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Where do I come from?  How, and why, did I make Canada my home?  

These questions have been asked so many times by family members, friends and even 
interested strangers.  I decided to write something about my background and how I ended 
up at the shores of beautiful Lake Ontario. 
 
It's not a life story - just chapters - and no ending. 
 
I started off trying to create a family tree.  No easy matter since there are four families 
involved - Kassel, Midas, Freeman and Sugarman - and without access to European 
archives. I was helped greatly by my late cousin Eric Midas who provided me with my 
mother's family tree, and my late father-in-law who was the only long living survivor of the 
Freeman clan. 
 
 ************ 
 
My parents did not come from the same town.  My mother was born and raised in Furth, a 
city of about 80,000, close to Nuremberg, in the Kingdom of Bavaria, where the Midas clan 
had lived for centuries.  My father was born in Aschaffenburg, where his father had moved 
from Schaafheim, a small village nearby. 
 
His father, Sigmund Kassel, had moved to Aschaffenburg, a city of 25,000, to open a 
banking business.  Aschaffenburg is perhaps 150 to 200 miles distant from Furth. A world 
apart, at that time.  How they met, I don't know.   They were married in August 1908. 
 
Even at that time, my parents' were well to do and brought up their children according to the 
existing code: my mother was sent to a finishing school in Switzerland, my father to high 
school and eventual apprenticeship at a bank. 
 
My mother was a beautiful woman - she won a number of beauty contests - and my father, a 
successful businessman, were married 1908.  At that time my father was 29, my mother, 19. 
  
Mother was the youngest of 4 brothers and 2 sisters. The oldest brother - Joseph's birth 
certificate showed him as the son of the U.S. citizen Adolf Midas, who, as a young man, 
emigrated to the States to make his fortune.  Sometimes in the middle of the last century he 
returned to the old country, in search of a wife.  Obviously he was successful and decided to 
remain. 
 
My father had s younger sister who was married to a well-known dealer in antiques, by the 
name of Phillip Rosenau.  They lived in Bad Kissingen, a famous spa. They had two 
daughters and one son. The parents passed away in the late 20's or early 3O's, and I lost 
track of my three cousins. 
 
So, Adolf and Olga were married and made their home in Aschaffenburg. 
   
On September 15, 1910 my sister Ilse was borne. She died on June 1925, in a car accident, 
on the way to Bad Kissingen.  We drove a six seater open touring car. The chauffeur 
occupied the driver's seat (at that time one had to have a professional driver), my father next 
to him, mother and sister were in back of the car, and I occupied one of the folding seats in 
front of them.  The car flipped over, mother and Ilse were thrown out - Ilse died of a fractured 
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skull, mother suffered multiple leg and thigh fractures of which she never fully recovered,  I 
fractured my right wrist and the two men in the front seats remained unhurt. 
 
Speaking of cars : the first car we owned was an Opel.  It must have been in the early 20'. It 
was so underpowered that, when we came to a hill, the chauffeur turned the car around and 
backed up the grade while we walked along side. The radiator was of shining brass and 
usually got so hot that we had to wait for it to cool down. At one time I saw an egg frying on it 
 
The next car - the one involved in the accident, was a Steyr (Austrian made). A big, powerful 
monster. In summer it was open (but there was a canvas roof ) in winter a solid top was 
lowered on it and secured by hasps and screws, and so became a limousine. 
 
Sometimes I wonder what insignificant details one remembers. 
 
To return to my story :  I was borne in Aachaffenburg - a few years before WW1. Shortly 
after my birth, my father built a house, at Frohsinnstrasse 18.  That street was 
commercial/residential, connecting the railway station to the downtown business section.  
The groundfloor contained the banking business of Sigmund Kassel and Son.  We lived on 
the next floor up and my grand-parents on the top floor.   
 
I remember details of our flat and its furniture. Most of it accompanied us on subsequent 
moves. We had central steam heating, rather unusual in those days and what still sticks in 
my mind is that in my grandparents kitchen the heating radiator enveloped a warming oven, 
to keep food hot for Shabbath, in winter.  There was a big brass insulated box next to it - for 
the same purpose, in summer. 
 
Which brings me to another point : my father's father was a religious man - he prayed every 
morning, laying tefillah, I can still see him rocking back and forth.  We are Kohanim. 
 
My mother's father - the American - was the man of the world.  Religion didn't mean a great 
deal to him, nor to his descendants.  Yet, all married within the faith and nobody converted. 
 
My father had no difficulty accepting my mother's background: we belonged to a synagogue 
(I remember only one in Aschaffenburg, Orthodox) and it was my grandfather who took me 
there.  In Frankfurt we belonged to the synagogue at the Konigsteiner Strasse, somehow 
between Reform and Conservative, a large complex of sanctuary, halls and classrooms.  My 
father - as did most male elders -  kept there a top hat, for the high holidays.  I really don't 
remember whether those hats were worn during services, I can't even tell whether we wore 
kippahs, but I don't think we did. 
 
Both synagogues were destroyed in 1938. 
 
Back to Aschaffenburg.  Very little do I remember of my life there. I do recall, however, that 
on August 6, 1918, I bought a little bouquet of violets for my mother's birthday, that day.  It 
was also the day when my father marched back from the war, and I remember how my 
mother embraced me and then threw the flowers down to the marching ranks of soldiers. 
(Father had served in the quartermaster's corps of the Kaiser's army, in occupied Roumania. 
 Jews had no problem joining the army. (There is a photo in the family, showing my mother's 
4 brothers, all in uniform and wearing the famous peaked helmets.) 
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I remember my first day in school. Mother took me there.  My teacher, a grey bearded stout 
gentleman asserted his authority by banging a big knobby stick on his desk. His name was 
Katzenberger.  (Now why do I remember his name when I can't remember the name of a 
person I just have been introduced to ?)  I had two friends: one, in my class - Werner Fried 
and the other, one class ahead, Paul Hamburger.  Whatever happened to them? 
 
Either 1919 or 1920, my father who by then was the owner of the Bank - grandfather having 
retired -  sold it to a major banking chain which wanted a branch in Aschaffenburg (The 
Bayerische Vereinsbank) and we moved to Frankfurt, about 25 miles northwest of 
Aachaffenburg, also on the river Main. He bought a partnership in Paul Strasburger & Sons, 
a well established private bank.

1
 

                                      
We moved into a flat at Parkstrasse 4 (now Teleman Strasse). 3 bedrooms, 2 baths, dining 
room, "herrenzimmer" (a large den) "salon" (a formal - Louis 14 - reception room, to be used 
only to receive visitors Sunday mornings, after 11 o'clock - a custom of exchanging visits of 
adults, on a regular basis). However, it also contained the piano, which both Ilse and I were 
forced to play. I hated it - my teacher may have been a good technician but she was a poor 
psychologist - instead of allowing me to play, at my time, what appealed to me, she made 
me play scales and etudes by the hour. I dragged myself to her studio for a number of years 
until I became a man (!), at age 13. 1 told my parents that this was it, and it was. 10 years 
later, I regretted that decision.  But it was too late - I had other things to worry about. 
 
I went to school at the Wohler Real Gymnasium. For those who are unfamiliar with the 
German (Frankfurt )  school system, let me explain : this is very important because, later in 
life, it led me to a decision which quite conceivably saved my life. 
 
