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Luise David: How We Survived. Chroncles of Our Family

\We take particular pride in the realization of the following feature shdry.
Luise David is a dear friend of ours. We had the pleasure to rdad|a
chapters from her book described below before its publication. In ow| opin
ion she has created an extraordinarily knowledgeable and weknvpiéc
of autobiographic literature which deserves to be read. For thesensew
are delighted to present the chapter about Mrs. Luise Davidve taivn o
Fuerth and a brief autobiography.
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A Brief Biography of Luise David, née Dreyfuss

| was born in 1915 to Dr. Albert Dreyfuss and Franziska
(Fraenzi), nee Gruenbaum in Fuerth (Bavaria), nine months
after my father had been on furlough from the Western
Front in February. | attended good schools and quit before
getting "Abitur" because | did not want to say "Heil Hitler"

- and also knew, that, as a Jew, | could no longer attend
S : German universities.

The author, Mrs. Luise David | prepared for working on a Kibbutz in what was theh Pa
estine by going to Wolfratshausen Housekeeping School
near Munich. My brother had left Germany in 1933 to go to
Palestine via Basel, where he finished medical school to
become a physician.

In 1935 | changed goals. | took a job as "Praktikantin” (a bit
more 'hands on' than as apprentice) in the Jewish Orphan
age for Girls in Hamburg, a requirement before entering the
"Kindergarten Seminar” to become a teacher of tots. That
year | met my future husband and got engaged. We married
in September 1936.

(photo: private)

Rising anti-Semitism had long ago begun to govern our lives in Nurgnabe Fuerth. While life in
Hamburg was not as threatening , the ‘Jew laws' had to grateatlbserved there too. Fully aware
that we would have to leave, but with no connections where to and how, meglan having a
child first. Our son arrived 6/30/1937, probably the last Jewish baby béme famous Jewish He
pital in Hamburg. We planned to emigrate to America during his first y&it.with my baby boy in
July 1938 on advise of a gentile "Beamter”, a bureaucrat, who told nte wait for September that
year, as we had thought. It was the only way we could transfeeymtre prerequisite for a "Self-
Affidavit". It was a little known way to get out of what would soonéndmeen a doomed existence.
My husband left to join me in October 1938.

It was a struggle, a complete change of language, statmgtelihabits, taking many years te b
come Americans. My husband had to learn the language and a very stregadeusefore he could
get work in a post-depression New York City. | stayed home witlyouing child doing piece work,



making hand-sewn gloves. Thanks to excellent schooling | had no probterthevilanguage. Once
our boy was old enough to attend school, | could work in town and make areinmoney; between
my husband's salary and mine we soon managed quite nicely, thouglyfidgabdded a daughter
to the family in 1944. My husband finally opened a shop to fix car bodiess very tough work.
He died much too young in 1960.
| graduated to office work from 1955 on. When | retired at seventy year§|lédua lifelong wish to
write about the histories of my and my husband's ancestors atttetstbries of our growing up, our
emigration and settling in New York, chronicling the many fagmsllilives. It took fourteen years
since its inception, but | have just finished writing that book:

" How We Survived. Chronicles of Our Family"
and am at this time looking to publish it. Hopefully it will be soon.
Luise David, March 2001

In 2003" How We Survived. Chronicles of Our Family" was published by the author herself. The
book contains 593 + X pages and many illustrations.
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FUERTH

We lived on the second floor, or firgitage, of a larg
apartment house iBchwabacherstrasse 65. Our apart
occupied the whole floor of the building at the corner
small side street, namdcdessingstrasse (after the fam
writer of the enlightenment era). The ground floor of
building housed a few stores, with a bakery directly L
our bedrooms. Entering the house one came throug
hallway to the stairwell. This hallway ran underneath
music-room. Our parents' bedroom was next to the n
room. This bedroom had what was called Brkér" (a ba
window), which consisted of two windows with glass
panels that formed a kind of alcove with just enough ¢
for a bench. Our two maids loved to kneel on it, lean ot
open window, and watch the comings and goings c
townspeople. The vista was enhanced by an angled ¢ Fuerth's city hall with its picturesque
mirror, called "Spion” (spy); it meant we could "espyy-an tower

body who rang the doorbell downstairs. (photo: Susanne Rieger)

The street we lived on was a long thoroughfare leadi

the village ofSchwabach. A tram passed by, and ele

trolley cars with overhead lines and long poles leading

cables above clanked past our house every ten minute

were used to the trolley and traffic noise going day

night. Our street sloped gently down to &mterfuehrung’

an underpass beneath a railroad bridge, where

chugged across overhead. Important routes crossed

town going from north to south and from east to west.

