The Emigration of the Wildmann Family, (that did not happen.)
These documents and the story start with the birth of Hugo Max Wildmann on January 3, 1924. At 10:00 o’clock in
the morning. He was the second child of Rebekka and Heinrich Wildmann. His sister Margot, who was born on
September 17, 1922 at 9:15 in the morning, was already 15 months old. The registry office made some trouble
and did not accept the name Margot. They wrote on the birth certificate Margard instead.
Office visit
This is a note from the doctor where Hugo was weighed every month in the doctor’s office
February 2, 1924
March 4, 1924
April 11, 1924
May 8, 1924
June 3, 1924
July 1, 1924
August 5, 1924
September 2, 1924
November 3, 1924
December 2, 1924

3.8 kg
4.5 kg
5.2 kg
5.83 kg
6.3 kg
6.8 kg
7.25 kg
7.7 kg
8.8 kg
9.4 kg
Hugo Wildmann 1924

PUBLIC DOCUMENT about PURCHASE AGREEMENT
On April 14, 1924, the printer Heinrich Wildmann and his wife Rebekka Wildmann nee Neuburger, signed the
document and the bill of sale for the property # 57 for 3,500.00 Goldmarks. (This seemed to be the property of
Thuengenstrasse 16). 2.000.00 Goldmarks has to be paid in cash and the balance of 1,500.00 Goldmarks has to
be paid with 6% interest until April 1925 and beginning on August 1, 1925 with 10%. The sellers name is Wilhelm
Heissler.
On January 31, 1925, Heinrich Wildmann book printer and his wife Rebekka nee Neuburger, signed for a loan of
1.500.00 Goldmarks (1 Goldmark = 1/2790 fine gold) from Moritz Neuburger and Karl Loeb II. They did not have
to pay any interest on the loan
th

On May 11, 1925 at 5:30 in the morning on the 37 birthday of her father, a daughter was born and received the
name Hannelore
Office visit
This note is from the doctor when Hannelore was also weighed every month.

.

.

Purim 1927, Hannelore
Margot and Hugo

June 8, 1925
July 7, 1925
August 4, 1925
September 4, 1925
October 10, 1925
November 3, 1925
December 1, 1925
January 5, 1926
February 3, 1926
March 2. 1926

3.5 kg
4.6 kg
5.15 kg
5.5 kg
5.9 kg Fruit juice
6.1.kg
7.0 kg
7.2.kg
8.3 kg
8.55 kg

On June 4, 1926, the master book printer Heinrich Wildmann got
permission to build a laundry kitchen and a chimney. The mason
was mason master Gustav Vetter.
In 1929 the Rheine River froze over.

Manfred 1932

On April 16, 1930 a fourth child was born to Rebekka and Heinrich Wildmann and got the name
Manfred
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The 25th anniversary of the printing of Philippsburg newspaper, the Bruhrainer Bote.
(The Bruhrain Messenger)

.

Twenty-five Years

1906 - 1931
Enterprise and hard work
in the beginning, the
honest struggle to bring
the true reflection of the
time in the country in
politics, the homeland, the
surroundings, the world
and the future, the beauty
of life and knowledge, to
teach and entertain. If we
are standing today on the
threshold of the quarter
century, we wish for
ourselves the power to
continue and the thanks of
our readers. Not the
substance alone, not only
the power of the machines, and determination
but to always have the
ambition and spirit to
strive for the better.
Publisher and Editor of the
Bruhrainer Bote

Pictures clockwise from top left: Herbaria Herb Company; Railroad station; Town Hall; Court
House; printing company now: printing company 1906; Athletic and Community Center.
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July 1931 Heinrich Wildmann from Philippsburg got blue prints for erecting an addition
on top of his house and a veranda.
I believe there was a celebration of the 1150th year of PhIlippsburg-Rheinheim. As
there must be something like a parade, Heinrich Wildman had decorated a horsedrawn wagon, which was decorated in front with the saying “Gott grueest die Kunst.”
(God salutes the Arts). On the side of the wagon was a large display with the words:
“Was sich begibt in Ost und West
Zu Land und Meer hier wirds gepresst.
Doch klug dunegt mich der Zeitungsmann
Der auch von manchem schweigen kann.”
In English: “What happens in the East and West

On land and sea, we print it best.
But it seems the clever newspaper man
Would silence some things if he can.”
The wagon from the printing place. Manfred
and Hugo on top and their father on the right
side in front

The German Workers’ Organization, (Die Deutsche Arbeitsfront) wrote on October 26 1934 to the trustee
and management of the printing shop Karl Loeb II in Philippsburg.
By decree of the Fuehrer and Chancellor Adolf Hitler on Saturday October 27, 1934 in the morning
between 10:00 a.m. and 12:00 noon the trustee has to read to the followers. (A very long propaganda message)
At the end has to be screamed three times a Heil Hitler to the Fuehrer as well as the Horst Wessel song has to be
sang.
The County head of the Deutsche Arbeitsfrontn April 1, 1937,
The co-owner of the printing place, Mrs. Sofie Loeb, widow in Philippsburg resigns and the printing shop
will go to Mr. Heinrich Wildmann according to following agreement. Mrs. Loeb has an investment of Reichsmark
6,227.89. Mr. Wildmann promises to pay Reichsmark 2,516.09 on May 1. 1937. Therefore Mrs. Sofie Loeb has
still RM 3,711.80 and will leave it in the business. Half the above mentioned amount which exists at the time of
the take-over in machines, type and other items, is taken from the balance of the books.
As already mentioned above Mr. Wildmann will continue the business in the rooms on the property
Marktplatz 18 in Philippsburg and will pay a yearly amount of
RM 720.00
To this comes the amount of the interest of RM 2,711.80 which is
RM 185.60
As well as the machines which belong to Mrs. Loeb, with 12%,
RM 445.40
The yearly interest is
RM 1,351.00
Mr. Wildmann pays this in monthly rates of
RM 112.50
This agreement is signed by Mr. Sofie Loeb widow and Heinrich
Wildmann
Certificate of a Loan.
Philippsburg, April 10, 1937. I received from Mr. M. Neuburger
RM 2,300.00 and will pay yearly 5% interest.
Heinrich Wildmann

A little drawing from Manfred on a piece of sample paper from
his father’s printing place. It shows a castle on a hill and the writing:
Manfred Wildmann water-fountain-pen inventor.
Minister for Enlightenment and Propaganda
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Special Office Rkw. Hinkel
April 13, 1938. Circular letter to persons of the Jewish Press and their offices.
Because it happened once, I command that of all the circular letters of the Jewish Press one issue has to be sent
to me before it is sent to the subscribers.
Hinkel
*
A postcard from Rabbi Metzger to Heinrich Wildmann on August 8. 37
Dear Mr. Wildmann you are getting the bulletin for the Palatinate
Regards
Yours Metzger
*
Declaration of the Capital of Jews at April 27, 1938
Wildmann Heinrich, printer, Philippsburg Thuengenstrasse 16.
I am born May 11, 1888. I am a Jew (after the German Law from
November 14, 1935). I am married to Rebekka nee Neuburger whose
race is Jewish.
I own a one family house on Thuengenstrasse 16 which is worth
RM 7,000.000 of which I owe ½. I have a printing shop which is worth
RM 5,729.77; I have a bank account of RM 230.00 and insurance for
RM 1,983.00. I have luxury items, jewelry and objects of art worth
RM 80.00
In my family are 4 children. Philippsburg July 5, 1938

1938 the Wildmann family

Office of the President of the Synagogue in Bruchsal
Bruchsal, July 3, 1938
Mr. Heinrich Wildmann
Philippsburg
The president of the synagogue has, with approval of the Obererat (Head office of the Jews in Baden) of
the Israelites has set for the tuition for extended lesson for English in the public school, an amount of RM 50.00
for the student Hannelore Wildmann. One half is payable at once and the other half on November 1. You are
asked to pay to the postal account of the congregation of Bruchsal # 9055 in Karlsruhe. Requests for lowering the
tuition have to be directed to the office of the president of the synagogue in Bruchsal.
Signed the president
*
Claim Sheet
Guest student tuition for the school year 1938/1939 RM 20.00
July 16, 1938
Of this 1/3 has to be paid right away, 1/3 on 9/15/38 and the rest on 11/1/38
RM 7.—paid July 19 by postal check paid RM 6.50 on 10/16/38.
School year 1939
RM 50.00. This amount is in four installments, each of RM 12.50, May 30, 1939, August 15, 1939, November 15,
1939, and January 15, 1940. It has to be paid to the postal account Karlsruhe 3731 of the Jewish congregation
*
On July 28, 38, a post card by Laure to her grandmother at the Jewish recreation home at Werderstr, 24
in Baden-Baden.
Dear Grandma,
Today I am on an excursion in Heidelberg with a couple of girls and Miss Kling. Afterwards we went on a
Neckar voyage to Neckarsteinach. From there we go somewhere else.
Best regards and kisses
Yours Lorle

City’s Main Cash Register Karlsruhe
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Booking number 14798 Trade school
Claim Sheet
Tuition for Hugo Wildmann RM 60.00 payable in 3 installments RM 20.00 paid by postal check, July 9. 1938
RM 20.00 paid by postal check, October 16, 1938
American Consulate
Stuttgart-N Koenigsrasse 19a
Mr. Wildmann Heinrich, Philippsburg, Thuengenstrasse 16
You are registered with the number 9454 in the waiting list for requesting a visa and you should report any
change of address.
As soon as there is sufficient proof of the possibility to make a living in America and your number comes up, a
summons for a formal request will be sent to you. This summons will be sent about four weeks ahead of the
examination.
In each letter the waiting number has to be given.

(End of September 1938)
For emigrants to the U.S.A.
In the United States Consulate following list is posted:
4084 - 4618
November
1938
4619 – 5203
December
1938
5294 – 5823
January
1939
5824 – 6256
February
1939
6257 – 6903
March
1939
6904 – 7438
April
1939
7439 – 7956
May
1939
7957 - 8550
August
1939
8551 – 9646
September
1939
9647 – 11428 15 Months
11429 – 14299 18 Months – 2 years}
14300
2 Years
} this is figured after July 1938
Higher numbers: Earliest 2 – 3 years}
It seems absolutely impossible in the continuation of the registration to make changes of preferential treatment, as
they are not especially referenced in the Laws of America.
It also has to be observed, that the consulate at this point only accepts affidavits to the number 7700, as it
believes that many qualified visas already exist and will also arrive. Therefore higher numbers for quotas in the
continued year are not being handled anymore.
This information is only for emigrants of the German quota.
*
A letter from the cousin of Rebekka Wildmann
St. Louis, Mo August 19, 38
Honored Family Wildmann.
Mr. Simon Mosenfelder asked me to write to you that he is willing, to my great pleasure, to give a affidavit to your
whole family. Mr. Mosenfelder is in a high position in the shoe factory of his father-in-law. Mr. Mosenfelder is a
lovely fine human being, who wants to help you in the United States to build a new life here. I am here in the
U.S.A. for a year and a half and work in the same company. I am happy to assist you in any way possible. I ask
you to give me, on the attached form, the exact names, birthdays and the exact birth places. Please print it. As
Mr. Mosenfelder has told me, he will help you financially as it might be necessary in the first year, until you are
able to manage. Anyway send the names, so that the papers can be filled out. I also would like to tell you about
things to bring along. Bring along anything you have. The best transfer is to learn English day and night.
Once more I send you my greetings and my congratulation
Best regards Yours Curt Levi
St. Louis, 9, 9, 38
Honored Family Wildmann,
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Yesterday I received your letter from Mr. Mosenfelder, who was very happy and will send the affidavit has soon as
possible. You ask about conditions in St. Louis. It would have less purpose for you in St. Louis. As Mr.
Mosenfelder told me, there would be more opportunity for a better a future for the whole family in Milwaukee,
Wisconsin. Now one city is like the other and I can answer your question pretty clearly. Here there are two
different kinds of apartments. The cheaper ones are cold water flats, where you have to provide heat yourself.
This means you have to buy the coals, the kitchen range and the ice box. If possible it would be the best to have
electric ones. There are usually two flats in each house and the rent cost between 17 and 30 Dollars for 5 to 7
rooms. Besides this there are the apartments where mostly 6 different parties are in one house. Each having 3 –
4 rooms, and kitchen. In these apartments you do not have to buy a kitchen range or an ice box and even the hot
water comes with the apartment. There is also one bathroom in every apartment. You have to heat it yourself.
Coals are very cheap. Therefore these apartments would be more comfortable but smaller and more expensive,
$ 35.00 – 50.00 a month. Closets are always built in, but bring along what you have, you can use everything.
Bring along closets and beds. Couches make a lot of work, one for the living room. Not very many tables, many
easy chairs, small furniture, carpets and beddings are not necessary, but bring as one is used to them. A printing
press you bring along too. (Automatic). You could store it in the beginning in the basement.
Clothing, whatever you have. All the same, you can’t start as a boss. Men’s shirts with a collar, the rest of them
you have to attach the collar. Bring a lot of trousers along, as one does not wear a jacket during the summer. You
might not start right away as a printer. One has to know the language first quite well. Therefore special suits are
not necessary. Middle blue Lefierlaender are very popular here. Short underpants, sleeveless undershirts,
besides this, everything is the same. The best that people can bring along is the English language. All of you
should learn it very much. Electric washing machine, sewing machines, radio. Please write to the Jewish
Committee in Milwaukee about what the voltage is. I hope I gave you now enough information. Bring everything
along that you have
With many greetings
Curt Levy
P.S. Don’t ask too much about family relations, the Americans don’t want to be asked too much.
*
A postcard from Heinrich Wildmann to Rabbi Metzger on November 9. 1938
I can tell you today that I print the bulletin for Baden and Wuerttemberg. Because of this additional work and since
everything must be done punctually, I beg you to send me everything for the Palatine bulletin as soon as possible;
even partial delivery. Shall I ask the gentlemen to send the next issue to me directly or did you already tell them. I
wish you all the best.
Heinrich Wildmann
*
Laure wrote the following:
th
The 10 of November is a day I will not forget as long as I live. To describe it is impossible; only a couple
of short notes.

