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England
On Thursday, Jan 19th 1939 I have arrived at the English port Harrige.

I boarded the train to London. At Victoria station I was awaited by Kurt Fliecshman, a childhood friend from Fuerth. A few years earlier his family immigrated to the London, where his parents opened a boarding-house.  

After spending a few idle days in London, I went to my cousin Hugo Drueler who lived in 203 Shipping hous daee, in the "city of steel" – Sheffield, Yorkshare.  
Hugo left Germany as early as 1934, and after redoing his medical training in England, he began practicing medicine in Sheffield. Sheffield was an industrial city of 700,000 inhabitants, amongst them some 3000 Jews. There were 2 synagogues in the city: one was "modern" where some of the members did not observe the Shabbat, and the other was the "campoline"
, belonging to the orthodox community, and lead by Rabbi Shlomo Fisch.
     
Sheffield lacked a Jewish school. Even the Rabbi's children attended a general school, before going on to university. Nevertheless, kosher food was available for the purchase. 
Fortunately, there were no German refugees in Sheffield, and within 6 weeks I acquired the English language. In contrast, my friends in London, which had a considerable population of German refugees, did not have a close relationship with the locals, and as a result they kept speaking German.  
By that time, Hugo was no longer religious. I think that his process of abandoning religion began in his adolescence, being a member of the youth movement "Blau-Wiess" (Blue and White). The members of this movement considered themselves to be intelligent and enlightened, and believed in world equality and similar ideologies. In England he married a local girl who was completely oblivious about Jewish law, and obviously they did not keep a kosher kitchen. The only thing I ate by them was glass bowl of cornflakes and milk. I used to eat lunch by Rabbi Fisch's wife. 

With many efforts, and with the assistance of an organization dedicated to helping German refugees, as well as the assistance of Mr. Brown – a friend from Sheffield, I was able to receive a work permit, which specifically allowed me to be employed as an apprentice at the Pickford garage of Sheffield.  The garage handled the luxury cars, such as Rolls Royce and Daimler, of the town's richest residents. My weekly salary amounted to 10 Schillings which was one half of a Pound. This sum was only enough to cover the cost of my lunches by the Fisch family. I would not be able to survive without my cousin's help.

I started my job on a Monday. It is important to understand that Sheffield resides in the Yorkshire county, where the old dialect of English used, is hardly understood even by an average English man. It is the same dialect that was used in the English translation of the bible – "you" is "thou" and so on. When I first arrived at the garage I was not even fluent in regular spoken English, and I was unable to understand one word that was spoken there. On the first day, when the foreman asked me to remove a wheel, and realized I don't understand, he took my hands, placed them on the rim, and moved it back and forth as if saying "remove the wheel" , and angrily muttered "bloody Jew!". He was annoyed he was to work with a Jew. At that moment I realized, that even though I was able to flee the German anti-Semitism to free England, anti-Semitism is everywhere.
On Friday I informed them, that the next day  (the day of Shabbat) I will be unable to attend work. It goes without saying that the garage manager did not like this announcement, and was going to terminate my employment. But I offered him a suggestion he liked allot. The garage was a very large one, with some 40 workers, and during the week it became very dirty. My offer was that in return to a day off on Saturday, I will come on Sundays to the garage, and have it cleaned up. Not only that my offer was accepted, but after he has seen the sparkling clean garage on Monday morning, I was also allowed, as a bonus, to sell fuel on Sunday afternoons at the garage's gas station. The tips I received on selling the gas has sometimes amounted to half a week's pay.
Thru this job, I have come to learn mechanics in general, and the English names of car parts in particular: Gear Box, Clutch, Breaks, Plugs, etc. I have learnt to dismantle a whole car, and then reassemble it.

I arrived to work every morning at 07:30, riding a pair of old bikes I bought in Sheffield. One morning, as I was about to leave to work, I noticed that the roads were covered with a yard high of snow. I took out the ski equipment I have brought with me from Germany, and went to work. I skied the whole way. The neighbours, seeing me from their windows were amazed. In Sheffield no one had such equipment. When I arrived to work I found the garage gates locked, so I left a note saying I arrived to work as was planning to work today as usual. Of course, all laughed at me. 

I have spent Pesach 1939 by the Fleischmans in London, since it was all but impossible to keep Pesach-Kosher by Hugo. I paid for the hospitality with 2.5 Pounds I saved from my work at the garage, and for the train trip I used tickets I bought in Germany.

During the holiday I went to visit friends attending a Yeshiva in Liverpool. The head of this Yeshiva was Mrs. Fisch's father.

Uncle Imanuel and Aunt Paula, Hugo's parents, were able to make it to England before the war broke, in summer 1939. They rented a flat in Sheffield, and I moved in with them, just like I have done in Munich. Of course, this made observing the laws of the Torah, and keeping Kosher much easier for me.

After WW2 broke, on Sep 3rd 1939, all German subjects in England were brought before a judicial institute – a Tribunal – to asses the risk they pose to England. They were divided into three groups. Group A were the most dangerous, mostly German Nazis, were arrested immediately after war began. Those tagged "B" were restricted to their places of residence, and the "C" group enjoyed no restrictions on their movements, but had to report to the local police if they were away from their permanent residence for more then 2 weeks.

Most Jewish German citizens were classified a "B"s, and were restricted to the London area. My Sheffield friend, Mr Brown
  testified on my behalf in front of the Tribunal, that I pose no risk to the British nation, and so I was classified as "C".
As war began, a strict black out policy was maintained in the nights, to prevent German bombers from identifying urban and industrial concentrations. Since it was not possible to turn on the lights in the synagogue without the light shining thru the windows, the Rabbis instructed to begin the 1939 Yom Kippur prayers in day light, and finish them before dark falls. Also the payers of Yom Kippur day ended before the night, to allow the worshipers to get home safely. 

For Sukkot I have built over the Sukkah a roof that would rise and descent by a pulley, the same kind we had in Germany. We would lower the roof when it would rain, and pull it up when the weather cleared, so everything remained dry. Despite the rainy English climate, this "patent" was not heard of in England, and the entire community came to see the rising asbestos roof I installed, which cost me 7.5 Shilling. 

Although I was not very happy with my job at the garage, I was very saddened when the owners were ordered by the authorities in the beginning of 1940 to terminate my employment. The reasoning they supplied was that being a German subject, I am not permitted to work in a field with security issues.

Being jobless, I utilized the knowledge I acquired before leaving Germany where I took a course in radio technologies. I offered my services in fixing radio receivers, building antennas and similar things, and I made a reasonable profit. 