Coming from Berlin or Hamburg, even from as far away as Ostowaly, trains traveled on to Mu
nich and further south to Italy and back. The West/East train veaPdhs-Prague Express which
passed through daily, stopped briefly in Fuerth, and roared on over the bodgng and going.
Fuerth, an important hub, was in those days a small town of approxii@teD0 inhabitants. It had
begun as a settlement at the confluence of two rivers, the Reditthe Pegnitz; the two become
one, the Regnitz, which continues flowing north past Erlangen to Bgmbhbere it meets up with
the Main River.

From our windows we peered into the dark chasm of the "Unterfuehamybeyond, where the
street emerged into daylight. Lined with houses, Schwabachersivass®n to the inner city and
beyond. Nazi parades came from town, marched into the sunlight outsifatiewy underpass, and
goose-stepped past our home. We were 'privileged’ to withesssiimgacles firsthand and hear the
jeering anti-Semitic marching slogans, such as: "Wenn dasblutlesrom Messer spritzt" (when
Jewish blood will drip from knives). Soon we learned to draw the agrad ignore the view but it
was harder to shut out the hateful sounds.

Across from our house there was a "Bierstube” (beer hall)ctatiggpatrons until late into the even
ing. Fights often broke out there. Most of the time the argumensettded quickly, everybody went
home, and the noise stopped. But some nights the scene turned ugly: Sevoeds pull a knife,
and a few minutes later the noisy bunch was at our stoop ringirdptter's bell, clamoring to have
wounds treated.

Mother taught us to first ask if the police had been called. Ainm® did we let drunks in the house.
If a policeman was present, Father would go downstairs with $atetidlashlight to check out the
situation. If the police had not been notified, Father called them. @by@leohad to wait downstairs



until a uniformed man arrived. If more than first aid was neededydleeman and the injured ipe
son were allowed upstairs while Father dressed the wounds in lois. @fit many a time the man
had to be rushed to the hospital for surgery. Father would cometalgng his report. He left once
the patient was admitted.

In later times we were especially grateful that Mother alagys cautious about buzzing people in.
More than once was she able to prevent Father from being luredroghtatinder some pretext to be
beaten up by Nazi hoodlums.

Our apartment had a long corridor and a short one, following thehdgesof the corner building,
the short side of the "L" contained the professional rooms for Fatiedical practice and a small,
spare chamber at the end that became my brother's bedroom dnoeekethirteen. Until then Fritz
and | shared a bedroom. Narrow, with barely enough space to turn arounttismyéom served him
well as a retreat. Opposite Father's office, next to my brotmeatt®oom, was a small bathroom with a
toilet and wash basin for Fritz and the patients.

Entering the apartment from the staircase one found oneself in front of thegwadam with Father's
office to the right. A longer corridor led around the corner to ¢fie During office hours a heavy
corded rope separated the professional from the living quartersorate quarters began on the
other side of said rope with a large living/dining room that had thigeezindows. A large table with
thick legs stood in the middle, covered by a heavy brocade clothnviloreugh with silver and gold
threads and edged in gold braid. When setting the table, the maids$ felouthis cloth cereman
ously, and spread out a white tablecloth. At mealtime Fathet fa¢ &dead of the table, carved the
meat, and served most of the food. Mother sat at his side and heipegrive. She summoned the
maid with a bell to bring the next course or clear the table.

A large credenza (sideboard) of dark wood in Biedermeier Botieed dishes, silverware, and table
linens. One of Grandmother Pina's tatted heavy lace runners covered igmsurface. A few good
pieces of crystal were displayed in another, narrower credemgdhéo with large ornamental silver
baskets and fancy and exotic knickknacks friends, relatives or grpsgiehts had brought as gifts.
A tiled stove was built into the inner wall of the room. One gogtened into the living room, from
which it was fed and stoked. The grate on the opposite side heatediting wvoom. In fall and win
ter it was opened before the patients came and closed after they left.

Father's office hours were from twelve noon to one o'clock and froe sieven p.m. on weekdays.
We had to whisper during those hours. Bending down, you could look through the iifeondse
waiting room. | can still hear the discussions at the dinner &dalat the price of "Anthrazit" (a kind
of coal), how expensive it was to heat three rooms (the salon idgludth this one stove. It was a
lot cheaper, however, than having a stove in all three rooms.

At dusk on a wintry day, before the lights went on in the living roolayéd to sit in front of the
stove watching sparks fly from the grate, listening to the higeslifi coals falling into the fire; then |
could let my imagination run wild with the dancing flames. | liettés scene with an eerie feeling
whenever seeing the opera "L'Enfant et Les Sortileges” bglRia which a naughty boy is lured
through the flickering flames of a fireplace into another world. iWie mother calls, he returns to
reality from his dreamed adventure.

The dining room changed back into a living room after the tablecleased. Here we sat and talked,
or read.

