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had struck back at the Nazis and their Holocaust.
Good!

Later, Lugjla, a 30-year-old psychiatrist from Ann
Arbor, regretted her action. How could she have been
s0 mean, so insensitive? She hadn't struck back at the
Nazs at all. She had merely startled a few of their sons
and daughters, already vulnerable, fragile people. Men
and women already tormented by their parents’
wretched pasts. Men and women so guilt-ndden they
had gathered — many traveling all the way from
Germany — to meet with her and with other children
of Holocaust survivors.

They were brought together for four days at the
Harvard Medical School in Boston by a Harvard
psychologist whose Jewish parents had survived the
Holocaust and a Cambridge, Mass., businesswoman
whose German father had been a Naz.

Twenty-two people — 11 children of survivors and
11 children of Nazis — sat in impersonal conference
rooms and shared with one another feelings many of
them couldn't share with their own families.

For Lucia, it would be easier if she hated the
Germans,

But how could she?

How could she hate Helga Muller, 49, the timid
homemaker from Munich who had discovered just five
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So terrified, shewefused for a long time o wear Un
silver Jeaf-patterned neckince her mother had passed
on to her; she feared her father had stolen it from one
of his victims.

Recently, Helga has begun wearing the necklace,
to remember the 12 million people killed in the

Holocaust — and to prove, to herself
as much as to anyone, that her father's
evil “is not repeated in the children.”
The children.
Lucila had come to the meeting -
because she was angry and scared.
Helga had come because she was
sorry and scared.
But they both ache. They are both
victims.
Remarkable relationships

That Lucila and Helga and the
others spent four draining days trying
to understand one another’s pam is
nothing less than remarkable.

. That the children of Holocaust sur-
vivors and the children of Nazs talked,
grew to care about one another and, in
at least one case, discussed visiting one
another's homes. That they started a
newsletter. That they planned another
meeting next year, in Germany.

In a bizarre way, the relationships
make sense,

Lucila, Helga, everyone in the
group is searching — for understand-
ing, for answers, for peace. Everyone
in the group has been injured, by
histones of betrayal and feelings of
anger. By worries that in a world so full
of hate — a world where even today
“ethnic cleansing” is tolerated in Yugo-
slavia, where even today nec-Nazs
attack refugees in Germany — that a
tragedy like the Holocaust could hap-
pen again. They are haunted by ques-
tions, confusion and distrust.



And loss. especially loss. So much
loss.
®One daughter was only 6 when she
was hidden by another familv so she
would not be taken, as her parents
were, bv Naz soldiers. Her father
survived the Holocaust and returned

for ner, but her mother d;edm a

COnCentraton camp.
8 Another daughter was an adult when
the memary of her father became a
casualty of the war,

She'd always smiled when she re-
mempbered the way he'd doted on her,
aliowing her to skip the daily cod Liver
ol her teacher prescribed for all the
students at school. She stopped smiling
‘when she learned that her father was a
Nazi. That's when the questions and
doubt took over. Was he a good man
who had been caught up in a misguided
cuse and unwittingly brought others
who respected him into the party? Or
m’heinberenﬂyevil.heyondredemp-
tion?

B A son still doesn’t know whether to
believe his Naz father. The father, a
messenger during the war, insists he
didn't know millions of people were
being put to death. But how could he
not have known? his son asks. How is
that possible?
® A daughter is tortured by the rony of
her parents’ marriage. Her Polish fa-
ther was mmpnisoned in a camp where
be endured beatings and back-breaking
work. His assignment: to help build a
crematorium. Meanwhile, her mother,
a ballerina, spent the war dancing to
entertain Naz officers.
®0ne daughter worned she was be-
traving her father, a2 concentration
camp survivor, by meeung the children
of his tormentors. His past had been so
awTul: he had tned so hard to shueld her
Tom &t
As a child. she had asked her father
wnv ne had numbers tattooed on his
arm. He'd told her that he once met 2
woman he loved so much that he had
R2r bnone number put on hus arm so he
WCWZ remember 1t forever and ever,
Dnd situng down with the childrer
¢l Nans mean she had forgven therr
parents’ Sne wasn 1 reaay to do tha..