In the morning at 6:30, like every day, I went to the train. I heard some whispering, but did not know what
about it was. As I was waiting on the platform, one of the university students ran by, very jubilantly screaming:
“The synagogue is burning, the synagogue is burning!” I knew him well. He was from one of the Nazi families in
town. I did not know what to do – did he yell just to scare me or should I believe him – go home or go to school?
When finally the train pulled in someone asked me if I did not hear anything. “No”, I said “what has
happened!” “The Synagogue is burning!” Tears ran down my cheeks. What happened to my loved ones? What
might have happened to them? My grandparents lived in the same house. As I arrived in Bruchsal I saw it – a
large fire. The synagogue! Now I knew what had happened. Was it an unfortunate accident that the building got
on fire? – Oh no! It was on the dirty hands of these wild hordes; to describe them, I have no words.
There were other Jewish students from different areas coming to school in Bruchsal, we somehow waited
for each other to decide what to do. Our schoolrooms were part of a school for higher education, so we knew we
could not go there – so we went to the women teacher’s home and found out that our male teacher had been
arrested. We all waited anxiously for the next train to take us back home, wondering what we would find there.
Things had happened there in the meantime. My father had been arrested. When I arrived home about
noon, I heard that my grandmother had come alone in the morning to our house to tell my parents that the
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synagogue was burning. Both of my grandparents were in shock and were in our house. After lots of begging they
let my grandmother get out of the burning house, half dressed into cool the November morning.
Bales of hay had been brought into the Synagogue and set ablaze at 6:00 am. The firemen were standing
by to protect the non-Jewish homes nearby. But my grandfather was not allowed to leave the building. My father
immediately ran out – we lived about five minutes away. On the way someone tried to stop him, telling him:
“Heiner, you can’t do anything, go back home!”- But he said: “I must get my father-in-law out of the burning
building.” He went across the street to a longtime neighbor of my grandparents’ to ask for a ladder to get my
grandfather out through the window. Yet the neighbors would not lend him a ladder. The neighbors were too
cowardly to lend a ladder. They were afraid that they would be black listed by the Nazi gang.
So he went in under the flames shooting out the doors of the synagogue. As I said earlier it was a narrow
courtyard, and managed to get my grandfather out. On the way back from the burning synagogue my father had
been arrested and as we found out later, transported to the concentration camp Dachau as well as all the other
men from our town.
I just learned very recently from a former school-friend, that the whole class had to march in formation,
the teacher in full uniform, “to watch the spectacle”. Discussions went on, whether to burn the “Judenlehrer” with
the synagogue.
th
At 9:00 o’clock, in the morning of November 10 1938, Standartenfuehrer Ritter von Eberlein reported:

In the early hours of November 10th the synagogue in Bruchsal burned down to the foundation. The crowd
broke all shop windows of the Jewish stores in the city. The alerted SA put guards before the Jewish stores to
prevent plundering. The rabbi and several prominent Jews had to be taken into protective custody for their own
safety. This was done by the Gestapo. The infamous Rabbi Neuburger, who is known because of his foreign
connections, was taken into protective custody by the instigation of the SA. During the night the synagogues at
Wiesloch, Walldorf and Malsch were also destroyed. The male Jews had to be taken into protective custody for
their personal safety. In the area of Sturmbann III/250 the synagogues at Sinsheim, Neidenstein, NeckarBischofsheim, Hoffen-heim. Wollenberg and Ittlingen were also destroyed.).
When the flames died down, my grandfather insisted on going back into the synagogue to get the burned
Torah scrolls. With my 14 year old brother Hugo, he buried them in the yard behind the synagogue.
The police came to our house to conduct a house search (supposedly looking for weapons which Jews
were forbidden to have). They were reading whatever they could find, looking for controversial material – even
letters my sister wrote from school. The school she attended, like all Jewish schools, was also closed.
Unbelievable treasures were destroyed on this day in all the cities and villages where Jews lived.
Furniture, all the possession of people where thrown out of the windows. All the Synagogues were burned down
or dynamited. In most cases it was not permitted to save even one Torah. In our printing shop a couple of young
hoodlums broke windows. They did not know about it earlier, and not to be left out, did it the next night.
My grandparents stayed with us, as they could not go back to their damaged house, along with a friend of
my mother, (Mrs. Clara Maier) whose husband had also been arrested. She was afraid to stay alone in her house.
My grandmother was treated for shock by the nuns who were the visiting nurses. My older brother was thrown out
of the secular school, as from this time on Jews were not allowed in any non-Jewish school.
My mother did not know that this action was all over Germany. She tried everything to get my Papa
released, pointing out that he was a former soldier, who was in the trenches for three years fighting for Germany.
– That was the thanks of the fatherland. Aren’t Jews humans too, the same as others? It was to no avail.
All the men were shipped to the concentration camp Dachau, where unbelievable things happened. How
many never returned? The first one returning was an acquaintance of ours, (Mr. David Maier) who came back
after 8 days. They had all the papers for emigration ready and on December 3, he left with his wife for America.
Finally, after about five weeks of longing and waiting, just before Chanukah, my dear father came back on
December 16. 1938. His head shaved, exhausted and very sad because of what happened. But he was happy to
be back.
*
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On December 24 1938, on the birth certificate of Hannelore Wildman, this remark is written:
The legal representative of the above mentioned child Hannelore, the book printing master Heinrich Wildmann,
has indicated according to the paragraph 2 of the 2, decree of the conveyance of the law about changes of the
family name and first name from August 17, 1939, that she will use the additional first name Sara.
*
A postcard from Kurt Metzger to Heinrich Wildmann
Breslau December 28, 1938
Dear Mr. Wildmann,
Today I received your card from 11, 9. I am here again for a couple of days after I visited Ernst ST. That
you got the printing of the bulletin is actually very honorable, but I don’t have to congratulate you about it, not any
more. I will travel next Monday or Tuesday to Nuremberg – N, Campestr. 10 II. What else is going to happen I
don’t know yet? I only will emigrate to the U. S. A. as fast as possible. I already have the visa for it and a very low
number. – What were you told about the bulletin what was forbidden; and what do you know about it? What are
you going to do about it? Could you still print calling cards for me? If yes, with the following copy: Kurt Metzger,
Rabbi. You could put the title in front or below the name, anyway you want. Print 300 of these. How are you and
how is your family
For today I send you many greetings.
Yours Kurt Metzger
A letter from Moritz Wildmann (The brother of Heinrich)
Stuttgart January 1, 1939
My Dears,
I received your first letter from December 29, and had somebody check the affidavit. There are the
following complaints.
One can’t see on the affidavit what the sponsor will do for the emigrants. For a family of 6 this naturally is
very important. Therefore it is necessary that your cousin sends to the American Consulate here a so
called invitation. He has to send this letter first to you so that it can be submitted at the time together with
the affidavit and not go to the consul, as he can’t do anything with it as long as the affidavit and the
necessary papers are not with it.
In this letter the cousin has to write to the consul, that he will be very happy to take you and provides
room and board for you, as long as you are not able to support yourself. That means, until you found work
and you are able to take care of yourself. He can add to it, that you, as a printer and a trained worker will
probably soon find work and therefore take care of your family. The letter, like anything in writing has to
be signed by a notary. This is especially important.
After all the sponsor is co-owner of the company, it would be necessary to get a report from a known
inquiry company, or notary signed tax returns from the year 1937, which shows the earning.
It is necessary that the sponsor declares that he will guaranty a day-school for the school age children.
Besides, that the children according to their age, will not be forced to go to work.
As the affidavit is for 6 people it would be important that the sponsor would prove other values or that he
has life insurance.
I say it once more that your tell your cousin, that all the papers have to be notarized.
Naturally you can write to your cousin, that the required papers are all formality, but the consulate wants such
papers, even more by large families.
The checking of the affidavit was done privately as you can imagine and therefore keep it a secret. About the
other things you asked I can tell you privately. I am sorry to say, that until today we do not have an affidavit and
no news if we get such. But we hope we will get one from anybody. How are your children? Are they all still there?
I hope you are all well, and that I also can report the same from us. Best regards and greetings
Yours B.W. (I don’t understand the signature as it is definitely Moritz Wildmann,)
PS. The different dates of birthdays could be changed at the time as the affidavit is submitted by hand with birth
certificates. For that you do not write to your cousin.
My Dears, I am happy you are all well and wish you today hearty greetings and kisses. you’re Hedwig
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.Trade School I, II & III
Karlsruhe on the Rheine
Adlerst. 29
February 6, 1939
You owe to the trade school for a guest student the amount of RM 6.50
We ask you to submit the amount in 7 days to the office Adlerstr. 28, room 62. After that time we will ask the bailiff
of the community to collect, which would cost you more money.
The Director
To the Trade school
Karlsruhe
February 7. 1939
I paid on July 19, 1938 RM 7.- and on October 16, 1938 RM 6.50 with a postal check to the City bank in
Karlsruhe. As my son is not permitted to go to the trade school since the middle of November, I believe I will not
have to pay the third installment
Heinrich Israel Wildmann
German Printer Association
Heinrich Wildmann
Printer
February 8, 1939
Selling of the workplace
Referring to the visit of our Mr. Gahl. He already told you that because of the decree of the Minister for Financeand-Economic of Baden, the work shop as such is not permitted to exist and instead must be dissolved.
At the sale of machines, types and utensils has to be said, that at the sale of printing machines the
market price from 2, 14, 1936/ 12. 10, 1937 has to be taken. The reason for this market agreement is, that printing
machines which are older than 20 years can’t be sold and have to be scrapped. As far as we know the Boston
press machine belongs to this category. The rest of the machines are not 20 years old. But even these printing
machines which are not yet 20 years old are not permitted to be sold to other printers. At the paragraph 2 of the
market agreement these machines have to be sold to a machine dealer, who is permitted to sell them to a printer.
For the rest of the machines for instance typesetting machines, book binding machines, etc. the market
agreement does not cover. One has to be aware of the regulation of metal management about the types and
especially the type setting metal. The dealer which you will call on or the liquidation of the shop will advise you
about these regulations.
For simplifying this it would be advisable to offer all the objects to an approved machine dealer who would
explain to you and Mr. Buehler if he is accepting the agreement you made last November. Furthermore we
suggest to you before you finalize the agreement, to bring the contract to the Minister of Finance and Economics
for acceptance. We ask you to inform us about the result of your negotiation with the machine dealer.
German Printer Association
District Wuerttemberg/Baden
*
Heinrich Wildmann
Philippsburg (Baden)
February 15, 1939
Dear Family Loeschel,
Mrs. Sophie Wurzinger from Nuremberg is often visiting her sister here and therefore we are also friendly
with her. She told us that you, Mr. Loeschel, are a printer and are working in that field in America. As I am also a
printer and in a few months immigrate to America, (probably to Boston). I ask you to tell me about this kind of
work. How are the earning possibilities of a printer? I could set type or work as a printer. I have the permission to
take along a Heidelberger automatic printer. Do you believe that with a machine like that I could start a little
printing business? I heard that in many American towns there are places that only produce the set. Because of
this one does not have to buy too many type faces.
I ask you Mr. Loeschel, to tell me everything that might be of interest for me, as you are a couple of years in
America and know about it.
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I would be very happy if you could answer me very soon and thank you for your troubles.
Heinrich Wildmann
*
Selma Hermann, nee Neuburger, a niece of Moritz Neuburger, wrote a letter on February 15, 1940 from
Brentwood to Nanette Neuburger in Philippsburg.
My Dear Aunt,
…We are waiting already for a long time to get
an answer from Philippsburg. I would like to
know if her cousin has sent the missing paper.
He does not answer us about it at all and says
this is none of our business. Such an insolent
man we have never met before…..
On February 16, 1939 the Wildmann family,
except the mother Rebekka Wildmann, got the
German-Jewish ID. The Kennkarte. At that time
Rebekka was sick and in a hospital and only
received and signed for the Kennkarte on March
18, 1939.
Bruchsal, March 16, 1939
Unbedenklichkeitsbescheinigung.
(This is translated as a Clearance Certificate but it means that the person is not politically or criminally involved).
There is no financial worry to give a passport for the on May 11, 1925 in Philippsburg born Hannelore Wildmann
for the purpose of immigrating to France.
Signed
*
Heinrich Israel Wildmann
May 23, 1939
To the Insurance Company
For Labor, Commerce and trade
I acknowledge, thankfully to have received the amount of RM 254.58, which you transferred.
You refused to pay the costs for the provision of food and lodging in the private clinic Wilsner, because I did not
give you the notification of the operation beforehand. I told you previously, that because of the emergency of the
operation I was not able to that ahead of time. The attached medical report of Dr. Wilsner should convince you
about it.
Should you still not be able to compensate me after the fact, maybe at least you could grant me a
contribution for the stay in a convalescent home for my wife.
My wife is not yet well and a couple of times at consulting-hours in the office of Dr. von Strasser, he
prescribed a place for cure in the Black Forest.
Sincerely
Heinrich Israel Wildmann
American Consulate
Stuttgart
File # 811.11 BCH/LE
May 27, 1939
Mr. Heinrich Wildmann
List of Quotas: German Number: 9454
Approximate waiting time March 1940
With your letter from May 25, 1939 the consulate received documents (for examination in relation to your
request to prove that you have enough sources to sustain life in the United States) from the sponsor:
Simon Mosenfeld in St. Louis, Miss.
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You are asked to immediately write to your sponsor that the documents have arrived and that these will
be checked closely as soon as possible. The time of this examination depends on the amount and the workload of
the consulate here and of your place in the waiting list. In any case you will have enough time after the documents
are checked to get additional documents if the consulate believes to be necessary, before your number on the
waiting list will come up. Until you hear from the consulate, you have nothing to do then to report eventual
changes in your steady address or of your postal address. It would be appreciated, if you would not write
meaningless letters which would lighten the work load of the consulate. Therefore you would probably not get an
answer.
In case at the examination of your papers they should be insufficient in any way, I would notify you at
once. You would have to provide us with additional documents, which you will get exactly described for
qualification for a visa.
Attachment: Affidavits and other documents which were sent to the consulate for the giving of the visa
can under no condition be sent back to the emigrant. No copies or photo copies can be made of it.
For the Consul General
Boies C. Hart, Jr.
American Vice Consul
*
Customs Examination Office
Freiburg
May 31, 1939

