to the German border. She was liberated not long after we
were.
The director of Rekken, Mr. Fontein, had been the head of the secondary school
that my sister had gone to when we were still in Naarden. The director’s daughter was my
sister’s best friend. The institution had been a very good place for my sister to hide after
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moving through multiple hiding places (in which she come close to being caught)
because they were real friends and wonderful people. She said that she’d had difficult
times too, of course. At one point, she was hidden with a family where there was a
serious tuberculosis outbreak; however, somehow she only got a bit of the pre-TB. After
the war, she had to rest for a whole year in order to recover.
My father walked all the way from Apeldoorn to Eibergen in order to see my
sister. None of the trains were running yet, but he went anyway. I don’t know how long it
took him, but what I do know is that when she saw him coming, she almost didn’t
recognize him. She said that she saw this little skinny man walking up to her. He had lost
so much weight. He had this collar that was way too big for him.
It was two and a half years after we had gone into hiding. We were liberated, and
we were delighted to be free. We were liberated on April 15, 1945, and the Germans
surrendered West Holland on May 10. Even then, we couldn’t go back home right away
because everything was in disarray. There was no transportation. It took a while for us to
make it home, but we didn’t mind. At long last, we were free.

*****

We made it to my mother’s uncle’s house towards the end of May 1945. Miraculously,
my great-uncle was still there! His wife had no Jewish grandparents, although officially
she would have been declared a Jew. My great aunt and uncle were quite religious
people. They were the only ones who were Orthodox. Anyway, they were lovely people,
and somehow or other, he had hidden in his own house. How they managed to do it, I

48

don’t know, but we were overjoyed to see them. It was here that the news started to come
in.
After the war was over, we got some letters from the International Red Cross —
they had a list of people who had been deported and murdered. We got letters for my
aunt, my grandfather, his wife and child. I wish my mother had kept them but she must
have destroyed them all. My father’s relatives, including his sister, brother-in-law and
nephews — whom he had given money to before the war so they could get out of Vienna
— were all murdered. My grandmother died of a stroke at eighty-six, just before they
could take her away. My mother’s brother, his wife and their daughter, little Emmy, who
was only five, were also murdered.
My mother’s younger sister Ro, who was single, and my great-grandfather were
deported to Westerbork, which was the Dutch transit camp. People were loaded from
there onto the cattle cars and transported to the death camps and slave camps. My greatgrandfather was there together with one of my mother’s aunts. She had a nursing diploma
and had managed to get baptized, so she survived because they sent her to Theresienstadt,
a camp outside of Prague.
Hitler had wanted to prove to the Red Cross that he thought the Jews were being
treated fairly, so they didn’t murder people in Theresienstadt at the beginning. The Nazis
managed to hide their plans. However, people were secretly starving. The prisoners in
Theresienstadt were fed, but only a small percentage survived because most of them were
eventually sent to Auschwitz, and most of the children didn’t survive the famine
conditions. The Nazis were very keen on killing children. Out of the six million people
murdered in the Holocaust, one and a half million were children. In Holland, roughly 75
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per cent of the Dutch Jews were murdered, and about 90 per cent of the Jewish children. I
was one of the lucky few to survive.
Anyway, my mother’s aunt survived. She went hungry, but she was very strong
and strong-willed. She came back and told us about my great-grandfather. He was almost
ninety-six when they picked him up. They made him walk fifteen minutes to the railway
station. My aunt told us that after he had made it to the transit camp, as he was lying on a
bunk bed in the camp, he said to her, “I don’t want to live any more,” and that night, he
died.
So, great-grandfather passed on before he could be deported to the killing camps.
The Germans would deport anybody, newborn or a hundred years old, it didn’t make any
difference. They would deport anybody in those cattle cars, so he was saved the journey.
He was buried outside of the camp, but after the war my aunt had him dug up again and
moved to the family burial place outside of Rotterdam.
I would have been on that list with my cousin Emmy who was murdered, because
when the Nazis rounded up the people from the fur industry, they told their prisoners that
they had a choice: they could go to Westerbork or to Hertogenbos, which was near
Vught. My uncle and his wife ended up in Hertogenbos, which the Nazis claimed was a
much better place than Westerbork. They said the prisoners could work there, but that
was all a big scam. Hertogenbos was actually the only camp directly run by the SS, run
the same way as the other slave labour camps. The inmates were sent to the coast and
used as slaves. They were not protected, and most of them, such as my uncle and aunt,
were eventually murdered in Sobibor. Had we gone to Hertogenbos, I would have ended
up in the notorious and extremely tragic transport to the death camp Sobibor with 1200
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children from Vught, including my little cousin Emmy, in June 1943. I was young
enough to have been on that transport. So I escaped that. We escaped that.
For a long time, we all hoped that my family would come back, but of course they
didn’t, with the exception of my mother’s cousin Annie, and my mother’s one aunt who
had been in Theresienstadt. The four of us survived, but my parents lost almost all of
their relatives, including my grandfather.
Years later, I went to a conference in Warsaw, and I went to Auschwitz with that
group. We had a guide, and he took us into a building that was not too far into Auschwitz
itself. On the way into Auschwitz, there’s this metal gate that says Arbeit macht frei,
“Work makes you free,” written across the top. Well, there was this building, and the
guide told us that it was the only gas chamber that wasn’t destroyed. That particular gas
chamber was the first gas chamber in Auschwitz before they built all the other Birkenau
gas chambers, and the guide said that that chamber was the only one in existence until
sometime early in September. Now, my aunt Ro had been deported in August, and I
realized that I was standing in the gas chamber where she was murdered. That was a
deep, deep shock. I burst into tears. I was just devastated when I found that out. You
couldn’t be in that gas chamber without knowing something horrific had happened.
Everyone who stood there knew that something horrific had happened. That was a major
experience for me.