Mother did the bookkeeping monthly at the big table, which included cheokitisganding bills due
from private patients. But the bulk of her work was checking peoperds for the "Krank
enkasse", the social health insurance that covered every workisgnpgnce Graf Otto von 8i
marck had instituted it in the 1870ties. My brother and | often lidt@rnth half an ear to convexs
tions about who owed Father money. Our ears pricked up, though, when iaedrézt some of the
wealthiest patients were the most delinquent in paying. Sometimesverheard curious facts as
Father was the official doctor for our municipal opera as well athélocal whorehouse. When very
young | did not understand why my brother often snickered as he eawesdr He understood the
Latin words used in the patients' medical records, like 'alsodiagnoses, which Mother read aloud.



Fritz gleefully enlightened me soon enough.
Many a good meal was served at that table and many a gooddtbr@®n winter Sundays weefr
quently had roast goose for midday dinner. After the soup, the cook broutjig goose on a big
oval platter. The maid followed with a deep round dish of potato dumplirgfea@alty of Bavaria
and certainly one of cook's best creations. Mother served the dumplimtes cook and maid waited
at her side. Father cut the bird in half with heavy poultry sh€ask took the other half back to the
pantry for Monday's meal - but not until Father had asked the custguestion: "Did you turn the
dumplings with your left hand?" Upon the reply "Of course!" Father evbwin to Mother and pro
claim triumphantly, "You see, that's the secret, that is whsetlaee the best potato dumplings in all
of Bavaria!" Geese were a lot larger in our part of Gegnban the few | saw in New York markets
in mid-winter during our early years in New York. Available fr@detober through March, roast
goose was common fare during my childhood. Pot roast or veal wasl servelidays, but never
geese or fowl.
Tasting other people's food later, | realized Mother was not sgobaa cook after all. But it was not
her fault; necessary ingredients were not always availabletiat she wanted to serve. Father did
not encourage new recipes to be tried; he was too conservativefoMbother planned meals and
put finishing touches on them after cook had done the preparatory waatoeld with peeling peat
toes, cleaning vegetables, and later washing or drying dishesallLité&rman, especially Bavarian
cooking in those days, our fare contained too many starchy dishes atbngh salads and veget
bles. Heavy, sweet desserts topped it off. If mealtime was gogéat culinary experience, it was a
social event instead, enjoyed by all.
Our after meal drink was tea, less expensive than coffee altmotgheap; both had to be imported.
Coffee used in Germany was mixed with chicory then and serviddcake on Sunday afternoon
while having a "Kaffeeklatsch". Some bakeshops in town specializedt@s and other fancy baked
goods, like "petit-fours” or rich pastry with lots of cream; sucthap was called a "Konditorei".
Other bakeries, like the one on the ground floor of our house, produced toksdand simple
cakes. Mother's specialties were wonderful yeast cakes,ftagfefruit squares, and "Gugelhupf' a
tall coffee-cake-ring. If we were thirsty during the meal eould ask for water. Then Father would
inevitably quote one of his favorite poems:

" Sauft Wasser wie das liebe Vieh

Und meint, esist Krambambouli."
This poem dates back to 1815 in Germany, where a book of verse wasguiblish famous sa
ings; this one is from C.F. Wedekind (1709-1777):

" Drink water like the cattle dear

and think it is Krambambouli."
"Krambambouli" stems from "Studentensprache,” students' lingo, imgpBtronger spirits. Later,
when | was married, it was like "déja-vu" when | heard my hudluite the same funny verse, which
reminded me of my childhood.
Father considered himself quite knowledgeable about booze but he Wasguda naive. At times
he had a glass of beer with friends to be sociable. At ratedemoments he drank a glass of wine.
He needed to show he had grown up in wine country. He would raise tle¢ @othle light, examine
it carefully, then sip like a restaurant patron sampling wine the sommdligroi@aed. Then he would
exclaim, "Ah, blumig und mild!" It sounded important and knowledgeable tehen we were chi
dren, but actually means very little, merely that the wine hpeasant bouquet and is mild. We
caught on much later that he was pulling everybody's leg, makmgffthe time he had been init
ated by fellow students into the mystique of drinking alcohol.
Our music room, next to the living room, was referred to ceremoniagsiiper Salon". My parents’
bedroom was to the right of the salon. Next was my room. At the etigk dfallway was a pantry.
Another chamber next to it served as spare room or the maid's ltomntained only one bed, but
amenities for both servants. Cook slept on the sofa in the patiemtgigwroom. One year we
thought that cook had a rash. But we soon learned that a patient halthnolbgd bugs. The room



was fumigated. Cook was miraculously cured.

Opposite my room was the large kitchen from which one walked out to a balcony fadiragkiyard
and the "Hinterhaeuser" (old mews-like buildings attached to frondibgd). Next to the kitchen
was the tiled bathroom with cold running water in the sink, a lartieuta and a toilet with an oxe
head water tank.

