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For my daughters, Ruthie and Mickey, who didn't always have an easy ride with me... 

And the line continues... 
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Preface 

Ruthie David-Schiiller 

Ten years ago, while randomly surfing the Internet late into the night, I came across the 

family tree of my paternal grandmother, Esther Poons, about whom I knew nothing. I thought 

she was born in Amsterdam; I didn't know whether she had any siblings. In fact, there was 

never anyone I could ask. 

I was amazed to discover a whole new world — a family tree constructed by non-professional 

genealogists in Holland. The record begins with the arrival of Hartog Simonsz (born about 

1725 in Prague) in Amsterdam, where he settled and raised a large family. On this tree I 

found the name of my grandmother, who was born in Antwerp, Belgium, and with this I 

encountered a wealth of fascinating information on the family — my family. 

My curiosity was aroused, and I travelled to Holland with my mother to find out more, but 

picked up few answers. We visited the grave of my grandfather, Simon Sch011er, although I 

had not known of its existence previously. One side of the circle was beginning to complete 

itself. 

I began to question my mother. I asked her for stories and explanations, and she answered 

willingly. My notebooks began to fill up with these tales, randomly, by association. 

I filled up one notebook. Then an unusual opportunity arose for us when Mrs Rachel Silko, 

Director of the Beit Hagdudim Museum (Jewish Regiments in the British Army) at Avihayil, 

asked to interview my mother about her encounter with the Jewish Brigade, and about her life 

story. 

That interview forms the basis of the story which follows, narrated mainly chronologically, 

supplemented by life stories of family members and friends, some of whom perished during 

the Holocaust; stories that are worth relating because these people, who led regular, peaceful 

lives, should be better known. 

They were decent people who raised families, played musical instruments, loved, travelled, 

read, and earned an honest living, until their world was turned upside down one day, and they 

were ostracized, considered undesirable, devoid of rights, people whom it was legitimate to 

kill: men, women, children, elderly people. 
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My mother, a strong and brave woman, was lucky. She fought and survived, immigrated to 

Israel, raised a family: two daughters, six grandchildren. Her life's journey was constantly 

riddled with bumps and obstacles. 

My mother and I do not agree on one point: I believe her story is basically optimistic in the 

end — evil was conquered. She won, and went on to live a full and long life. She herself is 

not so sure... 

Her story lies before you. You be the judge. 

January 2011 
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THE BOSMAN SAGA OVER THE GENERATIONS 

Soon I will be 89 years old. I never believed I would reach such a ripe old age. My parents 

disappeared from my life when they were 48. One of my grandmothers was 82 and the other 

was 77 when they were put to death. I was 20 years old when the events that overtook us 

turned all our lives upside down in one fell swoop. 

The saga actually begins in the early 18th  century, when Jacob Levy, born in Germany, 

purchased the right to a seat in the third bench on the Western side of the Synagogue in 

Amsterdam. The deal was struck on 2.11.1727, and cost him 70 gulden. 
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3 Deed of purchase - Side B 

Eighty years later, one of his descendants, whose name was also Jacob Levy, a resident of 
Rotterdam in Holland, father of six boys, was asked to choose a surname, in accordance with 
an ordinance published in 1811, requiring all Dutch citizens to choose a family name. He 
chose the name Bosman. 

My father, Maurits Bosman, was born in Rotterdam on 24.2.1895. He was the eldest son to 
his parents : his father Salomon Bosman who was born in Rotterdam on 13.9.1857, died on 
10.3.1925. My father's mother Mathilda Bosman- Pieters, my grandmother, was born in 
Rotterdam on 23.8.1866. She was murdered in Sobibor on 28.5.1943. 
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I have in my possession a document printed in 1834 — the birth certificate of Victor (son of 
Hartog) Pieters, born 1803 in Rotterdam, died in 1901 in Delft. Victor Pieters was the 
grandfather of my paternal grandmother, Mathilde Bosman-Pieters, my father's mother. 

l'121," 1.",i Al 2.:EGlit, iarvake 'frt. 8 ,,an 1,.... 7.aninklijk Beilnit in data 
,1i!..i , Sza.arthiad No. -.3.3, al a dicaastely Jot het Ifusealiik. 

I tU RGE1ILVM: STAN 0,  PROVIZITIE 7,1311)-11OLLAND. 
TA 1) it OTTER fltAl.  DISTaILV ncivrcaDA LI. 
,....------...------.-1  ...__,......----.,...--,...—... 

I I  VV ondergeteekanieu 1VE T 110 VD .E.11. der ST AT  
'WT 17E111).8.51,  tenzar van ilea Barger! fjkon.Stend , 
verklaren dal het bovenstaand Extract is overeenkornstiz 
met het hovengemeld Register,, 

/' 
Den II 

, 
ondergeteekenden PRESIDTLVT•van het Tnbuntrat 

Eercten clan-log in het District 7: o e rd aro, verklami 
dat cJc bovenstaande hanilteel,enin;.; is di ct van den Herr 
117 E7110 CIDER cl:.•7 S TAD 0 TERDA 
,......Litenaar van den Bar,icrigken Stond, en dal ditExtrac.: 
alzoo geloof vertlietia. 

ROTTE 13 11 A M , den -9■•• 183i. 

Birth certificate of Victor Pieters 

She wed Salomon Bosman, who was born in Rotterdam on 13.9.1857, and died on 
10.3.1925. Her son, Maurits Bosman, was my father, born in Rotterdam on 24.2.1895. He 
was the older of two brothers. 

Victor H Pieters manufactured mirrors. I remember this from my grandmother Mathilde's 
stories. It was only through our searches for genealogical information on the Internet, based 
on this birth certificate, that we discovered he was also a fairly well-known amateur landscape 
artist. Strangely enough, this was never mentioned at home. 
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The Bosman family in 1903. Mathilda and Salomon 
Bosman with their two children Maurits (my father) and John 

I only vaguely remember my grandfather, Salomon Bosman, whom I visited at his sick-bed 

when I was less than 2 years old. But I do remember the room in their home where he lay. 

On the other hand, I well remember my grandmother, Mathilda Bosman, after whom I was 

named. She was an extremely intelligent woman, although she did not have much formal 

education. She had a finely-developed sense of humor and was very sharp-witted. Every 

fortnight, on Fridays, we ate dinner at her home (on alternate Fridays we ate at the other 

grandmother's home). She herself did no cooking, which was done by the maid, Luisa 

(German), who also did all the housework and lived with her in her very large house in 

Rotterdam, at 372 Mathenesserlaan. Both grandmothers lived in an area considered well-to- 
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My uncle John Bosman, my father's brother, was born like my father in Rotterdam, on 

24.2.1901. He was a very pleasant man, a sportsman, a member of the sailing and rowing 

club, and something of a ladies' man. When I was 6 or 7 years old he bought a gramophone 

and a record with the song "Happy Days" on one side and "Stormy Weather" on the reverse. 

He brought these with him when he came to dinner at his mother's one Friday. That was 

when we heard the record for the first time. We were all entranced. He also gave me my first 

cigarette, a pastel-colored "Abdulla", when I was only 14. 

John Bosman 

A happy, fun-loving man, he was an excellent pianist without ever having studied music, and 

could not read notes. He could immediately play by ear, anything I requested. 

In 1932 he married Eva de Jong, who was born in Borculo (Holland). I was the flower-girl at 

their wedding and scattered flowers before the bridal pair. Eva was exterminated, along with 

her three young children, on 11.6.1943, at Sobibor. 
8 



Eva Bosman-de Jong with her three children: Miriam, Arnold-Dan and Yuki (Jehudit) 

Eva had been a teacher at a Household Management School, and John was my father's 

partner in the family business "Bosman & Den Arend". They dealt in textiles throughout 

Holland. This business was founded in 1855 by Meir Bosman (my paternal great-

grandfather) with a partner from his wife's family (my grandfather's mother), Jeanette 

Bosman-Den Arend. I can still remember visiting my great-grandmother, Jeanette, when she 

was very old (94) and ailing. She sat up in bed (one of those beds built into a cupboard — 

Bedstee), with a black bonnet on her head, and smiled at me. 



Mygreat-grandmother, Jeanette Bosman 

The wholesale textile business was run from the family home — the family lived on the 4th 

floor, and business was conducted on the 3 floors below. The house was very narrow, like 

many old houses in Holland. 

Towards the end of the 1920s the business was moved to another location (next to the Great 

Synagogue in Rotterdam), and a sewing workshop was added, where sheets, towels, aprons, 

etc were manufactured. The business flourished and employed about 10 seamstresses. My 

father and John sold the goods to shops, mainly outside Rotterdam. They employed 4 or 5 

agents for this, to travel throughout the country and market the products. 

Every few months my father and Uncle John travelled in one of the company cars to Eastern 

Holland, where the big textile factories were located, to purchase fabrics. This was a long 

journey, and before they left, at about five in the morning, they would eat breakfast together — 

eggs and bacon — at our house or Uncle John's. I loved to join them for this early breakfast 

when it took place at our home. 

When I was 12, in 1935, the family celebrated the 80th  anniversary of the business. This was 

commemorated with ashtrays bearing the name of the company, Bosman and Den Arend (B 

& A), with the insignia - an eagle, 'arend in Dutch — and the date of foundation. These 

ashtrays were distributed to all the clients. 

10 
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Commemorative ashtray distributed to clients in 1935 

My mother, Henrietta (Hans) Bosman-Philipse, was born on 25.6.1895 in Rotterdam. Her 
older sister, Betsy Hillel van Hertzfeld-Philipse, was born on 27.4.1891. Their parents: 

Reintje Philipse-Bosman (born in Rotterdam on 10.8.1861) and Gottfried Alexander Philipse, 
(born in Brielle, Holland) on 18.1.1857. He died in 1911, when my mother was 16. 
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My mother, as sketched by the Art teacher at school, 1912 

My paternal grandfather, Salomon Bosman, was a cousin of my grandmother Reintje's (my 

maternal grandmother). Marriage between first or second cousins was very common at the 

time. 

My grandfather Gottfried Alexander Philipse worked as a clerk at his brother-in-law's (Saam 

Bosman) bank. My grandmother Reintje played bridge frequently. As mentioned, we ate 

dinner at her home (at 387 Mathenesserlaan, Rotterdam, near the other grandmother's 

home), every second Friday evening. 
12 



My grandmother, Reintje Philipse-Bosman, going to the wedding ceremony 
of her oldest grandson, Leo van Hertzfeld 

When we arrived for the meal, each grandchild would find very tasty balls of uncooked dough 

on the sideboard. She also had a live-in maid, Rika, who cooked and did all the housework. 

Both my grandmothers did very little during the day: they did some reading, but mostly they 

would sit at the "spy-window"' looking out, and give instructions on the housework and on 

planning meals. 

13 



Three generations on vacation in 1932: my grandmother Reintje, my mother and me 

I remember that my grandmother Reintje liked to preserve seasonal fruits and vegetables. I 

was sometimes allowed to help her and Rika in preparing the preserves. 

At the start of the German occupation, when they began to restrict the independence of the 

Jews and promulgated all sorts of rules and laws, it was also forbidden to employ non-Jewish 

help in Jewish homes. My grandmothers could not remain alone in their spacious homes, 

and went to live with their children: my paternal grandmother moved in with Uncle John, and 

my mother's mother moved in with us. 

My parents, Henrietta Philipse and Maurits Bosman, were married on 30.3.1922. They were 

second cousins, so they had known each other all their lives. 

14 



My parents, Maurits and Hans (Henrietta) Bosman, on their honeymoon at Baden-Baden, Germany, in 1922 

Before my mother married my father she studied English at the University of Utrecht and 

obtained a B.A. After World War I she volunteered to teach English to the Jewish refugees 

who were on their way from Eastern Europe to America. During this time she met Henrietta 

Szold 2, who acted on behalf of the Montifiori Fund 3  in helping Jews on their way Westward. 

My mother was a proficient pianist and violinist. I remember her playing the piano in her free 

time. My father excelled at whatever he did. He completed his matriculation with distinction, 

taking first place in all of South Holland 4. He was a true genius. 

One of my father's classmates was Yehuda (Juda) Vleeschhouwer, a religious boy who did 

not attend school on the Sabbath. Every Saturday evening he would come to my father's 

house to make up the studies he had missed on that day. He remained a good friend of my 

parents. When I was a child, before I went off to bed everyone in the house, including 

guests, received a kiss from me. When I came to Yehuda I had to find a bare spot on his 

face, next to the copious long beard he wore. Later, he held the position of Director of the 
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Port of Rotterdam, which was the largest port in the world at the time, from 1932 to 1965 

(excluding the World War II years). 

When my father completed his high school studies, the Principal of the School approached 

my grandfather, Salomon Bosman, and asked "Why will you not allow your son, who is such 

a brilliant scholar, to continue his academic studies?" To which my grandfather replied, "Do 

you not think the business world is in need of brilliant minds?" My mother always claimed that 

"had he been an orphan he would have gone to University and would not have been forced to 

enter the family business, and he could have realized his potential." 

My father, who was an exceptionally talented violinist, continued taking violin lessons for 

many years with prominent musicians; he also painted and wrote. 

_ 
The tailpiece — the only remnant - of my father's violin 

He was among the leaders of various volunteer organizations which assisted the Jewish 

community of Rotterdam. 

I was born on 11.3.1923 in Rotterdam, and named Mathilde (Tilly) after my grandmother. My 

brother Sam (Salomon) was born on 2.4.1925, and was named after the grandfather who had 

passed away a short while earlier. 

I led a happy and protected childhood. 

16 



Myself, aged two 

My earliest memory dates back to when I was two years old and, together with my parents 

and grandmother Reintje, I visited our new home at Persijnstraat 8, in Rotterdam. There I 

saw a small wash-basin in the toilet, which impressed me vividly. 

My brother and I went to the same school our father had attended. Even the Principal, Mr 

van Randwijk, had not changed since then. When he was about to retire, my father wrote a 

poem in his honor, relating the school's history. The parents of all the pupils attended the 

event, and I recited the poem written by my father. I can still remember part of that poem 

from memory, as well as others he wrote for various events in our lives. 

17 



End-of-year photo of 51h  grade class at the 'van Oldebarneveld school (I am third from the 
left in the second-last row. There were 10 Jewish students (out of 35) in the class 
Only 5 survived the war 

Sam and I loved going over to Uncle John's house, to play with their three little children. We 

used to visit our grandparents' brothers and sisters on various feasts and holidays, such as 

Rosh Hashanah (Jewish New Year) and Yom Kippur. When our parents travelled abroad on 

holiday, we stayed with Aunt Betsy in her spacious and luxurious home. The staff of her 

house included: a chauffeur, a cleaning-woman, a cook, and a nanny for the children. Only 

the chauffeur did not live on the premises. 

18 



My aunt, Betsy Hillel-van Hertzfeld-Philipse, with her three sons. I am kneeling in the center front 

Leo, a young widower of 29, was captured by the Germans during one of the raids conducted 

in Amsterdam. He was sent to Westerbork and subsequently to Auschwitz, where he was 
executed. 

Frits was captured by the Germans in 1942, after refusing to play tennis with a German 

officer. At first he was imprisoned in Rotterdam. We were not allowed to visit him, but we 

would stand across the street from the prison and look up, and we could make him out at one 
of the windows on the 6th  or 7th  floor — he would see us and wave to us. Some time later he 

was sent to the concentration camp at Neuengamme in Germany. His parents subsequently 
received a notice of his death from 'disease'. 

The youngest son, Reindert, was taken together with his parents from their home in 

Rotterdam to the ghetto set up by the Germans in Amsterdam. From there they were 

deported to Barneveld, a little village in the province of Gelderland in central Holland. Some 

700 'distinguished' Dutch Jews and their families were gathered in a castle surrounded by a 

wood, near the village of Barneveld. They were people whom the Dutch government 

considered 'valuable', such as judges, professors, artists, industrialists and leading 

businessmen. Although the men and women slept in separate quarters, they conducted very 

active social lives — they were allowed to take with them from home whatever they wanted or 

considered important — and were able to walk about in the nearby woods, surrounded by a 

fence, and receive visitors. Even I visited a friend who was 'detained' there with her family, 

during the time we still lived in our home in Rotterdam. 

Some time later they were all taken to Westerbork. Meanwhile, my aunt and uncle, Betsy 

and Maurits Hillel van Hertzfeld, tried to protect me by claiming I was engaged to Reindert, 

19 



thus 'attaching' me to the 'Barneveld list'. They arrived at Westerbork shortly after I escaped 

from there (more about this later). Had they arrived there before I bolted, I would not have 

tried to escape, thus putting their lives in danger. They were at Westerbork for about a year, 
and in September 1944, the whole of the 'Barneveld group' was sent to the ghetto at 

Theresienstadt 5. They were liberated from there by the Allies in May 1945, and returned to 

Rotterdam. 