Temporary Security Arrangement
Because of the following paragraphs 59 and 62 of the decree about devices from 12, 12, 1938 I order as follows:
I.

You have to refrain from doing anything without having previous permission from the office of device in
Karlsruhe about your complete capital as well as all your income as long it is not of the exactly described
items value declared on figure III.
This decree says especially that without the permission from the device office, you are not permitted to:
1. Withdraw anything from your bank account and to transfer from them.
2. Checks or promissory notes, bills of any kind, not to write or accept.
3. Of the sale of bonds and stocks you can’t take.
4. About your claims for life insurance, patents, mortgages, debts, money you lent to people, salaries,
pension etc. you can only handle these proceeds as you have to put them at once into a blocked
account described in number II.
5. You can’t sell property or put mortgages on it.
6. You can’t have a partnership in a company or any businesses, especially not sell them, pawn them or
give them away or get rid of them. Payments of these are under I /4 mentioned.

II. Incomes or payments of any kind have to be deposited at the Bruhrainer Volksbank in Philippsburg in a
blocked account.
*
Heinrich Israel Wildmann
To the Customs Examination Office
Freiburg

July 29. 1939

01729/SK No. 5258
I acknowledge to have received your letter about security in reference to Mr. Moritz Israel Neuburger. My
debt to the one mentioned is RM 2300.00
Heinrich Israel Wildmann
Kennkarte: (ID) J NO. A 00602 Bruchsal
*
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American Consulate
Stuttgart
File No. 811.11

August 2, 1939

1. The consulate got the affidavit besides other documents about your intended immigration to the United
States. The arrival of the affidavit does not mean that a memorandum had been done. The memorandum
is only then valid if it is written on a special memorandum sheet and accepted by the consulate. The
memorandum number is not the number of the quota.
2. Because of the many people who want to immigrate to the United States who have a lower waiting
number then you; your case will not be worked on in the near future. Therefore it is not possible to know if
the affidavit is enough and in general affidavits and the documents about them are losing their validity
after one year. You will be notified in time when your waiting number is up and you have to bring new
documents declaring how you would secure your livelihood in the United States.
3. Affidavit of German Quota numbers above 10,000 should not be sent in. Visas are only issued
chronologically.
4. Immigration visas are only given out of sequence in cases where immigration laws give special
preferences. If somebody is looking to be called up before their number, they are not being considered..
To exchange waiting numbers, and transfer Quota numbers to another person is forbidden.
According to the law only following people get preferential treatment:
Parents (not step parents) from 21 year old once who are American citizen
Marriage partner, women and men and unmarried minor children, (not stepchildren) from American
citizen. (From this the form # 633 must be filled out)
Married women and their husbands whose minor unmarried children, whose father or mother have
immigrated to the United States legally and living there. (For these the form 575 must be filled out from
the particular relative.)
5. Affidavits are not given out in principle, not even for photo copies.
6. Please notify your sponsor about # 1 of this letter.
The American Consulate
*
Heinrich Israel Wildmann
To the Office of Devices
Karlsruhe

October 1, 1939

0 1731 – S b 1/F 247/39
Please instruct the Bruhrainer People Bank in Philippsburg to pay following sums:
For Friedrich Goeggel
RM 90.—
For Custom office in Schwetzingen
RM 8,40
RM 98.40
The amount of RM 8.40 to the custom office in Schwetzingen I already have paid according to attached pay slip.
Heinrich Israel Wildmann
Kennkarte: (ID) J NO. A 00602 Bruchsal
*

The Main Cashier Karlsruhe
Booking number 424 Public school
Claim Sheet
You owe the tuition for Hannelore for the School year 1939/40 RM
18.00. You are requested to pay in 3 installments of RM 6.00 and
on May 1, actually 2 weeks after receiving this claim slip. The rest
on October 1, 1939 and January 15, 1940.
Received RM 6.—7. 4. 39
*
Besides going to school in Karlsruhe Hannelore worked
there in the Jewish Kindergarten.
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Hannelore with the little children on Succoth

