
 
Holocaust Memorial Miami Beach  

Holocaust Survivor Memoir Lesson Plans 
HIGH SCHOOL Lesson Objectives Comparing & Contrasting two 

survivors:  

Allan Hall & Henry Flescher  

 

FL State Standards Correlations 

Estimated time of the Lesson:  Film clip 4 min. lesson 45 minutes for 

High School (recommended 10th grade) 

SUBJECT: SOCIAL STUDIES 

Strand: SS.912.W World History 

1. Students will be able to identify events of the Holocaust by 
listening to the accounts of survivors of the Holocaust.  

Standard 1: SS.912.W1: Utilize 

historical inquiry skills and analytical 

procedures. 

2. Students will identify the locations of the various places in 
which the Survivors mention in their accounts.  

Strand: SS.912.G: Geography 

Standard 2: SS.912. G.2: Understand 

physical and cultural characteristics 

of places 

3. Students will focus on their lives before they were taken 
prisoners and what the changes were after their capture.  

 

Strand: .SS.912.S Sociology  

Standard 2: SS.912. S.2 Culture 

/Examining the influence on the 

individual and the way cultural 

transmission is accomplished 

4. Students will compare the stories of the two survivors in 
terms of their lives before, during and after their capture.   

 

5. Students will recognize that it is 75 years since the end of 
WWII.  

Strand: SS.912.W  World History 
Standard 1:  SS.912.W1: Utilize 
historical inquiry skills and analytical 
procedure 
 
 

6. Students will be able to follow the journey of each of the 
survivors and recognize the different paths that they took.  

7. Students will understand the concept of what Eli Wiesel 
meant when he said, “Listening to a witness, makes you a 
witness.” 

Subject: ELA 
Strand LAFS.910.SL: Standards for 
Speaking & Listening 
Cluster 1 LAFS.910.SL.1 
Compréhension & Collaboration  
Benchmark : LAFS.910.SL.1.3 
Evaluate & Speakers  point of view 
Reasoning & use of evidence & 

rhetoric, identifying any fallacious 
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reasoning or exaggerated or 

distorted evidence.  

MATERIALS:   

Map of Europe that includes Hungary, Poland, Scotland & England, 
Hungary 
DVD Player, screen, 
Worksheets  

 

SUGGESTED PROCEDURES  

1. Worksheets will be distributed to all students. (Blank 
worksheets as well as a blank Venn Diagram)  

2. Students will be asked to take notes and fill in sections of the 
worksheets that are pertinent during the presentation.  

3. Students will view 4 minute clip: “The World Before” 
https://holocaustmemorialmiamibeach.org/journey/en/panel
/the-world-before.html 

4. Two Designated students will read the accounts of the 
survivors indicated above (Hall & Farkas) [Alternative options 
is to have students read the accounts independently prior to 
class and have them be prepared to follow the rest of this 
lesson]  

5. Students will use worksheets to take notes based upon the 
presentations. 

6. Using a map of Europe teacher asks students to identify 
where all of the countries are that the Survivors addressed.  

7. Teacher asks students to indicate vocabulary that they didn’t 
understand (kapo, Schwabish, ghetto ) 

8. Teacher teams up students in twos/threes and instructs 
students to compare and contrast the various aspects of the 
Survivors’ testimonies on a Venn Diagram  

9. Students called upon to share various elements of their Venn 
Diagram 
a. What did they have in common? 
b. What were the distinct different experiences?  

Subject: Social Studies 

Geography: Strand SS912.G 

Standard 1 SS 912.G.1: Understand 

how to use maps and other 

geographic representatives, tools and 

technology to report information.  

Subject: ELA  

Strand: LAFS.910.RI:  Reading 

Standards for Informational Text 

Cluster 2 LAFS.910.RI.2: Craft & 

Structure 

Benchmark: LAFS.910.RI.2.4   

Determine the meaning of words & 

phrases as they are used in a text, 

including figuration, connotation and 

technical meanings; analyze the 

connotation’s impact of specific word 

choices on meaning and tone. 

Strand: LAFS.910.RI: Reading 

Standards for Informational Text 

Cluster 3: LAFS.910.RI.3: Integration 

of Knowledge and Ideas 

Benchmark: LAFS.910.RI3.7 Analyze 

various accounts of a subject told in 

https://holocaustmemorialmiamibeach.org/journey/en/panel/the-world-before.html
https://holocaustmemorialmiamibeach.org/journey/en/panel/the-world-before.html


 
Holocaust Memorial Miami Beach  

Holocaust Survivor Memoir Lesson Plans 
different mediums determining 

which details are emphasized in each 

account.  

