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Mrs. Smolkova is a very pleasant and energetic lady. The interview took place in her apartment,
which is located in the center of Prague in the local Jewish quarter. The apartment is small but
cozy. It is impossible to not notice several beautiful antique clocks that remain in Mrs. Smolkova's
possession from her father's original collection.
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Family background">Family background

My grandfather on my father's side was named Bernard Bloch. He was born in Meclov in the year
1836. He came from a family of German Jews. His father made a living as a horse trader, he went
from village to village in the Sumava region; he always slept over someplace, and returned home
once a week, for Saturday. On Sunday he'd again leave to go out on the road. My great-grandfather
wanted his children to already have some sort of education, so he used to send Grandpa to cheder.
Cheder was a school for Jewish children, organized by the Jewish community. After the reforms
under Joseph Il 1 Jews were officially allowed to attend public schools, nevertheless the practice in
the countryside was that children went to cheder, where they learned to read and write, studied
Hebrew and basic prayers. Cheder was basically a substitute for elementary school. My grandpa
had a brother, Adolf, who settled in America. His daughter Stella later married my father's oldest
brother, Oskar.

My grandfather found a job with a shipping company in Karlovy Vary 2. To this day, kaolin [china
clay], which is the basis for the manufacture of porcelain, is mined in the Karlovy Vary region, so
naturally there was a porcelain and other ceramics industry there. My grandfather delivered raw
materials for that shipper to the local factories, and it was there that he apparently got to know
that type of enterprise. Then Grandpa courted a girl from Volduchy near Rokycany, my
grandmother Jenny Koretz. | unfortunately don't know much about her family. My grandma was
born in 1848. She was a housewife; | don't think that she had any higher education. At the age of
39 she was operated on for breast cancer, she lived to be 69, and died in 1917 in Dubi.

At that time in Uncin [due to the close proximity of the German border, in those days the town was
named Hohnenstein], which was located between Teplice and Usti nad Labem, there was a
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ceramics factory for sale, which my grandfather was very interested in. He bought the factory with
my grandmother's dowry, his savings, and money that his employer lent him. The factory, which
had been well run even before him, prospered under his ownership as well.

| never got to personally know my grandmother or grandfather on my father's side. Their mother
tongue was German. Both were from purely Jewish families, nevertheless | don't know what their
personal relationship to Judaism was like. Judging by the attitudes of their children, | suspect that
they were conscious of their Jewish identity but weren't religious. | think that more likely they
financially supported Jews that found themselves in need.

My grandparents had all told eleven children, five boys and six girls. Oskar, Olga, Otto, Artur,
Adela, Elsa, Bedriska, who they called Frida, Marketa, Helena, Egon and Kamil. The youngest was
Kamil, who however died in childhood. Egon was the only one of my father's siblings that we didn't
keep in touch with. My grandfather even left him out of his will. Egon would always start
something, but never finished it. Once he decided that he was a painter, so my grandma went and
bought him art supplies. Nevertheless, in two weeks he decided to start something new. Egon was
lucky that he married a good woman, who was very hard-working and supported him his entire life.
Thanks to her he also survived the war, because she wasn't Jewish and thus protected him. Adela
had three sons; Elsa lived up until 1938 with her family in Karlovy Vary. Frida lived in Teplice and
was the only one of the siblings to not have children. Helena got tuberculosis and died at the age of
24. Marketa had two children. All the sisters were married to university graduates. One was a
chemical engineer, another a lawyer, another a pharmacist, who had a pharmacy on the Old Town
Square. Elsa's husband was a doctor and Aunt Olga was married to the lawyer Karel Glassner. They
had a son, Alfred, and daughters Trude and Erna. They lived in Lovosice.

My grandfather on my mother's side was named Adolf Bruml and was born in 1864 in the town of
Strazov. His father was named Benedikt Bruml and his mother Katerina, nee Eisenschiml. My
grandpa and his three brothers all named their eldest daughter after her. Grandpa and Grandma
lived in Duchcov, in Northern Bohemia. He owned a textile store, a shop where they sewed and
sold work clothes, like for example aprons or coveralls, which were intended for miners who worked
in the Duchcov region. His mother tongue was German; nevertheless, he knew how to speak
Czech. Grandpa died of cancer after the end of World War |, in 1920, so | didn't have the chance to
get to know him. In his will he left a certain amount in benefit of the poor in Duchcov, with the
condition that it be divided equally between the Jewish and non-Jewish residents. In this he actually
favored the Jewish ones, because there were far less Jews in Duchcov than the rest of the
population. My mother loved him.