*
St. Louis, October 25, 39
Dear honored Family Wildmann,
I received your letter from the 12th and thank you for it and I was happy to finally see a result. At once I
translated the letter to Mr. Mosenfelder. I also translated the other two letters which arrived today. Besides, a
couple of weeks ago I mailed the correction of the birth dates; they seemed not to have arrived. Included I sent
you a new form. This letter is going to my parents in Amsterdam, so that they for sure should arrive. I can make a
happy announcement to you; Mr. Simon M. is willing to give you $ 500.00 for the tickets. He was a little worried,
as he has to take care of you when you are here. Please try to get from your Mishpoche or the committee, the
rest. Should there be something missing, your cousin is the last one who does not help. He is a kindhearted man,
but like all the Americans, he too has his peculiarity. Anyway, write at once if something is missing; I will then see
if there is something to be done. I wish you a lot of success.
With hearty greetings your Curt Levy
PS.: When you have the visa send a telegram, then money will be deposited. Try once Italian ships third class,
very good and cheaper.
*
Moritz Israel Neuburger
To the Office of Devices
Karlsruhe
November 12, 1939
I intend to give to my daughter Rebekka Wildmann nee Neuburger the amount of RM 3000.00 for her
emigration. This amount should settle the amount which the husband of my daughter, Heinrich Israel Wildmann
owed. The rest of RM 700.00 (seven hundred) should be paid out to my daughter in cash. The payment should be
done through the Savings Bank in Philippsburg.
I humbly ask for the device-rightly approval.
Moritz Israel Neuburger
Kennkarte: Jew Nr. 4 Bruchsal
*
The Wildmanns had to sell their house and now had to pay rent in their own house.
A receipt from November 14, 1939 for rent RM 25.00 signed by Maria Zieger.
*
The following is again from Laure’s diary:
We got the summons to the American consulate in Stuttgart on November 9, 1939. Not for one moment
did we have any fear of not getting the permission to immigrate. We had a high affidavit number and our sponsor,
a cousin of my mother, was the owner of a couple of shoe factories in St. Louis. He had promised to pay us
weekly $25.00. We had everything prepared for our emigration beforehand. Our trunks were packed. A lift was no
longer permitted any more. We had packed 11 wooden boxes and in one was the new Heidelberger printing
machine. My parents had to pay for this printing machine a gold toll of 3,000 Marks in addition to the price of the
machine; an unbelievably high price of hard earned money.
Finally the day came. We traveled to Stuttgart. – Two days later we were back.- Without a visa. They had
really found something that was still missing. A copy of the last tax report was missing. Also the sponsor has to
deposit $ 100.00 for the next three years in a bank. Our sponsor now had enough of us bothering him constantly.
To make a long story short: for these missing papers we are still waiting today. If only the ones out there would
th
have to live through a “November 10 1938”. They would not have hesitated to send these papers, which anyway
were only a formality.
Therefore we had to wait and wait and hope. Our house was sold. We now occupied only the first floor.
There was not enough room any more for all of us, therefore my sister and I slept in the grandparents house, less
than 5 minutes from home. But we had to be there at 8 p.m. because this was the curfew hour for Jews. Some
days we were forbidden to leave the house all together
*
A letter from Moritz Wildmann from Stuttgart, where he and his wife lived.
November 15, 1939
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My Dears,
I hope you got home all right and everybody is well. Hedwig too is thanks to God, well again. Today I was
at the Hilfsverein (Jewish Help Organization) were I was told that you definitely will have to have help. In case you
were in Mannheim in the meantime and got another negative judgment, then go directly to the Hilfsverein in Berlin
and bring along an exact explanation of things. You have to tell them that you do not have any help from relatives
or friends and that the sponsor pledged for room and board but not for anything else. You also could mention how
much you would need for the transport of the lift. I ask you to let me know what happens.
Hearty greetings also from Hedwig
Moritz
*
Dear Heinrich,
We received your letter and were very happy to hear that you are all well. Yesterday evening I was at
Mrs. Maier and wanted to see how things are going. Mrs. Maier runs all over the place to get the money for you
and your family and is very agitated not having been successful. We, dear Heinrich, are very sorry not to be able
to lend it to you, because my dear husband has so many obligations with his family whose turn will come soon;
Mother, 3 sisters with husbands, who get money sent from us each month. I also have an old uncle, 76 years old,
a cousin with husband and 2 children to give an affidavit and they all are supposed to be here in September. They
were at relatives of mine in Switzerland, when the war started and I have to send them money now for a different
ship line. I write you all this that so you don’t think I don’t want to help you, but 1000 Dollars is a lot of money and
it is not easy to get that from people. I believe it would be the best for your affidavit, to send it to other people,
because everybody knows one needs foreign money for the ship tickets. They are supposed to be very rich
people and they should help you as they can. Should Mrs. Maier be successful with the Wertheimer, I would send
you a telegram.I hope to get good news from you, with thousand kisses
Frida (Selbiger)
Excuse my bad handwriting I am in a hurry.
*
A letter from Carlos Wagner from Buenos Aires, Argentina
January 3, 1940 (I believe the date is wrong and should be February 3, 1940)
Dear Heinrich
,
Today I received a completely un-understandable letter from the Hilfsverein (A Jewish Help Organization) and I
beg you to spare me from such correspondence. I have promised you 200.00 U.S. Dollars as soon as you are in
Rotterdam. Your passage you can buy yourself. I can buy no passage from here if I don’t know from where and
when you depart. Today I wrote to the Holland–American Line in Rotterdam, the copy is attached
Best regards
Carlos.
*
The Head-Finance President in Baden
January 13, 1940
Office of Devices
To Mr. Heinrich Israel Wildmann
Security Announcement
There is long German gabbledigook which I will not translate and seems to have no bearing on anything.
But it says on Nr. 3. Without the approval you may use out of your restricted free account in the meantime 300. —
RM every month. For the purpose to examine the suitability of the free amount you have to fill out the attached
form -. Dev VI 3 No2.
*
January 24, 1940
Holland – American Line
Rotterdam
In this letter I send you check no. E40/1188C of $ 200.00 (two hundred U.S.A. Dollars the amount shall
be for disposal for Mr. Heinrich Wildmann in Philippsburg , Baden, Germany and should be used for passage to
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the U.S.A. I ask you explicitly to pay out this amount only in Rotterdam or any place in Holland. Also, not any
transfer in any form to Germany.
I thank you for your trouble and ask you for a receipt. Please tell Mr. Wildmann that the amount is in Rotterdam at
his disposal.
Sincerely yours
Carlos Wagner
*
German Post Office Telegram
Stuttgart a, 30, 40 11/10 words 18:15 (o’clock)
Wildmann, Philippsburg Baden
Certain financial plans income tax declaration from Mosenfelder are missing
(U.S.A.) Consulate
*
Application for Receiving
A Student Monthly Ticket and Student Weekly Ticket
I request a student monthly ticket - student weekly ticket 3. Class for Hannelore Sara Wildmann from May 1, 1940
until October 1940 between Philippsburg and Karlsruhe over Graben – Neudorf.
Philippsburg, Thuengenstrasse 16 IV, 25, 1940
signed Hannelore Sara Wildmann
It has cancelation of 5, 8, 40,/ 6, 2, 40,/ 6, 30, 40,/ 8, 31, 40,/ 9, 7, 40, and 10, 1, 40.
*
Application for Receiving
A Student Monthly Ticket and Student Weekly Ticket
I request a student monthly ticket – student weekly ticket third class, for Manfred Israel Wildmann, Philippsburg
from the time of May 1, 1940 until October 31, 1940 between Philippsburg and Karlsruhe over Blankenloch
April 19, 1940 signed Heinrich Israel Wildmann. It has cancelations of 5, 3, 40/ 2, 6, 40/ 6, 30, 40/ 7, 3, 40/
9, 1, 40 and 1, 10, 40.
*
Milius Shoe Company
O’Fallon at Twenty-third . Saint Louis Missouri
May 1, 1940
Dear Bekky:
I’ve just received a letter from the American Consul General, Samuel W. Honaker of Stuttgart, Germany, sent to
me through the courtesy of Senator Wagner of New York, one of the foremost statesmen and United States
Senator who has kindly written to the American Consul at Stuttgart in your behalf.
This letter of the American Consul was a very kind answer and shows a kind interest in doing his duty in giving
every consideration within the immigration laws and regulations.
Mr. Honaker explains why your visa was not granted, and I desire to say that my affidavit and my procedure
would have been sufficient to grant a visa had it not been for the report of the United States Public Health Service
who examined Mr. Wildmann and found, “afflicted with loss of vision of the right eye, light perception only, a
serious physical defect which might affect his ability to earn a living. The American Consul, therefore, could not
grant a visa in view of the number of applicants in your family with the serious defect of Mr. Wildmann under the
Public Charge provision of the immigration law.”
Furthermore, the Consul states “The loss of the use of one eye requires additional evidence of the readiness to
furnish you and your family a reasonable continuing source of support for what might be an indefinite period of
time”.
You did not tell me this or I would have known why your visa had not been granted. I did more than necessary
under the immigration laws to get your visa, and it would have been granted without any question otherwise. I did
everything that would have been requested, and you would have been in the United States long ago had there
been no complications that you did not tell me about, so it is not my fault.
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Furthermore, the Consul does not request a deposit from me but requires now that I submit a supplementary
affidavit indicating that I am aware that Mr. Wildmann has suffered the loss of the use of one eye and would
submit evidence of the definite financial arrangements made to furnish your family a reasonably continuing source
of support which might be an indefinite period of time.
You will agree that this is asking a lot to take on this responsibility. However with your fine boys and family, I’m
hoping everything will work out, if I’m able to arrange for your visa. Brother Gabe promised to send an additional
affidavit. I don’t know if he has done so, but I‘m sending the American Consul’s report to him so that he will know
the conditions. If Gabe will consent to send an affidavit such as the Consul now requires, this in addition to what
I’ve already done will be all that is necessary to grant a visa. I will also send the Consul additional evidence of my
further resources and responsibility. Of course, all of this will cost more now. Had I known these facts before,
everything could have been arranged more than a year ago, and transportation cost would have been half of what
they are today.
I’m willing to supply $ 500 of the transportation cost and Gabe will also help with $ 100 and perhaps you can
arrange for any additional cost and let me know about this after the visa is granted.
Now Bekky, you will appreciate that all I did, what the immigration laws require, and that, as explained, there were
circumstances of which you did not tell me. I handled this matter through my lawyer who knows all about the
immigration laws and told me that a deposit from me was not required, but we did not know the other
circumstances.
I will now see what we can do, if Gabe is willing to send his affidavit, I think perhaps that will take care of it. I don’t
mind taking responsibility on myself, but I’m not willing to place responsibility of this kind on my family for an
indefinite period.
I hope everything will work out alright, but please understand, all of this delay is due to your failure to tell me the
whole story.
Love to all

S. Mosenfelder
*
May 7. 1940

Dear honored Mrs. Mane,
You have to excuse me that I did not answer you yet. The reason is, that besides the Wildmann matter, I
have a lot more to write. Besides, because of strange people things get very confused. Mr. Mosenfelder received
2 days ago a letter from a senator that the 3000.00 dollars which the Consul requested only are supposed to be
given as Mr. Wildmann almost does not see at all on one eye and the other eye also will get bad. Mr. Mosenfelder
opposed from the beginning to deposit this sum after he heard about it and everything is finished. But he has
made his brother to send a second affidavit to Germany, which will soon arrive there. I am very sorry that the
matter does not work out, but I can’t do more than Mr. Mosenfelder tells me he will give
$ 500.00 for passage and might be moved to maybe give a little more. I have reported this to Germany
With friendly greetings
Your Curt Levi
*
Application for Receiving
A Student Monthly Ticket and Student Weekly Ticket
I request a student monthly ticket - student weekly ticket 3. Class for Hugo Max Israel Wildmann from June 1,
1940 until November 30, 1940 between Philippsburg and Mannheim over Graben-Neudorf and Germersheim.
May 20, 1940 cancelations of 6, 30, 40 and 8, 2, 1940
*
Office of Labor
Registration Card
Issued on 5, 24, 40, declined not able to do work. 6, 26, 40
In typical German reversal of truth, he was first denied work in a German place, and then accused of refusing
work and denied compensation.
Inside is a cancelation of May 24, 1940 and lots of cancelations which seemed he had to report every day from
May 24, until June 27, 1940. There is only mark missing on June 15. 1940
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University Eye Clinic
Heidelberg
Director Professor Dr. Engelking

May 27, 1940

Eye Doctor’s Testimony
Mr. Heinrich Wildmann, printer in Philippsburg was carefully eye-examined by me.
The eyesight in the left eye without glasses is 5/4, therefore completely normal. Close up the smallest print
(Nieden 1) was read without any difficulty. The vision in the right eye at 2.5 meters will not be better with glasses.
Both eyes are inside as well as outside completely healthy. The lesser eyesight on the right eye existed from birth
and not a change from any sickness. A danger of losing the eyesight does not exist. To prove this, Mr. Wildmann
has performed his job without any effort during his whole life and is able to do this in the future as well. There is
no danger at all.
The treating doctor
Signed by Professor Dr. Engelking
*
Sally Neuburger
311 e’me Cie T. E.
College Eceossais
Montpellier He’rault)
Montpellier 6, 8, 1940
Dear Gusta,
Many and hearty thanks for your lovely letter which only now arrived. I am all right and health wise also
well. I have a lot of work and am in good spirits.
I hope definitely for a victory of the allies and a defeat of the brown barbarians.My wife is also well and hopes the same as I. Mirjam is a dear and brave girl. She is in first grade and industrious
and ambitious. Please tell me about your children. Your girl must be quite tall already. Does she speak English
well? Mirjam speaks French fluently. And your boys? (He is wrong. Gusta Mane had one boy and two girls) How
are you and what are you doing? Write about everything as I am interested in all, my childhood friend!
How is your husband, he too should write and tell me about himself.
Greet everyone I know and also you and your family specially and a very hearty greetings from your friend
Sally
Please give the letter I include to Moritz and Nanette. Heartily, your S.
This last line is a coded message. At this time Sally was blacklisted by the Germans and could not send mail
directly to his parents in Germany. He was in France, which was not yet attacked by Germany.
*
Sally Neuburger
311 e’me Cie T. E.
College Eceossais
Montpellier He’rault)