10. Teacher poses questions for students to respond:  
a. Teacher has students surmise what attribute of the 

Survivors helped them to survive. 
b. What emotions do you sense from the passages read? 
c. What might have been some of the feelings of isolation 

and imprisonment that the survivors felt?  
d. What are some of the similarities of the survivors that 

you discovered?  
e. What are some of the marked differences that you note? 
f. Of the two survivors, which one might have suffered the 

most? 
g. How did they use their innate abilities to survive?  

 

 

 

 

11. Teacher introduces Eli Wiesel’s premise “Listening to a 
witness, makes you a witness.”  Ask students to explain the 
phrase.  

12. Teacher has students write a thought that they would like to 
share with either survivor, incorporating Eli Weisel’s theme. 

13. OR if time doesn’t permit for #11 assign as follows: HW 
assignment (optional): Teacher invites students to write a 
letter to the Survivor sharing how they received his story and 
their perspective on his survival. 
a. Have students indicate why they selected that particular 

survivor over the other. What was it about the survivor 
that resonated with the student?  

Subject: ELA 

Strand LAFS.K12.SL: Standards for 

Speaking & Listening 

Cluster 1 LAFS.K12.SL.1: 

Comprehension & Collaboration 

Benchmark – LAFS.k12.SL.1.3 

Evaluate a speakers point of view, 

reasoning & use of evidence & 

rhetoric  

 

 

  

Wrap Up Experiences varied for people in camps depending on 
a number of factors. The stories of the two people that we 
examined today are just two of many different experiences. 
How did these susrvivors maintain a sense of hope and 
humanity? Give two examples from today’s lesson. 

Subject: Social Studies 
Strand: SS.912.S: Sociology  
Standard 2: SS.912.S2 Culture / 
Examine the influence on the 
individual & the way cultural 
transmission is accomplished. 
Benchmark: SS.912.2.9 Prepare 
original written and oral reports and 
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presentations on specific events, 
people or historical eras.  

 

 

 

 

Survivor 

 

NAME:  NAME:  

Birthplace   

Type of pre-H 

childhood: 

Describe type of life 

survivor had before 

s/he was captured – 

school, family, 

religiosity, activities 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Age during 

Holocaust 

  

Camps/Situation 

Describe the types 

of situations in 

which the Survivor 

found him/herself 

Camps, hiding, 

escape  
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Worst part of 

his/her account 

  

 

Best part of his/her 

account during the 

Holocaust 

  

 

Post Holocaust 

life: Describe the 

Survivor’s life after 

s/he was liberated.  
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USA/CANADA:   
Describe how they 

ended up coming to 

America 

 

 

 

 

 

 

75 years later:  
Describe the 
survivor’s 
perspective 
celebrating these 
many years since 
the war.  
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Survivor:_____________ 
Survivor: ______________ 



 
Holocaust Memorial Miami Beach  

Holocaust Survivor Memoir Lesson Plans 
 

Survivor 

 

Henry Flescher - from his book A Tribute to Life: Henry Flescher’s Memoir of 

the Holocaust As told to Bobbi Kaufman and summarized for this lesson by R’ 

Dr. Leon Weissberg 

Birthplace 

 

I was born March 14, 1924, in Vienna, Austria. I have two birthdays: March 14, the date I 

was born, and April 11, 1945, the date I was liberated. 

Type of pre-H 

childhood: 

Describe type of life 

survivor had before 

s/he was captured – 

school, family, 

religiosity, activities 

 

My parents, my brother, my sister, and I had a very close family life. We never had any 

problems. My parents were always smiling - like me! We had a good life until Hitler 

annexed Austria on March 12, 1938. I never knew a grandmother or a grandfather - they 

were all killed in pogroms in Poland. My parents were both from Poland. After my father 

served in World War I, my parents moved to Austria where my mother’s brother, a well-

to-do optician, lived. My father, William Flescher, owned a kosher butcher store. I would 

sometimes help make deliveries - bring food to the customers’ houses. We weren’t rich; 

my father just made a living. We lived on the third floor of an apartment building. Many 

Jewish families lived there. We didn’t have a very big apartment - but there was always 

room for a relative. 

There was a living room, a dining room, a bedroom, and a kitchen. My parents had the 

bedroom and we children slept in the living room. I slept on one couch with my brother, 

and my sister had the other couch. We had electricity in our house, but no bathroom. 

There was one bathroom in the corridor that we shared with the three or four other 

apartments on our floor. 