Shortly after the end of the war the parents, Betsy and Maurits, both died of cancer. 
Reindert married and lived the rest of his life in Rotterdam. We maintained close 
contact through all the years. He died 4 years ago, aged 87. I still keep up the 
contact with his ree daughters and their families. 

Sam and me, dressed in farm clothes, when we visited our maid at her village, Hulshorst, in central Holland 

20 



My parents cycling while on vacation at Outdorp 

Music played a very special role in our family home. My parents, especially my father, spent 

many leisure hours playing music. There was always music in the background. My father 

even played in the Rotterdam Amateur Orchestra — the "Symphonia". My parents both 

played bridge and led active social lives. They were often invited to friends' homes, most of 

them Jewish, and they entertained frequently. All of us (the parents, Sam and I) studied 

Hebrew. A number of Jewish families resided in our neighborhood, considered select. 

We lived in a beautiful three-storied house with a cellar. On the first floor were the sitting-

room, the dining-room, an open balcony, the kitchen, and toilet. The second floor comprised 

three bedrooms, a bathroom and toilet. On the third floor were two bedrooms — for the maid 

and the nanny — and a large open space where they hung out the washing. There was also a 

large basin with (cold) running water where the maids washed themselves and did the 
laundry (by hand, of course). 

In addition, there was a vast loft, where they hung out the washing during the winter months; 

it also served as storage-space. Food was stored in the cellar, where the temperature was 

cool. The coal for heating the house was also stored there. We were sometimes sent down 

to the cellar to punish us for bad behavior. When we were children, there was a sand-pit in 

the garden. This was eventually replaced by a swing as we got older. An event which 

occurred when I was about 10 is strongly imprinted in my memory. I had inadvertently locked 

myself in one of the rooms on the second floor, and when I couldn't get out I was overcome 

with panic. Several hours went by before one of the company drivers was summoned, and 

he climbed up a ladder placed against the outside wall, to release me. 
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Another event which occurred at about the same time was when I caught scarlet fever 6. I lay 

in a closed room at home for 6 weeks — all through the summer holidays. Every two days the 

municipal sanitary officer would come in a special vehicle to take the sheets and clothes to 

the municipal sterilization center. When I finally recovered, my mother and I went to a 

boarding-house near Arnhem to recuperate. When we returned, a surprise awaited me: my 

room had been completely renovated; new curtains had been hung, a new blue carpet had 

been laid, and the chairs had been re-upholstered. It was a very spacious room, and a 

washbasin had been placed in one of the cupboards — I was delighted with the changes. 

I completed my schooling — primary and secondary school — in Rotterdam, and obtained my 

matriculation certificate. In my leisure time I swam at the local swimming club (RDZ) and 

because of my high proficiency the coach asked my parents for permission to include me in 

the training program for the swimming team as part of the Dutch contingent preparing for the 

1936 Olympic Games, but they refused. 

The two faces of the silver medal I won in a local swimming tournament, at the age of 10 
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Fancy-dress party in 1937. I am in the center front, dressed as a 'Droste' girl, like on the cocoa tin in front of me 
(enlarged in inset) 
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Exlibris depicting — a bosman walking from the Dutch culture (book) to the Hebrew one. 

These were given to me by my aunt Betsy on my 16th  birthday. 

On Sundays we often went for family picnics in one of my father's company cars. We were 

usually allowed to bring along a friend. We visited beautiful places in the countryside, 

sometimes along river banks, where we took rowing-boats, and sometimes visited 

plantations, manor-houses and museums in the area. After a leisurely trip we would sit down 

to eat a picnic meal. 
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Sam and me with our father at a family picnic 

Every year in August my parents rented a house in the holiday village of Noordwijk, on the 

North Sea coast, and we spent about a month there. My father stayed for about two weeks, 

and it usually rained so heavily we could hardly leave the house. 

I grew up in a Zionist-oriented family. My father was Secretary of the Zionist movement in the 

Rotterdam area (Nederlandsche Zionisten Bond — NZB). 

In preparation for the Feast Days, special projects were organized by the Jewish National 

Fund (Keren Kayemet L'Israel) in the city, conducted from my father's business premises. 

For New Year (Rosh Hashana) we sold jars of honey from Palestine, and at Tu B'Shvat we 

sold young seedlings in small pots, and almonds from Palestine. Volunteers were given a list 

with the addresses of Jewish families, and went around to their homes to sell the products 

from Eretz Israel. All proceeds of the sales were donated to the Jewish National Fund. I took 

part in these sales too, usually with friends. When we returned to the office we handed in the 

money and were rewarded with delicious cream-filled, chocolate-covered pastries. 
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All the families who belonged to the Zionist movement in the city had the traditional 'blue box' 

(money-bank) for donations at home. Once a year a volunteer from the JNF would come 

around and empty out the box. In our home it stood above the fireplace in the dining-room, 

which was our family room, where we would sit around the big table in the evenings, doing 

homework, reading or chatting. 

In April 1939 my parents went to Palestine for a month-long visit. They travelled around the 

country, visited friends who had already immigrated, and investigated the possibility of 

immigrating themselves. My father was offered a position as violinist in the Philharmonic 

Orchestra, but my parents decided to return to Holland and postpone the decision. 

They sailed back home. In Beirut on the way back, a telegram awaited them, from a friend 

they had visited in Palestine, Andries Davids 7 . He suggested they leave the ship and return 

to Palestine, and he would help them bring the children (my brother and me) over too. He 

went on to say that the situation in Europe was heading towards war. My parents again 

considered the possibility of returning to Palestine, but once more they decided to go home to 

Rotterdam. 
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My parents visiting the ornamental garden at Kibbutz Degania A, April 1939 

A street sign in Tel Aviv, 1939 -LEARN HEBREW' 
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An  'armored bus  

A kiosk in  Tel Aviv,  1939 
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Jerusalem, 1939 

When they returned, my father shared his experiences with the members of the Zionist 

movement, and showed them photographs of the trip (using a 'magic lantern') and souvenirs 

he glued to a cardboard backing. He had taken photos of friends, scenes of Jerusalem and 

Tel Aviv, and saved tickets from buses and taxis, and "Kofer HaYishuv" tickets 8. 

In Rotterdam I was a member of the "Jewish Youth Federation" (Joodsche Jeugd Federatie). 

This was the only secular Jewish youth movement. Here we attended lectures on Zionism 

and Jewish history, and learned and sang songs of Eretz Israel. 

We also participated in bicycle trips with youth from other branches of the movement in areas 

near Rotterdam, and all together attended summer camps once a year. Before the war I had 

never personally encountered anti-Semitism, although I knew of cases where Jews had been 

denied membership of certain clubs, such as my cousin Frits, who was denied membership in 

the prestigious rowing club of Rotterdam for this reason. 

My father, Maurits Bosman 
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WORLD WAR II 

The Second World War broke out when I was 17 years old. I will never forget the first day of 

the war in Holland, on 10th  May 1940. We woke to the tremendous roar of planes flying low 

over the city, and when we looked up we saw German parachutists dropping down from the 

planes. Our nearest neighbors were a German family, the Friedrichs, with whom we had 

always had a friendly relationship over the years. The husband worked as an accountant in a 

big company in the city. When we opened the front door early on that fateful morning, we 

were stunned to see one of the sons dressed in German uniform standing there. In fact they 

had expected and known what was about to happen, but did not bother, or did not want, to 

warn us, their Jewish neighbors. 

Rotterdam was bombarded massively on 14th  May 1940 9. Almost nothing remained of the 

center of the city — hundreds of citizens were killed. Important government buildings, such as 

the prison and Municipality were spared on purpose, because the Nazis needed them. 
Rotterdam was in flames for about two weeks. My father's business premises, in the city 

center, were completely destroyed, along with the thousands of other buildings. 

We escaped from Rotterdam that same morning in our car. On the way to Noordwijk we 

were shot at from the air by German planes, but we were not harmed. We were fortunate in 

finding shelter at friends of my parents (the Wijler brothers 10), who owned two summer 

houses in Noordwijk. One house was lent out to our family, together with Uncle John and his 

family and the Maarssen family 11. We spent a few weeks there. 

Looking from Noordwijk towards Rotterdam we could see red skies, and we thought this was 

caused by the flames rising from bombardment of the military airport, some 10 km away. We 

could not imagine that these were the flames arising from Rotterdam, some 70 km away. On 

that same day, May 14th, Holland surrendered to Germany. 

Noordwijk, a holiday resort, lies on the North Sea coast. We wanted to flee to England, and 

went to fishing villages all along the coast to try to find a boat, but were unsuccessful, 

although some families were lucky enough to achieve this. After a few days the men drove 

back to 

Rotterdam to see on the spot what could be done. They came back the same day and 

described what they had seen — widespread devastation of the city. The grandmothers, who 

had remained in the city, were unharmed. Our family home had also not been destroyed. 
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After about three weeks we went back to our house in Rotterdam. Nobody knew what to do. 

People were confused and helpless. My father and Uncle John tried to re-establish their 

business from our home and succeeded to a certain extent. 

When we returned I continued attending school, and I even completed matriculation in 1941. 

During the course of that year, one of the teachers, who taught Dutch literature, came to the 

school dressed in the uniform of the Dutch Nazi Party 12 , but behaved normally towards me. I 

was not the only Jew in the class or in the school. But that was the last year that Jewish 

children and youth were allowed to attend the regular schools. When the Jewish children and 

teachers were prohibited from studying and teaching at the regular schools, the community 

set up independent schools — my brother Sam attended such a school. 

A general atmosphere of fear prevailed; restrictions were gradually being placed on Jews. At 

first these were 'mild', such as the prohibition on entering parks. The policy was implemented 

gradually, spreading out like a fishing-net. Each time, new (general) restrictions were 

enforced, becoming stricter with time, making our lives more and more impossible. 

The letter "J" (for 'Jood') was stamped on our Identity cards. Jews were not allowed to 

employ non-Jews; they had to wear the yellow badge, but some Dutch people also wore this 

badge, out of solidarity. Then we had to hand over money, valuables, radios, jewels, to the 

authorities. We were not allowed to be outside after eight in the evening. Jews were not 

allowed in coffee-houses, hotels or restaurants. They had to hand over their cars and 

bicycles to the Germans. They were prohibited from entering swimming pools. They were 

allowed to do their shopping during two hours each day — and many more restrictions of this 
0  kind were gradually enacted. 
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The yellow badge we had to wear displayed on all our clothes 

A Dutch policeman once stopped me in the street and accused me of posing as a Jew. 

Indeed, I did not look typically Jewish, as I was blonde and blue-eyed. He asked me "Why 

are you wearing the yellow badge?" "Because I am obliged to," I replied. 

At this stage my parents decided to transfer valuable objects, such as an antique table, 

paintings, jewels, family photographs and souvenirs, to my mother's best friend, Adri 

Hartman, hoping it would all blow over soon. She was not Jewish and was thus not in any 

danger. After the war, when I went to their home to retrieve what had belonged to my 

parents, they did not return everything. They kept the truly valuable objects 'as a souvenir...'. 

Right after the invasion, the 'Joodsche Raad' 13  (the Jewish Council) was set up by the 

Germans in the large cities of Holland. The Jews chosen to serve on this Council had the 

best of intentions. They thought they were helping Jews, and also hoped that they 

themselves would be excluded from the 'expulsions'. In fact, they played into the hands of the 

Germans. They were cleverly manipulated to trap and hand over the Jews. They were made 

to draw up various lists of names of people in different professions, such as diamond dealers 

amongst others, who were temporarily ('Bis auf Weiteres') exempted from being sent 

'eastwards'. Gradually the Jews understood that their lives were in danger, although they 
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could not imagine extermination, despite various rumors. We understood the situation but 

refused to believe it. An atmosphere of despair - helplessness and suffocation - prevailed. 

Sally Maarssen, one of the four sons of my parents' good friends (Jacques and Annie 

Maarssen) was caught by the Germans when he (like his three brothers) tried to escape, aided 

by the Dutch underground movement. He was sent to Auschwitz, from where he sent a 

postcard to his parents (which, surprisingly enough, reached them). The guards forced the 

youngsters to describe how well they were doing in the camp. He did this, and mentioned the 

names of acquaintances he had supposedly met — all names of people who had died long 

before the war. We understood the significance of this, but still refused to believe. 

The Jews tried to take every possible opportunity to escape the trap laid by the Germans. 

We were on several lists. Each list promised 'protection'. We were on the 'Palestine list' 

(people who had been promised a document -'certificate'- for Palestine), on the 'Weinreb list' 

— which turned out to be delusive, having been drawn up by a Jewish scoundrel named 

Friedrich Weinreb. He had created a fictitious character in the guise of a senior Wehrmacht 

officer, Von Schumann, whom he supposedly saved from a traffic accident, in recognition for 

which he would release from captivity or from lists of deportees all those recommended by 

Weinreb. This crook somehow forged documents supposedly signed by Von Schumann, and 

the Nazis, in fear of retribution, swallowed his story. His lists included some 3000-4000 

names of Dutch Jewish citizens. 

Like everybody else, we paid over a handsome amount of money to be included on Weinreb's 

list. The fear and anxiety were so great that we pinned our hopes on every single promise. 
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 To make sure, we were included in several lists. For example, I worked as a clerk at the 

Jewish Hospital in Rotterdam, and was included on the list of that hospital's employees. 

On the night of 26th  February 1942, the Germans captured the Jewish hospital and took out 

all the patients and staff, as well as the inhabitants of the Jewish Old Age Home next door. 

All were sent to Westerbork and subsequently 'eastwards'. I was on the day shift on that 

date, instead of the night shift, and was thus spared at that stage. 

Eventually, all the members of the Jewish Council were also sent to the camps. 

Jet de Vries, who was my piano teacher for 3-4 years, lived with her mother and sister in 

Rotterdam, not far from our home. At the beginning of 1942, they paid a considerable 

amount of money to a man who promised to lead them to a safe hiding place. They followed 

him on foot, and when they reached the river Schie in Rotterdam, he drowned them one after 

the other. We subsequently heard that their bodies were found several days later. 
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In those days, nobody revealed their plans (hiding or escape), for safety's sake. At a certain 

stage, for instance, the VVijler family just disappeared. One day their homes were found 

locked up. Subsequently it transpired that they had just 'investigated' a possible hiding place, 

and they returned some days later. 

As I mentioned before, my father's business premises had been destroyed in the massive 

bombardment of Rotterdam, but he continued trading, to a certain extent, from our home. At 

the end of 1941 the Germans prohibited Jews from conducting a business, and they 

appointed a new Dutch manager, a member of the Dutch Nazi Party, to run our family 

business. My father continued to work under his management. However, as the war 

continued, merchandise became more and more scarce, the business deteriorated, and after 

we were taken to the camps it was eventually liquidated. 

When so many businesses were destroyed in the bombardments of 1940, a group of 

businessmen, especially in the textile business, banded together to try and set up a new 

center. A planning committee was formed, including my father, who was highly esteemed in 

Rotterdam. He was later dismissed from this committee because he was Jewish. The above 

business center was eventually completed in 1953, and exists to this day. 

We tried to lead as normal a social life as possible under the circumstances. The Jewish 

community organized lectures and social groups. My father was a member of the gardening 

group. All activities took place during the day because of the night curfew imposed on the 

Jews. My father formed a chamber quartet of Jewish musicians. The viola player, for 

example, had been dismissed from the Rotterdam Philharmonic Orchestra. Concerts were 

held at our home. 

In fact, in 1942 the Germans began removing the Rotterdam Jews from their homes and 

concentrating them in a camp at Westerbork, from where they were transported to 'labor 

camps' in Poland. The method worked as follows: the first call-up orders were sent to the 

younger Jews. They were required to report at the determined date, with one suitcase per 

person, at a certain location, such as the railway station or port warehouse (Loods 24). 

That was the moment when my parents decided that my brother Sam, aged 16, should try to 

escape to Switzerland, assisted by liaison people we had known (such as Karel Kaufmann, 

who was a friend of mine). Indeed, the call-up order arrived for him two days after he left. 

Certain branches of the Dutch underground movement, through Karel Kaufmann, helped 
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people to escape, in exchange for appreciable sums of money. My parents paid 1500 

gulden, a considerable sum in those days, for Sam's escape via Belgium and France to Spain 

and Switzerland. They suggested I do the same, but after we heard reports about people 

who had been captured while trying to escape, I was afraid and did not want to leave them. 