There used to be two streams of education : the Volksschule, similar to Public School here, 
for those age 6 to 14 whose future is presumed to be in the trades.   
 
The other stream leads to an academic future, through two types of high school. The 
"gymnasium" ( no relationship whatsoever with what is called a gym in this country) which 
requires Greek as a credit course (not modern Greek language).  Whether this is still the 
case I don't know, but when I went to school, a student in medicine had to graduate from a 
gymnasium. 
 
Then there was the real-gymnasium - which I attended.  No Greek, instead emphasis on the 
"exact" sciences: math, physics, chemistry, plus French and English. 
 
I went to the same school for 12 years - as practically everybody did.   One just did not 
switch schools unless there were very good reasons.  Ages 6 - 9 reading, writing and 
arithmetic, 10 - 15, add French and English, Latin  from 14 on, 16 to 18 same as before, only 
more so. 

                     
1
 In the 1930s, many Jews deposited funds into Swiss Banks.  Due to mergers, files being destroyed, 

memory loss, and bad bookkeeping, Swiss secrecy protected the banks.  In the late 1940s, my father tried to 

recover funds that had been entrusted to the Swiss, without any luck. Through the efforts of Edgar Bronfman, 

Swiss banks were forced to repay funds that had been effectively stolen  In 2008, money that had been 

deposited to the account of Paul Strasburger & Co was retrieved and sent, tax free, with accumulated 

compound interest, to Henry Cassel, the only known survivor of this once prosperous bank. 
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Good grades were mandatory to enter university at 18.  By and large 5 years of University 
led to a degree which in all cases meant a doctorate (a lawyer, for instance, became a 
"doctor iuris").  This is the reason why there are so many "doctors" in Europe. 
 
Of course, a kid aged 6,7 or 8 years old does not know what his career will be. In Germany 
that was not necessary as long as the parents knew - and they determined the child's future. 
In my case I was going to be a corporation lawyer, and my father had already chosen the 
corporation, I would be working for.  There was no reason for me to disagree - it would have 
been useless, anyways. 
 
So I went to the same school for something like 11 to 12 years. There were between 35 and 
40 kids per class- all boys. With very little exception the class population grew up together. 
No wonder we all became good friends.  The majority were Protestants - say 19, 12 
Catholics and 7 Jewish.  Religious instruction took place in 3 different classrooms.  We got 
along very well. Our class spokesman was not the best student but the one who had more 
nerve than the rest.  When we decided we would not do a certain exercise, composition or 
what have you, it was a covenant, accepted by all, that this was a definite commitment.  
Teachers did get mad, of course, but that didn't help - when we were kept, after school, we 
either stayed-all - or we did not.  It happened once that the principal summoned all parents 
to discuss the matter.  The parents showed up at the meeting, stern and serious, but 
underneath it all both parents and teachers accepted that class spirit; it bore well for the 
future. 
 
With all these shenanigans, however, we could not neglect our studies, standards were high 
and graduation was the ultimate goal.   
 
School cafeterias had not been invented yet - we ate in a lunchroom, whatever we had 
brought from home.  Those who lived close to school went home to eat, frequently 
accompanied by a handful of classmates; we visited each other after school, arranged to 
sleep at each others homes - after having advised our parents - and this closeness was not 
just restricted to close friends, but included pretty well all classmates, regardless of social or 
financial situation. True equality in a congenial atmosphere. 
 
It was customary to arrange for a big shindig at graduation. Such a party was always 
planned and executed by the class itself. Food, drinks, decorations, prizes, awards to 
favourite teachers - to-day it would be called a stag party. To pay for the do, a large wooden 
box, with a slit  in its top, nailed tight, had been placed in a corner of the supply cupboard at 
least two years before graduation.  And for years we dropped coins and bills into the box, 
whoever had spare funds deposited It.  It was never counted, supervised or recorded. It was 
spontaneous and unsolicited.  Those who couldn't contribute never felt embarrassed.  
 
When It came to opening the box we found a fair amount of money in it. We decided, by 
unanimous vote to donate all of it to the School, entrusted to the principal, to award 
university scholarships in subsequent years. This had never happened before, in any of the 
Frankfurt schools. It ended up in the newspapers. And, incidentally, we did not suffer since 
practically everyone of our teachers and the principal arranged for a party or get-together, in 
lieu of the party we had given up. 
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There were no school buses for those who lived far from school. They hadn't been thought 
of yet. It took me 20 minutes to walk to school, when we lived at Parkstrasse.  Some days I 
walked it 4 times. I was not allowed to ride my bicycle to school - bicycle space was reserved 
for those who lived farthest away. 
 
We attended school from 8:00 am to 12:00 and from I:00 p.m. to 4.00 p.m. in summer, all 
times half an hour later in winter.   We must have had close to three  months vacation 
between Summer, Christmas and Easter Vacation.  My parents usually went to spas in 
summer for 2 - 3 weeks, and I joined them.  Summer camps did not exist, to the best of my 
recollection.   
 
I went to cheder for a few years, at the school of a conservative synagogue in the 
neighbourhood, Unterlindau, and early November 1925, with restrained pomp and 
circumstances- due to the death of my sister in June of that year- I became Bar-Mitzvah, at 
the more liberal synagogue on the Konigsteiner Strasse. 
 
My closest friends were all Jewish and we remained in contact for many years , after 
graduation.  Franz Oppenheimer moved to EI Paso, Herbert Kanter to Fresno and Carl 
Nathan to New York and subsequently to Switzerland. 
 
Looking back I must confess that there was very little dating.  Parents must have frowned 
upon it and libido was kept under control. At age 17 we attended dance classes: a 
professional teacher organized about 10 couples, that is, she contacted the parents who 
made sure that their children would be moving within the proper, socially acceptable, circles. 
 Classes were held Saturday evenings at parents' homes.   Properly dressed in dark suites, 
we picked up our partners - I can hardly call it "our dates"  and, if one was lucky, she was 
nice.  Mine was - Hilde Kaufman.  We walked, unless weather was too foul, and we had to 
take a taxi. Nobody, at our age, had a car. All very platonic, and though I met some of the 
participants later in life, I am not aware of any lasting ties. 
 
During the summer months we met at Mosler's Swim Club.  That was a floating dock, on the 
shores of the river Main.  Separate entrances for males and females, separate pool areas 
for men or women only, at each end.  The meeting place was in the centre. That's where all 
activity took place.  We even swam there some times. 
 
Skating rinks - mostly submerged tennis courts - served as meeting places during winter.  It 
was a very rigid, strict society.  One didn't speak of sex, nor did one have it. At 17 or 18 we 
were just too young. 
 
Probably in 1926 we moved into our own house, at Arndtstrasse 50. A good address, in the 
west end.  A big place.  The main entrance opened to a foyer.  A few wide marble steps lead 
to a hall with a number of double doors leading to the various "entertainment" rooms. 
 
