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I had seen photos of the St. Ottilien Benedictine Monastery standing grandly above the gardens 
and fields around it and viewed it not as a place of worship for Christians, but for a brief time, a 
sanctuary for afflicted and healing Jews. This conversion was forced. The Monastery had 
become a military hospital for the Nazi war machine; the older monks were condemned to work 
in the fields and the younger ones were shot if they refused to join the army. Only after the 
Nazi’s defeat and appropriation by the Americans did it become a treatment and rehabilitation 
center for Jews vomited out of the forced labor and concentration camps. There were Germans 
who staffed the hospital at the beginning. They were forced out or angrily left to be replaced 
mostly by Jews, but also by a few Germans, like Erika Grube, who felt it was their duty to heal 
others. It was where my father, recovering from the amputation of his arm in a car accident, and 
my mother, recovering from Typhus and appendicitis, met. They had survived, he from the 
killing of his parents in Hungary, forced labor camps, and finally from Dachau and she from 
forced Soviet evacuation in Poland, to Siberian labor camps, and Azerbaijan. My mother was in a 
“kibbutz” just outside of St Ottilien before she was hospitalized, my father in another DP camp. 

I had read about this monastery in Surviving the Americans: The Continued Struggle of the Jews 
After Liberation, Robert L. Hilliard’s memoir, an American GI who had helped in the recovery of 
victims of the Holocaust. My father’s forlorn face was in a photo in the book about patients at St. 
Ottilien. I discovered a website for St. Ottilien:   

http://dphospital-ottilien.org/stories-from-about-patients-residents/ 

Our family had saved other photos of that time, notably one where he was smiling, standing next 
to a woman whom I presumed was his nurse. I can’t t be sure she was the nurse to whom he may 
have owed his life. Depressed after surviving one devastating event after another, he confessed to 
me many years after that he was inconsolable recovering from his injury. He says a nurse spent 
days with him, often through the night, encouraging him. My father also told me of a German 
military surgeon who, compassionate in his own way, had spent some time with him and 
“ordered” him to recover since he did not want his surgical efforts to go to waste. He did not 
identify the surgeon.  
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This “nurse” in the picture with my father, is still unnamed, a co-worker of Erika Grube, the 
woman featured in a section of the website. 

This woman may have been working with or under Ms. Grube who was not a nurse but a 
physical therapist who had fallen into her vocation during the war because, as a struggling artist, 
there was no need for her other talents. She left some sketches of skeletal former inmates at St. 
Ottilien, which are posted on the website http://dphospital-ottilien.org/photographs/. I cannot 
imagine how she felt taking care of these people—was it out of duty, guilt, or just the satisfaction 
of caring for other human beings? I didn’t know because her story had been largely lost but for 
the bits and pieces my father told me. 

So I felt compelled to visit the monastery to see the place where my mother and father met and 
pick up clues as to what it must have been like for them and Ms. Grube. On a tour through 
Germany, we were scheduled to visit Munich, so I contacted Fr. Cyrill Shaefer, the webmaster 
and archivist for St. Ottilien. He was gracious enough to give me a tour. He was unable to 
identify the woman standing with my father or find out what had happened to her.  

Besides the links to the website above relating to Erika Grube and her artwork, Fr. Cyrill was 
able to tell me a bit more about her and provided this translation of her experiences at St. 
Ottilien:  
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Wha I Experienced in S. Otlien a he End of he War
A documentary by nurse Erika Grube

(published in he hisory o S. Otlien: Der ünarmige Leucher, vol. 3,
ed. by Frumenus Renner, S. Otlien 1990, p. 103-111)

I is a well-known ac ha an even a which many people were presen is remembered and described di-
erenly by each eyewiness. So I am now searching my personal memories o see wha images come omind
when I hink o he chaoc and revoluonary me beween 1944 and 1947.

A he end o 1944, I came rom he bomb-damagedMunich Ar Academy owhawas hen he S. Otlien
reserve hospial, as I had already compleed raining as a movemen herapis. In he rs days oMay 1945,
he miliary hospial was convered ino a DP hospial by he Americans, where he surviving Jews rom he
labor and concenraon camps were housed.

The rs memory daes back o he las days o he war, when he American ron was approaching rom
he wes. Nobody knew when i would reach us, because he media conrolled by he Nazi governmen had
fallen silent – there was complete chaos.