As an extra source of income, I gave driving lessons. In England and in the US, anyone can give driving lessons, after purchasing an "L" sign and a teaching license. There is no need for a special "teaching car". Of course, I first had to get used to English way of driving on the left side… 

Eventually, after advertising in the local press, I got a job as a simple worker in factory of grass scissors, which was the exclusive provider of grass scissors to Australia.

From 1860 to 1940 they produced the exact same scissors, using the same methods. The only innovation was that the only steam machine in the factory, produced in 1860 in the German city Kassel, was connected to the electric grid.

There was an enormous gap between the German technology and industrial development to that of the British. I told the other workers that when leaving Britain 1000 years ago, Julius Caesar left this equipment behind for the English, as he himself found it useless. Of course, they did not like this kind of talk, but I honestly could not figure out why they keep using these medieval practices.

In my free time I attended Torah lessons by Rabbi Fisch. I also took some academic courses in English literature and history, more thorough studies of written and spoken English, and some issues that interested me such as economics and mechanics.
That is how I have spent my days until MAY 1940.
The Deportation to Australia
During May 1940 the situation in West European war front has worsen.

A month earlier, fascist Italy has joined the Nazis, and together they commenced a combined attack: Italy conquered Albania and took control over the Mediterranean  passage to North Africa, and Hitler conquered Greece Holland, Belgium and France, thus completing the acquisition of all Western Europe. England remained the only European country fighting Nazi Germany. Sweden, Spain, Switzerland and turkey maintained neutrality. 

The British held in france an army of 300000 soldiers in defence of Western Europe. When the Nazis conquered it all, the British concentrated all the soldiers in the Dunkirk port in France, and they were rescued with every naval vessel the British had at their disposal (including many small fishing vessels) within 24 hours. Despite  the German gains, Churchill, England's Prime Minister announced : " we shall fight on the beaches…we shall fight in the fields and in the streets….we shall never surrender".

The English government was concerned, that German speaking aliens residing in England will assist the advancing enemy. The first step taken was to revoke the working permits from all German subjects, of whom the vast majority were some 80000 Jews arriving in England before the war, with plans to continue and immigrate to the USA. Later they started arresting all the men of ages 16-60.

For "security reasons" my employment in the grass scissors factory was terminated, and I started preparing myself for the separation from my family in Sheffield. I packed a suitcase with all I was going to need, imcluding prayer books for regular days and holidays, Kinot for fast days, books of Jewish law and other small books. I also packed little tools, letter weights, alarm clock and similar things.

Indeed, at the end of May 1940 I was apprehended and sent to jail. Amongst the detainees there were German subjects who never visited Germany, nor did they speak German.
 
In the evening we were transported to a military camp. At night I have spread my linen on a straw mattress, wore my Pijamas and was about to go to sleep, when the guard advised me to sleep in my cloths if I did not want to freeze to death.

The next day we were transported to York,
  from there to Liverpool and from there we were shipped to the Isle of Man, a touristic Island between England and Ireland. The English surrounded the hotels with barbed wire, turning the island into a giant detention camp. I was there for only 10 days, but some remained there a long period of time.

The detention did not satisfy the British, and they decided to deport the German citizens from England so that they will not be there should the Germans invade the island successfully. They knew that most of the German Jews are trying to get to the US, so they explained that it would be easier to reach the US from Canada, and the journey there will be free of charge.  
A few of my friends from Munich, such as Heiny Wolf and Albert Schild, were arrested with me, and wanted to board the ship. To me it was clear that this is British deception because the American immigration laws prohibited European immigrants from entering the states from Canada, and I tried to explain to them that eventually, in order to get an American visa, they will have to return to Europe through the Atlantic ocean, which was swarming with Nazi submarines. Thousands of Jews boarded those ships. 
The second or third ship departing England,   the Arandora Star, was attacked by a German submarine, and sank at sea. Of the 2800 passengers only 600 survived.
The next ship to leave was not filled voluntarily, and the British announced that all unmarried men must board it. I had a certificate to go to Palestine, and was not interested to go to America. I planned to hide in the hotel's basement until the ship departs, and I asked a former teacher of mine, the late Dr. B Heineman to supply me food while I'm in hiding. I told him that if I evaded the Nazis, I will easily hide from the British.
Dr. heineman advised me not to hide, because it is impossible to foresee the future developments: Maybe Hitler will conquer England, and it will turn out that I have not used the opportunity G-D is giving me to leave England. He suggested I turn to the officer in charge, and tell him that I don’t want to board the ship because my destination is Palestine, and Canada is out of the way. I took this advice, and spoke to one of the camp's Majors. The major said that the best way to get to Palestine is through Canada…. I asked him if he had any idea where Palestine is, and he replied that he doesn’t care and that I must board the ship. Eventually I found my self on the ship to Canada, without interrupting with whatever divine plans were prepared for me.
The ship we were to board, The Dunera, departed from Liverpool. We were taken on a small boat from Isle of Man to Liverpool, and we were appalled by the seen of hundreds of Jews arriving by trains from all over Britain, designated to board one small wretched ship. One of the Jews held a passport with a Visa to Argentina, a very rare document those days, and begged the officer in broken English to be allowed to stay on land. The officer tore his passport to pieces and forced the poor man to board the ship. This poor Jew jumped off the boat the day his visa expired.

The "soldiers" guarding us were British convicts released from jail.  Regular soldiers would never agree to join this journey. Upon entering the ship the soldiers performed a physical check up to make sure we are not carrying weapons. During this examination the soldiers confiscated our watches
  and anything else they would find in the pockets – wallets, money, pens and even handkerchiefs – and through everything on a big pile. Standing in line I have seen all this, so I took everything I had in my pocket, money, tools, a comb etc. and tied them all in my handkerchief on which I wrote my name and details. I hid my Tefilin beneath my clothes, and I put my watch on my leg, and covered it with my sock. I threw the package on the top of the pile, and after I passed the guards I turned around and took it back…. This way I remained with my possessions, and was the only one on the ship with a hand watch. I set the time to GMT so that I can calculate our position in relation to Britain. When we entered the ship I opened one of the ventilation openings with a pocket screw driver of mine, and I hid my things.

Although we were told that each of us is allowed to carry with him a suitcase of 30kg, the suitcases too were confiscated upon boarding.  The guards stole from them whatever they wanted, and the rest was thrown over board, or dumped in a pile on the top deck. Pairs of Tefilin, holiday prayer books and other holy books were desecrated and scattered all over the deck. Later I have found some of my books in these piles.