 

We were religious, but not overly religious. My mother did not wear a wig and my father 

did not have a beard; we were modern. We didn’t go overboard, but we were shomer 

Shabbas and kosher. For Shabbos my mother would prepare a challah and take it to the 

baker to be baked. She would make gefilte fish and all the traditional foods. I remember 

for the high holidays, we always got something new, like a suit. I always loved music: 

opera, classical, jazz. We couldn’t afford to go to the opera, but every week my father and 

I would listen to the opera on the radio. I went to a public school, but in our school we 

also had Jewish education classes. I had friends who were Jewish and friends who were 

not Jewish. I played with all the boys in the neighborhood. After school we played soccer 

in the park; soccer was our biggest sport. In the summertime, my family rented a house in 

the country where I went boating and swimming in the lake. I had a wonderful childhood.  

Age during 

Holocaust 

15-19 

Camps/Situation 

Describe the types 

of situations in 

When Hitler annexed Austria on March 12, 1938, our whole life changed. There was a lot 

of hatred at school; there were fights all the time. I was never afraid to defend myself. If 

somebody hit me, I would fight back. Jews became outcasts. People would attack us on 

the streets. It was not a happy life anymore.  In September, I saw Hitler march down the 

same street where my father had his store. I saw him going by with his hand up. 

Everybody was very excited to see him. People saluted. I was behind everyone else.  I 
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which the Survivor 

found him/herself 

Camps, hiding, 

escape  

didn’t want to be in front - a strategy I would follow throughout the war. I didn’t 

understand anything at that time. I was fourteen years old. 

In November 1938, the Nazis came to our door. They threw us down the stairs and took us 

to the Police station, blaming us for the archduke of Germany being killed. We had to sign 

papers indicating that we were leaving Vienna. My father was the first to leave. He 

smuggled himself to Holland, expecting to wait until my mother and I arrived.  Finally, 

my mother and I paid someone to smuggle us out of Austria. We traveled across Germany 

and got to the border of Belgium, but didn’t have the right papers to get across. We had to 

hire another smuggler, who made false papers for us and took us through Switzerland to 

Belgium. We ended up in Antwerp and it took a while until my father joined us. In 1941, 

they put us in a refugee camp in Ghent, a coal mining town. We felt safe in a one room 

apartment and lived there for six months until we got papers allowing us to go back to 

Antwerp. We had no working papers, so I worked with my father peddling whatever we 

could.  

We finally got to Brussels where I learned to be a furrier, sewing pelts of Persian lamb fur 

together. I started learning French and Flemish. On May 10, 1940, Hitler declared war 

on Belgium and, at that point in time, we had to wear the Star of David on our clothing. 

There were all kinds of restrictions like no radio, no working and no being on the streets 

after 8:00. The very day the Germans occupied Belgium, I received a visa to go to the 

United States, but I couldn’t get out of Belgium. My Belgian papers were all marked with 

a big ‘J’ identifying me as Jewish. I had papers issued by the government in Belgium, but 

I needed an Austrian passport and I couldn’t get one. Even though I was born in Vienna, I 

couldn’t get an Austrian passport because citizenship was according to the parents’ 

citizenship and because my parents were Polish, I was considered Polish. Since Poland 

was no longer recognized, I could not get any passport I was stateless. My family wanted 

to get out, but we couldn’t go anyplace. We couldn’t get a visa or a passport.  

 

In 1942, when I was 18, I got a letter from Germany saying that I had to go to a work 

camp there. I made up my mind that I would not go. My parents said, “We will hire 

someone to smuggle you to France. From France, perhaps you can go to Spain or 

Portugal and from there to the United States.” I had two pairs of shoes. My parents put 

money in the sole of one shoe - about $1,000 in American money. There was a $500 bill, 

you could get them at that time, some $100 bills and some $10 bills. I was smuggled from 

Brussels to Lyon, France, with a group of about fourteen people. I believe I am the only 

one of the fourteen to survive the war. I never saw my parents again. 

 

In Lyon, I went to buy some grapes. I walked into a store and when they heard the way I 

spoke, my Austrian accent, they asked to see my papers. They immediately arrested me 

and put me in jail with homosexuals. I was very young and innocent and didn’t 

understand what was going on. I was in this jail for six or eight weeks. From jail, I was 

sent to Drancy, a camp in the suburbs of Paris where people were held waiting for 

transport to concentration camps. It was the beginning of the transports of people to 

Auschwitz. 

 

I was there for over a month, until they selected people for transport. They did not choose 

the people according to their age. They just chose people at random. We were allowed to 

keep our belongings with us. I wore the pair of shoes with the money in them and carried 

the other pair. 
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I was on convoy number 27, which left Drancy for Auschwitz on September 2, 1942. We 

were loaded into train cars, about 70 people jammed into each car. I didn’t understand 

what was going on. I just went along with everything. We were locked in – we couldn’t get 

out. There was one communal bucket for sanitation. We had a little water and some 

bread, but after a while it wasn’t enough. We were like animals closed up in a hole. I sat 

on the floor, surrounded by terrified people and crying children. The smell was horrible. 

