
                          Holocaust Boards 
 
1. 
 
As told by 
Jackie Poplack 
 
 
Elie Dawang was a hidden child in France, the only child 
of Felix and Sonya from Vilna. By June 1940, the Nazis 
threatened Paris and the family fled to a small village in 
south France. Felix obtained false papers stating that 
they were non-Jews, but they were denounced and the 
family was sent to Paris police headquarters. Elie’s 
parents were tried and sent to prison. Genya Ginsburg, 
then 24, was recruited by an acquaintance to be Elie’s 
caregiver. Genya decided it was unsafe to remain in 
Paris, so she and Elie travelled to Chemire-le-Gaudin. 
 
 
In March 1942, Felix was on the 1st Convoy of Jews from 
France to Auschwitz. Sonya had become ill in prison and 
was transferred to a Jewish hospital for surgery. She was 
deported to Auschwitz in 1943 and it is unknown 
whether she died on route to Auschwitz or after arrival. 
 



 
 
 
 
In 1944, Elie and Genya returned to the Dawang’s 
apartment in Paris. Elie, then 10, returned to school. One 
day, while Elie was at school, Felix came to get Elie, who 
at first didn’t recognize his father. Felix was liberated 
from Dachau and had remarried Sima, also a Dachau 
survivor. Elie had trouble adjusting to life in Paris and 
was forbidden to see Genya. In 1951, the family moved 
to Montreal. 
 
For many years, Elie was unwilling to talk about his 
childhood. Today, he is active in the Holocaust 
remembrance community, giving testimony to 
community groups in both English and French and 
receiving honors from the Montreal Holocaust Museum 
and the National Assembly in Quebec City. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



2. 
 
 
As told by Henri (Harry) Rozendaal 
Submitted by daughter Betty Rozendaal 
 
 
I was born in 1930 in Rotterdam; my parents were 
Katherine and Joseph. My father joined the Netherlands 
Militia resistance fighters, was captured and executed in 
1942 at the age of 39. After that, my family was 
separated and hidden. 
 
From 1943 to 1945, I was relocated to twenty-one 
different hiding places. I saw my mother again for one 
week in 1943; she showed me the final letter that my 
father wrote to her. His wish was that if we survived, my 
siblings and I should have a Jewish education. I found out 
after the war ended, that she was captured in the Fall of 
1943 and was transferred to Auschwitz, where she was 
killed in the gas chamber. 
 
When we went to hide in Friesland, I had to cross the 
Ijsselmeer Lake by boat and was escorted by a resistance 
fighter, Andries Van Der Meer. The boat was filled with 
German soldiers and I had to keep calm so that they did 



not suspect anything. Many years later, Andries was 
honored on the Wall of Honor in the Garden of the 
Righteous at Yad Vashem. 
 
After the war, I was placed in a boy’s orphanage in 
Amsterdam. In 1947, I travelled to Palestine illegally and 
joined the Hagenah. In 1950, I returned to The 
Netherlands and met my beloved future wife, Lotty. She 
was eating a sandwich and I must have looked hungry as 
she offered to share hers with me. We continued to 
share sandwiches for the next 58 years of marriage. In 
1958, we immigrated to Canada where we raised two 
children, Eddy and Betty. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
3. 
 
As told by 
Evelyn, Michael and Marion Koch 
 
 
This story relates to our late mother, Rotje (Ro) Cook 
(1928-2016), a Holocaust Survivor who, together with 
her husband Robert (1920-2010), was an enthusiastic 
member of Habonim. 
 
Our mother Ro (Rotje Cook) was born in 1928 in a canal 
house in Amsterdam, the Netherlands, to a merchant 
family, part of the thriving Spanish-Portuguese Sephardic 
community. The Germans invaded the Netherlands when 
Ro was just a 13-year-old schoolgirl, and she recalled 
narrowly escaping arrest when running an errand for her 
parents. Once it became clear that the Germans intended 
to liquidate the entire Jewish community, Ro’s father, 
Moses Vigevano paid to have Ro and her sister (Mary, 
eight years her elder) hidden individually in different 
locations. Ro was hidden in an attic in the Jordaan, not 
far from the Anne Frank house, with the mistress of 
Moses’ business associate. She often told of days in 
hiding- lonely, hungry, craving fresh air and good books; 



she passed the hours by repeatedly re-knitting dolls’ 
clothes from the same piece of yarn. Ro’s parents, Moses 
and Esther Vigevano were deported and murdered in 
Auschwitz at the end of 1943. Following the liberation of 
Amsterdam by Canadian troops (an experience about 
which she would often reminisce, and which contributed 
to Ro and Robert’s choice to immigrate to Canada), Ro 
was reunited with her sister, who also survived. Ro was 
taken in by and spent her adolescence with the kind 
parents of one of her school friends, whom she 
encountered shortly after coming out of hiding. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
4. 
 