On July 10th 1940 we departed to sea.

The conditions on the ship were terrible. 2600 people, including 2000 Jews, were squeezed into the holds of the ship in faint electric light and surrounded by barbed wire.

Inside the holds there were 2 compartments – front and back. Most of the people placed themselves in the front, and only about 700, me included, in the back. This group consisted of 400 Italians and 200 Germans POWs (survivors of the Arandora Star (
 and only 100 Jews of which only 10 of them were observant. Only later in the cruise I found out that in the front compartment there were about 200 religious Jews.
Despite the fact I was just 20 years old, I became the "leader" of the group of Jews in the back compartment, and took responsibly for all their issues. 
We slept in 3 "layers" – On the floor, on tables and on crowded hung hammocks, just like sardines. The passengers were sea sick, and would vomit on each other.  The stench was unbearable, and we allowed only one round daily on the deck for fresh air. The soldiers enjoyed breaking beer bottles on the deck, forcing us to take our daily walks barefoot on the shattered glass. The Jew, who threw himself of the boat, did it during one of these rounds. Also, the Italian survivors of the Arandora Star swore never to take their shoes and clothes off so if the ship sinks, they will at least die dressed. 60 days without changing their clothes and shoes even once did not help the stench in the boat.
Seeing all this, I decided to make every effort to stay as much as possible on deck. I approached one of the officers, and volunteered to clean the deck. He gave me a brush, and I began cleaning. Also, three times a day I would bring food from the kitchen to my group. The kitchen, of course, was not a Kosher one, but we were able to eat the bread, potatoes, eggs and when we would stop at a port also some fresh fruit and vegetables. Conditions were not good, but I can't say that we were starving. So, except for cleaning, I was up on deck 3-4 times a day,
and I avoided sea sickness.
The latrines were in terrible condition. The British installed a pipe in witch sea water was flowing constantly, and holes made to this pipe served as toilets. There were 10-15 of them but we were not allowed to use them between 6PM and 6AM. At these times barrels were positioned in the boat's holds as a substitute, but of course these were from enough and after a few hurls of the ship, those sleeping on the floor were very unlucky. .. 

Those sleeping on the tables would get their heads banged from the ship's movements, and would slip on each other. The passengers sleeping in the hammocks did not have that, but they suffered heavily from the rising heat.

The German POWs have guarded the toilets, allowing no one to stay in for more than two minutes. Any one remaining in the cell longer was "extracted", even if he was suffering from diarrhea. It was awful, but when 700 men are gathering around the toilet at 6aM, it was the only solution.

Once on the deck, I noticed a fast trail of water heading towards the ship. It was a torpedo a German submarine directed at us.

Fortunately, the captain noticed this torpedo, and immediately ordered a 90 degree turn, and the torpedo passed along the ship, without penetrating it. Another torpedo was shot, but miraculously at the exact same instance the ship was lifted by an enormous wave, allowing the torpedo to pass beneath! After disembarking in Australia I have seen that although the torpedo did not penetrate the ship, It did damage the exterior, creating a large dent.  Surprisingly, no more torpedo were fired upon us.

40 years later, I stumbled upon a captain's log of a Nazi submarine, the type the Irish see was crawling with during the war. The log says that once while attacking a British ship, he noticed some items floating in the water. He ordered his crew to check these items, and they identified German written books. He assumed the ship is carrying German POWs, and ordered his ship to cease fire. These books were most probably the same books the guards plundered from us when we entered the boat. 
For the first few days of trip the sun was constantly on our right, since we were travelling west – towards America. One day I noticed the sun on our left, which means the ship turned and we are now going east. Another sign was my wrist watch. During the first days the boat's clock was opening a gap with my watch which was set to GMT. That day I realized the gap is closing, hence, we are returning east towards Europe. I went down back to the holds, and told my group we are not going to Canada. They didn’t believe me, but one Jew, who used to be the deputy cantor in Munich, told me that even before boarding he heard that we might be going to Australia instead.

I did not know what the source of his information was, but apparently the British promised the Canadian government that the shipment will be of German POWs. Once the Canadians realized that the shipment consists mostly of poor refugees, they declined the ship, so the British decided to try their luck in Australia, and ordered the boat to turn south.

To the Jews looking forward to getting united with their families in America, this information was unbearable, but to me there was know difference between Australia and Canada, so this did not affect my mood. 

Before leaving Isle of Man, we notified our relatives and friends that we are heading to Canada, and we have sent them the address of the camp we were supposed to be staying at. I informed Hugo Druler in Sheffield, and he has sent a postcard to that address. 6 months later the postcard returned with the writing: "Not in Canada, probably lost in sea"…. Hugo was not worried because by then he already received word that I am in Australia. 

Since our original destination was Canada, the ship was supplied with drinking water enough for only 8-10 days. After changing course, the trip was to last 60 days, so it was necessary to stop for drinking water.

We tried to enter the Brazilian port Pernambuko  
 , but Brazil was a Neutral country, and did not allow a ship carrying POWs to anchor. Running out of options the Dunera sailed east towards the English colonies of West Africa, and so we reached Freetown in West Africa. Unfortunately, the Freetown port was full with French warships being restored after the great battle between Nazi occupied France and De-Gaul's free France. We continued to Ivory Coast's Takordi port
 , where the ship was supplied with 500 cubic meters of water, thru a thin garden hose. It took 3-4 days to transfer the water to the boat, and in the mean time we were going crazy from extreme equatorial temperatures in the closed ship. The heat was so bad, that some of the prisoners have cut their long pants. They did not realize that soon we will arrive at the Southern Hemisphere, where it is winter at this time of the year…..
From there we sailed to South Africa, and anchored in Cape Town. I volunteered to assist with loading the ship with fresh supplies, so that I can get a chance to set foot on solid ground for a short while, and to try and hear something about current events.

One day one of Jews died of a cardiac arrest.  Leaving his body on board would have caused contamination and disease, so we had to conduct a funeral at sea. The body was enclosed in a body bag, and was put on a wooden board which was spread with a bit of soap. Members of the Chevra Kadisha, myself included, chanted the customary prayers. Then the ship's horn blew, the wooden board was raised so the body will fall into sea, and simultaneously the ship made a sharp turn to prevent the body from hitting the propeller. This was very sudden and I was prepared, so I myself almost fell overboard… luckily I was able to grab the barrier of the ship.