We were one of the first families who bought a gas appliamdes&t the water in the bathroom.
While already a modern convenience, gas was not yet commonly usedeN our house knew of
the dangerous fumes gas stoves give off if not properly lit, opdlsibility of combustion. Once,
when | was quite young, | was waiting for Alice to give me thb@o heat the room, the tub had to
be filled with hot water. Mother must have opened the gas valveaidy &hen she struck the
match, there was an explosion. She fell down. | screamed in terrbelp. | had seen the flames
shoot out. Thank goodness, it turned out to be more of a scare than aeldbinfhe maids came
running, and Mother opened her eyes soon after and came back to lifadsbtely bruised herself,
not broken any bones. All was well again. Later | noticed that learews and hairline were singed
off, and there was a burned smell too. After a few months hair aidays grew back. From then
on Mother was more careful.

Father was a thrifty man. Coal and gas
were not squandered in our household.
The gas stove was lit once a week to heat
the bathroom and provide warm water for
everyone's weekly bath. During the-r
mainder of the week we sponge-bathed
with cold water. | loathed to strip for this
ordeal: to wash with icy water in a
freezing cold room. There was no way of
faking, | found out, as Mother inspected

L us. She easily noted if we had not washed

The building of the adult education center in Schwhache- halow the neckline. which meant we had
strasse, named after its Jewish founder and benefac kept our nightshirté on. In a turnabout |

" Berolzheimerianum" : .

became quite adept checking my sdhoo

(photo: Susanne Rieger) mates out without them noticing. | was
amazed to see that not everybody was as
devoted to cleanliness as my family. My
nose told me so too.
Speaking of cleanliness, | recall the time
Fritz was sent to a "Kinderheim" (a
summer place like a sleep-away camp).
He returned sporting a dark gray ring
around his neck. Mother made him soak
in a tub. After soaping and scrubbing he
turned pink. He was never again sent
away duing summer.

A dark, Mediterranean type, | bloomed and tanned in the summer sun agr@cuffeadfully from
winter's cold. My toes remained frostbitten throughout the winter,nanairculation was always
poor. Father made me wear tall boots to strengthen weak anklegh thglt laces impeded ther<i
culation even more. Mother was instructed to give me hot and colddbias on winter evenings,
called "Wechselbad" ("Wechsel" means change). My fee¢ wgped alternately into two "Sclaie
seln” (bowls), one with cold and one with hot water. It neverydwmlped. | stopped suffering only
when | moved to Hamburg in 1935 and had daily hot baths and the comferitcdl dhveating. Some



wealthy people in Fuerth had already installed modern convenieancksas centrally controlled
heating. But Father refused to modernize the household, as he staunchly believedimv8pzes.
Father was not stingy, just cautious. Having lived through hard tineekad seen his parents work
diligently in their store to achieve a better standard of livifigey had given him a good education,
which must have cost dearly in proportion to their income. After esiditd a doctor's practice in
Fuerth in 1906, Father began to save, putting money aside for his oldlayeing his parents™e
ample. As was the custom, he looked for a wife with a good dowry whevas ready to get ma
ried. Franziska had brought him a small fortune in 1908. In 1920, when Alice becants Albssnd
wife, she came with the same substantial dowry: 100,000 Reichsmark.

But a terrible inflation hit Germany in the twenties. Fattigd Alice lost everything. They were not
the only ones; all of Germany went through this frightful expegefather was afraid of losing his
savings from then on. This fear increased as he got older. Whilengran, | observed a similar
attitude in many other German Jews. Though much younger than my, fathdusband wasf-a
fected the same way. He had lived through that dreaded inflatiomgdadiolescence, when he had
just earned his first pocket money. Proud to have savings in a bawatdtteed them dwindle, their
value disappearing before his eyes. | only understood the influeticesef events later, when trying
to rationalize Father's reasons for what seemed to us exegh#raft. | overheard many an argu
ment about Mother's extravagance. | watched Mother quietly aé@per's refusals to give her
money for extras. Father would deliver sermons extolling tlyiing reasons why he deemed-ce
tain purchases unnecessary luxuries. At the end of such lecturd®rMatuld appear to acquiesce.
Father was a typical German head of the house, who dictatatialgd his wishes, allowing no input
from anyone where money was concerned. He didn't think women capabl@nafjing important
matters.

Appreciating Mother's opinions in many other situations, Father dekeohd took her advice. Bi
cussing his patients' psychological problems with her, he valuethdight into what made people
tick. A family doctor was advisor, marriage counselor, and psychalaigieot psychiatrist, in those
days. Because of his ability to advise and treat the whole farhdypatient, Dr. Dreyfuss was the
beloved family physician of about half the town. Few people wereealaaw much Mother was part
of his deserving that reputation.

