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Introduction

There are many branches of our family, originating from Poland. This
memoir is of the English branch, founded by Max Infeld in 1900.
(There is only one other unrelated Infield family in England, the
Sussex Infields, descended from John Infield, a 16th century ironmaster
in West Hoathly who made a fortune supplying cannons to the
Elizabethan navy and built Gravetye Manor.  This is not their story!).

This memoir – and it is a memoir, not a history, as there was
virtually no research – is primarily addressed to our grandchildren, but
also to their generation and successors, as when my generation has
gone there will be no one who knows these stories and I hope that one
day they will want to learn about their roots.

One thing I should particularly like to stress; these are my personal
recollections and some are of people with whom I did not have a great
deal of contact, so other family members, who knew them better, may
have very different views. 

I had hoped to include photos of all the principal characters but
met with limited success in my searches, which is a pity. You will see
that several of the photos are in uniform, a sad reflection of the fact
that wars played a very significant role in most of our lives.

The family originally came from Cracow (Krakow) in Poland and
our name was Infeld; it was only changed to Infield by my father and
uncles after the First World War. My grandfather always remained an
Infeld.

ix
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Max Infeld (1865 – 1937)

There is a family tree going back to an Abba Infeld who must have
been born around the end of the 18th century. Only two children
appear on the chart, though he may well have had more, and he had at
least twelve grandchildren. One of his grandchildren was Max, my
grandfather. Max was born in 1865 in Podgorze, now a suburb of
Cracow but then a separate township. Cracow and Podgorze are in
Western Galicia, a department of a Poland that was then part of the
Austro-Hungarian Empire, so the official language was German,
though the everyday language was Polish. The local government was
delegated, in practice, to the Polish aristocracy, though the ultimate
administrative centre was Vienna.

Max married his first wife, Augusta, known as Golde, in 1888,
when he was 22 and Golde was 27. Louis, their first child, was born in
1888. In 1890 they were still living in Podgorze, at Rynek Podgorze 8,
but by 1893, when their youngest son Harry (known then as Henryk)
was born, they had crossed the river into Cracow and were living at ul.
Skavinska 9, opposite what was then the Jewish hospital. This was a
good situation, near Kazimierz, the old Jewish quarter, and quite near
a little park on the river embankment. I got all this information from
the Cracow town records when I traced my father’s birth record on
my visit to the city.

As a young man Max worked in the wholesale drapery business of
Jacob Bober, known as the Drapery King of Galicia, who was also a
big land owner. Max was also Secretary of what was effectively the
Landowners’ Association and, in that capacity, he impressed Bober so
much that he invited him to run his estates. So Max became an estate
manager. Later, at Bober’s suggestion, he became the Secretary of the
Union of Creditors, which monitored unpaid rents and other industrial
disputes and negotiated settlements. He was clearly a very capable
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administrator and greatly trusted; a man of considerable influence. 
Poland was at that time dominated by a very anti-Semitic

aristocracy. Max was approached by their political party, the Schlachta,
to use his influence to get the Jewish community to vote for them.
When he refused, they were out to get him, charging him with a
number of totally fabricated offences. He successfully defended himself
in the central law courts in Vienna, but the Schlachta was quite
determined to bring him down and used every underhand trick to
bring more criminal charges against him. It was then that he decided to
emigrate to England with his family.

The story of Max’s problems with the Schlachta and the life which
had to be endured by the Jewish community in Poland is given in the
submission which he made to the British Home Office to support his
application for British citizenship. This is attached as Appendix 1. It is
a long document and must have landed with a depressing thud on the
desk of Herbert Gladstone, the then Home Secretary (son of the
famous statesman William Ewart Gladstone), but it is a fascinating
piece of history. Do read it. The reason it is so detailed is because
criminal charges were still outstanding against Max in Poland when he
came to England and he was worried that an application might be
made for his extradition.

England

So Max came to England, arriving in 1900 at the age of 34. He
immediately set up his own business, Infeld and Drielsma, which
ultimately became Infields Ltd, in Aldersgate Street, selling accessories
to the fur trade. Golde followed with their three sons, Louis, Willy
and Harry (my father) two years later in 1902. Louis was then 14,
Willy 12 and Harry 9. Sadly Golde died just three years after reaching
England when only 44.

Max had always been an admirer of Britain and learnt English
while still in Poland, so when he arrived he was already able to speak
fluently. His business was clearly very successful as, by the time he
retired and handed the business over to Willy, he was able to afford a
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Rolls Royce and had a chauffeur. In 1907 he married Beatrice Auerbach
(the family later changed their name to Abbott). Just 26, and 15 years
his junior, she was always known as Mater. They had three children
together, Lilian, who died very young, Doris (born 1909) and John
(born 1914).

I never got to know Max well. He seemed a rather remote and
forbidding figure to me, with bushy eyebrows and very piercing eyes.
Gerald, my elder brother, saw much more of him and used to
accompany him to synagogue on Saturdays; but I don’t think he was
very interested in his grandchildren. Max was a practicing Jew and an
elder of the synagogue in Dennington Park Road in Willesden Green,
where we all used to go. He and Mater lived in Muswell Hill, which is
where I first remember them, and later moved to a rather fine flat in
Palace Court, Finchley Road. We sometimes used to go there for tea
and played with the pianola (a mechanical piano driven by a perforated
paper tape cut from a performance by a pianist; some famous pianists
cut pianola tapes). According to my father, Max was an artistic man
who used to play the violin and had a special one with a solid sound
box that he could play in the evenings without waking the children.
He also had a strong sense of humour, and I gathered rather Rabelaisian.
Sadly I didn’t see any of those sides of him. We got to know Mater
better after his death, but she was rather a hard person and we saw as
little of her as we could. When he died Max left money to set up his
chauffeur, Ely, in his own garage, which was a generous gesture for
those days.

3
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Louis (1888 – 1951)

Louis was brilliant. Coming to England at 14, he was admitted to
Owen’s School, Islington, a very good grammar school, though
Islington was at that time quite a poor area. This is what the headmaster
wrote about him:

He was first brought to me in April 1902, on his arrival in this
country from Austria, and could barely speak a word of English. I
advised his father to let him study English privately at home until I
admitted him in the following September. When he came to me in
September I found he could speak English quite fluently, and I had
no difficulty in putting him in one of the ordinary forms. His progress
after that was extremely rapid in almost every subject, and he always
took a high place in the examinations. When he came back to the
School after being a year at the University College School, he asked
to be allowed to read for the Mathematical Scholarship at Cambridge,
and I was pleased to accede to his request. Considering all the
difficulties he has had to contend with through studying in what was
to him a foreign tongue, I am of the opinion that his success was
remarkable, and I am sure that if he is granted the means of proceeding
to Cambridge, he will have a brilliant career there.

Which indeed he did. He got a major scholarship to Queens College
and became a Wrangler, which means that he got a first in his
mathematics finals, coming second in the list. He crowned this by
coming top in the Civil Service Entrance Examination, at that time the
most prestigious exam in the country. He went into the Ministry of
Health and was responsible for the ration card scheme in the 1914-18
war. He was awarded the OBE in 1918, a very high distinction for
someone of just 29. But he never achieved the success in the Civil
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Service that his talents warranted, which should have taken him right to
the top. He was a sensitive and rather inward looking person, not
perhaps suited to the gregarious life of a ministry. He was certainly
disappointed at this and withdrew into his other interests, collecting
oriental prints, Basque folk music and, particularly, stamps, at which he
became a great expert; he once presented a stamp to King George V,
who was also a keen collector. He also translated books and Gerald and
I remember our father checking proofs of a work by Kant which Louis
had translated from the German. Life in the Civil Service in those days
was fairly relaxed, and as he was able to get through his work very
quickly it allowed him plenty of time for these other interests. His
daughter, Jean, feels that he should have stayed at Cambridge in an
academic life, and she is probably right. He died in 1951 at only 63.

Louis married Georgina Van Dam, a strong minded and forthright
person whom my parents thought a trifle vulgar and rather raised their
eyebrows at her family: her brother, Vivian Van Dam, was the owner of
the Windmill Theatre, a striptease theatre famous with the troops
during the war. When other theatres claimed “We never closed” his
claim was “We never clothed”- they never closed either. This was, of
course, not considered very respectable by our part of the family,
though Vivian was a very kind and generous man; a film was made
about him in 2009, with Judy Dench and Bob Hoskins, though Jean
complained that Vivian was a very handsome man, and not like Bob
Hoskins’ portrayal. Vivian’s daughter, Sheila Van Dam, became a
famous rally driver. My parents did not like Georgie, believing that she
drove Louis to supplement his income by trading in stamps, to the
detriment of his career, in order to fund her addiction to bridge, but I
suspect this was quite unfair. At all events, there was a coolness between
our branches of the family, which meant that Gerald and I did not
really get to know our cousins until all our parents had died. We made
up for it later to become very close friends. Georgie was obviously a
much more complex person than appeared on the surface and it came as
a great shock to learn, somewhat later, that she had committed suicide.

Louis and Georgie had three children, my cousins Adrian, born in
1924, Jean, 1925 and Gordon, 1928.

6

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 6



7

Louis

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 7



Willy (1890 –1943)

My Uncle Willy was different from his brothers in that he wasn’t at all
the academic type and had no aspirations to a university education. He
was a cheerful, tubby little man destined to take over his father’s
business, which he ran very well. He certainly made more money than
either of his brothers. During the 1914-18 war his brother Louis was at
the Ministry of Health and Harry was already in the army from the
early days. Willy was waiting to be called up in 1915 when he saw an
advertisement calling for people with School Certificate chemistry
(equivalent to O Level) for special work in the army with an immediate
rank of corporal, so he volunteered. He was posted to the Special
Brigade Royal Engineers, a secret outfit dealing with poison gas: he
had no idea that Harry was in the Special Brigade too. After training,
he was sent to France and allocated to the Third Army, where he was
posted to Q Company: what a surprise when he found that the CO of
Q Company was Captain Harry Infeld! Of course my father had him
moved pretty quickly; you can’t have your elder brother serving under
you. Happily, Willy got a bad bout of trench feet and was invalided
out of the army and back to ‘blighty’. 

Willy went into the family business and took over when Max
retired. He married Freda Garfunkel from Leipzig, an eccentric of
great character, who lived most of her life in England but never learnt
to speak English properly, even though she and Willy always spoke
English together. As Willy died quite young at 53 of cancer, she had a
long widowhood, living into her eighties. However, Willy had
continued to run Infields Ltd very profitably. He was able to afford to
buy a farm in the country, where they spent their weekends, as a ‘tax-
loss’ investment, and left Freda well provided for. She was a jolly
person, though she became rather testy towards the end of her life. She
and Willy had no children.
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Freda had a sister, Lotte, who was married to Siggy Weinstock,
also from Leipzig, and he came in to run Infields. He changed his
name to Stanley Webb, one of his many poor business decisions:
Weinstock became a name to conjure with through Lord Weinstock of
the General Electric Company, one of the country’s greatest
entrepreneurs. Infields did not prosper under Siggy and eventually my
cousin Adrian joined the company while I joined the board to see if we
could help sort things out. We were concerned, as the company was
supposed to be run for Freda’s benefit, and she wasn’t getting much.
Adrian and I were convinced that Siggy was salting money away
abroad through his purchasing deals on the continent, but it was
impossible to prove or to do anything about it, except to persuade him
to retire; as he was well over 70 this was not unreasonable. Siggy
retired to Switzerland, where he lived in some style: he wore a large fur
coat when he came over to Vivienne’s, Jean’s daughter’s wedding.
Adrian remarked to me “That’s our coat he’s wearing” (after Freda’s
death her estate was distributed between her niece and nephews).

Max’s youngest son Harry, my father, should come next, but as the
main line of this family history runs through him, I’m going to deal
with Louis’ children, my cousins, first.

9
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Adrian (1924 – 1982)

Adrian did not inherit his father’s academic brilliance but was a very
lively and attractive character with a great sense of humour. He went to
Highgate School and though he may not have shone academically,
established a great reputation as a swimmer, breaking most of the school
records; in fact he was very close to Olympic standards. Adrian lost one
of his eyes as a small child; it was replaced by a very realistic glass eye,
which he sometimes, rather disconcertingly, removed, revealing a blank
cavity. The loss of bifocal vision was certainly a handicap in ball games,
such as cricket and tennis, but not of course in swimming. 

He married Georgiana, a very accomplished cook who set up her
own catering business. They had a son, Nicky, who became a
professional photographer and is now married and living in California
as a very successful film editor. 

Adrian tried his hand at several commercial careers, but none with
great success. I was a director of Infields, trying to get Stanley Webb,
Frieda’s brother-in-law, to run the company for her benefit rather than
his own, in which I was not very successful. Adrian joined me on the
board and when we eventually persuaded Stanley to retire Adrian took
over. When the premises in Aldersgate Street were sold, to enable a large
development scheme to go ahead (there is now a vast office complex all
along that part of the street) Adrian bought the stock and set up his own
company in North London. Sadly, by that time the heart trouble which
had been plaguing him for some time began to get more serious and his
doctor advised him to go and live in a kinder climate, so he and Georgiana
bought a lovely little cottage in a village in the hills in Majorca, not far
from Palma. Denise and I spent a wonderful holiday with them there,
enjoying their warm and relaxed hospitality and going for long walks,
including climbing a rather formidable local mountain. It was a sad day
for all of us when he died at the young age of 58.

10
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Jean (1925 – )

Jean did inherit her father’s brains, and also her mother’s forceful
personality. She was educated at the Hampstead High School for Girls
where she too excelled at swimming. Instead of going to university she
went straight to medical school and qualified as a doctor at the earliest
possible age of 22. She then specialised in gynaecology and became one
of the foremost authorities in low fertility. She had a practice in Harley
Street and worked as a consultant in several hospitals, as well as
broadcasting. She married Ian Saxton who worked in his family
engineering business. He did not enjoy it very much and when the
business was sold, Jean persuaded him to do what he really wanted to,
so he studied law and was called to the bar. He never actually practised
as a barrister but lectured at the North London Polytechnic and later
became one of the Times reporters in the law courts. They both carried
on working long past retirement age, but when they did eventually
retire they sold their London flat and went to live in their holiday
home in Scratby, in Norfolk. Ian died after a long illness in 2010 and is
much missed.

Jean and Ian had two very talented children, Robert and Vivienne.
Robert was musically gifted and started composing at an early age. As
a small boy he sent a work to Benjamin Britain and was invited to tea
with the great man. He studied music at St Catherine’s College,
Cambridge and later became one of the best known young composers
of the 1980’s with many works commissioned for the Proms and
orchestras abroad; he was in fact better known on the Continent than
in Britain. I once heard a music broadcast entitled “Mozart and Saxton”;
not bad being paired with Mozart! As well as composing he became a
professor at the Guildhall School of Music and is now (2010) a fellow
of Worcester College, Oxford and a Doctor of Music, a very high
honour. His partner of many years is Teresa Cahill, a well known
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singer who has sung at Glyndebourne and whom we once heard sing
the part of Leonora in Fidelio. Vivienne became a dancer and was a
student at the Royal Ballet School: eventually she outgrew a ballet
dancer’s physique so she turned to teaching and became the youngest
examiner for the Imperial Society of Teachers of Ballet, now being
principle of a ballet school herself. She is married to Ian Jesnick and
they have two children, Mark and Leah, both at Oxford University.
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Gordon (1929 – )

Gordon, the youngest of Louis’ children, was not blest with the
humour of Adrian nor the ability of Jean, but he had a very agreeable
personality and a certain dogged persistence. He carved out a good
career at Marks and Spencer, where he ended up in charge of all their
charitable donations, which were quite considerable. But he didn’t
really enjoy it and took early retirement in 1985, when he was 56.

Gordon married Rhoda, the daughter of a well-known and
particularly pompous QC, Ashe Lincoln, and they had two sons. Paul,
a successful lawyer, married Catherine and had two children, Samuel
and Marjorie. Richard, a scientist, married an American wife, Susan,
also with two children, Matthew and Laura, and lives in the US.
Gordon and Rhoda were divorced some years ago. After his retirement
Gordon settled down happily with Irene, his partner after his divorce
from Rhoda.

I’ll now come back to Max’s third son, Harry, my father and your
great grandfather.

14
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Harry (1893 – 1968)

Harry was only nine when the family moved from Poland to England.
He too went to Owen’s School and though he didn’t have the brilliance
of Louis, was very able and got an exhibition in natural science to
King’s College, Cambridge, in 1912. He got a first in the Preliminary
Exams and in 1913 was awarded a travelling grant, which enabled him
to spend a period at a German university, as he spoke excellent German;
probably because German was the official language in the Austro-
Hungarian Empire so he may have learnt it as a boy in Poland (though
he totally forgot his Polish). It was clear to him then that war was
coming; all the students were drinking toasts to der tag, the day when
they would defeat Britain (the Royal Navy was the biggest threat to
Germany’s imperial ambitions). When he returned to Cambridge he
immediately joined the Officers’ Training Corps.

At Cambridge Harry took up athletics and became an excellent
quarter miler, once achieving a time of under 50 seconds, which at that
time was Olympic standard. Unfortunately his competitive running
was impeded by his unwillingness, as a Jew, to compete on Saturdays
(a restriction he obviously had to give up during the war and never
reverted to). He would almost certainly have got a blue, given for
representing Cambridge against Oxford, in 1914 if his time at
Cambridge had not been cut short by the war. 

He had wanted to read physics, in which he felt he would have got a
First, but was persuaded to read chemistry as well, with a view to a
career in Infields. Max was planning to start a fabric dying operation but
Harry was not really interested in it and did not, in the event, take it up.

1914: the War

He was actually in the middle of a physics experiment when war was

15

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 15



declared. He just drew a line in his notebook and went off to the army.
As he was in the Training Corps he was commissioned immediately
into one of the most prestigious regiments, the 12th London Battalion
(the Rangers), a Territorial Battalion of the King’s Royal Rifle Corps
(the 60th Rifles) and was out in France before the end of 1914. In those
days, officers had to have a sword, and before he went to France he
had to chase round London trying to find one. All he could find was a
theatrical sword, so he went out to France with that; needless to say,
he never had to use it! But he was an excellent shot and comfortable
using the Short Lee-Enfield, the standard army rifle.

He was posted to the Ypres salient, where some of the fiercest
fighting in the war took place: on his first day in the trenches he found
himself second in command of his company (the average life of a 2nd

lieutenant was 12 days). It wasn’t long before he was wounded, in an
attack on Hill 60. He was lucky. The attack secured an advance and he
wasn’t left in no-man’s land, where he certainly wouldn’t have survived.
He had a bullet in the middle of his chest but it had stayed inside; this
was bad news as the probability was that it had rattled round his ribs,
destroying most of his innards. When he was finally taken to a field
hospital, after lying where he fell for about ten hours, he asked for a
drink. The doctor said “What would you like” and when he replied
“Champagne” the doctor said “All right”. “What do you mean, ‘all
right’?” said Harry “You shouldn’t give a man in my condition alcohol.
You think I’m going to die, don’t you? Well, I’m not.” They did think
he was going to die though, and the War Office gave permission for
his father to come over to France in a destroyer to see him, but this
was cancelled when he started to recover. (This was the practice very
early in the war – only for officers, of course!) He had a diagonal scar
about a foot long down his back, where they went looking for the
bullet – no X-rays then – and one lung was badly damaged, but the
other was all right.

He was back in England for six months recuperating and bought an
old Douglas motorcycle on which he toured the country. He was
presented with a white feather (a sign of cowardice much used to shame
men into joining up) by an over-enthusiastic lady: he told her he would
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wear it when he got back to France, and there is a photo of him with his
fellow officers, all wearing white feathers. During his sick leave his
regiment was badly gassed in the first gas attack of the war. He went up
to Cambridge to see his old chemistry professor and asked him what
we were doing about it. He was told that there was a secret unit, the
Special Brigade, Royal Engineers, developing gas warfare so he made
contact with them and joined them. He always defended doing this,
saying, with some justice, that war was altogether a nasty business and
being gassed wasn’t any worse than having bits blown off by shell fire.

Back to France

So he went back to France and back to the trenches, where he spent
most of the rest of the war. He was promoted to Major and awarded
the MC (Military Cross); he was also recommended for the DSO
(Distinguished Service Order) but was moved to another part of the
front before it came through and the man who took over from him got
it: those things frequently happen in wartime. He had exceptional
physical courage and would often wander around in no-man’s land if
there was something he needed to see. One of his sergeants, who
himself had the DCM (Distinguished Conduct Medal, the ‘other ranks’
equivalent of the DSO and a very rare award) once told me that the
only thing that really frightened him was going on patrol with my
father. He also had great moral courage: on one occasion he presented
his colonel with a rather audacious plan, which he turned down. So
Harry went over his head to the general, who approved it. The plan
was a success, fortunately, but he was taking a big personal risk. It may
have been a plan he told us about. He knew that the Germans were
expecting an attack so he and his men crawled with the gas cylinders
across no-man’s land and placed them just in front of the German
barbed wire, which he reasoned would be the last place they would
expect them; sure enough, our trenches and rear assembly areas were
heavily shelled. He ended the war, aged 26, as a Lieutenant Colonel,
commanding all Royal Engineers Special Companies in the 3rd Army.
Not bad for a Polish Jewish immigrant with a German name!

17
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Harry was not an aggressive or ‘military’ type but was a devoted
patriot, very conscious of the freedom, safety and opportunities
provided by his adopted country: very different from Poland, where
he would have been denied entry to university and subject to many
restrictions, merely for being a Jew. He was determined to play his
part in his new country to the full.

I recently discovered a box of Harry’s memorabilia from that war.
It was full of letters from fellow officers, the white feather photograph,
correspondence with the War Office, reports of official surveys he had
made at the front, numerous permit slips for him to visit different
parts of the front, even train tickets. There were also some surprises;
photos and letters from girl friends we had never heard of which he
kept all his life. One was an English girl named Diana Johnson whom
he met on wounded leave in 1915 and who signs herself “Your little
pal”, but there were French girls too. There was a pretty girl named
Maria, who looks in her late ‘teens, whom he seems to have met in
1918. She calls him Uncle Harry, though she certainly was not his
niece! This is a translation of a postcard dated 30 August 1918 (with a
picture of a very sexy woman on the front):

Dear Uncle Harry
I re-read your letter this morning and I have just understood

what you meant when you wrote “Did you have a meeting somewhere
else?” There would be, in fact, the possibility of meeting you but for
that you must be able to come to Berck before the 2nd September and
not on a Sunday. I am counting on having a girl friend to come with
me. Please reply as quickly as possible but so that Mother won’t guess
that you will be in Berck the same day as me, don’t mention the word
Berck in your letter and to give me the date, write it completely in
letters and not figures as Mother would be able to understand it.
Hoping to hear from you soon and to have the pleasure of seeing you
again, I send you all my love.