We sailed another 29 days without seeing dry land, and by the end of August we entered the harbour of the capital of West Australia
 -  Fremantle
 , A week later we arrived at Melbourne, Victoria's capital city, and from there to Sydney, the capital of New South Wales. 

The non Jewish German and Italians received the protection of the Swiss counsel to Australia.  He made sure they would be sent to Australia's mountain area for the hot summer,
  and they got off the boat in Melbourne
. After 58 days of terrible crowdedness we were somewhat relieved. 

2 Jews, one young and the other about 40 years old, were fighting over a "good" place that became vacant. Unintentionally the younger hit the older one, who by chance was a famous boxer from Hamburg, and killed him instantly. I approached the captain and said that since this happened outside Australia's territorial water
, the captain is the sovereign power, and has the authority to judge the youngster without reporting to the Australian authorities. I explained that if he were to enter Australia in order to bring this case to the local courts, the ship will be delayed for an unknown period of time. Two people and me testified that this was a clear accident with no homicidal intentions, and the captain closed the case. This was very lucky for that young man who could have found himself spending most of his life in an Australian prison. This case too called for a funeral at sea. Luckily the entire sale ended with only 2 deaths, if not counting the Jew who committed suicide by jumping into the sea.
The book "The Dunera Affair" brings an account by an Australian officer visiting the boat on behalf of the army, when we anchored at Fremantle. And so he wrote:

"איזו נסיעה בלתי אפשרית הייתה לאנשים האלה. חודשיים על המים ושתי טורפדות ירו עליהם בים האירי, שאמנם הן לא התפוצצו. הקצינים והחיילים הבריטים קיבלו רק שעתיים מראש הודעה להגיע לאנייה ואפילו נשותיהם לא ידעו היכן הם.
האנשים חיו בצפיפות יתר מעבר לדמיון. הם היו בתוך האנייה ורק כרבע שעה הייתה להם אפשרות להיות באוויר על הסיפון של האנייה כשגדר תיל הפריד בין המעקה של האנייה וביניהם. כמעט לא היו להם בגדים. אמנם את כל התחתונים שמים מדי פעם בכביסה חמה, אבל אף אחד לא קיבל את הבגדים שלו בחזרה, אז כולם הלכו עם בגדים שלא שלהם. היו כשלושת אלפים איש על האנייה, וסך כל המזוודות שהאנשים הורשו להביא היו לא יותר מעשרים טונות. בתוך המזוודות היה אפילו אוכל ופֵרות שהתקלקלו במשך הזמן, ואת התנאים באולמות של האנייה אי אפשר לתאר. האנייה הייתה במצב גרוע ביותר, המכונות התקלקלו פעמיים בדרך ומתחת לאנייה היו גידולי מי-ירק באורך של מטר. היה צורך לתקן את האנייה בסידני.
המצב האדמיניסטרטיבי היה  כזה: כל העצורים נזרקו על האנייה בלי שום ניירות ושלחו אותם לאוסטרליה בלי שום מחשבה על מסמכים אישיים כלשהם. את המצב קשה לתאר, לו ראית את המסכנים האלה, אחרי גדר תיל, אחרי חודשיים על הים במזג אויר גרוע, כמעט כל הדרך, היית חושב איך בכלל הגיעו לאוסטרליה חיים. היו רק שני מקרי מוות והתאבדות אחת. זה משהו מיוחד שהיו כל כך מעט אסונות".  

The Australian Camp
On September 6th 1940, a few hours before the commencing of SHABBAT, the Dunera entered the port of Sydney in NSW.
The Australians were expecting dangerous POWs, and position in the area a regiment of tanks to secure the parameter. To their surprise, from the ship disembarked a group of poor refugees covered with rags 
. 
A soldier tried to comfort me for arriving to Australia as a prisoner, and told me that his father was deported from England with many other criminals who were sent to colonize Australia, and arrived handcuffed
. 

We boarded a train and travelled towards central Australia for 18 hours. We got off at the train's final station, and found are selves in a small town named Hay – a remote place at the end of the world. Trains came there 3 times a week. Except for the town we could not see a building in the entire area. 
The whole area was a boiling hot desert. No rain fell there in 22 months prior to our arrival, and forest fires were raging everywhere. The local river, the Murrambidgy, was almost dry
. 
From time to time there were giant sand storms which covered us with 3 cm thick layers of sand. The sand would penetrate everywhere, and embittered our lives. To protect myself I would spread my rubber coat over my blanket, and when the storm was over, I would shake it clean. 

We arrived at a bran new military camp, which was being built during our journey from England. We fount 48 huts, built on 0.5 meter high polls. Each hut was built to serve 24 people. Except for double beds in the middle of the hut, they were completely empty. Everything was new, including the two kitchens and all in them. Each kitchen was designed to serve 500 men. A small structure, 2 meters high served as a shower. Hot water would come out of punctured milk jugs which were taken up to the roof manually.  

An inspection was performed every morning, to make sure no one escaped. This inspection was absolutely unnecessary because no one even considered leaving the camp to the abandoned desert. The closest town , other than Hay, was 200 km away
 , and any escapee would have been instantly caught or die in the desert.
On our first day in the camp, each hut received three loafs of bread. We told the camp's commander that this is unacceptable, and if we don’t get more bread we will start a hunger strike and riot. The commander opened the storage rooms and showed us there is no bread left. He said the bread comes only 3 times a week, but we will be getting so much food, we will not need bread. England, which was under siege, suffered a lack of food products, and we assumed that Australia suffers the same. The truth was that Australia was a main supplier of goods to the English army, and food is abundant. Indeed, during our entire stay we got excellent supplies of food, clothes and cigarettes. 
The religious Conditions in the Camp
Upon arriving at the camp, some of the religious Jews entered one of the two new kitchens and declared it to be a kosher kitchen. The 250 religious Jews came of course, and another 250 Jews, who wanted kosher food, or simply didn’t care, joined them.
Rapidly it became apparent, that the religious Jews were the strongest group in the camp.  The common concern about the religious issues, such as KASHRUT and SHABBAT, overcame the political differences between them, turning them into a united group. 
The region grew many sheep, and amongst us there was a ceremonial slaughterer. The camp's commander has categorized the slaughtering knife as a weapon, so the knife was held by him. Before the slaughter, the slaughterer would get the knife, and verify the integrity of the stamp. Every sheep with questionable KASHRUT or of lower quality was rejected by the slaughterer as TREIF, so we were eating meat of the highest quality in both KASHRUT and taste.