To the left was the card room containing one large round table, and 8 chairs, good lighting 
from the top, a bar on one side. You guessed it: my parents were ardent poker players. Four 
couples met regularly, going out for dinner and then playing cards at each other’s house. I 
must mention here that the bar was well stocked with liquors etc, cigars and cigarettes, and 
it was open for my use at any time: there were no restrictions.  I wasn't really interested in 
any kind of hard liquor, nor did I smoke for a long time, although both parents smoked.  My 
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father had always a cigar in his mouth (he came home for lunch, at I p.m., after which he 
had a snooze, smoking his cigar while asleep. Ashes fell on his chest and miraculously, 
never burnt a hole.  My mother woke up in the morning with a cigarette in her mouth and she 
kept it up all day long.  I wouldn't guess how many packages a day.  Yes, she did cough too. 
 
Then there was the standard "salon", a large library/den and an immense dining room 
allowing seating of 24 persons.  There was a small greenhouse at the end of the dining 
room ,big enough, however, to hold a bridge table, chairs, plants and aquariums. A door led 
to the garden.  Kitchen, laundry and sewing rooms, pantry, fruit and wine cellar, workshop 
and furnace in the basement. A silent butler served the pantry next to the dining room and 
continued up to the next floor, where we had a breakfast room on top of the dining room. 
 
My parents' bed room, dressing room, bath room, my bedroom were on that floor.  Next floor 
up contained a spare bed room (on top of the breakfast room), 2 maids rooms (one for the 
cook, on for the maid) and last, but not least, a table tennis room. 
 
Finally, there was an attic, which held a 3 room apartment for the "Hausmeister", a couple 
whose duty it was to look after house and garden, general cleaning work, and the dog.  We 
always had a dog. First, there was "Roland", a german shepherd, then there was "Lump" a 
boxer.  My favourite. 
 
I don't remember ever having eaten in a restaurant.  It was home, or friends. 
 
Since 1918, after the first world war, when monarchy was replaced by parliamentary 
democracy, one government followed the other.  Whenever elections were held, the 
dissatisfied voters replaced the former government and since none really was able to solve 
the economic problems caused by losing a war, party coalitions fell apart leading to new 
elections.  Inflation was so rampant - my postage stamp collection contained a 10 milliarden 
( billion) mark stamp '-  it wiped out all monetary values.  If possible, people traded services, 
merchandise/produce, anything. Black-markets flourished, bank loans, bonds, mortgages 
were paid back with the devalued mark.   That situation was remedied by the middle of the 
20's, but it was followed by a long period of unemployment -  which fed the extreme parties  
and led to constant political turmoil. 
 
The political situation did not affect me during my schooldays. We were all such good 
friends. We shared',  we didn't have fights, we were unconcerned middle class. Our parents 
did not like the situation but knowing that German citizens, by tradition, by education, were 
disciplined, law-abiding people, did not worry. The incompetent government was simply 
replaced by hopefully, more competent one,  and when the latter turned out to be inefficient, 
the merry-go-round continued. 
 
By the time the 30's had arrived - and I attended university,-the extreme left (Communist ) 
and right (the National Socialist Deutsche Arbeiter Partei  N.S.D.A.P, the "Nazis" ) had 
grown in numbers.  And they fought each other more.  However, by far the majority of 
German voters straddled the centre, to the left were the  social democrats and the 
democrats, the middle was occupied by Von Papen's Catholic centre party (he was voted 
Chancellor-or prime Minister - in 1932 ) and just right of centre was the German National 
Party, mainly supported by the military and being faithful to the dethroned Kaiser. 
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As mapped out, after high school graduation, I attended University. My grades were good 
enough to sign up for law.  The academic year is divided into two terms. The first term ( 
summer 1931 ) saw me at Frankfurt U., the winter term 1931/2 in Berlin. Frankfurt U saw me 
in summer of 1932- the third term, and the forth, winter 1932/3, in Berlin. I had signed up for 
law and economics, did reasonably well, and passed the very important intermediate exams 
which permitted me to continue to final graduation in two years.   
 
Young Nazis and Communists had their occasional street fights, and also at university. By 
and large, however, students kept their opposite views to dialogue, to protest meetings.  The 
majority, however, stayed away from political meetings, pursuing their studies instead. 
 
The majority however, stayed away from political meetings, pursuing their studies instead. 
 
The civil service, by tradition, learning to the right, in effect toed the Nazi line.  Officials who 
objected were arrested or fired, a Nazi sympathizer was put in charge of a national 
organization of bureaucrats, an anti-Nazi group was dissolved.  There was no doubt, the 
traditional professional bureaucrats in the Weimar Republic stood mostly against 
democratization of the civil service.  Other sectors of society fell in similar ways. 
 
Many influential people who never became Nazis helped Hitler's rise.  The look back at 1933 
should be directed at this widespread behaviour that sprang from sympathy, opportunism, 
career ambitions, fear, poor judgement, belief if a fuhrer, and many other factors. 
 
Franz von Papen, the conservative Chancellor in 1932, must be blamed for his bad 
judgement.  The Nazis had 196 seats in parliament, and were the largest party, but were far 
short of a majority in the 608 seat house.  Papen and others tried to "tame" Hitler by making 
him Chancellor, with a minority of Nazis in conservative-dominated Cabinet. 
 
The President of the Republic, at that time, was the respected Paul von Hindenburg, the 
General during the 1914-18 war, and he readily sanctioned the arrangement. He arranged 
for  a coalition government of members of the German National Party, the Catholic Centre 
and the NSDAP.  "We have tied up Herr Hitler" von Papen said of the deal.  "In two months 
we will have Hitler pressed into a corner until he squeals."  The paperhanger (Hitler) would 
surely fail when given the responsibility of dealing with the Great Depression, World War 1 
reparations, and other problems afflicting a democracy only 15 years old. 
 
The NSDAP had been elected with only a small number of deputies.  Everybody was 
convinced that they, too, would not be able to perform miracles and would, in due course, be 
replaced by another government. 
 
It was on January 30, 1933, when Hitler came to power.  I was witness to that fateful event.  
Doing some work in the evening hours at Berlin University, street noise drew me to the 
library window, overlooking Unter den Linden, the most prestigious boulevard in Berlin.  A 
mob surged through the city, singing, shouting, carrying flags and torches. 
 
Nobody realized what was in stock.  Hitler knew he had legally assumed the seat of power 
which he was supposed to share with other rightist parties.  And, it didn't take long for him to 
make himself absolute ruler.  He set fire to the Reichstag (the Parliament Building) blaming a 
Dutch Communist, who was executed without trial, and then he banned the Communist 
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party. 
 
This laissez-faire attitude, thus giving respectability, allowed Hitler to develop his plans.  The 
Jewish citizens, with apparent mobility - at least at that time - still felt secure.   
 
The end of democracy.  It was propaganda chief Joseph Goebbels who held to the thesis 
that the biggest lie is the most likely to be believed, since it could not be proven wrong.  And 
the Germans believed him. 
 
Yet, the trusting citizens didn't expect Hitler to last more than a few months.  Jewish citizens 
too.  No way that this uneducated Austrian could perform the miracle of rescuing a fallen 
economy and give work to the millions of unemployed.  Although the majority of voters did 
not sympathize with Hitler and his "gospel", neither did not care enough or felt they could 
manipulate him for their own purpose.   
 
I finished my term and returned to Frankfurt in the spring of 1933.  And something hit me.  
My ex-classmates, the fellows who were my friends for so many years, who always stood for 
the principle "one for all, all for one" would not admit that they knew me.  When we met on 
the street, they turned their heads, pretending that did not know me.  Whether they became 
Nazi party members or were just frightened, it does not matter, I became an outcast. 
 