 
As told by 
Susan Liebel 
 
 
My mother, Greta Liebel, was born in 1924 in Aachen, 
Germany. She lived a very comfortable life in an 
assimilated, not very religious family. But with the rise of 
Naziism, their lives changed. She vividly remembers 
listening to Hitler screaming on the radio and being 
frozen with fear. 
 
Her parents realized that the situation in Germany was 
precarious and in 1936, at the age of 12, her mother took 
her by train to live in Bradford, England, where she was 
sponsored by the reform Jewish community who paid for 
her education and upkeep. At sixteen, Greta was deemed 
to be an enemy alien by the British Government. Her 
sponsor pleaded her case at the Leeds Tribunal and she 
avoided internment on the Isle of Man, unlike so many 
other German Jews. Ironically, my father, whom she met 
seven years later in Canada, was interned there. Her 
brother Charlie was rounded up in May 1940 and sent to 



Canada and interned in Sherbrooke, Quebec. After 
graduating from high school at the age of 17 in Bradford, 
Greta knew she had to earn money to support herself 
and chose nursing, a career she loved. 
 
Greta came to Canada in 1947, and reunited with her 
brother in Montreal. She met and married George Liebel 
in 1949. Her parents sadly perished in Izbica, Poland. 
Today, at the age of 95, she continues to enjoy her 3 
grandchildren and 6 great grandchildren. Her remarkable 
abilities to both persevere and be positive make her a 
role model for her family. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
5. 
 
 
As told by 
Stephen Erlichman 
 
 
My mother (nee Madzia Szimanowicz) was born in 
Sosnowiec, Poland in 1927. At age 13 she was taken to 
the camps. She was the sole survivor of her family. She 
was informally adopted in the camps by Harry and 
Minnie Szmulewicz and brought to Belgium after the 
war. 
 
My father Aaron Erlichman was born in Bedzin, Poland in 
1919 and moved to Belgium as a child. His family 
survived the Holocaust hiding in Belgium. 
 
My parents met in Belgium and married in 1947. My 
brother Charles was born there in 1948. In 1951, my 
parents arrived in Toronto, penniless, to seek a better 
life, where I was born in 1953. My parents operated a 
variety store (the Manning Cigar Store) at 664 Bloor St. 
W., working from 8 am to 11 pm, seven days a week, 



until 1964, while our family lived in the rented apartment 
above. 
 
Seeing our parents work so hard, and realizing the 
importance of education which the war had denied 
them, resulted in Charles becoming a physician at 
Princess Margaret Hospital and ultimately the Chairman 
of the Oncology Department at the Mayo Clinic while I 
became a Harvard educated lawyer who practiced law in 
New York and Toronto and was also the Executive 
Director of the Canadian Coalition for Good Governance. 
 
In 2018, Toronto named the laneway behind the variety 
store “Erlichman Lane” in honor of my parents, 
commemorating their Canadian dream of a new life for 
their family away from the ravages of the Holocaust. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6. 
 
As told by 
Sharon L. Unger 
 
 
My father, Israel Unger, was born in Tarnow, Poland in 
1938. In 1939, there were approximately 25,000 Jews in 
Tarnow. The Nazis murdered all but 700, most of whom 
either escaped to the Soviet Union or survived in the 
death camps. Only nine remained in Tarnow when it was 
liberated by the Soviet Red Army in January 1945. My 
father was one of those nine. 
 