Your affectionate niece
Maria
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You could meet us at Berck-Plage station at the time you indicate

1st November 1918:

Dear Uncle Harry
With what pleasure I took possession of your letter of 26th

October yesterday evening when I got back from the office.
I began to think that you had forgotten me and not having

received your new address I didn’t dare write as I feared my letters
would be lost.

My sister left on Sunday. The captain who lodges here drove her
to Noyelles-sur-Mer near Abbeville so that she wouldn’t have to
leave at five in the morning. That way she left at half past ten. She’s
lucky. I should also like to be so favoured when I go to see her on 9th

October, but me, I’ll have to leave at five in the morning and wait
from 9 o’clock to 12 at Rang-du-Fliers. Now that she has gone you
can write anything you like.

I was very surprised to read that you were wounded. I hope that it
isn’t serious and that you will soon be better. You will be lucky if you
go for convalescence in the South of France. Would you take me? You
wouldn’t know what to do with such large baggage, would you? Or
you’ll find better down there and quickly forget your niece. However,
I’m so happy to get your news. Please be indulgent and don’t forget me.
You will make me very happy by giving me inkling that perhaps you
will soon be able to come and spend a few hours with us. You can come
when you like. Nevertheless I would like you to come on a Sunday so
that I’ll have all my time to be with you. I must tell you that on Sunday
3rd November I shall not be at home. On that day I shall be travelling
from Amiens to Fruges. Will you come with me?? I can’t envisage any
other excursions now as since my escapade of 19th September Mother
won’t allow me to go out. What annoys me most is that I’m not going to
get the fur coat she was going to buy me. It’s a bit your fault, villain!
You had promised me so faithfully that we would be able to catch the
train!! Oh, I’m miserable about it, as having to get married no doubt
next April that will be one less piece of clothing I’ll have!
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As I didn’t have your address I wasn’t able to let you know what
happened on Sunday 22nd September. As I led you to expect, I got
engaged on that day and as I said above, unless there are unforeseen
problems, I’ll doubtless get married around April, so you see I haven’t
much time left!!

If you go to the Midi, will you think of me? Will you send me
some cards of the places you go to? I like them so much!! No, I think
you are going to forget me, as you will have a lot of fun down there.

When you are going to come you have only to let me know the
date; I’ll certainly be at home. Anyway I mustn’t be away except for
the 3rd November. So you have the choice. Write to me quickly that
you’ll come; I’ll be so happy!!

It’s very annoying that you have not been able to get the photos
you took when you were last here as they would have been a lively
souvenir for me of your stay with us.

Above all, if you come don’t say that you saw me at Berck. This
is what I have told my parents, that we saw your driver at three
o’clock in front of the station, we said hullo and chatted to him a bit
and he told us that Mr Smith and the other lieutenant were in Berck.
That they had to return to Bapaume, passing through Montreuil and
Hesdin. Then I explained to them that at 5.40 in the evening we
arrived at the station to find that our train had left. We then went to
look for your driver to ask him if he couldn’t pass through F—. I’m
giving you all these explanations so that you don’t contradict our
fib. Oh what would become of me if the truth were known!!

I’m expecting your news very soon and let me know when you
will be coming.

My parents send you their best wishes together with mine.
A kiss from your affectionate niece
Maria

Maria sounds a delightful young girl, destined to be married off
young, as was the way then. One hopes that life worked out well for
her.

There were notes from other girls too.

20

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 20



I don’t know why I should have been surprised by all this: it
would be the most natural thing for a soldier in wartime. I wonder if
my mother knew about it, not that I think she would have minded.

All the war history must make Harry sound like a very fierce,
military man, but in fact he was a very kindly and gentle person, quiet
and controlled, with a strong, if individual, sense of humour. I
remember when I must have been about three, he decided to shave off
his moustache; he shaved off half and then asked me which I preferred,
and he would see what he could do. He never got flustered. He was
much more cerebral than physical and it was his cool reasoning and
iron self-control which made him a successful soldier. Sadly, he was
never quite as successful at anything else.

Peace, Marriage and Upper Silesia 

Soon after the war, in August 1920, he married Ethel Phillips and,
when he was posted, as a major, to the Inter-allied Commission in
Upper Silesia, the part of Germany that was ceded to Poland, she
went with him. Cracow, his birth town, was in Silesia so the region
must have had many memories for him. It was a very chaotic period
in Germany, with inflation quite out of control: prices were increased
every day, sometimes several times a day, and people’s savings
became worthless. It is something the Germans have never forgotten
and has coloured their approach to economic management ever
since. Even then he could see that the Germans were preparing for
the next war.

Since pounds could buy almost anything for next to nothing,
Harry and Ethel brought back some magnificent things, including the
fine etching of the Joachim Quartet by Schmutzer which Harry bought
in Vienna and which we still have. I have just been reading a collection
of short stories by the Russian writer Isaac Babel. He was an
extraordinary man, a Jew from Odessa who fought with the Red
Army during the civil war which followed the revolution. He was
attached to the Cossacks, almost unheard of for a Jew, and later became
a celebrated writer and a favourite of Stalin: like many of Stalin’s
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favourites he was ultimately executed, in 1927. He was exactly Harry’s
age and in 1920 was involved in the exceedingly bloody Russo-Polish
war, when Russia invaded Poland. It was just at that time that Harry
was involved in the occupation of Upper Silesia, at the opposite side of
Poland, a quiet and peaceful affair. He must have known what was
going on in the east, though I never heard him refer to it.

The Twinfields

Ethel came home in 1921 when she was expecting and Harry was
summoned from Germany when the birth was due. He travelled all
day and night and arrived quite exhausted, to be told that it was going
to be a difficult birth; his wife would be all right but there might not be
a baby. He promptly went to sleep in his chair and woke to find the
nurse saying to him “Two bonny babies!” They did not know there
would be twins! That was Gladys and Gerald, known thereafter as the
Twinfields. Gladys started using her second name, Elaine, in her late
teens, so from now on, to avoid confusion, I’ll call her Elaine. Gerald
was a robust baby, but Elaine was very frail, with a stomach which was
not properly developed. She was fed on white of egg to strengthen it
and in due course became healthy and strong.

The Law

When he came back from Germany, Harry took an external BSc at
London University while he sorted out what he wanted to do. He
finally decided not to continue with science but to take up law. He
took his bar exams and was called to the bar as a barrister. Life at the
bar is always a struggle at the beginning and starting late as he did was
an added disadvantage. But he was a good lawyer and gradually built
up a good practice. Surprisingly, in the light of his self-confident
performance as a soldier, he was a diffident advocate and did not
perform well in court. Though moderately successful and with the
occasional triumph – he once won a case in the House of Lords as a
junior (important cases are almost always led by a QC supported by
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one or more juniors, that is barristers who are not QCs) and was
complimented by the judges – he never ‘took silk’ (became a QC). But
it is doubtful whether his earnings could have supported our
comfortable middle-class lifestyle without the income Ethel earned
from her successful business ventures, and the help of her wealthy
father who enabled us to share a large house, 17 Parsifal Road in
Hampstead, for several years with him and our grandmother. But
Harry’s career at the bar could well have been very different had it not
been cut short by the Second World War.

War again 1939-45

When the second war broke out in 1939 Harry, who had remained in
the Territorial Army as a volunteer and was then in the Territorial
Army Reserve, was called up, with the rank of major. He had expected
to go back into his old regiment, the King’s Royal Rifles and had even
had a new uniform made, and was devastated to find that he was
posted to the Pioneer Corps, the lowest status outfit imaginable. He
was gratified, though, to find that he could still wear his Sam Brown
belt from the first war in the same holes. When he got to the Pioneer
Corps depot in Prestatyn he found many other old soldiers, one with a
VC (Victoria Cross), and that was some comfort. His first job was
commanding a unit of retarded soldiers but he was then posted to
Middlesbrough with the task of putting a smoke screen over the ICI
works at Billingham when an air raid was expected. When he received
the signal that enemy aircraft were heading towards north-east England,
squads of soldiers went racing down the streets with flaming torches
lighting up oil barrels, generating a thick black smoke, while a dummy
town was lit up on the moors. Needless to say, Harry was not the
most popular man in town, but it did save the ICI works from a lot of
bombing. Later he did the same job in Derby, protecting the Rolls
Royce factory. An amusing story from this period was when, at some
function, he was introduced to Sir C Aubrey Smith, a famous film
actor who took dignified elderly star roles in a number of Hollywood
films. Sir Aubrey said “Ah, Infield. One of the Sussex Infields?” “No,
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the Sussex Gardens Infields.” replied Harry (at the time we were living
in Sussex Gardens).

Our Dutch family

It was also during this period that our cousins from Holland were
repatriated to England, and this is a story of its own.

Willy and Fanny Knocker, my Grandma Phillips’ brother and
sister, had been born in England, though their family originally came
from Holland, and they settled in Holland. Willy’s son Morris, and
daughter Dolly, were born in Holland and Dolly married a Dutchman.
When war came and Holland was occupied by the Germans, Willy
and Fanny were interned as enemy aliens. So was Morris, who could
claim British citizenship through his parents. Later in the war, when
Jews were being rounded up in Holland and sent to concentration
camps in Germany and Poland, Dolly and her husband sent their baby
daughter, Hetty, into the Dutch underground organisation for safety
and they obtained a quick divorce, with the connivance of the Dutch
authorities, so that Dolly would be able to claim British citizenship.
She was sent to join her father and aunt in an internment camp but her
husband was sent, along with all the other Jews, to Auschwitz. He was
never heard of again.

In 1942 there was an arrangement between England and Germany
to exchange elderly internees and Willy and Fanny, both in their
eighties, qualified. Dolly was allowed to go with them, to look after
them. Naturally she did not want to leave without her daughter so she
sent a message and her daughter was smuggled into the camp. Hetty
was now three and, of course, didn’t know her mother. Dolly never
knew who had looked after her, though from one or two indications in
the way she was dressed she thought it had probably been a catholic
family. After a nightmare journey across Germany and France by
train, which was constantly being strafed by Allied fighter planes,
when they had to get out and take cover in ditches, they arrived in
England. Fanny was the oldest person on board and photos of her
appeared in all the papers. They spent a few weeks in London and I
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showed them around. On one occasion I had to hurry Willy along a
bit to catch a bus, and as we climbed on he said “Never run after a bus
or a girl; there’s always another one coming.” Harry bought a house
for them in Derby and I cycled over there from school in Oundle at
the beginning of the summer holidays to help them redecorate it. They
lived happily there until the end of the war, when they went back to
Holland. Dolly had some difficulty getting back possession of her
men’s outfitter shop, which had been owned by her husband, as they
had been divorced, but she was able to convince the courts that the
divorce had been a technical one. Hetty, now a widow and a
grandmother, lives in Israel.

Peace and Retirement

After the war Harry did not go back to the law. He had resigned from
the bar when he went into the army and had ambitions to go into
business. He had an introduction to a Czech industrialist who was
setting up a factory to make agricultural machinery in Scotland, Scottish
Mechanical Light Industries, and joined the board (after having invested
quite a bit of money) to advise on legal and contractual matters. But it
was far away in Scotland, the founder was not disposed to take advice
and anyway Harry didn’t have much to offer, having no business or
industrial experience. It didn’t work out well and he never got his
money back. He would have done much better to have invested his
money, time and effort in the scheme Ethel proposed: more about that
later.

He and Ethel moved to Courtlands in Sharpthorne, near East
Grinstead, where they lived in a nice flat in one of the houses on the
estate; Courtlands had been a large Victorian house in a large garden,
with several cottages which presumably used to house the staff, though
they were very solidly built and quite large. Denise and I used to go
and stay there, both before and after we were married, as did Gerald
and Ghislaine, and David and Claire stayed there when Claire was
quite a baby and Denise and I went to Brussels for a week to the
World Exhibition.
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In 1966 Harry and Ethel moved to a large house in Jersey, above St
Brelade’s Bay, with a fine view over the sea. This became a wonderful
place for a family holiday, especially with small children, and we used
to go there with David, Claire and Mark, and later with Neil, year
after year. Ghislaine and Gerald and their children did the same, and
sometimes we were all there together. When we were, we had alternate
days as duty parents; one day Denise and I would take all the children,
up to nine of them, on the beach for the day with a picnic, while
Gerald and Ghislaine had a day off: the next day we would change
over. Distribution of the picnic always created conflict: although we
tried to make all the sandwiches, fruit and cake identical, the children
never looked at what they were given themselves, but at what the
others had, with cries of “He’s lucky!”, “She’s lucky!”. How Ethel
managed to cope with such a horde of us I can’t imagine. She arranged
for some help, but did all the cooking and even seemed to enjoy it.
Harry used to come down to the beach sometimes with one of his
toys: he had a penchant for expensive toys, such as the best cameras
and cine-cameras which could be bought, which he used for family
snaps (at one time he had an extraordinarily powerful AC car, with
three carburettors, which he drove, like all his other cars, sedately in
the middle of the road).

Harry and Ethel also bought flats in Alicante, in Spain, and Palma
in Majorca. They let these properties in the season, for high rentals,
and lived in them out of season. In this way they had a comfortable
and varied life and some nice extra income which, as they were
residents of Jersey, was very lightly taxed. It did mean the end,
though, to our holidays in Jersey as a family, but by that time they
were getting a bit too much for Ethel to cope with. Later they sold the
big house and bought a flat on the sea front in St Helier, which was
large enough for a couple of visitors and they used to have the children
in pairs – David and Neil, Claire and Catherine and Mark and Stephen
– to come and stay for a week. Then Harry had a stroke, which was
rather disabling; initially he was able to walk a short distance along
the front, but later it had to be a wheel chair. It was not long after this
that Harry had another stroke, while they were in their flat in Palma,
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and died. When Ethel phoned to tell us the news, the international
operator handling the call was John, his half brother, who was able to
listen in. Harry was brought back to England and buried in
Cambridge, next to Elaine.

It is hard for a son to make an objective evaluation of his father’s
life, but I think that, by any standards, what he achieved, starting as a
Polish boy immigrant, was remarkable. But that apart I never think of
him without great affection: a brave, clever, kind and generous man.
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Doris (1909 – 1991)

Doris was the only daughter of Max and his second wife Beatrice
Auerbach (later Abbott). She was an intelligent and lively girl and
something of a rebel. When Ludwig (Leopold) Infeld came over to
England in 1936 she fell in love with him. Ludwig, a remote cousin and
a brilliant young physicist, was in England on a Rockefeller scholarship
to work in Cambridge and later with Max Born in Edinburgh. Her
father Max was not at all happy about Doris’ relationship with Ludwig
as, apart from already having had two wives, Ludwig had a reputation
as a womaniser. But they did have an affair, using our house which had
been lent to Ludwig while we were away, which made my mother
very angry. They then eloped to the United States, where Ludwig
obtained a post in Princeton working with Einstein, on Born’s
recommendation, and got married without Max’s blessing. Max never
forgave her and her name was never again mentioned in his house.

Doris joined us, before she eloped, on a Mediterranean cruise we
had when I was five; in fact she had her 21st birthday on board, a great
celebration. I gathered, many years later, this had been an attempt to
keep her way from Ludwig. It certainly didn’t succeed.

Doris had a very interesting time in Princeton, meeting most of the
famous physicists of the time. She got to know the Einsteins very well.
There is a wonderful story about when the four of them, the Einsteins
and the Infelds, went to the cinema. The film was half way through so
they decided to go and have a coffee and come back when the next
showing began. Einstein was rather concerned about being let back in
and said to the usher “But we have already given up our tickets. Will
you remember us?” At that time Einstein’s face was probably the best
known in the world, something of which he seemed to be totally
unaware.

Doris and Ludwig had what they called an open marriage, but
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these arrangements are rarely satisfactory. They both had affairs and in
the end Ludwig divorced Doris: I imagine he thought that although it
was fine for him to have affairs, he didn’t really feel the same way
about Doris. They both remarried, Ludwig to Helen and Doris to
Bernard Weinryb, a Professor of Hebrew at a university in Philadelphia.
Ludwig and Helen had two children, Eric and Joanna, and Doris and
Bernard also had two children, Max and Joan. I stayed with them
several times on my business trips to the States and was very fond of
Doris, though I never got on well with Bernard. We clashed over
Doris’s inheritance under Willy’s will when he repeatedly claimed,
quite unjustifiably, that Doris wasn’t getting her fair share. I know,
though, that Joan was devoted to him so clearly I was missing
something.

Max was a very bright boy, with a talent for mathematics, and was
accepted by MIT but was too young to go. I gather that he discovered
sex, drugs and rock-and-roll in the meantime and then had a
breakdown leading to his dropping out. He settled in California,
leading a hippy life, and supported himself by repairing radios and
televisions. He had visited us in England at the time of his bar mitzvah
and we found him then quite insufferable – the prototype of the very
bright, precocious Jewish kid – but he eventually grew up to be a very
nice man. I once stayed in his room when I was visiting Doris in
Philadelphia and found a most interesting and enlightened collection
of books. Claire, Mark and Neil all visited him in Berkeley during
their travels in the US and he came to England with Doris for Neil
and Michelle’s wedding and we saw him again when we stayed with
Joan and Bruce and their children in Philadelphia in 2007. He still
lives in Berkeley, California, now as a very orthodox Jew and a
Talmudic scholar, supporting himself by developing computer
programs.

Joan was a very rebellious teenager – during my visits I was shocked
at how rude she was to Doris, though probably quite standard
behaviour in the US at that time; it took a bit longer to get to the UK –
but again she grew up to be a very lovely, solid citizen, a hard working
doctor, married to Bruce Grohsgal, a successful lawyer who converted
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to Judaism when he married Joan, with a large family of delightful and
very bright children.

Leopold Infeld, who wrote several popular books on science
together with Einstein, also wrote an excellent autobiography, Quest.
In this he only mentions two of his four wives, and Doris was not one
of them!
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John (1914 – 2004)

John had a sad childhood. Max, who was very close to his elder sons,
seemed to have little time for him, and Beatrice was a cold and
insensitive mother. John’s brothers weren’t very nice to him either; he
was considered rather simple-minded. So it wasn’t surprising that he
grew up nervous and unhappy. The surprising thing was that Max and
Beatrice did seem sufficiently aware of the situation to send him to a
psycho-analyst in Vienna, a most unusual thing in those days. He was
a patient of Ludwig Eidelberg, a disciple of Freud, for two years until
Max died in 1937, when he came home. John got to know his future
wife, Lilly, in Vienna, and they were married in London in 1939. Lilly
was seven years older than John and seemed to us a strange person, but
they were very happy together, keeping very much to themselves, and
it was very sad that she died at only 53 in 1960. John never re-married.

John was an excellent linguist and worked as an international
telephone operator. He happened to handle the call Ethel made from
Majorca to tell Gerald that Harry had died; he stayed on the line and
so knew the news before the rest of us.

In later years we got to know John well. He used to spend
Christmas and New Year with us and always joined in the Scottish
dancing with great verve. And he always brought us the most beautiful
presents, which are still among the nicest things we have: he had
impeccable taste.

His last years were very sad, living in a dreary old peoples’ home in
Harringay. He was almost totally deaf, so communication was very
difficult. We arranged a simple cremation for him when he died.
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Ethel (1898 – 1981)

Ethel, my mother, was the third child of Ezekiel and Ray Phillips.
Ezekiel, or Phil as he was always called, was born in 1865 into a poor
East End family, the second of six children. He had a good education
at the Jewish Free School, where he claimed he never won a prize
(though we did find one) as he was in the same form as Israel Zangwill,
who became a famous writer. He was bright and industrious and was
apprenticed to a firm of shoe makers and at 16 he was already listed as
a boot maker in the census records for 1881. His father, who was born
in Poland, is recorded as being an unemployed tailor. Phil rose from
the shop floor to become manager of the company.

Ethel remembered the factory in Shepherdess Walk and also
remembered when he resigned and had to work as a foreman. He
resigned on a point of principle. The company was going to be bought
by Salmon and Gluckstein, the family firm which owned the enormous
Lyons Company, but they stipulated that they would only buy it if
Phil came with it. He felt that he was not to be bought and sold, so the
deal did not go through. Then two brothers, the Webber brothers,
came on the scene: they had money and business experience, but did
not know the shoe industry, so they took Phil into partnership with an
equal share of the company. Under his management – he was always
the driving force – the company prospered, moving to a new factory in
Tottenham, where Bruce, his chauffeur, used to drive him every day in
his vast Minerva car. By the time I knew him my grandfather was a
very wealthy man.

But this is digressing. I am meant to be writing about my mother,
Ethel. Ethel had two elder brothers, Maurice and John, and a younger
brother, Herbert. Maurice died when he was 17 and John survived the
1914/18 war, though he did lose a leg on the Somme whilst with the
Royal Artillery. Herbert was in the RAF still training to be a pilot
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when the war ended, so he was saved from active service. Both John
and Herbert went to Gonville and Caius College, Cambridge, Herbert
getting a First in chemistry. Ethel did not go to university: it was not
considered necessary in those days for girls to be well educated, though
she was easily the most capable of the three.

The Hairdressing shops

Apart from intelligence, Ethel had imagination and energy and when
her children were old enough to be safely left with a nanny – remember
it was quite standard practice in those days for children to have nannies
and governesses – she started up in business, as a way of supplementing
Harry’s earnings at the Bar which, in the early days, were not great.
She decided, I’m not sure why, to open a hairdressing shop in one of
the London suburbs. She chose Carshalton Beeches and had a very
smart shop built in a new parade of shops. It catered for both men and
women, of course in separate departments then. She employed
hairdressers and went down two or three times a week. It was very
successful and she opened three more shops, one in Cheam, one in
Ewell and the last in Barnet; all these were designed by a Viennese
architect friend, Walter Marmorek, and were very stylish. With four
shops she found she needed a manageress, but finding an honest one
did not prove easy and she eventually decided to sell the business.

At that time, in common with most middle class households, we
had a housemaid and a cook. This ended when the war came and she
always said what a relief it was not to have the responsibility, and the
intrusion into privacy, of domestic servants. Although Ethel was a
wonderful cook herself she devoted quite a lot of time to teaching our
various cooks.

8/9 Lancaster Gate

But she had to have an outlet for her energy and talents and developed
the idea of what she called service apartments. This was, essentially, a
hotel with one-room flats, no restaurant, but a kitchen providing room
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service for any meals required. It was aimed at the growing number of
single professional men and women, and couples where both worked.
This was a totally new concept, but she had great confidence in it and,
together with her sister-in-law Ann, John’s wife (and my cousin Sheila’s
mother) bought an old hotel at 8/9 Lancaster Gate and converted it
into very smart bed-sitters, all with bathrooms, and a small gas ring for
making hot drinks or small meals. The kitchen provided imaginative
meals, well presented and served in the rooms. It is hard to imagine
now how innovative that was in the 1930’s, but hotels then were very
conservative and rigid. The hotel was a great success and she and Ann
ran it right through to the end of the war. During the war there was
food rationing and everyone had a ration book; the residents had to
hand theirs over to Ethel, who looked after the catering. One day she
was out shopping, with a large pile of ration books. A Frenchman,
standing beside her at the counter, said “Mon Dieu, quelle famille!”

