WORKSHEET: GROUP 4
Testemonies
Lory Cahn  Breslau (Polen), Pennsylvania (USA)
My father, everyday he said: „Pupela, I don’t want you to go. But I want you to go because it will be good
for you.“ The day came and we went. My mother and dad came with me inside the train and put my
suitcase up. My seat was right at the window and the German trains had great big windows and my father
pulled it all the way down so I could be leaning out of the window and he hugged me and kissed me. And I
could see my father’s face getting whiter and whiter and I thought, „I only hope nothing is going to happen
to him,“ he looked so terribly terribly pale and my poor mother was getting worse and worse and I couldn’t
wait for the train to go because I didn’t want to remember that. And the guy came and he waved the signal.
When the train started to go my father said, „Pupela, let me hold your hands“. And I held my hands and
said, „I have to let go! I have to let go!“ No! I don’t want you to go! I don’t want you to go!“ And we were
already, my father couldn’t walk very fast because he walked on a cane. We went a little bit more and he
took me by my hands and he pulled me out of the window. And I fell, I could have fallen in between,
between the platform and the train. There was only a small amount of space. I didn’t. But I got hurt and I
was bleeding and I was devastated. Absolutely devastated. And my father was in seventh heaven. That he
had his pupale, his little girl back.

Pulled out of the train by her father, Lory Cahn was not one of the children saved by the Kindertransport
rescue efforts. Together with her parents she was deported to Theresienstadt Ghetto. She was liberated in
April 1945 in Bergen Belsen, after surviving the camps Auschwitz, Mathausen, Buchenwald and a death
march.
Taken from the film Into the arms of strangers. Stories of the Kindertransport [Warner Brothers, 2000], (36:0337:55 min).
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Lore Segal  Breslau (Germany), UK, New York (USA)
I remember that last evening, all the cousins and all the aunts came to say goodbye and there was one
aunt who had twins, who was extremely angry with my parents for getting me onto this transport and for
not having managed to get her twins onto the transport. There was grief and panic and fury in that room
and there was a moment that my father took me between his knees and he said: “Now, when you get the
England you have to talk to all the English people you meet and you have to ask them to get your mother
and me out, and your grandparents.“ And because this aunt was there and had been so unhappy and so
angry, he said, “And aunt soand so’s twins.“ Before long I had a list of people whom I, at 10 years old, had
promised to save from Hitler.
Each child was given a number. My number, and I still have it, was 152 and this was the number that every
child put around its neck and a similar number was attached to our suitcase. And there we stood, in out
groups of fifty, I think it was and there was mother and my father. And my mother kept up a conversation
with me as if this was an ordinary and interesting thing that was happening and I remember she wore a
pony fur with a fox collar and her face was inside the fox collar and I remember that even though her
speech was as if everything was ordinary, her face, I remember, was hot. It was red and hot.
Taken from the film Into the arms of strangers. Stories of the Kindertransport [Warner Brothers, 2000], (31:3032:36 min; 33:0433:53
min).

Link to page · Page 2 of 5

On Paula Fürst, a chaperon for German refugee children
“The former principle of the Theodor Herzl School, Paula Fürst, was scheduled to chaperon a group of children leaving for England on
August 3, 1939. To everyone’s surprise she returned to Germany because she didn’t know what to do in England. In Berlin she had her
pension and her friends, while abroad she had no one. Many German Jews were still talking like that.”

Source: Outcast. A Jewish girl in wartime Berlin by Inge Deutschkron. Froom Intl Publisher, 1990. p. 58.