Our phone number was easy to remember: #14/14. Often emergescywead! received during the
night from families who thought their patient was too ill to waitil morning. Shrewdly, Mother
devised a plan to screen calls. She always answered the phone at night, cheendmgdr was not at
home but could be reached. One night a man called. Mother asked fonlpestiThe man said, "My
wife is in pain and has a fever" Mother said, "Just a minute." i@myéhe mouth piece, she asked
Father what to do next. Father instructed her to ask how high teeded where the pain was. The
man replied. Repeating "Just a minute," Mother reported back tor Fah@gain gave instructions.
She told the worried listener, "Put on a cold compress, give yourasgein with lots of hot tea
every couple of hours, and call the doctor in the morning." "Frau Dboctmijed the man, "does that
man in your bed know what he is talking about? Is he a doctor too?"

Due to Father's fine reputation he became the family doctallftine Stettauers as well as distant
relatives, even if some of them were not on speaking termsonghanother. Mother was the-su
preme diplomat, keeping peace with everyone; she listened toealhigces. Never taking sides, she
remained the arbiter at all times. She did not succeed ewsg\irii peace-making but often took the
edge off some squabbles that might have turned into deeper riftelddréy aunts, in fact, were
quick to think they had been slighted and were easily offended. Once, osthering an oversized
sofa made to specification for the music room, Mother supposedly tskatterior decorator, "Can
you make the sofa large enough so that five aunts can sitwitrenough room between them, if
they aren't speaking to each other?"

During a severe flu epidemic Father decided to rent a bicgcleidk calls. Imagine a well dressed
man wearing a gray jacket, fashionable knickers, vest and bow-tie, ridingcebi

Father's patients lived in every part of town, on both sides ofiweesrfrom the older town to the



newest developed outer suburbs, some even in Nuremberg. He rodeldisveygwhere until the
day one wheel got stuck in the tram tracks and he took a harBddlly bruised, but no bones bro
ken, he was laid up for a few days. He had to call on a colldagwEp out and take care of higp
tients. It was the end of the bicycle. A few other doctors in tdveady owned motor cars, buaF
ther deemed that ostentatious.

There were no height restrictions on buildings in those days; eteyatlled lifts, had only recently
been invented. Father's patients lived in all kinds of homes, ranging fronotfixe-story apartment
houses, or in Villas. | knew of nobody who lived in a house with elevatdfserth. Father climbed
stairs all day long. His hobby? Walking, hiking, and mountain-climbitey belonged to a walking
club of four or five friends who met every Saturday afternoon in spsammer, and fall. Their
usual destination was an outdoor garden of a small suburban restaurasttivelyesat and talked
over cups of coffee, then walked back. It was a "gemuetlich” lleestyard work first, followed by
leisure in the company of friends.

Father was extremely vain. His suits were always in ttestidashion with matching vests. A gold
chain from one vest pocket to the other held a watch and fob. The watteimdf round, was pulled
from its pocket to check the time or a patient's pulse. Fattegndere a "lavalliere”, a special piece
of jewelry given to him by Mother; it hung from the vest pocket on the erfteafhtain and consisted
of a piece of black onyx with his initial, 'A’, mounted in a spatkidlamond emblem. His shirts
sported starched collars, his doctor's coats were spanking whiterdyfuss traditionally wore bow
ties, knotted by his wife. Everyone in town knew when Mother was away or ill weehewas seen
in a "four-in-one," the only way he knew to knot a tie. For Satuedgrnoon walks he changed to
sports jacket with knickerbockers. The tailor came to our home asume him for his suits, then for
fittings. Father owned formal wear for festive evenings.

Father once played a prank on Mother. Mother was very vain. Kebpingeautiful hands soft by
applying layers of Vaseline every night, she would slip on agaild cotton gloves before going to
sleep. One morning Mother found Father, having returned from a nighdéaatig asleep next to her-
wearing his silk top hat and white silk opera scarf. Later keghed all day about it. How he loved
to retell that story!

On rare occasions Father would reminisce and tell anecdotesifsoyouth or some of his war time
experiences; he had served during World War 1 as doctor assaddindéist, like all drafted or en
listed physicians. One story never failed to amaze me. Fadgmmnear Verdun at the time. French
soldiers threw bottles with messages to the German side hgfferistop shooting during the Jewish
High Holidays (Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur), and asking the Germatkriowledge they
would do the same. Sure enough, bottles were thrown back with messsgesd, promising to
abide by the same rules. It seemed even stranger to me that both sides kpgrthea!

Father loved most of all to tell about his beloved horse "Liediis Tust have been his favorite
among names - he called Alice later by that name too. Fathleofiicer rank as physician (probably
equal to captain) and that entitled him to be on horseback accompangihgrse-drawn hospital
wagon in the rear of the marching "bataillon." "Lazarett" wes German name for the makeshift
military Hospital. He treated the sick, pulled teeth (dentistsewn the regular army), bandaged
wounds. The more serious cases were picked up from his "Lazar@tbraught to the nearestdio
pital behind the front.