Lancaster Gate was a boon to many during the war, particularly
those on leave from the services. The building was the last to remain
standing when a 1000lb bomb totally destroyed Barry Street, which
ran up from the corner of Lancaster Gate to the back of the church at
the bottom of Sussex Gardens. Gerald was there on leave at the time; I
didn’t see it until a few days later. There was a vast hole in the middle
of Barry Street and all the houses were sliding down into it, but the
only damage to the hotel was a large staircase pulled slightly away
from the wall. The hotel carried on, though.

Post-war Plans

After the war Ethel had the idea of opening a very high class country
hotel. There were a lot of large estates on the market at very low prices
and she felt that, if the whole family joined in it could be made to work
and provide a good life for us all. We would each have a house in the
grounds, to ensure our privacy off duty, but one family member would
always be on duty to supervise the staff and ensure a high level of
service. Gerald, Elaine and I all agreed, even though we had other ideas
about what we wanted to do in life, as it did seem rather exciting. But
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Harry was not keen. His only facetious comment, in reply to Ethel’s
suggestion that we could serve teas to passing motorists, was that it
would be easier to serve those who stopped. So that idea was dropped.
It did come back again, though, in a different form, when she was
eighty.

A rather ironical happening after the war was the disposal of the
Lancaster Gate hotel. By that time Ann had died, of peritonitis after an
appendix operation just before Sheila was due to get married: a great
tragedy due to a surgical error that should never have happened. It was
not easy at that time to sell a hotel; no one was interested. She finally
managed to find someone who was prepared to take a 60 year lease,
which was negotiated at a fixed rent of £375 per annum for each of the
two houses which made up the hotel. This was a reasonable rent at that
time but, unfortunately no provision was made for rent reviews every
three or five years, which later became standard practice. One could
not then imagine how inflation would occur over the following decades,
though I do think that Harry, who drew up the contract, might have
thought of it. The result was that when Ethel wanted to sell the lease,
some thirty years later, it was only worth anything to the man who
bought the hotel business, and not much to him, because of the long
lease outstanding at such a low rental. It would have given a minimal
return on any investment for thirty years. Normally it would have
been worth several million pounds – a lot of money in the 1970s. So
there went our opportunity of living lives of idle luxury.

A great tragedy in her life and in Harry’s too was the illness of
their daughter, Elaine, after the birth of her daughter, Madeleine. She
became mentally very unstable and spent twelve years, on and off, in
mental hospitals. One effect was to turn her away from her family,
particularly her parents, for whom she developed a great hatred. This
often happens with this kind of illness; her relationship with Gerald,
her twin, remained intact and she used to visit him and Ghislaine
often. She also spent weekends with Denise and me in White Notley,
though they were always rather tense occasions. It was only later in
life that she was more or less reconciled to her parents. Elaine died
when she was 44 of an accidental, or perhaps not so accidental, overdose
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of sleeping pills. The whole history was a blow from which Ethel
never really recovered, though she bore it with her usual courage and
never showed it.

After Harry died Ethel felt that she did not want to live alone, so
she moved into a permanent room in the Grand Hotel, St Helier. She
used to invite pairs of grandchildren to stay; Claire and Catherine
went there as teenagers and had a hilarious time. But the hotel didn’t
really want permanent residents and they used to move her around
during the tourist season, so eventually she moved back into a small
flat of her own in St Helier. During this period she used to travel a
great deal; cruises in the Far East, coach trips in Russia, always
adventurous and always making friends.

The New Hotel

Eventually she felt uncomfortable living alone, feeling that at her age,
getting on for eighty, it was too much of a risk. Believing many other
elderly people in Jersey would have the same problem, she had the idea
of starting a hotel with service flat-lets, along the lines of the one she
had in Lancaster Gate, which would provide her with service and also
company. I said that she should test the market by putting an
advertisement in the local paper saying “Opening soon……” and going
on to describe what she had in mind. She had an enormous response
and immediately started to look for a suitable hotel. Denise and I went
over to look at one or two with her and eventually she found exactly
what she was looking for: it was a very nice, medium size hotel with a
separate flat, which would be ideal for her. So she bought it. She knew
that she would have to run it for the first year as a tourist hotel, as
there were already bookings, but it would give her time to plan the
conversion into flatlets. She recruited a chef, waitresses and maids, an
elderly man as a part-time barman and a bright young lady as a
bookkeeper. None of the staff were resident, but they came early in
the morning, so she didn’t feel too isolated. She bought a lot of new
bed linen, crockery and cutlery and generally spruced the place up. She
opened for business on her 81st birthday and Denise and I went over
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not very long after for a weekend. It was, as we expected, excellently
run, with good food and service and a well trained and happy staff.
Sometimes, if guests were leaving very early before the staff arrived,
Ethel would cook breakfast for them.

Meanwhile she went ahead with the future planning, which involved
applying to the States of Jersey for a change of user. Unfortunately,
this was refused on the grounds that the business of Jersey was tourism,
and because if she changed the hotel to a residential one, there was no
way of preventing people from the mainland coming over to live –
immigration from the mainland was very strictly controlled. Ethel
protested that there was a great demand from elderly Jersey residents
like her and who was going to provide for that need? But the States
were adamant. She said to us “Twenty years ago, even ten years ago, I
would have fought this and would have won, but now I haven’t the
energy”. She knew she wouldn’t lose money selling the hotel, indeed
she made a profit, and had also made a profit during the one season she
ran it, but it was a great disappointment, after all the effort and
enthusiasm she had invested.

Last Years

After selling the hotel she bought a pleasant little house on one of the
hills above St Helier and had a companion to live with her, as she no
longer felt confident enough to be on her own. But she still lived a
very active life and used to walk down to the town centre on many
mornings, do some shopping, have a coffee at a club she belonged to,
perhaps see some friends, and then catch the bus back up the hill
home. Many of the family went over to stay with her and, as always,
she provided us with wonderful meals. In fact the day she died she had
been down to the town shopping in preparation for a visit from David
and Marion, who were coming to stay for a week. After lunch she was
taking her usual whisky and spilt a little; she joked with her companion
that she must be getting drunk (which she never did: she could consume
vast amounts of alcohol without showing any effects). She spoke to
Gerald on the phone and he also found her a little woozy and they
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joked about it, but that night she had a massive stroke in her sleep and
never recovered consciousness. The doctor said that she had probably
had a slight stroke after lunch. But what a fine way to go. She deserved
it.

Ethel was a person of great energy, imagination and courage, and a
very powerful personality which she tried very hard, not always totally
successfully, not to impose on others. She was very tactful in her
relationships with the family, particularly her daughters-in-law, though
it was sometimes difficult for someone who knew the right way to do
things. Altogether a very remarkable and admirable person, your great
grandmother.
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Elaine (1921 – 1965)

Elaine and Gerald were twins, but as Elaine was the elder, by a few
minutes, I had better deal with her first. As I have already written, she
was a fragile baby, but grew up to be robust and athletic.   

Elaine was very gifted; she could paint, dance, sing and was bright
as well, but not a happy girl with low self-esteem. In part this may
have been due to the attitude of our father, who did not have a high
opinion of women as a whole, in spite of being married to such a
capable one, possibly due to his losing his mother so young, though
that is probably an over-simplification. Neither was he very interested
in the arts. He lavished most of his affection, and his interest, on his
two young sons, both of whom were interested in mathematics, science
and sports. He was able to relate to his sons in ways he could not with
Elaine. Elaine was resentful of this and also resentful of the very close
bond between Gerald her twin and me, even though I was four and a
half years younger. As a result, Elaine was not a very loving older
sister, and I wasn’t a very affectionate younger brother. It is easy to see
some of these things now, but of course as a child one didn’t. Another
important factor in Elaine’s unhappiness was that she had a very large
nose, of which she was very conscious; she had it remodelled when she
was in her twenties, but by that time it had coloured her whole life.

School and College

She went to the North London Collegiate School, initially in Camden
Town, until they moved out to Cannons Park near Edgware. NLCS
was one of two famous girls schools in North London, the other being
Camden School for Girls. They were founded by Miss Beale and Miss
Buss, two celebrated educationalists. After school, in 1939, Elaine
went to train as a teacher at the Froebel Institute in Roehampton, and
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took this opportunity to change her name from Gladys to Elaine, her
second name. The college was evacuated during the war, first to Offley
Place and then to Knebworth House, a fine mansion in an estate in
Hertfordshire owned by Lord Lytton. Many noble estates were used
in this way during the war and Lord Lytton, who continued to live
there, used to potter about among the students; he obviously enjoyed
having lots of pretty young girls round him. Elaine enjoyed her baronial
life at Knebworth. One day she was wearing black cotton stockings,
not the most glamorous wear. A friend approached her and said,
menacingly “Do you know what happens to girls who wear black
stockings?” “No!” said Elaine, slightly alarmed, “Nothing” replied
her friend.

Elaine qualified in 1942 with a first class certificate and went to
teach at Camden House, a boys’ prep school near Dorset Square in
London, owned by a Miss Betts, a rather autocratic head. One of her
pupils was Duncan Sandys, a grandson of Winston Churchill. She
found the regime there rather restrictive so she moved to another
boys’ prep school in Wimbledon recently founded by H V Fisher,
who had taught both Gerald and me at our prep school, Peterborough
Lodge School in Swiss Cottage, and with whom we had become very
friendly. Another teacher was D M M C Mence, who had taught me at
Downsend School in Leatherhead. During this time she used to sing
with the Alexandra Choir, an amateur choir of a very high standard
conducted by Charles Proctor, which used to sing every year at the
Proms.

Elaine had always been conscious of her large nose and it began to
dominate her life, so she decided to have something done about it. She
went to Sir Harold Gillies, the top plastic surgeon in London, and he
gave her a very neat, classic nose. In those days it was quite unusual to
have cosmetic surgery so a story was concocted that she had been
knocked down by a car and had her nose broken.

Africa and Marriage

Eventually she grew restive with life in England and decided to take a
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teaching job in Gwelo in Southern Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe) in 1946.
She left from Southampton on a large passenger ship and, as I was in
the RAF at the time, I persuaded my roommate to fly me over the
ship. It was a fine, sunny day and we circled the ship several times at
quite low level; we didn’t see Elaine, but she saw us!

On the ship she met an ornithologist, Dr Ted Goscombe, who was
working for a firm called Pest Control near Cambridge and now on
his way do some research in South Africa. What started as a shipboard
romance developed into a much stronger attachment and, after spending
a long holiday with him in the Hex River Valley, where he was
working, and travelling with him in South Africa, they became engaged.
Our father, Harry, was very upset by this: though not much of a
practicing Jew he felt very strongly about not ‘marrying out’ and even
Ethel, who didn’t feel that committed, would rather she married ‘one
of us’. Gerald and I did our best to convince them that they had to take
a more liberal view of it and eventually they did accept the situation,
albeit reluctantly. So Elaine came back to England with Ted in 1948
and they were married at the Caxton Hall registry office in
Westminster, followed by a small family celebration, rather a low key
affair.

Illness

Elaine and Ted went to live in Cambridge and their daughter Madeleine
was born in February 1951. The birth precipitated a mental crisis with
Elaine, as it sometimes does, and she had to be hospitalised immediately
in Fulbourne Hospital, near Cambridge. The baby was taken to her
Goscombe grandparents in Wooton-under-Edge in Gloucestershire,
who looked after her and brought her up until she was married,
although they were not young. Elaine was diagnosed as schizophrenic,
though this is always somewhat uncertain, and was in and out of
hospital for the next ten years. She had various jobs during this period,
including working as a sales assistant in the main Cambridge
department store, but her last, and most satisfying job was as secretary
to Oliver Zangwill, Professor of Psychology at Cambridge and a
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fellow of King’s College: Oliver was the son of the celebrated Jewish
writer, Israel Zangwill, who was at the Jewish Free School in the East
End with our Phillips grandfather. Though she lived alone she was
able to live a more or less normal life and used to visit her twin brother
Gerald and his family at weekends and came to us too, from time to
time. She made contact with her daughter and was eventually reconciled
with her parents and spent some holidays with them in Jersey. Some
signs of her illness always remained, though, and it can’t have been a
happy life. One weekend she phoned Gerald to see if she could come
down to stay with them, but Gerald and Ghislaine were not free and
had to say no. That night Elaine took an overdose of sleeping pills and
was found dead the following morning. It was not clear whether she
had just wanted to be sure of getting a good night’s sleep, or whether
she intended to kill herself, but it was probably the latter; it was not
her first suicide attempt.

What a tragic loss of such a talented and brave person. What a
waste.
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Gerald (1921 – )

Gerald was the most important person in my early life. It is possible
that my parents, particularly my father, had a greater influence on the
way I developed, but I was not aware of that until very much later. It
was a curious relationship; he was four and a half years older than me,
a great deal when one is very young, but from the start he adopted me
as a kind of mascot. He was very protective and very tolerant, as I was
often a fiery and cantankerous little boy and I used to attack him when
I was angry, but he only laughed and talked about my ‘little hammers’.
He never ever hurt me, although I must have often provoked him. But
our relationship was a very deep one and we would talk together about
anything and everything. In a way we were closer than he was to
Elaine, which must have been very hurtful to her.

When they were toddlers, the ‘Twinfields’ were objects of great
interest and admiration. Gerald was not appreciative of this and used
to say firmly “No ladies look at Gerald”.

School

Gerald was always very athletic and did very well at prep school –
Peterborough Lodge, a rather fashionable private school in Swiss
Cottage which was very popular with the large West Hampstead
Jewish community. He dominated school sports – soccer, cricket and
athletics – and also did very well in class, so it was not surprising when
he was made head boy. One of the occasions I remember best from
these early years was his bar mitzvah, on 12 May 1934; apparently I
used to say “When I am eight Gerald will be ‘something’”. It was a
very extravagant affair, with a big marquee in the garden and in the
evening a dinner dance for the grown-ups, with a real dance band. I
was only allowed to be there for a short time at the beginning, but
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from my bedroom window, which overlooked the garden, I could
hear the music drifting up in the mild spring evening air. The next day
there was a party for all Gerald and Elaine’s friends. It was a very
boisterous affair and some of the boys, swinging round one of the
marquee’s main poles, managed to bring the whole thing down. What
chaos and excitement!

But just at the time when he was being prepared for a scholarship
to a public school, things went very wrong and he had what can only
be described as a breakdown. Looking back, one can see that he was
under great pressure to ‘achieve’, as in fact we all were and all suffered
from it in one way or another. This was not conscious pressure on our
parents’ part, but achievement was clearly important to them – very
much part of the Jewish immigrant tradition – and we all responded to
it, and being bright we were all, up to a point, successful, which in a
way made things worse. These things are perhaps better understood
now than they were then though in fact Ethel and Harry were very
thoughtful and conscientious parents. When Gerald was clearly in
difficulties they gave a great deal of thought to what school would suit
him best. They abandoned all thought of his taking a scholarship to
Winchester, the top academic prize for young boys, and sent him to
Bryanston, at that time a new public school with a very liberal and
advanced regime, and this was indeed an excellent choice. He settled
down very happily there and was fairly relaxed about academic
achievement, though his prowess at sports was in no way diminished;
he was in the 1st XV at rugger and the 1st XI at cricket for three of his
four years there, and was school captain of athletics. I remember one
celebrated occasion when I went down with our parents and Elaine for
parents’ weekend in his last year and watched the 1st XI play the
Headmaster’s XI, a team of good cricketers invited by the headmaster.
Gerald was an excellent fast bowler, with a very beautiful action, and
we watched him take a hat trick of two county cricketers and a
Cambridge blue. Extraordinarily, Gerald claims not to remember this,
but I certainly do.

Gerald was very happy at Bryanston and was there with some
distinguished contemporaries, Lucian Freud, the painter, and Freddie
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Sanger, the Cambridge biochemist who got the Nobel Prize twice (the
Sanger Laboratory, where the human genome was decoded, was named
after him). He went up to Cambridge, following Harry to King’s, at
the beginning of the war in October 1939 to read history, but was only
there for two terms before he volunteered for the army and joined the
Royal Sussex regiment in June 1940. It was not long before he was sent
to an Officers’ Cadet Training Unit (OCTU) and was commissioned
into the King’s Royal Rifle Corps (also known as the 60th Rifles),
Harry’s old regiment, in April 1941.

The Desert War 

In August 1941 he was sent out to North Africa to join the 9th Battalion
KRRC (The Rangers) the territorial battalion with which Harry went
to France in 1914. At that time it was too dangerous to send troop
transports through the Mediterranean and they were sent round the
Cape in South Africa. They spent several days in Durban and he was
able to get in touch with our family in Johannesburg. Our cousin, Pat
Driman, drove all the way to Durban but after a five day journey
arrived just as the ship was leaving port, though her uncle Joe was able
to meet Gerald. Next stop was Cairo and then into the Libyan Desert,
just in time to join the famous 8th Army (the Desert Rats) for the battle
of Knightsbridge.

The Rifles were light infantry regiments, which meant that they
travelled in small trucks called portees, which were equipped with a
small gun. Gerald’s first encounter with the Germans was coming up
against a Tiger tank, a very formidable animal with a much heavier gun
than a portee. Nonetheless Gerald fired at it, without much effect, and
was considerably relieved when the tank turned and moved away.
Knightsbridge itself was the first major battle against the German
general Rommel and his Afrika Corps and was fought in a sand storm.
Gerald’s colonel kept coming through on the radio saying “Fire your
gun, Gerald” with Gerald replying “But I can’t see who I’d be firing
at; I don’t know whether it would be them or us”, to which the colonel
replied “It doesn’t matter, Gerald, just fire your gun”. The battle was a
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complete disaster and led to us being pushed all the way back to
Egypt.

During the build up by General Montgomery for the battle of El
Alamein Gerald and his platoon did a lot of training in the desert. One
exercise was to go off at night across the dessert on a compass bearing
and return on a reciprocal bearing. On one occasion one of his portees
went off and they heard it return way off to one side. That was the last
they saw of it for several days, during which time they found themselves
at one point part of a German column. Nobody seemed to notice and
they were able to slide away again: that kind of thing often happened
in the dessert. While in the desert a truck backed into him, breaking a
couple of ribs and sending him back to Cairo, though not for long.
Coming back from a party in Alexandria, the driver of the jeep managed
to overturn it. Nobody seemed to have suffered much, though Gerald
was knocked out and didn’t remember anything about it.

During the actual battle of El Alamein Gerald’s unit was held in
the south of the line until the infantry and tanks had made a
breakthrough and then to sweep through to try to cut off Rommel’s
main force. They were delayed by a sand storm by which time the
Germans had moved back very quickly. Nonetheless, Gerald reckoned
that his portee was the first British unit over Halfyer Pass. He captured
Sidi Barani, supported by General Freyburg, VC, the commander of
the New Zealand Corps, whose tank was running alongside his portee.
There were no Germans in the town! The German army was pushed
back out of Libya and into Tunisia.

At about this time the American 1st Army landed in Algeria and
were facing Rommel on that front. They were not experienced in that
kind of fighting, or indeed any kind of fighting, and in their first
encounter with Rommel, at the battle of Kassarine Pass, they were
badly mauled. A small staff was attached to them from the British 8th

Army to advise them. This consisted of Colonel Lord Grenfell, Major
Barry and Gerald as a staff captain, all from the KRRC. They were
present at a briefing to senior officers, some British but mostly
American, chaired by General Alexander, the overall commander of
British forces in North Africa; and they attended the briefing by an
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American brigadier general. They were also present at General
Eisenhower’s briefing to his senior officers for the final campaign. 

Gerald was attached to Colonel Denholm, the CO of an American
regiment, part of their famous Rainbow Division, and was standing
with him on a hill watching the fighting when he was hit by a bullet
that went in his right arm, through his shoulder and out in the middle
of his back, just next to his spine. Gerald remembers lying on the
ground and being puzzled as to why he could feel a hole in his back as
he knew the Germans were not behind them. The colonel went back
down the hill to get help, but when the stretcher party started to come
up, they too came under fire. Gerald thought that the sensible thing
was for him to get up and walk down the hill, which is what he did. At
the bottom he met Ernie Pyle, the most celebrated American war
correspondent with whom he had shared a tent the previous few
nights. Ernie Pyle was always where the action was (he was killed
later) and he wrote a column about Gerald in Stars and Stripes, the US
forces’ newspaper. This is what he wrote:

At dawn, after a particularly tough battle, I was watching the wounded
being brought back when I noticed that a man on one of the stretchers
coming toward us wore a British officer’s cap. I had a hunch, and ran
over to look closely. Sure enough, it was my tent mate of the previous
three nights, a British captain. When I got there, the litter-bearers put
down the stretcher, and I knelt beside it. As I did so the captain
opened his eyes. He smiled and said, “Oh, hello, hello. I was worrying
about you. Are you all right?”

How’s that for British breeding?
I started to say something about being sorry, but before I could

get a word out he said, “Oh, it’s nothing at all, absolutely nothing.
Just a little flesh wound. It isn’t as if I’d been hit in the spine or
anything.” But the captain had a big hole in his back, and his left arm
was all shot up. They had given him morphine and he wasn’t in much
pain. His shirt was off, but he still wore his pistol and his cap. There
was blood all over his undershirt and his tanned face had a pale look,
but his expression was the same as usual.
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Our first-aid station was too much under fire for ambulances or
any vehicles to be brought up, so four litter-bearers still had to carry
the captain a mile and a half back to the rear. When he heard that he
said “That’s perfectly ridiculous, carrying me that far. They’ll do no
such thing. I can walk back.”

The doctor said no, it would start him bleeding again if he got up.
But the captain got halfway off the litter and I had to give him a push
and a few cuss words before he would consent to being carried.

The captain was a young fellow, sort of pugilistic looking but
with a gentle manner and an Oxford accent. He had been in the British
Eighth Army two years without getting hurt. He had just joined us as
liaison officer, and was shot in the first half hour of his first battle.

We’d had nice talks about England and the war and everything.
It seemed impossible that someone I’d known and liked and who had
been so whole and hearty such a few hours before could then be torn
and helpless. But there he was.

Afterwards the colonel said that he was getting very worried as bullets
were flying round them, but as this young English captain didn’t seem
to be concerned, he didn’t feel that he could say anything. Gerald said
that, yes, there was some shooting going on, but then there is apt to be
in a battle: he hadn’t realized that someone was actually aiming at
them. Gerald believes that Colonel Denholm was awarded the
Congressional Medal of Honor, the US equivalent of the Victoria
Cross, later in the war.