My father, his mother, father, older brother, and five 
others were hidden behind a false wall in a flourmill attic. 
My grandfather was a part owner of the mill prior to the 
war. He and three others had a stonemason build the 
false wall. The group lived in that attic crawl space for 
two years. For the first few months, a young Polish man 
brought food once weekly; then he stopped coming. It 
was later learned that he had been shot at the border 
while trying to take Jews to Hungary. My grandfather 
then had to go out at night and steal flour and barley. 
The flour was mixed with water and baked on a hot plate 



to make a hard pita, which along with boiled barley, was 
their only food for the next two years. 
 
After the war, anti-Semitism still raged in Poland. My 
grandparents knew they had to leave but they could not 
get the required permission.  My father and uncle were 
thus smuggled out of Poland with an orphanage. 
Ultimately the family was reunited in France and 
immigrated together to Canada. Israel Unger went on to 
become the Dean and Dean of Science Emeritus at the 
University of New Brunswick. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



7. 
 
As told by 
Felicia Cukier 
 
 
Samuel Cukier- born in 1920 in Warsaw, Poland. 
 
My husband Sam, commenced his life-ling post-
secondary academic studies in Belgium at the University 
of Liege in 1939 and ended at the University of Toronto 
in 2008. His studies in Belgium were interrupted by the 
start of World War II and in May 1940, he left Belgium for 
France, where he joined the Polish Army. 
 
As Germany encroached on France, he fled on foot, 
crossing the Pyrenees Mountains into Spain, where he 
was arrested by Spanish Police and placed in a POW 
camp for one year. It was during this time that he 
became fluent in Spanish. 
 
After his release in 1942, he made his way to Britain, via 
Gibraltar, where he joined the British Army. After a 
period of training, he was sent to India to prepare for the 
war against Japan. While in India, he learned that one of 
his sisters had miraculously survived the war. He 



requested, and was granted, compassionate leave to be 
reunited with her in Belgium. 
 
Continuing his quest for knowledge, Sam earned a 
degree in chemistry from the University of London, a 
business diploma from McGill University in Montreal, 
and- at the age of 83- a Master’s Degree with high 
distinction in Jewish Studies from the University of 
Toronto. After so many challenges, Sam lived a happy life 
surrounded by the love of his wife Felicia, daughter Judie, 
granddaughter Renna and his extended family. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



8. 
 
As told by 
Guela Solow Ruda 
 
 
I have a lock of hair. 
It was sewn on top a letter written by my aunt from the 
squalor of the Warsaw Ghetto in 1941. It belonged to her 
baby, my first cousin Michael. We never knew what 
happened to them. The last line of the letter is 
“remember us.” 
 
My aunt Lucia Solowiejczyk (Solow) was married to David 
Lewin. In 1939 they had a son- Michael. When war was 
imminent and the men in most danger, my father and his 
brother-in-law David, fled Warsaw (the famous story is 
on my father’s motorcycle which those who knew him 
can easily imagine…) and went east, away from the 
advancing German army. My grandmother Gitel (after 
whom I was named), Lucia and Michael tragically were 
transported to the Warsaw Ghetto where they were last 
seen. I have been haunted my whole life by the thought 
that Lucia must have felt so alone, abandoned and 
destitute with her baby and elderly mother in the ghetto. 
 



In 2015 I visited the Lauder Institute Archives in Warsaw 
and discovered documents dated 1942 with Lucia’s 
signature, indicating she was aware of our family’s 
efforts from America to obtain travel permits for her, 
which of course were not successful. However, she knew 
that she was not forgotten. 
 
David Lewin along with my father survived the war, 
although David remarried and had a second family in 
Denmark, he never recovered from the loss of his young 
wife and child and died tragically himself in the 1960’s. 
 
I am in touch occasionally with his second family who 
now live in Israel, which however has always been a 
complicated relationship due to the painful 
circumstances which brought us together. They recently 
had a baby who they named after the son of their father 
lost during the war, my cousin Michael. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
9. 



 
 
As told by 
Alan Shanoff 
 
 
My mother, Sylvia Shanoff (initially Zofia Feit), was born 
around 1920 and lived in Rzeszof, near Krakow, Poland. 
She never knew her year of birth. She is the only survivor 
I know who had two concentration camp tattoos. She 
was enslaved at Auschwitz, Ravensbruch, and Neustadt 
Concentration Camps. After liberation, she wanted to go 
back to her home to try to salvage family possessions but 
she was told she would be killed if she ventured home. 
She never went back. 
 