Shorly beore he Americans “conquered” S. Otlien, a ew emaciaed gures were driven pas he mon-
asery grounds like cale in he nigh and og. They were Jewish concenraon camp prisoners who were no
o come under he eyes o he Americans and were herded owards he ron by SS men in civilian clohes.
One o he prisoners collapsed exhaused and, lying on he ground, was immediaely sho and lef lying here.
The chie secreary, wih whom I shared he room, winessed his inciden hersel. I will never orge how she
hrew hersel over her bed, crying in bewildermen.

Two days laer, owards evening, I was working as usual in my reamen room upsairs in he monasery,
called “Monasery Medico”. Suddenly a colleague said o me: “Hey, look ouside, I hink here’s a ank or
somehing coming.” We leaned ou o he arched window and wondered, because an American ank was
crawling up he pah behind he milk ruck ha brough he milk o he hospial every evening. I had o
drive jus as slowly as he milk ruck, because he road is oo narrow o overake. I all happened in complee
silence and didn’ seem like a heroic capure a all. I ook a ew more hours or everyone – docors, sa, pa-
ens and he remaining members o he monasery – o realize ha he end o he errible war had arrived,
bu hen he ears o joy and hope came. However, his joy was replaced he very nex day by horror and piy
when our liberaors brough he surviving concenraon camp prisoners o S. Otlien.

As several winesses old me, his happened as ollows: A he rain saon in Schwabhausen, 4 km wes
o Gelendor, a rain wih los o sealed cale wagons had been parked or days. The American airmen sus-
peced i conained weapons and ammunion. In order o break any resisance beore heir roops enered,
hey carried ou a low-ying aack on he rain, as hey did in many oher places – unaware o wha was
inside. The Germans had had i driven easwards in ron o he ron in order o conceal rom he “enemy”
he sigh o he horribly emaciaed prisoners, who had been hasly colleced in several concenraon camps
and placed in hese cale wagons. The wagons were sealed and no one looked afer hem. Several prisoners
had already died o hunger and hirs in hem.

Afer he low-ying air raid, he counry docor1 rom Schwabhausen came o S. Otlien and asked he
head docor, Obereldarz Dr. Maier, o admi around 50 seriously injured people o he miliary hospial. Bu
his docor (apparenly a man wihou compassion and inelligence) replied: “There is no room or Jews in
a German miliary hospial.” Wihou his permission, however, some o he wounded were accommodaed
downsairs in he seminary a he insgaon o oher docors.2

1 Dr. Philipp Arnold (1885-1948) made his suggeson on behal o Dr. Zalman Grinberg (see: Grinberg, Our Liberaon rom
Dachau).

2 In he sll unoccupied heare room which was used or assemblies.
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When he Americans arrived hree days laer, hey heard abou his and – parcularly incensed by he
chie physician’s response – hey immediaely made he whole o S. Otlien heir o-limis area, ordered
he evacuaon o he German paens and lled he miliary hospial wih surviving prisoners rom he con-
cenraon camps.

My colleague also remembers well how he young soldiers, including hose who had jus undergone sur-
gery, he dying and he convalescing, were hurriedly pushed ono American army rucks on srechers. There
had been no me o prepare hem or ransporaon, so hey only had heir hospial shirs on, open a he
back and held ogeher wih ribbons. We quickly ran o ge blankes and pu hem on hem because i was
a cold day. The evacuaon was compleed wihin a ew hours and he rucks disappeared in a cloud o dus.

Gradually, more and more Jewish prisoners were brough o S. Otlien. (Laer, a Dr. Grinberg organized
he urher arrivals). When hey arrived, mos o us employees were paralyzed wih horror, and many, includ-
ing mysel, sponaneously decided o say and help where possible. Some, however, reused o work or Jews,
whom hey considered o be worhless sub-humans. Ohers were no given a new employmen conrac by
he American adminisraon – because o heir brown pas.

Never beore had we seen people so emaciaed and exhaused, and iwas srange and shocking how hey
arrived. In he sevenes here was an American movie “Holocaus”, which was supposed o describe he con-
cenraon camp experiences. Violen ouburss o despair, panic, ears and hugs were apparenly supposed
o make his movie realisc. Bu he people who came o us were compleely dieren. They were burn ou
inside, as i hey could no longer eel. The inhuman physical and psychological suering had killed heir abiliy
o express hemselves, and only gradually did many, hough no all, regain heir abiliy o eel.

Tha was he emoonal expression. The physical expression was almos worse. I can sll see hem oday,
every bone clearly visible under a srangely gray, dry skin. As a herapis, I also had o work wih hem in
physical conac, and I’ll never orge wha ha el like: he direc ouch o bones under a shimmering skin.