My brother had always been somewhat strange; extremely intelligent, but different. Before 

the war, when we went on picnics he often disappeared or wandered off on his own. As 

mentioned, Sam joined an escape group organized by Karel Kaufmann. It later transpired that 

the latter had collaborated with the Germans, in an attempt to save his own life. As it 

happened, almost everybody who travelled with them was captured somewhere along the 

way. All four Maarssen boys were thus subsequently caught and murdered. 

Sam travelled with three other youngsters. In Antwerp they were supposed to meet up with 

smugglers who would get them over the border to France. When the smugglers did not show 

up at the meeting place, two of the boys decided to go back to Holland. But Sam and the girl 

in the group decided to go on, regardless. Sam was caught in a town near the Dutch border, 

by a German policeman who thought he looked suspicious. He was held in a room on the 

second floor of a building in the town. Together with him in the locked room was one other 

Dutch man, a non-Jew, arrested on some minor pretext. He told Sam that the guards slept in 

the afternoons. The following day in the afternoon the two of them slid down the gutter and 

escaped. Sam went back to the farm where he had spent the night before his arrest, and 

there met up again with the girl from the original foursome. They decided together to 

continue with their escape attempt. The following day they met up in Antwerp with the 

smugglers who had not turned up the day before, and they managed to get them over the 

border to France. Here they got onto a night train heading for the Vichy region of France. At 
the border between German-occupied France and Vichy France, run by the French 'Puppet 

Government', the train was stopped for a strict and thorough search. The girl was caught and 

taken off the train. Germans were advancing from both sides towards the compartment 

where Sam was. When they were really close, he managed to jump off and hide, despite 

more German guards who patrolled the platforms with lights and dogs. He hid under the 

train. When the search was completed and the train started off, Sam continued his escape 

by clinging to the underside of the train. 

This story (which I heard from him some years later), illustrates his amazing ability to 

disappear, this time saving his life. He reached Lyon, and made his way to the camp where 
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refugees had gathered, without a penny in his pocket. When he was asked his name, he 
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couldn't remember the family name until after a full night's sleep. He spent two months at this 

camp, until he fled once more and made his way to Switzerland. 

After a long and exhausting journey on foot through the mountains, he reached the Swiss 

border and approached the Dutch Consulate in Geneva, but the Consul and his assistant 

turned him over to the Swiss police. The assistant even told Sam that if he dared to return to 

Switzerland, he personally would hand him over to the Germans. The police asked him 

whether he had any Swiss money. He said he didn't, having forgotten that our mother had 

added a few Swiss francs left over from one of their trips, to a comb in a little purse. The 

'kind' Swiss policeman found the money, called him a liar and sent him back to France 

(Vichy' region). Here he was caught and imprisoned in Lyon. In his cell he saw some words 

scratched on the wall in Dutch: "Keep up your spirits/ Be strong". The inscription was signed 

by someone who had been held there before him: Karel Hammelburg (later, Professor Amos 

Dovrat), who had been one of our neighbors in Rotterdam. 
Sam eventually left that prison. He may not have escaped, but been released. Again he tried 

to cross the border to Switzerland. He did not have a penny, but survived by eating potatoes 

he stole from fields along the way. In Switzerland he went to the police, and they took him to 

a Dutch boarding school, named after Princess Beatrix (later Queen of Holland), at Glion. 

Here he completed his high school studies. After the war the Dutch government demanded 

reimbursement of all the fees incurred for boarding and tuition during that time. 

Meanwhile, in Rotterdam, my mother wanted to go into hiding, but my father was against it. 

He did not look typically Dutch. In his youth he was even mistaken for Chinese. Some of his 

clients were willing to hide him, but he refused. He was naïve and did not believe that the 

worst could happen. 

In May 1943 we were taken away from our home. In the middle of the night we awoke to the 

ringing of the front door bell. I said to my father, "You see, this is it!" But he replied, "No, it 

must be a mistake..." He was extremely intelligent, but unsuspecting and trusting. 

There was no mistake. We were taken by the Dutch police 14  to the prison in Rotterdam in a 

most brutal fashion — they pushed my father down the steps at home. Together with us they 

took the two grandmothers, my Uncle John and his wife and three small children. We spent 

five days in the prison in Rotterdam, the men separated from the women. We were then 

taken to the concentration camp at Vught15. From Rotterdam to Vught we travelled by train, 

but from the station we had to walk several kilometers to the camp. Amongst us were many 

elderly people, including one man who had lost a leg during the bombardment of Rotterdam. 

From Vught the grandmothers were taken to Westerbork 16 , and transported from there to 
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Sobibor - where they were both executed on 23.5.1943, as appears in the records left by the 

Germans. 

Our reception at Vught included a humiliating ceremony. First the men were separated from 

the women. Then we were led into a large hall and instructed by the Germans to undress 

and stand completely naked in a circle. In the center of the circle were about 20 German 

guards who sprayed us with disinfectant against fleas. There were women of all ages 

amongst us, including pregnant women. They sprayed our clothes too, which we could then 

put on again, and we were sent to the huts. The men received the same treatment in their 

camp. 

The conditions at the camp were horrendous. There was hardly any food. Our daily ration 

consisted of soup made of leaves and twigs, and a chunk of bread. We were always very 

hungry. Despite this, some people looked tanned and healthy. The camp was in the middle 

of a wood, it was spring, and the weather was mostly sunny. 

We were allowed to send letters from Vught. These were censored, of course, so we were very 

careful to write in codes and hints. A few years ago, Willy van Dijk, a Christian school friend of 

mine, who had played a Brahms sonata with my father on our last night at home, sent me the 

letters we had written to her, which she kept all those years. Willy was our go-between with 

Sam. Sam wrote to Willy and she brought us up to date with what was happening to him, 

and told him how we were faring. In our letters Sam was referred to as Jan. 
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Concentration camp 
's Hertogenbosch 

offanslager 

Vught, 25th  May 1943 

Dear Willy 
Many thanks for your letter, which we were very glad to receive, as you can 
imagine. This was the first and only letter we received from R (Rotterdam). We 
are glad you enjoyed the musical evenings 17 . It does one good to hear that kind 
of thing. We are pleased to hear that this time Jan 18  got such a good school 
report! It will give us much pleasure to hear about his further progress. Tilly and I 
are doing the work we did before 18 ; both of us work at the hospital, in 
administration and nursing respectively. Nice, but very intensive — better than 
doing nothing all day. My mother and my mother-in-law were both ill, and we 
hope they feel better in W. We receive parcels regularly from the Cahn 28  family; 
we are very glad to receive them and we are very grateful to them for sending 
them, especially the sandwich supplements21  and refreshing drinks, which were 
much appreciated. Also the soup cubes and packet-soups, Quaker oats and 
beans (even raw) are welcome. The nailbrush came in handy too. There is at 
present no need for toilet paper. Could you get some white aprons for me? 
These I could well use now. It is a pity we could not say goodbye. Nothing 
happens as we expected it to. The air here is very good, but on the other hand it 
makes you hungry. This letter is of course addressed to all our acquaintances, 
and also for the Jansse 22  family, whom we thank for the biscotti, beschuit 23  and 
other sweets. Everything was most welcome. 
Give our regards to the van Hellzfeld 24  family too, Pres.Steynplantsoen 9a, 
Amsterdam, and to J.A., Essenburgsin gel. 

Hans Bosman-Philipse 
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We all had to work. Most of the inmates worked in the clothing and fur industry within the 

camp. About 1200 detainees worked in the workshops of the 'Phillips' company. This 

company demanded better conditions for the Jewish detainees, such as a hot meal, and 

exemption from expulsion for the time being. I had to work at the hospital in various helping 

capacities. Once, probably as a punishment, I had to carry heavy rocks from one place to 

another. We then had to restore them back to their original location — back and forth, all day. 

As mentioned, the men were held separately from the women and children. Visits were 

allowed one day a week, and we could sometimes see each other across the separation 

fence. Every morning and evening we had to stand in rows five deep on the assembly 

ground (Appellplatz) to be counted, again and again. We were punished for every minor 

transgression. We were then forced to stand for hours or even days in rain or heat. Reasons 

for punishment were: not standing straight, or stealing any item from other detainees, and so 

on. 

About one month after we arrived in Vught, Uncle John, who was 42 at the time, was 

deported together with a group of young detainees, to forced labor — digging at a camp 

outside Vught, at Moerdijk 25. 

On June 5th  1943 it was decreed that all children up to the age of 16 had to leave for 

Westerbork, a police-run transit camp in north-eastern Holland, near the German border. 

From there they were sent 'eastwards'. One of the parents had to accompany the child or 

children, unless both parents worked at jobs essential to the Germans, in which case the 

children went unaccompanied. Even 4- and 5-year-old children were among those sent away 

alone. John and Eva had three small children — Miriam (aged 10), Arnold-Dan (aged 9) and 

Yehudit (Yuki, aged 5 1/2). 

The following day (June 6th) all the detainees were made to stand on the assembly grounds 

and observe the children, accompanied by a parent (usually the mother) or alone, marching 

along the path at the edge of the grounds. I well remember Aunt Eva walking past with the 

children, all three of them dressed in matching red overalls. I cannot describe my feelings — 

it was frightful. I was worried and afraid I would never see them again. The thoughts raced 

through my mind as I stood there: "There they go, when will our turn come?" 

The uncertainty of the future was hardest to bear. We had experienced it since the invasion 

of Holland. Fear and anxiety accompanied us all through those long days. It is very difficult 

to describe such feelings today, to people who have not experienced them. 
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The children's transport subsequently reached Sobibor. There they were all executed. 

During those two days more than 1200 children and parents were sent out from our camp. 

On 11th  June1943 they perished in the gas chambers, according to the records. 

In a 4-page letter I wrote from Vught (and managed to smuggle out) to Willy van dyck in 

Rotterdam, I described this frightful event. She saved that letter, and it was later published in 

the book on the History of North Brabant ("De Noord-Brabantse Geschiedenis") — reproduced 

here, with translation. 
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Theletter I smuggled out of Vught, as it appears in the book 'History of North Brabant: in 

more than 100 stories', Eds Joep Baartmans-van den Boogaart, Jan van Oudheusden and 

Rien Wols. Amsterdam, Van Gennep, 2006. 

49 



Sunday 6th  June 1943 

Dear All of you, 

I hope you received my letters. Apart from this I wrote two more letters — did you 

receive them? 

Today the worst one can imagine is taking place. A transport of children aged 

from less than a year to about 16 is being prepared. Children up to 4 yrs old must 

be accompanied by the mother. From the age of 4-16, either of the parents may 

go with them, provided they are not employed in industry, so that mothers 

working either at a workshop or at Philips cannot accompany them — nor can 

fathers working in the tailor shop, the mattresses or leather goods shops. This 

means that a 5-year old child whose mother is working at a workshop and whose 

father works at the tailor shop has to leave alone. If the father is not employed at 

one of the shops mentioned, he may to leave voluntarily (accompanying the 

child). Flip van Buren is not allowed to go with Mary and their child, neither can 

Max Hakkert (from the sandwich shop). What is happening here at the moment 

is indescribable. The women whose husbands are engaged in building the 

reinforcements at Moerdijk have to leave alone as well. They are still trying to 

bring the men who are at Moerdijk or in Amersfoort here. Then those women will 

leave tomorrow. We are talking here about some 3,500 people! You may be 

sure none of us will remain here. The only dispensation here is a workshop or 

Philips, but it is impossible to get free from there, so I am not too keen to be 

included in one of those. But might still join them. It is not so easy... 

In the announcement they said that the children would be taken to a children's 

camp in Holland, but no one believes this. It was also declared that the parents 

would be permitted to return here. 

0 
0 
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Meanwhile, we were called up to the parade ground. We stood for more than 
half an hour in pouring rain. Of course, there were as usual a few female SS 
screaming at us, but the louder they shout the less I take notice. During the night 
from Friday to Saturday the women's camp underwent a real raid. All of a 
sudden, in the middle of the night five of these NSB women burst in. Nobody 
knew what was happening. As they approached, using pocket torches, they 
pulled down the bedclothes of people and searched under the mattresses. At 
first nobody understood what they were looking for, but it appeared later that they 
were hunting for coats. Those who had their coats on their beds were soon rid of 
them. In the barracks there are two possibilities: either you put the clothes you 
wore during the day on your bed, or you hang them up at the back of the 
barracks. 
Let me describe our sleeping quarters: the barracks is about 25-30 meters long 
and 10-15 meters across. In this space there are five rows of beds, or in effect, 
ten, because they are 'bunk-beds' — three beds high. In the bottom bed it is 
difficult to get enough air but on the upper bed one can sleep well. Indeed one is 
so tired here that one falls asleep immediately. At 4 a.m. the bell sounds and we 
have to get up. At 4:45 we must assemble for roll-call which takes place in the 
parade-ground at 5:30 precisely. They often leave you standing there for several 
hours. Our men and the other detainees in striped clothing stand there too. 
Today, a 'transport day', we stood there in the pouring rain, and got soaked. For 
those of us who were to stay it was not so bad, but for those who had to go it was 
dreadful. 
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Monday,r June 1943 

The latest trick they played yesterday: they did not allow people to say goodbye to 
those being sent away. They did this by returning the residents to their barracks 
after the roll-call, and keeping them there for 12 hours. 
The camp is built in such a way that for each section there is a main road, with 
smaller paths on each side, flanked by barracks. We are not allowed on the main 
road, so that people cannot get out. Thus, the men, women and children could not 
communicate before any of them had to leave. Mina's child had a temperature of 
400  when it left. Nearly all the children here are seriously ill: pneumonia, scarlet 
fever, measles, whooping cough, mumps, smallpox, but especially homesickness. 
All those children separated from their parents are homesick, without exception, 
and many of them die. All the talk about taking good care of the children is a lie. 
This morning I was in the children's camp: it is dirty, it stinks, there is no air inside, 
and all the remaining children are ill — very ill. The non-Jewish detainees give the 
children some of their bread, jam and tins of condensed milk from their food-
parcels. Anyone not receiving large food parcels goes hungry — plain and simple! 
Every evening we get a chunk of bread, from which one can cut off 5-6 thin slices. 
These have to last for breakfast too. This is complemented by a small dab of 
margarine and some other things to put on the bread (jam, cheese, sausage), 
enough for one or two slices, but is supplied five times a week. What we get to 
drink is undrinkable. The midday meal consists of water with something floating in 
it, sometimes cabbage (rather often), or something greenish (some kind of leaf). 
I have just heard they are now calling up people without children too. I fear for the 
fate of my parents. It is now 3 a.m., so they will have about an hour to pack their 
belongings. Enough to make you lose your mind! It is possible that one of my 
parents or I will have to go. All day today we helped my aunt who has been called 
up, and we are exhausted. If we still have to pack now and travel we will go crazy 
I shall stop now — we will begin to pack 

Greetings, 
T. 
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Uncle John remained at Moerdijk in the labor force, and knew nothing of the fate of his family. 
He returned to Vught after we had left. We were transferred from Vught to Westerbork at the 
beginning of July. We did not look for the grandmothers or Eva and the children. We knew they 
had already been sent onwards. Although we were unaware of the true implication of being sent 
'eastwards', we knew it could not be good news. 

The last letter written by my father and me together, while seated on the floor of the transport 
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2nd  July, 9 in the evening 

Dear Willy, 
We are sitting on the floor of one of the 30 wagons of the goods train at Vught 

station where the train is prepared for the transport to Westerbork, and write to 

you and also to Sam. 

Together with us are 1,500 fellow-sufferers. We believe that in Westerbork we will 

enjoy some protection: the regime at Westerbork is much less rigorous than at 

Vught. In fact, we are glad to be leaving, although we personally did not 

experience terrible suffering. 
Please send this on to Sam and write to us at Westerbork if you have any news of 

him. Your letter we received at Vught gave us much pleasure. 

Heartfelt greetings from the three of us to all of you. 

(Signed) M. Bosman 

Tilly 
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We were transferred to Westerbork in a goods train, like the trains that transported people 

from Westerbork 'eastwards' — the cattle wagons. 

Unlike the camp at Vught, situated among the woods in the south of Holland, the Westerbork 

camp was in the midst of heath fields. There were no trees or greenery around. In the camp 

there were huts, paved paths, and a wide platform along the railway line that ended at the 

camp. In other words, the trains from Westerbork travelled only 'eastwards' and back. 

People brought to Westerbork from other parts of Holland arrived at the nearby regular 

railway station, and were transferred to the camp. The main road of the camp lay on the east 

side of the railway line. At Westerbork, like at Vught, the camp was surrounded by barbed 

wire fences and watch towers. 