My father, Henry Shanoff (initially Aria Chaskiel 
Chrzanowicz) was born around 1920 and lived in Lodz, 
Poland. Seeing his family members die before him and 
his father starve to death, he was in the Lodz Ghetto until 
the second half of 1944 when he was sent to Walsberg, 
then to Dernau, and finally to Birkenau Concentration 
Camp. He had only one tattoo. 
 
They both survived, met, married and came to Canada in 
the late 1940’s. Their two children are a testament to 



their optimism yet they always lived in the shadow of 
fear. They never recovered from the horrors they 
experienced. 
 
They both died in their late 70’s, sweethearts to the end. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
10. 



 
As told by 
Gavril Hercz 
 
Our father, Tibi (Tiberiu, 1914-2005), originally from 
Brusturi, Romania, moved later to Oradea (Transylvania) 
with his family. His parents, along with his sister and 2 
nieces, were deported to Auschwitz at the end of May 
1944 and perished in the gas chambers. He spent the war 
in forced labor battalions in the Carpathian Mountains. 
He was allowed to return for 1 day to the Oradea ghetto 
in 1944 to marry Manci, with the hope that she would 
not be deported. 
 
Our mother Manci (Magdolna, nee Szmuk, 1920-2017) 
was born in Sziget (Sighetu Marmatiei) and later also 
moved to Oradea (Nagyvarad, Grossvardein). Manci, 
along with her parents and youngest brother, were also 
herded into cattle cars in May 1944, and transported to 
Auschwitz. Her parents died in the gas chambers upon 
arrival and her brother later, while part of 
Sonderkommando. Manci was forced-marched 
throughout the winter of 1945, deeper into Germany, 
ending in a factory that manufactured parts for the V2 
rockets. 
 



After liberation, Manci managed to return to Oradea on 
June 8, 1945, to be reunited at the train station with Tibi, 
who also fortunately survived. A few weeks after her 
return, she wrote a diary of her experiences which 
formed the basis of a family memoir, “Through Darkness: 
Love and Remembrance.” 
 
Her diary, deemed an “original testimonial,” was donated 
to the Yad Vashem archives in Jerusalem, at her request. 
Manci was an active member of the Habonim 
Congregation till her last year, at age 97. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
11. 
 
As told by 
Gloria Good Draper 



 
 
Valerie (Blau) Good: 
December 8, 1929 (Tarpa, Hungary)- August 21, 2016 
 
Mendel (Aftergut) Good: 
March 26, 1925 (Nowy-Sacz, Poland)- November 23, 2020 
 
My grandparents, Jeno and Bertha Blau raised Valerie and Lazlo 
in a Hungarian town near the Czech border. Valerie lived a 
comfortable life until the day after Passover, 1944, when 
everything changed. Hungarian Jews were forced into cattle 
cars and transported to Auschwitz-Birkenau. At age 14, Valerie 
was separated from her family and she never saw her parents 
or Lazlo again. After weeks in Birkenau, Valerie along with two 
aunts, were transported to a German factory where they spent 
ten months making munitions and were eventually sent by train 
to Bergen-Belsen. Liberated by British troops, she spent the 
next three years in the Belsen Displaced Persons Camp, hoping 
to find a country that would take her. In April 1948, Valerie 
arrived in Ottawa after signing up to work as a domestic. 
 
My grandparents, Bernard and Deborah Aftergut had four 
children: Shmuel, my father Mendel, Abraham, and Sarah. 
German troops entered their Polish city in September 1939. 
Mendel was 14. Mendel survived the war in ghettos and camps; 
including Plaszow, then Mauthausen and Melk, a Death March- 
and was finally liberated in Ebensee by American troops. After 
close to three years in Austrian hospitals regaining his health, 



Mendel arrived in Canada in September 1948 as a garment 
worker. Of his 100 family members who were in Poland in 
1939, he was the sole survivor. 
 
Mendel had been in Ottawa only a few months when he met 
and fell in love with the most beautiful woman he had ever 
seen, Valerie. Together, they built a new life in Ottawa, raised 
three children and watched their family grow to four 
generations. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
12. 
 