In our possession were books and other ritual articles we saved from the pile that was thrown on the Dunera's deck. One of us brought a SHOFAR, and a YESHIVA student from Liverpool had with him a TORA scroll.  

After we made contact with the Orthodox Jewish community of Melbourne, we were sent more ritual articles.

Since the holiday season was approaching, we asked the camp commander to delay roofing the kitchen, which was about to be completed, and he gave us permission to cut branches from the trees in the adjacent forest and bring them to the camp with a wagon. We covered the entire kitchen with these branches, turning it into a giant SUKAH.

We were not able to get 4 MINIM for the holiday. The Melbourne community did send us a set, but after travelling thousands of kilometres it arrived too dry to use.

Before Passover the camp commander saw us cleaning the kitchen, and learned about the approaching holiday. On Passover eve he called on 10 men, and ordered them to take a wagon and cut branches from the forest trees. When the wagon returned he ordered the branches to be put ontop of the kitchen.  He assumed that the Jews celebrate every holiday with a SUKAH…
We did not have enough HAGADOT for Passover, so we copied it in handwriting – each of us copied a paragraph and this way we copied enough HAGADOT for every one.

Our stay in the southern hemisphere effected the holidays as well. The fast day of TISHA BE'AV ended at 4 PM and it was snowing, while that fast of ASARA BETEVET didn’t end before 10 at night. Our Chanukah candles melted in heat of the summer.

One day an order was given that a quarter of the camp – 250 men- were to be transferred to a different camp. We were told that a quarter of each hut will be transferred. 

To us, the religious Jews, it was very clear that the 60 of us will be a minority in the new camp, unable to observe the Jewish commandments; Hence, we objected the move. The secular Jews insisted that the transported prisoners must be elected based on principles of democracy and equality. Realizing the standstill, we came up with a different idea. We purposed that ALL the transported men will be the entire 250 religious Jews of the camp, allowing us to preserve our way of life in the new camp.

Ironically, all the other 750 Jews objected this proposal.  They claimed that we found out the conditions in the other location are better, and insisted on maintaining their position. For some unknown reason the order was cancelled, and eventually the entire camp was transported for the winter season to the snowy mountains after spending the summer in the blazing hot desert.    

The Camp's Conduct
To create some normal life framework at the camp, we had to pick a representative committee to run the camp's inner day to day life, and represent us when dealing with the Australian army, which was responsible for the camp.

The representation was made up from representatives from each hut. The camp's population varied in political conviction, just like today – ranging from the Ultra orthodox to Communists. By the time we arrived at the camp, people were already roughly organized by their political views, and the huts were more or less politically homogenous. Each hit voted a hut leader and a deputy. They represented their hut in the camp's council, which, in fact, was a parliament with 96 members. The strongest party was the party representing the religious Jews, holding a quarter of the seats in the "parliament". Other parties held 10-15% of the seats. I was chosen to be a representative of my hut. 

All the camp's activities were run democratically. The "parliament" chose an acting committee, which was like a government, counting 10 "ministers". The chairman of the committee was a representative of the largest party, the orthodox party, named Lisauer, an international wool trader from Hamburg. Mr. Lisauer was about 50 years old, intelligent, rich and very experienced.

Each "minister" assumed responsibility for a specific area, for example "foreign activities" – responsible for the interaction with the camp's authorities, social assistance, education, health, economy, religion etc.

After putting in place a mode of operation, we started creating labour and education frameworks for the camp's population. Imprisoned in the camp were professionals from any imaginable field, some of them internationally renowned. 

There were specialists and teachers for everything – Doctors, Lawyers, social workers, Professors of mathematics and other academic fields, and even a professor of Chinese.  Also, there were many Rabbis and Tora scholars. 

With the help of these professionals we established a high school, and a university in the camp. One could be educated for high school diplomas, or for academic degrees at the hands of some of the best professors from Cambridge and Oxford. The British Education Council has sent supervisors to conduct tests in the camp, and the grades and degrees were recognized thru out the empire.

We also established a YESHIVA, and amongst the teachers was Rabbi Ernst Ehrentroeu, The chief Rabbi of the orthodox community in Munich. 

But schooling was not enough, and we had to create employment for the camp dwellers. We formed an idea to pay a salary for labour for the benefit of the public. 

In practice, almost the entire population contributed to the camp, either as teachers, professionals, cleaning workers
, kitchen cooks and so on. The salaries were the same for every one: the professor received the same salary as the toilet cleaner.

We decided to establish a cantina in the camp, but in order to buy the first supply of goods, and to pay salaries we needed a financial source. One of the richest in the camp has sent an order to his firm in England to deposit 10,000 pound sterling (~1,000,000 USD in today's terms), to the camp's bank account in Australia as a loan, and so we were able to get the system moving. At first the salaries were very low – one weekly schilling. As the camp's economy developed, the salaries grew thanks to cantina satisfying the prisoners' needs. The prisoners would spend their salaries in the cantina, and the profits became a main source of public income, and the salaries grew accordingly.  
In order to make an economy that works, we had to overcome another problem. Not only was it almost impossible to bring cash to the remote camp, it was also forbidden to use paper money. Only coins were permitted by the army, to prevent people from fleeing the camp (as if any of us even considered escaping in that barren land…) 

The bookkeepers amongst us solved the problem in an amazing manner. They've established an internal bank, which issued currency against the money the prisoners had deposited in the Australian bank. The bank's management would transfer money from the public account In the Australian bank to the personal account of the individual who received a salary or deposited "camp money" to his account in the camp's bank. 

One Jew in the camp was the artist painting the camp's paper currency. He painted three notes: the red was 1 Schilling, the blue – 2 Schillings, and the green note represented 5 Schillings. Each note carried a logo saying "We are here because we are here", and was decorated with barbed wire all around.   Of course, these notes were of no value beyond the camp's boundaries. 

The manager of the largest chain of department stores in Germany was appointed manager of the cantina.  

We discovered a civilian airplane passing above us daily at 11:00 AM, and arranged for it to drop us newspapers we ordered in Sydney. Everyone ordered a newspaper to fit his views, and every day at 11:00 we were updated on world events. The Australian guards also enjoyed those newspapers.
The newspaper shipments allowed us to publish a daily local paper- Journalists in the camp adapted the information, and published in German or English updates from the fronts and from Palestine, as well as camp related messages and articles.

The managers of the cantina ordered goods that were advertised in the newspapers we received by sendind orders to the published addresses.

