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Endnotes

Introduction

1.‘By victims, perpetrators and other people who lived through wartime occupation, ranging from schoolchildren to bakers, factory directors to housewives, people in hiding to resistance fighters and from NSB members [National Socialist movement in the Netherlands] to members of the SS who kept diaries,’ to quote René Pottkamp, NIOD archivist, in a telephone conversation of 29 November 2022.

2.Conversation with René Pottkamp, NIOD archivist, on 21 and 29 November 2022.

3.From an interview with Judik (Judy) Salomon-de Winter (daughter of Rosa de Winter-Levy) by Dineke Stam on 8 November 1994 for the Anne Frank Foundation: ‘So people came because after liberation we spent a few months living with my mother’s sister, in Varsseveld, because we were so weak and had been through so much, to recover for a while. Then I believe my uncle asked someone at de Gelderlander or at Misset or some journalist or other, and he came and my mother told him her story and he wrote it down, and I think that’s how it came about. It was truly hot off the press. I believe we were among the first people to do such a thing, and of course to be brave enough to publish it.’

4.During a first search of the NIOD it seemed that, as far as anyone was aware, there were three known testimonies from 1945, all of them about the camp at Vught in the Netherlands. Further research showed that there were actually more that had been published shortly after the war, in 1945. Two examples are Deportaties by S. van den Bergh (published by C.A.J. van Dishoeck C.V., 1945) and Twee maal Buchenwald by Professor G. van den Bergh and I.J. van Looi (N.V. De Arbeiderspers, 1945).

5.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

6.From the interview with Judy by the Anne Frank Foundation: ‘Someone might say I was in the train with you, but I don’t know. Perhaps it was a kind of self-preservation to forget that, something natural. Yes, that’s possible, because if with all those terrible things you . . . And that’s probably also my age, because my mother knew it all very precisely of course. You see that, don’t you. Now I can say that of course because I’m old, but as a child you see it differently. Absolutely. Certainly.’

7.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

8.From the Foreword to Rosa de Winter-Levy’s testimony, page 37. The NSB (Nationaal Socialistische Beweging) was a Dutch fascist organization established in 1931 that later became a Nazi political party. The Nederlandse Landwacht was a Dutch paramilitary organization founded by the occupying German army in November 1943. Most of its members belonged to the NSB.

9.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

10.Ibid.

11.Heritage centre Achterhoek en Liemers.

12.From Rosa de Winter-Levy’s testimony, p.43.

13.From Anne Frank: Spur eines Kindes by Ernst Schnabel, 1958. In an interview with Rosa in Het Vrije Volk in 1964 there is talk of a Landwachter who was suspected of betraying the three of them.

14.From Rosa de Winter-Levy’s testimony, p.45.

15.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

16.Westerbork was set up in 1939 as a refugee camp for German and Austrian Jews, but was turned into a Nazi transit camp in 1942, when the Netherlands were under German occupation.

17.From Spur eines Kindes by Ernst Schnabel.

18.Ibidem.

19.From the Achter het Nieuws interview with Koos Postema, 28 July 1964, VA R A.

20.The last transport from Westerbork to Auschwitz.

21.Collection of the Anne Frank House, Amsterdam. Elsje and Lammert were the names that Ella and Leys used in hiding.

22.From Spur eines Kindes by Ernst Schnabel.

23.From Rosa de Winter-Levy’s testimony, page 89. Jo is one of Rosa’s friends in the camp. They called each other ‘camp sisters’.

24.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

25.From Spur eines Kindes by Ernst Schnabel.

26.An area covering parts of Bohemia and Moravia with a majority ethnic German population, the Sudetenland was ceded to Germany after the Munich agreement in 1938 and restored to Czechoslovakia after the war.

27.The Hidden Life of Otto Frank by Carol Ann Lee.

28.From Spur eines Kindes by Ernst Schnabel.

29.Rosa mistakenly says in her interview with Koos Postema that it was 7 January.

30.In Eva’s Story: A Survivor’s Tale by the Stepsister of Anne Frank, written by Eva Schloss and Evelyn Julia Kent, we read that she was also keeping the food for her daughters. In We Never Said Goodbye: Memories of Otto Frank by Ryan M. Cooper, Cooper writes that she was keeping the food for her children.

31.From Spur eines Kindes by Ernst Schnabel.

32.The Hidden Life of Otto Frank by Carol Ann Lee and We Never Said Goodbye: Memories of Otto Frank by Ryan M. Cooper.

33.Collection of the Anne Frank House, Amsterdam.

34.Letter dated 31 May 1945 to the Leys Levy family, Varsseveld, Collection of the Anne Frank House, Amsterdam.

35.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

36.From a letter from David to Rosa dated 9 May 1951, private archive.