My parents' contemporaries remained relatively undisturbed.  That was in late spring of 
1933.  I had to discuss that matter with my parents.  I felt that, if these encounters were 
typical, if men who knew me so well could be frightened and swayed so easily, that there 
was little hope for us in this country.  Then a new law came into force:  Jews could continue 
their university education but would not be allowed to practice law in court.  No doubt other 
restrictions would follow.  I wanted to leave the country right then, but my law abiding 
parents still did not want to admit that our situation had become precarious. 
 
My father provided me with the necessary funds to enrol me for my fifth semester of law at 
Frankfurt U.  I did not do so, pretending daily that I attended my courses.  On October 25, 
1933 1 turned 21.  I received a beautiful diamond ring as a birthday gift.  Accepting it with 
thanks, I told my parents that this ring, together with the university enrolment funds and what 
other money I had, would pay my fare to the United States where we had relatives (my 
grandmother Kassel's brothers - the Walters -had emigrated to the U.S. West coast, as 
young men, and had done very well).   We had always been in touch with them, they visited 
us occasionally in Germany, and no doubt would provide me with an affidavit - a guaranty - 
should I, or we, wish to go there.  At that time, late 1933, it would have still be relatively quick 
and easy to obtain a visa. 
 
Realizing that I was serious and intended to leave home -Germany - my parents eventually 
agreed to let me leave the country - not for the States where I wanted to go - (it was just too 
far to let their only child (age 21) go, but they settled for Italy where, in Milan, my mother had 
a distant cousin - Ludovico Midas - who would keep his protecting hand over me. 
 
I don't know how Ludovico ended up in Italy, and when.  He may have been there all his life, 
he had married an Italian, no children.  He had been a travelling salesman for Swiss watch 
manufacturers.  I left for Italy in spring of 1934.  Ludovico secured accommodation for me in 
an Italian Jewish household where I had full board, paid for by my parents who, at that time, 
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were still allowed to transfer funds. I concentrated on learning the language, went to school 
and spent most of my afternoons and evenings at movie theatres, seeing the same show 3 
and 4 times until I fully understood what the actors were saying.  The best way to learn a 
foreign language fast. 
 
I remember that my hosts had two daughters, and it did not take too long that I was made to 
understand that I could have free board - as long as I married one of the girls. I was not 
interested, and when the money from Germany stopped, in fall of 1934, I decided to move 
on. 
 
Uncle Ludovico had an acquaintance in Milan who was running an import business and who 
needed somebody fluent in German, French and English.  I qualified, if for no other reason 
that nobody in his office knew enough to correct me.   My employer was an Italian Jew, born 
in an Austrian province which was taken over by Italy, after WW1.   His name was Hendel, a 
very  interesting person, with quite a past.  In WW1, he was the captain of an Austrian 
merchant ship (yes, there was an Austrian Navy, and yes, the Austrian emperor allowed 
Jews to become officers both in the army and the navy.)  Sometimes, during the war, his 
ship was chased by an armed Italian boat. He beached his ship, on Italian soil and was 
interned for the duration. The Prisoner of War camp was under the command of a Major 
Badoglio. He and Hendel somehow became good friends and remained so even when 
Hendel was freed, at the end of the war settled in Italy and obtained Italian citizenship. 
 
Hendel opened an office in Milan, and a branch in Italian East Africa.  He represented major 
American, English, French and German manufacturers who wanted to do business in East 
Africa.  He needed someone who could correspond with his suppliers and I qualified. The 
pay was reasonably good and I managed to maintain myself. It wasn't a very interesting job, 
it didn't lead anywhere with a boss who had illusions of grandeur intending to sell trucks, 
tires, cement, wire and so on to a money-less economy in the desert. 
 
Anyways, I found a better paying job in Milan with a company manufacturing a weird device: 
a wood consuming, huge, upright cylinder, mounted on a truck. The wood did not actually 
burn, but was turned into a gas which fuelled the motor.  I don't remember any more how it 
worked, but it sure did.  In gasoline starved Italy there were quite a number of these 
contraptions on city buses and cargo trucks.  I had a very demanding boss who dictated 4 
letters late in the afternoon - in Italian - and expected that, properly translated into another 
language, I would type them, sign them and mail the bunch before going home which 
frequently was in the wee morning hours.  He was, of course, surprised when I turned up 
late for work the next morning, but compensation was good. 
 
While employed there I found out what Hendel had been up to.  The Italians invaded 
Abyssinia in 1945 and their army needed all kinds of supplies.  The man in charge of Italian 
operations was Hendel's old friend from  WW1, by now Field Marshal Badoglio. I may have 
had an entirely different future had I stayed with Hendel who became very wealthy (as did 
Badoglio).  When non native Jews had to leave Italy, Hendel emigrated to Egypt where, the 
story goes, he entertained the Italian General staff. 
 
I became friendly with a number of German refugees, particularly with Hans Sulzberger, 
from Munich (he ended up in Brazil) and Lutz Baum, from Hamburg (he went to New 
Zealand ). We rented a three bedroom apartment and managed it together, that is, we had a 



 

 
 

 10 

firm routine of cleaning, shopping and cooking. At one time we triple dated three sisters, 
daughters of the owner of a silk mill who had a summer estate at Portofino.  It worked out 
fine - being the oldest of the guys, I went with the oldest sister, and Lutz, the baby painlessly 
settled with the youngest. If one of us wanted the apartment to entertaining solitude we 
made ourselves scarce.  Portofino, too, was a great place for romance. 
 
We frequently went skiing in the close French, Swiss and Italian Alps. In summer we 
frequently visited the nearby scenic lakes. Since a car was out of question for us we used 
the very reasonable commuter trains. 
 
I also had quite a number of Italian friends. I remember well Mario Ricciarelli. About my age, 
married, no children, well to do - he was the local representative for a number of Italian 
manufacturers of household goods - he reluctantly spent some time fighting Mussolini's war 
in Ethiopia. Mario introduced me to his Italian friends who accepted me without any qualms. 
 I became their equal, in spite of my German accent and of being Jewish. We met regularly 
at Biffi's in the Galleria, after office hours, for an aperitif or an espresso and resolved what to 
do after dinner. Somehow, skirts played a major role.   
 
My parents were still in Frankfurt and no matter what I said, I could not convince my father to 
leave. 
 
Mario was instrumental getting me a better job with a Milan engineering firm, again as 
corresponding secretary. Tanzini Brothers consisted of two sections : one specializing in 
wires of any kind, from thin gauged copper to heavy steel ropes.  A Russian, Jewish 
engineer, Paul Polakoff was in charge there.  He ran a very successful business, later on left 
for new York, where I met him after the war. 
 