One of the old pictures in my album depicts Father sitting inufuiform on his horse. One dagF
ther had to turn his beloved Liesl| over to a general, whose horse éadchat dead under him in
battle. In exchange Father got another general's horse. This s@aimdal would respond to martial
music when the troops marched by running to the front of the "batatbole’ad it - a most unoe
fortable situation for Father. Even the hardest pull on the reignd onoulstop the galloping steed. It
was off and running the minute it heard marching music! Finathér begged to get his Liesl back
and his wish was granted: Liesl was returned, the gentlewiacé followed his command and was
happy to stay in back.

One day, after a long march, the soldiers were left with norvratdeir canteens. Terribly thirsty,



they were far away from fresh water. They pulled up turnips fadield, scraped them off and ate
greedily to quench their thirst. Everybody in the regiment camendwsith violent diarrhea and
cramps, later diagnosed as dysentery. Men with severe c&seBather, were sent back behind the
frontlines. As the war went on, Father suffered relapses and had to be hospitidizedae times.
After the war Father had to maintain a special diet, partly due to this episdgeentery. But he had
also become slightly diabetic. Whenever Mother, Fritz, and | agetsdesserts, Father could only
have stewed fruit. Watching Father steal little tidbits obidden dessert from Mother's plate while
she was busy talking, we made a joke of catching him at ibftda managed to get more of her-po
tion than she did. Fully aware it was bad for him, he gleefully &estealing. A phrase was coined:
"Food from other people's plates tastes better!"

| drove people crazy by being the slowest, most methodical diribe dable. Father insisted, wo
ever, that it was the proper way. He praised the example Egerybody would watch warily but
fascinated when | picked chicken bones apart, severing themalyrgit the joints with knife and
fork. I can still dissect bones that way but have since learneat towech faster and pick up chicken
bones with my fingers. Later my children cracked jokes about iit.tfere was good reason to
change from eating slowly to quickly, as told later-on.-

After dinner we drifted into the music-room, our salon, a magicalepl&tanding somewhat off-
center, the grand piano was the star attraction, dominating the rogieaming black, the name
"Bluethner" inscribed in gold letters on its front. Two windows, fréupeettily by deep blue drapes,
served as backdrop to a cozy nook formed by two dark blue, velvet-dostemes and a small ier
ental table with a hammered brass tray top. The wallpaper wiaslle too with small gold re-
blems. A multi-colored Persian rug covered the floor. Gilded scaatoe@ge the blue velvet sofa lit
the room; a "Luester" (chandelier) hung from the ceiling. hegerelaxed during long cold winter
evenings. Listening to Fritz playing the piano, at times accogpg Mother, who would sing or
play the violin, we succumbed to the spell of the room. Closed dasgesoft lights contributed to a
delicious feeling of intimacy.

For a few years | took piano lessons from the same teacketzad-raeulein Brochier, a hunchback.
She was probably a good pianist, but truly a dreadful pedagogugsatvess with me for not being
as gifted as my brother. She would rap me across the knuckles whémséwek a wrong note; it
hurt, but | never dared tell my parents. | hated her. Listenimgytown piano playing, compared to
Fritz', was hateful too. | had begun tennis lessons at the sameWhen | developed painful ten
donitis in my right arm, Father gave me a choice of either drg@pimis or piano lessons. | gladly
gave up the piano and settled comfortably into the role of a goadkelisi&/e had just gotten our first
radio anyhow, where lots of fine music programs were broad8aatitiful music gave us strength
and soon a respite from having to listen to daily continuous onslaughésedfil propaganda against
Jews. -

The kitchen held a special fascination for me from early ore begakfast and lunch in it with our
"Fraeulein" (governess) when very small. Later, as a schqdlgpent time watching cook prepare
meals whenever | came home before Mother.

It was here that | heard "Bubbameises” (grandmother's or old 'wales), which have become
deeply ingrained. Some habits, picked up at the time, have become gaalipgat of my subcoen
scious, saving string (cook told me | would never get a husbanditifal knot or did not save string).
Standing up when peeling potatoes or vegetables (I don't even remehdiedind of curse one-4in
curred by sitting down). Not to mention the dire consequences ofittgawt leftovers. This vet
dom came mostly from folklore reinforced by the morals that fairy fakesch (subliminally). Habits
formed then, while listening spellbound to cook proclaiming absolutesuttigh conviction in the
kitchen, have traveled through life with me. | have tried to shakeaoffe of them, but find myself
doing things the old way instinctively. | still have to remind miyight it is healthier to sit down
than stand up while performing tedious chores.