It was all very confusing.  

When the train stopped, the guards started to count people. They selected 300 people to 

work. I was number 298. The people not chosen to work were put back on the train and 

sent to Auschwitz to their deaths. 

We were taken from the train to Ottmuth, a Nazi forced labor camp where we worked in 

the Bata shoe factory making shoes for the army. We slept on straw spread on the floor. 

In the mornings, we were given a piece of bread, some margarine, and imitation coffee. At 

six o’clock in the morning, we would stand for roll call and then march off to work. We 

returned from hard labor at six o’clock in the evening. Dinner was watery soup. The 

German guards were brutal. Whips were flying all the time and dogs were barking 

constantly. We were there for about a month before they transported us to Peiskretscham. 

Here the conditions were much harsher. The camp was surrounded by electric fences and 

guarded by SS guards. The guards were extremely mean. We couldn’t talk, we couldn’t do 

anything. In the morning we got only coffee. If I were lucky, I would get some of the coffee 

grounds to chew on for breakfast. 

We worked twelve hours a day building bridges and repairing bridges that were 

destroyed. Our job was to unload sand from the trains and bring it to the mixer to make 

cement. Then we had to run very fast to deliver the cement before it dried out. Running 

fast, twelve hours a day, often in the rain, was not easy. 

One of the people working with us knew how to use a shovel and a wheelbarrow. I didn’t. 

I used to get hit because I couldn’t work as fast as he did. We begged him to slow down, 

to work with us at our pace, but he didn’t. After a while he couldn’t keep up his own pace, 

so the Germans killed him. They accused him of sabotage. I always worked the same way, 

stayed at the same pace, and came out alive. People who could not do their job were 

whipped to death and we were forced to watch. My strategy to avoid being whipped was 

to always stay in the middle of the group when working or marching. I did not want to be 

noticed. After work, when it was dark, the guards would ask for volunteers to bury the 

dead. The guards gave us shovels and told us where to dig the holes and bury the bodies. I 

must have buried 30 or 40 bodies. I always volunteered for this  I felt an obligation to 

give the dead a proper burial and to say Kaddish for them. 

I got up each day and said to myself, “Look, you survived another day. You made it a day, 

you will make it another day. Let’s hope tomorrow will be a better day.”  

After a while I was transported by cattle car from Peiskretscham to Blechammer, a 

satellite camp of Auschwitz. The train ride this time was a little better than before only 

because there were fewer people in the car this time. When we arrived we were greeted 

with whips, shouts, and barking dogs. At Blechammer I got the tattoo on my arm. I 

stopped being Henry Flescher and I became 177153. 

 

We would often be punished. When one guy was caught stealing food from the kitchen, 

they made him stay in the latrine up to his neck in sewage for twelve hours. When some of 

the men needed belts to hold up their pants, they picked up pieces of wire from a broken 
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fence to make belts. Because the Germans needed the wire for the war effort, they 

considered this sabotage, so they hanged them. One time they decreed that when we were 

marching, we were responsible for the person marching near us. When a guy next to me 

disappeared, they claimed I was responsible for him. They put me over a bench and beat 

me with a dog whip. The punishment was supposed to be fifty lashes, but it was many 

more. They didn’t care about counting.  Another time they threw a stone at me and broke 

my jaw. 

 

The people in the camp from Holland, Belgium, and France suffered greatly trying to 

cope with the circumstances. People from Poland did better. They had more experience 

with suffering. I didn’t know why I was different, except I took everything with a smile and 

I never gave up. I always thought tomorrow would be better. My brother-in-law had the 

same outlook. I tried to encourage people, that is my nature. Perhaps it made a difference. 

 

I told my brother-in-law I had two pairs of shoes with money hidden in one pair. He had 

some diamonds that were hidden in baby shoes. I learned to speak some Polish, so I was 

sometimes able to buy a loaf of bread from the Polish civilians working together with us 

in the camp. I would say, “You come tomorrow and bring m e a little chleb, bread.” They 

would tell me the time and where to meet and I would go there. They wanted $10 for a 

loaf of bread, so I paid it. My brother-in-law and I would eat it secretly at night. Also, I 

was lucky enough to get a job bringing food to the barracks so I would scratch out extra 

food from the barrel. I also washed the toilets to get extra food. I was growing at that age 

and I was always hungry. With this extra food my brother-in-law and I were able to stay 

in reasonably good physical shape. One day, the SS came looking for me and my brother-

in-law. They brought us to a different barrack and interrogated us. They said they heard 

we had money and diamonds. I said to myself, “If I give it to them they will probably kill 

me. If I don’t give it to them they will probably kill me. So I might as well say no, I haven’t 

got it.” My brother-in-law did the same thing. They took down our pants, put us over a 

bench, and gave us over 100 lashes. I couldn’t sit down for a very long time. They said 

that the next day we would be transported to Auschwitz, but that never happened. Because 