Dott. (PHD) Eng. Mario Tanzini was the undisputed boss. A rotund bon vivant, shrewd 
business man, he had built up an organization - the other section of the company -  utilizing 
his vast circle of friends and connections to sell to Italian industry heavy machinery like 
overhead cranes, industrial scales, dynamos and steel manufacturing equipment. He 
obtained these items from British and American sources with whom he had binding 
contracts. He was supported, in his Milan office, by a wide staff of engineers who looked 
after the field work.  I worked hard and conscientiously, learning a lot about the products we 
sold. Tanzini rewarded me properly. He appreciated me. Sometimes he invited me for 
dinner, at his home, or a restaurant, to discuss a project. Technically I could not help, but I 
had common sense, was not afraid to contradict him and spoke my mind. He knew he could 
trust me.  Tanzini had an office in Rome, run by an engineer ( there were other branch 
offices in Italy )  Tanzini was unhappy with the results of that office, orders were scarce, 
reports infrequent and without concrete proposals and suggestions. Tanzini's monthly visits 
didn't help. He asked me whether I wouldn't mind spending a month or so in Rome, working 
there and observing what was going on. I did not consider this spying on a colleague but 
help and support the local manager.                 
 
It didn't take long to find out what was wrong. The engineer showed up in the office at 11 
o'clock, straight from home.  He read what mail there was, made a few phone calls, left for 
lunch at 1:00 p.m., to return to the office from 3 to 5 p.m. when the office closed.   The rare 
time he called personally on customers.  His secretary turned out to be his married daughter, 
and they protected each other. The daughter was replaced within 3 months, and the 
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engineer was told to make a minimum of daily calls on clients, prospective and  existent, or 
else.  I didn't make the new rules, they came, of course, from Milan. 
 
I was told to stay on - without any objections, from my part.  I had rented a room, with 
breakfast and dinner, whenever I wanted it - and begin to explore Rome.  Museums, 
churches, excavations - I loved it.  I became familiar with many of our clients, made friends 
and had a wonderful time.  The Fascists, under Mussolini, during the first years of my stay in 
Italy left all foreigners alone.  There was no anti-Semitism: most Italians never met a Jew.  
There were small congregations in Milan, Venice, Genoa, Florence and Rome, and none 
south of Rome.  Fascism provided a certain amount of stability and I knew that many of my 
Jewish acquaintances were party members. The political relationship between Italy and 
Germany, in those earlier years, was cool.  Italians had always felt somewhat inferior to 
those haughty, Teutonic, types who didn't sing, smile and pinch.  Italy eventually agreed to 
military co-operation with Germany and Japan - the "Axis", - but did nothing, at this time, to 
interfere, in any way, with Jews, Italian or foreigners. 
 
After about half a year I became bored at the office - it was running well and profitable. I 
asked Tanzini whether he had something else for me to do.  He said he had, but it would be 
very demanding on me: he wanted me to remain in charge of the Rome office, but 
suggested that I travel around the country, visiting prospective customers and discuss their 
present and future needs. It would be my choice to visit plants anywhere in Italy - as long as 
they were not already customers, - to be a public relations, good will ambassador.  The 
superficial knowledge of our products was all I needed. The technical staff in Milan was 
available for in depth information. 
 
To perform my duties adequately I was given a first class pass on all the Italian railway 
system, payment of all expenses outside Rome, and I continued to receive my monthly 
salary (customary 13 monthly pays yearly).   I still had to supervise Rome and had to 
maintain a domicile there.   
 
Having a great time was a definite understatement. I travelled wherever I wanted to - all 
expenses paid. I found a steel plant outside Naples ( close to the race track, and then there 
was Pompei which required a number of visits, not to mention Vesuvius which, when 
spitting, was even more exiting), a glass factory at Marghera, outside Venice, made my visits 
there absolutely mandatory, mines in Tuscany had to be attended to, from Florence, and the 
docks in Genoa were suitably close to the Italian Riviera.  I reported back to head office, 
prepared the ground for the experts from Milan and must have done well because my salary 
was increased.   
 
My frequent companion, at that time, was the secretary of the Belgian Ambassador. She 
travelled with me often, and her diplomatic passport opened gates everywhere.   
 
Yet, I was worried.  My parents had decided to remain in Germany.  Father still did some 
(share) brokerage-business but his main livelihood- the banking business - had been taken 
away.  At first, he wouldn't believe when he saw what was happening.  Then, he felt he 
couldn't afford to lose a portion on his assets.  And when that loss increased, he was even 
less prepared to cut his losses. Official records indicate that in 1933, 26,158 Jewish citizens, 
amounting to 4.7% of the total population, lived in Frankfurt.  No other city in Germany had a 
higher percentage. 14,462 Jews had remained in 1939. (in September 1944 242 Jews were 
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recorded.) When the U.S. occupied Frankfurt, they miraculously still found 140 Jewish 
citizens who had somehow managed to survive. 
 
I think it was in 1938 when, one day, my mother appeared in Rome.  She had taken the train 
south when my father took a train north for Holland.  She stayed with me for a few weeks 
and then joined my father in Amsterdam.  He had managed to smuggle out - before actually 
leaving Germany - some valuables and share certificates of US companies.  Of course, that 
was against the law, and the judiciary "granted the authorities" the right to auction off the 
contents, and the house itself. The total obtained had no relation whatsoever to real value.  
A legalized steal. 
 
Then Hitler convinced Mussolini that Jews were evil. Incidentally, he also convinced Hirohito. 
The Italians at that time, did not set a time limit for emigration.   
 
Being in Rome made it relatively easy to contact foreign embassies. First of all, I tried to get 
into the States. The existing US quota system made it very difficult for applicants of German 
nationality to get to the States in time. The quota was filled for many years to come, and 
Roosevelt was not inclined to switch unused quotas. Nevertheless, I registered ,submitted 
the required affidavit - supplied by the Walter family (my grandmother’s brothers) - and 
approached other embassies. In total there must have been around 30 I called on.  
Palestine was a consideration. It was close by, apparently within easy reach. However, there 
 just wasn't a ship, legal or illegal, to take Jews there.  And since I thought I had a  pretty 
good chance to get to the States in due course, I shelved that idea.   
 
280, 000 Jews had left Germany by 1939, (12,000 were already in concentration camps --a 
few who had valid entry permits to other countries, however, were released). This was 
before the "final solution" i.e., before systematic extermination actually began.  The U.S. had 
accepted 140,000 refugees from 1933 to 1938, an average of not quite  24,000 annually, not 
filling its annual quotas. And in 1939, after the worst of all progroms ( the crystal night in 
November 1938) , the US administration still did not enlarge the set quota.   
 
About 4,000 emigrants had been accepted by Canada from 1933 to 1939, an average of 
570 yearly. Conditions for admission were simple : deposit $ 10,000 in a Canadian bank, or 
have a job in agriculture waiting - and how was one in Europe, not knowing any Canadians, 
supposed to get such guaranteed employment?  
 
In the meantime, I continued working for Tanzini, travelled all over Italy.  There was no open 
Anti-Semitism, the authorities did not promulgate it, and I never encountered any hostility 
towards Jews. It was not the Italian way of life. 
 
(Speaking of the Italian way of life - avoiding income tax is one of them. I became a true 
Italian, and in all those years I lived in Italy, I did not pay one centesimo in taxes).   
 
In early 1939 the situation became uncomfortable. Hitler pressured Mussolini to enforce the 
law.  I had to get out and England appeared as a safe haven provided.  I deposited 200 
pounds with Bloomsbury House, London, the seat of the Jewish Refugee Committee.  I had 
to pledge that I would not take any kind of employment and would leave for the States as 
soon as my immigration to the States was approved.  With the help of my parents in 
Amsterdam we scraped up the required amount.  By that time it was August 1939, the 
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political situation became hectic and the smell of war was in the air.  How to get to England ? 
 