When we arrived we met up with several friends and acquaintances who had not experienced 

the Vught camp — they had arrived directly from their homes or from prisons, or were caught 

hiding. 

The men and women were again placed in separate huts. I was with my mother. The 

separation was not as strict as at Vught, apart from night hours, the curfew hours, or when we 

were subjected to collective punishments. 

Every Tuesday groups of people left Westerbork for an unknown destination 'in the East'. To 

raise the morale of those left behind, a 'cabaret' show 28  was organized on Tuesday evenings 

(after the dispatches), for which one had to pay. The performers were amongst the many 

professionals in the camp, mainly Germans who had immigrated to Holland when the 

persecutions of Jews had begun in Germany. 

Here too there were lists of people who were allegedly protected 'temporarily' from being 

sent 'eastwards'. 'The Palestine list', which included us, was composed of people who had 

been promised 'certificates' for Eretz Israel. We felt more or less 'safe'. We all deluded 

ourselves that our turn would not come around. 

Life at Westerbork, apart from those fateful Tuesdays, was quite bearable. As at Vught we 

wore our own clothes brought from home. Only people who had been caught by the 

Germans while hiding were labeled 'punishable' (Strafgevar), and were obliged to wear 

striped prison garb and wooden clogs. 
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Everybody worked. The variety of professions was as wide as that in every society. There 

were carpenters, metalworkers, tailors; others fulfilled various duties at the local hospital and 

orphanage, in the fields surrounding the camp (transferring loads of hay from one location to 

another), and so on. Some professional groups worked mainly for the Germans, such as the 

furriers, metal workers, etc. 
The food was much better than at Vught. We ate in our huts. The food was prepared at a 

central kitchen and brought to the huts, where it was shared out by the hut-leader. We ate at 

small tables scattered between the beds. 

I worked outside Westerbork, at a town called Meppel, in a large laundry, together with about 

15 other young girls. I was 20 at the time. All of us (except for one girl who was included in 

the group by mistake) had a first-degree relative (parent, sib or spouse) at VVesterbork, to 

ensure we would not try to escape. We were told that if we tried to escape, our relatives 

would be punished and sent 'eastwards'. 
At this stage we still did not fully grasp the significance of this 'eastward' journey, but it carried 

a frightening threat. Every now and then the Germans would announce that some list or 

other was no longer protected from the eastward journey. They used the term 'exploded' 

(geplatzt) to describe these lists — their supposedly protected status was no longer valid. 

On the night of 20th  July 1943, one of the Jewish clerks came into our hut and read out the list 

of people who had to assemble on the platform the following morning. 1500 of the 2209 

names called out were on the 'Palestine list'. My parents were included. I did not appear on 

the list, because I had 'double protection' — in addition to the 'Palestine list' I was on the list of 

those working at the Meppel laundry. 

We could not sleep that night. Each one packed his or her belongings. When the time came 

to part from my parents, my father told me he was sure I would survive the war — he just had 

a feeling this would be so. I have no idea what made him believe this. I also don't know what I 

felt at the time... it was truly terrifying — total uncertainty. At such a time one is devoid of 

feeling — a lack of sensation. 

It all took place very early in the morning. As on every 'transport day', the inhabitants of the 

camp were not allowed to leave their huts until after the eastbound train was on its way. But 

as I had to leave early for Meppel, I was on the platform when the train pulled out. 
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Here I would like to relate an incident which is not generally known (and it is very important to 

me to emphasize it). Just as the train pulled out, the sounds of "Hatikva" burst forth from 

inside the carriages. While I stood on the platform and heard this, I knew this was a 

determining moment in my life, which may even have directed my fate. Since then, I cannot 

avoid a very emotional reaction when I hear 'Hatikva', at concerts or public events. 

When they arrived at Sobibor three days later, my parents were executed. They, and the 

grandmothers, who had been dispatched from Vught even earlier, all perished there (as seen 

from the records). The following day the 'Palestine list' was again validated. Thus, people on 

the list who arrived at the camp after July 20th, such as my uncle John, were again 

'temporarily' ("his auf weiteres") protected. Subsequently he was sent, together with all the 

others on the list, to Bergen-Belsen. 
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THE ESCAPE FROM THE CAMP 

The work at the laundry in Meppel was very arduous. On the day my parents were 

transported 'eastwards' I was physically and mentally exhausted. I asked for time off to rest. 

I explained to the Dutch person in charge, one of the owners of the laundry, what had 

happened that morning. He refused, and I had to continue with the hard work as usual. 

The people running the Westerbork camp forgot to remove my name from the laundry group, 

and I continued to work there although my parents were no longer at the camp to act as 

'hostages' and ensure that I would not attempt to escape. 

Every morning we went from the Westerbork camp to Meppel in trucks, accompanied by the 

Dutch 'gendarmerie' as far as the railway station at Assen. From there we travelled by train 

to Meppel (unaccompanied) as a group — a distance of about 50-60 km - wearing our yellow 

badges. From the railway station in Meppel we walked to the laundry. 

Gradually, we decided: Sophie (Job) Simons, who had been included in the laundry group by 

error, and I began to think about escape. 
We were the only ones who had no 'hostages' at Westerbork. We planned meticulously: we 

studied the timetables of the trains; from the small post office at the railway station in Meppel 

we sent a couple of parcels of clothes to non-Jewish friends. During our preparations we 

accustomed the other girls in the group, who were terrified of fleeing, to the fact we were not 

always with them on the train back to Assen. Sometimes Job was missing, and sometimes I 

was, and sometimes both of us. We explained that because the trains were so full we could 

not always stay together. We repeated this 'exercise' a number of times, and the others got 

used to the fact we sometimes returned to Assen separately, but we would always meet the 

group there afterwards. 
At Assen the Dutch 'gendarmerie'— a military group that performed policing duties - would 

await us, and accompany us back to the camp. In contrast with the Dutch police, which 

collaborated with the Germans during the occupation, the 'gendarmerie' treated us with 

relative fairness. 

We decided on September 10th  1943 as the day of our escape. We had very little money. 

Job's old nanny responded to our request to meet us at the railway station at Meppel. We 

asked her to buy two tickets for us: one for Job, to Leiden, and the other for me, to 

Rotterdam. I cannot remember whether she gave us the tickets on the day of the escape, or 

whether we met her a few days earlier. 
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Having studied the railway timetable, we had ascertained that the train to Assen, which 

carried the group of girls back to the camp, left a few minutes before the train going South, on 

which we planned to travel. 

On the day of the escape, after we finished work, we went into the toilets at the railway 

station at Meppel, removed our yellow badges and flushed them down the toilets. We 

decided not to take the first train which went in the opposite direction to Assen, going south to 

Zwolle, because we feared it would be searched, and we boarded the next southbound train. 

When we reached Zwolle we left the train separately, and from there went on to Utrecht, 

again separately. We met on the platform for a brief farewell, and went our separate ways. 

Job went to Leiden to her cousin, herself in hiding, hoping she would help her to join the 
2 underground movement and find a place to hide. I continued to Rotterdam. Quite by chance, 

we were very fortunate in not being subjected to identity control, a frequent occurrence on 
trains in those days. 
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Telex notice distributed to all the police stations in Holland when we escaped from Westerbork 

This document was given to me after the war by a police officer in Rotterdam, who knew me and my 
family. (The original document may be found in the Dutch section of the archives at 'Lohamei 

HaGetaot'.) 
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TELEX MESSAGE No.3264 

From: 
Police 1 rt 
Gendarmerie gn 
Telex message no. 1910 

To all stations: 
The commander of the detachment of the gendarmerie at Westerbork 
camp demands the tracking down, capture and delivery of the following 
Jewesses: 

1) MATHILDE BOSMAN 
Born in Rotterdam, 11.3.1923, clerk, last address: Persijnstraat 8, Rotterdam 

Description: Height (about) 1.65 m, slender, shapely figure, attractive, not 
typically Jewish, blond curly hair, wearing a dark skirt and pink sweater and a 
beige raincoat. 

2) SOPHIE SIMONS 
Born 23.8.1922, last address: Diepenbrockstraat 141, The Hague. 

Description: Height: (about) 1.60 m, not typically Jewish, dark blond hair 
worn in a roll, wearing a dark blue suit. 

They are in possession of their identity cards, but have no food coupons. 
Both Jewesses belong to a group that was sent to work in a laundry at 
Meppel. They were last seen at about 18:00 hrs at the railway station at 
Meppel. 

It is presumed they left in the direction of Zwolle. 

They are to be included in the N.A.P list 

Commander of the Gendarmerie at Groningen 

Groningen 9th  Sept. 1943 1:20 p.m. 

Philip Mechanicus was a Jewish journalist at the most important newspaper in Holland at that 

time, "Algemeen Handelsblad". He was detained at Westerbork at the time of our escape. 

He documented the events that took place in the daily life at the camp, and his own 

experiences, in his personal diary. 
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On 24th  September he wrote of our escape: "Two girls who travelled daily to work in the 

hospital laundry at Meppel escaped on Wednesday evening." The rumors of our escape had 

apparently reached him only two weeks after the event. The records show that he was 

executed at Auschwitz on 121h  April 1944. His diary remained at the Westerbork camp and 

was published after the war in a book entitled, "In Depot, Dagboek uit Westerbork" (in free 

translation: "In Deposit, a Westerbork Diary). 

As noted, I had decided to go to Rotterdam, my city of birth, where I had a good friend, a Jew, 

Karel Kaufmann, an economics student, whom I have already mentioned. He had been a 

member of the Dutch Zionist Movement (NZSO), where I met him. We had been in the same 

social group and he had been keen on me. When the food shortages had started (while we 

were still living at home) he had managed to procure various products and sometimes 

brought us meat, butter, etc. I knew that he had helped to find hiding places for our friends 

and others. I also knew the address where I would find him — he lived in an apartment rented 

by a non-Jewish friend. Karel's whole family was in hiding there: his parents and two younger 

sibs. 

The day after my arrival in Rotterdam I visited my mother's friend, Adri Hartman, with whom 

we had stored our goods for safekeeping, and to whom I had sent the parcels of clothing from 

Meppel while planning the escape. 

When I reached her house I rang the doorbell. The door was opened by the maid who knew 

me well. She was stunned to see me, because she knew I was detained at Westerbork. I 

took some clothes and returned to Karel's apartment. 
Some days after my arrival in Rotterdam I had toothache. I again left the apartment and went 

by tram to our family dentist. He too almost fainted when he saw me. He treated my 

toothache and refused payment. On my way back on the tram I recognized an acquaintance 

(a Jew who was married to a gentile) 29. I suddenly felt afraid that he would see me, and only 

then did I realize the danger I was running by leaving the apartment where I was hiding, and 

wandering freely around Rotterdam, where so many people could recognize me. 

Karel was very active in finding secure hiding places for fugitives, through connections in the 

underground movement. He had a number of addresses throughout Holland, to which he 

could refer Jews seeking to hide. He suggested some of these shelters to me, because it 

was clear I could not stay in his apartment much longer. 
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7 
7  In any case, although I cannot explain it, I didn't feel comfortable there. One day I told my 

hosts I was going to the dentist again. I left the apartment with only the clothes I wore, leaving 
7 behind all my other belongings. I went by train to join Job, the friend who had escaped with 
7  me, in Leiden — I knew where to find her, and this was in fact the only safe address known to 

me. 

When I joined Job, her hosts, who were active in the underground movement, arranged a 7 
new identity for me with the assistance of a Catholic priest, Father Van Hoorn. He acquired a 

document with the name Johanna C. Mensing. I decided that the 'C' stood for 'Clothilde', so 

that I could continue being known as 'Tilly'. 

I stayed with Job for a few nights, until her hosts found a hiding place for me on the outskirts 

of Leiden. This was in a big beautiful house belonging to a Professor from the University of 

Leiden and his family — his wife and two children. The Professor himself was not at home. 

On the day I started working there, I was asked to clean his study, and I spotted books in 

Hebrew on the shelves — the Old Testament, and many commentaries. I was afraid they 

might be laying a trap for me, but it appeared that he was a Professor of Theology. It later 

transpired that he too was in hiding somewhere — he too belonged to the underground 

movement. 
Behind the house there were vegetable gardens. One day, while we were sitting eating a 

meal, the younger child suddenly pointed to a man going by in the field, and said, "There 

goes Mr Bosman". I got a terrible fright (Bosman being my family name, of course). But 

Bosman was not necessarily a typically Jewish surname, and it appeared he was one of the 

owners of the vegetable gardens, who often worked there. 

Subsequently, there was an unpleasant incident with my employer, who accused me of 

stealing. Because I did not look Jewish I was not confined to the house. One evening, while 
11] visiting some friends, they had given me two or three apples, which I had taken home to my 

room. Some days later I was accused of stealing the apples from those stored in the attic, 

and I was not believed when I said I had received them from friends. 

I then decided I no longer wanted to stay in that house, and I asked friends in the 

underground movement to find me an alternative place. I was sent to a very pleasant 

Catholic family, named Laarman. The mother, Madeleine, was French, and the father, Jan, 

was Dutch. They were highly educated people. They were both in their forties, and had four 

children, aged 7 months up to 6 years. According to the law, every childbirth had to be 

recorded at the Municipality, and when Madeleine gave birth to her 4th  daughter, she reported 

the birth of twins (5 children instead of 4), to increase their family's food allocation. The father 

LIJ  did not work — he 'dabbled in medical studies' but in fact did nothing. He came from a very 
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wealthy family and did not need to earn a living. The mother was an assistant in the French 

Department at the University of Leiden. She enjoyed playing the piano. They had a big 

collection of books in their home, including books in Dutch, English and French, and I was 

able to read a lot in those days. Jan, who followed the activities of the Germans, would go 

out at night (during the curfew) to the big parks in the area and take down the signs bearing 

the words "Entrance to Jews Prohibited". He brought them home and they piled up in the 

attic. At home they hid another girl whose parents had been baptized even before her birth — 

she attended church on Sundays and considered herself a Protestant. Despite this, her 

parents were caught and executed by the Germans. 

I stayed at the Laarman home until the end of the war, and even longer. I was happy there. I 

worked hard at various household chores — I learned to look after the babies, and because 

we spoke French I became proficient in that language. 

Among the visitors to the house was the Franciscan (Catholic) priest, Father Van Hoorn 

whom I mentioned earlier - he studied French with Madeleine. During the severe winter of 

1944-45 he helped us and other families to obtain food — he went from farm to farm with a 

sack on his back, to obtain donations of food from the farmers in the region. In this way he 

brought us potatoes, some cheese, a little flour and sometimes even a little sugar. 
Today his statue stands in the center of Leiden, in recognition of his activity in the 

underground movement during the war. 

As I mentioned, the winter of 1944-45 was very severe in the western region of Holland. 

There was a shortage of food even though part of Holland had already been liberated. We 

sometimes ate the bulbs of tulips and other flowers, and beet sugar which was normally cattle 

fodder. The Germans were also short of food, and they often appropriated the meager 

supplies of the local population. 

Many Dutch people went North on foot, to villages, to buy food supplies from the farmers. 

Others had to put wooden wheels on their bicycles because rubber tires were unavailable. 

Many died of cold or hunger on the way. There were no heating materials to warm the 

homes. People cut down trees along the roadside to serve for heating and cooking. We did 

our cooking in a sort of large tin, placed on a grid over branches or paper or anything else 

inflammable. We always had enough wood, because we lived near a forest. We managed to 

obtain enough food, and I must admit I was never really hungry while living there. I moved 

about freely outside the house, fearlessly. I went for walks with the children, and in the 

evenings I visited friends. 
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Meanwhile, I found out that Karel Kaufmann was a traitor and had handed over to the S.D. 

(German Secret Service) the names and addresses of all those whom he was 'taking care' to 

hide and help escape to Switzerland and Spain, including my brother. This was why Sam's 

escape was doomed to failure right from the start. We heard that Karel had turned in all his 

friends, and even his own family. I was afraid of only one thing while in Leiden: that Karel 

would suddenly appear from behind some tree and see me. He had no idea where I had fled 

to or where I was, because when I left his home I had broken off all contact with him and his 

family. 

January 1945: Jan Laarman, father of four small children and another on the way, with two 

young Jewish girls hiding in his home, two clandestine radio transmitters and a pile of stolen 

signboards ("Entrance to Jews Prohibited") in his attic, felt that Holland could not be liberated 

without his taking part. He got on his bicycle and rode southwards, to the part of Holland 

already liberated by the Allies. 

Madeleine, who was left behind in the 7th  month of pregnancy, felt she could no longer 

continue to hide the two Jewish girls alone. She dismissed Hennie in a rather humiliating 

fashion. I later heard that she had found a hiding place until the end of the war and survived. 