A rs, he ormer concenraon camp prisoners said almos nohing. – There is probably a ragedy o
experience ha seems worse han dramac evens. I was his errible, dark everyday lie in he concenra-
on camp. I was only rom halng and disjoined saemens ha I was able o orm a ruhul picure and
skech he so-called “morning roll call” in he concenraon camp. Every morning, he prisoners had o line
up a 5 a.m., even in winer. They had nohing warm o wear. Mos o hem had diarrhea, bu had o endure
sanding in line wihou being allowed o leave. The SS man aking roll call only appeared afer a long wai,
even hours. I someone collapsed, i was over or him. He was sho immediaely. Tha was everyday lie in a
concenraon camp!

Many Balc Jews who had been in a concenraon camp or six years, including many polish Jews, came
o he S. Otlien DP hospial afer being imprisoned or almos as long. They came rom many dieren con-
cenraon camps; I ofen heard he names Buchenwald, Mauhausen, Dachau, Birkenau and Theresiensad
menoned. There were also Hungarian Jews who had only been imprisoned shorly beore he end o he
war. They ormed a special group wih whom communicaon was parcularly dicul because hey only
spoke Hungarian and no Yiddish like mos o he ohers. Mos o hem were no denominaonal Jews, hey
had been taken by surprise by the SS on the basis of lists of residents.

I was sriking ha here was no a single child among hese hundreds o people, nor a single married
couple. Everyone had los heir relaves. Some had sewn a ny phoo o heir loved ones ino he hem o
heir sriped jackes and hus saved hem. They asked me or large charcoal drawings, which I made rom he
small photos.

I also seemed srange ha hey had no hared or us Germans; on he conrary – hey were very graeul
or every bi o aenon and help. Their hared, on he oher hand, was direced a he “capos”, who were
chosen by he camp adminisraon rom heir own ranks o supervise he camp. Some o hese capos were
noorious as denunciaors who senmany prisoners o orure and deah or heir own gain. I remember ha
he miliary police had o pick up a capo rom S. Otlien again. Prisoners had recognized him and waned o
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lynch him. Iwas very ragic ha quie a ew o he paens died in he rs ew days. This was no only due o
epidemics o yphus, yphus and dysenery, bu also omalnurion and exhauson: several German hospial
docors were aken o American prisoner-o-war camps as members o he German Wehrmach; here were
no Jewish docors  or work a he beginning.

However, hese people, who had been malnourished or years, were in urgen need o a medically super-
vised die a he beginning, bu in his general chaos he warnings o he German docors were no heeded.
The American soldiers, overwhelmed wih compassion a he sigh o hese hal-sarved people, gave hem
kilos owhole milk powder, buer andmea. Bu hese people had no had an ounce o a or years – neiher
margarine, nor oil, nor mea. They gorged hemselves on i ravenously – and died. Mos o hem a nigh.
Ofen a paen would say o us in he morning – “Pick up my neighbor; he’s lying dead nex o me.” They lay
on sraw mas a he beginning. There weren’ enough beds.

I had my reamen room on he second oor o he seminar. One morning I arrived a lile lae. The assis-
ans were already working on he wo massage benches. The rs was reang he sump o an ampuee’s
leg, he oher was massaging a polyneuris paen. All around sood and sa – waing – many paens, sll
in heir sriped concenraon camp jackes and pans. There was a srecher on he oor across rom he
massage benches (wo long scks wih a cloh covering beween hem), and a dead man was lying on i, un-
dressed, his paper shir olded across his ches. No one had had me o pu i on him. The waing paens
paid no aenon o him a all. When I asked hem all o leave he room ou o respec or he deadman, hey
looked a me in asonishmen and said: “Wha does i maer, a dead man – dead people are always here.”
When hey had lef, wih he help o an assisan, I pu he paper shir on he dead man, who was already in

Rehabiliaon reamen by nurse Erika.
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rigor mors. Then I searched he seminary or a nurse. When I nally ound one and asked him o ake he
dead man ou, he old me: “You’ll jus have o wai; here were so many dead bodies his morning ha we
can’ ake hem away so quickly.” Tha same morning, I saw an old man lying on a srecher in he hallway. I
gave him waer.