*****
After we returned to West Holland, we stayed with my mother’s uncle in Hilversum for a
while after liberation. Then, we managed to get a house in Naarden, the same
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municipality where we used to live. It wasn’t our old house. I didn’t know who was
living in our old house, as it had changed hands twice. Our family couldn’t accuse the
new owners of anything because they hadn’t been the ones to take it from us. They may
have known about us, but I don’t know. We didn’t talk about it.
The adults, my parents — they didn’t want to talk about the war. They were far
more interested in finding a way out of their problems and forging ahead. They never
talked about any of the atrocities, so there were a number of things I never found out
about. I do know that some of the hidden fur coats were sold because the people who
were hiding us were paid. You know, my parents had to raise money for our upkeep.
How that worked, I don’t know, because the coats were in West Holland and my family
was in East Holland. Somehow or other this was negotiated. I never found out the details.
My father wouldn’t touch the subject.
Anyway, the house that we got in Naarden was somewhat smaller — still not
exactly small, but smaller than our old house. I think that this was good for us because we
didn’t need a big house. The house we ended up with was given to us by the Dutch
government. It had belonged to a Dutch Nazi, and the Dutch government gave us that
house in exchange for our old one.
Fairly soon after the end of the war, I started to feel bothered. I can’t exactly
pinpoint the time, but I started writing a diary. I was very down on myself. I felt guilty,
and I thought that I was not a very good person. This continued for quite a while. I guess
that I blamed myself for things that weren’t really my responsibility.
It didn’t help that my family and I would often have fights with each other during
those early post-Holocaust days. I guess our nerves were frayed. In particular, I fought a
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lot with my sister. She would say things like I wasn’t helping with the dishes, and she
would tease me, and she would give me silly nicknames, and so on. I started getting
stomach troubles. So my family started sending me to specialists, who didn’t find
anything wrong, of course.
I had missed about three years of school, so I started going once we had moved
into the new house. It took me about twenty minutes on a bicycle to go to school at
Hilversum, a nearby town. I went there on the advice of my mother’s uncle. It’s hard to
say if I would have been better off going to a different school. At the beginning, it was
really difficult. I hadn’t associated with any other kids for a long time, and it was very
hard to adjust. Also, I was very shy and didn’t feel very good about myself. The process
of adjusting took a while.
It didn’t help that most of the kids at my school knew each other. Over the last
winter, even the non-Jewish kids had suffered because there was no fuel and no food.
However, they still knew each other. There were a few of us Jewish kids who started
school again after liberation, but I remember that I had nobody to talk to at recess.
There was another girl who also seemed to be alone at recess, so over time we
became acquaintances. Then, at one point, she and I went downtown, and in front of the
city hall, there was this display of photographs of traitors: Nazis and people who had
betrayed people to the Nazis. I was looking at the poster-board, and I noticed that there
was this one guy whose name was Polak. I said to her, “Polak is generally a Jewish name.
A Jew, how is that possible?” And she said, “Oh, those Jews, they betrayed their own
mothers and fathers!”
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I was totally flabbergasted. I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t get a word out. I
would never associate with her again. As it turned out, the reason that she was by herself
and ignored by the others was because her family were Dutch Nazis. It was a terrible
shock to find that out.
The social adjustment took quite a while. I had been hidden for two and a half
years, and locked up for almost two years of that time. Socialization is pretty crucial at
that age. It takes a long time to become a little bit normal again after being alone for so
long. The significant thing during that time in Amsterdam and throughout the period of
hiding — Anne Frank talks about it as well — was puberty. I struggled with this more
than with any of the other events of that time. I knew we were in danger. I knew we had
to fight to make sure that we didn’t get caught — but inside myself, without really having
much support dealing with puberty, it was quite a struggle. It took about half a year for
things to start normalizing.
During my student years, I worked for a while at my father’s office. He lost the
business during the war, but he started up again after 1945. He got his assets back from
his friends in New York, and people still knew him. He also got his clients back because
he was one of the four most well-known furriers in Amsterdam. He had a good name. It
was difficult at first, and of course we argued quite a bit. After the war, our family was
kind of trigger-happy. Gradually, that began to normalize as well.
Once we moved into the new house in Naarden, I went back to my old street. I
went back to see Ineke, and again her mother came to the door, and she said, “Oh, my!
Are you still alive?”
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It turned out that Ineke’s family had not been outright Nazi members, but they had
been collaborating — selling stuff to the Nazis. I didn’t know what to say. The amazing
thing is that old Zÿlstra, Ineke’s grandfather, had saved everything that we had given him.
And our neighbours had held onto our food through the famine in case we should ever
come home.