Light to see by

£1010er 10 ve I the presen:. thess
eoDie mus! adaress tnewr common
mstorv. To eimunate hatred, thev mus:
1ace therr fears. To understand their

differences, they must accept their
Sm' ilam' I'Es .

Everyone everywhere — men and
women, blacks and whites, Arabs and
Jews, children of Holocaust survivors
and children of Nazis — has something
In common with everyone else. But it
1sn't always easy to see.

So on a rainy Thursday, the first
day of the Boston meeting, the organiz-
ers — Dona Kuphal, the daughter of an

SS officer, and Mona Weissmark, a
psychologist whose parents survived
concentration camps — gave white
candles to the children of Nazs and to
the children of Holocaust survivors.

Someone lit a candle and passed it
around the room so everyone, seated
in the circle, could use its flame to light
their own.

A symbol. To recognize their con-
nection,

“We're supposed to be enemies.

“Hitler never imagmed that in the
end, the children of the Third Reich
and the children of the Jews and other
non-Jewish survivors would feel con-
nected. We sort of really messed up his
plans,

“It's an irony. But on the other
hand, we believe it's a very hopeful

Another irony: That so many of the
survivors’ children and the Nazs’ chil-
dren have careers and interests that
involve helping people and righting
wrongs. One man, whose parents sur-
vived the Holocaust, warks with AIDS

. patients. The woman whose Naz fa-

ther saved her from the cod liver ol is a
peace actvist. Lucila is a psychiatrist
who works with sexually abused chil-
dren and with other trauma victims.
Helga volunteers for an environmental
group.

Most members of both groups,
Weissmark explained, “are Very sensi-
tve 10 any kind of injustice.

“You discover your mother was in a
concentration camp, or you discover
vour father participated — not neces-
sarlly In a concentration camp, but
participated, was involved in some-
thing. That discovery becomes like a
milestone,” Weissmark said."You ...
you have this incredible emotional re-
sponse to it."

Her father’s name

For a long time, Helga Muller had
blocked out much of her childhood,
rememberning mostly the happy times:
how she and her brothers and sisters
“played like squirrels” in the big trees
surrounding their home in the German
countryside.

About her father, Heiga recalls that

at mealumes, he would gt quietly,
thinlang of something far away, some-
thing she knew nothmg about, befare
he could begin eating.

“Shhhhh.” her mother would sy
durmg those tmes, “don’t disturb your
father.”

Helga remembers little else.

She grew up. Got married. Had two
children. But now she worries enough
about being recognized that she fibbed

long depression. She had horrible, gris-
ly nightmares. dreamed of bodies
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“All | heard from my mother was
‘You are crazy.’ But inside, | knew |
what happened.” '

Helga confirmed her suspicions at a .

e.

Even though her father had never
been tried or convicted of war crimes, .
she found his name listad with others
who had commutted horrible acts, -
things like taking children away from
their mothers, sticking needles
through prisoners’ tongues, killing so-
called undesirables.

Helga still has trouble discussing
the details.

She absentmindedly picked up the
‘paper wrapper from a drinking straw
and tied it into a knot when asked for
more information about her father, “|
can't tell you my father's name,” she
said. “1 cannot.”

After the discovery, Helga wanted
to die.

She sank into a depression that was
deeper, darker and empter than any-
thing she'd been trapped inside before,
“I think | was somehow blind,” she
said "] wasn't living."”

She was afraid to leave her house,
fearing that the children whose parents
were mmprisoned during the Holocaust

.would chase her down and kill her, '
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such 2 hormible th:ng Each of us has
trus sadism inside, but to bning it out.
that's another thing.”

Helga expected the survivors' chil-
dren gathered in Boston to hate her.