After our connections to the outer world improved, the directors of our bank began investing in the Australian stock exchange, and our trade volume grew steadily. One of them gave people stock market advice, which proved its elf excellent. 
Together with the increase of money, and the growing of salaries, the demand grew accordingly, and so did the money circulation.

Soon, the entire camp were equipped with proper clothing, including fine clothes for SHABBAT. The Australians could not understand how the prisoners could stand at prayer in the synagogue on Saturday, all wearing white shirts. 

Later on we purchased medical equipment, and established a hospital and a Clinique, employing international specialists, all of them of course, were camp prisoners…

We ordered dentist equipment, with a treatment chair and a leg powered drill, because modern electric drills were unavailable in the Australian market during the war. Three dentists worked in this practice, receiving the same salary as everyone else. I myself had two fillings done, and after I came to Palestine my dentist asked me who gave me these fillings, because they were of exceptionally high quality. 

Our cultural life started blooming too. Some of the camp's residents, amongst them Jewish musicians from the Berlin Philharmonic, started the first philharmonic orchestra in Australia. The musical instruments were ordered in Sydney, and came by train. A theatre was also opened, featuring some of Berlin's Jewish actors who were now in our camp. We also had football teams, competing in a league.

Residents of the adjacent area began to use the medical services and culture shows, and payments were added to the camp's account. Our infirmary was servicing the entire region, a "our neighbours" living in farms of to 200km away would visit us with their private airplanes. 

Visitors from outside the camp were excited by our local currency, and would buy the notes against their full quoted value. Eventually we were instructed by the Australian 

Treasurer to stop printing the currency, as it could endanger the Australian Dollar. 

 We decided to establish a fund for social help, to assist the prisoners that were unable to work – sick, elderly, and other special cases. – and their economic situation was so bad they weren't even able to telegraph their families. A certain percentage of the camp's profits were given to the fund, and there was a committee to confirm eligibility to receive the fund's assistance.

I too worked at the camp. I taught shorthand typing, which I learned in England, worked as usher, and even was tested for a high school diploma. Additionally, I typed the letters of 27 year old man – a lazy son of a multi-millionaire – who asked me to type his letters on a typing machine he ordered from Sydney. 

After being released from the camp, 8 months later, I received may share of the camp's stock – 30 Pounds Sterling
.  I was given a bankers check which I was able to cash at the Barclays bank branch of the Haifa port
.  
Life in the Australian camp were far from simple. We had to handle climate difficulties – heat, cold and sandstorms, as well as mental difficulties arising from the uncertainties during war. We lived in the most remote place from European civilization, uncertain of the fate of our dear ones, remaining in Nazi Germany. We suffered all this behind barbed wires, disconnected from the outer world. Nonetheless, I enjoyed the time in Australia.  

Over the years I have learnt that it is impossible to foresee what will be most beneficial for one during his life course, and my year in Australia is a great example of that. In the Australian camp I acquired, in real life conditions, my basic knowledge in management and development of civil service systems in a democratic manner.  
Some years later, I was a participant in design of the governmental system that was established in the state of Israel. These system were not fundamentally different from the public life in the camp, only more enhanced and sophisticated. The conflicts and struggles in the camp's council, were principally very similar to those in Israel's Knesset: Should a Professor get the same salary as a Talmud teacher? What time should the work day end on Friday? True, in the camp we lacked the media, but we still had our share of gossipmongers and trouble makers…… 
During my career in Israel, I used stories from the camp, while solving complicated negotiations, and they always helped to clarify the picture to myself and others.           

.
The Trip tp Palestine
Although life in the camp was full and eventful, we were constantly trying to get released.
At one point, the camp's authorities got orders from England to release any one who had an immigration certificate to Palestine. A I mentioned, I was in possession of such a certificate since before we left Isle of Man. 

Three of the other inmates held such immigration certificates: Jacob Breuer
, Mr. Sternfeld, Whose parents lived in Tel aviv, and a secular Jew, who received a certificate thru Kibutz Ein Gev. 
But, although the way to freedom was open to us, the situation was not at all simple. During the year we have spent at the end of the world, many developments accrued in the world war: Russia joined the allies fighting the Nazis, Hitler's armies, lead by field marshal Rommel conquered North Africa, reached El Alamein, and threatened to invade Palestine. We did not know if it would be wise to get close to Nazi threatened Palestine. 

One of the certificate bearers considered going to Palestine is too much of a risk, and decided to remain in the camp. The other two and me decided to go when possible. We assumed that the trip will take at least two months, in which we can re-evaluate the developments in the Middle Eastern front. If the situation worsens, The British will not allow us to continue to Palestine. In any case, we will not be at the end of the world….. 
Indeed, one day we were told that we can board a train leaving HAY on Saturday morning, and get on a boat leaving Sydney. We requested to board the train on Monday instead , but our request was denied. Rabbi Ehrentreu permitted the train journey on the holy day, provided a non Jew will carry our suitcases
.  I asked the soldier guarding me to carry my suitcase on the way to the train, because I am not allowed to carry on Saturday.  He agreed, but asked me to carry his rifle on the way….

I wrote to my mother in Fuerth that I am going  to Palestine, and she wrote so to Shmuel, who at the time was detained at the Westerburg concentration camp in Holland. I also wrote to some distant relatives of ours, the Yakov Kohen family in Jerusalem, announcing my expected arrival.

We said good-bye to our friends in the camp, and got on the train. 18 hours later we arrived at Sydney. When we arrived at the port we learned that the ship has already departed. We were held in a military camp in a small place near Sydney named Liverpool, where we awaited the next ship 
.That was Shavu'ot Eve 1941.
After a few days it was decided to return us to the camp near Hay. We were taken there on an army truck, only to find an empty camp. While we were away, all the inmates were transported to a camp called Tatura in the state of Victoria. On the day before TISHA BE'AV, 2 months after departing from our friends at the HAY camp, we returned to them in a different camp.  

 A while later we started our journey to Palestine again. This time we were joined by the third guy with a certificate, who earlier decided to stay. His decision was criticized by the other prisoners for not taking the opportunity, and he has changed his mind.

We sailed out of Sydney on Aug 15th 1941, onboard an old French ship, carrying beer
  and cheese from Australia to Haifa.  
One day before YOM KIPUR, we entered the port of Aden in Yemen. The heat was awful, and even the sea water reach 40 degrees centigrade. We covered a corner of the boat for some shade to spend there the fast day. The sailors heard from us about the approaching fast, and did not believe it was possible in that heat. They positioned a guard to see if we will stand up to our word…. 
We stayed there for 5 days, while local workers filled the holds with 500 metric tons of coal, using 50 kg bags
, and this coal was the boats fuel. From Aden we continued to Suez in Egypt. 