My grandmother on my mother's side was named Ida Bruml, nee Abeles. She was born in
Lochovice, in the district of Horovice in 1865. Her father died early on. Her mother ran a cigar store
in Kostelec nad Cernymi Lesy, where she sold newspapers, tobacco and similar things, and my
grandmother helped her with it from the time she was small. Her mother tongue was German, but
she spoke fluent Czech. My grandmother likely didn't have a higher education. She was an
expressly self-taught person. She drew beautifully and knew shorthand; she also knew a bit of
French and could read Hebrew. My grandmother Ida was the only of my grandparents that | knew
personally.


https://www.centropa.org/en/biography/marietta-smolkova
https://www.centropa.org

Q centropa www.centropa.org/en/biography/marietta-smolkova

My grandmother was the dominant one in her and my grandfather's relationship. She was a
talented designer. She helped run the store and at the same time designed patterns that were then
embroidered into the clothing. | think I still have some bedclothes for which she had designed
beautiful monograms. The patterns on bedclothes were hand-sewn by the seamstresses, but for
example on aprons it was done by machines. In earlier times every child wore a luster [a type of
fabric] apron with some type of color edging and embroidery. It didn't serve as a school uniform,
because everyone wore something a little different, but served more as a clothes protector.

The store was named "Adolf Bruml." The original store was located in Duchcov. When my mother
later left for Dubi to be with my father, my grandparents moved to nearby Teplice, which was
about 20 kilometers from Duchcov. They then also had a few smaller branches in villages in that
region. Business went well until the time of the Great Depression 3, when they then had to start
over from scratch. My grandparents lived in a building where on the ground floor they had their
store. | didn't ever see it, but my mother told me that there was a toy store across the street and
that my sister would always sit with her nose against the glass and watched what they were selling
there.

My grandmother was the most devout person in our whole family. They didn't cook kosher at
home, and neither did she wear any special clothing. Nevertheless, she was very familiar with
Jewish holidays, and knew everything that belonged to them. My grandparents observed Sabbath
and my grandmother prayed, but she didn't attend synagogue regularly. For holidays we'd always
go to her place. After Grandpa died, my grandma lived in Teplice with her son Josef and his wife Eli.

My grandmother was a big hiker, when the store was closed she'd set off with her girlfriends for
trips into the Krusne Mountains. Every Sunday she'd come to our place in Dubi for lunch, and was
very bothered by the fact that neither my sister nor | drank milk. So she'd sometimes take us along
on a trip, and purposely order it for us. She would always bring us some work to do, because she
was of the opinion that we, children, should be doing something. And so she'd bring us a box of
tangled string and say: 'This is how they're sending it to us, and it's a shame to throw it out, and
girls, if you do it for me, each of you will get something.' Years later, when we were already bigger,
we asked her where she had always gotten so much string from. And she answered: 'Well, now |
can tell you, | tangled them up myself, and wanted you to learn to be patient.' And now, when |
have to be patient on some occasion, | remember by grandma, who taught it to me.

My grandmother died in 1940 in Prague. She was cremated, and we buried her urn in Teplice in
Grandfather's grave in the local Jewish cemetery. The Brumls and the Blochs have a family crypt
there.

Besides my mother, my grandmother and grandfather also had three sons, of whom Benedikt and
Jan were twins, born in 1896 or 1897. Josef, who they called Pepa, was a year older than my
mother, so born in 1893.

Uncle Pepa and his family lived in Teplice, where he took over Grandpa's clothing store. During the
Great Depression they were faring very badly, so they moved to Liberec, where his father-in-law,
Mr. Seger, a Jew originally from Kolin, lived. Pepa's wife was named Eli. They had two children, a
son born in 1926, and a daughter, Mariana. We often spent time with Pepa's family. | liked them
very much; we had a lot in common as far as personality goes, too. Pepa used to go to synagogue
for Yom Kippur and sometimes during the Sabbath, too. | think that his religiousness was relatively
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lukewarm. They definitely didn't have a kosher household.