The dead were laid ou in a secluded room downsairs in he seminary beore being aken on a car o he
small, quickly improvised cemeery. The Jewish rie demands a quick burial, preerably on he same day or
he nex. A mass grave had been dug here. Inially, any oher ype o burial would have been compleely im-
possible. Ofen nobody knew he names o he dead; some had already died on he rain, some o he dying
could no longer speak; and he nursing sa ried wih all heir migh o give he living he help hey needed.
There was no one who had me o dig so many graves. Laer, hose whose names could sll be ound were
given headsones, and hose who died laer were given individual graves, which can sll be seen oday. Today,
his small cemeery – righ nex o he Caholic cemeery and opposie he rain saon – is a place o peace
rom which you have a wonderul view o he wide landscape.

The srange hing is ha, despie everyhing, I remember his me as a me o new hopes and he dawn-
ing o brigher horizons. A eeling o liberaon and emoon was also par o he amosphere. In order o
process he inense impressions hrough drawing, I observed he dying and he dead. The aces somemes
showed an agonizingly disored expression in heir deah hroes. Iwas all he more shocking o observe he
ransormaon on he aces o he dead. I ofen hough I saw an expression o “having nally arrived”, o
redempon and peace, as even he seriously ill and dying had been able o experience he eeling o being
reed rom he ear o violence here, and ha was like a grea sigh o relie.

S. Otlien hus became a place o proecon and help or he sick and dying, bu also a place o new
hope or he convalescen. Here hey could nd hemselves again in peace, even hough he deep-seaed
ear lingered or a long me. The docors did no have an easy job, as linguisc communicaon was ofen
very dicul. Polish, Russian, Esonian, Yiddish and Hungarian were spoken in conusion. Nobody could in-
erpre Hungarian in parcular a rs. This made i dicul o make a diagnosis. There were also many rare
diseases caused by exreme deciency sympoms, such as polyneuris, paralysis o all kinds, rosbie, which
made ampuaons necessary, and las bu no leas he epidemics ha quickly spread hrough he weakened
bodies. These were one o he mos requen causes o deah, alongside he many ragic deahs caused by

Drawings by Erika Grube: Jewish Cemeery a S. Otlien, reamen o a paen (he nurse is hersel).
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sudden ay eang. The paens had no been inormed by anyone abou he dangers o poor nurion. In
he nursery and in he orchards, hey pounced on he long-los rui, some o which was sll unripe, and ell
ill or died as a result.

My boss was a Jewish surgeon who had run a hospial in Kovno beore her imprisonmen in a concenra-
on camp.3 She gave me Russian lessons and I gave her English lessons in exchange. One day she was called
o a Hungarian paen who was wrihing in severe pain. She was screaming and poinng o her somach,
which was disended like many sarving people. As no one could inerpre Hungarian, he docor was a a loss
– unl he woman suddenly gave birh. Moher and child were laer discharged in good healh; hey wen o
America in 1947.

I parcularly remember he case o a 17-year-old boy. Wha a sae he arrived in: emaciaed o he bone,
wih his heels close o his buocks. He couldn’ srech his legs ou a cenmeer, he endons under his knee
joins were shorened and bone-hard, medically known as “exion conracure”. This boy had conraced
yphus in he concenraon camp. Typhus suerers were killed immediaely. Bu he was lucky enough o be
hidden in a coal cellar by a good Capo, beween wo piles o coal. There was hardly any space, only 1.20 m
beween hem. He had o lie here or six weeks wih his legs drawn up – oo weak o move – unl he was
reed. Afer weeks o herapeuc work, I ried o careully pu him on his ee. I was like a miracle: he was
able o walk again and was compleely healhy.

I will never orge he rs service ha he paens held ouside according o Jewish ries. They had no
been allowed o perorm heir ries or many years, or even sing heir songs; hey were severely punished in

3 Dr. Riwa Kaplan-Molk.

Drawing by Erika Grube: Giving waer o a paen, Sr. Erika during reamen
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all concenraon camps. Now he Easern Jews are very religious. Marn Buber and Friedrich Weinreb were
well-known represenaves o Hasidism, a deep religious wisdom o he Easern Jews. For all orhodox Jews,
he ban on praccing heir chans and ries mean a spiriual oppression and humiliaon ha we can hardly
imagine. A large crowd had gahered on he square in ron o he seminary and in ron o S. Florian’s and on
he pah leading up o he winer school. Everyone waned o be here – and so hose who could no yewalk
were dragged along on srechers and in wheelchairs. Ohers were led or came wih diculy on cruches.
Mos o hem sll wore he sriped concenraon camp clohing. There were also rabbis among he paens.
A prayer leader sood in ron o he crowdwih a whie, square cloh on his shoulders; mos o hem had also
puwhie clohs around heir shoulders and covered heir heads wih concenraon camp caps or has. They
swayed o he rhyhm o heir songs, and everyone sang o hemselves wih such erven enhusiasm ha
we were deeply moved. Almos all o us who worked here were here, we carried he paens and helped
where necessary. By his me, he abbo and several priess and brohers, some rom he war, some rom
camps and oher monaseries, had already reurned home o S. Otlien. I also saw hem sanding nex o
he crowd, and some o hem had ears in heir eyes. I was as i hese songs wen sraigh up o heaven as
hanks o he Creaor o us all.