Later that day, with his right arm strapped to his side, he wrote us
a letter saying that he had been wounded, but it was very slight and
nothing to worry about. We got that letter before the official telegram,
so we didn’t worry and were rather relieved that he would be out of
action for a bit. We only heard that he had really had a very serious
wound when we had a visit from the US Army medical colonel who
had treated Gerald in the field hospital and had got to know him very
well. This was Noah Barysh, a larger than life Jewish doctor who saw a
lot of us when he was posted to London and became a very good
friend: he was responsible for one of the best wartime parties we had,
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when he brought us a quart of absolute alcohol from the hospital
which we diluted with two parts water in a bucket and flavoured with
juniper oil until it tasted something like gin; the tasting process itself
was quite a party. Noah used to take Elaine to concerts and embarrass
her by singing all the themes and jumping up and down.

Gerald spent several months in a US military hospital in Algeria
and made a fantastic recovery, part of his therapy being swimming in
the Mediterranean from the beautiful sandy beaches. The American
soldiers always had their PX with them wherever they were. The PX
was a store where they could buy all the home comforts they were used
to, rather like our NAAFI but many times better. Gerald got a taste for
things American, particularly peanut butter, which we didn’t have in
England then, and cigars. The only thing they couldn’t get in the PX
was Scotch whisky, but that was something Gerald could get at the
NAAFI and he used to draw supplies for all the British officers in the
hospital, most of them fictitious. He was very popular in the hospital!

When he was about to be discharged from the hospital he was
visited by a group of consultants who looked at his X-rays and asked
him to gently lift his arm as high as it would go. He staggered them by
whirling it all round – having looked at the damage shown in the X-
rays they were afraid it would come off. But it seemed that nothing
vital had been affected and as he had full movement he was passed A1.
He was, of course, young and very fit, but also very lucky.

The Parachute Regiment

The 1st Parachute Brigade was stationed near the hospital and Gerald
had got to know some of the officers there. He thought they would be
a good outfit to be with, so he discharged himself from the hospital,
thumbed a lift on a passing truck and just turned up at the paras. The
Parachute Regiment didn’t normally accept anyone who had been
wounded, but Gerald made some friends and managed to talk his way
in. Their next operation was the invasion of Sicily, but as Gerald had
not had any jumping training, he could not go with them. At Christmas
1943 the whole brigade moved back to England and Gerald did his
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jumps at Ringway, near Manchester. He found out something curious
during his training, part of which was done from a captive balloon. He
suffered from vertigo, but never experienced it in aircraft, or even
jumping out of them, as there is no connection with the ground and so
no sensation of height, but in the balloon he only had to look at the
slender cable to feel instantly sick and dizzy. He had another unpleasant
experience in training called ‘ringing the bell’: the initial jumps were
done from an old Wellington aircraft where you had to jump through
a hole in the bottom, rather than out of a door; you sat on the edge and
when the sergeant shouted “Go” in your ear you pushed yourself
forward and down through the hole, and if you pushed a bit too hard,
you hit your head on the front of the hole – this was ‘ringing the bell’.
When he came home on leave for our grandfather’s funeral he had
stitches all up his nose, a gruesome sight.

Gerald was then posted to the 3rd Battalion Parachute Regiment,
stationed at Spalding in Lincolnshire. After the D Day landings, they
were briefed for a number of operations and often loaded up in their
planes ready to go, but invariably the ground forces got there first;
every time this happened they were given a 48 hour leave and he often
used to turn up unexpectedly at home in his full battle gear. One such
operation was meant to be the liberation of Paris and they were to be
dropped at Rambouillet (called Rambullet by the troops); they were
very disappointed when that one was cancelled. Finally, in September
1943, on Rosh Hashanah in fact, they did go and this time it was to
Arnhem in Holland. Arnhem sat on the last of three branches of the
Rhine which guarded the entrance to northern Germany.

The Battle of Arnhem

The plan was for the American paratroops to capture the crossings
over the earlier branches while the British 1st Airborne Division secured
the bridge at Arnhem, opening the way for a thrust straight into
Northern Germany. The Americans successfully captured their bridges,
the last one being at Nijmegen, but the Arnhem operation was a series
of disasters. First of all, a shortage of aircraft meant that the drop had
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to be done on two days. Then the dropping zone and landing area for
the gliders was 10km from the town, at Oosterbeek. Finally, there
happened to be a German SS Panzer division resting near the town. 

The 1st Parachute Brigade, which included the 3rd Battalion
Parachute Regiment, was dropped on the first day and met very heavy
resistance moving into the town. Gerald talks very little about the
subsequent fighting, except that he led his company into the town
along the railway line, which was not so heavily guarded, and out
through the main station. Gerald accompanied Major Bush, the second
in command of the battalion, Major “Pongo” Lewis, the company
commander, Capt “Chippy” Robinson and the other two platoon
commanders, Lt Len Wright and Lt Peter Hibbert. They found their
way to the bridge where they met Lt Col Frost, commanding the 2nd

Battalion Parachute Regiment, the only other troops to get to the
bridge. Gerald and his platoon were sent to hold one of the approach
roads, where they had to fight off attacks by tanks equipped with
88mm guns and waves of attacks by SS troops. They managed to blow
up a tank at each end of the road, preventing any others from coming
in, and held off the SS for two days. In the end it was house to house
fighting and then room to room, and when finally they ran out of
ammunition there was no choice but to surrender. The story on the
bridge itself was similar, except that they managed to hold out for four
days. Peter Hibbert was killed but the others, miraculously, were not.

In 1998 Martin Sugarman asked Gerald to write an account for the
Jewish Chronicle. This is what he wrote then:

At the time of Arnhem (Operation Market Garden) I was a platoon
commander in the 3rd Parachute Battalion, 1st Parachute Brigade.

On the night of 16th September 1944 I left our camp at Spalding
in Lincolnshire with my platoon and the company’s equipment for
take-off the next morning, the 17th, the first day of the operation. We
embarked at about midday and landed unchallenged on our dropping
zone about seven miles from Arnhem bridge. Our immediate role
was to get to the bridge as quickly as possible; the objective of the
whole operation was to capture it and prevent its destruction.

56

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 56



After consolidation we moved off. Quite soon there was
opposition which had to be cleared. This caused a hold-up on our
original route so our company was ordered to move along the railway
line. My platoon led the way and through the main Arnhem station
into the town. At one point we encountered a lorry driving at full
speed from the town which was stopped with small arms fire. It was
full of ammunition, caught fire and blew up. It turned out to have the
German commander on board and he was killed. We also destroyed a
tank. Once into the town – it was now dark – we had to clear pockets
of opposition and reached the bridge at about midnight. Fires were
already burning. The company commander ordered the platoons to
take up positions in different houses near the bridge.

During the night my platoon repelled infantry attacks and
attempted infiltration. Early on the morning of the 18th a tank came in
sight followed by massed infantry. We were on the flank so received
the first onslaught. The tank shelled the house, breaking through
walls and windows. We answered with small arms, which was all we
had apart from a Piat gun and hand grenades. These were difficult to
deploy, but we immobilised the tank, but not its 88mm gun. During
the night, after more or less continuous shelling and the use of a flame
thrower, the walls and door were breached and infantry flooded in. I
was blown over by blast and stunned. When I came to I found a
German with a rifle at my head. I was also wounded, but not badly.

Those of my platoon not killed were taken prisoner.

The Germans were ready for the second drop and, after heavy losses,
the airborne troops were pinned down at Oosterbeek, where they held
out for ten days, at the end of which many managed to escape across
the river.

The plan had been for the whole airborne division to hold the
Arnhem Bridge for 24 hours, to give the army time to get up. In the
event, the 2nd Battalion Parachute Regiment plus one company from
the 3rd Battalion held the bridge for four days, but the army were never
able to get up; there were very few roads going north to Arnhem and
they were raised up above the surrounding flat, boggy ground, where
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the tanks could not deploy. They had to stay on the roads, in single
file, where they were sitting targets for the German artillery. General
Montgomery’s plan to drive up through Holland and across the Rhine
was a bold one which, had it succeeded, would probably have shortened
the war by about a year, but things don’t always go to plan, particularly
in war.

Prison Camp

Gerald was taken by train to prison camp near Brunswick in Germany,
Offlag 79. On the way there, before they left Holland, he planned to
escape by jumping off the train. He waited until the guards were not
looking, but just then the train went into a tunnel, and that was his last
chance. Chippy Robinson did manage to escape, was hidden by a
Dutch family, and eventually got back to England. He came to see me
in Cambridge to see whether we had any news of Gerald and was
rather pessimistic when I told him that we hadn’t. In fact it was three
months before we heard, through the Red Cross, that he was a prisoner:
three months during which we thought he had probably been killed. A
very unhappy time for all of us.

He was in prison camp for seven months, during which time he did
a lot of reading and studying, but got progressively thinner and weaker.
They were very short of food, but so were the Germans. In the end
they were being guarded by tired, hungry old men, but by that time
they were too weak to try to escape. They were liberated by the
British army on 18th April 1945 and, after a short stay in a reception
centre in Brussels, brought back to England and sent on leave. He
weighed less than eight stone and used to get up in the night, go to the
kitchen and just eat bread or anything else available. Our wartime
bread was pretty horrid stuff, but to him it was just like cake. He was
allowed double rations to build himself up again.

The War Office

The war with Japan was still not over when Gerald’s regiment was
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being prepared for overseas service again. Just before they embarked
he discovered that they were going to Palestine (Israel had not yet
been created) where the army was trying to control the explosive
situation between the Jewish settlers and the Arabs, so he went to see
the Brigadier to tell him that, as a Jew, he ought not be sent there. The
Brigadier said “Quite right, my boy” and Gerald was posted to the
War Office as a staff captain where he was employed dealing with
applications for early demobilization. He said yes to every case he
possibly could! He used to walk to work from our flat in Sussex
Gardens across Hyde Park, a very gentlemanly existence and quite a
contrast to prison camp. One day in the middle of winter he noticed a
group of men swimming in the Serpentine and thought, “If they can
do that, so can I.” The next day he took his swimming trunks and a
towel and plunged in. He said he nearly died, and couldn’t get back to
shore fast enough: he hadn’t appreciated that the others swam there all
year round and were hardened to it. He didn’t try it again.

Back to Cambridge

When eventually Gerald was demobilized in October 1946 he went
back to Cambridge the year after I came down. He was still technically
in the army, as he was on demob leave, and managed to get an army
truck, complete with a couple of soldiers, to move all his stuff. The
truck was a flat-bed, but the soldiers were reluctant to hump all the
baggage and other belongings around and sceptical of his claim to still
be an officer, so Gerald said “Supposing we all sit down and have a
fucking good moan and then get on with the job?” The soldiers
grinned and did just that – a good lesson in man management for me. I
went along to help him settle in; it was a glorious day and a very
pleasant ride on the back of the truck.

Cambridge was full of returned ex-servicemen in 1946 so Gerald
was in the company of many kindred spirits. They were all very aware
of the lost years and worked very hard. They played hard too. Gerald
took up all his old sports, principally rugger and cricket, but his back
started to give him a good deal of trouble and he had to give up cricket,

59

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 59



though he became non-playing captain of the college team. He also
entered the trials for the university boxing team, but unfortunately had
‘flu and a high temperature so didn’t get through, otherwise I think he
would have got a blue; he was a very good boxer and exceedingly
tough. He read history, as he had done six years before, and got a
creditable II (2) after two years.

It is never easy to decide what to do in life and particularly difficult
after six years at war. Gerald had an offer from a Cambridge friend,
Ian Abrahams, which he thought might be interesting. Ian had just
founded a paint company, the Temple Varnish Company, and asked
Gerald to join him. The rest of us were somewhat surprised, as we
hadn’t seen paint as quite his thing, but he had confidence in Ian’s
commercial acumen and decided to have a go. In the event it turned
out that his job was as a paint salesman and that was definitely not his
thing.

The Law, Marriage and Children

Gerald began to think that perhaps he ought to consider the law as a
career. Our father had always advised us against becoming barristers, a
particularly hard profession, but Gerald felt that, with a history degree
and no experience, becoming a solicitor might be a reasonable
compromise. What he would really have liked to do was wander
around the country reciting poetry, but he had to admit it was not a
very practicable proposition. So he became an articled clerk, first in
London and then in Hertford, after he married Ghislaine Freedman in
1953. They lived in Bengeo, a village attached to Hertford, where
James was born in 1955.

Ghislaine

Gerald met Ghislaine through me at a party at Denise’s in 1951. She
was Denise’s first cousin and was born in Brussels in 1926, the eldest
of the four children of Arthur, Granny Michaels’ youngest brother,
and Beppy Freedman. When war came and Belgium was invaded,
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Arthur, Beppy and the three children, Ghislaine, Nicole and Jacques,
escaped, first to the south of France, from where Arthur escaped over
the mountains into Spain. The rest of the family, after a year and a half
in Limoux, managed to get visas for Britain, joined Arthur in Spain
and eventually got to England. After school in England Ghislaine
trained as a nurse in Hereford and came to London as a staff nurse at
St Mary’s Hospital before rejoining the family in Brussels in 1950.
Jacques returned to England and became a British citizen before
emigrating to Canada, where he met and married Marie-Thérèse, a
Swiss girl, who was also a nurse, and had two daughters, Martine and
Claire. Eventually they all returned to Europe and settled in Geneva.
Jacques retained his British citizenship, but the girls have both Canadian
and Swiss, and Claire even British as well! Arthur and Beppy’s youngest
child, Vivienne, was born in Brussels after the war and now lives in
Canada.

Denise and Ghislaine had 26 first cousins, in Belgium, England,
Canada and the USA, though Denise was an only child.

The Successful Solicitor

But back to Gerald. He qualified as a solicitor in 1953 and in 1956 the
family moved to Frant, when Gerald joined the firm of Templer,
Thompson and Passmore in Tunbridge Wells, where he soon became a
partner. Catherine was born in 1956, Steven in 1958, Ann in 1960 and
Andrew in 1961. By this time they had moved into a large house in
Broadwater Down, in Tunbridge Wells, where Ghislaine’s mother
Beppy, joined them. Gerald’s career then hit a very rough patch. He
had a disagreement with the other partners and had to leave the firm. It
was a period of great stress and insecurity for him, but an opportunity
for Denise and me to repay a little of the financial support that he and
Ghislaine had given us when he was a high earning solicitor and I a
poorly paid junior manager at Marconi. Finally, in 1968, he joined the
firm of Harold Bell in Esher and became an equal partner in 1970,
running the Esher office while Harold Bell ran an office in the West
Country, where he really hoped to live. Gerald opened a branch office
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in Hampton Wick. However, Harold proved an impossible person to
work with, constantly interfering with the management of the office
even though he was not there. Eventually in 1972 it was agreed to split
the firm, Harold retaining the Esher practice and Gerald taking the
Hampton Wick practice, even though it was much smaller.

The Hampton Wick practice became Infields and went from
strength to strength, overtaking Harold Bell’s practice within a year. It
was a traumatic time for the family though; moving to a new home in
Esher, Lark’s Rise, in the little village of West End; new schools and
new friends for the children and, for Gerald, establishing a new
business.

Gerald never really enjoyed the law, but he was a good
administrator and did enjoy building up his firm, taking on a younger
partner, Roger Newhall, who since Gerald’s retirement has been the
senior partner. Infields became, under Gerald’s leadership, the foremost
firm of solicitors in the area, which it still is: a very notable achievement.
He retired in 1983 at the age of 61.

Lloyd’s and Nightmare

It was at about this time that disaster overtook us all. Our uncle John
Phillips and our mother had both been members of Lloyd’s, the
insurance broking corporation; for John it had provided a livelihood
for most of his life and for Ethel it had produced a useful supplement
to her income in her later years, after Harry’s death, enabling her to
travel widely and in comfort. I had become a member in a small way in
1979, but in 1981 Denise and I and Ghislaine and Gerald all decided to
make major investments. Lloyd’s were vigorously recruiting new
members, although they well knew that a major asbestos situation was
looming. There is little doubt that their motives were to spread the
forthcoming losses as widely as possible and avoid the existing members
going bankrupt. Worse, the relatively few good syndicates were
reserved for insiders, the new members being allocated what was left.
As it turned out, 1981 could not have been a worse year to have joined
and we all sustained heavy losses, culminating in 1992 when Lloyd’s
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made a settlement with those members not already bankrupted. This
still left heavy losses to be paid. In Gerald and Ghislaine’s case it led to
their having to sell Lark’s Rise and move into a very small flat.
However, with the pension arrangements Gerald had been able to
make and the small allowance Lloyd’s gives them, they have been able
to live very comfortably. But it was touch and go. There is no doubt in
our minds that Lloyd’s was responsible for a major fraud, but fraud is
exceedingly difficult to prove and those members who tried predictably
failed. 

So how can I try to sum up Gerald’s life and the contribution he
has made? As I see him, his basic characteristics were gentleness, less
evident perhaps in later life but very evident when young, sensitivity
and understanding. Early emotional crises prevented him achieving the
intellectual achievements of which I believe he was capable. His
personal qualities of courage and determination are well demonstrated
by his war service. It is not fashionable nowadays to speak of heroism,
but looking back on his war history there is no other way in which I
can describe it as other than heroic.

Now I come to the difficult bit, which is writing about me. How much
should I put in or, more importantly, leave out? But your family
history would be incomplete without something about me, and you
may even find it interesting to discover what it was like for someone to
grow up in the first half of the 20th century, and possibly find things
which resonate with your own experiences: after all you do have a
proportion of my genes running through you.
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Brian (1925 – )

To start at the beginning, I was born on 28th October 1925 in a nursing
home in Mobray Road, Willesden Green in London, near Teignmouth
Road where my parents were living at the time. They then moved to
13 Marlborough Mansions, Canon Hill in Hampstead, which is where
my memories begin.

Apart from vague recollections of playing with toys on the floor of
the sitting room and liking the pattern of the oriental carpet, which
had blue and maroon designs on a fawn ground, my first concrete
memory was of the Bag Man. I was always a rather naughty child and
probably difficult – Ethel used to say I was highly strung, which was a
phrase they used at that time (I used to tell people proudly that I was
highly sprung) – and one day, when Gerald and Elaine were bathing
me and I was being a particular nuisance, they told me that if I didn’t
behave the Bag Man would come and get me. As I didn’t take much
notice of that threat Gerald went out and soon I heard the sound of
loud footsteps coming towards the bathroom. Elaine said “It’s the Bag
Man!” The door opened and the Bag Man did indeed appear, Gerald
dressed up in Harry’s overcoat with a large bag over his shoulder.
Gerald says that my eyes nearly popped out of my head and he is not
sure which of the three of us was the most frightened. It is certainly an
event none of us forgot. I must have been about three, and they would
have been seven.

Gerald was the most important person in my early life, in fact for
much of my life. In spite of the large age difference we were always
very close, sharing a room until I was in my teens. He was always
immensely tolerant in spite of what must have been great provocation;
I often used to hit him and throw things at him, but he never responded.
It was different with Elaine, who must have resented me,
understandably, and was never very nice or sisterly with me, so there
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was never a close relationship. My sympathies are entirely with her as
I must have been an insufferable little boy. Sometimes Gerald got his
own back. When we had grapes for lunch I used to skin them all and
carefully remove the pips, and when there was a nice little pile of them,
Gerald would descend and take a great spoonful.

As I was rather a trial at home I was sent to a kindergarten when I
was three and a half. This was Gothic House, run by Miss Chatterway.
She was very proud of her school and her prize pupil, Richard Khan
(later the economist Lord Khan, adviser to the Wilson Labour
government and a fellow of King’s). It was a nice little place and I
enjoyed it there. I expect I learnt how to play with toys and, more
important, with other children. I remember one pretty young teacher,
Miss Lane, who used to take me on her lap. I am credited with saying
to her one day, “I like your hair and I like your dress, but I hate your
beads” – a promising early development of a critical faculty.

It was probably during this period that I caught the childhood
illnesses we all got in those days; measles, mumps, whooping cough
and scarlet fever. I had them all and spent quite a bit of time in
isolation at my Phillips grandparent’s house in 90 Priory Road, only a
few minutes from where we lived. Much of the time my cousin Sheila
was there too and we were looked after by Aunt Fanny, my
grandmother’s sister – the same Aunt Fanny Knocker who was
repatriated many years later from Holland during the 1939-45 war.
She used to make us lovely fruit drinks which she called hulluf and
hulluf (Dutch for half and half, though not spelt that way!); they were
half orange and half lemon. We loved Fanny, who used to protect us
from our grandmother, who could be a bit fierce.

At five I graduated to a proper prep school, Peterborough Lodge
in Swiss Cottage, where Gerald was. By that time we had moved into a
large house, Rosemount, at 17 Parsifal Road, a pleasant tree lined hill
just off the Finchley Road, a bit further up than Canon Hill. As the
house in Priory Road had become too big for our grandparents, Fanny
having returned to Holland, they came to live with us: they had their
own suite on the first floor and I imagine my grandfather helped with
the purchase.
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Parsifal Road

On the ground floor there was a large dining room and a smaller
morning room, where we spent most of our time, on either side of the
hall. Both looked out onto the small front garden. Behind the dining
room was the sitting room, only used for entertaining or for playing
the piano. It had French windows opening onto a large iron balcony
with steps at one end down to the garden, which was considerably
below street level. The hall ran through to the back of the house, to a
coloured glass panelled door opening on to the top of the steps.
Opposite the sitting room there was a large kitchen with one of the
earliest ‘fridges’ in England, a vast affair with the cooling coils in a
large drum on top, looking like a beehive. There was also a scullery,
complete with a knife polishing machine which one operated by turning
a large handle. Half way down the hall, by the stairs to the upper
floors, there were steep stairs down to the play room. This was a vast
space, covering the whole floor area under the dining and sitting
rooms, with numerous cupboards for toys and large French windows
leading out to the garden. We had a ping-pong table and a small
billiard table down there and a big old acoustic gramophone. On the
first floor our grandparents had their bedroom, over our sitting room;
a sitting room, over the morning room, a large bathroom and a small
kitchen, though mainly they ate with us. The room over the dining
room was Harry and Ethel’s bedroom, with its own bathroom, and at
the back of the house there was a small study for Harry. There were
four bedrooms on the top floor, two at the front for Elaine and our
nanny, or later governess, a large one at the back for Gerald and me, a
small one for the maid, and a bathroom.

By today’s standards this must seem an opulent establishment,
with a nanny, a maid and, in fact, a cook, though she did not live in.
But this was quite normal for a reasonably well-off middle class family,
and we were never more than reasonably well-off, though Grandpa
Phillips was by this time quite wealthy. Ethel was a very good cook
and spent a good deal of time teaching the cook how to prepare the
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dishes she liked in the way she liked them. The maid did all the house
work, which was quite a lot as there weren’t vacuum cleaners, washing
machines or dish washers in those days. The nanny looked after us
children: first of all there was old Mrs Bathgate, but the one I remember
best was Kathleen Cook, a very pretty young girl. She was the daughter
of a Regimental Sergeant-Major and Harry went down to Brighton to
see her father and interview her. She was a lovely girl and we were all
very fond of her. She gave me a birthday present once, a Kodak Box
Brownie camera that she got by saving her Ardath Black Cat cigarette
coupons. All this help in the house enabled Ethel to start up her
hairdressing business.