I stayed, and took on her work as well as mine. On March 11th  1945 (my birthday), the new 

baby was born, and named Emmanuelle (in Hebrew: God is with us). The delivery took place 

at home, and the obstetrician knew exactly who I was. Everything occurred without a hitch, 

and I later went to the Municipality to register the birth. 

Towards the end of the war the British forces dropped food supplies by parachute in the 

meadow — white bread, butter, sugar, flour and other items — to the starving population. 

The supplies landed right in front of our house. Naturally, there was a general rush on the 

foodstuffs. 

The war ended in May 1945 

I remained at that house a few months longer, because I couldn't leave Madeleine Laarman 

alone with five children. Shortly after Jan returned, I left. Unfortunately, I lost all contact with 

them. I knew only that very soon after I went they left Holland for France, but I had no idea 

where to find them. 
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Throughout the years I wanted to try and renew the contact with the Laarman family. I think it 

was sometime in the 1980s, when I travelled with friends to the South of France, I decided to 

make a final effort to locate them. In Avignon I went to the local Post Office to see if I could 

find their phone number and address and this time I succeeded - I found them living in a 

village in Haute Savoie. Laarman is a Dutch name and it was not very difficult to find. I called 

them, and spoke in French (which I had learnt in their home). I said, "This is Tilly Bosman 

speaking". This was met with silence at the other end of the line. I repeated the sentence, 
"This is Tilly Bosman speaking". Madeleine, who had answered the phone, said, "How can 

that be?" It seems that someone had told them I was no longer alive. 

I went to meet Madeleine immediately, and the encounter was wonderful. Jan was living in 

Paris at the time — their relationship had never been very close — they were both in their 80s 

already. After the war, they had left Holland and settled in Haute Savoie, where they had 

founded a home for asthmatic children, which had meanwhile closed down. 

I spent that night at Madeleine's. I slept late the next morning, and as I came down the steps 

I saw Jan standing there with open arms to greet me. Madeleine had phoned him 

immediately after I'd gone to sleep, and he had come on the night train from Paris to see me. 

It was simply wonderful, but I couldn't stay on there, and I rejoined the friends with whom I 

had been traveling. 
We kept up the contact by correspondence until her death about two years ago, and I visited 

her a number of times in her apartment in Paris. 

Immediately after the war lists were posted in various places, with the names of survivors of 

the concentration camps. Naturally, I hoped to find the names of my parents and other 

relatives. I found the names of Uncle John (my father's brother), and Betsy, Maurits and 

Reindert on my mother's side of the family. 

Uncle John, who had been sent to Bergen-Belsen, was transferred by the Red Cross to a 

hospital in Rotterdam. During his whole period in the camp he believed his three children had 

been saved (someone told him they had seen them) — this thought kept him fighting for life. 

When Bergen-Belsen was abandoned by the Germans, about 2500 detainees were piled into 

three trains that travelled from place to place for two weeks — with no food or water — to 

prevent their falling into the hands of the liberators. Many did not survive this ordeal. Every 

now and then the trains would stop, and those who were able to walk went into the fields and 

picked potatoes, vegetables and anything else edible. The trains finally stopped at Troebitz 

in East Germany, which had been liberated by the Russians. The liberated prisoners fell 

upon the food in the homes of the local population and ate without a stop. Many of them, 
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including Uncle John, ate far more than they could digest after the years of deprivation and 

suffering. 
On his arrival in Rotterdam it appeared he suffered from a perforated stomach. He had 

already learned the fate of his family, and no longer wished to live. He died at the age of 44, 

a few weeks after his return. I visited him a number of times in hospital and was appalled by 

his appearance. He looked like a skeleton. 

I met up with my brother Sam in Eindhoven, shortly after all of Holland was liberated. In 

Eindhoven there was a governmental registry office and a Jewish registry office, to which 

refugees and survivors arrived from the camps all over Europe. 

Throughout the war years, Sam and I had managed to keep in touch in letters through 

intermediaries, so that we were aware of each other's whereabouts. When we finally met we 

realized that our parents would not return, and we focused on the future, like all the others 

who had returned and did not speak of their tribulations. 

During World War II, about 77% of the Jewish population of Holland was exterminated - some 

108,000 out of the 140,000 that had lived there before the war. This was the highest 
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 proportion of the Jewish population deported and exterminated out of all the countries of 

Western Europe. 



AFTER THE WAR — SYLVAIN AND ME 

At the beginning of July I left Leiden and returned to Rotterdam. I rented a room in a 

boarding-house, where I stayed for 4-5 months. Along the same street was a house which 

had taken in Dutch refugees who had returned from 'the East' and had not found lodgings. I 

often went there in the hope of meeting relatives and friends. I visited the homes of friends of 

mine and of my parents, who had been in hiding during the war years and gradually returned 

to their homes. Those homes that had been abandoned had meanwhile been appropriated 

by collaborators and others, but were restored to the deportees only after a long and 

complicated bureaucratic process. Jews who had previously lived in rented apartments 

clearly had nowhere to return to. The contents of some 29,000 homes of Jews had been 

pillaged during the war, and transferred to the Germans by a Dutch haulage company owned 

by Abraham Puls, specializing in this service throughout Holland. The word 'pulsen' became 

synonymous with ransacking the possessions of the Jews and handing them over to the 

Germans. 

In Rotterdam I got to know people from the Jewish Brigade 31. They organized social 

activities for the few young people in the city, taught Hebrew and gave lectures. I joined a 

group for Hebrew for advanced students (as mentioned, I had already studied Hebrew before 

the war), and also participated in seminars for youth leaders run by Brigade soldiers, such as 

Gideon Ben-Israel, Professor (later) Yehoshua Bar-Hillel, and others. The first seminar was 

held in Scheveningen, in an area which was forbidden to civilians at the time — it was 

restricted to military personnel. There we studied various subjects and had folk-dancing on 

some evenings. 

During the first few days after the war German soldiers could still be seen in Holland, 

although they had relinquished their uniforms. When the Dutch suspected someone of being 

a German soldier they asked him to pronounce the word 'Scheveningen', to test his ability to 

pronounce this difficult word like a Dutchman — his true identity would thus be revealed. 

Several additional Zionist seminars were held at the same time. Among them was one held 

at Hilversum, run by Yehuda Ben Porat and Professor (later) Mordecai Gichermann 

(Gichon) — we became close friends in those days, and our friendship has lasted to this day. 

The seminar,which was very important and intensive, dealt with subjects such as Zionism, 

History of the Jewish people, the Bible, Hebrew studies, knowledge of the Land of Israel, 

etc. I taught Hebrew to beginners. Later that year, in winter, a seminar was held at Bunnik, 
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in a youth hostel in the center of the town. These seminars included, in addition to all the 

other subjects, drill exercises and physical training. 

Each meeting with the Brigade soldiers was very moving even though many of us, after the 

five horrific years, had difficulty in experiencing emotions. We had lost all hope, and did not 

believe our situation could change. For this reason the encounter with the soldiers from 

Eretz Israel was so wonderful. People went up and touched the Brigade badge worn by the 

soldiers: the blue and white flag with the Star of David. 

I must emphasize that although the group included survivors of Auschwitz and other 

concentration camps, I cannot remember a single conversation dealing with this subject. We 

just did not talk about what we had experienced — we concentrated on plans for the future 

The seminar at Hilversum, 6th  May-2  1946. I am standing second from right. Mordechai Gichon is 
kneeling, at the left of the front row 
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The booklet distributed to participants 

The seminar was held in the Jewish orphanage at Hilversum — there were no children left 

there. About 50 trainees took part in it. There was a booklet for trainees containing the daily 

schedule of activities, the subjects taught (Hebrew, Zionism, Bible studies and Socialism), 

hourly allocations, and the names of the lecturers: . The booklet was written in Dutch, in a 

somewhat light style, and was given to us at the conclusion of the seminar. The booklet I 

have kept to this day contains articles by some of the instructors. At the back of the booklet 

is an article by Mordecai Gichon in German, entitled, "Epilogue". 
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Me (on the left) teaching Hebrew at Hilversum 

After the Brigade returned to Palestine, I decided I did not want to remain in Holland, but 

wished to immigrate to Eretz Israel. To this end I attended a training program (Hachshara) in 

Utrecht. I worked in the vegetable gardens and lived in the Pioneers' House in the city. 

I was not there very long, and was asked to go to Amsterdam to serve as Secretary to the 

"Halutz" movement 32. In addition I trained a group of "HaTsair" — the Jewish youth 

movement in Amsterdam. 

Even before this I had joined a settlers group that had formed in Amsterdam. At our meetings 

we sat and talked for hours on ideology, Zionism, future plans, what we had been 

through.. .At one of these meetings I met Sylvain, my future husband, who had come from 

The Hague, where he had lived at the home of his uncle, Shlomo Schiller, because his 

parents, Simon Sch011er and Esther Sch011er-Poons, had perished in the war. (Their story is 

related at the end of the book, and explains the different family names). 

Sy!vain was born and grew up in Antwerp, in Belgium. During the war he had hidden, 

together with his younger brother Arthur, in the home of Walloon 33  farmers, and later in 

Brussels in the home of the farmers' son. There he completed his high school studies and 

matriculated within one year. Belgium was liberated in August 1944, and when Holland was 

liberated he moved to The Hague. 



In December 1946 the first Zionist Congress after the Holocaust took place, in Basel, 

Switzerland. We travelled there together with a group of friends, and served as emissaries 

on a volunteer basis. It snowed heavily in Basel and one day I fell in the street. When I was 

taken to hospital they diagnosed a cracked bone in my leg. 

On the train back to Holland, SyIvain and I sat close together and talked at length. The 

friendship began to consolidate. 
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IMMIGRATION TO ERETZ ISRAEL 

After the completion of the seminar I lived in Amsterdam at a cousin of my mother's, Lex 

Bosman, who had been a Court Secretary in Rotterdam before the war. Although he and his 

family survived the war while being detained at Barneveld, they were subsequently sent to 

Theresienstadt. He reiterated frequently that my mother had been his favorite cousin. After 
the war, Lex and his wife Annie took me in to live with them. They were very supportive 

throughout all those years. In all my subsequent visits to Holland I stayed with them. They 

insisted that my daughters Ruthie and Mickey call them 'Oma and Opa' — grandma and 

grandpa - even though they had grandchildren of their own. Annie Bosman even attended 

Ruthie's wedding (in Israel). 

At the beginning of February 1947 Sylvain and I left Holland and began our journey of 

immigration to Eretz Israel. We travelled by train to the south of France, where we spent two 

months in transit camps near Marseille. These were organized by Second Aliyah emissaries 34. 

At the camp, some of the Dutch girls ran the kitchen and cooked for all the refugees who had 

come from Poland. These people did not like Dutch cooking and very soon took over the 

running of the kitchen and the cooking. Sylvain was the buyer for the camp, as he spoke 

French fluently. At that camp Sylvain and I became very close and were soon considered as 
a couple. 

The members of our group travelled to Eretz Israel on different refugee boats. We left the 

port of Sete in France on April 2nd  1947 on board the "Theodor Herzl", captained by 
Mordechai (Moka) Limon. 

The journey was most arduous, mainly because of the crowding — 2641 on board. During 

most hours everyone had to stay below deck, to avoid being seen by British ships and 

airplanes (Palestine was under British mandate at the time, and immigration was illegal). 
1.13 

Food and drink were distributed in sufficient quantities. Sylvain and I, and about ten others 
EJ  from the Dutch group, were allowed on deck during most hours of the day and night. 

After about two weeks at sea, on April 13th, the ship was spotted by the British, close to the 

territorial waters of Eretz Israel. When the authorities tried to board the ship, a struggle broke 

0 out, during which they used tear gas and fired live ammunition. Three young refugees were 

killed and 23 were injured. The injured and ailing were taken off the ship and transported to 

Atlit. All the rest of us were redirected to Cyprus. 
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The ship's crew and the emissaries who accompanied the immigrants were afraid of being 
captured by the British, and hid among the hundreds of refugees. They arrived in Cyprus 
with us, but some time later they were smuggled to Eretz Israel. 

finin I'mytt tryismi =arm 
"Dit: vonyn 2700 iv ;inn ;vans imp minnn -int* 

Headlines from 'HaAretz" newspaper, 15/4/1947 

«172611 j  1200 17111)t 
DonytnD  Dy 2ny ni3 1r5on mop trill matt en,  
nrirt t2111 annn -mum -7.79triDp 6953 rad? rrmy ntyyrn 

Headlines from 'HaAretz" newspaper, 16/4/1947 

- The first one reads 'Dead and injured among immigrants on the 'T.Herzl' after an intense 
struggle. The ship was captured with 2700 immigrants near the shore of Tel Aviv. 
- The second one reads '1200 'T.Herzl' immigrants expelled. Three liberty ships left before 
dawn with some of the immigrants and a 4th  will leave tonight for Cyprus — protest 
demonstration held by local residents 
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'1:717 -15'W 'D VIVI* PC 
1111/VP 1YV 1'17PY tp`71Dynn nnt: ollpytm 1DO: 07/11 

A certification of my illegal immigration on board the "Theodore Herz 

After we arrived in Cyprus and began to get organized, we discovered that the kitchens in 
the camp were run by the different sectarian youth movements. Because there had been 
only one apolitical youth movement in Holland, like the adult Zionist movement, we could not 
be assigned to any kitchen, so we got very little food. A few days went by until we found 
another group in the same situation — the Swedish group. We were then allocated a kitchen 
for our use together with them and other similar groups. 

The barriers at the detention camp in Cyprus 
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In Cyprus there were all sorts of emissaries from Eretz Israel, including doctors, nurses and 
representatives of the Kibbutz Movement. Among them were Shemaryahu Talmon, Yonina 
(later to become Talmon's wife) and representatives of seminars, such as Professor (later) 
Emanuel Guttman and Baruch Rubinstein, Director of the seminar named after Pinhas 
Ruthenberg in Haifa, who had initiated the setting up of a branch in Cyprus. The lecturers 
were young students and teachers — most of them from the Hebrew University in Jerusalem. 
They set up an Adult Education School. This ran continuously for 1 1/2 years, from mid-1947 
until the camp was dismantled in February 1949. Sylvain taught Hebrew, including to a group 

from 'Aliyat Halloar' 35 . I was the Secretary at the Seminar. 
In addition, because he and I spoke both Hebrew and English we were chosen to teach 
Hebrew to a group of 'brothers and sisters' (as the immigrants were called by the emissaries) 
who worked at a small hospital on the coast. We were thus able to move outside the camp, 
and were transported to the hospital by the British. There we taught Hebrew and could then 

enjoy a swim in the sea. 

Each month a few 'certificates' 36  were issued, and some of the detainees were able to leave 

the camp and travel to Eretz Israel. 

On December 31st  1947, the Aliyat Halloar group, which was taught by Sylvain, was allowed 
to immigrate. We were instructed to join the group. We disguised ourselves to look like 17- 
year olds: we wore khaki shorts tied with elastic at the waist, I hid my mop of hair under a 
cap, and Sylvain who was short-sighted removed his glasses. This was all because we 
feared the British guards would recognize us and observe we were not part of the youth 
group who had been granted permits — they knew us personally, as they transported us twice 

a week to the hospital to teach. 
We were taken to the port in high transport vehicles, and when one of the guards helped me 
climb up into the truck he whispered, 'Good luck to both of you". 

My brother Sam had reached Eretz Israel on 31st  July 1946 on the ship "Jewish Soldier" (Ha-

Hayal Ha-lvri), which sailed from Antwerp to Atlit. At first he lived at Kibbutz Mishmarot, and 
after we arrived and joined the Ramat David settlement, Sam joined us. He did not stay long 
because he was not happy and did not want to serve in the Army. In fact, he wanted to return 
to Holland. He thus hid as a stowaway on board a Greek ship leaving from Haifa. He was 
discovered by the crew out at sea, and when the ship docked at Port Said he was turned over 
to the Egyptian authorities. These latter suspected him of being a spy and did not believe his 
story. He was severely tortured, and in May 1949 was returned to Israel in a prisoner 

exchange. 
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Shortly after this episode he returned to Holland — he longed for peace and quiet, and went to 

live in Friesland, in the north of Holland, where he lived most of his life. Sam died in 2009 in 

Holland. 

My brother, Sam Bosman, in 1995 

We arrived in Eretz Israel on January 1st  1948, to a country in the throes of war. 