Her mother’s story

LuciaNercnbergmtmwh;I—”

to expect from the children ofazs
but she knew she wanted to be

grong, -
1o look strong, to fee! strong, “Tfound

myself training as if [ were gomg into a
boxmg match.”

In the davs before her trip to Bos-
ton, Lucila had doubled her exercise
routme, riding her bike 16 miles ajong
a oowntown Ann Arbor route.

She packed her suitcase with care,
maiang sure to include dresses with
shoulder pads so she would look more
mmposing. ‘] wanted to frighten them.”

with children of survivors

she said of the Germans. *'] wanted
them 10 be frightened of me.’
Luala had known little about her

- mother’s experience during the Holo-

caust Her mother had talked only

ies I the streets and peopie scream-
ing, ‘Death to the Jews!' outside. The
synagogue next door was burned
down. and she said that they knew thev
were not going to be just killed, but
they were gomg 10 be extermingred.”

about bemg lucky, about living in a Her mother’s family arrved home
Romanian farmhouse, about being hid-  after a bomb raid and found a cousin in
den by kind mumns, the kitchen of their house sobbing and
Yet Lucla’s mother repeatedly screamng. Her leg was bloody.
warned her that being outspoken about The cousin, her husband and her
politics or anything else could be dan-  children had been eating dinner when
gerous. That being visbly religious the raid began. They ran to a bomb
couid be bad. sheiter, but there wasn't enough room
A year ago, as part of her jobas 2  for everyone mside. The cousm got
psychiatrist, Lucila attended a confer- se;nrztedﬁun:hemt.Abombfeﬂm
ence on death . the shelter. Her
and dying. She husband and
reatized she had children were
an enormous killed.
fear of death. Lucila’'s
And  she mother’s father
Growing up m-.a concentra-
in New York tion amp. When
state, Lucila was he renrmed to
a serious, in- bome, he was
child. When the able, 2 virtual
family later skelston,
moved to Ar- Lucila’s
gentna, she did mother hid in
well in schoal, ditches to avoid
even though ev bomb blasts.
ery day, she had She would shield
to walk by soldiers armed with machine  her eyes and turn ber head so she
guns on her way to class. Even though, wouldn't have to look at the bodies that
with a2 military government and a lay in the streets.
shoot-out in her own apartment buiid- Luaia's mother’s family spent part
ing, being distracted from her studies of the war pretending to be Gentles
would have been understandable. and hiding in the Romanian farmhouse
As an adult, Lucila still expects the  her mother had spoken of fondly.

worst. Her death, she is certain, will be
a violent one.

“If I read a story m the newspaper
or TV or hear about a violent cime or
a terrible accident, it just seems so
alive and around the corner from me
and anyone [ care about. [t seems more

- probable that | and the people | care

about will die a hornible, violent death.

“It's like I'm expecting 1.”

Ludla wrote to her mother, ex-
plaining her feelings.

Her mother cried as she realized
that she had passed along her own
fears and anxetes to Ludla. -

Luclla began asking more ques-
tons,

And gradually, she learned her
mother’s story.

“Her childhood was spent waiting
to die,” Lucila said “They had a ot of
friends who died. and there were bod-

“The role of my mother is like a
brave soidier,” Luala said. “To atways
be strong. To always be prepared for
the worst. | think my mom passed a lot
of these feelings to me.

“I just expect the normal course of
life is warting for the terrible thing to
happen. | think | did get that from my
mother.”

Not to blame

So much comes from the parents -

— Helga's guilt and sarrow, Luala’s |
anger and fear. And yet the chidren |

are not to blame.

“I thought of them as their parents, |

and, you know, they’re not their par-

ents,” Luala said, a few days after she !

left Boston. "“They’re carrymg arw,nd
tre.mendom shame and guilt.

"] think at the end, you can say we |
all really did care about each other, |

which doesn't mean everything is OK. |

“You can't make everythng OK."