The Mediterranean Cruise

A great event occurred when I was five. The family decided to go on a
Mediterranean cruise, on the Canadian Pacific SS Montrose – 14,000
tons – at that time the height of luxury. There was our family, my
Uncle John Phillips with his wife Ann and my cousin Sheila, Harry’s
half-sister Doris and a family named Baron. The only events I recall
were Doris’ splendid 21st birthday party, visiting the Moroccan town
of Ceuta and a moment in the Bay of Biscay when I was lying in a
deckchair feeling horribly sick and my friend Ronald Baron ran up
crying “Come on, Brian, the swings are up.”

Peterborough Lodge 

When I first went to Peterborough Lodge Junior School, which was in
Maresfield Gardens – just a few houses along from where Sigmund
Freud lived later after he had escaped from Vienna in 1938 – I used to
be driven in my grandfather’s vast Minerva car by Bruce, his tall
handsome chauffeur. The thought of this large, uniformed servant
opening the door of this opulent motor-car for a tiny little boy to step
out is such a caricature that I can no longer feel embarrassed by it, but
it really seems quite bizarre now. Later, when I was about six, I
walked to school with Gerald, down the Finchley Road. It was about a
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mile and a half and I was always very restless, skipping and leaping
about, so Gerald used to hum marching tunes and we marched down
together. Before we got to Swiss Cottage, where the senior school was,
I had to cross the road, which was made much easier when the
Transport Minister, Hore Belisha, introduced the first pedestrian
crossings with their Belisha Beacons (the black and white poles with
the orange globes on top). I then went up the very steep pedestrian
slope to Maresfield Gardens. After school I walked home by myself,
often stopping off at John Barnes, the large department store by
Finchley Road tube station to see what free samples were on offer at
the food counters. I don’t think anyone today would let a six year old
boy walk home by himself and yet I don’t really believe it would be
any more dangerous today; it’s just that so much more publicity is
given to the very rare occasions when something nasty happens.
Whatever you do, life will never be risk-free. I enjoyed those walks
home. Without Gerald’s discipline I was able to stop and peer into
shop windows and when I got near home it was always exciting to
anticipate the warmth inside and my tea waiting. On winter afternoons
I would often see the lamplighter with his long pole, going down
Parsifal Road and lighting up the gas lamp posts.

I was happy at the junior school, particularly when I had H V
Fisher as my form master, a very skilful and inspiring teacher. He used
to call me Pluto, after Mickey Mouse’s dog, as I used to snort, one of
several nervous ticks I had at that time (It used to drive my father wild,
and on one holiday he offered me a beautiful clockwork boat if I
would stop; I earned it, just, but at the cost of great anguish). Fisher
taught me to box. He taught us all the movements, which we had to
practice, and the class ended with a free-for-all with one boy fighting
all the others, the boy being changed every half minute or so. In this
way we learnt to move fast around the ring and the basic movements
eventually became automatic; I learnt more boxing with Fisher than I
ever did afterwards.

The big pressure, against which Fisher tried to protect me, was
everyone asking me whether I was going to be as good at everything
as my brother, which of course I wasn’t. When I went up to the senior
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school it was much worse. At that time there were three Infields at the
school: Gerald was Infield I, Adrian Infield II, and I was Infield III,
but much more was expected of me than of Adrian. I never responded
well to pressure, which has remained true throughout my life, and my
parents realized that something was wrong. They took me to see
Emanuel Miller, the first child psychiatrist in London I believe (and
the father of Jonathan Miller, the famous theatre and opera producer),
an impressive looking man with a square-cut grey beard. He gave me
some toys to play with and then left the room, though obviously he
was watching me. I wasn’t particularly interested in the toys but I was
very intrigued by a clay bust of his wife that he was modelling and
which was wrapped in damp cloths to stop it hardening. I carefully
un-wrapped the cloths to have a look, but had to put them back
quickly when I heard him returning. He then showed me an
instrument for examining eyes and let me look at his through it. I
expect he asked me a lot of questions, but I don’t remember that.
Anyway, he recommended that I should be returned to the junior
school and only attend in the morning, resting at home in the
afternoon. I was a bit upset about that, but it was good to be back
with Fisher.

Though my parents were not musical Elaine learnt to play the
piano and I was keen to play something. I started on the piano and
then moved to the violin, but I didn’t have the necessary persistence,
didn’t practice enough and made little progress. 

We had a lovely dog named Gyp, a beige coloured mongrel with a
pink nose. We were all very fond of him. One day he staggered home
with a large gash in his side, where he had obviously been hit by a car,
and he had to be put down. What a sad day.

One of my childhood pleasures was the chocolate porridge we had
for breakfast. This was not made with oats but, I think, cornflower,
flavoured with cocoa. It was a lovely smooth, dark brown mixture and
we each had our own little pot of cream. I used to carve channels
through the porridge and watch the cream run through them. It was
delicious.

72

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 72



Sheila

My cousin Sheila was an almost constant companion during my
childhood. She was nine months older than me, and wilful with it, so
rather dominated the relationship, but we lived quite near each other
and our families often went on holidays together. In our late teens we
went on a riding holiday together in the Lorna Doon Valley in Devon.
She was an accomplished and intrepid horsewoman whereas I had
never ridden before, but she drove me on relentlessly and we had a
wonderful time in most beautiful country. In return I taught her to
dance and we became dancing partners. Sheila was a most beautiful girl
and used to dazzle my friends when she visited me in Cambridge. She
qualified as an architect but never practiced. Instead she married Tony
Simmons, the film director, and had three delightful sons.

Gerald’s Bar Mitzvah  

The big event in my life then was Gerald’s bar mitzvah. After the
synagogue service, always a trial at that young age (and perhaps not
much better as one grows older) there were big celebrations at the
house. All the presents were on display in the morning room, and a
very lavish display it was. There was a vast marquee in the garden for
lunch, very prettily decorated and everyone sat at round tables; it was
a big gathering. In the evening there was a dinner dance in the marquee
with a real dance band. I was considered too young for the evening,
but I was at my bedroom window leaning out and listening to the
music drifting up from below. It was a beautiful evening in early
spring; May 12th in fact, a date I never forget.

Downsend 

Soon after that, when I was eight, my parents decided to send me to
Downsend, the sister school to Peterborough Lodge, a boarding school
at Ashtead, near Leatherhead in Surrey, where I would no longer be
dogged by Gerald’s reputation.
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Boarding school was a traumatic experience. Everything was so
different; I didn’t know any of the other boys and there was a fearsome
German matron, Miss Schaeffer, known as The Cat, as she used to
prowl silently round the dormitories at night to make sure we weren’t
talking. I missed home and the family very much and after a few weeks
my mother came down one Saturday to take me out. It was a cold,
bleak day, with snow on the ground, and we walked into Leatherhead
together to look for somewhere to have tea. It started to rain and the
only place we could find was The Institute, a dismal grey building. We
were the only ones there. I am not sure which of us was the more
miserable. Once, when I had only been at the school a short while,
Harry was driving me back there in the car and I asked him, “Are we
half way there yet?” I was not at all anxious to be back! Rather a sad
little story.

I was lucky to have a very nice teacher, Miss Russell, and I gradually
got adjusted; also, freed from the burden of Gerald’s reputation, I
began to do well, both in class and at games. In my second year I was
joined by John Balcombe, my friend from Peterborough Lodge (one
day to become Lord Justice Balcombe and a life-long friend), and
gradually built up a group of friends. At that time there was a popular
programme on the radio, Monday Night at Eight, and on Sunday
evenings we used to put on our own version of this, Sunday Night at
Six. It consisted of sketches, interviews with celebrities and anything
else we could think of. It was fun writing, producing and acting it and
the other kids, and even the staff, seemed to enjoy it.

When I was in the sixth form life got a bit more serious as we were
all working for scholarships to public schools. A. Howard Linford,
the founder and owner of both Peterborough Lodge and Downsend,
used to come down once a week to teach us Greek. He was a very
imposing old fellow. We used to have to go up to his desk to discuss
our work and he breathed great clouds of whisky fumes over us. AHL,
or the Old Man, as he was known, was a good teacher, though. His
son Cedric, known as CT, was the headmaster of Downsend and
taught us Latin. He was a thin, dry, emaciated man with a high,
nervous laugh, very much under the shadow of his charismatic father.
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I wasn’t very good at Latin and, responding poorly to pressure as
always, my nervous ticks increased and I had to have extra lessons
privately with CT.

The teachers who made the most impression on us were Mr Straker,
the brilliant maths master, and Mr Evans, who taught French. I don’t
remember his teaching us much French but we discussed practically
everything in his lessons and we all loved him. He was young,
handsome and altogether charming, and it was a great event for us
when he married Peggy Russell. Much to our surprise CT also got
married to a very attractive girl and they had a baby son, who himself
later became headmaster there. Sadly, Joe Evans was killed during the
war: I heard about it when Gerald was still missing, believed killed,
and I was very upset.

Throughout my time at Downsend I suffered terribly in the winters
from chilblains on my fingers and toes. These itched the whole time
and could only be relieved by plunging them into very hot water, not
always available. With modern central heating this malady has totally
disappeared, but it was a plague then. I grew out of it eventually, but it
made my life a misery for several years.

One skill I did acquire at Downsend, and in retrospect probably
one of the most useful, was woodworking. Evening classes in
woodwork were offered and a few of us used to go to a little hut where
a carpenter from the local joinery works, Isaiah Newbury, taught us
the basics. In fact he was a good deal more than a carpenter; he was a
skilled and imaginative man who loved his work and who obviously
enjoyed teaching kids. I was an enthusiastic pupil and quite ambitious
in what I wanted to do. He gave me every encouragement and after I
had a firm grasp of the basics he helped me make an oak panelled chest
for my gramophone records, which I still have in our sitting room,
though it has suffered somewhat over the years. Still, it really wasn’t a
bad effort for an eleven year old and was the first of a number of pieces
of furniture I have made over my life.

In 1936 we went for a holiday in Belgium, staying at the seaside
resort of Coxide, where we met our French friends, the Boutillier
family. We had great arguments about which was the best transatlantic
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liner, the Queen Mary or the Normandie that had just won the Blue
Ribband for the fastest crossing. We had Harry’s big old Humber
open tourer and we visited the First War battlefields and he showed us
where he had been wounded. We also went to Holland to see our
family, the Knockers, in Amsterdam. 

It must have been in 1937 that we moved out of the house in
Parsifal Road and, for a short time, into a hotel just off Fitzjohns
Avenue, near Hampstead Heath. At this time John Balcombe and I
were having Hebrew lessons from a Jewish cleric on Saturday mornings
at Downsend to prepare us for our bar mitzvahs. We would then catch
the Green Line bus, which stopped right outside the school and went
all the way to Fitzjohns Avenue, a door to door service! John, who
lived in St John’s Wood, got off a few stops earlier.

A New Home: Mapesbury Road

We then moved to Mapesbury Road in Willesden Green, to a very nice
house with a large garden on the corner of Teignmouth Road, where
my first home had been. Then 1938 was upon us. It was clear, to us at
all events, that war was coming, Harry made many visits to Vienna and
Prague, helping Jews to escape and, at some risk, bringing back their
valuables, so that they had something to start with when they came
themselves. Harry and Ethel volunteered to take a young refugee girl
into our family and put aside a lot of clothes that Elaine had grown out
of for her. But when she arrived, she turned out, aged 11, to be larger
than me or Elaine. She was Hella Pick. She lived with us until her
mother managed to come over, some time later. She eventually went
on to the LSE, became the Guardian correspondent in Washington,
and was made a CBE. 

During the holidays I often went into town: the tube line quite
near us went to Oxford Circus and Piccadilly Circus, which was very
convenient. You could get a three course waitress-service lunch at one
of the Lyons Corner Houses (very luxurious hotels in the West End)
for one and sixpence (1s/6d) in a very smart restaurant, complete with
orchestra. 
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A small diversion now to explain the currency we used then, pounds,
shillings and pence; money was thus known as LSD – L, or £, for
pounds (from the French livre, perhaps), S for shillings and D for pence
(from the Latin dinero meaning money). There were twelve pennies or
pence in a shilling, and twenty shillings in a pound, so 240 pence in a
pound. There were also ha’pennies (half pennies) and farthings (quarter
pennies). 1/6, or 1s 6d, was one shilling and six pence, seven and a half
pence in today’s money, though not exactly the same value; I could get
two gobstoppers or four aniseed balls for a penny and a Mars bar cost
2d (or tuppence). Coins were farthing, ha’penny, penny, threepenny
bit, sixpence, shilling, florin (two shillings, or 2/-) and half a crown
(2/6). Crown coins (5/-) were only issued for special occasions and
were not regular currency. When I was very young there were still
golden guineas (£1-1s) about but not in general use. 

A few of us at Downsend were entered for the Winchester
scholarship, which was the premier academic award going: scholars
went into a special house at Winchester College and were educated
free. The Old Man took us down there himself and treated us to
strawberries and cream after the exam. The week before, I had been
told that I could not take the exam as my father had not been born in
Britain. Harry was, of course, absolutely furious and phoned up the
head master who got the decision reversed. It certainly unsettled me
and I didn’t get a scholarship, but I doubt whether I would have in any
case; it was the most competitive exam in the country. John Balcombe
did get one, though. After that I sat for the scholarship exam at Oundle
School and did get one there.

I had my bar mitzvah while we were living in Mapesbury Road.
With the war obviously looming, it was quite a muted affair compared
to Gerald’s, but I had learnt my posha (portion of the law to be read
by the bar mitzva boy) and did my bit at the schul, after which we
celebrated with a firework display in the garden.

A Skiing Holiday

A big event happened just before the war. One day Harry came home
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and said “There’s going to be a war so if we ever want to go skiing, we
had better go now.” So we booked at a Swiss hotel in Arosa, the Neues
Waldhotel, went to Gamages, a cheap and cheerful department store in
Holborn, to buy our ski clothes, and off we went to spend Christmas
and New Year in Arosa. Sheila came with us. We went overnight by
train – no flights in those days. I still remember the beautiful ice
patterns on the train windows when we woke in the morning.

Only Harry and Ethel stayed in the big hotel. We children were in
a little gästhaus, the Edelweiss, but were able to go to the hotel for
dancing and the parties, and to join their ski school.

It was a memorable holiday, involving lots of walking up hills on
skis with skins attached as there were only one or two lifts then. The
skiing style was very different too; knees bent, bottom stuck out and
sticks held together in front. The instructor was always shouting
“Stocken zuzammen.” After skiing it was back to the hotel for thé
dansant”, still in our ski boots: you could dance in the leather boots
one wore then. In the evening, more dancing, and Sheila and I taught
all the guests the Lambeth Walk, a very popular dance at the time. I
had learnt ballroom dancing at Downsend – one of the masters was
very keen on it and used to give us lessons to Victor Silvester records –
and as Sheila and I used to practice together we became quite expert.

One of my greatest pleasures was going to concerts with Gerald at
the old Queens Hall, which was bombed during the war. We used to
go in the cheap seats behind the orchestra, which meant that the
conductor seemed to be conducting us too. Our favourite was Sir
Thomas Beecham, the greatest conductor of his day. He had a
reputation for being quite fierce with audiences and one time he seemed
to be pointing straight at me. Gerald said he could feel me shrivelling
up beside him.

A School Trip to France 

I left Downsend in the summer of 1939. Two of the masters, our
favourite Joe Evans and Mr Mence, led a school trip to France. As we
had all left the school by then, it was a very relaxed and enjoyable
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affair. We spent a few days in Paris and then went to Dinard. We beat
the war by a couple of months. When war was actually declared, in
September, Gerald and I were staying with our Phillips grandparents
in Hove and spent the mornings filling sandbags on the beach. Gerald,
a strong eighteen year old, managed to lift a sandbag onto the truck,
but was very disconcerted when a little chap working with us carried a
sandbag in each hand and lifted them on; we discovered that he was a
professional weightlifter.

The War and Oundle 

Although I had been at a boarding school for several years, Oundle
was very different, much bigger, more complex and more intimidating.
In my first weeks there I found myself constantly feeling short of
breath, a clear symptom of stress; everyone thought I was yawning. (I
was sad to see this symptom reappearing in Mark when he was young).
There were about 600 boys, divided into 10 houses of about 60 each.
Each house had its own colours – mine, Dryden, had gold and black –
and there was considerable house loyalty with house matches in rugger
and cricket for example. We wore grey flannel suits with grey shirts
and school ties during the week and a black jacket and striped trousers
with a white shirt and a stiff collar on Sundays. In the winter we wore
a school cap and in the summer, a straw hat or boater, with a hat band
in one’s house colour. In the first year we lived in the Prep Room, 23
of us together in a large room with two long benches where we did our
home work, and lockers at each end where we kept our books and
possessions. After that we were in studies, with two, three or four to a
study. We slept in dormitories’ presided over by a house prefect.
There were also school prefects; each head of house and possibly one
or two others were school prefects, but they didn’t seem to have much
in the way of duties, just status.

Starting at Oundle in September 1939 meant that all my time there
was in wartime. We weren’t short of food, though it lacked variety,
but there was the blackout and a number of other restrictions. Gerald
was with the 8th Army in North Africa for most of this time and used
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to send me money to buy gramophone records. In my first summer
holiday I went to a scout camp run by our house master, Harry
Caudwell, at Broadstone Warren, near Forest Row. One day I was
sent up to the office to get our post. When I got there the woman said
“Your Russians have arrived”. I immediately thought of the First War
stories of Russians supposedly seen marching through London with
snow on their boots. It eventually transpired that it was our rations
that had arrived.

These were the dark days of the war, when we daily expected to be
invaded. We used to assemble in the Matron’s room on the evenings
when Churchill was giving one of his famous speeches and listened to
him on the radio. They were indeed as inspiring as history has reported,
and we badly needed encouragement at that time. Our matron was a
Miss Boult, a cousin of the famous conductor Sir Adrian Boult, and
she was very proud of that. Then came the desert war and our first
victory, at El Alamein. It was a turning point in the war and all the
church bells were rung in celebration.

You, of course, know how things turned out, how the Battle of
Britain was won in the air, and how Hitler turned away from invading
Britain in favour of attacking Russia, which ensured his eventual loss
of the war. But you have to remember that we didn’t know how it
would end. The outlook was black indeed. It seemed almost inevitable
that Hitler, having swept through Holland, Belgium and France, and
with most of our army lost in France, would invade. The steps we
took, like arming the Home Guard (or Local Defence Volunteers as
they were originally called) with pikes – bayonets welded to steel
tubes – as there were not enough rifles to go round, and taking down
the signposts all over the country in case they should aid an invading
army, may seem comical now but then they were in deadly earnest.
Pill boxes were quickly built to cover any open space which could be
used as a landing ground: many of them are still around. We really
were determined to fight to the last man, or indeed woman. And we
Jews knew what would happen to us if we were defeated. 

During the holidays it was back to London to face the blitz, first of
all living in Ethel and Anne’s hotel at 8/9 Lancaster Gate and later in
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the flat at 112 Sussex Gardens, on the third floor. The blitz was a
reality and there was a great deal of destruction, largely in the East
End, but it didn’t affect our lives much. One learnt to be fatalistic
about it and just get on with life as usual. In the early days Shelia and I,
both living in the hotel at the time, used to amuse ourselves during air
raids by dropping pieces of shrapnel from anti-aircraft gun shells from
a hotel balcony onto the helmets of Air Raid Wardens running about
in the street below, and seeing them jump round, pick them up and put
them in their pocket so that they could tell their family later how they
had nearly been killed. 

Later came the V1 rockets, or doodle bugs, launched from France
and Belgium and aimed at London. They flew at relatively low level
and made a puttering noise as they flew. When the noise stopped, you
knew the rocket was going to come down and you held your breath
until you heard the explosion. Though many were shot down, many
still got through. One day I came out of a tube station and noticed that
everything was strangely quiet, with no one in the street. Right then a
doodle bug came over, just a few feet above my head; the engine had
stopped while I was still in the station and everyone was taking cover.
It came down a couple of streets further on. During conventional
bombing we sometimes went down to the shelters, but these were
pretty uncomfortable and we often decided to stay in the flat. One
could tell by the sound the bombs made how close they would be – the
really close ones sounded like an express train.

After the V1 came the V2. This was a proper rocket with a near
vertical trajectory and Hitler was certain that the effect on morale
would be dramatic as, in contrast to the V1, you couldn’t hear it
coming. He was quite wrong in this. As you couldn’t hear it you got
used to ignoring it. The actual damage they caused was not enormous.
In the last year of the war, when the launch sites had been captured by
our invading armies, all the rockets stopped.

Throughout the war social life continued. We went to see friends,
we went to the theatre and cinema and, particularly when Harry was
home on leave, we went out to dinner in one of the West End
restaurants. Food variety was somewhat limited, and could include
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horsemeat steaks (quite good, though a little sweet) or whale meat
stew (very fishy!). However, though butter, sugar and meat were
strictly rationed and eggs and fruit were hard to come by, we never
went hungry and the diet was in fact quite a healthy one.

During the long summer school holidays we would spend a couple
of weeks working in one of the school workshops making parts for the
war effort, or work on a local farm. During my last summer, I took my
bicycle up there, as I was on a farm. I decided to cycle home, a journey
of about seventy miles, though it was only a three gear cycle and I had
no experience of long distance cycling. I was worried that I would not
get back before nightfall so I set myself a cracking pace and got home
not very long after lunch, quite exhausted.

Harry and Ethel gave a great deal of thought to the schools we
went to and chose Oundle for me as I clearly had a mathematical and
scientific bent and Oundle was very strong on those subjects. After the
experience at Peterborough Lodge it was clearly not a good idea to
send me to the same school as Gerald. That Oundle didn’t turn out
well for me was certainly not their fault. As I was going to specialize in
maths and science the school wanted to make sure that I had a good
classical grounding to start with, so the subjects in my first year were
Latin, Greek, Roman History, English Language, English Literature,
French, Mathematics and Additional Mathematics – no English History
or Geography. At the end of my first term I got glandular fever and
my neck glands became infected with streptococcus, which was very
nasty and put me in hospital for a couple of months – this was before
the discovery of penicillin and these infections were difficult to get rid
of. I missed my second term and half the third term but the school
insisted that I took the School Certificate exams (equivalent to O-
levels) at the end of the year anyway. In fact this was not difficult as I
had done much of the work at Downsend, and I got five credits and a
distinction in Additional Maths, though just a pass in French. I failed
in Greek and I protested about this: one had to be a moron to fail and I
was actually quite good, but the decision was not altered. The
Additional Maths was all new stuff, calculus, trigonometry and so on,
and as I had missed half the year I thought I was bound to fail, but in
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fact, because it was all new, the questions were very easy; if one
understood the principles one could score high.