One sister-in-law of Pepa's got married to someone in England still before the war, and thanks to
her help, Pepa and his family moved there at the last moment, in 1939, so they all survived. At first
they lived with his sister-in-law and her husband, who was a Romanian Jew by origin and went to
England at the beginning of the 1930s. He made a living selling goods to department stores. He
gradually entrusted my uncle with one branch of his wholesale business.

Already in his youth, Benedikt was a fervent Zionist. A carpet that I still have, and which comes
from the Bruml household, experienced Benedikt marching around on it every evening, and
lecturing the family on Palestine. There would usually be some sweets on the table, and when
Benedikt was talking, he apparently always walked around that table and when he would stop in a
certain spot each time, he would take a piece. He wanted to fire them up for Zionism, and though
they listened to him, he didn't infect anyone with it.

His twin Jan was a very jovial, friendly guy, always with a smile on his lips. He liked dogs and small
children and people in general. Both of them voluntarily enlisted in the army for the Emperor and
Monarchy during World War | 4. | don't know if they were such patriots, more likely their youth
played a role; it's not hard to inspire a young person. They were both no older than 18 when they
enlisted. They finished high school ahead of time, did their final exams, and went to war. Because
of their high school diploma, they automatically got the rank of 'teterist,' which was the lowest
officer rank.

In the end they didn't serve together, but both fell on the Italian Front 5, each on a different
battlefield. After the war ended, Pepa left for Italy and began searching for their graves. He went
from cemetery to cemetery until he found them both and then took care of their graves and
maintained them. Grandma must have had it hard, when she first got the news of one son's death,
and then also the second one's. They sent Grandma Jan's and Benedikt's death certificates as well
as Benedikt's war diary, in which in one place the entries suddenly cease.

Pepa also fought in World War |, however he didn't enlist voluntarily. He was taken as a prisoner of
war in Siberia. He was stuck there for a relatively long time even after the war, because he was in
prison in Siberia, and in there they didn't at first know that the war had ended, and even then their
release took a long time. He definitely didn't get home until after | was born, so not until after
1921. The Russians had begun to do business with the prisoners, they brought them food and in
exchange they gave them their old uniforms and various army things. My uncle had always liked to
cook, and he then worked there as a cook, so at least he didn't go hungry. Always when they
released someone, the others would give him letters for their families back home, who thus got to
know that they were alive.

Grandpa Bruml had cousins in America, some Eisners, who had a clothing factory. Once Pepa got a
Russian uniform, and when he put it on, on the manufacturer's label he found the name of exactly
that Eisner company. Because America and Russia were war allies, and besides weapons, the
Americans were also supplying the Russians with uniforms. The label also had an address, and so
he let the Eisners know that he was alive and where he was, and that he'd like to get out of there,
but that it was taking a terribly long time. And the Eisners sent him a steamer ticket for the trip to
America, but departing from Japan. So in some fashion he then got to Japan, but he was completely
without money, when he walked by a barbershop, where he saw a sign reading 'Here we help Jews.'
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So he went in and they bought him a ticket so he could get to the ship.

When he landed in America, he again didn't know what next. He heard someone talking incessantly
from a loudspeaker, but didn't understand a thing. So he went to the information office and when
they found out his name, they told him, 'They keep calling out your name, Bruml, Bruml.' Pepa had
no idea why they were calling his name, but in the end he found out that it was because the
Eisners had left some money for him there, so he could get directly to them.

Pepa stayed in America for about a year and a half, and he would certainly have wanted to stay
permanently, but his father died and he had to return, to take care of the store. After his return he
got married. | think that if he could have had his choice, Uncle Pepa wouldn't have been a
businessman. He sang very nicely and liked all beautiful things, the same as my mother. He had
originally studied law, but couldn't finish his studies because the war came, and then they needed
him at home for the store. | can imagine him as a judge or lawyer, but that store was probably
completely against his nature. But he had to handle it.

My father was named Artur Bloch, and was born in Uncin in the year 1880. From the age of ten he
rented [a place] in Prague, where he was attending academic high school. In Prague he later
studied at and graduated from a German business academy. He subsequently left for Paris for two
years, where he studied French and spent a year in England because of English. His first work
experience was then with some shipping company in Hamburg.