Air ? Sea ? Rail ? There were no planes available. By ship ?  It would have taken a long 
time, on an Italian ship I would have been subject to Italian law, and to be on board of the 
rare ships that at that time sailed from Italy to England would have been equally dangerous. 
The best way, of course, was to go by rail, in which case I needed transit visas, either for 
Switzerland (and the Swiss stopped giving them ) or for France.  This is where my Belgian 
friend helped.  With the help of the Belgian Ambassador I received the transit visa overnight. 
I packed a small suitcase and left Italy. I believe it was August 28th.  It was the last train 
leaving for Paris where I changed trains, arriving in Folkstone, England, on August 29th. 
 
I was very lucky - Germany invaded Poland September 1, 1939 and England declared war 
on September 3. 1939.   
 
My uncle Joe Midas and my aunt Emmy had been waiting for their US visas in Edgeware, a 
suburb in North London. They arranged for my room and board not far from their place.   
 
Life was very, very quiet.  I read about the war in the paper, played pinochle with my uncle, 
and met other relatives, cousins of my father. My weekly allowance was two pounds - most 
of it went for room and board. The little money left over paid for the occasional trip 
downtown, to explore London by foot, for the rare cup of tea at Lions Corner House, and I 
splurged once in a while sitting in the lobby of the Cumberland Hotel, nursing a cup of tea all 
afternoon.  Never, ever, did I have a meal in a restaurant or a glass of beer in a pub.  I 
corresponded with my parents in Holland. We were really not very far from each other, but, 
of course I could not visit.  ln May of 1940, Germany invaded Holland and Belgium.   
 
 
England, afraid of a fifth column (of Hitler's spies) interned about 30,000 refugees from Nazi 
Germany and Austria, considering them enemy aliens. They were classified "Class B, Non 
combatant". The authorities assumed that males over 60, I believe, were not dangerous.  
They also did not believe in female spies and I don't think any woman was interned.   
 
And so, one bright morning - May 12, 1940 - 2 policemen appeared at my door.  They 
politely suggested that I pack a small suitcase containing a change of underwear, soap etc., 
and follow them to the police station. There I was told that it was a precautionary measure, 
and that I would be released in a few days, after my documents had been checked.  All very 
polite.   
 
We internees, by and large, accepted what we thought, temporary detainment as a 
reasonable precaution, expecting that tribunals - which were beginning to be set up - would 
clear them speedily. 
 
There was no reason to protest or to expect detainment of any length.  After all - I had 
official permission to remain in England until my U.S. quota number came up. 
 
Within hours a small band of suspects looked at each other and wondered. There was a 
fellow, my age, I got to speak to.  I have not only spoken to him ever since, we have become 
good friends - Henry Gurau. The motley crew was transported to the Kempton Park Race 
Track. It became our temporary home - we slept under the grandstand , washed in the 



 

 
 

 14 

troughs and enjoyed hearty meals of bread and water. Kempton Park held thousands of 
enemy aliens class B, aged 16 to 55, Jews and Gentiles (they were by far the minority). 
 
After, I believe, two nights, we travelled by train, heavily escorted, to Warth Mill, a derelict 
cotton factory in Bury St. Edmonds, Lancashire.  It still is a riddle to me on what basis some 
of us went there, others to another detention area.  Fortunately we didn't stay there long.  
We were shipped to a safe haven - to the isle of Man - and were settled in Onchan, a resort 
area where the Government had sequestered rows of boarding houses.  We were quartered 
there, 20 to a building, the whole village surrounded by barbed wire and guarded by retired 
servicemen who had to protect the civilian population from us dangerous aliens.   
 
It was quite pleasant, to tell the truth.  We had all amenities we could require under the 
circumstances.  There was a certain amount of freedom within the enclosure, allowing for 
walks and soccer, we cooked our own food - the provisions were quite meagre.  We had 
mail privileges, and I received mail from my parents (directed to my old address) and from 
relatives.   
 
Even to-day I feel that the British were right to intern us. They really had no way to be 
absolutely sure that there was no spy or fifth columnist among us.  As it turned out, in all 
those years behind barbed wire, I am not aware of a single case of a fifth columnist in our 
midst.   
 
When the British army was surrounded at Dunquerque, London feared invasion and asked 
Canada to accept POWs now in English stockades. Ottawa agreed to take 3,000 POWs and 
4,000 civilians. The British Government did not have that many genuine POWs or category 
"A" internees. They found it expedient to fill Ottawa's agreed quota with category "B" aliens 
and get rid of a problem.  The Swiss Government was informed that civilian internees would 
be treated in accordance with existing rules. Primarily unmarried young men were picked to 
fill the quota. 
 
On July 1, 1940 the group in our building was told to pack their belongings.  Others were not 
touched. There didn't seem to be any system. 
 
And so, about 1,000 men were assembled. The local authorities had been warned not to tell 
us what was in store for us.  Frankly, when we boarded the ferry to take us back to the 
mainland, we expected to be released. 
 
We landed in Liverpool and, to on surprise, were transferred to a larger ship.   Not a real big 
one - anything but an ocean liner - must have been around 7,000 tons.  We still didn't guess 
what was in store for us,  but release in England appeared to be unlikely.   
 
The name of the ship was the "Ettrick".  We were taken to a rooms in the hold where a few 
100 internees were crammed into an accommodation for 48 troops.  All doors were locked.  
Portholes had been secured with barbed wire. We were given some hammocks but the 
majority had to find resting places on the floor and on tables.  And away we went.  It was 
July 3, 1940.  
  
We heard German spoken and shouts and found out that we shared the ship with genuine 
POWs, mostly German and Italian sailors - merchant marine.  (I later found these figures: 
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Cat. B. internees 1,308, German POWs cat. "A"785, Italian POWs 405). 
 
It didn't take long when the ship began to lurch and we figured we had to be on the Atlantic. 
We noticed that we were travelling west, unescorted, hoping that the presence of German 
POWs would keep us safe from German U boats.(While we were fortunate, another- ship, 
the Arandora Star, was torpedoed, and went under, with a loss of over 600 POWs.) 
 
My fellow refugees were a very mixed lot: German nationals, Austrians, Polish Jews, 
Gentiles, young, old, some highly educated, others just out of school, peasants, craftsmen 
and university lecturers.  
 
We needed a spokesman - liaison with the captain - and the natural choice was the fellow 
who organized the clean-up squad. (That squad was a bunch of volunteers - I happened to 
be one of them - who  were unaffected by sea sickness. We were all landlubbers and with 
few exceptions, the Atlantic proved it could work on people's stomachs. Lack of fresh air, 
unsuitable food, inadequate toilet facilities, overcrowded  quarters - it was a mess.) 
 
Anyways, we couldn't have found a more suitable spokesman. He went by the name of Fritz, 
Count von Lingen.   He happened to be the Kaiser's grandson a vehement anti-nazi with a 
price on his head. He had good connections--the then Governor General of Canada, the 
Earl of Athlone, was his uncle. 
 