In my second year I started to specialize, taking as main subjects
Maths, General Science and Mechanical Drawing, with subsidiaries in
English and French. At the end of the year I took my first Higher
Certificate (A levels) and on the strength of that was offered a State
Bursary (all expenses paid by the government) at Cambridge, but at 15
I was a little too young for that. By this time I was boxing again and
won my weight in the inter-house boxing competition.

For my third year I moved into the Maths Sixth and took my
second Higher Certificate, this time in Maths and Physics with the
same subsidiaries. And this year I got my school colours for boxing
and boxed against Rugby and Bedford. In the house, though, I wasn’t
a very distinguished person and it was only in my last year that I was
made a house prefect. Perhaps this was because I was only tolerable at
rugger and cricket, and academic achievement wasn’t rated very highly.
My last year was a very tough one academically as I took yet another
Higher Certificate, this time taking the Maths distinction papers as
well as Maths and Physics and then the Cambridge scholarship exam.
By this time the stress was really beginning to get to me and instead of
the major scholarship I was expected to get, I only got an exhibition, a
kind of minor scholarship, though it was at King’s. I had put my
college preferences as King’s 1, 2 and 3 and was told that if I had been
more flexible I would probably have got a scholarship at another
college, but I’m very glad I went to King’s, the most liberal of colleges. 

I wasn’t sorry to leave Oundle. I never felt comfortable there.
Going there as a scholar, particularly a Jewish one, was not an
advantage, and although there was very little overt anti-Semitism, I
was nonetheless made to feel an outsider. I made a few friends there,
but none very deep and none of them lasting.

Cambridge

So, up I went to Cambridge and King’s, which was quite a different
matter. As an exhibitioner I was allocated rooms in the college hostel
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in Pease Hill, rather than in digs, which was usual in one’s first year.
These were modern rooms, built together with the Arts Theatre (both
financed by Maynard Keynes, as bursar of King’s) and my rooms, at
the top, looked out over the bar terrace of the theatre. On summer
evenings one could see all the smart folk having their interval drinks
there. My neighbour was Brian Beves, and John Nye had rooms just
below; they both became lifelong friends. Brian, sadly, died relatively
young, but John had a very distinguished career as Professor of Physics
at Bristol, an FRS and still going to his lab at the university and writing
papers and books at the age of 88.

At Cambridge they painted your name at the bottom of your
staircase and on your room door. They originally put mine up as
Infeld – obviously memories of my father. I got them changed, though.

Life in the hostel during the war had some bizarre aspects: we used
to have breakfast in College, but we had to take our own butter and
sugar rations with us, so every morning, groups of us could be seen
crossing King’s Parade, carrying our little pots and jars, much to the
amusement of the many American soldiers who were a constant feature
at Cambridge during the latter years of the war.

Even in wartime the atmosphere at Cambridge was exhilarating –
liberal, exuberant and stimulating. Being treated, at 17, as a responsible
adult was a new experience. I got involved in many activities, as all
freshers do, and made many new and lasting friends, including Cesare
Vivante, who had actually been to Oundle but whom I didn’t get to
know there. We have remained close friends ever since, even though he
has lived in Italy since the war. And Cambridge, particularly King’s,
was such a beautiful place to be living. In my second year, when I was
in College, I used to wander out at night, when all the visitors had
gone, and just look at the chapel and Gibb’s Building and at Clare
College, next to us, all quiet under the stars.

As work was going badly, I put a lot of effort into boxing. I had
always thought that I would give it up when I left school, but somehow
I was drawn back to it. Training facilities were scrappy, but we
managed somehow and put together quite a good team to go to
Oxford. I can’t remember whether we won though I did win my own
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bout. The next year was better. I was captain of the team by then and
managed to interest the commanding officer of the local army unit,
Major Thompson, who became a good friend. He allowed us to use
the ring in the Drill Hall and provided an experienced PT sergeant as
our coach and we trained hard, even our heavyweight, a New Zealander
on early release from the army. I had to organize the return match
with Oxford. There were no club records and no precedents, so I was
very much flying blind – booking the Corn Exchange, hiring the seats,
having posters, tickets and programmes printed, alerting the press and
so on, and all on tick as the club had no funds at all. It turned out a
great success (my first business venture) and we ended up with money
in the bank. Unfortunately our heavyweight met his match but as a
team we drew with Oxford: I won my bout again.

I got a third in Part 1 Maths at the end of my first year, a terrible
performance but I wasn’t really surprised.

I made many good friends at Cambridge, Sam Stamler, bubbling
with enthusiasm and wit, who became an eminent QC, Keith Roberts,
a very brilliant physicist with a penchant for rather louche Jewish girls,
and Cesare Vivante. I was once at a lecture with Keith given by the
famous Paul Dirac, one of the founders of quantum mechanics. Dirac
was writing all sorts of abstruse formulations on the blackboard and I
was quickly lost, but at one point Keith put up his hand and said
“Professor, I don’t quite see how you get from there to there.” Dirac
looked at the board and, after a moment, replied “Well, nor do I, at the
moment, but I’m sure it’s right and if you would be kind enough to
come and have tea with me this afternoon I’ll have it sorted out by
then. In the meantime, perhaps we can continue.” That’s Cambridge
for you. Keith got a fellowship at King’s and, regrettably, went on to
be one of the developers of the British atom bomb. Sadly, he died very
young.

By now I was developing a great love of music and wondered
whether I might be able to make a life in music. Though I had already
discovered that I had no talent as a performer, I went so far as to take
lessons in theory and composition from Philip Radcliffe, a music don
at King’s, a charming though pathologically shy man. Sadly I discovered
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that I had no talent for that either. Still, I continued to wander round
conducting an invisible orchestra. I must have looked more than
slightly mad. I had learnt to play the clarinet at Oundle and still
played, very badly but just well enough to join two friends to play
Mozart trios for oboe, clarinet and bassoon. 

My other main preoccupation was, of course, sex. By today’s
standards, moral conventions were unbelievably puritanical in those
days and, anyway, I was so shy I found it difficult to make romantic
attachments; added to which, there were relatively few girls for the
vast number of eager young men. There were then only two girls’
colleges, Newnham and Girton, all the other colleges being exclusively
male. Brian Beves and I used to spend hours discussing this problem of
sex, though he was far better equipped than I, being tall and handsome
with flowing blond hair. I did manage to get a ‘girl friend’ from
Newnham, the daughter of a don at Birmingham University, and got
to the kissing and cuddling stage. We even went for a night-time canoe
trip on the river and had to climb back into our respective colleges at
the end of it. But we were both too inhibited to go further, at least I
was. Eventually I found it too much of a strain and we broke up. She
immediately took up with another Jewish undergrad (she wasn’t Jewish
herself) and they married: he later became a professor at Sussex
University. 

One evening when I was having dinner in Hall, one of the porters
came up and whispered in my ear, “We just had a phone call from
your father. Your brother is alive, a prisoner-of-war.” It is difficult to
describe how this affected me. Gerald was not just my brother, but my
friend and protector and hero, and I had been steeling myself to come
to terms with his death. After the initial shock I experienced an
exhilaration I had never felt before. My friends and I went out to
celebrate, in style, at the Little Rose, a favourite pub of ours.

All through my adolescence I suffered from a serious form of acne,
acne globata, on my back and chest. A specialist at Guy’s Hospital
gave me an experimental treatment involving the implantation of
stylbestrol, a female sex hormone, under my skin for several months.
This was very effective but had some curious side effects: my beard
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stopped growing, I grew breasts, and sexual desire disappeared, though
not sexual attraction. These symptoms disappeared once the
implantation was removed, except that my breasts never quite returned
to normal.

During the war we only had two years at university and, for
physicists, a compulsory course in electronics during the long vac in
the summer. By the end of the second year I was quite unable to
concentrate and got in quite a panic. When the finals came I found I
just couldn’t face them and walked out of the examination room. I
went to a Harley Street specialist who diagnosed my condition as
nervous exhaustion, a condition which Denise assures me doesn’t
actually exist, possibly aggravated by my unusual medical treatment.
Anyway the university awarded me an aegrotat, which is a degree
given to people who are unable to take the exams. So it was a BA, but
without much honour attached to it. As you can imagine, the experience
was pretty devastating. At school I always felt that my brain was a
fairly sharp instrument and I enjoyed using it. After Cambridge it
became a rather slow and fuzzy device, and has remained so ever since.
I was never again able to take an exam of any kind.

Well, so much for that. It was only a small event in a world where
millions were being killed and mutilated; of little significance.

The War in Europe Ends

I was still at Cambridge on VE Day (Victory Europe – the end of the
war with Germany). The vice-chancellor issued a request to students
to moderate their celebrations: it had been a nasty war, and the war
with Japan was still ongoing. A notice then appeared on the Trinity
College notice board “Will all those concerned please note that, in
response to the Vice-Chancellor’s request, we have cancelled our plans
to burn down King’s College chapel.” I spent most of the evening with
a WAAF friend in the WAAF officer’s mess (the WAAF were the
Women’s Auxiliary Air Force, the female branch of the RAF), hoping
to get drunk and laid. I didn’t do too badly on the first, but no luck on
the second.
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There was a farcical incident at the end of the war. Petrol had been
strictly rationed and it wasn’t worthwhile keeping a car on the road, so
Harry had put his Rover up on blocks to save the suspension. When
rationing was relaxed and Harry was out of the army he put it back on
the road and we celebrated by driving to the West End for a night out.
We had a very good dinner, including steaks which were in all
probability horse, and then, from force of habit, went back to Sussex
Gardens on the underground. It was only then that we remembered
that the car was still parked in Golden Square. Harry had to go back to
collect it.

Then there was a magical interlude. We all went on holiday to Eire,
Southern Ireland, staying in Glengariff. Eire had been neutral in the
war, so there was no rationing and we gorged ourselves on gargantuan
meals, bought chocolates and sweets, still strictly rationed in Britain,
and all had suits and jackets made – clothes were also rationed at home
and the quality was very ‘utility’. Then back to Britain and reality with
something of a jolt.

I had to choose between going into industry, the RAF or the Navy.
I chose the RAF: I gathered later that if I had chosen the Navy, I would
have been commissioned as a full Lieutenant RN Navigation Instructor
(not the RNVR, the Volunteer Reserve, or Wavy Navy). However, I
had an interesting time in the RAF. But first, I had a six month
deferment for medical reasons, so I had to find a job. This led me to
become an assistant master at a boy’s private prep school in Burnham-
on-Sea, quite an amusing experience, trying to keep the boys interested
and not getting too involved in the staff room politics. I used to go for a
routine run every morning before breakfast along the sands and also
started a boxing club for the boys. I was asked to coach a scholarship
candidate in Greek. I protested that I hadn’t done any Greek since I
was his age, but the headmaster said that the rest of the staff had never
done any, so I had to keep a week ahead with the text books.

I was only able to do a term at the school, so I still had a month or
so to fill in. The job centre was no help; I offered to be a waiter, shop
assistant, anything, but nobody was prepared to take me for such a
short period. Finally I had to pull strings. I went to see Sir Louis
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Gluckstein, a good friend and a member of the family which owned
Lyons, at that time the largest catering and hotel company in the UK,
and he fixed me a job at Cadby Hall, the Lyons factory next to
Olympia where all the cakes were made. I had to catch the dawn bus
from Paddington and clock in at 7.00 already changed into my overalls.
We had a break for breakfast at 9.00, and another for lunch, and then
worked through to 5.30. My job was to scrape out all the grease
deposited by the endless stainless steel belts of the ovens where the
Swiss rolls were baked. These ovens were about 20m long, the mixture
being laid onto the belts continuously at one end, baked on its progress
through the ovens and then passed down through the floor to the
machines which spread the jam, then cut and rolled the sections to be
packed by the girls downstairs.

One hectic day I was seconded to the crumpet department. This,
again, was an endless cooking belt and my job, with a colleague, was to
place eight rings on the belt which came up in front of us; two ladies
on either side filled the rings with mixture and the crumpets cooked as
they moved along until at the end they were removed and knocked out
of the rings which were returned to us in a tray. All this had to be done
at speed and it was hard to place the rings without getting one’s fingers
burnt. That day was even more exhausting than normal. It was hard
work, but fun too: at lunch time I used to play poker with a group of
the men. It was a tradition at Lyons that the family, the Glucksteins
and the Salmons, all worked their way up from the bottom, so they
were quite used to people like me. All very good experience.

When I went for my initial interview at the Lyons headquarters I
was shown Leo (Lyons Electronic Office), the first commercial
electronic computer in the world. The Lyons management were
immensely forward looking and formed a separate company to exploit
Leo, but it was later sold to an American company, so the UK lost that
initiative, as with so many others.

The RAF

Then I went into the RAF, first for a few weeks as an AC2, the lowest

89

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 89



form of life, at Warrington, and then as an officer cadet at RAF
Cosford for a very intensive three month course where we were
subjected to every kind of indignity imaginable. This was OK for me,
but not such fun for the senior warrant officers, with many years
service, who were applying for commissions and with whom I got on
very well. My acne had unfortunately returned and I was sent to an
RAF specialist, a Polish wing commander. He just said “It will go.”
When I asked when, he said “Probably when you are thirty”. When I
looked pretty glum, being all of twenty then, he said, encouragingly
“Probably sooner; probably later”. An interesting social sidelight is
that at the end of our course, we had to elect a cadet to lead the
passing-out parade. Most of the cadets were long-service airmen, many
of them very senior, but they elected me; I was the young gentleman
from Cambridge, born to lead! It wouldn’t happen today.

When I was commissioned I was sent to RAF Cranwell, in
Lincolnshire for the nine months signals officer’s course, along with a
number of aircrew who were transferring to signals, including two
Norwegian pilots and an ex-prisoner-of-war, Buck Taylor, with whom
I became good friends. He had been a sergeant pilot in Singapore,
flying Blackburn Shark torpedo biplanes. He assured me that they
could do 90mph, but only going down hill with a full load! Before he
was captured by the Japanese he had applied for a commission, which
was granted, although he never got to know about it. Being aircrew, he
was automatically promoted from pilot officer to flying officer to
flight lieutenant, so when he was released he suddenly found himself a
flight lieutenant with a lot of seniority (and back pay) and was almost
immediately promoted to squadron leader.

I had my 21st birthday at Cranwell and gave a small dinner party
for a few friends at an hotel in Sleaford. My parents gave me a
motorcycle, a BSA 350cc OHV, one of the first models with telescopic
front forks (no rear springing, of course). What a joy. This enabled me
to go down to Cambridge at weekends to see Gerald and my old
friends.

The course at Cranwell was intensive and hard work, but life in the
mess was enlivened by the commanding officer, Air Commodore
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Atcherly, a complete madman who, when he discovered that I was an
Old Oundelian – he had been to Oundle too – used to grab me, fill me
up with beer at the bar and have me sit next to him at mess dining
evenings. His twin brother was also an Air Commodore and they were
both very wild airmen. 

After the course I was posted to the Royal Aircraft Establishment
(RAE) at Farnborough, where the director happened to be Sir Ben
Lockspeiser, an old friend of my father. He was an excellent cellist and
I used to go to recitals at his house. My job was liaison between the
Establishment and the RAF on aircraft communication and navigational
equipment, seeing the equipment through its acceptance trials and
eventually writing the service manuals. This was interesting work and
I took the opportunity of building a hi-fi amplifier for myself, with the
help of some German engineers from Telefunken, brought over to the
RAE after the war. One amusing incident was when a young engineer
was about to turn on a new piece of equipment he had spent months
developing. Some of the other engineers pushed a rubber tube up
under it and when it was switched on, blew cigarette smoke through it.
Panic! A bit cruel, but funny. A few months after I arrived Buck
Taylor, my friend from Cranwell, was posted there as my CO. 

That was an enjoyable period. I was being well paid, had no
responsibilities, and could afford the good life. I used to motor cycle
up to London a lot, bought my shirts in Jermyn Street and hand-made
shoes in Duke Street, St James, something I have never been able to
afford since. I even had a few girl friends, most of whom Gerald
pinched when he arrived on the scene. My mother, Ethel, was always
wanting to introduce me to lots of nice girls, but I used to tell her that
I didn’t want to meet ‘nice’ girls. Not that I got very far with girls, nice
or not, though it wasn’t for want of trying.

Gerald’s old regiment, the 3rd Battalion Parachute Regiment, was
stationed just down the road at Aldershot and Gerald’s friend, Len
Wright, invited me to dinner in the mess. It was a notable evening; I
was seated next to the Colonel who filled me up with whisky and
wine, no refusals possible. At the end of the evening I staggered out
and sat quietly on my bike for a few minutes before gingerly driving
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back to Farnborough, feeling as if I were sitting about six feet above
the bike.

I shared a room with a very nice regular Air Force officer who had
spent the war years training pilots in Turkey, which he had found a
very nerve-racking experience. He was also very nervous on the back
of my motor bike and fought it at every bend. His wife lived on their
farm at Boscastle in Cornwall and we used to fly down there at
weekends. It was he who flew me to Southampton when we circled the
liner that was taking Elaine to Africa. Sadly, he was killed a few years
later in a flying accident in Egypt.

It was during this time that Gerald arranged that we should move
out of our parents’ flat in Sussex Gardens into a flat of our own at 96
Westbourne Terrace, only five minutes’ walk away. It was on the
ground floor of what had once been a very elegant early 19th century
terrace house. The long terraces had their own drive parallel to the
road itself, making it seem like a rather grand boulevard. I used to go
there on leave, but the flat was too large for the two of us, so Gerald
invited a friend from King’s, Michael Graham, to share it with us. I
was upset that Gerald had wished a flat sharer on me without any
consultation, but in fact we took to each other immediately and the
three of us have been and still are (in 2011 anyway) lifelong friends.

Out of the RAF and Into Europe

When the time came for me to be demobbed, my ultimate boss, a
Group Captain at 90 Group, headquartered at Medmenham Abbey
(famous for the ‘monks’ of the Hellfire Club who used to have orgies
there in the 18th century), tried to persuade me to take a short service
commission – five years – but that sort of time in the RAF didn’t
appeal to me. Instead I gathered together what money I had, amounting
to about twelve pounds, strapped my luggage, consisting of a zip bag
and two canvas army packs, onto the back of my motor bike and
headed across the channel. First stop, Paris and the flat of my cousin,
Suzanne. It was my first visit to France since the holiday with the
school party from Downsend in 1939 and it was an exciting feeling. It
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rained on the way from Calais but cleared up as I approached Paris
and suddenly, as I reached the brow of the hill at Défence, the whole
length of the Avenue de la Grande Armée stretched before me to the
Arc de Triomph, with the Champs Elysées and the Place de la Concorde
beyond. Today Défence has been built over with the vast Arche and
office blocks, but then the sight in the evening light was breathtaking.
A warm welcome awaited me chez Suzanne.

Suzanne

Suzanne was a remarkable person. I only dimly remembered her from
the holiday she spent with us at Sidmouth when I was about four, and
a lot had happened since then. She was a medical student when the
Germans occupied Paris in 1940. Being an anglophile she quickly
joined a resistance group run from London and led by French speaking
English officers. Suzanne was responsible for the radio, which she hid
in her parents’ house in Montmorency just outside Paris. There was a
courier, a Czech name Peter Natzler, who used to be dropped into
France fairly regularly. He used to bring her boxes of fois gras with a
Fortnum and Mason label. I suppose the feeling was that it was only
one more risk! Eventually the group was betrayed by a neighbour.
The English officers were shot but the Nazis didn’t have any evidence
against Suzanne – they never found the radio. She was sent to
Ravensbrück concentration camp all the same. Being a trained medico
she was useful in the camp and so survived, but it was an experience
that marked her deeply.

When she returned to Paris, proudly displaying the ribbons of the
Croix de Guerre and Légion d’Honneur on her jacket lapel, Suzanne
completed her qualifications as a doctor and became a TB specialist.
She ran her practice from her tiny flat in rue des Boulangers in the
Quartier Latin and had a very bohemian clientele; artists, actors, ballet
dancers, so the atmosphere in her flat was always very lively. A typical
touch was the sight in her kitchen of a row of salamis hanging up, each
with a condom over the end to keep it moist. Initially, with my
schoolboy French, I struggled with the language, catching a word here
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and there but never enough to understand what was being said. But
language seems to be something one absorbs through the skin without
being aware of it and suddenly, one day, I found that my speed of
comprehension had caught up with their speed of talking, and then I
learnt very fast.

Suzanne was an immensely generous spirit in every way. Any
money she had she spent without a care. What upset her, though, was
to see so many inhibited and frustrated young Englishmen from a
country she so much admired. It is a myth that sexual relations became
very relaxed during the war. That wasn’t true in general; the mores of
the times, certainly for the middle class, were too strong for that.
Suzanne dedicated herself to remedying that state of things and when I
arrived in Paris as a twenty three year old virgin she took me firmly in
hand, starting with a visit to a very risqué night club in Montmartre. I
was more than happy to cooperate and she found me a quick learner,
ready to listen to ‘Suzanne’s advices’ as she called them. Sex was for
enjoyment and the more the better. Over time she had more recruits,
Gerald and our friends Louis and Arthur. The only time I shocked
Suzanne was when I suggested some years later that on her next visit
to England, we should have an old boys’ reunion. I owe a great debt to
her and have very fond memories of my ‘education’ by her.

Europe on a Motorcycle

From Paris I continued on to Switzerland, where I stayed with relatives
for a few days; one of my mother’s cousins married a Swiss, Bobbie
Elson, and they had a teenage daughter, Jacqueline, who showed me
around. Switzerland was the one European country untouched by the
war and I felt a stranger there in a way I didn’t in France, almost as
though I came from another planet. I had no shared experiences. The
shops were full of things I hadn’t seen for six years and I couldn’t
resist the temptation, though I had to be very careful with my money,
when I saw marrons glacés in a confectioner’s window. When the girl
asked me how much I wanted I said just one, explaining that I hadn’t
tasted them since before the war, hoping she might just give me one,
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but no. She solemnly weighed one out and gave me the bill. Very
Swiss.