Nevertheless we decided to travel around and get to know the country before joining the rest 

of our group, some of whom had already arrived, some in the 'Fourth Aliyah'. We travelled 

around for about six weeks, hitch-hiking. We visited and stayed with friends in Tel Aviv, Haifa 
and the 'Huliot' settlement 37  (Sde Nehemiah). Once, while travelling in an open truck to 

[2 
Halsa (today known as Kiryat Shmona) we were stoned by Arabs. We subsequently joined 

our group at Kibbutz Ramat David 39 • 

During our first Pessah (Passover) in the country at Ramat David in 1948, Sy!vain and I were 

assigned to the kitchen and guard duty — a mean act on the part of the kibbutz members. 

The battle for survival that we had been through, followed by the detention camp in Cyprus, 

had marked us, and when we finally reached our home land at last, we were prevented from 

participating in the first Pessah Seder, which was so symbolic for us. We stayed there for a 

few months, until June 1948, the first truce in the War of Independence 39. 
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During this first truce, the movement we belonged to, the "Kibbutz Association Movement" 

(Hever HaKvutsot) 40, instructed our group to move from Ramat David to Gezer as 

reinforcements, because one day before the truce, on June 10th, Arab forces had captured 

Gezer. Most of the defendants were killed or imprisoned. The few who managed to sneak 

away escaped to Naan or HuIda. That same evening Gezer was recaptured by the "Yiftach 

Brigade" and liberated. When we arrived at Gezer, Sylvain worked in the groves and I fulfilled 

various duties according to the job allocation schedule, including house-building. We could 

actually hear echoes of the shooting in the battle to liberate the nearby town, Ramie. At 

Gezer too we were subjected to the patronizing attitude of the kibbutz members, besides 

ridiculous accusations of purposely causing damage. We reached the situation where we 

refused to participate in the communal Pessah Seder organized by them. We conducted a 

separate Seder with our own group, accompanied by the traditional tunes of the Dutch Jews. 

I organized the singers and we sang "Hine HaStay Avar" ("Autumn has gone by"), although 

autumn was over some time before. 
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Kibbutz Gezer — me working in the nursery 

Me (in front, at right) harvesting olives at Kibbutz Gezer 
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Whenever we had the chance we travelled around the country. In September 1948 we went 

to Jerusalem via the Burma Road 41. Our friends in Jerusalem were not exactly 'delighted' to 

see us, because of the siege and the serious shortage of water. We were granted one glass 

of water between the two of us, for washing, drinking, brushing our teeth and all other 

necessary activities. The morning after our arrival, Count Bernadotte was murdered 42, and 

the town was put under curfew. We were thus really 'stuck' in Jerusalem for a few days. 

Sylvain wanted to pursue his studies, and we decided to leave the kibbutz and move to 

Jerusalem so he could study at the Hebrew University. He studied Ancient History and 

Classical and Romance languages. I worked as a clerk at the Dutch Consulate and 

subsequently at the Jewish Agency. 

During that time, in February 1950, there was a heavy snowfall in Jerusalem. Water froze in 

the pipes and there was no running water. We drank water from melted snow. I can still 

remember the sight of people skiing in the streets of Beit HaKerem. 

Sylvain and me — September 1948 
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Our daughter Ruthie was born on September 22nd  1950 at the "Shaarei Tsedek" hospital in 

Jerusalem. I knew how to care for a newborn baby through the experience gained when I 

lived with the Laarman family. 

Me in Holland, 1951 

In 1951 I went to Holland to buy furniture, a fridge and other necessities, because in Israel it 

was almost impossible to buy such things because of the austerity measures. It was also 

forbidden to import electrical goods, so when I bought the fridge in Holland, I asked the 

shopkeeper to sully it a little on the inside before packing it for shipping, so it would appear 

used and not new. 

In Jerusalem we lived in Shimoni St, in the Rassco neighborhood, near friends, some of 

whom we knew from Holland and others we had met in Israel. Until the building was 

completed in Shimoni St, we lived at the "Eden" boarding house in Belt HaKerem. Here we 

met Ami and Tamar Livay, who were also waiting for the completion of their flat, which was 

opposite ours. 

On 28th January 1954 our second daughter, Mickey (Michal) was born. She cried 

incessantly. Because this prevented Ruthie (aged 3 1/2) from sleeping, we laid Mickey down 

to sleep in a drawer we took out of the dresser, lined and padded, and placed on the dining 

table in the entrance hall. A visit to the doctor revealed the reason for her ceaseless crying — 

she was just hungry! As soon as I started bottle-feeding her, she calmed down and went 

back to sleeping in her bed. 
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Sylvain and me sailing in Holland 

When Sylvain had completed his M.A. degree we moved temporarily to Holland. At first we 

lived in Hilversum and then in Amsterdam. Our friends Ami and Tamar came to visit and we 

went on holiday with them in Holland, Belgium and France. On another occasion Sylvain and 

I travelled to visit the castles of the Loire Valley in France. One day we were driving along a 

narrow road behind a long truck. After a while it shifted sideways to allow us to overtake, but 

before we had finished it suddenly swerved left towards us. We overturned. The car lay on 

its roof and was totally wrecked, but we somehow got out uninjured. 

Sylvain continued his studies and wrote a Ph. D. thesis on "Sparta". I studied in the 

Department of Social Work at Amsterdam University, and enjoyed the studies. I wrote a term 

paper on "The Kibbutz: Social, economic and organizational ideology". We were planning to 

return to Israel. Sylvain was promised work as a lecturer in the Department of History and 

Classical Studies at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem. 

82 



Sylvain, Mickey and Ruthie in a wood in Holland, 1956 

In July 1956, Sylvain died suddenly in Amsterdam. I was left with two young daughters. 

I decided to return to Israel as planned. Naturally I broke off my studies. Shimon Shalish, 

our good friend since our immigration to Israel suggested coming to Holland to help me get 

organized for our return. I was grateful for his suggestion, but managed to deal with all the 

formalities in Holland alone. On October 31st  1956 we flew back to Israel, although I had 

heard that war had broken out (the Sinai campaign). At that time there were no direct flights 

to Israel. We landed in Athens in the evening. The airline refused to continue the flight to 

Israel that night because of the danger and uncertainty. The flight was scheduled to continue 

the next morning, but I was very nervous about arriving alone with two little girls, as we were 

told that the flight onwards was dangerous and would be our own responsibility. After a few 

days in Greece I decided to return to Holland for another few weeks, to wait until the end of 

the war in Israel. During this time we lived with friends in Amsterdam. 

On our return to Israel I sold the flat in Jerusalem and bought one in Bat Yam, on the 

seacoast. I chose that town because many of our friends lived there. The girls went to 

school and pre-school. I worked for the Citrus Marketing Board, then for "Dun and 

Bradstreet", and subsequently at the Tel Aviv Office of the "Dead Sea Works". I was 

3 
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secretary to the management. In my work I often made use of languages I had acquired over 

the years. At that time I drove around on a motor-scooter. On weekends we attached a 

sidecar to this, and I could travel around with the girls. I loved the flat in Bat Yam, so close to 

the sea. 

Ruthie and Mickey and the sidecar of the motor-bike 
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7.71 

Mickey and Ruthie riding a camel on tha 
shore in Bat Yam 

In 1964 we moved to Kiryat Ono. And that was when I began to carry out another of my 
passions — travelling. Over the years I have visited Indonesia, Thailand, China, Canada, 
Morocco, the USA, Uzbekistan, Ireland, Turkey, Yugoslavia, Russia and many western 
European countries. I naturally also visited friends and family in Holland a number of times. 
Some of the trips were taken with close friends, many of Austrian origin, whom I met 
frequently, and they became a surrogate for the family we didn't have. 

In 1979 Ruthie married Yoram David, and three grandchildren were born: Dana, Ofer and 
Aya. Mickey married Arie Azuri in 1982, and three more grandchildren were born: Itay, Lior 
and Shani. 
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Me on vacation 

At the age of 56 I retired from full-time work and began to volunteer for various activities, such 

as assistance to new immigrants from the former Soviet countries in finding lodgings and 

employment. I was on the editorial board of the Dutch-language newspaper, "Aleh", 

published by the Dutch Immigrants Association. I was also involved in the foundation of "Beit 

Juliana" — a retirement home for people of Dutch origin, in Herzliya. I did voluntary work at 

the Wolffson Hospital in HoIon and subsequently at the Medical Library at the Sheba Medical 

Center, Tel Hashomer, where I still do voluntary work about once a week. Following Trudy 

Shidlower, my friend of some 45 years, I moved to the Vera Salomons retirement home in 

Kfar Saba at the end of 2001, and I live there to this day. 
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Me in Haifa 

I very much enjoy the social life at the home, and my lovely flat. I continue to lead an 
independent life — I drive my car, swim, go to gym classes, go on trips around the country, 
read, play bridge, and go to Ruthie's family every Friday evening for a family dinner. 

About four years ago I purchased a computer. Through e-mail I keep in touch with my 
grandchildren, the family, and friends abroad and in Israel, and I even practice choral works 
in preparation for the weekly choir practices. The choir in fact plays a very important part in 

my life. As long as 30 years ago, when I lived in Kiryat Ono, I first joined the 'Oriah Choir' in 
that area. Our repertoire comprises mainly classical works and Israeli songs. I have travelled 
abroad to appear with the choir a number of times, and I must emphasize that my 
participation in the choir gives me much pleasure and joy of life 
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The Oriah Choir in Nazareth. I am standing in the top row (white hair) 

I am happy to say I am in good health, inquisitive, and take an interest in what goes on in the 
wide world and in Israel, and I am involved in family life. I enjoy watching tennis tournaments 
on television, read, 'play around' on the computer, swim, exercise, entertain friends and 
family in my flat, go to concerts, plays and lectures, and play a lot of bridge. People complain 
they can hardly ever find me at home. 
As long as I am able, I shall continue to do everything that interests me and gives me 

pleasure. 
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Closure 

About two and a half years ago, Ruthie and I went to Holland to say farewell to my brother 

Sam, who was already very ill. The parting was difficult and very sad. 

On the way from Friesland to Western Holland we drove past the signpost to Westerbork. 

Without having planned it in advance, I asked Ruthie to drive us there. To my surprise, it was 

nothing like what I remembered. At the gate we were asked to pay an entrance charge to 

enter the site. I asked the clerk, "Does someone who escaped from here also have to pay?" 

The stunned clerk replied immediately that this would not be necessary, and invited us in. 

She requested permission to ask the researcher from the local documentation center to join 

us. We sat in the coffee-house, and he interviewed me about my sojourn there and my 

escape. 

We were then taken on a special guided tour of the camp, which left little impression on me. 

It was all so different: the huts had vanished; the trees we had planted had developed into a 

beautiful park. To be precise, here and there we saw the ruins of some buildings, and the 

railway tracks, but there was little resemblance to the camp from which my parents and family 

members, and some 102,000 Dutch Jews had been sent to their deaths. At the end of the 

tour we met the documentalist again, and he had meanwhile looked up the lists made by the 

Germans, and found the names of my parents and the date they were sent to Sobibor. He 

also found my name, but the rest of that line was blank. 
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Memorial at Westerbork camp site in memory of the 102,000 Jews transported from there 
to their death — it is composed of 102,000 blocks of different sizes and heights 

4  L 

The blocks are laid out to form a map of Holland 



THAT WAS MY LIFE 

Although I don't much like to talk about myself and what I have been through, I decided, after 

the interview at the 'Beit Hagdudinn' in Avichayil, that it should all be on record. 

Ruthie took on the project and wrote my memoirs, as I related them to her. She investigated 

additional sources, like my brother Sam's story, which he had recorded on tape for the 

Spielberg Archives in Holland — a tape we discovered after his death. 

Today I feel it is important for my grandchildren to know me better. They should know and 

understand where my tough personality — my Dutch nature — comes from. They will also 

learn something of the history of my family — their family. The education I received in my 

parents' home exalted honesty as a way of life. I grew up in a home steeped in culture and 

wisdom. We read a lot, we discussed the books we read, and our parents related to us what 

they had heard in lectures and what they had seen on their travels abroad. Occasionally one 

of them would play the violin, the viola or the piano at home, and we all enjoyed listening 

"L'Halm! Cheers!" 
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My life was not easy, and it was even somehow unusual, but my natural instincts seem to 

have helped me to survive and to overcome feelings of despair, bereavement, the unknown — 

they helped me to go on and build a new life. I missed out on certain periods in my lifetime — 

adolescence and a long married life. When I was 33 my world was once again turned upside 

down when Sylvain died and I was once again alone, with two little girls dependent on me. 

There was nobody else left. Despite this I can look back today and observe my life with 

satisfaction. I have lived a full life, enjoyed my family and my activities. Today I enjoy being 

a part of the life of my daughters and my six grandchildren, and they give me great 

satisfaction. Despite our country's difficult situation, I believe to this day that the decision to 

immigrate to Israel was the correct one. If we can improve our situation, I believe that the 

future of the Jewish people lies in an independent country of their own; I can see no other 

solution. 

I hope that you, my grandchildren, will better understand my outlook on life and my opinions 

on various matters. 

With much love, 

Tilly Schiiller-Bosman 
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SIMON SCHULLER'S STORY 
Ruthie David-Schuller 

About two years ago, when my mother got the letters that had been carefully saved by Willy 

van Dijk, she wanted me to translate them from Dutch to Hebrew, for the sake of the 

grandchildren. We started out on the task, but I found it too onerous — I just wasn't up to it. 

We stopped and let things lie. Today I feel that mother's story and those that complement it, 

are extremely important. If we do not write down and record these events, they will disappear 

from the body of knowledge, from the pages of history, and they will vanish. I feel duty bound 

to write and relate my mother's story and my paternal grandfather's story, despite the 

enormous emotional burden these events aroused in me. 

The story of Simon Schuller, my paternal grandfather, is not directly related to my mother's story. 

He was born on 4.5.1887 in Ksiasnica, Poland. When in his thirties he left Poland, together with 

his brother, Shlomo (Salomon) in order to seek a better future in Western Europe. They arrived 

in Holland in the 1920s. Shlomo married a local woman and raised a family there, whereas 

Simon went on to Antwerp in Belgium, where he established his family. He married Esther 

Poons, born 5.7.1905 in Antwerp. They had two sons: Sylvain, my father (born 19.9.1925) 

and Arthur (born 31.1.1934). 

My grandfather and grandmother, Simon and Esther Sch011er and their two children : 
Arthur and Sylvain (my father, on the left) 
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Shlomo and Simon were business partners, and founded a textile-weaving factory in The 

Hague in Holland. Simon also dealt in diamonds. They considered themselves blessed in 

their work and their families. Their brothers and sisters and other relatives would come to 

visit them, and they even all went on a joyful trip to Paris together. Not one of all of those 

relatives survived World War II. Their peaceful lives were turned upside down on 10.5.1940, 

when the German forces invaded Belgium, and the Belgian army surrendered on 28th  May, by 

command of the Belgian King, Leopold III. On September 23 1942 the family was arrested 

and sent to the camp at Mechelen. Thanks to the intervention of Elizabeth, the Queen 

Mother, my father's family, together with other Jews with Belgian citizenship, were released in 

June 1943, and returned to their homes. The parents were re-arrested in September 1943 

and sent to Mechelen/Malines again, from where the Belgian Jews were sent 'eastwards'. 

The two sons (aged 17 and 9) managed to escape through a window in the cellar, to the 

neighbors' garden, from where they were taken to hide at the isolated home of some farmers 

in Wallonia, a part of South Belgium. 

My grandfather, Simon Sch011er  (the name was changed from Schiller to Sch011er due to a 

spelling mistake at the Antwerp Municipality, and because in Belgium it was forbidden to 

change names, the error persisted and the family name Schuller  remained as such), was sent 

from Antwerp to Mechelen together with my grandmother. 

They were forced under threat of firearms to board a closed furniture haulage truck. It was 

meant to carry no more than 50 persons, but 150 were piled into it. When there was no more 

room, they had to climb on top of each other — men, women, children and elderly persons. 

There was no air inside, or water. The journey from Antwerp to Mechelen should have taken 

half an hour. The Belgian drivers stopped on the way to drink beer, ignoring the cries for help 

and pleas of the prisoners. They drove fast and arrived at the camp at Mechelen three hours 

later. When the truck doors were opened, a thick cloud of foul-smelling air was released. 80 

people were taken to the local hospital. Nine did not survive this inferno, and died of 

asphyxiation, including my grandfather. 
Simon Schuller was in fact murdered by the Belgians, buried in Brussels; Later, after the war 

reburied in Putte (the jewish cemetery of Antwerp). 

My grandmother Esther Sch011er-Poons survived the nightmare journey to Mechelen. She 

was sent to Auschwitz on 20.9.1943 and executed two days later, on 22.9.1943. 