(Another famous celebrity was Hans Kahle who was commander on the 11th International 
Brigade during the Spanish Civil War.  Although an officer in the German Army during WW1, 
he became an active Communist journalist.   
 
And then there was Klaus Fuchs who became famous after his release and return to 
England, in 1942. He joined the Atomic Energy Commission in Harwell as a scientist. Many 
years later, 1950, after he had become head of theoretical physics at the Atomic Research 
Centre, he was convicted as a spy, having passed confidential secret information to the 
Russians). 
 
It got colder and colder on board ship. We figured we were sailing north.  On the 10th day 
we spied land, and through the portholes we saw a huge estuary. Eventually we were 
allowed on deck and we saw a large city. From memories of postcards we realized we were 
in Canada and the City was Quebec. 
 
On July 13, 1940, of course under strict military protection, we were escorted to the Plains of 
Abraham where a POW camp had been constructed.  About 800 enemy aliens, class B and 
C had to undress completely.  All our clothing and belongings were searched and anything 
of value was "kept for safekeeping"  Members of the Regiment de Trois Riviers - who didn't 
speak a word of English - pocketed the valuables. There was a Court Martial, eventually, 
none of us internees present, where all charges against the military were dismissed.   
 
The Camp named "L", also held some genuine POWs. After a short shouting match and 
some fist fights we ended up in a different section, separated from the genuine POWs by 
barbed wire.   
 
By that time even the authorities in Ottawa recognized that the bunch of dangerous nazis, 
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just separated, really were innocent refugees.  In fact, that Catholic priests, Yeshivah 
students, kids (35% of enemy aliens, Cat. B were between 16 and 20 years old) could no 
longer be asserted to be a clever disguise. 
 
However, orders are orders, especially when the Government representatives were openly 
anti-Semitic.  As far as Ottawa was concerned, 7,000 dangerous nazis were expected, 
received and were now processed.  Of the 7,000 POWs in Canada 2,500 were suspect 
German nationals rounded up in the early days of the war, there were about 3,000 real 
POWs that had been captured that far, which left about 1,500 "vacancies" filled by Class B 
enemy aliens.  What to do - or rather, what not to do, with them - was London's problem.  
And London was far away, and busy with more important problems.                          
 
When asked for explanation, the Secretary of State for Dominion Affairs in London 
expressed regrets, adding that to reduce the general danger arising from the presence of a 
larger number of internees ( note : reclassified from "enemy aliens") made it advisable to 
have these internees taken care of in Canada.   
 
In the meantime we had been issued a uniform: blue denim jackets with a large red patch on 
the back, and matching blue jeans with a bright red stripe down each side.  Wearing civilian 
cloth was forbidden.  What to do with us became a problem.  There was no work nor any 
facilities at camp L.  Our stay on the Plains of Abraham came to an end October 15, 1940 
when we packed up again and travelled by train to Newington, near Sherbrooke, Quebec.   
 
Camp N so became the home for 736  refugees for an undetermined period of time. Our 
"home" was an abandoned railway yard, ostensibly a locomotive repair facility, in two sheds. 
Our "dormitories" were the dirty platforms between the sunken rail pits. We cleaned them up 
as well as we could, since no preparation whatsoever had been made for our arrival, other 
than a barbed wire topped fence surrounding the compound. We slept wherever we found a 
clean spot. We washed at the few taps of cold water in the machine shop.   There were, I 
think, 3 shower stalls and 5 flush toilets.  That there were only limited means to wash was 
not as painful as having only 5 toilets where the constant line-up was intolerable. Therefore, 
our very first job consisted in digging a long trench, with two rows of 2 x 4's mounted over it, 
and there we were, perched line birds in a row, doing what came naturally.  We stoked the 
abandoned locomotive boilers, produced high pressure steam which  we ran into buckets of 
water, to produce hot water for shaving and, when there was enough, to get a decent wash. 
                
  
The camp commandant addressed us, reminding us that we ought to be grateful not to have 
to endure life in England and to have found such healthy, hospitable surroundings.  Again 
we were divided into groups of twenty, but this time we could choose our neighbours. Each 
group elected a head, and they, in turn, elected a spokesman who was the liaison to the 
Camp Commandant. Again it was Lingen, and when the commanding officers found out that 
Lingen had access to the Governor General, they saluted him.  Lingen tried to improve the 
general conditions, but he too was limited.  He was among the first to leave the camp for 
good, going back to England in 1941 (?).   
 
There was no doubt - for quite some time we were treated like a horde of uncivilized 
animals.  Anti- Semitism was displayed openly, by the officers and the homeguard soldiers 
patrolling the fence.  
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Canadian Jewish Congress, by that time, was aware of our presence; however, they had 
numerous other problems, not only with an un-cooperating government but with the more 
important task of trying to assist the Jews left in Europe.  After all - we were safe. 
 
We were told we would be confined for an undetermined, probably long time, and should 
make the best of the situation. We went to work - first, we had to make our new home 
liveable.  The engine pits were covered, we received bunk beds, cardboard boxes for our 
belongings, mess facilities were organized, we created a library with books we either had, or 
were obtained from the outside.  There was a flat field behind one of the sheds which 
became the football, soccer and baseball field.  We organized bridge and chess clubs, and 
we debated for hours any issue that came to mind. 
 
There was roll call every morning.  We then trooped to the mess hall for breakfast and 
figured what to do the rest of the day.  We established a post officer canteen, hospital and 
last, but not least, camp university.  A goodly number of refugees had studied in Oxford and 
Cambridge, and they organized courses in whatever faculty they were proficient.  There 
were language courses, courses in Ethics and Philosophy conducted by rabbis and priests 
and on the practical side, craftsmen shared their experience.  Whoever wanted to improve 
found something of interest. Actors and musicians became active and entertained. 
 
Woodworking machines were provided by the authorities and we manufactured folding 
tables for the army.  It was well managed, made money for the government. And we were 
paid for our efforts.  Some had money, others received some from relatives, and we all 
earned 25 cents a day for work in the kitchen etc.  The canteen became a store and orders 
placed there were filled, from the outside, through official channels.    
 
Canadian Jewish Congress arranged a visit to the camp:  Saul Hayes, of the United Jewish 
Relief Agencies was more than welcome and became in time, a most important assistant in 
our fight for freedom. 
 
As frequently as I could I wrote my POW  message to my parents in Amsterdam, and I 
received the occasional message from them.  This stopped when they went into hiding - it 
had to be in 1941 or so.  They were harboured by a Dutch family for quite some time, living 
in a loft.  They were discovered in 1943 by the Nazis.  They were taken to the transit camp 
Westerbork, outside the small Dutch town of Assen, near the German border, deported to 
Thenesienstsdt, where my mother was seen by a cousin Elsbeth (who had also lived in 
Amsterdam, was deported but eventually, after very gruesome experience, was able to 
return to Holland after the war had ended).  She eventually joined her parents in the States 
bringing with her a few pieces of jewellery and other trinkets that had belonged to my 
parents and which she had hidden).  I found out much later that my parents were 
exterminated in Auschwitz. I hope they did not suffer too much.  May they rest in peace. 
 
One of my fellow inmates had an English Chartered Accountants degree.  I asked him to 
tutor me and a few others, which he gladly did.  I knew that I had to have a proper trade, be 
it in the US or in Canada. 
 