Bertha Leverton born Engelhard  München (Germany), London (UK)
Looking back over the years, one normally recalls not the ordinary things that happened in one’s life, but
the happy or sad events. They may recede into the background but are never forgotten.
The memory of five years I spent with my foster family can never be erased. On the bonus side they also
kept my younger brother Theo, aged twelve, and my sister Inge, aged nine. I was just fifteen on my arrival
in England.
The treatment of me by ‘Aunty Vera’ I can now put down to her resentment of my good health, she being a
semiinvalid. But her torment of us and me in particular was nothing compared to ‘Uncle’ Billy’s
‚friendliness’ which I successfully managed to avoid for five years. The first year was more endurable. We
lived in Coventry, having been sponsored by Coventry Cathedral, but knew nothing about any Jewish
refugee committee. However, Theo was Bar Mitzvah in the little Shool in Barras Lane and we were invited
to the Rabbi’s house for the Seder nights.
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But returning home with a packet of Matzot made the yearning for a real Jewish homelife even harder to
bear. On the rare occasions that we were allowed to go to the Sabbath Service (a two mile walk), not one
of the small congregation seemed to notice the three forlorn children who so much wanted to be part of
Jewish life. One day, Theo came home crying and limping from school. He had fallen into a bomb crater.
For several days he was made to go to school and told not to be a cry baby. I too was told not to be silly
when I suggested he should see a doctor. In the end his foot swelled up so much that he had to be seen
by a doctor and it was found he had walked with a broken ankle for days.
Many times Inge’s little arms were full of bruises from being pinched by aunty for some trivial naughtiness.
When we were banished to the kitchen to have our meals, we did not mind in the least.
After the blitz on Coventry, we were evacuated with the family to a small town in Yorkshire. Now we were
really cut off from any Jewish contact; but there must have been a Committee who knew about us, for I
remember that twice a year a young Rabbi, whose job it was to visit children in nonJewish homes, came
to see us. There was no point in complaining to him about our treatment. It was our word against theirs,
and by that time we were so cowed, we just accepted our fate.
I was sent to work in a nearby cotton mill, doing the housework at night and weekends, and Theo worked
in a factory from age fourteen. Inge went to school and won a scholarship. I liked to work because it took
me away from ‘home’ and the girls there were kind and accepted me. We were on piece work and within a
short time I earned top rates. But of course Theo and I had to hand over our pay packets intact, getting
half a crown back from each pound earned – one eighth! But that was in theory only. For after a day or so
even that small sum was ‘borrowed’ back, never to be returned.
There were times when we rebelled and did unheard of things like asking for our sweet coupons. Then
aunty would fall into a ‘faint’, accusing us of impairing her health and being ungrateful. Uncle and aunty
liked playing Monopoly, but it wasn’t much fun just played by two, so we were usually invited to play with
them. We soon found that if we won, they did not like it and tormented us afterwards. So we developed a
skilful strategy of losing. This made them happy and earned us treats like tea and biscuits, or some
sweets.
I recall one wonderful week in January. Aunty and uncle went to visit her mother in Coventry and we were
given permission to open our wage packets and take out our allowance and a little extra for food. It was
my twentyfirst and Inge’s fourteenth birthday during that week. We went to Oldham, the nearest town,
lunched in a cafe on eggs, beans and chips, saw the sights and then went to the swimming baths where I
taught Inge to swim and then had our photographs taken. The happiness and freedom of that birthday will
remain for ever in my memory. But even more happiness was in store for us.
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Our parents had managed to escape in 1940 and, after five years journeying, ended up in Portugal. It was
still war time. A law had been passed in parliament permitting close relatives from neutral countries to
travel to England, providing they had children under fifteen there. Inge qualified on that score. Aunty’s
mother had bought another house in Coventry (she ran boarding houses) on hearing about our parents
coming. It was intended to install them as housekeepers there so that they could earn their keep. However,
when they arrived and saw the state we were in (I had no shoes, only wooden clogs for working in the
cotton mill where they were the usual footwear), there was a terrible rumpus. We children had decided not
to say anything bad about Aunty and Uncle, but during the night Mutti had wormed the whole story out of
me. Inge had lost all and Theo most of his German. Parents are not deceived and I shall never know how,
but Papa, via the village telephone, and not speaking any English, managed to contact the nearest
Refugee Committee (Manchester) and within two hours they arrived by car and we were taken away. My
parents insisted that I was bought a pair of shoes on the way. This was a few days after my twentyfirst
birthday.
When I recently bought my records from the CBF[1] I found we had been labelled troublemakers for
complaining to our parents.
A new happy era started. We settled in Birmingham. I married and raised a family and have two daughters
and nine wonderful grandchildren in England and Israel. I am no stranger to tragedy either, having lost a
wonderful son, Danny, at the age of twentyone. Also Theo died fortythree years old. But I console myself
with the knowledge that I can visit their and my parents’ grave, a comfort which, unfortunately, is denied to
so many of my generation of Kinder.

[1] Central British Fund for German Jewry (CBF) was formed in 1933 to support German Jews under Nazi rule and played a major role in
organising the Kindertransport. The organisation still exists today under the name World Jewish Relief.

Source: I Came Alone: The Stories of the Kindertransports. Editor, Bertha Leverton. Book Guild, 1990, pp. 182184.
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