The incident of the "Death Truck" (Camion de la Mort) was considered exceptionally cruel, 

and even reached the ears of the exiled Belgian government, seated in London. After the war 

a Commission of Inquiry was set up in Belgium to investigate it (evidence of the camp doctor 
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and Mr Singer reproduced here). Two of those responsible for the "Death Truck", a member 

of the German SS and his Flemish assistant, were tried but released a short while later. The 

Belgian Military prosecutor concluded that the company responsible for the 'transport' of the 

Jews to the Mechelen camp was an official Belgian institution, so that the employees of this 

organization and the drivers were never brought to trial. 

About 10 years ago, when I visited Holland with my mother, following the 'discovery' of the 

family on the Internet, I visited my grandfather's grave for the first time. The nine who were 

so brutally murdered in that incident are buried side by side, at the entrance to the cemetery. 

While the story of my grandfather's life and cruel death is not directly related to my mother's 

life story, this tale is further evidence of the dark period that enveloped Europe 65 years ago. 

I found it appropriate to include it for the sake of future generations. We should learn and be 

aware of our family saga, and also the limitations of human nature: the terrible cruelty, the 

disregard for 'the other'. Yet even more important: we should also be aware of the ability to 

rise from the ruins, rehabilitate oneself and build a new life. 
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Report of the Belgian Commission of Enquiry that dealt with the Death Truck ('Camion 

de la Mort') 
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brutalitelt,ae sadietieche martellagen waargan ae Joaen ale in 
Quiteohe handen vaJi6 warenet siachtoifer werden4e afgrijse* 
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drutta men doze ienechelijke wezens te eamen door oet te eetanaelem 
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aan den verechriktelijte drutking,verioren zij tun mac 1 tot lic
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dan gooizuur wasae eon vergift geworden,dat ae noree4aderu anea 
ePringen.De veretdrung deea naar werk.Hot duerendee1 4er inzitteadon 

wan onmogelijk,s oenen an hoofde drongen in de lichamtn.Deze marte-
hadden meanie vioren.anderetCtermden en ijlaon,ae ulitlete beweging 

ling duurae 6 urMlo   
op 3 September 103,om elf uur e'avonde,toen no gevangiaen van du 
Laaerne Apeein ttmechelen resde aiiepen,weerklons de lei ale do aan-
comet van 'een transport me.edifir.; - 
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De JOISCLOCIle gevangenen cLe met (iv "antvanget bviast waren moeeten 
opstaan.In"de nacht,bij ae flittering van een lamp,waren 7.1j getu1- 

:.  gen van eon vreeselijice ttggeale. 'roan men de deuren van de traglscoe tamion ape:1de ontenapte er evn 
ditke wolti een elechte geur en eon afgrijselijice wagwa van gezwollen 
roade i blauwe lichaamedeeien.Het grootste gedeelte acneen dood, 80 
personea werden naar de 1nfirmerle gedragen waar het jooascne pore°- 

, 

 

 noel den hoelen nacht doorbrachten met de toepaeslng van zunstmatige 
ademhalingo met het leggen van code tompressen en wet Inepultlngen. 
Talrijks menschenievene werden alzoo gered.De omtenapteu weraeu te0a-
wens eokele aagen later In veewagehe gedeporteerd. 4 Bij 9 pereonen nava bleven de pogingen vruchtelooe./n acme tamieu 
had men oot,zonder hem te verzorgen,een jange man gedaan die gewond 
WaS d0Or een vuurwapen,zoogenaamd cm eon ontviuchtingspoglog.De ;com-
mandant van de Kaseren Zassin,SS Sturmscharfuhrer prank was zelt ver-
ontwaardlgd en liet aan'het adzes van aXzending to Antwerpen +oleo 
dat het eon versamelkamp en geAp,kerkhof was.Men deea  11-2icici3%eu 
women on de gevamgenen maeateNtrder bedreiging van geweren van dc von- 
store variajderen am niet aanwezig te zijn bij het wegnemen der Itch/1- 
mm. 

hetgeen zich afepeilde veer de verdediging van dv auropeesche 
beechaving op plaats,dag en uur hierbovet aangeau1d. 

Lijet van de negen elachtoffere.(Dezen clju begraven op het kelt-
;hof van htterbeeic Brussel in de krlpte ander de nummere 270 478 
inbegrepen). 
1- Juftrouw Carmel,Hciene geboren to Antwerpen op 2-2-1890.(4701. 

Uadame Kirschen Mathilda-Thereaia,geboren Buch te Antwerpen op 
14-11-1890. (471). 
3- Ux;Steinteld,Saul geboren to Den Haag op 2L-2-1920. (272). 
4- idevrouw /we Pinkusdi4gine geboren Rasentaal to Stuttgart op17-1L-197. (g73) vr&Awneig li e 
5- Jutr. Kohn,Lca geboreIMMr-z15=74=U.944, (.2741/ 
8- la. Van Weeren,Jean Pierre geboren to Antwerpen op 298;10-1928 

(275) 
7-Ur. Schul1er,S1mon geboren to Kslasnica (Palen) op 4-5-1887 Ot78) 
8- kr.:Klipper,Lippman geboren to Krakau op 1-3-187Ot277). 
9- Mr.  geboren to Krakau op 14-5-182,411. (278). 
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11E- Lijst van de getuigen. 

I- Birekte getuigen,dat wit zeggen pereonen die zell in de kamion 
waren. 

1- Lasy,eamuel 103,DE 71UTIER  raLlt Brussel II.-  
2- mevr;itumel-Pert.e,Sanp5,0ro, e Rondetraat Antwerpen. 
3- Juffr;.SchachiOitz,Flora 50roote Hondetraat Antwerpen. 
4- MT; Ta4tech,14to1e- interpreter 'rye C/42  G.S.I7 (re) - main H.Q. 

Si. A GP; B.L.A7;:r 
5- Mr; Lubineki,Eirman 360angrievenetraat Eleene,Bruesel. 
6- gr. SOnwerneri4A.rthur 40, Ed, itufferathLei Miruesel II. 

gevr. Ileutech-4-ingaxten,Sophie 381 Horzeietraat te ukkel-Arueee 

Indir#kte getuigen : pereonen die zich in het kamp bevonden bij 
de. aaikomet vatA.en kamion. 

1- Ur. Parnee Franz,geneeeheer 44,Ph.de Chappagneetraat Brussel. 
2- Mr. Intrator,Bernard 13,DE Zoitenberglel-Brueeel. 

iV- RappOxt van Ur; Samuel Levy waarvan het oorepronkelijte over-
handigd werd op het krijvauditoraat to Antwerpen,Sanderusetraat 
(adel:yerdieping bij den Vomiesaris .hoovertil 28 Pebruari 1945. 

Alle Belgen die van mechelem vrijgekomen paren op grand van hnn 
Belgilache nationaliteit hadden van den xammandant van be Kamp 
een bewide van vridlating ontvangen. 
Op 3 September 1943 werden wij alien uitgenoodigd ow aa,,,r de Gee- 

te komen on zoogezegd eon stempit1 op one 
"entlaesungeechein" to bekomen.Ongeveer 130 pbrEOLtri voi;Ula On 341; 
aanwenig.Aan eon guicbetwerd het tewije van vriji_Jtil algenomet 
OD mOeten wij alien achter in den tuin ander een Q1u- pittale 
nemenop zoogezegd Mx. Ho1m te wachteu.Eeu tijdje later Otla.en 
eeniga vlaamaohe SS mannen opdagen die one met machinegeweer woes 
:ten bewaken.tx waxen ook eenige Vlaamsche oivilen aanweztg,die 
bekend zijn ender de namen van"hetBaardje","Lange Joe" en eon ze-
kere Janeeens die ik net zekerheld kap herkennen. 
'and -8 uur wam Halal to vvoreohije en ward eon korte beepreking 
gehouaen.intusechen werden eenigen van one geohikaneerd en geslag 
Ongevver am half negen kwam eon groote geeloten verhuiewagen aan-
gereden en begonuen wij reeds to verpoeden dat wij terug near me-
chelen zouden gebracht worden.Annige minuten later word oevel ge-
geven, in de verhuiswagen to etappen en onder etrenge newaking wet 
den Ors% de vrouwen opgeladen.Daarna kwamen de mannen.lItzelf 
bleef met ongeveer zes,zeven maim= button die onmogelijk in no 
volgepropte kamion binnen geraakten.Onder bedreiging 008 neer to 
schieten moeeten wij toot nog inetappen en or weird zoolang geduwd 
tot wij toch nog binnengeraakten eu de dour met groote 
heden dichtging. 
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We ware n 2oo dichtgepakt dal het onmogelijk was celZo een arm to 
bewegen en zoo begin de tragieche rtt near Wechelen.De kamion was 
om zoo te ceggen berme tech gesloten en er was niet het kleinste 
spoor van een 4pchtgat aanwezig.Na een half uur rijden werd bet 
reeds vreeeelifk warm en begonnen we reeds hevig to zweeten.t4 wart 
reeds begonnen :Met op de muren te slaan,daar de lucht reeds ondra- 
gelijk werd.Sa onspveer eon our gereden te hebben,bleef de kamion 
etaam en duchtebrA-at de deuren couden openga-n.Ijaele hoop! 
Wat once folteJLare intuSechentijd gedaan hebben ratan we nit, mai 
dat we ongevierwarie wartier gestaan hancien glngen we terug in gal 
en werd de rit -voortgezet.Intueechen geraakten we allen in paniek-
otembIng daar velen reeds teekenen van veratlkelng oegonnee le gdvi 
tr were geroepei,geetampt,geochreeuwd,maar niets hie/14,de kamion 
reea verder. 
ha 2 uur rijdenwerd allee 8%14..De meeeten wares reedd be.ustelioa 
geraart en niemapd baa de kraoht :len to bewegen-hindelijk Kwamen 
we nu ongeveerAyti uur gereden te hellbent in vectelen aan waur once 
kamion geopend werd.De aamblik was verschrlickelijk.Handen,armen, 
beenen waren clooreengeegeetrengela en niemand ee.00g.Hu/ e  werd ge-
Aaald en de ongelukKigen wercen tut as Kia4100 gediugen be.unteloos 

bewustelooe,en done. 
Na de kamion leeggehaald %e nebben *era het treurig Milan opgemuato 
tiental.ten halg veretikten en....9 dooaen.Dauk aau mijn littou-
aingevermogen bleof 1k tamelijk tar van gees% en oeu aua iu ua mo 
gOL131theid een!!trouw relaaa van het gebeurae le geveu. 

7 
Verelag van ir. parses PAliu4,11.uz,ilaos‘cr .aarvan net oorep,onde,iji 
afge.teverdlat14 apn Heer Komieearis goovere OF net Krijeauaitoraat 
te Antwerpee.t5adkaruastraat op tO Peoruari 1,e45. 1 
Op 3-9-1943.1ging icaereen zooais near g Ouul. CJJ volgeue ne4 
regleme,A om:half Tien tartar bed../e Kan bet juiste uul niet 2eggee 
maar ix deux:liat net tegen elT uur ral.e,mn olK gave./ ae nucht Was 
ranee scheollevallen,%oen ik geroopen .era  DR,Dr, ..... 
Pa allerhaasti Kom it mijm Kamer uit,ga ae trap,qi en env/ ae KOS 
over ga voorhij an ecnilawaent en oevina mij von: a.ameeipe lioes1 
Hier elaat gem groote kamlon.Rona naar :le Je ae Lowmanuanu van 
as Kaserte SS Sturmecharfunrer Praut eu t,uacrt, licreouou lu teoue 
.aarecnijmllxis SSmannem ,Scurmecnarfunrer Boden,SauptsunurfUhrer 
Noppenel,en no eolaaten van aermonl,mon 18 behig do kamioa te ope 
an.Ranneer ai deer opemgaat :10 ls slate aan eon alkke roox.o.tm , 
Ix aunk car er bream io.maar nu een minuut zie ix ougatooilljk 
ecnou.spel ; een berg van menecnelijke lie:lumen men zegt mij eat 
er 150 in eeli'lcamion zijn wear er maar plaa6e is voor de nel:T. 
De meesten wen geen teeken van levee en moetea gearageu .orasa. 
De mecechen c1i aragen weten net o  lj levenae can wei. cooden 
nrugen.dlj abem one beet:men taut =Lunen kowen om (4e pae dangc-
lcomenen to dragen.lien maart warme moffie,men oreag4 ilexene ow de 
ongelukk1genTin 

 
to wirkelen.Dese aijn ale net ware uoorareu4t van 

water. De Z.Croeacten van mijn infirmerie nun emel otzet, 

• 
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Ook op de grona tueschen de tedaen le er grun ,..taate mcar./k orga-
niseer one were : ie heb  iufirmlOree en  neLpaters te wljnar be- 
scramming : water,arupoelo,eunetmatige eacmaaiwarw drinueu, 
sIsA iuspuitingen   
Er epclen alon vreeselijee toonecien ar oJougelingen komon mij 
weenena om net leven van nun moeaer emeeen;moeavre rocpcn cu scnrec-
won oa nun mindercm to *ricked. 
Den volgendon aag mwam ae t'uiteune ameter IJDcttAOfZ flC. eoni„ 
ale lm op co noogte etaide van net gcoeuracJiet la t.tj ale ac 
aoodaaeten teemende. 
Later 11.% ac wommanuant van mot kamp i.e weocen aat nij eft oudexcoea 
aa aaagevraagd.aij tractSta net &oval op in manicr ult to leggcn. 

Eon maana naaien xwam er eon onoeraocastommissle ow cwt.] lo u,,dervra-
gen,maar ia deux net dat het ecnig p0S1t1c2 resuituat gagevou neettj  
omAET lx er nool% :neer over heo nooren spromen. 

Nota nctreffendc ae elacntotfers. 

I— Do Du1.I8C110 doter van het Kamp te Alconelealoperetaoaa4L1 Ur.Poul 
hcert ac negen overlijaene vaatgeet..ta.Dc oorspronsciijecu  
ac ,,Totenscneine" hevInden zich op ae negrafenledionst 3j t.14 
gumearmehula van ztterbeea,hruese4_21cnicr o. tent : 

Smzollagur mcwuc,n 

gccaciu aa 4-9-1943 

Totensohe in . 

Der Jude X, den xx in  geboren,iet am 3.5aptember 1943 
gegen? 21 Mar durch Dnfall beim Transport (Ersticken und Kroieitaut-
acbghhel veretorben. 

Oberstabearat 
Dr. Pohl. 

2- De Joodsche dokter van het kamp heeft eveneens de uegan overiijdene 
vastgeeteld.Een van deze getuigechriften werd ageleverd •0+ het 
krijeauditorat te ^ntwerpen. 

VII- De uanklacht 

14 De aanklacht 18 gerlcht tegen alle ecnuLdigen van de:.en voorbodac 
ten moord. 

11- Len van de schulligen is Mr. Lauternorn aangehouden en opgeelote 
te Antwer.i,en(rlgene de nieuweb1ude4Het is de ileer Substituut 
van Lied van et krijgeuuditoraat to ftntwerpeu,die wet daze saak 
belaat is.Ik heb hew aaugeklaagd. 
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3- Ben tweede scbuldige is Sturmbannflifer golm,cheS van ae antwerp-
eche Gestapo. 

4- faarechijnlijke echuldigen. 
1- De gebroeders Lucien en Jobe! Remacle van Aptwerpen wrmee zich 

de fieer Substituut van Hoeylandt van het kriJgeauditoraut van 
Antwerpen bezig houdt. 