At the Suez port the ship was mistakenly unloaded.  Instead of sending the cargo on a train heading to Palestine (It had the letters PR – Palestine Railway) standing right beside us, they insisted on reloading the boat, and we were delayed for more than a week. This took place in a time when the war effort required every available vessel
.

I asked for permission to leave the boat, and continue our way to Palestine on train, which would have took less then 12 hours, but my request was denied, and we were forced to spend SUKOT on the boat with no SUKA or ARBA'AT HAMINIM
. After the ship was reloaded, we left Suez, and arrived at HAIFA.

It was a Wednesday afternoon, October 22nd 1941, when we entered the port of Haifa. The port was utterly deserted, and there was no clerk available to process us. Hence, we were forced to spend one more night on the boat. 
We were released in the morning, not before paying a 3.5 Pound poll tax. We were told this is a free country, and we are free to go. We were the only 4 legal immigrants to Palestine in all of 1941. 

I now came to realize how right my teacher, Dr. Heineman, was, in the advice he gave at the camp in Isle of Man, not to avoid the trip to Canada, and let events take their own course. All God's deeds are for the best – If I would have stayed in England, There would have been no way for me to reach the land of Israel during the war, while the Mediterranean Sea is completely closed. It was only thru Australia and Africa, that I was able to substantiate my certificate to Palestine.        
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� In England I met a friend from Fuerth, who arrived with his family to London several years before the war. His parents had an export business, and in order to bypass the German ban on currency exportation, they requested their clients to withhold payment until they were in England. This way they had a substantial some waiting for them in England, and they were able to buy a big nice house in Golders Green.


I asked my friend where could I convert the two Dutch Gulden to local currency, and of all the bank branches in Golders Green and London, the only idea he could come up with was to convert my 2 guldens at The Bank of England. This bank was for centuries the biggest financial institution in the world. Before WW2 Britain was a global empire, controlling two thirds of the civilized world. All the global economic strategies were conceived and operated from this bank. Civilians , even millionaires, would not come to this bank. The bank's clientele were other central banks in the world, governments, etc. 


With the London underground, we arrived at the bank's main building, which resides in an old and impressive building in the heart of financial London. Guards in uniforms welcomed us with a bow, and asked us where are we headed. We answered that we are here to perform a foreign currency transaction, so they pointed us to the second floor, where the foreign currency department resides. On the second floor another guard ask us what foreign currency do we have. We told him we wanted to convert Dutch Guldens. The guard  showed us to the Dutch Gulden department. We entered a large and quiet hall. No one but us and the clerks was in the building. We approached a clerk behind old iron grates. In front of him was a yard long book, in which he carefully wrote every transaction. We said we wanted to convert Dutch Guldens into Pounds. The clerk  asked "How many Guldens are we talking about?".I wanted to burry myself in the ground, but my friend, who considered himself the king of India himself, was embarrassed at all. He looked the clerk in the eye, and said: "two". The clerk did not blink, and wrote in his book "conversion of to Dutch Gulden to English Schilling", and gave us a note saying "Please give these 2 Gentlemen the value of two Dutch Gulden". We went to the cashier. He to did not show anything on the outside, although I am sure he was bursting of laughter inside, and gave us 2 British Schillings, and we left the building. All the guards on the way bowed to us as if we have just ended a respectable business deal with the English government. We returned by subway, and the price of the two return ticket was exactly 2 Schillings…. That was the first and last time I have had direct business with the Bank of England. 


� This synagogue was ruined in the heavy bombings of Sheffield during the war.  


� Rabbi Fisch studied at Rbbi Shlomo Brauer's YESHIVA before WW1. His son, Harold Fisch, later became the rector of the Bar Ilan University.  


� In contrast to the orderly fashion in which the communities in Germany were managed, the community of Sheffield was an example of chaos. Rabbi Fisch did make a living from his job at the community, but his salary was never paid on time. I remember Mrs. Fisch sending her 15 year old son to the GABAI on a Friday afternoon to ask him to pay her husbands' salary so she can prepare for SHABBAT.


One Friday night I was dinning at their home, their 3 year old daughter was running around the table, and she fell.  Her hair got caught  in the even, and took a fire. In the seconds of hysteria that followed, I grabbed her, covered her head under my jacket, and the fire died immediately. This year I met a woman at Hadassa Ein Karem, who approached me and said: "Hello Mr. Hochster". I asked her who she was, and she replied: "69 years ago, you saved my life in Sheffield".    





� Mr. Brown was a scientist at the British Institute of Science, who taught me English in return for me teaching him German. Out of good will, he also paid me 2.5 Schillings per lesson.


In one of our conversations I told him about the flyover the Nazi Air Force held over Munich, in which more than 1500 airplanes participated, and I asked him what measures will the British take to protect their cities. He told me that around the big cities there are zeppelins, and in case of attack they will take up into the air nets that will prevent the entrance of battle planes. To me this sounded just funny. The real defence planned was very secretive, and no one knew of. It  was probably the first time radars were deployed, warning of coming attacks, their size and direction.   


� Some of them were non Jews, living in England for many years. One of them, an older man, was a senior industrialist in Solingen, Germany. He immigrated to England and established a successful factory in Sheffield; nevertheless he was arrested together with his brother. He produced eating sets, and folding scissors that were sold all over the empire, and made him very rich.  


� The Jews were deported from York many centuries earlier, never to return.


� I've seen  it happening, and tried to grab him by his clothes, but I failed, and only his TZITZIT remained in my hand.  


� The soldiers on the ship used to walk around with 20 wrist watched on each arm. If they felt it became to heavy, they would throw one or two of them over board.





� One of the survivors was an Orthodox Jew from Frankfurt, Martin Solzbacher, who arrived to England a few years before the war. He was extracted from the water after 6 hours, and was thrown to our ship as he was. He left behind in London a wife and 5 kids, a wasn’t even given the opportunity to let his family know that he survived. 


His story was typically Jewish: Despite the ban on exporting currency from Germany, Mr. Sozbacher found many ways to extract substantial sums, amongst other things, he brought gold coins to England, which he used to buy an expensive house in England. When war broke, the British police investigated how he was able to to do so well for himself in such a short time, and learned of the ways he brought his money with him. They concluded that a man that would so easily deceive his own country, will definitely be unfaithful to a foreign country, and classified him in group "A". He was held in custody since the beginning of the war, a single orthodox Jew among hundreds of non-Jews, unable to observe the laws of KASHRUT and SHABBAT. His entire group was put on the  Arandora Star, and he was one of the survivors.