Chapter Five: Life
I finished secondary school, and then I went to the University of Amsterdam to study
social psychology. When I was in university, I was quite the opposite from how I had
been as a child. I really was quite sociable, but I was also introverted. I did a lot of acting
in the student theatre while I was in university, and I was on the student council. I was
quite involved in student governance. At one point, I considered going to the theatre
academy, but my mother’s cousin advised against it. She was an actor who lived in Los
Angeles and had married an MGM film star, Philip Dorn. They both said, “Oh, don’t do
it! You’ll never make a cent! And people are so nasty! They use their elbows! Don’t do
it!”
So, I listened. I joined the World University Service, an international
organization, when I was finishing my studies, and travelled to conferences representing
Holland. After going to conferences in New York, Boston and Montreal, as well as a
number of other places, I ended up travelling home from Quebec City on the HollandAmerica line. This would have been at the end of September, early October. We were
sailing to Holland, and that’s where I met my husband. He already lived in Canada, but
he was travelling back to Denmark to see his family. There were many Germans on the
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boat sailing back home, and that was one of the things that connected us when we first
met: we agreed that we disliked all those awful Germans.
I lived in Holland until 1959, and then I moved to Vancouver, Canada. I worked
in many jobs that had to do with group development. Later on, I ran for public office and
became the chair of the Surrey school board. At first, I was afraid to speak in front of an
audience. You need to make these speeches, and they made me so nervous. However, I
soon realized that the political scene is pretty much like theatre. I got over it because I
would say, “That’s not you! You’re playing the role of a politician. This is your theatre.”
So, I did, and I was pretty good at public speaking after that.
Although I pursued both politics and theatre after school, I also became a writer. I
also spent a lot of time becoming accomplished at Israeli folk dancing, and I did not
forget about sports. In my eighties, I sprinted the one-hundred-metre and two-hundredmetre races in the World Masters Games. When I was eighty-one, I won the women’s
world championship for women aged eighty to eighty-five.
For years and years after World War II, I thought, “Well, the good side has won,
and the world is going to be such a good place.” The United Nations had been created,
and I had become involved with UNESCO. During the mid-1980s, I started speaking in
schools as part of the Vancouver Holocaust Education Centre outreach group (I still do!),
and we were really under the illusion that we were making a lot of headway, and things
were going to be better.
However, in the years leading up to today, antisemitism has become rampant
again, and it seems to be getting worse and worse. I’m still involved with these projects,
though, because I continue to hope. There are lots of younger people who want to fight
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racism, and we hope that the younger people will prevail against the ugly ones. I’m not a
pessimist, but I am a realist. I have to accept things as they are. I do my share, and that’s
all I can do.
Looking back at it, the war definitely made me far more proud of being Jewish.
The Holocaust did that to me. The anger. To hell with you. Never mind you. This is who
we are. The war did that to me. And, of course, so many people were murdered. There is
a lot of anger there. I definitely identify as Jewish today.
I didn’t think badly of the Dutch after the war, and the war did not affect my
seeing myself as Dutch, but it was not until recently that I realized that many Dutch
people were terrible. Dutch Jews were murdered at a much higher percentage than some
other countries. It was almost as bad as in Eastern Europe. You see, there was a price on
our head. People could earn a financial reward for denouncing Jews to the Nazis, and
some did. It was very dangerous to hide Jews, even though there were some Dutch police
who were secretly helping the underground. There were also Dutch police who were with
the Nazis. As I mentioned before, the more specialized units of the Dutch police were
almost worse than the Nazis when it came to hunting Jews. They were Jew-hunters.
There were whole units of Jew-hunters among the police, and the Dutch services and
railroad companies as well. There were some civil servants who supported Jews, but by
and large, the Dutch helped the Nazis a lot. You see, they’ve always been very
bureaucratic and precise, so they were very proud of themselves for following the letter
of the law, and that was part of our undoing.
However, it may surprise and shock you for me to say what I’m about to say. So
first I’d like to say that we suffered. It was horrible. We lost a lot, and I’m very grateful
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to have survived so miraculously. However, I’m personally glad for what I experienced
during the Holocaust. It deepened my insight into the world and myself, and spiritually, it
has enriched me. I think that it’s been a blessing for me in that sense. It shaped my
outlook on the world, and I have much more insight than I would have had if I hadn’t
gone through that.
I think that it’s important to share this story from an educational point of view.
The more that I can share, whatever I can share, the better it is for people. Of course,
I’m made to reflect on that time. I’m pushed and asked to participate, so what can I say?
The answers to the questions I’m asked are reflected in the stories, and I can’t say much
else about it.
I always say, when I give my presentations, that in order to be a survivor, you
would have to be lucky, not once or twice, but a hundred times. The few of us who made
it out, we’ve just been lucky so many times. And, of course, we had help from
some incredibly good people to whom I owe deep gratitude. Those courageous rescuers
give us hope.
There is a quote, I believe it’s from Eleanor Roosevelt, that I find particularly
moving: “Yesterday is history. Tomorrow is a mystery. Today is a gift; that’s why they
call it the Present.”
I try to live by that.
L’Chaim — To life!
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Louise’s father, Isidor, at his Bar Mitzvah. From left to right: Chana, Sofie, Isidor, Max,
and Mendel Stein. Vienna, October 24, 1908.

