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In this photograph I’m about 16 months of age. I don’t recognize the other people, and none of
them are relatives of ours. The picture was taken in Prague in the 1930s.

We belonged to the middle class. My mother taught at a school and my father worked in a small
furriery. It was managed by its Jewish owner, and my father was in charge of sales and production.
There was an accountant, then just a master tradesman and some workers. My father used to take
the train out of Prague to go to the factory. We didn’t have a car.

We lived in Prague in the neighborhood of Letna in a modern apartment on Hermanova Street. The
apartment had central heating and hot water. We probably had parquet floors, but in one room
there was this soft rubber with blue stripes. I liked it a lot back then, and loved playing there,
because it was soft and wasn’t slippery. It wasn’t my room; I didn’t have a room of my own, but I
played there the most, and I remember the rubber on that floor to this day. The apartment had this
smaller kitchen and then a bedroom, a living room, and some sort of den of my father’s with
bookcases.

All the appliances in the kitchen ran on electricity, and behind the kitchen there was a room for a
maid, who lived with us. She was a young Czech girl named Terezie Hronickova. My mother used to
go to school to teach, and this ‘Rezinka’ of ours took care of me. She loved me very much, and I
her too. I remember that after the war I invited her to my graduation. It took me a while to find her.
During the time of the Protectorate Jews were forbidden to employ non-Jews. Rezinka got married
and we lost contact with each other.
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