The spacious kitchen was a big enough to contain a stove, a lasyeatatblseveral cupboards. Over
the sink was a shelf on which two dishwashing bowls stood. When doingstiesdve filled one



with hot soapy water, the other with hot rinsing water. Every dfapater had to be heated in large
kettles on the stove. The old wood-burning stove, used for many yeangdstework according to
its own strange moods. It was in use for many different tasks;ofoking on its top burners, for
baking inside the "Roehre" (oven), for heating the room, for ironing. @ne | recall Mother crying
after having baked a cake: It was burned on top while still rimniye middle. Father called it her
"Feuerwehr Kuchen," her fire department cake. Finally Motlbersggk and tired of this old, e
peramental piece of equipment and bought a gas stove. We had to suffer for a while witindem
or overdone meals, until Mother and cook learned the right timing for the newfanglexhagpli

A door opened from the kitchen to a small balcony. It was just bigganfmwr two to stand or sit.
Fritz and | loved watching people in their backyards from this genp@int. Being a corner house,
ours had only a very small yard. The buildings next to ours, fabed-¢ssingstrasse, had larger
yards. Some neighbors had gardens; others kept tables and chairs lra¢kgard and ate summer
meals al fresco. The most interesting backyard belonged wotheent in the Lessingstrasse. It was
intriguing because pigs were kept there. Every spring wehedtthe cutest little piglets arrive and
being cared for as if they were babies. First they were daidbottle fed. Later, grown big and
squirmy, the pigs took slop from troughs. Preventing them from fightingfowed, the nuns saw to it
that each one got its fill. We watched the animals grow upagiearid stink up the whole neighbo
hood.

When eating cherries, Fritz and | loved to spit the pits towardgid¢ise When one of them was hit, it
squealed loudly, more out of surprise than from pain. We calle@ thi®re. As soon as she caught
us at it, Mother stopped our fun. The pigs disappeared mysteriously. ihunderstood why only as

| got older: The nuns butchered them, then cooked, smoked, and preserved tfog fakand win
ter, filling their pantry with sausages, hams, and such. In spnmeyvacrop of piglets appeared, and
the same routine began all over again.

Our wash was done on Mondays in a large basement below, in a laoodrywith a stove, over
which turned the drum-like washing apparatus; it also containedvimoglen tables, and outsize
tubs. The previously soap-soaked white wash was 'boiled’ in thgesetigidrums, then underwent
hand scrubbing with sharp soap and hard brushes on the tables and vaasriheesame drums. |
helped wring the smaller pieces out while our two maids handlegibags. Dark colored things
were done in cool water and kept in separate baskets. By and by nsamtsifall were carried down
to the end of Johannisstrasse and across the Dambacherstrassethevheeadow ended at the Red
nitz. Large pieces were spread out there and blanched by lgténgdry in the sun. We watered
them a few times during drying as if they were spring 8myv Smaller pieces were hung on lines
provided. We shared meadow and lines with many families from the neighborhood.

There was a lovely smell of wind and sun when we brought the dmsliheme. In inclement
weather we would hastily pack our stuff and either retreatnasby house entrance to wait out the
storm or rush the baskets home to dry indoors. When all was dry, themaasiampened and rolled
up for Tuesday's ironing or 'mangling’ of straight pieces, a pressing throaigil hellers.

Ironing took place in the kitchen. From early on | had watched in awehbawy irons were packed
with glowing coal carefully, not to get black coal dust on the ctthed used by the maids until
they had cooled off. They were then replaced by other irons thétgeadpacked with hot coal in the
meantime.

Later-on the gas stove provided a cleaner and simpler way of heating the rtextflggirons.

Rarely around for the whole wash-day procedure from beginning to ey probably more of a
bother than help with my never-ending questions about everything. On Masday-wash-days
Mother put up hot food in the "Kochkiste," a sort of stockpot. The food sietrie this heavily in
sulated box all day. Pea or lentil soup with sausages, sauerkrauheat, or a rice dish were wash-
day fare. -

Our daily lives were governed by routine. Father saw patients, Msilopped for the household and
met friends in the afternoon. The maids kept the household runningafditz went to school five
and a half days a week. Sundays we spent together. It was at$sd daji off. Our parents led an