On leaving Switzerland I stayed the night in a little hotel in
Hospental and then went over the Alps at dawn, a magical experience
on a motorbike, though the descent was a bit nerve-racking; the hairpin
bends had gravel on the corners, not much fun on a motorbike. One
could sense a change in the atmosphere immediately. I spent a day or
two in Lugano before going into Italy. Behind me was Switzerland,
clean and clinical, before me Italy, dirty but very much alive. I stayed
in a youth hostel on the outskirts of Milan where I made friends with a
young German and two Swedes. Then I headed west. I hadn’t gone far
when all my luggage fell off. When I had strapped it back on again I
found I was in the village of Gorgonzola. I didn’t buy a cheese, though;
no room for that. Then on through historic towns whose names I
knew so well, Brescia, Vicenza, Verona, Padua, all with so much to see.
I finally rolled into Venice on Mussolini’s first autostrada, Europe’s
first motorway. I parked my bike in the multi-story park on the edge
of town and went with my bags onto a vaporetto into the town to look
for a room. Venice in September was quite as magical as I had expected.
I just walked, looked and absorbed. It was so different from anything I
had experienced, a feast for the eyes, ears and stomach too, though not
always, perhaps, for the nose. In the Piazza San Marco I ran into my
Swedish friends again and we had a rather extravagant meal together.
Finally it was time to move on, so back on the bike and on through
Ferrara and Bologna and over the Apennines to Florence where I had
been given the name of a small hotel near the centre. There was an
amusing crowd there, several young wives of air force officers who,
happily, weren’t there – one of them gave me lessons in Italian, which
was agreeable at all levels – and an attractive couple that I got very
friendly with; he was a young French sculptor and she was his Dutch
girl friend.

The Villa Solaia

Again there was so much to see that it was difficult to drag myself
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away, but finally I was on the road to Sienna and Malafrasca, a little
village a few kilometres from the city, and the Villa Solaia, the home of
the Vivantes. This was a beautiful 18th century villa set in a large estate.
There I had a warm welcome from Cesare and his parents and met his
elder brothers Paolo and Arturo and his younger sister Charis, as well
as their English grandmother. It was a wonderfully stimulating
household. Cesare’s father was a scholar, specializing in the English
romantic poets, and his mother was an artist whose frescos decorated
the walls of the villa. There were other house guests; Professor Fränkel,
a Jewish refugee who was professor of Latin at Oxford where Paolo
was studying; Ruth Draper, a famous American actress who gave a
performance of monologues in London every year and who I had seen
more than once; and Theodore Garman, a very disturbed young man,
bitterly conscious of being Jacob Epstein’s illegitimate son. Ruth
Draper had been engaged to Cesare’s uncle, Lauro de Bosis, a poet
who had written a book, Icaro (Icarus in Italian), and who died
dramatically as an anti-fascist exile. He hired a plane in France and
dropped anti-fascist literature over Rome one summer mid-day. He
turned back to France but was never seen again: did he too fly too near
the sun or was it the Italian fighter planes?

There was much amusing and erudite talk over dinner and
afterwards Professor Fränkel sometimes read Latin poetry to us, with
the Vivantes wincing at his strong German accent. The following year
Ruth Draper invited me to her show in London and we had dinner
together afterwards. There was another incident arising from my visit
to Solaia. Charis was a great friend of Epstein’s daughter, Esther, and
said she was beautiful, as one can see from the bronzes Epstein made
of her. She said I must meet her and gave me a present to give to her,
which I duly took to her house in excited anticipation. The door was
opened by Epstein himself, a very large and forbidding figure. I
explained that I had come with a present for Esther which Charis had
asked me to deliver personally. “No” said Epstein, grabbing the present,
“I’ll give it to her” and he shut the door very firmly. End of that
romantic possibility!
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With Cesare round Italy

After a few idyllic weeks at Solaia, talking, walking, sitting in the sun,
eating the delicious food prepared by their cook and drinking the wine
from their own vineyards, it was time for Cesare and me to start on
our odyssey round Italy. Cesare protested at the pillion seat on the
motor bike, which indeed wasn’t very comfortable, but he eventually
got used to it. We went first to Arrezo, to see the famous series of
frescos by Piero della Francesca, the Story of the Cross, in the church
there. This was my first real introduction to Piero and it was quite
overwhelming. 

We then went on to Sansepolcro, where Piero painted The
Resurrection on the wall of the little town hall. Many consider this the
finest painting ever and Cesare and I just sat in front of it for perhaps
half an hour, totally absorbed. Then it was on to Perugia, the home
town of Perugino, Assisi with its wonderful Giottos, through Terni,
and finally down to Rome. Cesare had good friends there, Paula
Olivetti, ex-wife of the typewriter king, her partner Carlo Levi, a well
known novelist, and Paula’s beautiful daughter Lydia. I was very
attracted to Lydia but Cesare was more interested in her mother, with
whom he had had an affair. Lydia, unfortunately, found Englishmen
boring. Cesare’s brother, Arturo, a medical student, was also in Rome
and he took me on tours of the city on his moped, which was a very
good way to see it.

We spent several days in Rome and then went on south to Naples,
Pompeii and over to Capri where we stayed in a convent run by
German nuns. Our room had a terrace overlooking the Bay of Naples
and we used to have our evening meals there, having bought all sorts
of delicious things in the town. Capri is a lovely place to wander
around, with much to see, and I even found that the water, in October,
was warm enough for swimming.

After Capri we took the magnificent coastal road from Sorrento to
Salerno, through villages clinging to the steep hillside, and from Salerno
down to the Greek temples at Paestum, some of the finest outside
Greece with a fine display of the range of capitals on the pillars, from
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Doric to Corinthian. We had a coffee in the railway station and
counted our money, to see if we had enough to go on to Sicily.
Unfortunately we hadn’t so that was the furthest south we got. Cesare
felt that he had better get back to Solaia, so he caught a train and I
cruised gently back to Naples, solo again.

It was in Naples that I fell for one of the classic con tricks, involving
a pretend sailor from South America with a valuable carpet for sale.
After a lot of complicated manoeuvres I was left with the carpet, which
of course was worth nothing, and without my money. It was almost
identical to one played on Neil in California many, many years later
(and I had warned him too!). I had to beat a rapid retreat back to Rome,
having to make a rather scary night ride over the mountains on what
was then a not very good road. Carlo Levi lent me enough money to
get back to Solaia, where I licked my wounds for a few days, and
borrowed more money from Cesare for the return journey back home.

The journey back was relatively uneventful, except for getting lost
in a storm in the mountains above Genoa and having a chain break on
the seafront in Nice. That was a bit frightening as it made the most
terrible noise and I thought the whole engine had exploded, but I
managed to mend it, sitting on the curb at the road side. Then back to
Paris, buying some nougat in Montelimar on the way. I stayed with
Suzanne for a few more days, which enabled me to see some of the
night life in Montmartre, propping up the bar in a few night clubs,
clutching the one mandatory drink, and walking back to the Quartier
Latin in the small hours, calling in at Les Halles, then the main market
in Paris with cafes open all night, for one of their famous onion soups.
Then back to London.

Gutka

It was at this time that Gutka entered our lives. Gutka (Gustawa)
Stendig, the daughter of Leopold Infeld’s favourite sister, Felicja, came
from Cracow and was a survivor of Plaszow, Auschwitz and Belsen
concentration camps, where she witnessed things which no one, least
of all a young adolescent, should ever have to see.

98

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 98



The Stendig family, Jakub, Felicja, Joseph and Gutka, lived in a
comfortable flat in Cracow, near the castle. When the Nazis occupied
Poland they herded all the Jews in Cracow into a new ghetto which
they had built across the river. In the eighteen months they were there
the family had sixteen different addresses, always trying to keep one
move ahead of the Gestapo, but finally, along with all the other
inhabitants, they were marched along the road to the concentration
camp at Plaszow, commanded by the infamous Amon Göth: if you
have seen the film Schindler’s List you will know something about
that monster. While the family were there an architect prisoner was
ordered to build some barracks for the SS, but the ground was marshy
and the buildings collapsed. The architect was shot and another
architect was ordered onto the job, but the same thing happened and
he too was shot. Finally Jakub, who was also an architect, was given
the job. This time the buildings stayed up!

Jakub was then sent to a work camp and Felicja and Gutka were
sent to Auschwitz-Birkenau, from where they were transferred to
Bergen-Belsen, both notorious camps. Belsen was liberated by the
British Army on 15th April 1945 but Felicja died on May 2nd. Gutka
herself had typhus but her mother had taught her English in the camp
so when she recovered she became an interpreter for the British Army,
working in the hospital. She left the Army to join a transport to
Sweden. She wrote:

Three weeks quarantine in Lund Girls School allowed me to organise
a soirée in which we, the newcomers, presented a sketch I wrote and
everyone contributed their talent in singing or dancing. The soiree
brought together many of the high-ups who came to have a look at us
and through this contact with the local “gentry” I got permission to
relocate to Malmo (with a few friends) and to look for work there.
Otherwise we would have been sent to convalescent places in the
country. I definitely needed it but I could not envisage sitting without
work and having the time to think of all that evil which we had
witnessed. I felt I would have gone “off my rocker”.

I learnt Swedish quickly and was able to take an office job with
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the Jewish Committee in Malmo, but in May 1946 I relocated to
Stockholm, after my Father succeeded in coming to Sweden, from
Poland, where he was working for the Historical Commission in
Cracow and for the Polish Radio.

We stayed together for a short time, but on June 18, the day of
his birthday, my father shipped me off to England in order to get a
University education. My mother had asked me to contact my family
in Britain after the war, which I did and got a visa to England already
in November 1945. Father insisted that I go.

Shortly after she arrived in England Gutka came to live with Gerald,
Michael and me in Westbourne Terrace. She was an extraordinary girl,
full of energy, writing music and poetry in English, always active. And
she had the most beautiful and expressive blue eyes. She was determined
to become a doctor as she believed she could have saved her mother if
she had had some medical knowledge. Felicja did not die of starvation,
as many of the prisoners did, but of an illness, perhaps typhus, which
could have been cured. Gutka was a brilliant girl and passed her
entrance examinations without difficulty. We could not get her a place
in an English hospital but Gerald managed to get her a place at Trinity
College, Dublin, where she qualified as a doctor in the shortest possible
time, and also acquired a delightful Irish accent which she never quite
lost. After qualifying she came back to our flat in Westbourne Terrace
and learnt that her brother Joseph had survived and was living with
their father in Israel. She immediately went to see them and returned
happy and starry-eyed; on the boat back she met a wonderful Swede
and had a great romance. They corresponded, but his letters became
less frequent and not quite so warm. She said “I don’t understand what
this means. I must go to Sweden to see him.” We said “We understand
exactly what it means, Gussie, don’t go to Sweden, you’ll only get
hurt.” But being Gutka she went and the next thing we heard was that
she was married, not to the man she met on the boat but to another
Swede, Per-Ola Lindberg!

Gutka had to do her qualifying year in hospital but Per-Ola could
not get a work permit in England, so they spent the first year of their
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marriage with Gutka in a London hospital and Per-Ola a music student
in Stockholm. He was able to visit occasionally and they used to come
for a meal at our flat, always very hungry.

When Gutka went back to Sweden she had to qualify all over again
in Swedish. What drive, what determination! Then she got a job at the
famous Karolinska Hospital.

In later years, when I visited Sweden fairly regularly on business, I
used to stay with Gutka and her daughters, Miriam and Eva. By that
time she was separated from Per-Ola but I used to see him too, at the
hostel for delinquent youths he was managing. Per-Ola was a nice,
gentle man but he had been a young hippy and I suppose remained one
all his life, but perhaps not husband material, though Gutka wasn’t an
easy person to live with. I often stayed with Gutka and the girls in
their house in Stockholm and later at their flat in Hässelby Strand.

Gutka took the girls to live in Israel but returned to Sweden, on the
advice of the Swedish Consul, during the Six Day War. Being a full-
time doctor the girls had to look after the household, as well as their
schooling and this, together with their moving to Israel and then back
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again, may have put some strain on them: for whatever reason Miriam,
who was a sensitive, artistic girl, committed suicide when she was 18.
This was a devastating blow to Gutka from which she never really
recovered. After that she and Eva moved back to Israel where Gutka
became a professor at Tel-Aviv University. Gutka published several
books of her poems, some of which were conceived and memorised in
the camps, where writing wasn’t possible. We remained in contact, by
phone and e-mail, until her death in 2009.

Gutka’s brother Joseph (later Joseph Tsur) also survived the
Holocaust but in quite a different way. His story is well worth telling
and it is attached in Appendix 2. 

Adam

Adam Schanzer (later Spencer) was, in a way, part of the Gutka story.
We got to know him through her and indeed they became engaged. He
was Polish and had also had a troubled war, though a very different
one. As a young boy he somehow managed to escape the Nazis and
lived with the partisans in the forests. Later he got to Italy, though we
were never clear as to how or why, before coming to England where
there was a large community of Polish refugees in Finchley, where he
met Gutka. I don’t remember the circumstances that led him to come
and live with us, some time after he broke with Gutka and she had left
for Sweden. He had hoped to become a doctor, like Gutka, but clearly
didn’t have the intellectual capacity, which put a strain on their
relationship, so he decided to train as a pharmacist. He was a cheerful
companion, with great charm, and much more experienced in many
ways that Gerald, Michael and me, particularly about girls: he used to
arrange exciting parties in our flat. So it was a surprise and a shock to
us when one day he very suddenly became paranoid. He was sure that
‘they’ were after him and became very distressed if one of us was not
with him. It was over a weekend and we took it in turns to sit with
him, day and night. To whoever went in he said how glad he was that
it was him as he didn’t trust the other two.

It took us a surprisingly long time for us to realise that he had
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become totally unhinged. I phoned my cousin Jean, the doctor, who
said that we must get him to hospital immediately. It took a long time
for us to persuade him of this and when we finally got him into our car
it wouldn’t start. He was out of it like a shot, shouting “They’ve fixed
it” and it took us more time to get him into a taxi to St Mary’s
Hospital, just round the corner. When we went to see him the next day
he was in a padded cell and had taken off all his clothes.

He was sent to a mental hospital in Epsom, where he had the
barbaric treatments of those days of electrical shock and insulin shock.
I would go to see him quite frequently and usually found him looking
at a newspaper upside down. He didn’t talk but would accept a
cigarette – they were allowed to smoke but not have matches – but
wouldn’t light it until I had lit mine, when he would lean over and take
mine and give me his: if it was safe enough for me it was safe enough
for him. He was in the hospital for two years and amazingly made a
complete recovery. When Gerald and I went to collect him the doctor
advised that he shouldn’t return to live with us as there was a risk of
violence. But of course we took him back with us.

He gave up any professional ambitions and decided to go to Paris
and set up as an import agent dealing in cocoa from Africa, in which he
was very successful. He also met a delightful and beautiful French lady,
Colette, an eye specialist who had previously been unhappily married
to an Irishman with whom she had a son. Colette’s parents, we were
amused to hear, were not impressed by her marrying another
Englishman: Adam was scarcely your typical Brit! However they got
married and were very happy, though they were not able to have any
children together. I visited them regularly on my visits to Paris. Adam
always looked upon us as his family and when he got cancer when only
in his fifties Gerald and I went to see him in hospital before he died.

I continued to keep in touch with Colette and we still exchange
Christmas cards. 

A Job at Last 

Back to 1949, when my problem was what to do with my life. By now I
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had a reasonable technical background but knew I wasn’t any good at
development work. I also had other interests; art, music and a recent
fascination with typography. I had been advised by an industrial
psychologist that it would be sensible for me to have work which I
could plan myself rather than a nine to five job, as it was clear that I
responded badly to pressure. I have often wondered how much happier
I might have been if I had adopted his advice, but I really didn’t seem to
have the requisite talent. In the end I opted for a job in technical
advertising and joined the Technical Advertising Service, a small
advertising agency in Aldwych House, run by two very eccentric men
and a small staff. I was assistant to the managing director, account
executive and chief copy writer. It was there I met Monica, who worked
in the production department. She was pretty, blonde and rather shy but
we were attracted to each other and I took her to Paris for a weekend
where Suzanne looked after us, pleased to see that I was following her
‘advices’. We had a long affair, lasting about three years, but I didn’t
treat her very well and that is something I have always regretted.

It was clear that if I wanted a career in advertising I should have to
join a main line agency, technical advertising being just a backwater, so
I accepted a job at Service Advertising, one of the leading agencies
then, in Brook Street. One advantage was that I could walk to work –
not many Londoners could do that – across Hyde Park. One day,
rather behind schedule, I threw my raincoat over my arm and was over
half way to the office, too late to turn back, when I realized that it was
my dressing gown: much hilarity when I arrived. I was made an
account executive, really a glorified errand boy between the client and
the agency, on the English Electric and Dewars Whisky accounts. The
big agency life was quite entertaining but I could never take it seriously,
nor believe that advertising was fulfilling a useful social function. This
must have been evident as one day the managing director, Sidney
Horniblow, took me out to lunch at the Savoy and gently said that
they didn’t want to lose me but if I felt that advertising was not the life
for me, I really had better get out. This was very perceptive and kind
of him. He introduced me to the top management of English Electric,
a very large engineering group making, amongst other things, a twin-
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engine bomber, and having an important electronic subsidiary, Marconi,
founded by the inventor of radio, Guglielmo Marconi. I joined the
Marconi Aeronautical Division, which made aircraft communication
and navigation equipment and ground navigational aids, in Chelmsford
as a sales engineer in 1952.

Marconi and Denise

I spent the first week on an introductory course at Croydon Airport,
which was still operating, and then had to find lodgings in Chelmsford.
Somehow I had an introduction to the Rev. Middleton, the rector of
West Hanningfield, a small village not far from the town. He and his
wife, four lively children and a somnolent dog, lived in a fine old
Georgian rectory. Our negotiations began a bit slowly but when we
both admitted that we had never done it before there were no problems.
It was a lovely family and ideal lodgings. They were very broadminded
and the rector explained that I mustn’t be shocked by the realities of
village life: nobody got married until they had to. His definition of a
respectable marriage was when the bride could still kneel down.

In parallel with all this was my relationship with Denise. We had
met at a dance in 1948. Gerald and I were then much in demand in the
rich Jewish community: we weren’t rich but our Cambridge
backgrounds and Gerald’s impressive war record made us good
marriage material. We had been to tea with one phenomenally rich
family and the daughter told us she was having a dance the following
week at the Rubens Hotel, quite a posh place in those days. Clearly
short of men, she invited us, and I went. The party was in a vast
ballroom with a band playing dance music. There were two attractive
girls standing together so I went over to them; they were cousins,
Denise and Yvette. I danced and talked with them both. I thought of
asking Denise for her phone number, but I had so many phone
numbers, none of which seemed to lead to anything very exciting, so I
didn’t. I regretted it immediately. However, I saw her again at a charity
dance at the Grosvenor House Hotel and managed to dance with her
in the Paul Jones, but not for long enough to get the vital information.
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I waited for her outside at the end, but missed her. Desperate, I phoned
up the family who had invited me to the party and the son said, yes, he
knew Denise Michaels well and gave me her phone number. When I
rang, the phone was answered by her father, who wasn’t very
welcoming – I found out later that he hated the phone – but he did
pass me over to Denise and I made a date to take her to the Victoria
and Albert museum: how romantic can one get! She wore thick brown
knitted stockings for the occasion, not the most sexy things, but
actually quite popular at the time and very much Denise’s style – not
exactly blue-stocking, but getting quite close. I found her quite
fascinating.

Denise was unusual in many respects. She was half Canadian,
through her father, Alfred, and half Belgian, through her mother,
Rebecca. Alfred’s grandfather had emigrated from Europe to Canada
and founded a tobacco company in Montreal, which Alfred and his
brother Michael later ran. Their best known product was a ten cent
cigar called Stonewall Jackson, after the American civil war general.
The company was sold to British-American Tobacco, who stopped
making the cigar because Canadian soldiers who had fought in France
had developed a taste for cigarettes.

On the Belgian side Denise and Ghislaine’s grandfather, Samuel
Freedman, was born in Russia, or perhaps Poland, and emigrated to
Dundee where he had a relative who owned a small jewellers shop. A
marriage was arranged for him with a Polish girl, who was brought
over to Scotland: she was known as La Belle Polonaise. Denise was
very shocked to discover, from their marriage certificate, that she was
illiterate – she signed with a cross – but she was greatly loved by her
nine children. The marriage was not a happy one, though.

The two eldest children, Isadore and Jack, were born in Dundee.
The family then moved to Antwerp, where Samuel set up a diamond
business, and the remaining children, Rebecca, Denise’s mother,
Maurice, Henriette, Yvette’s mother, Fanny, Albert, Bernard and
Arthur, Ghislaine’s father, were born. Samuel sent his sons all over the
world to sell diamonds and the eldest, Isadore, went to Canada where
he settled and married Rosie Michaels. Rebecca went over for the
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wedding and met Rosie’s brother, Alfred. They fell in love and married
in 1909, when Alfred was 25 and Rebecca 21. Denise was born in
Montreal in 1926 but Rebecca never really felt at home in Canada,
though she was very fond of the Michaels family, and they returned to
Europe in 1932 and settled in London.

Alfred and Rebecca had been trying for a child for seventeen years
and this, together with an early mastoid infection when she nearly
died, meant that Denise was a very precious child. She was considered
too delicate (imagine!) to go to school and so was educated by a
private tutor, the formidable Miss Bedford, together with her friend
Toinette Knox-Little. When the war came Alfred was sent to Bermuda
as a censor and Rebecca and Denise went to stay with Rebecca’s sister,
Henriette Kostoris, and her family in Manchester. Denise went to
Altrincham High School there with her cousin, Yvette. Rebecca and
Denise then joined Alfred in Bermuda, where they spent most of the
rest of the war, living an idyllic life. Denise went to Bermuda High
School where she got a first class education. Meanwhile Yvette had
been evacuated to Montreal to live with the Michaels family.

Towards the end of the war, after a brief stay with the family in
Montreal, they all came back to England on what was probably the
last convoy. Denise sat for the Cambridge entrance exam and would
have been given a place if she had been prepared to study history, but
she was determined to study economics and government and so went
to the London School of Economics (LSE). This meant she could live
at home – a dubious way to get the best out of university life I think,
though she enjoyed it.

After graduating Denise wanted to become a probation officer but
she was too young to apply. She joined the Estate Duty Office, a
government department, for two years instead. 

Denise and I had a curious relationship for the first five years, she
confiding her boyfriend problems and I my girlfriend problems. For
most of this time Denise was training to be a probation officer, which
meant spending time in Bristol, Manchester and Tunbridge Wells. We
managed to see quite a lot of each other, though. When I finally
proposed, it took me quite some time to persuade her to accept. By

107

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 107



that time I had been accepted by her family. Initially her mother,
Rebecca, was very wary as she couldn’t place me, but when she
discovered that a good friend of hers knew my aunt Ann, everything
was alright: I existed! We used to go out quite a lot on my motorbike,
which Rebecca didn’t approve of. We tried to keep it quiet, but
sometimes we would get back to their flat with our teeth chattering
from the cold, so it probably wasn’t much of a secret.

We were together at the Farnborough Air Show when a prototype
fighter broke up in mid air just in front of us. The two engines flew
over our heads, killing hundreds in the crowds. 