Montpellier 6, 17, 1940

Dear Gusta,
I am sure you have received my last letter. Because of what happened, my situation has changed to the
worse. You can imagine what a Hitler-peace means to us: “Death!!” As I was against the system in Germany, I
stood, like all the decent emigrants, in the service of national defense for France.In consideration of Bekkel and Heiner I have never asked my cousin (for help), now I have to do it.I ask you to intervene for me. His address is: Gabe Mosenfelder c/o General Delivery Rock Island. Illinois.I beg for an affidavit at once. Vita goes on a Russian Quota and could travel at once and could let me and the
child come. Our birthdays etc. he has. You also please write to him, that he does not put things on the easy
shoulder. Please do it right away! –
I hope you are all well and cheerful.- Excuse me if I alarm you today, but you can put yourself into my situation.
Hearty greetings to all
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Your Sally
I put a couple of lines in for Moritz and Nanette, your S.
*
Office of Labor
Karlsruhe June 24, 1940
About assistance for relief
Mr. Heinrich Israel Wildmann, Philippsburg Thuengenstrasse 16
Your request for unemployment assistance
Reasons:
After the law about unemployment benefits from September 5, 1939, only such person who are able to work can
receive unemployment payment. This kind of presupposition is not in your case. I suggest to you to contact the
Jewish welfare board for unemployment benefits. 6, 26, 40
*
Philippsburg, June 25, 1940
Dear Family Mane and Faber,
I can see in your letters, that you are quite involved with our matters. I was sure that it is not easy. Our
sponsor asked a friend to write to the consul, and the gentlemen got an answer right away. The consul asked in
his letter not for a deposit, but for an additional affidavit in which the support for an undefined time is mentioned in
an agreement. The reason is that on my right eye I am week-sighted. I have had an examination made in
Heidelberg and sent it to the consul, but until today did not get an answer. The test says, that both eyes are
completely healthy, the left eye is absolutely normal and I can read the smallest type without glasses. I f the
affidavit from the brother of the sponsor arrived, I don’t know. About 3 weeks ago I wrote to my cousin,
Mrs.Selbiger, 393 West End Avenue, about an affidavit and told her everything. I don’t know if I will get a affidavit.
Maybe you are acquainted with her, then I would like you to intervene for me and tell her especially that we don’t
need financial help and never will ask for any. That I will give her back any money right away that she laid out.
The affidavit shall only be for me alone. Mrs. Selbiger always writes very nice and was very friendly with the
Maiers. Now it would be important that I receive the necessary affidavit right away. You are now already in the
country more than 3 months, while we still have to wait. The beginning is therefore already over. The children
probably are babbling English already and now, during the summer holidays, they probably go to the country to
the Maier’s chicken farm. A little while ago we got a report from them of what they are doing and sent it to the
Nachrichtenblatt (the Jewish news letter). It was printed in there. Erna (Berberich) and her husband got the
message that there papers are all right. The summons will come soon. I believe that a detailed letter to one of
your friends is on the way, because one always likes to hear news. For your trouble in our matter, I thank you very
much
With hearty greetings
Yours Heinrich Wildmann
Dear Friends,
Many thanks for the different letters, all of them arrived here punctually. I am sorry that you have so much
trouble for us and everything is without any result. The worst of all is that one does not get any answer
from the Consulate and one does not know what had arrived there. From us they asked for an
accreditation from the sponsor and additional affidavit for my husband. In there must be a guaranty for an
unlimited time for a pension for him. It is to despair. Maybe you will be able to get such an affidavit. It is
only for formality, as you know the sponsor gives monthly $100.00 and that we all can earn money, I don’t
have to tell you. Lorle is working since Easter in the Kindergarten. At the dismissal she got a reward. I
can’t describe how it hurts me to be unable to have her talent more developed. Every morning she travels
with Manfred, who is happy that he is not alone. Hugo is already a barber for a year. He is taking a course
on ladies too. How happy we would be to start on building for the future. That’s the way one hopes from
one day to the next and the worries for the future are just part of the worries for the present. We had a
detailed letter from Klara and through Moses we always hear about you. He is also one of the customers
of Hugo. He is beaming when he talks about the children. Dear Hilde I now would have to learn English
from you. Until we come all of you won’t understand German any more. You, Ruth, you probably are an
American lady. Dear Heinz, are you still thinking of your playmate? With your letter dear Gusta, Sally was
very happy. He wrote a long letter that he is fine. He is a cook and says he worries about us. Now the
worries are again on our side. How happy can you be Mrs. Faber, to be together with your loved ones.
Will my parents have this luck once too? Let us hope for the best.
Wishing you all the best, with hearty greetings
Yours Bekka Wildmann
The children say hello.
*
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American Consulate Stuttgart (This is a handwritten letter)
Mr. Heinrich Wildmann
Philippsburg

July 2, 1940

Referring to your letter from June 28, 1940 I want to inform you that until today, your sponsor Mr. Simon
Mosenfelder has not sent a financial plan about the deposit for your livelihood in the United States. Also no copy
has arrived of the last income tax which you were asked to bring on the day of the visa application. On June 3,
1940 (May 3,) your wife was here, at which time she was told that there was no information of the creation of a
trust fund from Mr. Mosenfelder, and his income tax declaration are still missing. Therefore the way your visa is
situation is unchanged.
Sincerely Yours
For the Consul General
Hugh H. Teller
American Vise-Consul
*
8, 5, 40
Request for the Receipt of a Worker-Weekly-Ticket
The requested workmen’s weekly ticket between Philippsburg and Graben-Neudorf
Only to be filled out by workers who do exclusively hand work

Heinrich Israel Wildmann Philippsburg Thuengenstr. 16, printer in Graben, Molkte street 24
Graben July 31, 1940 signed Frau Notheis
In the back of the form are 2 cancelations: Philippsburg (Baden) 8, 5, 40 and 8, 11. 40
*
The following letter is copied exactly as it was typed in English by Gustel Mane, who had been in the US a very
short time..
Gustel Mane
900 West-End Avenue 3 C
New-York, N.Y.
July 20, 1940
Dear Mr. Mosenfelder,
You’ll remember that I sent you a letter from your cousin Mrs. Rebekka Wildmann 4 month ago, when I
arrived from Germany.
Today I received a letter from her brother, Sally Neuburger, who always was a dear friend of mine. Years
ago he opposed the Hitler-movement. He had to leave Germany for his own and his family’s safety. When the
Nazis took over Slovakia, he had to flee, and lived since then in France. He earned his living as a cook and hoped
to be safe there. When condition changed and France needed men he was active in home defense. He writes if
somebody can give him help immediately perhaps he can save his life yet. If he will be extraditioned to the Nazis
it means only death to him.
May I ask you to do everything in your power to help him out of his predicament and so safe his life.
Sally’s wife is russian born and could perhaps come over before Sally yet and already prepares.
As I understand you are already informed by Sally and there is anything else you need to know I gladly
give you further information.
If there is anything you can do for him, please, please help him. I am very much obliged and hope, to hear
from you.
Yours Gustel Mane
*
Philippsburg, September 1, 1940
Dear Family Faber and Mane,
You made us very happy with your letters and cards and we read them it that you all are well in your new
home and got accustomed to your surroundings. Also that all of the ones we are close to are well. Particularly I
was very happy with the greetings from the children. I also thought they had forgotten their promises. I can see,
they can still write the German script as well as the Latin one. They will speak English very soon, because
children learn much faster than grownups. Also with the lines from Dear Hans I was very happy. I believe that in
the U.S.A. there are now more of my former pupils than in Germany. Here everything continues as before. I have
little hope to be permitted to see my relatives, friends and acquaintance ever again. I don’t want to start anything
for us as long as the Family Wildmann is not gone. From here we can’t see any progress. Even with the
intercession from relatives who had immigrated already, the sponsor remains obstinate in his refusal for giving the
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accredit which the consul ask for. He is financially able to do it, This is our biggest sorrow, in particular for our
children, who as you know are capable to fit into the world. There is nothing new here. Because of busy
correspondence from many people we know about all the happenings. For the New Year we wish you luck for
your future. My dear wife, you have to excuse today. She is in Baden-Baden since August 8th and only returns on
September 4. For all the things you have done for us we thank you very much and would be happy if we could do
something for you in return. Let us hear very soon from you again, we are always happy to hear from you.
With hearty greetings in old friendship
Yours M. Neuburger
*
Dear Family Faber and Mane,
I presume you have my letter and I thank you for yours. Also for your card dear Gustel .I am happy to hear you
are all well and acknowledge, that you often get together with Sally (this is just a secret message, as Mrs. Mane is
in correspondence with Sally Neuburger in France and sends messages, probably letters to Philippsburg from
him, and also from Philippsburg to Sally in France.) Hopefully he is lucky with his planed project and you have
good news from St. Louis. I include a letter, which you could give him, when he comes again to you. Thank you
for it. Manfred he does not yet have the letter you mentioned, but he is very happy to hear something from Ruth.
Dear Heinz and Hilde I am afraid you have to wait a long time until he comes. Our things are still not any further.
Also, Levi writes, that the affidavit has arrived, We did not hear a confirmation of it from Stuttgart. If only the
children could manage to get there. It is driving us to despair that you too have to suffer, because the consul
makes complication for my husband. I am now trying that by reason of a new affidavit they get the visa. In the
Nachrichtenblatt was written that domestics would get preferential treatments; maybe you Gustel can do
something for Margot. Lorle and Manfred were listed at the Hilfsverein for a Kindertransport. At this moment
everything on hold in Stuttgart. But in case new ways open we will be prepared. Once we will be lucky too. Dear
Heiner (Heinrich) works since 2 weeks in Karlsruhe at his trade. How wonderful would that be if I could say from
over there! That way precious time is lost, one get older, exhausted and one lives without any plan or purpose
from today to tomorrow. We only can pray that we have the strength to bear this unbelievably hard fate. For the
new year I wish you all the best. Give my regards to Gerhard G (utmann) and all the friends and all of you be
especially greeted and intimately thanked
from your Bekka Wildmann
Margard Wildmann born September 17, 1922 Philippsburg
*
9, 4, 1940
Dear Sally,
I am extremely happy to have heard from you after such a long time, and hear that you are well. Health wise that
we are too. Gustel would have told you that we have tough luck with the visa. Our dear grandmother is in BadenBaden and will come back this week. Grandfather is our guest, At this point he smokes his pipe. My longing wish
would be that the children would be able to go. For us, a way would eventually come too. As a perfect cook I
would just love to see you; I would be able to learn some tricks from you. One just should not lose the patience
and have a sinking heart, even if this is hard. For the New Year take from us the best wishes. Let’s hope that after
the many disappointments it would bring the fulfillment our wishes.
Greetings to Vita and Miriam
Bekka
*
To the American Consulate
Phillipsburg, September 16. 1940
Stuttgart – N
Koenigstr. 19a
Reference: Heinrich Wildmann, born 5, 11, 88 in Hoerden/Murgtal living Philippsburg Baden and Family
Waiting number 9454
I have received your letter from 8. 19, 40 in which you tell me that after careful examination of all conditions, as
well as the submitted papers it became impossible to give me and my family a visa.
I am still trying to get the accreditation from my sponsor for a future summons.
At that time I ask you politely to keep my old priority on the waiting list. Sincerely Heinrich Wildmann
*
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THE FOREIGN SERVICE
OF THE
UNITED STATED OF AMERICA
Mr. Heinrich Wildmann
Philippsburg

October 2, 1940

In answer to your letter of September 16, 1940 the Consulate regrets to inform you that all Consulate
officials responsible in your case, after impartial and just examination, feel compelled to decide, in view of the
present situation, to withdraw the previously given tentative approval of your documents that are in our
possession.
Your name will continue to be carried on our waiting list and your case might be considered again, when
those reasons. Which led to the rejection of your visa, no longer exist.

Sincerely yours
For the Consul General
Hugh H. Teller
American Vise Consul
*
INTERNATIONALES TRANSPORT-KONTOR G.M.B.H.
Karlsruhe, Mannheim, Wintersdorf
Mr. Heinrich Wildmann
Philippsburg

Karlsruhe October 9, 40

Invoice: Cost of moving expenses(items packed in lift to be sent to US).
No. 32 237
Warehouse charges for the months October, November and December 40