I knew they were eventually going to take away all our belongings and give us striped 

concentration camp uniforms, I took the money out of the shoes, but I didn’t know how to 

hide it. Then somebody said to me, “The only way to hide it is to wrap the money in the 

paper from the margarine we get for breakfast and put it in your rectum.” So, that 

is the way I hid my money from then on. I kept my money hidden in my rectum, in the 

margarine paper, in and out, in and out. I managed. People in  the camp got sicker and 

sicker. We had to stand for long hours in the freezing cold. Some of the men could not 

hold their urine for that long. One time, a man could not hold it and he urinated in the 

snow. The urine froze and a Nazi’s motorcycle slipped in it. The man was hanged.  

In January 1945, I was on the death march from Blechammer to Gross-Rosen. I had been 

in Blechammer for two years. Many of the prisoners on this death march froze to death or 

died of exhaustion on the way. Once we got there, we had to stand for twelve or fourteen 

hours in the freezing rain and snow for roll call. 

 

After being in Gross-Rosen for a couple of weeks we were sent in an open train car to 

Buchenwald. The car was very crowded and there was no room whatsoever. We were 

happy when someone died because then we would have more room - we would sit on top 

of the corpses. It was winter and the trip took three days. My brother-in-law and I tried to 
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keep each other awake and warm. We knew that if we fell asleep, we would freeze to 

death. When we got off the train, they put us in barracks. 

The beds were wooden platforms, five layers high. We slept fourteen people together on 

each platform. I always tried to sleep on the top bunk because everyone was a leaky 

faucet and I didn’t want to be under anyone. Hunger and disease were rampant there. If 

they ever gave us a piece of bread, we would be like vultures waiting for somebody to die 

so we could grab his piece of bread. In April, as the Allied troops were approaching, we 

were taken on another death march - this time to Altenburg, a sub-camp of Buchenwald 

near Leipzig. Sometime along the line, I’m not sure when, I was separated from my 

brother-in-law.  

 

From Altenburg, we were marched to Waldenburg. More and more people were dying of 

starvation and exhaustion. On this death march, I developed an abscess on my foot and 

my foot swelled. I could barely walk, but I kept going. On the last day I managed to slip 

away from the group and hide in a chicken coop beside the road. I hid under the chickens. 

They were very noisy. I saw the German tanks going by. I knew if they saw me, they would 

kill me, so I stayed very quiet, like I was dead. When I saw tanks going by that didn’t look 

like German tanks, I came out. I was afraid to show my face because they didn’t know 

who I was. The first thing I saw was an American soldier standing near an American tank. 

Fearing the soldier would shoot me, I raised my arms and said, “Brother America,” the 

only English words I knew. I was liberated by the Americans at around 3 o’clock 

in the afternoon on April 11, 1945. I had no way of knowing what day it was, but to me it 

seemed like it was a Friday. The Americans offered me food, but I had a problem with my 

throat and I couldn’t eat. It was perhaps my luck that I couldn’t eat because many people 

ate too much too soon and died. I couldn’t eat, but I made kiddish over the food. About 

eight or ten of us were taken to a house in the village. We just went into an empty house. It 

was empty because the owners didn’t know what the Americans would do to them, so they 

hid in their basement. We didn’t know they were there. We just stayed upstairs and ate 

whatever food was in the house. After a few days they came up and showed themselves. 

We were all very weak and confused; we didn’t even know if the fighting was still going 

on. 

 

I said to myself, “I am now free, but I can’t eat, I can’t talk, I can’t walk - how much more 

can I be punished? But all right, I hope tomorrow will be a better day.” I saw so many 

people destroyed. I knew I came out okay. Everything functioned pretty well. My biggest 

dream was to go to a place and have a chicken farm and not have to think about anything, 

to have a normal life, to enjoy the rest of my life. I just wanted to be normal, that’s all. 

Little by little, eating small portions of food, I began to feel better. I went to a displaced 

person’s camp where survivors were helped to go wherever they wanted. I said I wanted 

to go to Belgium. 

Worst part of 

his/her account 

The worst part of my experience is hard to pin down. So many terrible things happened. I 

think getting those beatings all of the time was the worst. It was just so painful and 

humiliating. 

Best part of 

his/her account 

Coming out of the chicken coop and seeing an American tank had to be the best part of 

my experience. Realizing at that moment in time that it was over!  
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during the 

Holocaust 

Post Holocaust 

life: Describe the 

Survivor’s life 

after s/he was 

liberated.  