In 1909 my grandfather died, and so they called my father home. My grandfather owned three
prospering factories, and had left instructions as to which of his children was to run them. My
father got the largest one, the porcelain factory, with the caveat that he must pay out a dowry for
all his unmarried sisters, which back then they all were, save for one. So he got into financial
difficulties and was forced to find a partner. His brother-in-law, Josef Freund, who had a pharmacy
on the Old Town Square in Prague and made a lot of money, then invested into the factory, as well
as his brother Hugo, who lived with his family in our building part of the year.

So my father then had partners, which took care of the financial side of things, which was
something that my father didn't understand that much. He was responsible for the operation of the
factory as such. My grandfather's original three factories, including the porcelain one, were named
'‘B. Bloch.' The Porcelain factory was then named 'Bloch a spol' [Bloch & Co.]. It produces to this
day, under the name of 'Czech Porcelain.'

My father's brothers inherited the other two factories; Oskar got the factory in Dubi and Otto the
very first one, in Uncin. Otto however went bankrupt due to the Depression. Otto's wife was named
Josefina, they had a daughter named Doris, who was born the same year as my sister, and my
three years older cousin, Honza. Josefina was very good friends with my father's second wife, Aunt
Gusti.

Oskar died quite suddenly in his sixties, he fell down in our garden and never got up again. His
wife, Stella Blochova, who was his cousin that he had brought with him from the United States,
then ran the factory. They had two daughters together, llsa and Liza. But during the Great
Depression the factory went bankrupt, so of the family property, only my father's porcelain factory
remained. After Hitler's rise to power 6 Stella was warned by her brothers who lived in America,
and already in 1936 she left with her younger daughter for America. Her older daughter got
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married and lived in Teplice, nevertheless she also left in time, in 1938, before the Germans
occupied the border regions.

My mother was named Katerina, born Brumlova in the year 1894 in Duchcov. After elementary
school her parents sent her to a girls' boarding school in Dresden. She probably didn't have any
other education. As opposed to my father, my mother spoke Czech very fluently and well, although
her mother tongue was also German. This is because there was a relatively strong Czech minority
in Duchcov and Most. My mother was a merry, beautiful and emancipated woman.

My parents met in Teplice. They were married in 1915, and | think that they had a Jewish wedding.
A year later my sister was born, and in 1921 | came into the world. My father was a pleasant and
intelligent person, and definitely didn't only make an impression on my mother because he was 15
years older. My mother's parents and my father together bought a villa in Dubi, which today is a
relatively disreputable place, nevertheless back then it was a beautiful small spa town.

My mother admired my father very much, and always spoke of him as a very honorable and decent
person. Later, when | was old enough to understand, she explained to me why it couldn't work
between them. Their personalities were too different, my father was a loner and my mother was on
the contrary a social being. My father educated himself a lot his whole life, but no one ever knew
how much he actually knew. He was very much an introvert, the same as my sister. The Blochs and
Brumls were actually very different families in terms of character. The Blochs were in general more
reserved, a person had to know them well to understand them. The Brumls were smiling, open and
always cracking jokes, and even though they were sometimes badly off, no one ever realized it.

My father was as a matter of principle against all associations. He made one exception and became
a volunteer fireman, because he considered this group to be useful. | don't think that he ever
actually helped with a fire, he really just took care of their accounting and administration, and
probably also contributed financially. But otherwise he didn't approve of any associations or
parties. Surprisingly for a factory owner, he voted for the Social Democrats.

My father associated most often with his relatives, but what he liked the most was to spend time
with his closest family, and as far as possible in such a manner so that he wouldn't have to talk
much. He was a downright introvert. His big hobby was collecting old clocks. He read German,
English and French. He studied Czech, but didn't do very well at it. My mother, on the other hand,
was very gregarious. She had a best friend in Teplice, 'Auntie' Steli, who often used to come visit us
in Dubi. For long years she wasn't able to have a baby, and so spoiled my sister and me. After
some twelve years of trying, when she wasn't even expecting it any longer, she became pregnant
and had a baby girl.