I learned a olerance back hen ha I had never known beore. And i happened like his: The paens re-
inroduced heir old amiliar Shabbos cusoms as hey were able. This mean ha no acvies were allowed
rom Friday evening onwards. They were no longer even allowed o ech heir own ea, and hey were no
even allowed o urn on he ligh swiches – according o heir belies, ha would have been anamoun o
sarng a mechanical device. The sisers were eiher annoyed or laughed abou i. Once, a siser had orgo-
en o swich o he ceiling ligh in he evening. The nex morning she ound he lamp wrapped in a cloh;
none o he paens had waned o urn he swich on, bu hey were allowed o use a cloh. For some o us,
his may sound like a ridiculous anecdoe. Bu beore we laugh, we should hink: how many o our cusoms
hawe have aken or graned since childhoodmay seem ridiculous o ohers? And urher:Whamus hese
people have suered i hey were prevened rom pracsing heir millennia-old cusoms or years? And do
we no also share wih hese people a respec and love or he same psalms and prophes rom he Old Tesa-

Drawing by Erika Grube:
Religious service a S. Otlien.
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men ha Jesus Chris ofen quoed in his sermons? For heir par, hey never scolded or laughed a us back
hen: hey had graude and respec or us.

Over me, more and more paens became able o walk. The Polish Jews quickly began o rade again,
according o heir old cusom. They had made lile craes o hang around heir necks and sold everyhing
hey could ge here, especially hrough he Americans. They had shoelaces, oranges, cigarees, saey pins,
bars o soap, ec. o oer.

From 1946 onwards, he problem arose o where he paens who were  or discharge could connue
heir lives. The Americans wihdrew more and more rom he adminisraon and lef i o he Jews. Among
hem, he Zioniss emerged, who propagaed emigraon o Israel.

One day I was asked by he Jewish leadership o come o S. Florian’s House. The polical meengs ook
place here. As a graphic designer, I was asked o make posers, or example or Tel Aviv, wih modern blocks
o houses under a huge rising sun.4 Tel Aviv was praccally buil ou o he ground and was supposed o ake
in reugees and sele hem in Israel. The Zioniss eagerly campaigned or a naonal sae o Israel. The main
cener o heir ideas was esablished in S. Otlien and he Munich area. I was necessary o campaign or
emigraon o Israel in parcular. Almos everyone waned o leave Germany, bu Israel, which was sll being
esablished, had lile appeal or hem. Those who had relaves or riends in America or Ausralia preerred
o go here. This was parcularly rue o he Balc Jews. The emigraon ormalies ook me. I ook unl
1948 beore he monasery was able o use all o is buildings again.

4 This drawing has probably been used as par o he cover design o he “Survivors’ Talmud”.

Lef side: Dr. Riwa Kaplan Molk vising a paen: righ side: Survivors’ Talmud o June 1946, prined in S. Otlien.
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Many hings have changed in S. Otlien in he ory years ha have passed since hen. On he sie o oday’s
asphaled parking lo, where visiors now arrive, here used o be an old inn. I was a real pilgrims’ inn, wih
hick walls, low gues rooms and small chambers under he sloping roo on he second oor. The windows
were ny, he sairs narrow and winding, he oors had wide wooden planks. I was already over wo hun-
dred years old a he me. When he Americans occupied he monasery, hey urned i ino heir “oce”
(adminisraon cener). We had o ge passes here i we waned o leave he monasery walls. In he rs
ew monhs, however, even ha was no allowed, we were praccally prisoners.

The old pilgrims’ gues room was now ull o American ocers who lisened o music, drank and smoked.
I was like a pigeon lof, as he UNRA had been in charge o he hospial since around 1946 and all business
maers were conduced here. The dilapidaed old building laer had o be demolished. A new inn was buil
urher ou, as well as oher buildings adjoining he winer school and he seminary. The basic building o he
winer school wih he beauul baroque chapel o S. Otlia remained unchanged. No ar rom i was he
“delousing saon”. We all had o pass hrough here during he yphus epidemic.