 

 

I went to Brussels and shared an apartment with three other survivors from the camps. 

HIAS [Hebrew Immigrant Aid Society] helped us and gave us food. In 1946 my brother 

came from the United States to see me in Belgium. He had served in U.S. army 

intelligence in Europe for five years as a translator between German and English. I could 

not go to the United States with him because I did not have the proper papers. I went to 

work as a furrier, a trade I started to learn in Brussels before the war. Together with two 

friends I opened up a business. We rented a little place to work in a basement.  I worked 

in Brussels and waited for my time to go to America. In the meantime, I met my future 

wife, Lea, in 1947, at a Maccabee dance in Belgium. I love music and I love to dance! Lea 

was from Belgium but she was hidden on a farm in Holland during the war. While she 

was there she was baptized and went to communion. Her mother was killed at Auschwitz. 

Her father was hidden during the war. 

USA/CANADA:   

Describe how they 

ended up coming 

to America 

In 1948, I got papers to go to the United States. Once I got the papers, I had to leave right 

then. Lea did not have a visa for the United States at that time. When I left for the States, 

Lea said to me, “You are not going to come back, are you?” I said, “I don’t know.” But, I 

found it was very hard to start a new life in the United States - I didn’t speak English, my 

brother was married, I was alone. After four weeks, I decided to go back to Belgium, 

thinking life in Belgium would be easier because I already spoke Dutch, French, and 

German.  I still had $500 left of the money my parents put in my shoe. I changed the 

money in a bank in the United States. I should have kept it, but I needed the money to get 

back to Brussels. Lea and I were married on April 11, 1948, in a Jewish ceremony. Lea 

was eighteen, I was twenty four. We could not get married civilly because then she would 

have to take on my nationality, which would make things very complicated. I wanted to 

stay in Brussels, but Lea wanted to go to the United States. Our first child, Carmen, was 

eight or nine months old in 1950 when we left for America on a liberty ship, a ship for 

soldiers. I loved it! I am a traveler; it is in my blood. We arrived in New York, where I 

stayed one night, then went to stay with my brother in Providence, Rhode Island.  

My cousin came to me and said he knew someone in the electronics business in New York. 

He thought maybe I could sell radios and batteries. So I took the bus to New York, bought 

some merchandise, came back and sold it. I became a distributer for companies like 

Sharp. After a while I started my own consumer electronics business. I was selling 

things like tape recorders, boomboxes, transistor radios, and Polaroid film. At that time 

Polaroid film was very big. I was very busy. I did very nicely. I had my ups and downs, 

One day someone stole my car with all my merchandise; but at least I worked for myself. I 

saw my parents for the last time when I left them in Belgium in 1942. I didn’t know 

anything about them after that until I got a letter from the Red Cross saying they died in 

Auschwitz.  

My sister, Rosalie, and her baby daughter were on convoy No. 32 which left Camp 

Drancy for Concentration Camp Auschwitz on September 14, 1942. They did not survive. 

My brother-in-law, Benno Weitzenfeld, survived the Holocaust. I never saw him again 

after the war. I did not know anything about him until I got a letter from the Red Cross 

telling me he passed away in Brussels in 2000. 

My brother, Sam, and his wife, Hella, lived in Rhode Island. They had three children, two 

boys and one girl. Sam passed away in 1994 at age 75. Lea and I divorced in 1989 after 
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forty-nine and one half years of marriage. We have a very cordial relationship. I have two 

daughters, three grandchildren, and two great-grandchildren. 

My daughter, Carmen Flescher, was born in Belgium. She lives in Miami where she is 

very active in the Jewish community. She currently works for the Miami Jewish Film 

Festival.  

  

75 years later:  

Describe the 

survivor’s 

perspective 

celebrating these 

many years since 

the war.  

When I think I want to do something, I do it. I don’t want to say I should have done it. If I 

have a desire to go, I go. I do it! That’s what life is all about. Whatever I want to do, I do 

it now; I don’t wait for the future. There is no later; we only have today. We don’t know if 

tomorrow will come. I believe in one thing: take advantage of every day of your life. 

Whatever you do, enjoy it. I am very optimistic. Yesterday, fine, I went through it. I went 

through a lot in my lifetime. If people ask me about my experiences I tell them, but I can’t 

dwell on it. I don’t want to get angry and mad. I don’t want to be bitter. I dwell on the 

future. 

I’m here, the weather is beautiful, I can see the sun. I’m happy. I’m a contented person. I 

love every moment of my life. 
 