My parents were divorced in 1929. My mother then married Dr. Viktor Hahn, who had divorced a
year earlier. First, right after my mother's divorce, they had a Jewish wedding, and then, after the
couple of months required, they also had a civil wedding. My mother knew Doctor Hahn from about
1920, and about a year later he brought me into the world. Doctor Hahn worked as a gynecologist,
he spent seven years at a gynecological clinic in Vienna, where he lived with his first wife Greta,
and where in 1818 his son, Jindrich Hahn, was born. After World War | times were tough in Vienna,
there wasn't even any food, so they moved back to Teplice, where in 1891 he had been born. He
had a very good reputation as a doctor there, so my mother also began going to him. Uncle Viktor
was a very merry and sociable person, my father's opposite.
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During the divorce my parents came to an agreement, that my almost six year older sister would
stay with our mother, and that I'd go live with my father. When | was already around 19, | asked my
mother why I, as the younger one, had gone to be with my father, when at that time | hadn't even
been eight years old. And my mother explained to me that she hadn't wanted to hurt my father
even more, because she knew that if my sister had lived with him, they would have both withdrawn
into themselves and would have become disaccustomed to talking. Each of them would have his
book and his records with music and they wouldn't need to communicate with each other. So |
remained with my father in Dubi, and my sister lived with our mother in Teplice with 'Uncle' Viktor.

My 'uncle's' son lived there with them for some time. Viktor's ex-wife didn't like it, so they agreed
that Jindra would live halfway between, in Usti nad Labem, with some professor. Jindra's studies
had gone very well in Teplice, but he must not have been very happy in Usti, and there his results
weren't as good. Greta kept insisting that he should come to Prague to be with her. She had also
remarried, she had married my future husband's brother, who was the director of the Unionbanka
bank. They both had a very busy social life, which was also given by his job, so there wasn't that
much time left over for Jindra.

Jindra's studies again didn't go very well, finally he managed to graduate and they agreed that he's
to go to England to learn English. This is also what saved him. During the war he served as a pilot
in the Czechoslovak Army, in the famous 311th Squadron. [The 311th Czechoslovak Bomber
Squadron, belonged among the best and most famous Czechoslovak army formations during World
War Il. It was created in July 1940, and on 30th July it moved to the RAF air base at Honington. Its
air and ground personnel were Czechoslovaks. From September 1940 until June 1945, it flew
approximately 3,160 missions. The 311th Squadron finally ended its activities at the beginning of
June 1945.]

My father really wasn't overly talkative, but he loved us very much. | remember how | used to wait
for him to come home for supper. He knew that | was crazy about fresh walnuts, which you could
crack. But | was never patient enough to crack them. On the table there would be napkins in rings
with our names, and each one would put his cracked nuts into those rings. My father would then
say, 'Close your eyes' and swap the piles.

My father also remarried. His second wife was named Augusta, born Diehlova in 1894. She had
converted to Judaism when she had married her first husband, Mr. Neumann, who however died.
He was a member of the B'nai B'rith Society, where there was this custom that upon a member's
death, one of the others would be designated as the widow's guardian. And by coincidence her
guardian became Josef Freund, who was the husband of my father's youngest sister, Marketa. And
this Mr. Freund realized that he had a divorced brother-in-law in Dubi, who should probably get
married, when he's raising a little daughter. There used to be a sanatorium in Dubi, which is around
to this day, Tereza's Spa, which used to rent out rooms when there weren't enough patients. And
so Augusta arrived there for a week to inconspicuously check things out.

My 'aunt' was a very merry creature, and | liked her very much, and she also looked upon me as a
daughter. She didn't have children of her own, her first husband had been almost 20 years older,
and | guess they hadn't been able to have them. She got along better with my father than my
mother had. Although she and my mother were both the same age, it was as if each one was from
a different century. And 'auntie' from the century in which in short everything was done so that the


https://www.centropa.org/en/biography/marietta-smolkova
https://www.centropa.org

Q centropa www.centropa.org/en/biography/marietta-smolkova

husband would like it, so it wouldn't burden him and so he wouldn't have any worries. While our
mother was from the century where more equal partnerships already existed. When my father and
auntie were married, | had only one condition: that | won't have to call her Mom. So for me she was
Aunt Gusti. | used to call my mother's second husband Uncle, because | had addressed him that
way since | was small.

My aunt spoke German with my father, but she also knew how to speak Czech. Uncle Viktor was a
German Jew, the same as my father. My mother spoke fluent Czech, because she was from
Duchcov, and in that part of Northern Bohemia there was a relatively strong Czech minority, while
my father was from the Teplice region, where on the other hand there were very few Czechs.