37.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

38.Henriette Salomon, Henk’s daughter, remembers the anecdote differently. She believes her father would not have made that move ‘in a single step’.

39.Brabants Dagblad, 24 April 1964.

40.Het Vrije Volk, 23 May 1964.

41.From the Achter het Nieuws interview with Koos Postema, 28 July 1964, VA RA.

42.According to Henriette, Rosa’s granddaughter, these were not delusions. Rather, Rosa was reliving the traumas of her time in the camp.

43.Archive of the Anne Frank Foundation. Dineke Stam in conversation with Judik Salomon-de Winter on 8 November 1994.

44.Quote from Elie Wiesel, spoken at the international conference The Legacy of Holocaust Survivors in 2002.

In Birkenau – A Testimony

1.The NSB (Nationaal Socialistische Beweging) was a Dutch fascist organization established in 1931 that later became a Nazi political party.

2.The Nederlandse Landwacht was a Dutch paramilitary organization founded by the occupying German army in November 1943. Most of its members belonged to the NSB (see note 1).

3.The Achterhoek (meaning ‘rear corner) is a region in the east of Gelderland province, near the German border.

4.The Ordnungsdienst, or OD, was the camp’s police force. Some inmates, most of them Jews from Germany and Austria rather than the Netherlands, served as internal camp guards, responsible for maintaining order in Westerbork.

5.In the spring of 1944, Theresienstadt was ‘beautified’ in preparation for a visit by representatives of the International Committee of the Red Cross, and the making of a documentary film on life in this ‘model camp’. Although actually part of an elaborate charade, transports to Theresienstadt were therefore deemed a ‘goodwill gesture’. Among the people sent to Theresienstadt were so-called ‘privileged’ Jews, such as veterans of the First World I, spouses of Germans and those of high social standing.

6.Rosa’s friend Edith is Edith Frank, the mother of Anne Frank. Rosa first met Edith in the Westerbork transit camp (see Introduction, page 14).

7.The Vistula, a river in Poland.

8.These storage barracks in the BIIg section of Birkenau contained the personal belongings that had been taken from the prisoners. On the night of 23 January 1945, the SS set fire to them, in an attempt to cover up their crimes and also to prevent the goods from falling into the hands of the advancing Red Army. Within the camp, the storage barracks were better known as ‘Canada’ – a place of wealth and plenty.

9.Gliwice, a forced labour camp in Upper Silesia (Poland).

10.Auschwitz-Birkenau was an extermination camp. The aim of these camps was to kill, on a large scale and in an almost industrial manner, what the Nazis called Untermenschen, or those they deemed inferior – mainly Jews, but also Roma, Sinti, people of Slavic descent and homosexuals.

11.Katowice, Poland.

12.Chernivtsi, Ukraine

13.Chrastava, Czech Republic. The town where Judy (Hetty) had been put to work as a forced labourer in a munitions factory.

‘Smile, Pagliaccio’

1.An area of forests and sand dunes in the Dutch province of North Brabant, now a national park.

2.Professor Jan Bastiaans (1917–1997), a psychiatrist and neurologist, became famous for the use of controversial LSD treatments on people who had been in concentration camps.
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A Gypsy in Auschwitz by Otto Rosenberg

[image: The cover of A Gypsy in Auschwitz by Otto Rosenberg. A young boy, seen from behind, stands in front of a high barbed wire fence with a watch tower.]
The stories of Roma and Sinti persecuted in Nazi Germany are all too often lost. Told with remarkable simplicity, A Gypsy in Auschwitz is a powerful, deeply moving and rare account of survival.

Otto Rosenberg was born in East Prussia in 1927, one of 11 siblings in a German Sinti family that settled in Berlin. He was 9 when they were taken to what became known as the Gypsy camp in Marzahn, and 15 when he was sent to Auschwitz. He was later detained in Buchenwald and Bergen-Belsen concentration camps before being freed in 1945. Otto was the only member of his immediate family, besides his mother, to survive the war.

Translated by Maisie Musgrave
Text Copyright © Familie Rosenberg 2022 © 2012 Verlag Klaus Wagenbach, Berlin Translation Copyright © Octopus Publishing Group, 2022


Extract from
A Gypsy in Auschwitz

I was given the role of gatekeeper in my grandmother’s block. Before he appointed me, Wally the block elder dealt me five blows with his cosh, saying, ‘There’s more where that came from if you let anyone out of here without my say-so. No one leaves during block curfew.’

Anyone who wasn’t working had to stay in their block all day. That included the elderly folk, who looked after the children instead of working. They had one free hour a day, when they could go for a walk along the street that ran through the camp or scurry off somewhere to pay someone a visit.