 

 

 

 

Survivor Allan J. Hall [ From his book - Hiding in Plain Sight: Allan J. Hall’s Memoir of 

Surviving the Holocaust as told to Bobbi Kaufman and summarized for this 

lesson by R’ Dr. Leon Weissberg 

 
Location Cracow, Poland to Lvov, Poland, Paris, France, USA 

Type of 

pre-H 

childhood 

We were an upper middle class, secular Jewish family.  At first we didn’t encounter any really 

antisemitic attacks, but as the Germans entered Poland, the propaganda was so significant 

that our friends and neighbors began to turn on us. My best friend’s mother called me a “dirty 

Jew” and forbid me to play with her child any longer.  

 

Age 

during 

Holocaust 

I was 8 when the war began and 12 years old when I was finally freed.  
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Camps/Sit

uation 

Much of my life during the war was running from one hiding place to another all over the 

region. I was hidden throughout the war in various locations 

During the 

Holocaust 

Situation 

I spent my childhood hiding from the Nazis. We would take walks on back-wood trails, 

travelling from place to place in order to avoid being seen. On our first trip I slept outdoors 

until we reached Lvov. There we stayed and all was good until the Germans arrived – then I 

was not permitted to go to school and we had to be relocated to the ghetto where we lived  

with 2 other families in one apartment. There was an action to gather up all of the Jewish 

children. I was picked up in that gathering and my father bought my freedom with gold & 

jewels that he had brought with him. In order to avoid this happening again we left our 

apartment in the ghetto and went into hiding in the ceiling of the theater where my father 

worked. During this time we never used a toilet only a chamber pot on a potty chair. After a 

few days we were spotted and had to find a new hiding place – in the basement of a 

production factory. After two months and two more families hiding with us, we moved out 

(Nov 1941). Father got us false papers indicating that we were Christian and then he got a 

“nose job” for himself inorder to look Christian with a small Aryan nose. Then he dyed his hair 

blond and passed as an Austrian among the Germans.  We then moved to Czestochowa, the 

epicenter of Catholic Poland.  We kept moving from rental rooms to rental rooms as one 

landlord after another became suspicious.  

After a few months we left for Warsaw. While father was out, Germans came to our new 

Warsaw apartment and questioned our Christian papers because we looked Jewish – The 

Nazis sent us to Umshlagplatz (the gathering station by the railroad terminal where Jews from 

the Warsaw ghetto would be sent to the Treblinka death camp). 

I was separated from my mother and sent into Warsaw ghetto into an orphanage. A Christian 

Pole came to get him and bring me to my parents but I had to pose as a Polish child.  

Not wanting to stay in the Warsaw Ghetto, my family moved on, passing as Poles to the tallest 

skyscraper in Poland, the Drapacz which was the epicenter of the German presence.  Father 

created a fictitious furnishing supply company to the German Army. During the day mother 

and I hid in a closet for ten hours every day.  Father foraged for food daily.  

One day when my father was out a German air raid warden found us hiding during the 

Warsaw Ghetto uprising and ushered us to hide in the basement and not the closet on the 

13th floor. After an unexploded bomb was discovered in the basement we immediately left for 

another hiding place in Warsaw. We eluded sniper fire as we crossed Warsaw to a hiding 

place of the Polish underground. Towards the end of 1944 my mother gave birth to a baby 
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boy.  Father got them on a transport for sick Poles leaving the city as the Germans were 

bombing every building and killing as many Poles as they could. We somehow ended up in 

Crakow. The Soviets finally entered Crakow and liberated the city from the Germans. 

Everyone celebrated and we could go back to our original beautiful apartment. Our family 

made a lot of changes after the war.  

Post 

Holocaust 

life 

My parents decided we would stay in Poland and the family turned Catholic for a while. Father 

became deputy in the new Polish Gov’t ministry of the Treasury. Mother decided it wasn’t 

safe to be Jewish so they pronounced themselves Catholic so I could go to the only available 

schools –Catholic schools. We went to church on every Sunday making certain that the people 

would see us there.  One day my grandmother, my father’s mother, showed up after being 

hidden in the Polish mountains by her maid. She also indicated that her daughter was safe in 

Argentina.  Grandmother was terribly upset to discover they were Catholic. She said that by 

doing that they had allowed Hitler to win.  

Father immediately said we were going back to being Jewish.  

Father was arrested by the Russians for allegedly being an anti-communist and mother took 

all of us to escape. She put me and my baby brother with a cousin on a transport to Palestine 

via Trieste.  In order to get there we went from Displaced Persons (DP) camp to DP camp 

through Austria and Italy.  

Eventually my parents found us in Baden; my brother was in the hospital with measles. As 

soon as possible my parents took us to Paris with my father’s diplomatic passport, which had 

been repealed but without computers, no one knew that.  They ended up getting a trip to 

London and then a flight to USA.  