My father's Judaism was very lukewarm. The only people in our family that observed the Sabbath
were Aunt Gusti and Grandma Brumlova. Everyone used to go to my grandma's for seder. |
remember that | was awfully glad when my younger cousin started saying the mah nishtanah, and |
didn't have to any more. My grandmother went to synagogue, but neither my mother nor my father
did. We didn't cook kosher at home. For Yom Kippur my father would also fast by not turning on the
radio that day, which for him was worse than not eating. He was a big music lover.

My sister was born in 1916 in Teplice. We called her Hanne, but her real name was Hannerle. My
mother's brother Jan picked this name from the book 'Die Geschichte von der Hannerl und ihren
Liebhabern' ['The Story of Hannerl and Her Lovers']. My uncle knew that my mother was pregnant,
but he never saw my sister, because he fought and fell at the Italian Front. In a letter to my mother
he wrote that he'd read that book and that Hannerle was a nice name, for them to give it to her.

Growing up">Growing up

My sister and | grew up in relatively well-off families. Uncle Viktor's father got rich during World
War I, when food was rationed, and he got an idea and started manufacturing artificial honey. The
honey was made from sugar beets, which were grown in large quantities here. This artificial honey
was sold outside of the ration system, and was bought by virtually all families. It even tasted
similarly to real honey. He made a lot of money on this idea, which though after the war lost value,
but in the meantime he managed to buy some buildings, which he then rented out.

So the Hahns and we were doing very well, but despite that we lived very frugally. | remember that
originally 1 didn't have an allowance at all. | only began getting it when | once managed to run up a
five-crown debt. In elementary school in Dubi | had a girlfriend that ate a lot, and though she used
to get a snack just like me, she would go to the variety store next door for pickled fish. | love them
to this day and always have some in the fridge. But she had money for them while | didn't have an
allowance. And so | said to the lady at the store, 'Mrs. Liebscherova, could you please sell me a half
a roll and put some of those pickled onions on it? And how much would it cost?' She said, 'Well, 10
halers for half of that roll, and for 10 halers I'll put those onions on it." And by 20 haler increments |
gradually built up a five-crown debt.

It came out into the open completely unexpectedly one day, it was my aunt that found out about it.
| was used to giving my aunt a kiss when | returned home. And my aunt smelled something and
asked, 'What did you eat?' So | confessed. She almost fainted and immediately went to pay my
debt. And from that time on | used to get three crowns a week, which wasn't a lot, but it was more
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than enough for those pickled fish of mine. But | don't think that | was ever so extravagant as to
buy a whole roll with a whole fish.

The town of Dubi was divided up into two parts, Upper and Lower. Lower Dubi was more industrial,
and in Upper Dubi private villas surrounded the local sanatorium. Upper Dubi and Lower Dubi are
connected by a road that leads to the German border. When they were married my parents bought
a villa across from the sanatorium, and the factory was located in Lower Dubi, where my father
walked every day for half an hour to the office. When it was raining too hard, he took the streetcar
one stop, but then had to walk a ways more. We didn't have a car.

We lived on the middle floor of our villa. Below us lived in-laws of one of my brother's sisters, and
the apartment above us was rented to some family of teachers. Our apartment had a terrace,
where we usually ate in the summer. There was a large chestnut tree in the garden, whose
branches reached up to the terrace. We looked out into greenery on all sides. At home we
employed a cook, who also sometimes took me out in a baby carriage. But otherwise my mother
brought me up, though my sister had had a nanny. On top of that we had one or two household
helpers.

The apartment was made up of large rooms, we had a den, which was actually a library, where my
father also had his collection of old clocks, of which three have remained in my possession. Further
there was a relatively large dining room and living room, then a bedroom, washroom and kitchen
with a larder. In my parents' bedroom | remember there being a large wardrobe and a bureau
made of light-colored polished wood. | remember being fascinated by the quantity of drawers in
that bureau. One had ties in it, another handkerchiefs, another socks. Back then it seemed like in a
store to me.

As very small children my sister and | had our room downstairs with our relatives, who however
had two sons, so when we were big enough, my parents thought it better to move us to a room up
on the third floor, beside the teachers, that is when their daughters got married and left home, and
the room was then free. | remained in it, alone, when my mother and sister moved to Teplice in
1929.

