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Both my parents were born 
and raised, until 1939, in Vienna. 
Although they lived relatively 
close, their families did not 
know each other until my 
parents ultimately met in New 
York. 

My mother, Trudy, was only 
8 years old when her parents 

sent her to the United States, and she has no 
recollection of her time in Vienna. She suppressed 
all memories prior to life in New York. On the other 
hand, her sister, my aunt, who was 13 at the time, 
has a complete recollection of the events. 

My maternal grandfather was in the grain 
business. His enterprise was thriving and expanding 
at the time it was confiscated by the Germans. He 
was arrested shortly after the Anschluss in 1938. 
With the prospects of being jailed for a year, not 
to mention the political situation, he and my 
grandmother decided to send my mom and aunt 
elsewhere for safety. The options were either Israel 
or the United States. Given the presence of family 
in the U.S. but none in Israel, the choice was made. 
My aunt recalls the day my grandmother took them 
to the train station. While parting home wasn’t easy 
for my aunt, she was old enough to understand the 
need. When their train departed, my aunt cried 
her heart out but my mother was totally silent and 
just played with her doll. They wouldn’t see their 
parents for another 10 years.

My father’s history is well documented. He 
remembered vividly his childhood home and life. 
His father was a successful businessman owning 
a garment factory. The family lived in a nice 
apartment and lacked for nothing. Dad’s childhood, 
much like my aunt’s, was typical prior to the 
Anschluss. He went to school, had lots of friends, 
etc. Afterward, he recalls how he was no longer able 
to attend school and his former friends shunned 
him. Although his parents, like many others, 
apparently recognized the danger too late, my 
father was fortunate. His parents had the wisdom 
to send him to France for safety with the intent of 
rejoining him in the U.S. Unfortunately, his parents 
and his brother were unable to follow and perished 
in one of the camps.

My father, Arthur, ultimately boarded a 
kindertransport and arrived in New York. Within 
just a few weeks after his arrival, he became a Bar 
Mitzvah. While this is normally a joyous occasion, 
for him it was not a celebration. It was a bittersweet 
moment since he had no family or friends to 
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celebrate with him. He was completely alone and, 
worse, received no support from the community. 
Of remarkable note, his parshah was Lech Lecha. 
And so he did go forth, leading a very successful 
career and raising a wonderful family.

I was born in Glendale, CA, and raised in the 
conservative synagogue, Temple Ner Tamid in 
the San Fernando Valley where I became a Bar 
Mitzvah. I later became active in United Synagogue 

Youth, and enjoyed Camp Ramah in Ojai. While 
my parents were not particularly religious, they 
and my brothers, Danny, David and I did attend 
Shabbat services until we went off to college and 
were imbued with Jewish values. My parents had 
an extended family of friends, most of whom were 

also survivors.  
When my father was in his 60s, he decided 

to see if he could visit his childhood home. 
He contacted the then owners who were 
unwilling. Subsequently, while on a cruise, 
he met a Viennese couple who, after hearing 
my father’s story, said they would try and 
facilitate a connection and, indeed, a visit 
was ultimately arranged. 

Upon arriving to his childhood home, 
my parents quickly developed a close 
relationship with the present residents. 
Their daughter, Lilly, aged 10 at the 
time, was so fascinated by the history 

of my father that she wrote an article in a 
local newspaper. 
Subsequently, my 
father’s history 
became her passion. 
Lilly, now 25, a 
Fulbright scholar 
with master’s 
degrees in history 
and journalism, 
has done extensive 
r e s e a r c h .  S h e 
recently completed 
a book about his 
life and their 
r e l a t i o n s h i p , 
entitled “Arthur 
and Lilly.”  It  will 
initially be published 
in German and, 
hopefully later, in 
English.

I was named after my father’s closest friend, 
Aaron. Aaron had escaped from Germany. He 
loved to share with me how his German name had 
been “Adolph” and how lucky I was he had changed 
it! We celebrated all the holidays together with our 
extended Jewish family, but the highlight was always 
Pesach. I try to follow in my father’s footsteps but 
Seders are just not the same without him and his 
best friend, Aaron.

I was not engaged 
in Jewish life 
during my college 
years and did not 
join a synagogue 
again until after I 
was married and 
had two children. 
My wife, Leslie, 
and I joined Temple 
Beth David in 
Westminster more 
than 20 years ago, 
where both of our 
daughters, became 
B’not Mitzvah. I 

involved myself with the Temple Board for several years 
and ultimately served in the capacity of President. 

My “Jewish Long Beach” story began when 
Leslie and I joined the 1999 Federation trip to 
Israel. From my participation in this trip, my 
parents’ experiences, and my affiliation to Beth 
David, I understand how important it is to be a 
part of creating and sustaining a strong Jewish 
community.

After this initial trip, I became involved with 
our Israeli Partnership committee and attended 
some meetings in Israel. I went on to serve on 
the Federation Board from 2008 – 2014 and the 
Foundation Board from 2016 – 2018.  I am also active 
with Men’s Philanthropy and am currently the VP of 
Governance on the Jewish Long Beach Board.

Leslie and I are both members of the Jewish 
Long Beach Legacy Society, and I sincerely hope 
you will join me in supporting and sustaining our 
great Jewish tradition.