Z.- Zen zekere Janssens van ZnWerpert,lid van de $S. 
I 

Zet za. eventueel moel4ijk zijn veer de getuidellow uaze 
hearer' te herkennen,zonder 'iform en na eon vrij Lange internee- 
ring: 

7 
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Excerpts from the Report of the Belgian Commission of Enquiry on the incident 
of the "Death Truck" (translated from the Hebrew) 

1. Extract from a brochure entitled "The Truth about the Jews — Persecution of 

the Jews under German occupation, 1940-1944": ("La Write sur les Juifs") 

by Mr H Singer 

Into a hermetically sealed truck designed to haul furniture, which could hold 50 people, 145 

individuals were piled — men, women and children of all ages. They were pushed into the 

interior of the truck with no regard to their cries, until they were obliged to climb onto each 

other. After the doors were shut forcibly, the truck left on its way. It was, of course, 

completely dark inside. The journey from Antwerp to Mechelen should have taken half an 

hour. The escorts managed to draw out this period and arrived at Mechelen three hours later 

intentionally. It was impossible to breathe inside the truck. The knocking by the poor 

unfortunates on the walls of the truck, and their cries for water, went unheeded. The heat 

inside the truck soon became unbearable. Those who fell were trampled on by those 

standing above them. The temperature was so high inside that all their clothes became 

soaked in sweat; they were all subjected to incredible duress and were unable to control their 

bodily functions. The scarce air became so noxious that brain blood-vessels burst and 

people suffocated. Most of them lost consciousness. Others groaned aloud and began to 

hallucinate. It was impossible to move one's limbs. Shoes and heads were pushed into 

bodies. This torture lasted three hours. 
[1]  At 11 p.m. on 3rd  September 1943, when the detainees at the barracks at Mechelen were 

already asleep, the bell announcing the arrival of the transport rang out. The Jewish 

detainees who were responsible for receiving new arrivals had to get up. In the flickering light 

they witnessed the terrible tragedy. When they opened the doors of the ill-fated truck they 
E were greeted by a thick cloud of foul stench, a terrifying mass of swollen red and blue body 

El parts. Most people looked dead. 80 individuals were transported to the hospital, where they 

were attended to by the Jewish staff, who labored all night to revive them, with cold 

compresses and injections. Thus many lives were saved. In fact, a few days later these 

people were transported in cattle wagons 'eastwards'. Nine people could not be revived. 

Nine coffins were ordered, and the other detainees were kept far from the windows, so they 

could not witness the transfer of the bodies. 
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Extract from the deposition by the camp's doctor, Dr Franz Parnes 

On 3d September 1943, as always, and according to the regulations, all the detainees in 

camp went to bed at 21:30. I am not sure of the exact time, but I think that it was about 23:00 

when I was summoned by cries of "Doctor, Doctor...". I ran out of my room immediately, 
down the steps and out into the courtyard. I ran past the guard and found myself in front of 

the barracks. A large truck was parked there. Next to it I saw the Commander of the 

barracks (named) and other uniformed personnel, apparently SS officers and soldiers. They 

opened the doors of the truck, but I could not see anything but a dense cloud. I thought there 

had been a fire inside. But very soon I could make out a nightmarish spectacle. A mountain 

of people. I was told there were 150 people in the truck, where there was room for less than 

half of this number. Many of them gave no sign of life and were carried by others, who did 

not know whether they were dead or alive. We did our best: we brought men to help us carry 

the new arrivals. We prepared hot coffee and brought blankets to cover the poor 

unfortunates, who were soaked to the bone. The 20 available sick beds were rapidly 

occupied. Even the spaces between the beds were soon filled up. I organized our tasks. I 

had two nurses and three other assistants to help: we gave them water to drink, drips, hot 

drinks. We applied artificial respiration and gave injections. We saw terrifying sights. Young 

people who came to me in tears asking me to save their mothers; mothers who cried and 

shouted in their efforts to revive their children. The following day the German doctor arrived 

and signed 9 death certificates. 

Later, the camp commander told me he had ordered a Commission of Enquiry on what had 

happened. He tried to explain, in his own way. A month later, a German Commission of 

Enquiry arrived to interrogate me, but I don't believe they reached a positive conclusion, 

because I never heard any more about it. 
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Letter from Dr. Lieven Saerens, a scholar of history and demography of Belgian Jews in 
1880-1950, the years of World War II and the punishment of the Belgian 
collaborators. 

From: Lieven Saerens 

Sent: Friday, February 04, 2011 2:45 PM 
To: Ruth David 
Subject: Grandfather Simon Schuller 

"Dear Mrs. Schuller, 

The truck / van was 'requisitioned' by the Germans, via the VervoercentraleNervoerbureau, 
an organisation created during the war. The truck was part of the Antwerp moving firm Frans 
Jambers. Nearly all the Antwerp moving firms were willing to transport Jews. 

The truck / van was driven by Frans Jambers' son, Willy Jambers. Next to him sat the Flemish 
SS'er and Jew hunter Pol Martens, who cooperated with the Sipo-SD. Martens had a machine 
gun in his hands. In the trailer was the Dolmetscher and member of the Antwerp Sipo-SD Luc 
Remade, also with a machine gun in his hands. 

The roundup of 3-4 September 1943 was part of the `Aktion This', the first roundup against 
Jews of Belgian nationality. The deportation of the Jews from Antwerp to Mechelen, was that 
night led by the German SS-Untersturmftihrer and Kriminal Sekretar Ernst-LaYs, collaborator 
of the head of the Antwerp Judenabteilung Erich Holm. LaYs' secretary was Luc Remade. 

After the war persecution of the Jews was not the central point in the investigation of the 
Belgian Military Prosecutors' Office (among other reasons because a lack of witnesses and 
evidences; and the fact that the Belgian law was not prepared to prosecute such war crimes 
efficiently). 

The `camion de la mort' seemed to be an exception (the fact was even known by the Belgian 
government in London during the war). 

On 14 May 1948 Remade was sentenced to life (among other reasons because the `camion de 
la mort'). In June 1955 he became a free man and in October 1969 he was restored in honor 
(so his civil and political rights were restored). He was one of the rare Flemish collaborators 
who after a certain time expressed regrets for his behaviour during the war, especially for his 
atrocities as a member of the Sipo-SD; but he never mentioned his involvement in the 
persecution of the Jews (the Belgian Radio and Television, VRT, has an interview with him). 

At the moment of the liberation of Belgium in September 1944 the Antwerp Sipo-SD 
(including Luc Remade) fled to the Netherlands, where Martens died in a fight. 

Ernst Les was captured in Germany (15 February 1947) and handed over to Belgium. 
Because of the inefficient Belgian law (the highest sentence for his part in the `camion de la 
more should have been 2 years: involuntary homicide; there was also an investigation about 
his behaviour in the camp of Breendonk) and the fact that he had already been in custody for a 
long time, on 28 April 1950 Las was repatriated to Germany. 

105 



The Military Prosecutors Office concluded that the Vervoercentrale / Vervoerbureau was an 
official Belgian institution. So neither leading members of this organisation (among others 
Frans Jambers), nor the Belgian drivers of the moving firms were ever sentenced. 

For more information, see Lieven Saerens, De Jodenjagers van de Vlaamse SS, Tielt (ed. 
Lannoo), 2007. 

Sincerely yours, 
Lieven Saerens 
Information SOMA" 
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FOOTNOTES 

1. The 'spy window (spionnetje) — a mirror placed outside the window which allows one to 

see what is happening in the street. 

2. Henrietta Szold (1880-1945) — American educator and writer. Supported Jewish 

immigrants at the end of the 19th  and early 20th  century, helping them to obtain American 

citizenship.  Began Zionist activities in 1909.  In 1912, founded the 'Hadassah' 

organization, and was active in improving medical services in Palestine and in the 

establishment of social services. In 1933 she was appointed director of 'Aliyat Halloar', 

an organization which later assisted young people who escaped the Nazi terror rule to 

reach Eretz Israel, integrated them into the population, and saw to their education in 

kibbutz communities, youth villages and boarding schools. 

3. Montifiori fund — established by Sir Moses Montifiori, to assist Jews all over the world. 

4. Province of South Holland (Zuid-Holland) — situated in the west of the country, on the 

North Sea coast. Holland is divided into 12 provinces. South Holland is the most 

densely-populated and industrialized area. It borders on Zeeland in the south, with North 

Brabant in the south-east, Gelderland in the east, Utrecht in the north-east, and North 

Holland in the north. In this province are the important cities of The Hague (administrative 

seat of government and seat of the International Court for Human Rights) and Rotterdam, 

r
h..]  two of the largest cities in Holland, besides Amsterdam. Other important cities include 

Dordrecht, Leiden, Delft, Gouda, Katwijk on the coast, as well as newer towns such as 

Zoetermeer (the third-largest in the South Holland province). 

El 
5. Theresienstadt ghetto (Czechoslovakia) — to which 140.000 Jews were deported. The 

ghetto directors paid particular attention to the welfare of the children. The Nazis took 

advantage of the nature of the ghetto to dissimulate the exterminations, and after the 
El  information on the extent of these deeds began to leak out, the Nazis exhibited the ghetto 

to the Red Cross Committee to show there was no crowding. From here the inmates 

were deported to Auschwitz. 

El  6. Scarlet fever (Scarlatina) — one of the complications of oral infections. It used to last for 

El  months in those days. 

El  7. Andries Davids — a friend of my parents, who had immigrated to Palestine in the 1930s, 

and whom they visited on their trip,. 
El 
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8. "Kofer HaYishuv" — a coffeehouse voucher representing donations by Jewish citizens in 

Palestine, to fund the guarding activities, the police in the Jewish settlements and the 

northern border, establishment of the 'tower and stockade' settlements, the Palmach and 

the 'field squadrons' of the 'Haganah'. 

9. The bombardment of Rotterdam — during WW II the center of the city and the port were 

bombarded. The German army invaded Holland on May 10th  1940, intending to capture 

the country in a single day. Intense opposition on the part of the Dutch prevented this, but 

the Dutch army was forced to surrender on May 14th, following the massive bombardment 

of Rotterdam and the threat to other cities. The center of Rotterdam was almost 

completely destroyed, 900 citizens perished and about 80.000 were left homeless. 

10. Wijler family — two brothers and their families, who were friends of my parents in 

Rotterdam. They hid away and all of them survived. 

11. Maarssen family — good friends of my parents. We fled Rotterdam with them. Their four 

sons were caught while trying to escape to Switzerland, 'helped' by Karel Kaufmann, and 

all of them perished. The parents survived and immigrated to Israel in the late 1960s. 

12. The Dutch Nazi Party — many Dutch citizens collaborated eagerly with the German 

invaders and identified with their outlook on life regarding the supremacy of the Aryan 

race. The Dutch Nazi party (NSB) trebled its membership during the first year after the 

invasion. No few Dutch people joined the volunteer ranks of the SS (the 'Nordland') and 

fought shoulder to shoulder with the Germans on the Eastern front. 

13. Joodsche Raad — the name of the Jewish Council in Holland that was active during the 

years 1941-43. 

14. The Dutch police — most municipal workers in Holland, railway workers and the Dutch 

police collaborated in transporting the Jews to their extermination. 

15. Vught camp — one of the five concentration camps set up in Holland during WW II. 

About 31.000 prisoners were held there, including 15.000 Jews, while the rest were 

political prisoners, gypsies, underground fighters, Jehovah's witnesses, homosexuals, 

tramps, criminals and black marketers. At least 749 are known to have perished at the 

camp, of which 329 were executed. 
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16. Westerbork camp — established by the Dutch not long before the outbreak of VVW II. 

The original purpose was to take in refugees from Nazi Germany, butafter the invasion of 

Holland the Nazis turned it into a transit camp. 

17. Musical evenings — took place in our home after the Jews were subjected to curfew. 

18. Jan = Sam 

19. My mother and I worked at the Jewish hospital in Rotterdam, to gain 'protected status'. 

20. Cahn family — a 'mixed' (Jewish-Christian) family, permitted to remain in Rotterdam and 

send parcels. They themselves apparently never sent parcels, but my mother used them 

as intermediaries to write her requirements. 

21. Broodbeleg — foodstuff to complement bread (sausages, cheese, jam, etc) 

22. Jansse family — owners of a large bakery in Rotterdam; two of the brothers were 

musicians and played with my father in the 'Symphonia' orchestra (an amateur orchestra). 
23. Beschuit — Dutch rusks 

24. The address of the cousins in the ghetto in Amsterdam, where they were held by the 

Germans. 

25. Moerdijk — at the confluence of the three big rivers: the Rhine, the Maas and the Waal. 

26. W - code for Westerbork. 

27. V — code for Vug ht. 

28. Cabaret — the Nazi camp officer forced German Jewish artists who had earlier fled to 

Holland to set up a Cabaret, to sing and perform. Performances took place every 

Tuesday, after the dispatches 'eastwards'. He himself attended and enjoyed the 

performances. 

29. Mixed families — families in which only one spouse was Jewish. 

:3  30. Liberation of Holland — May 5th 1945.  

[21  31. The Brigade — a brigade in the British Army, composed entirely of Jews, mostly from the 

population of Eretz Israel (Palestine), as part of the voluntary enlistment in the British 
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Army in WW II. The establishment of this brigade was of great national importance — a 

brigade of Palestinian Jews, characterized by a Jewish way of life and Zionist insignia, 

participating in fighting the German army. After the war they provided tremendous 

assistance to holocaust survivors, helping to rehabilitate them morally and bring them to 

Eretz Israel. 

32. The 'Halutz' organization — An organization uniting youth movements from many 

countries, operating mainly in Europe and the United States, preparing youngsters for 

immigration and the pioneer life in Eretz Israel. 

33. Wallonia — francophone region of South Belgium, whose citizens are known as Walloons. 

34. 'Aliyah B — Illegal immigration (1934-48) — unauthorized by the British rulers in Palestine. 

35. Aliyat Halloar — A Zionist movement established in Germany to encourage young people 
to immigrate to Israel and engage in agricultural activities. 

36. Certificate — a document, authorization — short for 'Immigration Certificate' — a permit to 

travel to Eretz Israel during the British Mandate period. 

37. Kvutsat Huliot — today known as Sde Nehemiah. A kibbutz in the Galilee in the northern 

Hula Valley, about 5 km east of Kiryat Shmona. Established in 1940 by Austrian and 

Dutch immigrants. 

38. Kvutsat Ramat David — a kibbutz in the northern Jezreel valley. 

39. The first truce — ceasefire in the War of Independence, lasting four weeks, imposed by 

the United Nations (proposed by Count Bernadotte) to enable both sides to reorganize 

their fighting forces. 

40. Hever HaKvutsot — the settlement organization in Eretz Israel, founded at Kibbutz 

Degania in 1925. In 1951 this group joined together with 'Ihud HaKibbutzim' to form the 

'Ihud HaKvutsot v'Hakibbutzim' (amalgamating two slightly different types of settlements). 

41. Burma Road — a bypass road serving Israeli military forces and allowing the transport of 

food from the Kibbutz Hulda area to Jerusalem, which was under siege. It was laid down 

as a dirt road during the War of Independence because the road from the coastal plain to 

Jerusalem was blocked at Latrun and at Shaar HaGaay by the Arab troops. 
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42. Count Bernadotte — Folke Bernadotte (2.1.1895-17.9.1948), Swedish diplomat and 
member of the Swedish Royal Family, who negotiated on behalf of he United Nations 
between the State of Israel and the Arab countries in the War of Independence. He was 
assassinated in Jerusalem by members of the 'Lehi' organization because this 
organization opposed his plan to transfer Jerusalem to the Arabs. 

43. The Mechelen camp — served to centralize Belgian Jews before their transport to 
concentration camps and extermination in Eastern Europe. It began operating on 
27.7.1942 and was closed down in September 1944. 
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My parents' wedding day 28.3.1922 

From the family photo album 

Sylvain 1956 
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Sylvan and Ruthie on Gaza street 1951 

Mickey in kindergarden 1958 
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Annie Bosman, Ruthie and Yoram at the garden party on their wedding day 1979 
 1 

Friends at a dinner party on the occasion of Ofer's Bar Mitzva 
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Eilat, with Shani and Aya 1993 

The six grandchildren and me in Eilat 
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Itai, Lior and Shani, 2002 

Sam and me at one of our last meetings 
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Yoram speaking at Ruthie's 60th  birthday 

Aya completes officer's training — the whole David family 
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New year dinner at Ruthie's (from right to lef)t Ruthie, Yoram, Mickey, me, Stella (Yoram's mother), Dana, Aya, Ofer 
1 
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In october 2011, Ruthie and Yoram visited the Vught concentration camp and the exhibition 
there "All the children have gone" ("AIle kinderen, ze zijn weg") 

A whole wall covered with names and some pictures of deported childre 
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My mother's second letter(describing the deportation) exhibited 
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Written under the above letter "Tilly survived the war..." 

Watchtower and fence as seen now in Vught 



TRANSLATOR'S NOTE 

Tilly has been a role model and an inspiration to me ever since I first met her, some 25 years 

ago, when she started working on a voluntary basis at the Medical Library of the Sheba 

Medical Center, where I worked full-time. 

Through Tilly I joined the Oriah choir, and over the years, as 'room-mates', we have travelled 

far and wide together — whether with the choir, with other friends, or alone. 

Despite our long acquaintance I knew close to nothing of her past history until it was 

published in Hebrew and presented at her 89th  birthday — which is understandable only when 

one knows how reluctant Tilly is to talk about herself. 

It has been a great privilege for me to be counted among her friends, and to translate her life 

story so that it can reach a wider audience, as it well deserves. 

Jenni Tsafrir 

April 2013 
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