We could only ener he dark and myserious monasery church rom he monasery. The Gesapo
had closed he ouside doors. The rs poncal mass, which was celebraed by he reurning Archabbo
Chrysosomus Schmid, was a grea even. The church was esvely li up again or he rs me and he
beauul priesly vesmens were brough ou again. So many people aended ha I could only nd space
in he gallery.

We were all lled wih joy and hope or he uure.
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In addition to the translated memoir Fr. Cyrill gave me, I photographed this plaque translated 
from the German: 

THIS MEMORIAL PLAQUE COMMEMORATES MRS. ERIKA GRUBE, WHO WORKED 
AS A MOVEMENT THERAPIST IN ST. OTTILIEN FROM MAY 1945 TO NOVEMBER 
1947 AND TREATED COUNTLESS FORMER CONCENTRATION CAMP INMATES 
THERE DURING THIS TIME, WHO WERE TAKEN TO THE FORMER DP HOSPITAL ST. 
OTTILIEN AFTER THE LIBERATION.  

THROUGH HER TRAINING AT THE ACADEMY IN MUNICH AS A LITHOGRAPHER, 
SHE WAS ABLE TO DEPICT THE EVENTS IN THE MONASTERY IN MANY 
DRAWINGS IN MOVING PICTURES.  

SHE DIED IN 2007 AND HER MOST ARDENT WISH WAS A MEMORIAL PLAQUE 
THAT REMINDS NOT ONLY OF HER, BUT ALSO OF THE MANY JEWISH VICTIMS. 

I HAVE NOW FULFILLED THIS WISH FOR HER 

David Stopnitzer, 2021 

(Mr. Stopnitzer, the son of Holocaust survivors, was born at St. Ottilien and lives in Munich) 

Afterwards, from what I was told by Fr. Cyrill, Ms. Grube never married. She was described as 
unattractive and strong-willed, although I can’t believe that the patients who benefitted from her 
care would have thought so. An unfortunate reaction to a vaccination in the 1970s left her 
disabled. She needed cared for the rest of her life and died in 2007.  

As I toured the compound, I saw only clean renovations, the buildings that held the wards now 
schools and travelers’ residences, some for African refugees. They are spread out between grass 
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and gardens and greenhouses in the shadow of the Neo-Gothic chapel that rises above it. I can 
only imagine the process almost eighty years ago that took the 6,100 Jewish patients that came 
through the hospital from near death and despair to healthy lives. That included my parents. St. 
Ottilien was the place where they met and their lives were reborn.  

As much of a miracle, there were 431 Jewish children born there. The maternity ward now is a 

gallery for local artists and a meeting room. 

A small cemetery for the 73 Jews who died in the hospital adjoins the Christian cemetery. The 
neatly kept tombstones have the dates of their deaths, but for many of them, not their birthdays 
or where they came from. Some of the inscriptions on the tombstones have been worn away. Fr. 
Cyrill has been hunting for some skilled masons who could decipher and inscribe the Hebrew 
letters, to bring the words back. 

The stones have been moved away from their gravesite. Buried in haste, the dead were left in 
peace with no families to claim them, perhaps most of them killed or lost as well. Only three of 
the dead were moved by their families to the US or France. Grass grows over the graves and is 
well maintained. 
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While my parents were waiting to emigrate to the US, I was born outside of St. Ottilien in 
Lagerlechfeld, a DP camp at a converted Luftwaffe base near Augsburg, not far away. 
Afterwards, the DP camp was a military prison. It then reverted to a military airfield. Everyone 
in post-war Germany was flexible in recycling places for their needs, including Jews.  

I saw no point in visiting my birthplace, but St. Ottilien stands as a working memorial. To me it 
echoes the Chanukah phrase: “Nes Gadol Haya Sham’ --‘A Great Miracle Happened There’” 
because for all who passed through St. Ottilien in those days, it was the miracle of rebirth helped 
by people of strength and unselfish good intentions, Jews and Gentiles alike. After almost eighty 
years, the identities of many who did their good deeds are obscured and elusive. 

I would hope that this story can give some encouragement to those who saw that even out of the 
devastation the war brought, we could give thanks to the basic good deeds of good people, as I 
saw at St. Ottilien.   