In September 1940 Alexander Paterson, representing the British Government had appeared 
in camp. He was aware that we had been kept behind barbed wire for no good reason.  He 
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interviewed anyone who wanted to see him and advised which step would be most suitable 
for each single case. Basically, the choice was to return to England - and join there the 
Pioneer Corps (a non arms-bearing unit working behind the front) or to wait and hope that 
the US would let into the country those who were on their waiting list.   
 
It took until 1941 when the first badge departed for England. Those who had previously lived 
in England before the war, went back (Lingen, Kahle, and Fuchs were among them).  The 
rest, I included, were prepared to wait.  Yet  Canada was not yet prepared to accept 
unqualified Jewish refugees.  Release was granted to refugees who had first degree 
relatives in Canada, had skills needed for the war effort or were prepared to work in 
agriculture.   
 
CJC became more active, sending in representatives to interview us, obtaining background 
information for further use.  And because of the constant pressure exerted by Congress and 
well meaning Canadian personalities, some of the internment camps - among them our 
camp N -  were officially declared Refugee Camps in 1941.  The only change, however, as 
far was we could see at that time was the abandonment of the POW uniforms.  Our tailors 
covered the red dot and blue stripe with a dark blue material. 
 
No doubt, the absence of women was one particular hardship.  To keep the sexual urge in 
check we were convinced that we were fed bromide on a daily dose - the white powder we 
found in tea, sugar, dried beans etc. really was no mystery.  Some openly displayed that 
they did cope with their problem by becoming gay.  How many I can't tell.  I  know that 
nobody in my group of friends participated. 
 
Time went on - the Anti-Semitic bureaucracy dragged their feet - Canada was not prepared 
to openly welcome Jewish refugees. We just had to sit it out. 
 
In 1942, those internees who were able to find employment in Canada, with the help of CJC, 
were released.  In October 1942, 1 became one of them.  Benjamin Pape & Co., Chartered 
Accountants, in Toronto, requested my services, and this is how I ended up in Toronto, and 
not in the United States.   
 
The US immigration policy did not allow admission into the United States from oversees 
unless the applicant could prove that he had paid for his transportation - and we surely had 
not.  I think at that time there was a movement - in Congress - that refugees may be allowed 
to enter the US after one year of residence in Canada. I was prepared to wait and see.    
 
And as a footnote to history: Camp N, Sherbrooke was emptied of refugees by the end of 
November 1942. Only 294 refugees had remained and they were transferred to another 
camp. "N" was turned into a POW Class A camp. And while we refugees did not want 
interference by the Swiss Red Cross (insisting that we were no POWs) and were not helped 
by the Red Cross at all, during the two years of imprisonment, the class A POWs insisted on 
inspection -and got it - when they complained of the camps inadequate facilities they found.  
I wonder how they would have reacted had they arrived at "N" in 1940.   
 
Back to the story - Henry Gurau who had been released before me, found accommodation 
for me at the Yudashkin's at 396 Palmerston Boulevard.  For the sum of $13 per month, I 
had room with breakfast.  That left me with $73 a month.  Somehow, that was sufficient to 
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pay for lunch and dinner, transportation, wearing apparel, (I did receive some used clothing 
from relatives in the States which helped me through the first few weeks in Toronto.)   There 
was still some spending money left to take out the occasional date. 
 
I registered with the Canadian Chartered Accountants and took their course, and obviously 
was good enough to accompany senior staff on audits.  I could not change jobs for one year 
- and so was not any worse off than Canadian employees who were not allowed to change 
jobs for one year under The War Measures Act.   
 
I must repeat: I do not blame the English for detaining us, back in 1940.  But I still resent that 
it took until October 1942 to give me back my freedom.  By that time I was 30, penniless, 
without a trade, in a strange country and the only people I knew where my fellow refugees 
who also came to live in Toronto. 
 
I came to a major decision, in 1942.  I had to make money and waiting for the CA degree 
would taken too long, to achieve independence.  The Certified Public Accountants 
Association, in competition with the CAs (they merged with the C.A.'s later on) allowed to 
take their course while working as accountant for a commercial firm.   
 
Since there still was no immediate access to the States - on a permanent basis - and I 
decided to remain permanently in Canada.  I registered with the CPA Association, changed 
jobs, increased my salary considerably, still studying at night.  Arnold Fletcher, Herbert Lowe 
and I rented an apartment at Hanlan's Point for the summer months 1943 and 1944, of 
course, still looking after our jobs during the week. Transportation at the island was by bike, 
to the docks and to Centre Island ( where in 1943 a sign at the entrance to the hotel read 
"No dogs or Jews").   
 
The island was practical, comfortable and pleasant in every respect - we alternated cooking, 
cleaning, buying provisions. We swam, canoed, played bridge and there were girls, girls, 
girls.  They also had moved to the island for the summer.  We met with them everywhere, on 
the ferry, on the beach and at each others homes, at barbecues, and a great time was had 
by all. 
 
There was one girl I decided to marry, even before I had met her.  I liked her looks, 
intelligence and quick spirit.  Reta and I were married November 1944.  
 
(And so intricate is Canadian  legislation - Reta became an Enemy Alien, had to report to the 
RCMP weekly, but became a Canadian again after 6 weeks).   
 
This was just about the time the Canadian Army allowed us "enemy aliens"  to join as 
volunteers. I still had the old-fashioned belief that I owed my new homeland a debt. This is 
my war, I decided, and with Reta's consent, of course, I presented myself at the Horse 
Palace, the induction centre.  I enlisted on December 1, 1944.   
 
Because of my background - in education and languages - I was programmed to take 6 
weeks of basic training R.C.A., to be followed by 6 months of COTC (Canadian Officers 
Training College), at Kingston, to prepare me for Intelligence Corps.  Placed at Camp Shilo, 
within 2 weeks after arrival, I was attached to the Pay Corps, being the only soldier at RCA 
camp who had any idea of bookkeeping.  Even the captain in charge, nevermind the 4 
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sergeants and 4 CWAC's, did not know that there was a difference between a debit and a 
credit.  And no matter what I did - the captain would not release me and I was stuck there for 
the duration.   
 
Reta had followed me and lived in Brandon, the closest commercial city near Camp Shilo 
where she rented a room and worked as a secretary-typist.  
       
And so did I serve in the Canadian Army, still an "Enemy Alien" until discharge in 1946, 
when Reta and I returned to Toronto.   Dated January 21, 1946, the Immigration Branch of 
the Department of Mines and Resources confirmed that I was granted landing in Canada, at 
the Port of Toronto, as of January 15, 1946, I became a citizen on April 1, 1946.   
 
And in retrospect everything worked out well.  When I did have the opportunity to move to 
the States - I even had a job waiting for me - I , that is, we, decided against it.  I simply 
preferred Canada, in spite of the two years behind barbed wire.    
 
And that is how and why I am here. I kept a number of, what I call, memorabilia.   Going 
through them I came across one which I felt I should include here.  The oath of allegiance 
ends with "So help me God" -remarkable.  And, as ordered, I practised writing and saying 
this Oath, (as recommended in the last paragraph. 
 
And, by the way, that's when Heinz Kassel became officially Henry Cassel, 
 