RM 75,--

October 22, 1940 was the end of the emigration to the United States of America. All the Jews from Baden and the
Palatinate were taken from their homes and deported.
***
The following report is from the diary of Laure Kolb, nee Wildmann
At noon on the 21st my grandfather was subpoenaed to the town-hall. My grandmother was already very
worried. There he was ordered to announce to all the Jews that they should prepare only the most necessary
items for the next four days. Also, the following days would be house arrest. But this could be increased. All of us
who came back from Karlsruhe in the evening did not know about it. – My older brother had heard some whisper
in Karlsruhe about expulsion of all the Jews. But nobody knew anything more precise.
Manfred, my 10 year old brother, was sent to do some shopping. We ate this night with mixed feelings.
Thinking, now: “Maybe we should start packing.” Wondering what is going to happen? What do they want to do to
us? The next morning we found out. Two policemen were knocking to wake us up. At 9:00 a.m. we have to be at
the town hall. Each one can take not more than one trunk. And this one not too heavy as me might have to carry it
for long distances by foot. But whoever leaves the house would be shot. We already had a little premonition,
therefore my sister and I slept in my parents’ house.- We would have liked to help my grandparents, but now we
were not permitted to leave the house. Besides, most of our dresses were there too. –
At 9:00 a.m. a policeman came again, who permitted us to go to the grandparents. – In what kind of
frame of mind did we find them! My grandfather, in a restless anxiousness, walked around with his watch in his
hand, afraid he would get there too late. In his other hand he had a suitcase, only half filled and an arm filled with
laundry. My grandmother did not take enough time to cook the eggs hard boiled, but put them into her hand bag.
Naturally most of them broke. But who had the head on the right place on a day like that!
In our house there also was confusion. Luckily my parents did not lose their heads. My father, an old
soldier, was able to give us good advice about what is important and what does not take too much room. He said
take mainly things for the winter. During the summer one can adjust. The main thing is not to freeze in winter.
We went back home and soon were picked up by two policemen who escorted us to the central square at
the Rathaus, the city hall. No one was there of all our long time neighbors and friends except one, Mrs. Goeggle.
A covered truck was standing there. Besides us eight, we were 21 Philippsburg Jews. We were made to board it.
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Suddenly grandfather remembered he did not take his teffilin. He told to one of the policemen who escorted him
home once more to fetch them. We were shipped to Bruchsal.
They brought us to a large hall near the railroad station. This was the collection point for all the Jews from
the whole area. All the Jews from Bruchsal were already there. One had to disclose everything one owned, cash,
real estate, houses, fields, etc; therefore it would be easier for them (Nazis) to take it. My parents did not report
our already sealed packages at the transport company in Mannheim, hoping this way they might be able to save
it. – Who knew that our departure would be forever? Everybody was permitted to keep just 100 Marks, no matter
how much you owned.
At 7:00 p.m. they called us and we were brought to the station and to the train. We had to line up two by
two. An SS-man was right next to us. He commanded: “The first sound of my whistle means, pick up your
suitcase, the second one, start walking!” That was the way Germans commanded the people of all ages, even
eighty year old ones.
At last the train came. We Philippsburgers stayed together and managed to get all into the same
compartment. The train advanced slowly. In Karlsruhe more people came in. We were sitting like sardines. Many
did not have any room on the benches and had to sit on their suitcases. Others were in the halls and on the
platform. Everything was stuffed full. And in this condition we had to endure three days and three nights.
The next morning at 6:00 a.m., we arrived in Freiburg. Every time we stopped, more and more unlucky
people squeezed on the train. Now it went backward towards the Rhine bridge, to cross the river. What a feeling
to be at the mercy of such bastards and on a temporary bridge. Everybody had fears that any moment the bridge
would collapse, or that they would blow it up.
In Mulhouse we stopped. There we got some food, the only one on the whole trip. And even that was not
for everybody as only a couple of wagons got it. This was only done to take photos for propaganda purposes, to
show the stupid German people how well they care for the Jewish people on their journey.
Now the train went a little faster. We past beautiful landscapes. It is a shame we could not enjoy the
views. It could not register in one’s confused head; after all nobody knew to which uncertain place they were
bringing us. What is going to happen to us? Where will we land? Will we ever return to our homeland? Even the
way they tortured us, it still would be our homeland.
Our journey continued. They had forbidden us to open the windows by threat of death. Our money was
collected and exchanged into French francs. An old lady, she was also from Philippsburg, had sewn a little bag in
which she had put all her fortune. She carried it on her breast. All life-long she had saved it and now she should
give it to these bandits? She was going to hold on to it. But because of something like that, the whole wagon
would have been in danger. They had to take it from her, tore the bills into small pieces and threw them out the
window and into the toilet.
A normal person, who was never in a situation like ours, can never understand this. Money bills torn to
scrap like waste paper. How many one thousand Mark bills went that way? All kinds of people were thrown
together in these compartments, even the sick from the neurotic-sanatorium in Wiesloch whom they had released
and deported. A girl from there was also with us, who was later in the same barrack. Luckily a day later she was
transferred to a hospital. But still we managed to work together. The men started a religious service. It just was
the last days of Succoth, Simchat Torah and Shemini Azereth.
We had a freer feeling for even though we were now banished, we finally were out, out of Germany. For
such a long time we were longing for this and always we were not permitted. All the time they thwarted all our
efforts. Yes, we felt free, but nobody thought that a little bit later these scoundrels, a better description I cannot
find for them, would catch us again, as slaves to do work for them in the most dangerous places. And that today,
when I write this, thousands were killed, massacred through starvation and frost.
Our journey is one of those remembrances which one does not have to write in a book. They are carved
vividly in my memory. We almost died of thirst. With a little luck somebody might have found something a little
drinkable on one of the railroad stations.
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On Friday morning we arrived at the railroad station in Orleron-St. Marie. End stop for us. There were five
trains standing, filled with Jews from Baden and the Palatinate. At 12:00 noon it was our turn to get off. Rain fell
in thin strings. Slowly the whole mass of people moved forward to the freight station. Trucks came, which were
supposed to bring us to the camp. Now was our turn. The vehicle was just going to leave, but one of our suitcases
was left standing there. Quickly we could still reach it, as, if we could not, it surely would have been lost. We too
had to get on the truck. Everybody held on to his neighbor, not to be blown off during this fast trip. My brother had
to blow his nose – the wind caught his handkerchief, and away it flew.
First we saw a couple of barracks; than more and more barracks, with barbed wire surrounding groups of
barracks. Suddenly the truck stopped: “All men off!” was commanded. My Mama held my little 10 year old brother
back. He should not be separated from his mother. I still can see the men being led off, through knee deep mud,
to the barracks in the barbed wire enclosure. Every step was troublesome. My 72 year old grandfather almost
could not follow the others.- And the truck already drove off with us. As a first view of the camp, we saw the men
wade through the quagmire. Two minutes later we had to get off, paddle through the same morass. On the
entrance to the îlot 1, we were separated for different barracks. Either 16 or 17. We were assigned to 17, but
some of our Philippsburgers to 16. Bravely we stayed together and all of us went to 17, a completely empty
wooden barrack, like all the rest of them. No windows, only little shutters to lift up. As most of the time it rained
there, it rained in. The roof also was not water proofed and on many places the roof paper was torn and never
repaired. Also the walls let us be part of the outside. The wind whistled through the cracks.
In these conditions we were sitting on our suitcases, our only goods and
chattels and reflected; and still were happy to
be in France and out of Germany. Our first
meal was a soup with hard peas and sweet
potatoes, cooked in water, called
“topinambour”. Almost no one could digest
it, but we were happy finally to have
something liquid and one had to be
satisfied. But I am sorry to say we had to
get used to it as we got this daily, as lunch,
supper and holiday food.

Manfred's drawing

In the evening they called us young girls to
carry mattresses. As there were not enough, only one barrack got
them, the rest got straw. They threw it in to us in as if it were a stable.
On top of this came a horse blanket and our sleeping quarters were
finished. In a way we were lucky, for even though we were not ordered
to do so, we carried a couple of mattresses into our barrack for the old
people.

The next day another bunch of unlucky
ones joined us, and now we were 65 in this small
room, without air, without light. Outside it rained
without a stop. To go to the latrine, we called it
“Hochburg. was already a major exertion. The
older people very often fell into the mud and
actually could not leave without being
The kitchen
accompanied by a younger person. I must have
been very lucky, for the four months I was in
Gurs, I never did fall completely into the dirt. Once just with the arm, but I do not even count this.
The latrine

When we first came to camp we were full of hope that the outside world. America, would help, but soon
we realized the deception.
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What could one do all day long? Sit in the barrack and worry about the misery, like so many did? No, for
that would be wasting my life. We were trying to help in the kitchen skinning vegetable. To go for a walk along the
barbed wire and if we were lucky, to see one of our relatives on the street, carrying suitcases into another ilôt.
***
I have no document or letters from and to Gurs, therefore I am including the following memoirs from
different people who were there.
*
Hanna Schramm, who was born on April 7th, 1896 in Berlin, lived in France. She was deported to Gurs as
an enemy alien in June 1940 together with 40 women. In her book “Menschen in Gurs” (People at Gurs) she
writes on page 61 about the arrival of the Jews from Baden and the Palatinate. I translated it from the German.
This was October 24, 1940
It was a dreary, rainy day. Once in a while it trickled from the grey sky. It was not cold, but unfriendly. The
ground was soaked and on every step it pulled the rubber shoes which we were wearing, from our feet.
Everybody was in the barrack, either dozing, reading or sleeping. Nobody felt like doing anything. Five of us were
sitting on Scheidt’s bed. Ellen Roswog, our îlot-chief at that time and her sub-chief Lisa Heimann were waiting for
their liberation papers. We were trying to make verses for the fare-well party; but nothing happened, it did not
work, nothing worked out that drowsy day.
The door flew open, Ellen and Heimann rushed in.
“We are getting new ones tonight!”
“My God, how come? Are there many?”
Frézel (that was the French woman head guard) said we should prepare the barracks for 60 people; the
îlot will be packed full. But from where they would come, she did not know either.
“That’s insane!” Scheidt put the little bottle of nail-polish on a side. The last two fingers stay un-lacquered.
“Just when one is halfway settled down the whole shit starts again! Can’t one ever find any rest in this
cursed stable?”
“They should put them into an empty îlot; there is enough room, instead of squeezing us together like
herrings!”
“It seems all the îlots are getting filled up!” Heimann said.
“What? But is that all?”
“No idea!”
“Children, it seems to me, the French are not going to swallow everything the Germans want and are
going to continue the war; therefore they put all the Germans into prisons again!” Propp said.
“If this would be the case, than for my sake they can put 100 in here; if it only would start already!”
Kaethe’s cheeks got all red from excitement.
“Don’t have any illusions; this is Quatsch (rubbish)!” With a contemptuous hand movement, Berg swept all
our hopes into a corner.
“Did anyone hear of rebellion or change of government? – Not a thing! – That would have to be first! I
rather believe that the Germans would like to have a close look at their dear emigrants. Maybe they need girls for
labor to produce artillery shells? – Possibly they believe the concentration camps are more appropriate for us
Jews. - Revolution in France! – Ridiculous! – Without weapons and an army, a childish idea!”
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“In any case, it is bad, super bad!” Propp inhaled nervously on a cigarette.
Mannaberg remembered her duty as Barrack chief. “How are we going to do it? I believe, we twelve old
ones move to one corner and leave the rest to the new ones!”
“To move yet”, complained Scheidt, “I stay where I am!”
“You do as you like. Just put your things together!”
The barrack chiefs were called together for a fast meeting and the news awoke a general dismay.
Somebody suggested putting all the old ones into one barrack and the new ones into the empty barracks. Nobody
wanted to hear about it. The idea was sensible, but nobody had the energy, voluntarily to leave their wretched
snail-shell. It was decided that everybody can stay where they are, if they want, but they have to pull together
their things so that nothing, the straw-pack and all their belongings, does not take more than 75 cm width in the
barrack, as by the addition of 60 persons, that is the space permitted for everyone.
“I don’t know if I am able to manage to make the Schroeter do it”, the barrack-chief Baum said. : “In any
case she will be yelling!”
“And my three Gottschalks? They will say that I, the Jewish beast, am raping the poor Arians!”
“Mrs. Apfel is going to have an easy time; she is going to faint and stays lying down and not move
anymore!” We still had a couple of difficult sheep in the îlot and everyone knew them.
“In one hour we are coming to the barrack and give you assistance, where necessary!” Heimann said.
In a short time the îlot buzzed like a bee hive; confused voices, running back and forth. Ellen, Heimann and I went
through the barracks to supervise the places. Most women were reasonable and sighing, moved their things
together. Some made difficulties.
“Would you maybe be able to show me, how I can put my bed, the suitcases, the table and the bench on
a space of ¾ of a meter? Impossible! Besides, I have asthma!”
“Your asthma does not take any room”, said Heimann.
“Your suitcases you put behind the bed!”
“Shall I crawl every time behind the bed when I need something?”
“We all have to do this. And your table you will have to use together with your future neighbor!”
“That is my table, I don’t feel like it!”
“The table belongs to the camp and if you don’t like this, it will be put into the center of the barrack for
everyone to use. The same with your bench.”
“Unheard off, what they permit themselves to do to one!” But she complied.
A truck came, the brakes creaked.
“They are here!”
No, they brought straw bags. The reserves in the îlot were much too little. It still was raining and the
Spaniards who were in a rush threw the bags in front of the door on the soaked mud. We quickly picked them up
and carried them to the service barrack to save them from getting soaked.
At that time the service barrack was arraigned very impractically. Left next to the entrance was the post.
On the right on the opposite side was a little compartment in which the office work, lists and daily reports were
made. Then came a little room in which the wood for the kitchen was kept and the food was prepared to be
cooked. Than the tiny office of Ellen Roswog, the îlot-chief, in which she also slept. It did not take the whole width
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of the barrack. The pantry had no particular entrance. The food had to be carried in and out, through the office
and the hall, past Ellen’s compartment. This always made a lot of noise. On the back entrance was the cantina.
The little office at the entrance was stuffed full with straw bags and we hurried to distribute them as a
second truck arrived with food for 1200 people. Now it became a complete obstruction. Balancing on top of straw
bags we dragged to the pantry about 200 loaves of bread, 120 kilo Kullererbsen,(chick peas) fat, coffee and a
couple of vegetables. Little by little the barrack chiefs with their helpers picked up the straw bags. Berg counted
the required bags for each barrack and oversaw the distribution. This was no small matter because of the
tightness of this room and the shoving of the women in that agitated confusion.
Frézet arrived. Her blue cape flew behind her and almost could not follow her hurrying steps. The little
springy person emitted sparks of energy and ambition. Everything on her was moving. Only the painstakingly
decorated locks sat there on top of her busy bird-like head like they were nailed. We ran to her.
“When are they coming? What kind of women?”
She twitched her shoulders. She knew nothing more than we.
“They can come any moment. I am going to fill your îlot first. Is everything ready?”
Berg came out of breath with the list of the missing straw bags. “If I do something, than it works”, she said
and everybody had the feeling she alone did all the work,
“Well, in half an hour the missing straw bags will be brought!” Frézet rushed away. It is getting dark and
still a light rain is falling. The îlot got silent; everybody was waiting in apprehensive excitement. The kettles in the
kitchen were once more fired up after the supper to prepare a hot tea ready for the newcomers. The lanterns were
lit and gave a dull light in the rainy atmosphere. We were sitting in the office. The work was done. It was not cold
but we were shivering in excitement. Our îlot filled up, that would be almost a thousand women who would come
and Frézet said that four women’s îlot would be filled.
“If we only would know why they imprison all these women again!”
“Why”, grumbled Berg, “if there would still be a why. Do you know why we are sitting here? I don’t know it
and the one who instigated it does not know it either!”
Constantly one went to the door. Nothing. Nevertheless! From far away the headlights of a truck; but it
stopped quite a way up the road at another îlot; it might be E or G. It rained lightly; we are waiting leaden minutes
in silence and filled with fears.
Motor clatter; the truck stopped with a sudden jolt in front of the îlot. We run outside. Two soldiers jumped
from the cab. Their nailed boots banged on the asphalt. They shuffled along the wagon and let the back flap fall
open. Vague murmuring, quiet lamentation from the inside of the wagon, a child cried aloud. The soldiers stretch
their strong arms towards the women and lifted them down to the ground: friendly, indifferent, in silent precise
movements.
Frézet appeared out of the dark. “All of you, first to the office barrack, write down the names, birth place
and date and the last place where they lived. And then distribute them to the barracks!”
The first ones entered out of the night, into the lit up office barrack. Old women, trembling grandmothers,
women with children, silent, with fright-shocked eyes, women with peacefully sleeping infants in their arms.
“Where do you come from?”
“From Mannheim.”
“No, I mean from which place in France?”
“We weren’t in France. We came here right away.”
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“But where were you before?”
“In Mannheim.”
We did not understand. The office barrack was filled with women, silent, in dreadful exhaustion, in dull
stoicism, in uncertain fright, close to collapse. They stared at us as if we would be wild beasts. And more and
more new ones pushed through the door. More and more trucks arrived, a bright chain of lights. Truck after truck,
and endless row, one could not see the end.
“Is this here where the hotel is?” asked an old little grandmother.
“What kind of a hotel?”
Heimann pushed through. “Now, no conversation. We first have to find a place for you, everything else
will come later!” She sat down at the only table which the office had and took a pencil and paper. Ellen Roswog
helped her.
“What is your name?”
“Laura Ettlinger.”
“When and where were you born?”
The chin of the old woman was trembling. “Are you police?”
“No, no, you are here in Gurs, nobody will harm you here.”
“So, when and where were you born?”
th
“On May 11 .”