As told by 
Ted and Jeff Rechtshaffen 



 
 
Paternal Grandparents: 
 
Abraham Eber Rechtschaffen 
From: Slyvky/Sliwki, Ukraine 
 
Clara/Chaya Hausler 
From: Pryzslup/Lukvytsya, Ukraine 
 
Abraham Eber Rechtschaffen came to Canada in 1913, at age 
24 years, to join his sister, Mattil Rechtschaffen, in Fort William, 
ON, Canada. His parents, Leiser Rechtschaffen and Fayge 
Ehrmann, and possibly another sister remained behind. 
 
In 1923, Abraham returned to Ukraine (then the Republic of 
Poland), to marry 23-year-old Clara Hausler, who lived in a 
neighboring village, called Przyslup. They remained there until 
the fall of 1924, when they returned together to Canada. 
 
Clara Hausler left behind her parents, Leib Hausler and Taube 
Waldhorn; her brother Sucher and his wife Lila/Tzila of 
Perehinsko, her sister Feige and her husband Alter Weissman, 
and a brother Adolf, and his wife Sara Witteles, of Nadworna, 
and all of their various children, cousins and further extended 
families. 
 
The letters from the families of Clara and Abraham seem to 
have stopped arriving in 1940. In the absence of any 



deportation or concentration camp records, they were 
presumably all shot by the Ukrainian mobile killing units in the 
neighboring forests, in the so-called “Holocaust of Bullets.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
13. 
 
As told by 
Karen Engelbaum Leiter 



 
 
My parents and brother- Lori and Abie Engelbaum, and Isaac, 
survived the Holocaust. My family was from the town of 
Zastavna, in Bukovina, Romania. When the war began, they 
were deported to Transnistria. Only 120 of the Zastavna’s 635 
Jews survived the war. Lori, Abie and Isaac were among those 
few survivors but suffered profound personal tragedy. Their 
infant son, my brother, Harry, and many of their closest 
relatives, friends and neighbors perished in the Holocaust. The 
family endured unimaginable horrors and lost everything they 
had. 
 
But Abie, Lori and Isaac had the courage, strength and 
resiliency to move forward. They immigrated to Canada, 
settling in Windsor in 1948. With great resourcefulness, Abie 
and Lori started a successful business and brought their 
extended family members to Canada. Isaac, who at the age of 
10 had yet to attend a proper school, quickly adapted and 
ultimately graduated from university a year ahead of his age 
group. I was born in Windsor during this remarkable time. The 
family became well established in the community and together 
they built a wonderful new life. 
 
Remarkably, despite everything they had been through, they 
never lost their love of life, their optimism, and their sense of 
humor. They were unfailingly kind, compassionate and 
charitable. They were grateful for everything, especially 



Canada. Only on rare occasions would they pause and sadly 
reflect on their poignant losses, but they never dwelt on them. 
 
They were exemplary, inspiring individuals. If they heard 
themselves described in this way, they would certainly shrug 
and be quick to say, with their inimitable humility: “We were 
lucky; very, very lucky.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
14. 
 
 
As told by 



Erika Erdos 
 
 
In 1939, war broke out in Trnava, Czechoslovakia, where my 
family and I lived. My father had seen the danger signs and had 
tried to emigrate, but when that didn’t work, he tried to find an 
employer who could claim to need him and avoid deportation. 
The last in my father’s list of possible hiding spots was the 
home of one of his former business associates. His daughter 
lived alone in one of two flats. A ladder leaned against the back 
of the house that provided access to the attic. This is where we 
made our home. We spread some straw under us and piled it 
so high we couldn’t be seen. As soon as we settled in, the 
Germans flooded the village. The owners, since listed as having 
a spare room, had three German soldiers assigned to their 
house. We had to be very quiet and very careful. 
 
We had a pail that served as a toilet, and we stayed hungry 
most of the time. The owners kept trying to throw us out, but 
my father persisted. My father snored, so someone had to stay 
up all night and keep him quiet. Sometimes we were brought a 
loaf of bread and an onion; my father became adept at slicing 
that onion so thin that we could eat from it for days. 
 
When the Russians finally “liberated” us, the first thing they did 
was steal our watches. After spending 9 months in that attic, 
being quiet, we had to learn to walk again. I was 16 years old, 
my sister, 6 years old. We came to Canada in 1948. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
15. 
 