active social life entertaining friends and being invited immmetmostly on weekends or holidays.
When Mother expected guests, the whole house was turned upside down. Skleacmbkgespared
for days before, making the most delicious little hors d'oeuvres arranged on fattesspl
Many Jewish middle and upper class women applied this same daaking skill to make a living
after they emigrated to other countries. They became cooks in eiperaes or did catering of fancy
foods for parties and banquets. One of my Mother's cousins worked togetheMrs. Paula
Kissinger, mother of Heinz, later Henry, in the catering fieldeng they not only prepared the food,
baked the cookies and cakes, but brought it to the party. Then they donrkedrlacns with little
white lace-edged aprons and served the assembled guests.-
Our parents stepped out a great deal evenings. Doctors weré¢eelxizekeep up a certain social life.
Both Father and Mother were good mixers. They belonged to a Jesish dub called "Phoenix”
and a bowling league. They went to theatres, concerts, operastaandlavies. But Father was-o
ten called away on emergencies. When in a theatre, he woultidealisher beforehand where he
would sit, adding, "You can always find me in the dark - my bald heaéshiwhen patients called,
they surely found him. The only uninterrupted time the family spenthegetas during vacations or
Sunday afternoon walks in the countryside.
After Fritz left for the university, Mother dismissed one of thaids. Cook became the factotum for
all jobs. But the Nazis passed a law in 1935 based on the prentia# deavish men were sex fiends
who would seduce housemaids or any available female. Sexual contact b&tysenand Jews had
long been called "Rassenschande” (the shame of miscegenatment@>erman working women
could no longer be maids in Jewish households unless they were padivéorggars of age. So
Mother and cook had to part. They said a tearful good-bye. From thanddother had help from a
cleaning woman, an older person, who came once a week.
In any case, the Jewish social scene was to totally chaoige1©33 on. Jewish people could no
longer go out at night without fear. Movie houses, theatres, andinasts posted signs: "Juderrve
boten!" Young people left, emigrating if possible or fleeing okertorder illegally, even going into
hiding. If caught, they were taken into "Schutzhaft", so-calleceptive custody, and many of them
would disappear forever. Years later, we heard the truth, thatviie shot while 'fleeing.’ Fate split
families apart.
A few wealthy Jewish merchants had connections overseas thraugkgbrt trade; during the early
stages of the Nazi regime they could move to other countriesamily and possessions intact. But
doctors, lawyers, judges, academicians, average Jewish people, semiplagees, artisans, shop
owners, or Jews living in villages, had no such opportunities. Thereseere exceptions, though:
People eminent in academic fields received papers throughrfareigersities with permits to teach
or do research there; some famous writers and scientistsrwéssl to the United States and Fale
tine early-on, sometimes through Eleanor Roosevelt's interventioersotame that way to other
European universities into countries that where eventually overrtimebyazis too. But this way of
getting out was only possible during the early years of Nazi rule.
A remaining older Jewish generation coined what was to become a prophetic phrase:
" Children turn into letters, grandchildren into pictures’.
It was the beginning of the end of an era.
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Epilogue: A late revelation

In winter 1973 my brother Fritz, now Dean of medical faculty atAv@ University, fell ill and had
to be operated at Ichilov Hospital for stomach ulcers. It was d#sedwduring the operation that a
good part of Fritz’'s stomach needed to be removed. Once home from filhasd recuperating
nicely, he phoned me on New Year’'s day, a holiday he knew our mothsd gpend with me in my
apartment. He first conveyed his family’s good wishes for tae Near, then told a story he knew
would be of great interest to us.



While home recovering, he had gotten a phone call from one of hiefdeachers at the Fuerth
Gymnasium who now lived in New York; this man had heard that my broddebeen very ill and
was recuperating from a serious operation. The purpose of thitooetieer my brother up, wasree
tainly accomplished. This is what Mr. Louis Kissinger told my bnothBid you know, that your
father was the physician who helped bring Heinz into the worldlthsr Fritz nor we had known it.
It would have been only one of many Fuerther babies delivered dusirfgther's professional life
and therefore not especially notable in those days. But nobody coujthérthat Heinz would ds
come Henry once his parents had fled to New York or that Henry vemédlay become a famous
Secretary of State and world-renown scholar in his and our adopted country.

Once we got off the phone, mother and | discussed the circumstarthas lmfth. My father had not
been "Hausarzt" (family physician) to the Kissinger familgey were orthodox Jews - we weee r
formed. In Fuerth that meant that we lived in separate worldsaattime. We surmised that the
Kissinger family must have been patients of one of the orthodostlelctors, who was either ill or
on vacation when Heinz's mother was ready to give birth. It wasnilgeexplanation for father to be
called. We were certainly glad to hear this fact and even haghgieLouis Kissinger had been so
thoughtful to tell this to my brother.
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s J;“ **  been doing so well until New Year's day, got a
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Soernedany wt i s e tured his not yet healed sutures and had to be

plocoed By 7 o - =  operated again to clean up internal bleedings.
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et TG G pedapegee Years later my sister-in-law Adina gave me the
Poconr— 4., B sl ol original letter of condolence mother hae r

afes ,Z'fw ,»:;_ o3 _“’ “FL ceived (and turned over to her) from Louis

D Si% Kissinger dated May 12 that year, in which he
o referred to "the special connection of the Bre
From Louis Kissinger's letter of condolence fuss family to the Secretary of State of the
(photo: private) United States".

Henry Kissinger’s portrait hangs in a gallery honoring all Ndala@reates of German Jewish descent
at the Leo Baeck Institute in New York. This famous instituttedicated to preserve the history and
culture of German Jewry. On my recent visit | noticed thaated on the identifying name plate that
Henry was born in 1923.
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