Louise’s father, Isidor, in uniform. From left to right: Isidor, Chana
and Max Stein. Vienna, circa 1917.
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Louise Sorensen-Stein. Rotterdam, circa 1933.

Louise’s family home. Berweg 99 (Mountain Road 99), Rotterdam, circa 1930.

Top left: Louise’s
maternal
grandparents. From
left to right: Anna
Maria (Emma) and
Izaak van Dam.
Rotterdam.
Bottom left: Louise’s
mother, uncle and
aunt. From left to
right: Maurits
(uncle), Marianne
(mother) and Rosetta
(aunt). Rotterdam.
Right: Louise’s aunt,
Rosetta van Dam.
Rotterdam.
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Louise Sorensen-Stein. Rotterdam, circa 1933.
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Louise with sister and grandparents. From left to right: Anna Maria (Emma) van Dam,
Eleonore Emma Stein-van Dam, Louise, Izaak van Dam. Berweg 99, Rotterdam, circa
1936.

Left: Louise’s uncle, Maurits. Rotterdam. Middle: Maurits’s family. From left to right:
Emmy and Rachel van Dam-Leons. Rotterdam, circa 1937. Right: Louise’s cousin,
Emmy van Dam. Rotterdam, circa 1940.
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Louise’s class photo post-occupation. Amsterdam, circa 1942.

Left: Louise before going into hiding. Naarden, circa May 1942.
Right: Louise after going into hiding. Naarden, circa 1946.
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Louise’s family. From left to right: Louise’s sister, Eleonore; her mother, Marianne; Louise; and her
father, Isidor. Naarden, circa 1946.
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