 
As told by 
Andrea Litvack 
 
My mother, Erika Frankl Litvack, was born in 1928 and grew up 
in Zilina, Slovakia. Until 1939, she lived a privileged life with her 
parents, Rose and Andor Frankl, and younger brother, George. 
Anti-semitism in Slovakia became more overt in 1939 when 
Jews were regularly attacked on the streets; Jewish children 
were forbidden to go to public schools, and yellow signs 
designated Jewish businesses. The family managed to survive 
with false papers until August 1944, when Slovak-Jewish 
partisans attacked the Germans. The uprising was quashed in 
four days and the family fled to the countryside, amidst flying 
bullets. Andor bribed a farmer, and the family hid in his barn for 
about a week. A friend of the family- a righteous gentile- then 
vouched that they were his relatives and brought them to his 
town. However, very shortly thereafter, they were recognized. 
Although Andor made several very valiant attempts to save his 
family, the SS arrested them. Guarded by the SS, who randomly 
would put a gun to peoples’ heads, they were transported by 
train to Sered. From there, the family was separated. Erika and 
her mother were sent to Ravensbruk and her father and 
brother to Bergen Belsen. Andor was murdered there on April 
15, 1945, although due to his father’s protection, ten-year-old 
George miraculously survived. Erika, although barely alive when 
liberated, also survived as did her mother. After the war, Rose 
married Aladar Low-Beer whose son Pavel, born in 1937, and 



wife were killed in Auschwitz.  The family immigrated to 
Montreal in 1949. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
16.  
 
As told by 
Alana Sardi 
 



 
 
My grandparents, Helen Weinberger (DOB May 4, 1921) was 
born in a small town called Kunmadaras and Steve Spitzer (DOB 
October 14, 1911) was born in Budapest, Hungary. 
 
Steve, a healthy man, took on a less Jewish sounding family 
name- Sardi, and spent the duration of WWII in a Siberian work 
camp. 
 
Helen, a strong woman, was taken from her family to work at 
Auschwitz concentration camp. Her father’s talent as a 
musician saved the family from the death chamber. 
 
At the conclusion of the war, Helen and Steve found one 
another and married. Flecks of happiness did not erase the 
horrid memories of war and loss- family, freedom and dignity. 
Shortly thereafter, their son Gabor was born. The family made 
their way to Canada in February 1957 to escape the Hungarian 
revolution. Leaving their home behind, they arrived in Canada 
with a hearty work ethic, despite the turmoil they had endured 
as young people. 
16. 
 
 
As told by 
Cary Greenberg 
 
 



My mother Kaethe Ritter said, “I did the tour.” In August 1942, 
Kaethe, her husband, Fritz Mandovsky, her mother and 
grandmother, were sent to Therezienstadt. They were 
transported to Auschwitz-Birkenau in December 1943. In June 
1944, Fritz died of malnutrition and Kaethe was sent to 
Hamburg, Neugraben and Tiefstack. In March 1945, she was 
transported to Bergen Belsen, was then liberated by British 
troops in April and in July, travelled to Prague. Through Red 
Cross lists, her brother knew to find her at the train station, but 
initially passed her by, as she was, “a bag of bones,” with 
severe jaundice. 
 
Shortly thereafter, Kaethe met Henry Ritter, a survivor. They 
married in January 1948, immigrating to Canada in May 1948. 
They rebuilt their lives in Toronto, becoming Canadian citizens 
in May 1954 and became parents to two daughters in 1954 and 
1955. Tragically, Henry died in 1957. Kaethe moved forward 
heroically to lead a happy, successful life with her “miracle” 
children and grandchildren. 
 
When asked what had been her greatest hardship, Kaethe 
pronounced “becoming Stateless.” Putting the suffering of the 
Shoah behind her was relatively easy, recovering her identity 
and becoming a citizen again took years. 
 
Kaethe maintained she survived by luck, due to her “holy 
diphtheria,” resulting in missing her designated transport which 
culminated in the “gas.” Still, her optimism, resilience and 
humor played a substantial role. This is truly Oma’s legacy, as 



we continue to honor her ethos to “take life as it comes,” and 
remember that “after rain comes sunshine.” 
 
 