“And when?” The old grandmother remembered. “1868 in Heidelberg.”
“Last residence?”
“Old people’s home in Gailingen.”
We had no time to ask questions, the barrack was filled up and women were already waiting outside in
the rain. Heimann and Ellen worked under high pressure.
“Thirty-four women to barrack 3.” Heimann read the names. The group moved. We helped carrying the
packages. We helped the old ones, the weak ones through the slippery mud, over the water filled ditches.
“Where are we here?”
“In Gurs, an internment camp in the Basse-Pyrenees!”
“Does the Gestapo come here too?”
“No, never!”
“No Gestapo?”
“No, only the French are in charge and they don’t do anything to you!”
“We could not sleep at night any more for fright. You say, here one can sleep quietly?”
“For sure. But how did you get here?”
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“We are Jews! Three days ago early in the morning the police came, we should pack our things, in one
hour we will get picked up. And then they brought us here.”
Deported! That‘s the way deportation looks. We knew that Hitler tore Jews out of their apartments and
brought them somewhere. We thought this was indignant and inhuman, but we did not witness it. Somehow the
truth was stuck on a paper, like everything that one reads in the newspaper. The horror we felt was second hand,
not immediate, it was not flesh and blood, alive with us. But now we saw it. Now our hands felt the trembling of
fright. Now our eyes saw the tears of exhaustion and grief. Now we heard the lamentation and the crying of the
beaten ones.
The whole îlot was active. Everybody helped, to lead the newcomers to the barracks, to help them to
install themselves. Help them as much as it was in our power. At the sight of such enormous misery, nobody
could be untouched.
Still more trucks came and spit out more people, people of all ages, rich ones, poor ones, healthy ones,
sick ones and oh, very many children. There came sick people who had to be carried to the îlot on stretchers. And
always more and more old people, from 70, 80 and 90 years. Some who cheated the grave. People helpless and
not anymore of this world. They let themselves be led and said polite thank you, when one supported them. What
happened to them is beyond their capacity to imagine. A person who yells, who defends himself, who struggles
against his own destiny, even a person who is afraid, is still a living being; he defends his life and uses all his
power, all his will-power for self preservation. One can’t help these old people; they don’t fight any more. Their
hands are still warm, their feet still move, but actually they have died already and this was more horrible than all
the desperation and tears.
We received a new group. Stumbling, loaded with packages we get on the way.
“Watch out, there is a ditch!”
It did not help, women still kept on falling into the water-filled ditches, getting up, wet and covered with
mud, they almost did not notice it, and they were too exhausted
.
A child, no, a little skinny feather-light very old woman. Two of us carried her.
“95 years, I am 95 years old! I want to go home! Go home!”
We try to talk to her as nicely as possible to calm her. – Suddenly she resists and struggles with all her
might.
“My suitcase! My suitcase, it stayed there!”
“We are going to find it tomorrow.”
“No, I want my suitcase right now!” She insisted stubbornly. We carried her back, found the suitcase in
the office barrack. Somebody grabbed it and carried along behind us. Distrustful, the old woman turned her head
back every three steps to see if the package is following.
“Are my family pictures in there. The son is in Dachau and the daughter in England. Won’t I see her any
more, won’t see any more.”
In the office barrack they still were writing down names on the paper. Next to Heimann, Berg was now
sitting. Both sweating from exertion and completely hoarse from screaming, but they managed to be heard. Ellen
fled to her little office and sat trembling in a corner.
“This is inhuman! Doesn’t anybody slay that s.o.b.!”
Gradually the avalanche of people slowed down and we could make an approximate picture of what had
happened. Seven thousand two hundred Jews, all the Jews from Baden and Palatinate were told in the morning
from the Gestapo or the police on October 21 and 22, that they are under arrest. They let them, and this
depended on the mood of the officers, to have ½ hour, or 2 to 3 hours time to pack their suitcases. After that they
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were picked up with trucks. 100 Marks and the package they could carry, that was all they were permitted to take
along. No jewelry, no art objects. The apartment was sealed, whatever was in there, and they had to leave. The
arresting officer took the keys. They were forced to sign a notary form, which declared, that all movable and
stationary possession, also their bank accounts would be transferred to the Reichsvereinigung der Juden in
Deutschland (The organization which was the liquidation office of the German Jews. It was from there confiscated
by the Nazis). Where they were going to be deported to they were not told. Some of them committed suicide.
Many lost their head and could not make a clear decision; they packed indiscriminately, just what got into their
hands and forgot the most important.
During two days, the Jews from Mannheim, Karlsruhe, Heidelberg and from hundreds of smaller towns,
villages and from the country side, were shipped off. They pulled them out from the hospitals, nursing homes, old
people homes and even, and that was the worst, from the insane asylums. None was forgotten
.
“They thought of everything !” said an old woman with intelligent, lively shrew-like face. In her voice was
the pride of the German narrow-minded bourgeois about German order and organization.
“We were told to take food along for two days and early in the morning they had ordered all the butcher
shops in Mannheim, to serve the Jews, that no time is lost.”
.
Maybe one of the officials really ordered this out of honest sympathy, in general this was a mockery. But
the old lady did not feel that. There was absolutely no hate or bitterness, secretly it was an admiration of a
technically perfected system, who’s victim she herself was. One found that in many, - it was scary. How all-mighty
must have been the propaganda and the discipline, when the innocent victims still kiss the boots which steps on
them?
At six o’clock everyone was in the train. Still nobody knew where it would go. To the east? No; the engine
stood on the west end of the train. They were breathing a little relieved.
.
Three days they were in the train, three days in fearful expectation. Where are they bringing us, to which
hell, to what kind of death?
In Mulhouse the German money was changed into French francs. Before the train stopped, SS-men
walked through the halls: “Who has more than 100 Marks has to hand over the money now. We are searching
everything, whoever has more will be shot!”
Matches lit up, the fire ate the bills; torn into tiny pieces the money flew out of the compartment windows
or into the toilets. Hundred-thousands were destroyed in minutes. There never was a search, but besides a
couple of exceptions who risked death and kept their money, the goal was reached, The Jews were now pitifully
poor.
And then they landed in Gurs, in the night, during rain, in mud and dirt and were packed into deplorable
barracks, more primitive than a prison cell. But one thing they had won, here they were safe from the hands of the
murderers, here they could sleep peacefully.
The men from Baden and the Palatinate were the first men who came to the camp and one put them in E
and G. How might it have been there? The îlots were empty, nobody was there who might have given them a
helping hand and eased them over the first shock. Here were only French soldiers, whose language few of them
understood. But to think about that now, we had no time. Around midnight it was finished. Still women were
helplessly wandering around in the îlot, who went outside and could not find their barrack any more. Still over the
entire îlot hovered moaning, groaning and crying like a humming cloud. The sick bay did not get any rest all night
long.
Frézet entered and let herself fall onto a bench.
“Everything finished?”
“Yes!”
She took the lists. “How many are their?”
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“954.”
“That is not all, tomorrow it continuous. I, K and L are going to be filled, who could make the îlot chief?”
Nobody volunteered, we were much too tired.
“We will help them. Are still many coming?”
Frézet twitched her shoulders: “However Mr. Hitler would like it. We don’t have any say about it. Good
night children, go to sleep.”
“One has to go once more through the barrack and see if everything is OK”, Heimann said. None thought
about going to sleep.
Out of a dark corner the pale face of Betty Stern appeared. She looked like a little Pekinese dog that had
cried.
“Let me come along.”
“Why Betty?”
“I am sitting here all the time and waiting; maybe my mother is among these. I did not see her here, but
who knows, maybe she is still one of them?”
A childlike sobbing shook the fifteen year old for a few seconds, a wild pain of a child. Only those can feel
it that never grew up, because their temperament stops them.
“Come along.”
We went outdoors. It did not rain any more, even a couple of stars were visible. In the middle of
everything stood an empty baby carriage. Whose might it be? We pushed it under the roof of the kitchen. In the
#2, the light was already shut off, everybody was laying down and sleeping, or did not sleep. Straw bag next to
straw bag, most of them on the floor, a few on wooden bedlike contraptions between.
“Tomorrow we have to make sure that the old women sleep on these beds and the younger ones on the
floor”, said Ellen.
Betty sneaked along the walk in the middle, stepped over suitcases, shoes and all kinds of other things
and looked into each face. In vain.
“It is pointless”, Heimann said. “There is nothing we can do anymore tonight. Let them sleep. Good night!”
Silently we reached each other’s hand and separated. How might be my barrack looking? I was afraid of
all these many strange people, between these, almost skin on skin on my small place I have to lay down. I
hesitated before I opened the door. There they were laying in the dreary flicker of the small bulb; old ones, young
ones and children. Some had prepared themselves orderly for the night. They laid there undressed in pajama and
night gown under their blankets. Others threw themselves on the straw bags dressed and covered with coats..
Suitcases, shoes, paper, packages and clothes lay around in wild disorder on the floor and on their beds,
shipwrecked people on their first emergency asylum. I made myself a little way to my place and let myself fall on
my straw bag. With the feet I already felt the straw bag of my neighbor, an old woman. Next to her was a young
one, maybe her daughter. They were whispering to each other, fast and incessantly, without even noticing me. I
got undressed and immediately fell into a deep leaden sleep.
*
This note written on a small piece of paper seems to be first and probably only message my mother-in-law and
other people from Philippsburg sent to the U.S.A. Possibly all these people from Philippsburg were in the same
barrack in Gurs.
Dear Gustel! Please get me the address of Sally! Add it to the letter to Mr. Loeb. We Philippsburgers are together.
Regards Becca
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My dears, be sure to beg from our loved ones that help comes.
Margad Heidelberg is with us. Greetings from Hene. We only want help.
Best regards
Pauline, Sophie, Johanna, Karoline
Help Help tell it to our relatives
Have only that which I have on my body
Hearty greetings Erna (Berberich)
Greetings Samuel (Gutmann) please notify Siegfried
Back address Karoline
This was the end of the emigration of the Wildmanns and almost all the Jews from Baden and the
Palatine. In 1942 most of the people were deported from Rivesaltes to Auschwitz and killed in the gas chambers.,
Only a very small number of them survived to the end of the war.
*
The Chief (head) of the Security Police
and the SD
Berlin, October 29, 1940
To the foreign office
Att. SA-Standartenfuehrer (Mayor) ambassador Luther,
Berlin
The Fuehrer ordered the deportation of the Jews from Baden through Alsace and the Jews from the
Palatinate through Lorraine. After completing the action I can tell you that with 7 transports from Baden on
October 22 and 23, 1940 and from the Palatinate on October 22, 1940 in 2 transports, 6,504 Jews with the
compliance of the headquarters of the German Wehrmacht were shipped into the un-occupied part of France,
over Chalon-sur-Saone, without notifying the French authority beforehand.
The deportations of the Jews were done with no friction in all towns of Baden and of the Palatinate,
without any incident.
The way the action was handled it was almost not noticed by the population.
The taking of the Jewish amount of property as well as the administration of trustees will be arranged by
the governmental president.
The Jews living in mixed-marriages were excluded from the transport.
signed Meyer
*

