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Author's note: This is a true story. As it is told from memory, some of the incidental detail may not always be quite accurate
.

This edition is dedicated to my beloved mother Fritzi Frank (1905-1998) whose love, strength and example gave me back the confidence to lead a full life
.

also

To my daughters, Caroline, Jacky and Sylvia and to my father, Erich, and my brother, Heinz, whom they never knew, with the hope that this book will bring them closer

In every ghetto, in every deportation train, in every labour camp, even in the death camps, the will to resist was strong and took many forms; fighting with those few weapons that could be found, fighting with sticks and knives, individual acts of defiance and protest, the courage of obtaining food under the threat of death, the nobility of refusing to allow the Germans their final wish to gloat over panic and despair. Even passivity was a form of resistance. â€˜Not to act,' Emanuel Ringelblum wrote in the aftermath of one particularly savage reprisal, â€˜not to lift a hand against the Germans, has become the quiet passive heroism of the common Jew.' To die with dignity was a form of resistance. To resist the dehumanizing, brutalizing force of evil, to refuse to be abased to the level of animals, to live through the torment, to outlive the tormentors, these too were resistance. Merely to give witness by one's own testimony was, in the end, to contribute to a moral victory. Simply to survive was a victory of the human spirit.

- Martin Gilbert,
The Holocaust: A Jewish Tragedy
(Collins, 1986)
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Preface
This book started about three years ago. My husband and I were having coffee with our good friends Anita and Barry. Anita, who came to England as a child refugee in the 1930s, mentioned that her husband, who was ten years old when the war ended, did not really know anything about what had happened to me during the Holocaust.

After a few moments of hesitation, I slowly started to recount some of my experiences. Their questions were so keen, their interest so deep and yet their knowledge of those times appeared so small, that I found myself going into details, some of which I had not revealed to anyone before and had, in fact, suppressed for many years.

At the end of the evening we were all in tears and almost speechless with emotion. My friends were shocked at the thought of how remote most people now are from those events.

They â€“ and my husband â€“ urged me to write my story. This thought pursued me in the weeks that followed. It gave rise to others: I let my life pass in front of me. In spite of what had happened to me during the war I have no feelings of bitterness or hate, but on the other hand I do not believe in the goodness of man.

My posthumous step-sister, Anne Frank, wrote in her
Diary
: â€˜I still believe that deep down human beings are good at heart.' I cannot help remembering that she wrote this
before
she experienced Auschwitz and Belsen.

Throughout the terrible years I had felt that I was being protected by an all-powerful being, but that source of assurance had begun to give way to some troubling questions. Why had I been spared and not millions of others, including my brother and father? Was the world improving as a result of its experience of mass annihilation? Was it not necessary to tell that story again and again and to look at it from every angle? How much time was left for the handful of survivors, before their unimaginable memories, which only they could bring to life, would be forgotten? Did not I and the other survivors owe a duty to the millions of victims to make it less likely that their deaths had been in vain?

I became convinced that if I could move only a handful of people to care more for their fellow man, I would achieve something worth while and that it was my duty to try to do just that.

I decided to approach my friend Evelyn Kent to help me write the story of my Holocaust experiences. I had not said more than a few words when she interrupted me and said: â€˜Eva, I've been waiting ever since I first met you twenty years ago, to write your story.'

That is how we came to write this book.

PART I
From, Vienna to Amsterdam

1. REFUGEES
For several years after the horror I had the recurring nightmare...
I am walking along a sunny street that suddenly becomes sinister. I am about to fall into a black hole
... I would wake up sweating and trembling. It haunted me on nights when I least expected it, but I got rid of it by repeating to myself, â€˜
It's all over, thank God. I'm alive
.'

So I got on with my daily life in England without talking much about the past because I have suppressed the memories for so long.

Now I want to acknowledge the miracle and remember clearly those who helped me to survive Birkenau. I owe them so much and don't want to forget them.

I was born in Vienna on 11 May 1929. My mother, Elfriede Markovits â€“ Fritzi for short â€“ came from an assimilated middle-class Jewish family. She was vivacious and beautiful, and at the age of eighteen she married twenty-one-year-old Erich Geiringer, an attractive and enterprising Austrian businessman.

It was love at first sight they always told me. My mother was tall and fair, and my father had dark hair, piercing blue eyes and a flashing smile that women found hard to resist. Together they made a striking couple.

Fritzi and Erich â€“ Mutti and Pappy to me â€“ adored one another and, in the carefree days of their early marriage, they were part of a large circle of newly-weds who would meet at weekends to go hiking in the Austrian mountains. My father was full of energy, a fitness fanatic who enjoyed all outdoor activities and sports.

In 1926 they were blessed with a son whom they called Heinz Felix and when I came along three years later they were overjoyed to have a daughter to complete the family.

My mother's parents and her sister lived nearby so Mutti took us to see them every day. My parents were not religious in the strictly Orthodox Jewish sense. They liked to feel they were an integral part of the Austrian community but they had close Jewish friends whose children were my childhood friends. When I went to school I began to understand what being Jewish meant, because all Jewish children were separated from the rest of the class during scripture. We had our own religious lessons in which we learnt prayers in Hebrew, some Jewish history and observances. Heinz and I appreciated our inheritance and when we asked Mutti to light candles on Friday evening to welcome in the Sabbath she did it to please us, but we were only taken to synagogue on High Holy days.

Whilst Heinz and I were growing up Pappy liked to encourage a feeling of resilience and self-reliance in us. â€˜You must never be afraid,' he would say, throwing me into the deep end of a swimming pool when I was very young whilst Mutti stood gasping with fright at the side.

When I was three, sometimes he would sit me on the top of our large wardrobe and tell me to jump down into his arms or remain up there. In spite of my fear, I trusted him and of course he always caught me. I enjoyed these challenges but Heinz was much more sensitive and although he was three years older he was often frightened by them.

During holidays Pappy would take us climbing in the Tirolean Mountains and the Austrian Alps. It was all an exciting adventure for me. Once, when I was four, we lost our way for many hours and my mountain boots became so uncomfortable that I took them off and happily climbed barefoot over the rocks.

Sometimes Pappy would tie a rope ladder to a tree or a rock at the top of a precipice and he and I would climb down it like Tarzan while Mutti and Heinz waited for us to return. I worshipped Pappy and loved to copy him. Unlike Heinz, I shared his love of physical sports and I was determined to be tough for his sake.

â€˜It is bad for your posture to sleep on soft mattresses and pillows,' Pappy said to us once. So, on our next Sunday outing, I brought home a large flat stone to use as a pillow. Heinz and I shared a bedroom and to my annoyance he laughed at me.

I was a fussy eater and although I was perfectly healthy I was very skinny. Mutti would make me take a spoonful of cod liver oil daily which made me sick. I would have loved plates of spaghetti and sausages but instead I had to eat red cabbage and spinach which I hated. Mutti would insist that I ate it all up. If I refused to eat much or to do as I was told I would be made to stand in the corner. I had a defiant, rebellious streak in me and I would refuse to apologize even when I knew I had been wrong.

Heinz was a different character, more obedient and with more creative talent than me.
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