USA/Cana

da  

My Uncle Henry thought my birth name, Adam, was not an American name and suggested I 

change it to Alan. I instantly adopted that name but I didn’t know how to spell it, so I became 

Allan. the wife of Newburgh’s reform temple’s rabbi, came to our house several days a week 

to teach me English. I very much wanted to fit in in America and to do that I had to lose my 

Polish accent. I listened so intently to Mrs. Bloom’s accent that I eventually could mimic her 

voice. I still have a trace of her South Carolina accent. 
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We lived in Uncle Nat’s summer home for about a year and a half until we saved enough 

money to move to an apartment - the first place of our own in America. The neighborhood 

may have been nice at one time, but when we moved there it was seedy and nearly 

abandoned. Mother and father started their own business after learning the trade of being a 

seamstress and tailor.  

By the end of ninth grade I was doing well in school, making dean’s list and being inducted 

into the National Honor Society 

In the winter of 1951 my uncle invited my parents to join him on vacation to Miami Beach. 

They fell in love with it and decided we would move there and open a store selling bric-a-brac 

and antique jewelry. They wanted to drop the drapery and slipcover business because 

carrying the heavy bolts of fabric to peoples’ homes was too physically demanding for Dad. In 

June 1952 my father and I drove to Miami Beach looking for a store and an apartment to rent. 

On that trip we discovered that my father was color blind when he sped through red lights 

having no idea, they were red and scaring me half to death! 

Our plan was to move to Miami Beach in August and prepare our store for the winter tourist 

season. One night my parents said to me, “We cannot leave the business right now. We need 

you to take the train to Miami, on your own, and set up the store while we finish up here.” I 

was sixteen years old - it sounded like an adventure.  

I took the Silver Meteor to Miami and moved into our apartment. Soon, shelving and 

merchandise for the store began arriving. I assembled the shelving and set up the displays. 

Customers walked in through the open doors of the un-air-conditioned store and began 

buying. At last I had some money. 

In 1954 I graduated from high school as Allan Horski. Horski was the name my father chose at 

random as our last name during the war. He could not use the Jewish name Horowitz as long 

as we were in Poland and we did not want to use it now either. Anti-Semitism was common in 

the United States after World War II. We despised the name Horski and wanted to change it. 

We were looking for an H name when I found the name Hall in the Miami Beach phone book. 

It was the most common name starting with the letter H. 

That summer we became American citizens. Our first two years in America were spent 

virtually in hiding. We were so petrified, so frightened of being sent back, that we went back 

to our old mode of hiding in plain sight and never applied at immigration. In 1949, after a 

number of visits with lawyers and assurances from my uncles, my parents were finally 
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persuaded to visit the authorities. Naturalization was a five year process. We became eligible 

for citizenship in 1954, seven years after our arrival - the first two years didn’t count because 

we were not legal. 

I graduated high school, had my name changed, became a citizen, and began college all in the 

same summer. I had been admitted to the University of Florida as Allan Horski. I had a difficult 

time convincing the University of Florida that Allan Horski and Allan Hall were one and the 

same person. 

While at the University of Florida I met, fell in love with and married Jeri Horowitz. We had 

two daughters - Lisa and Julie. Jeri and I divorced after 21 years, but maintain a cooperative 

relationship on all family matters. 

I had taken one law course in college and liked it, so I thought maybe I’ll try law school. I sold 
my business, took the LSAT, did well, applied to the University of Florida law school, and was 
accepted all within three months. I graduated; I accepted a job in Atlanta. I practiced 
transactional law in Atlanta for 20 years - from 1966 to 1988. My last 17 years were utterly 
delightful. I was teaching at Southern Polytechnic State University (Now merged into 
Kennesaw State University just outside of Atlanta.)  
Andy also joined a law firm in Atlanta after graduation, but soon moved to Miami.  

75 years 

later 

I no longer keep my experience in the Holocaust private. As survivors aged and fewer and 

fewer of them were able to speak publicly and the demand for speakers increased, I began to 

speak. I am a docent and regular speaker at the Holocaust Memorial on Miami Beach. When 

people ask how, as such a young child, I knew and understood so many details of our hiding, I 

reply, “We were in quarters where my parents had no privacy. I knew what was going on - 

even when they shifted from language to language, I understood. Also, when you are that 

frightened, you remember everything.” My mother never spoke about the Holocaust, my 

father never stopped talking about it. Most of what I know is a combination of listening to him 

and my personal experience. 

I am pleased to report that as of today I am 82 years old, in good health, and very active.  
After a traumatic beginning, life has been good to me. Life in the United States, though it was 
not always perfect, has been wonderful and well beyond anything I might have expected.  
It is my hope that this book will continue to tell my story of survival and resilience after I no 

longer can 

 
 