You also had to use that time to go to the toilet, in a hut with a latrine running down the middle, and a concrete panel with spaced-out holes on top. People had to do their business sitting opposite or alongside one another, and most people were ill at any given time. It was horrendous. The women would cover their faces with a cloth, but it didn’t take away from the horror of the place, which broke all my people’s greatest taboos. It bore no resemblance to the normal practice of relieving yourself; it was pure torment and debasement.

All our hair was shaved off, including our pubic hair and any growing under our arms. They used the same scissors for those areas as they did for our scalp and any facial hair. It’s still hard for me to talk about such things.

Later, when I was working in the sauna, I saw my grandmother there, holding the little ones against her, and I turned around quickly. I knew she would be mortified if her grandson saw her like that. There can be no greater humiliation than forcing women to go naked in front of their grown-up sons, or men before their daughters.

A gong sounded to mark the end of our free hour, and everyone was supposed to be back at barracks by that time. Those who weren’t already inside and turned up late or were caught on the main street by the block leaders were harshly punished.

‘Where are you from? Which block?’

Some were shot on the spot, while others were taken into their block, laid over the tile stove and beaten or whipped.

My gatekeeping duties all went fairly smoothly, until one day a woman came to me with her child and said she urgently needed to take him to the toilet.

‘No,’ I said, ‘I can’t let anyone out.’

Her husband came along and started kicking up a fuss. What can I say: I’m a human being and when someone starts pleading with me, I respond, even if I know deep down that there might be consequences. Eventually I relented: ‘All right, all right, but please be careful! And if they catch you, don’t tell them that I let you out!’

Guess what happened? That’s right – they got caught.

‘Where have you come from?’

Then the SS officer and the block elder came at me and gave me twenty blows or more with a stick. I was supposed to count along, but I couldn’t keep up as those blows rained down between my hips and lower back. It was indescribably painful to lie down, sit or stand afterwards.

I kept my post as gatekeeper, but I never let anyone out again. And wouldn’t you know it, the woman’s husband blamed me for the incident. She had received her own beating from the block elder. I think her child may have been beaten, too, but I’m not sure.

‘No,’ I retorted, ‘it’s your fault – you told me to let you out!’

The man grabbed a hooked knife and went for me. Luckily, my cousin Oskar stepped between us, brandishing his cudgel, and beat him back. Wally, the block elder, came in at that very moment.

‘What’s going on, Oskar?’

Oskar told him what had happened. The block elder gave the man such a beating that he left me in peace from then on.

Oskar wielded a certain amount of control in our block. I must admit, he wasn’t terribly kind to the people there; in fact, he was very tough on them. If he happened to be in the yard and saw someone make a wrong move, he would be right over there to hit them. Had Oskar survived Auschwitz, I’m certain that some people would have tracked him down and killed him. But he was my cousin, after all, and I didn’t want to see him dead. I survived Auschwitz and know that I can look anyone from there straight in the eye. I never did anyone any harm. I’m just content to have got out of there.

Of course, I now had a cudgel of my own. There were times when a few people dived right into the food bucket to get out any leftovers, and I may have swung it at them.

‘Get lost!’

That made them scram and gave me the chance to fill my own cup. But then I had to make myself scarce, as I knew they’d be coming back for me. I can chuckle about it now, but back then it was all deadly serious.

The people working in the kitchen used to steal a few potatoes and put them in a pot. When the block elder wasn’t around, I would take the cover off the barrack stove – this was long and ran right the way through the hut, with a vent at each end – shove the pot in there, and close it up again. If the block elder had caught me, he would have hanged me for sure. But once the potatoes were cooked, I got to take some of them for myself. That was the sort of thing I got up to as a gatekeeper. It all helped me get by.

Those who were low down in the pecking order and didn’t have anyone to help them would invariably die. If you got beaten, you were a marked man. The weak and emaciated, with death staring out of their sunken faces, aroused such aggression in their overseers that they were beaten all the more, until one day they dropped dead. Inmates like that didn’t stand a chance. Only those who managed not to get sick and stayed strong enough to work had any prospect of survival. The slogan was ‘Work makes you free’, which turned into ‘Extermination through labour’, and that’s no exaggeration. People were forced to work themselves until their bodies had nothing left to give.

The food was awful. In the morning, the room orderly would give us tea from a kettle and a quarter of a small loaf. And we were cheated even of those meagre rations: when the loaf was cut into quarters, they took a thick slice out of the middle, which became the children’s bread ration. There was hardly ever any proper lunch, either, just stinging nettles and bits of cabbage floating in dishwater-like slop. You couldn’t possibly nourish yourself on that.

* * *

As far as I remember, I lost my job as a gatekeeper when we were moved to a different block. I ended up working for a Pole. He was a big man named Jurek, and he spent the entire day drunk. How he managed that, I
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