He told me that when the ship was already leaning on her side, he shouted to one of the soldiers to abandon his post and save himself, but the soldier refused, saying he received no such orders, and went down with the ship….  


Solzbacher suffered much hardship, but he kept his high spirit and sense of humour nonetheless. He once said that despite the fact he appears to be alive, he is, in fact, dead. Why because our captain insisted that only Nazis survived the Arandora Star, and everyone else perished. Since he is absolutely sure he isn’t a NAZI, he must be dead. 


� While walking on the ship I found Dr. Rabbi Chanoch Ehrentroi of Munich.I also found there friends from Furth, amongst them was Ernst Rosenblum, who told me he knew I was on the boat because he found a KINOT book with my name on it.   


� After experiencing the British disorganization, one of the Germans told me it is now clear to him that the Jews are going to win the war. He explained that the Germans have detailed plans for every situation. If the English succeed in planting a spy on the German side, the British will know what to do, and win the war. In contrast, no German spy will never be able to unveil the English plans, simply because there are none!, or as Goethe, the famous German writer said: "Even G-D cannot win against stupidity". From all this he concluded that eventually the Jews (i.e. the British) will win the war.      





� Now: "Rasiv"


� Now in Gana


� Perth's Harbour


� The Commonwealth of Australia is made up of 6 states: West Australia, North Australia, South Australia, Victoria, New South Wales and Queensland. By the way – Each state built their railways in different widths so one could not travel all of Australia in one train, and one was to change trains when reaching the border of the state.


� They also received while staying in Australia an allowance of 5 Pounds monthly, which was a large sum back then.


� Martin Salzbacher was taken off the ship together with those Germans. I took some of the Kosher food I had, put it in an handkerchief, and wrote on it in Hebrew " For he will command his angels concerning you  to guard you in all your ways " and gave it to him. A few months later I met him again at the border of Victoria and NSW, with all his group, the Swiss Counsel's protégés. They were on their way to the camp where our group stayed during the summer, where the climate was better in the summer, while our group, refusing the Swiss counsel's assistance, was being transported to their camp in the snow covered mountains.


He told me that that morning an officer called him and informed him that his parents, brothers and sister were killed that night by a German bombing of London, the officer gave no information regarding his wife and children. I told him that I am sure they are alive, because if they would have been killed, the officer would not have spared him from this information. Eventually I learned that because he belonged to the "A" group – the most dangerous type of Germans in England, his wife and kids were sent to Isle Of Man, and they were thus saved from the London Bombings. Again we see that what might seem as a tragedy at first (He was classified as an enemy of the state) can turn out to be a good thing in the hands of G-D. Salzbacher returned to London during the war, and lived there since. 


� Actually, I'm pretty sure we were actually inside the Australian territorial waters, but that was my argument. 


� The salty sea water ruined all our clothes and belongings. Even the shoe soles were eaten by the corrosive water.


� In the first group sent to Australia, some 200 years ago, there were 9 Jews. In a famous letter they wrote to the King, they asked him to send a 10th Jew for a MINYAN 


� When rain began a few months later, the flow of the river was so strong, that even boats couldn’t cross it.


� The local Doctor had a plane to mobilize from place to place. He used it as an ambulance to transport the very sick to a "near" town.


� The toilets were cleaned by a rich spoiled boy, who trusten no one on this matter.


� This was a very respectable sum at the time. In Palestine for instance, one could have lived on this money for an entire year. 30 Pounds Sterling were equal to 30,000 mil. The mil itself was such an important coin, that people donating to charity would not give a mil, but a portioned cube of sugar….


� Later on, in Jerusalem, I was staying by the Yakov Kohen family, Uncle Felix's parents. I kept the money in my suitcase, unaware that in comparison to many Jews coming from Europe penniless, I am a man of means. I decided to deposit the money in a bank account I was going to open in the royal post bank. Before heading to the bank I took a shower, and put the money in my trousers on the chair. Mrs. Kohen was cleaning the house, and she moved the chair to the hallway. While I was in the shower a peddler arrived asking the Kohens if they have any old items to sell. Mr. Kohen was very happy with the opportunity to sell something, and went looking for a pair of old shoes. In the mean time the peddler put his hand in my trousers, found the money, and took it. Of course, he then lost interest in the old pair of shoes, and vanished. When I noticed what happened, I called the police promptly, but the policeman told me: "forget about it". Mr. Kohen was shocked when he heard of the amount of money stolen. Three months earlier he took a 5 Pound loan, because they had nothing more to eat, and now he had know idea how to return that loan. Despite his severe walking difficulties, he ran back and forth in Jerusalem's heat, trying to locate the thief, but to no avail


Luckily, while I was in Australia, I saved a few pounds, and deposited them in the British post bank. Before I left the camp I ordered my money to be transferred to my Australian bank account, but I have left 5 pounds in the British bank, in case I end up returning to England. Until this money arrived to Palestine, I took a loan against it, and so I has something to live on.      





� Jacob Breuer, son of Rabbi Raphael Breuer of ASCHAFFENBURG, came to Palestine before the war, and has gone to England study before receiving a Palestinian citizenship, so when the war begun he was still technically a German subject. 


� In the camp's workshop, I have built myself a wooden suitcase, to replace the one that was taken away from me on the Dunera.   


� We, of course, could not eat in the dinner room. We asked for a new pot, and innocently I filled it with a whole package of rice. The swelled and swelled, and wouldn’t stop boiling over.


� During the sail, the ship's crew broke into the ship's storage, opened some cases of beer, and became completely drunk. The ship stood still for 2 days. Luckily, the sea was as smooth as glass. 


� One night, a worker fell in to the coal storage, and was badly wounded. His shouting brought an officer to see what has happened. The officer pulled him out by his pants, using a rope, and after checking his condition using a flashlight he declared: "He is broken", and threw him to the sea.


� England lost that year 4 million tons of ships.


� In the mean time, we watched the British preparations for the great battle against Rommel. 83 boats arriving from England, unloaded tanks, cannons, ammunition and other weaponry. The English have lost all of it in one week of fighting. 


� The first thing we did in Haifa, was to find a barber – we haven’t had a haircut for 2 months. When the barber heard we are the immigrants reported in the news, he gave us a free haircut.
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