(This again is another German lie, as for instances the family Schwarzkopf from Kaiserslautern. Only the
father was Jewish, the rest Catholic, but all were deported to Gurs and later on to Rivesaltes.)

*
The following are parts of the stories from Margot and Hannelore Schwarzschild-Wicki. Margot writes:
….. One very early morning, still in the middle of the night on October 22, 1940, we were torn out of sleep
when we heard heavy boots coming up the stairs and a loud knocking on the door. I saw my parents turn pale,
scared to death. – Now it seemed that what we feared is happening. In the doorway stood a couple of Gestapo
men in civilian clothes. In rough words they told us to pack the most necessary, for every person one suitcase
was permitted. We have to leave the German Reich. In one hour we must be ready. I saw my father tremble, my
mother crying. I felt even as a child that the situation was serious. I was 9 and my older sister, was 11 years old.
She was always serious and thoughtfully seemed to have grasped the situation best of all. I don’t remember if it
was her idea, but we dressed with everything double. Laundry, socks dresses. She put a pot with lard we had
shortly before received from our grandmother from Bavaria and some sewing stuff into a basket together with
some other food items. Also, she threw a box of photos in her school satchel. One of the pictures was included
which later on saved our lives. It was communion photo of our mother. In the excitement, our parents had
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forgotten all the documents in the desk. I remember well the hectic and helplessness at the packing. I never saw
my parents that perplexed. We had lived with the foreboding of a deportation of the Jews, which according to
rumors was now becoming reality.
One hour later we, the tenants of a Jew-house, pale and fatigued from loss of sleep, stood together with
my 80 year old grandmother, ready to be transported. During the night before we had to be in the basement
because of an air raid. Outlawed and defenseless we were taken in a bus to an inn on the outskirt of the city, the
Loewenburg. Many Jews from the area already sat around there, wretched. Constantly new people were hauled
in. Children came, babies, adults, old and sick people, two great aunts of my father from Gaugreweiler. Small and
fragile old women, they were carried in by ambulance men as they could not walk. They did not survive the
transport. We don’t know what happened. They did not arrived in Gurs.
The day at the Loewenburg never seemed to end. Feelings of helplessness, fearful, perplexed, powerless
and shocked. Everything was written on their faces. Nobody knew where we were being sent to. Nobody had any
information.
Only after the cash was taken and a small amount of French currency was given to them, one tried to
understand. They send us to France. Later on we ask, how come nobody fled? Why did every one like cattle let
them squeeze you together and deport you? But we were very heavily guarded. If one would have fled, where to?
The anti-Semitism was quite advanced and it would have been very hard to find someone who risked his life to
hide one for any length of time. Therefore we all waited numb.
Later on in the evening they forced us through a tunnel to the freight station where the Hitler youth of the
city stood in two lines and jeered and mocked us and spit at us. (German chivalry)
Then we were loaded into a very long train. After a long and exhausting time the train slowly started. For
three days and nights this journey dragged on. Most of the time the train moved only at night. It always stood for
hours and went from freight station to freight station. I don’t remember much of this, trip only that it was horrible. I
always thought this was only a bad dream. The people were despaired, tired, hungry and nervous. My sister
remembers how discouraged our mother was, that she did not see any way out for us. And if the adults were
despondent it influenced the children.
We were riding into the unknown. Windows were not permitted to be opened. On all the railroad stations
German soldiers were standing with rifles at ready. It was announced that they would shoot if one did not do as
commanded. In this endless trip my childish optimism left and I realized it was not a bad dream, but hard reality.
Neither my parents nor the other people had any influence on what was happening. We were trapped.
Finally we arrived in Oloron in Basses-Pyrenees. We were transported, standing in open trucks, to a
barrack camp in Gurs. It looked miserable. The Îlots separated by three barbed wire fences. No green, no tree,
just a couple of clumps of grass grew in that heavy clay ground, which was after daylong rain just a sea of mud.
The men were separated from wife and children and brought into separate îlots. The first couple of nights we slept
on the floor. 60 to 80 people were packed into each barrack. People jammed next to people. We could put our
little belongings where our heads were. A couple of days later we were permitted to fill straw bags, which already
seemed like a luxury. In my childish way I daily asked my mother when finally we would get beds, table and chairs
and cooking utensil. She consoled me and for quite a while I did not give up hope.
Everybody was suffering from very bad hunger. In the morning we got a small piece of bread, very heavy
grey bread. One had to calibrate it, because besides only a water soup at noon and in the evening in which a
couple of chickpeas or pumpkins swam around, there was almost nothing to eat. We were lucky; we had the lard
pot from Bavaria. This was a delight, which helped us for quite a while over the worst. For the mothers it was very
sad that they could give nothing to their children. Our mother was on the end of her physical and mental strength.
Besides, she suffered greatly from rheumatisms which she got on the cold, damp floor, as it became pretty cold at
night. In the morning the mud had a thin layer of ice on top. The rheumatism became so severe that our mother
came into the infirmary packed in cotton and treated with aspirin as there was no other medicine. We children
stayed in the barrack cared for by other women, who had enough to worry about their own fate and families. This
was very hard for us. At Christmas we children were still alone.
In the camp a Christmas celebration was organized. This was a diversion in these cold camp days, but
sadly I remembered that at home we always celebrated Christnukah a combination of Christmas and Chanukah.
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During the winter in Gurs it did not get very cold, but endless was the rain. It just never stopped raining.
The mud was a tremendous problem. Children and old people tried not to get into the sticky mess. But one had
to; our toilets were primitive, open, door-less latrines. They were centrally located. We somehow managed to find
one pair of rubber boots. Standardized-size. Being a child of nine years, the boots went up to my stomach. Often I
had to use both hands to lift one leg after the other out of the sticky sluggish liquid mass. Old people often just got
stuck in the mud and laid there because of weakness. The hygiene was catastrophic and there was no way to
fight it.
Also we could not defend ourselves from the vermin, lice, fleas, bedbugs. They became a real plague and
attacked the people not only physical but also mentally. That drove us to near depravity. Horrible was the plague
with rats. Big and fat beasts scurrying unchallenged in bright daylight through the barrack. I still shudder, thinking
about hearing the patter of their feet and still feel there rushing over my body at night. We hung the little food we
had high into the rafters, but they got there too….
.*
Hannelore Schwarzschild-Wicki, the older sister of Margot wrote:
…..The year was 1938. There is that unforgettable experience when we had to leave the school. Our teacher, Mr.
Bernstein had to tell us that in the Roemer School Jewish special classes were not permitted anymore. That we
have to pack up all our school items. This was a hard task for us children. I remember very well the atmosphere in
the school room. It suddenly got very still. Quietly, too deeply hurt, sad, everybody packed their satchel with
everything which was still under the desk. With the head down we crept through the silent school house, happy
not to be seen by anybody.
But as soon as we opened the door to the courtyard, like a shot came a pre-programmed scream out of
children and teachers throats: “Out with the Jewish pack, we don’t want to have Jews here anymore!” This
scream seemed not to ever end. Standing in rows, class by class, mocking the rhyme and repeating it over and
over again, led on by the pedagogues of our school; - - - and we had to walk through between the rows. There
was no other way. Even our wonderful teacher could not protect us from them. I remember very well, being only 9
years old, how this humiliation made a strong impact on me and despite it I felt proud to be Jewess. Compared to
my younger sister, I understood very well what this meant.
Another experience which is strongly imprinted in my memory is the death in Gurs. What first was a rumor
that dysentery and typhus crept into the camp, soon proved to be sad reality. The hunger, privation and the
almost nonexistent sanitary circumstances and not the least the emotional condition of the people, was a fertile
ground for the epidemic. Daily we saw the trucks with the rough caskets rolling by. Only people who could prove
to be related or knew the deceased very well, could go to the funeral. The burial was often the only possibility for
husbands and wives to meet for a couple of minutes and talk to each other. We children were actually the
messengers. That meant we brought small little snippets of paper from the women’s îlot to the one where the men
were. The arrangement was written down. We the children had a special route established. Through three strings
of barbed wire we had to crawl. This was dangerous, but we thought it was our mission. We could bring to the
adults a little light in the depressed camp life.
I remember the grownups at the funeral talking about it how dreadful it was as the coffins most of the time
just plump down into the graves, filled with water. These depressing scenes bothered many women including my
mother and prompted them to decide not to go to these macabre occasion any more in the future, even though
this meant they would not see their mate that often. The burden was too severe and almost unbearable.
Hannelore and Margot Schwarzschild- Wicki survived. So did their mother, but the father was shipped to
Auschwitz and killed there.
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I, Herbert Kolb wrote and translated all these letters and documents as a
living memorial to my wife Laure. She collected and saved all these items
that they will be a heritage to our children and grandchildren as well as to
the children and grandchildren of her siblings and for generation to come.
This is the first part of the history of the family Wildmann. There also will be translation of my family to come.
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