At home we had running water and electricity. We had a telephone at home as far back as | can
remember, | recall that already as a little girl | liked talking on the phone. It was mounted securely
on the wall, and | had to bring a chair and climb up on it to be able to use it. We had parquet floors;
in the dining room, which was this fancy room, there was textile wallpaper, like in some palace. The
other rooms were painted white.

We heated with a ceramic tile stove, which was made in one of my grandfather's three factories.
My father had them rebuilt, and installed a slow-burning stove. It had the advantage that in the
morning it was still warm and you could stoke it again. In the kitchen the cook cooked on a normal
stove. It was already the time of the Great Depression when Auntie came to live with us, at that
time we had only a maid, with whom my aunt was however fairly friendly with, and they more or
less took turns cooking.

The Great Depression was truly an awful period. | remember the huge nhumbers of unemployed,
and | remember how twice a week some of my classmates would come over for lunch, so that they
would get a warm meal. On other days they went someplace else. It must have been horrible to
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wait like that until someone gave them something. My father's hair turned white overnight,
because they had to let people go and he felt responsible for them and couldn't help them. So life
during the First Republic 7 wasn't again as rosy as they say today. It had the potential to be ideal,
however the depression hit it quite hard, if only because it was an industrialized country.

The market where people bought vegetables was all the way over in Lower Dubi. Near our house
there was a variety store, where we used to go for flour, oil and butter, occasionally for bread. The
store was run by one of the few Czechs that lived in Upper Dubi. I liked going shopping there,
because | loved fresh bread. | never brought it home whole, on the way I'd nibble away at it. Each
evening a butcher would come to our place for our order and the next day he'd bring fresh meat.
We'd call the baker to tell him how much bread and rolls we'd want, and he'd then put it in cloth
bags and hang it on our gate latch. We drank tap water, which was very tasty and on festive
occasions we'd have wine with our meal.

We observed Jewish holidays as well as Czech holidays. We'd always celebrate things twice.
Though my father had a large factory, he had no car. But as a doctor, Uncle Viktor had a car, so
that he could pay calls on his patients in the region. So the way celebrations always took place was
that first my sister and | would be at the Hahns' and then they'd take us by car to Dubi, where we'd
continue.

Seder suppers took place in my Grandma Brumlova's and Uncle Josef's communal household. At
home we had matzot, which everyone liked to eat, except for me. We also made some sweet foods
from matzah meal, which | liked. For Chanukkah we lit candles in the menorah. To this day | make
the soup that we used to cook the evening before Yom Kippur. It was hearty, but easy to digest:

| boil one whole smaller chicken with root vegetables and a bit of Savoy cabbage and onion. To this
I add one or two cubes of chicken bullion. When the vegetables are tender and the meat separating
from the bones, | remove the onion, which serves only for flavor, cut the vegetables into pieces and
pick the meat from the bones. | also add dumplings to the soup, which | make from grated rolls
(bread crumbs) and during Passover from matzah meal. You have to add some fat to the dumplings
so that they're soft. The fat boils out of them and the dumplings remain nice and tender.

I make baba cake, which we'd have as our first food after fasting, today as well:

| use icing sugar, fat, which | combine with three yolks and the sugar, plus | add smooth flour, into
which | add some baking powder, then | stir in some milk, beaten egg whites and two or three
handfuls of raisins.

I remember it all as being serious and dignified. Fun belonged in between Christmas and the New
Year.

At Christmas we had a tree at home, but we didn't hang crosses or angels on it, but glass globes.
Instead of carols we sang neutral songs. We always did it in part because of our servants, who
always got some gifts underneath the tree. | liked Christmas, all the children had a tree, and so it
was natural for me to want one, too. We also had a smaller tree and gifts over at the Hahns'.

Our relatives, Hugo Freund and his family, who used the apartment downstairs, were from Trebic in
Moravia, and didn't stay with us for the entire year. They spent the time between Christmas and
New Year's at home in Trebic. They employed a Jewish maid, Hermina, who stayed alone with us
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for the Christmas holidays. Once she brought over a dog, which in that quiet and in the candlelight
began to growl. Back then my sister as a joke remarked ironically: 'Quiet, you Jewish dog, don't
interrupt a Christian celebration.'

All of my father's sisters lived in Prague, and all of my cousins from Prague used to spend
Christmas holidays at our place. In all there were 27 of us cousins of various ages, so there was
always a big commotion at our place. My father's two brothers also lived in Dubi, so together all
told we had three large apartments at our disposal.

On New Year's Eve we'd make punch, play cards and listen to the radio. At midnight, besides a
toast we'd also pour molten lead, and one of the cousins would always predict the future from it.
He also read our palms. And then my father would peel apples, he knew how to peel them so that
he'd make one long strip of peel. We'd then throw it at each other, and according to what letter or
shape it was similar to, we'd guess that person's suitor. During the Christmas holidays my sister
would stay with us in Dubi. The Hahns were on the order of 15 years younger than my father and
used to go skiing to the mountains. Uncle Viktor loved sports, my mother went along more just for
the ride. My father also liked sports, up until he got a hernia during gymnastics exercises.

| attended five grades of elementary school in Dubi, then another four grades of high school in
Teplice. In elementary school in Dubi, my cousin and | were the only two Jews. Before that it had
been my sister and my cousin Doris. Once every two weeks, Rabbi Herzl would come to Dubi, and
when the rest of the children were already at home, my cousin and | had a religion lesson with him.
However he wasn't only a rabbi, but also a music critic. He wrote concert and opera reviews in the
papers. And because all three of us liked music, the way it went was that for a little while we'd
devote ourselves to Judaism, and then he'd tell us about music. Sometimes he didn't even manage
it all, so our religious education was very spotty.

In high school in Teplice | had a lot more Jewish classmates. There were a lot of us born after World
War |, so that there were 35 of us students in the class. We had two classes in our year, in one
were Protestants, and in the other Jews with Catholics, where there were more Jews than Catholics.
Of the Catholics another couple of children came from mixed marriages and had either a Jewish
mother or father at home. | loved going there, it was this intellectual, pleasant time. | had decided
that | was going to study law. The high school was focused on the humanities. We had Latin every
day. History and geography was taught by a Jewish teacher, Mrs. Maiselova. She lived alone, and
committed suicide before she was scheduled to be transported to Terezin 8.

My sister, who as opposed to me graduated, had gone to the same high school before. Back then
my father told me, 'These are serious times, and you need a practical career, and if everything
ends well, you'll work with me in the factory.' Because my father wasn't at all a businessman at
heart, and saw one in me. And so | transferred to business academy in Teplice, so that I'd gain
practical knowledge.

At school | belonged among the best students. At business academy | was the only Jewess. In my
class there was this one German girl, who was also a very good student and had basically the same
grades as | did. Nevertheless, when someone got praise, she was usually the one to come first.
Already | could feel that something wasn't right. However, that unpleasant feeling stemmed mainly
from the fact that my classmates whispered to each other in front of me, and suddenly | was kind
of left out.
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| remember how on Mondays the boys would come to school all worn out, and | would say to
myself, what could it be from. Later | found out that on Fridays the Turners 9 drove them by car to
Germany, someplace by Dresden, where they trained them, maybe even taught them to shoot.
These boys then later went about yelling and shouting 'Sieg Heil.'

| never got to graduate, because the Germans arrived and occupied the border regions in 1938 10,
and at that time | was in only my third year of a four-year program. Afterwards | never got to some
comprehensive sort of education again. After the war | took English lessons and so on, but | never

actually finished my studies. | didn't even graduate from high school, because right after the war |

needed to start making money.

It's about five kilometers from Dubi to Teplice, today a bus goes there, back then it took me about
three quarters of an hour to get home from school in Teplice by streetcar. | managed to do my
homework on the streetcar, so when | then got home, | could devote myself to my pastimes. |
spent a lot of my free time in nature. There was a stream behind our house where | liked to play a
lot. | made boats from matchboxes and floated them down the stream. | didn't mind being alone at
all. I loved the forest, where | often went for walks, in winter on cross-country skis.

Back then we didn't buy skis for each generation, my sister and | had skis handed down from our
father and one of our uncles. Even our boots were from my mother's brothers, the twins. They had
ski pants and shirts sewn for us from some old uniform, it was dark blue. There where the boot
ended and the pants began, you'd wrap your leg with a piece of material about two meters long,
embroidered with a Nordic pattern, so that snow wouldn't get in your boots. And when there was a
lot of snow, we'd even ski to school. | loved walking in the fre