I was living in Westbourne Terrace and the Michaels’ flat was in a
large old hotel, the Royal Palace Hotel, which had been requisitioned
by the council: the Michaels had been allocated a flat there as they had
lived in Kensington before the war. It was in a superb position on
Kensington Road next to Kensington Gardens; their flat looked straight
out onto the gardens. My route there went across Kensington Gardens,
by the Speke Memorial, and round the Round Pond. It became a well-
trodden path. By this time Denise had just started her training as a
probation officer. She used to enjoy shocking her mother, who I think
secretly rather enjoyed being shocked, by casually describing her cases:
the very young daughter of a large family was pregnant (Denise!), the
father was in prison (Denise!), he was the cause of the pregnancy
(Denise!!). “Oh yes, these things are quite common in the East End.”

After her training Denise was appointed to the East London
Juvenile Court, based at Toynbee Hall, working from the probation
office in Hoxton. The court had an unusual set of magistrates; the
chairman was Sir Basil Henriques, who lived with his family in the
Bernhard Baron Settlement in the East End which he had founded; he
was supported by Miriam Moses, a formidable social worker who
founded the Brady Girls Club, and Lady Cynthia Colville, a Lady in
Waiting to the Queen. Denise used to do the rounds of her families on
a bicycle, something I don’t think one would want to do there today.
It was a pretty rough area even then, but Denise never had any trouble.
Sir Basil came to our wedding and gave us a very beautiful Georgian
silver sugar shaker.
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I took Denise to Paris to meet Suzanne. We stayed in a very
shabby little hotel on the Boulevard St Michel. We had dinner at a nice
restaurant near the river and consumed a bottle of gewürztraminer,
then staggered back up the Boul Mich to our hotel. The gewürz is still
one of my favourite wines. It was on a later visit to Paris, though, after
we were married, that Denise had a very fashionable haircut, the gamin
(urchin) look – very short – and was looking very stylish and
Parisienne. She was rather put out when a flower seller called out, as
she was passing, “Lovely roses”. It was, of course, her walk that gave
her away; no French girl walked with her athletic stride, not in those
days, anyway.

Marriage and Parenthood 

We were engaged for about a year, during which time Denise got
pregnant. This was not as acceptable in those days as it is today and
Denise’s parents in particular had a very Victorian concept of morality
and would have been horrified to think that their virtuous daughter
could do such a thing. The whole thing had to be kept secret. We were
married in the orthodox synagogue in Dennington Park Road, Kilburn,
by a rabbi whom Gerald had met in Egypt when he was Jewish
chaplain to the 8th Army, a very nice man. The wedding was a bit
tricky; Denise’s condition was not at all obvious, but her wedding
dress had become a bit tight. She was breathing heavily as we stood
together under the chuppa and I was afraid she was going to faint. But
all went well, and we had a very nice reception at 100 Piccadilly, near
Hyde Park Corner.

Harry bought a tiny car for us, a pre-war Fiat 500 Topolino (little
mouse) with an open top, and in it we went off on our honeymoon.
We flew to Le Touquet from Lydd in Kent on a car ferry – they had
flying car ferries in those days – and spent the first part of the holiday
in a little hotel, Les Muettes, in Morgat on the Baie de Douarnenez in
Britanny. It was a quaint place with wonderful food, five course
lunches and seven course dinners, but no running water. A jug of hot
water was brought up to one’s room in the morning, and the WC was
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at the bottom of the garden. It was an idyllic place, though Denise,
suffering from morning sickness, couldn’t fully enjoy the meals. We
went on a tour of the Loire Valley, visiting all the chateaux. It was then
we discovered an awkward problem with the car. The engine was apt
to stall and there were a few teeth missing on the starter wheel, so very
often it would not restart and one had to put it in gear leap out and
push the car forward a yard or two. Then, with luck, it would start.

It was during this holiday that we made arrangements with Suzanne
for the birth. I was visiting France for Marconi quite a bit already and
arranged a trip on which Denise would accompany me, supposedly so
that we could have a last holiday together before the baby was born.
Suzanne had a doctor friend, Dr Vesier, who was an accoucheur and
would book a place in a little clinic Suzanne knew next to Place Pigalle.
The plan was that after the ‘premature birth’ Denise would spend a
few weeks with Suzanne’s brother and sister-in-law, Pierre and Ginette,
at Montmorency, so that when she returned to England the baby
would have had a chance to put on some weight. 

It would all have been fine except that, at the last moment, my boss
decided he didn’t want me to go to France just then, so Denise had to
go by herself, with me following a week later. However, just a few
days later I was woken in the middle of the night by the Middletons,
with whom I was staying while Denise was away. They always sat up
late in the kitchen and woke me to say that Suzanne was on the phone:
David had been born. Denise had been staying at Montmorency and,
having had a large meal of curry, was walking in the woods when she
began to feel the birth pains. Pierre rushed back from Paris, where he
worked, and took her to the clinic where David was born shortly
afterwards. I caught the plane over the next day and went to see them
both: David was a very normal baby and Denise was fine and being fed
with beer! 

David’s birth, in March 1954, had to be registered both at the local
office in the Quartier Latin and at the British Consulate. Denise went
to Montmorency, as arranged, and I returned to England. Her return a
few weeks later caused no doubtful comments and we do not think
that Rebecca and Alfred suspected anything, though we think Ethel
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had a very good idea of it; however she never ever gave a hint of this.
So decorum and, much more important, respectability, remained
unblemished.

We spent the first months of our marriage in digs in Brentwood,
which was convenient for Denise as she was still working in the East
End. One was in a very nice house, but the landlady turned out to be,
literally, a lunatic: when the moon was in a particular phase she went
absolutely mad and started persecuting us, removing our light bulbs,
not giving us breakfast and generally making life impossible. We left
rapidly but I had to inform the police as she was constantly making
abusive phone calls to me at the office and withholding our post. She
was well known to the police. We began house hunting, and a pretty
discouraging business that was. We saw an endless succession of little
1920s built semis in gloomy suburban estates, each more depressing
than the last. We became very familiar with estate agents’ euphemisms:
‘manageable garden’ was code for a grass plot one metre square with a
30cm border containing two or three straggly flowers.

Hillside

Finally we found our ideal home, a beautiful 17th century wood framed,
white weatherboard clad cottage, Hillside, in real countryside in Essex
near Braintree, between the villages of White and Black Notley. It had
four bedrooms and two sitting rooms, each with a bay window looking
straight out onto the garden. It was on the side of a hill, well above the
road, with a large field above leading to the pub at the top of the hill.
The garden was terraced, with a rose bed in front of the house and a
bank down to the main lawn at the bottom of which was a high
cypress hedge. Behind the hedge were a small kitchen garden and the
cottage of our neighbours, two elderly spinsters, Miss Groom and
Miss Blyth. There were also a number of fruit trees. To the north,
beyond the edge of the garden, was a shallow valley and on the hill
opposite a little train trundled between Braintree and Witham, where
the main line to London ran. The cottage was more than we could
afford – £3,000 – but Harry and Ethel helped us with an advance on
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our ‘expectations’.
It was to this cottage, Hillside, that we took David when he was

brought back from France. I remember our first night there; we were
sitting in the kitchen in the evening and there, on the bank outside the
kitchen window, a rabbit was sitting – for townies like us it was a
thrilling experience of living in the country. The original name of the
cottage was Hatchcroft House, and it came with an amazing collection
of title deeds, going back to the 18th century. Lawyers were paid by the
word then, so they were very long and very ornate. There were also
some very early inventories.

The cottage was a bit primitive in some respects. It did have central
heating but the system was fired by a rather unreliable coke boiler that
eventually burst, flooding the boiler room. Harry found a second-
hand Aga cooker for us. For the laundry we had been given a rather
ancient washing machine by Denise’s cousin, Yvette. This was a round
tub on wheels, with a paddle that turned inside and a power driven
mangle on top, through which one fed the washed clothes to squeeze
the water out of them before hanging them on the line in the garden.
Our line was always full of nappies – towelling nappies were always
used in those days – and one day David, looking at our neighbours’
washing line, said “Goom’s nappies”.

Claire’s birth, in March 1956, had drama of a different sort. Denise
had decided to have Claire at home. The midwife came and was giving
Denise gas and air to relieve the pain. Denise was sucking hard but not
getting anything. I could see that the dial on the cylinder was registering
zero so I tapped the midwife on the shoulder and pointed to it. She
told me to get the spare from the boot of her car but there was no spare
in the boot. Very angry, I said I would call the doctor but she said,
“No. I need you here. Hold her leg.” So I was the unwilling assistant.
And suddenly Claire was there, looking rather beady-eyed over the
experience. To make matters worse, the midwife managed to spill a
drop of boiling water on Claire’s arm; she has the scar still. Claire was
a very pretty baby. Ethel came up the next day to look after David and
the household, which was a great boon.

We had planned to have two children and then later, another two,
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but Mark’s birth, in September 1957, was only eighteen months after
Claire’s and was certainly not as planned. But Mark was such a lovely
baby, how could we not be delighted? He was born in the hospital in
Braintree; we had had enough of home births. By this time we were
quite relaxed about births, I was, anyway, and was entertaining Jean
Collard, head of communications at Air France, to dinner in a hotel in
Witham when I got the news. We celebrated with brandy and cigars.

Neil was also born in Braintree, in September 1960. We had been
hoping for a girl to balance up the family. As was the practice at the
time, the baby was whipped away at birth and put in a cot in the baby
ward. The midwife came to Denise and said “It’s a lovely boy”, to
which Denise replied, a bit dolefully, “Are you sure?” Neil was a
lovely baby, though, and we were all very happy. Denise had promised
David that the baby would be a friend for him as he was feeling a bit
left out, and so it proved, and has been ever since.

Travel

At this time I was travelling a lot, being abroad about a third of the
year. Once I was sent to the Argentine to try to rescue a contract that
we were losing to the Americans. They had found the right people to
bribe whereas our local office apparently hadn’t. My boss, Sweny, said
“Brian, I have no confidence in those chaps. Go and tell me what to
do.” The journey was a long one, 33 hours in an Air France Lockheed
Super Constellation piston engine plane. Marconi didn’t pay much
but, to establish the company’s prestige, we always travelled first class
and stayed in the best hotels. On that flight I got a taste for caviar
served with vodka. I was met at the airport in Buenos Aires by one of
our staff who confided, “Many years ago Sweny sent me out here for a
month, but kept me on and on. It broke up my marriage. But I am
happily married to a local girl now and have a family here. But that’s
Sweny for you: don’t let it happen to you.” I assessed the situation and
cabled Sweny to advise what we ought to do. He replied very quickly
with “Don’t agree”. I suppose I might have expected it.

I spent several weeks in Buenos Aires, trying to make useful
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contacts in the Argentine ministries and military without much success.
I was approached by a dubious Swedish count who claimed to be able
to solve all my problems – for a consideration! But nothing worked. I
was clearly too late. My consolation was that Sir Thomas Beecham,
my favourite conductor, was giving a series of operas at the Opera
House. There were also a number of clubs with fantastic black dancing
troupes. I used to go for dinner to a little ethnic restaurant and worked
steadily through their menu, of which I couldn’t understand a word: I
had some exciting and delicious meals and a few inedible ones too. I
also saw The Bridge Over the River Kwai with Spanish subtitles. I had
been told that, speaking French, I would have no trouble with Spanish.
Error. It’s a totally different language, though I did pick up some of it.

I then had a telegram from Sweny saying, “What are you up to,
Brian. Don’t you know your marriage is breaking up? Denise has
three children down with measles and is frantic.” I immediately wrote
home, but it took a week for my letter to get there and another week
for me to get a reply and by that time I had given up on the Argentine
and moved on to Sao Paolo in Brazil, from where, with the aid of a
colleague who was a ham radio enthusiast, I was able to speak to
Denise (quite illegally) and we were able to reassure each other. I then
went on to Trinidad, British Guiana, as it then was, Venezuela, Mexico
and finally New York, from where I returned to England on the de
Havilland Comet I, the first commercial jet airliner ever made. Our
Aeronautical Division supplied all the radio equipment for this aircraft,
including the direction finders which were mounted inside the aircraft
below Perspex windows in the top of the fuselage, a technical
innovation. It was the cut-outs for these windows that caused several
fatal crashes of the Comet. Extensive testing established that this was
due to metal fatigue, which was not known about until then. After
several years the Comet II was introduced, but by then it was too late
to compete with the Boeing 707 and the UK had lost its lead in jet
passenger transport.

The amount of time I was spending overseas was putting a strain
on our family life. After a long overseas trip I was alarmed when
David said to me, “When are you going home?” When I said that I was
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home he said, “No, not here. Where you live!” I don’t think he was
very happy that I had come home. I then promised Denise that if I was
still doing the same job in five years time I would resign. Luckily I was
promoted before then. 

As you can tell, Sweny was not an easy person to work for. He was
a very twisted man and once, when he came to visit us, he told us with
relish how his son had kicked a football into his favourite daffodil bed
and how, as a punishment, he had made him trample up and down the
bed until every daffodil was flattened, by which time his son was
crying his eyes out. He was very proud of that! When I was Sales and
Marketing Manager he asked me to initiate a project, which I did quite
successfully. Sweny, however, was not satisfied with my approach and
demanded that I admit that it was wrong. I said that he was the boss
and if he told me to do it differently, I would, but I wouldn’t accept
that I was wrong because I didn’t think I was. That wasn’t good
enough for him, though, and he fired me. I was unemployed for a day
or two until the personnel manager told him he couldn’t do that.

One of the products I was responsible for selling was a navigational
system utilizing the Doppler principle. It was important because it was
the first system that could work independently of ground stations, and
gave speed and direction of travel (not always the same as heading,
because of drift), allowing position, time to destination and so on to be
computed. When this was launched I persuaded the company to buy
an old transport aircraft, a Vickers Viking, in which we fitted the
equipment and I took it and a small team on a European tour. We
demonstrated it to airlines and air forces in Italy, France, Belgium,
Holland, Germany and Sweden. We had had a demonstration in Bonn
on a Friday and when we took off afterwards I said to the crew, “Our
next demonstration is on Monday in Stockholm. We have Europe at
our disposal. Where shall we spend the weekend?” The vote was for
Copenhagen. This tour resulted, after a lot of discussions and
negotiations, in our getting a contract with the French Air Force to
supply the equipment and develop a special computer for the Mirage
IV, de Gaulle’s Force de Frappe. It was almost unprecedented for the
French Air Force to buy equipment abroad.
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Another negotiation I led was with the Yugoslav government who
wanted to produce a piece of our equipment under license. This was
both long and difficult as the Yugoslavs wanted me to guarantee that
the performance of their manufactured equipment would be the same
as ours. My position was that we would give them the drawings, our
own manufacturing instructions, train their personnel and give
assistance with the start up of production, but we couldn’t guarantee
that what they produced would have the same performance as ours. I
and a colleague, John Forbes, were in Belgrade for a month arguing
over the contract details. Their policy was to wear us down. At one
point I told them that we clearly couldn’t reach agreement and I was
going home. I knew that they had firm instructions to have the license
but they called my bluff. The two of us sat in the airport concocting a
story about fresh instructions from home, which allowed us to get
back around the table. I had to give way on a number of points but not
the main one, and we did finally sign the contract. When we got back I
told the contracts manager that he wasn’t going to be happy as I had
given a lot of ground. He looked at the contract and said, “This is
going to be wonderful.” And so it turned out.

Laindon Ponds

When the Marconi Aeronautical Division moved from Chelmsford to
a new factory in Basildon, the journey from White Notley became
rather too much. After nine years we were sad to leave Hillside, but
we found a rather fine house near Basildon. Laindon Ponds, in Wash
Road, was a 16th century wood framed house built of old ships’
timbers. It was on the route between the village of Galleywood,
which provided timber for the Elizabethan fleet, and Tilbury, where
the ships were built. Old timbers from ships which had been broken
up were dropped off along the route for house building. Our house
was built round an enormous chimney stack which we were advised
was dangerous and had to be taken down. This greatly increased the
space in the sitting room, which then became a large ‘L’ shaped room.
The chimney had a number of carved wood panels covering it, which
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I preserved for future use – I eventually made a large blanket chest,
now in the dining room at Spanden, using the panels for the lid and
sides.

Laindon Ponds was a large house with generous size rooms. Several
led off each other, which wasn’t very convenient, but we managed to
live with it. Our bedroom had a large dip in one corner, where the main
supporting beam had decayed many years ago. There was only one
bathroom, downstairs, and the ceiling was so low the bath had to be
sunk into the floor so that one could stand up. There was also a priest
hole, a hidden space where catholic, and sometimes protestant, priests
could be hidden during the periods of religious repression. We made an
enormous kitchen by knocking several smaller rooms together: it was
on two slightly different levels and the fixed kitchen table I made had to
have different size legs, and we had chairs on one side and rather higher
stools on the other. Harry again found us a second-hand Aga, with four
ovens, which was wonderful. Agas in those days were coal or coke
fired, rather messy but well worth it. The timber frame, lath and plaster
construction of the house had lamb’s wool stuffed cavities; the insulation
was excellent and the house very economical to heat.

There was a large moat round the house and garden, with a bridge
over it and ducks on it. The moat was not a defensive one but built to
protect the garden from marauding animals and quite common in the
16th century. When we were walking round it we saw a dead bird in the
water, feet up. We said “Oh dear, we have lost one of our ducks.” But
Mark, then five, said, “That isn’t a duck, it’s a chicken; look at the
feet.” already showing signs of his later development. Denise insisted
that I put wire round the moat to prevent the children from falling in. I
protested that we did have four, so there were spares, but she insisted.
Sadly, we lost the ducks to rats, but the moat was a great joy. One very
cold year it froze so hard that we had a vast November 5th bonfire on
the ice.

The one disadvantage of Laindon Ponds was that it was quite near
what was really a rural slum; very ramshackle houses put up by people
from the East End of London between the wars on rough tracks –
there were no proper roads. We had an Indian doctor, Dr Ruby, and
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he told us that when he first arrived he thought he was back in India.
However we were quite near Billericay, quite a nice old town.

When we were at Hillside, June, the young daughter of the lady
who did our cleaning, used to baby sit for us. She was very popular
with the children: we discovered later that she used to give them
Martini. She got pregnant when she was 16, by a 17 year old lad, and
her very straight-laced parents insisted that the baby was adopted.
Later she got pregnant again, this time by a young Pole who wanted to
marry her. This time her parents threw her out and she came to live
with us at Laindon Ponds. I got her a job with Marconi and caused
some gossip when I was seen coming to work every morning with a
very pretty, very young and very pregnant girl. Denise did a great job
on the parents and persuaded them to let her marry the Pole. They
were very happy together, and had several children. In fact June
became a grandmother before Denise. She never forgot her adopted
child and thirty years later he got in touch with her and there was a
great reunion with him and his wife and children. She brought him to
see us at Spanden. Sadly June died quite young.

Denise, who had kept in touch with the probation people, was
approached by the Basildon unit and asked if she would consider
working part time as they had just lost a probation officer. Neil was
still only two but the Council arranged a place for him at a crèche for
the mornings. Denise was very happy to get back into harness,
particularly as this would be adult work, broadening her experience.
She was given a Morris Minor 1000, so we now had two cars! It all
worked very well, except that Neil was not too enchanted with the
crèche, but he was very tolerant.

It was around this time that we began to think seriously about
education. Denise had very strong views about this: no private schools
and no boarding schools. I couldn’t really disagree: my time at a very
expensive boarding public school hadn’t been a particularly happy
one, and I also felt such schools to be socially divisive. I was concerned,
though, about the difference in facilities and standards of tuition and
worried that we would be selling our children short, but in reality we
didn’t have a choice; we couldn’t do for one child what we couldn’t
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afford to do for them all.
Russia and Boris

It was while at Marconi that I started visiting the East European
countries, all at that time behind the ‘iron curtain’ and firmly under
communist control. Most of the visits were to Moscow where we
supplied navigation equipment to Aeroflot, the Russian airline, so that
they could fly into western airports. On my first visit we had a stand at
the first international exhibition to be held in Russia. Khrushchev, the
head of the Russian State, came onto our stand and shook my hand.
He was a tiny man, though broad and very solid.

I had a number of amusing experiences in Russia. On one occasion
I was being shown over the latest Aeroflot airliner, a copy of our own
Vickers VC10, by a proud Aeroflot hostess. We tramped up through
the vast main cabin and through a bulkhead to a section with large,
comfortable armchair seats. “Ah”, I said, “This is the First Class.”
“No. In Russia we have no class. Everyone is equal.” “So who gets to
sit here?” “Anyone can sit here.” “Well there must be a rush for these
seats. How do you sort that out?” “The only difference is that here
you pay more.” I then realized what the idea of First Class meant to a
Russian.

On another occasion I had to give a talk to a group of aeronautical
electronic engineers on our Doppler navigation system. I was given a
translator, a nice girl, who was an electronic engineer but not an
aeronautical one. At the end of my talk there were questions and it
wasn’t difficult for me to guess what they were – the word for navigator
was sturman, a German word, and many of the terms used in
aeronautics were English – but the translator clearly didn’t understand
them and I invariable had to say, “I don’t think that’s the question
they are asking. I think it is this.” Many of the audience understood
some English and they were saying da, da. The poor girl got more and
more upset and finally accused me, “You speak Russian!” “No” I said,
“but I do understand the problems.”

My happiest experience in Russia started off badly. I had arrived at
Sheremetsovo, the Moscow airport, from an unexpected direction for
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a visitor from the west, from Prague. As a result, Intourist, the
organization which made all arrangements for visitors, had no record
of my visit. I said that I had an appointment with the Ministry of
Aviation the next morning and needed a hotel but that cut no ice: as far
as they were concerned I did not exist. Niet was their favourite word.
So what was I to do? The best that they could offer me was a seat in a
limo to the city, then I was on my own. This seemed marginally better
than staying at the airport so I accepted.

The other passenger was a young Russian diplomat who introduced
himself as Boris. He had been attached to the embassy in Thailand and
so had had to learn Thai, but his second language – they all had to have
a second language – was English and he was very keen to practice it. I
explained my problem and he said not to worry, he would sort it out
for me. So we started on a round of the hotels. The answer everywhere
was niet. Finally, at the Hotel Budapest, Boris summoned the manager
and explained that I had an appointment with a ministry the next
morning and if I didn’t have a bed for the night someone was going to
be in trouble. Grudgingly the manager found me a poky little room.
The next day the ministry found me something better.

So began my friendship with Boris. He would never come to my
hotel but we used to meet in cafes and had parties in the flat he shared
with his mother, whom I never met, with a friend and his friend’s
girlfriend. They provided the vodka and I the whisky and we drank
endless toasts to mir (peace), which was the big Russian propaganda
theme of the time, provoking The Times to comment on the Dogs of
Peace, a reference to Shakespeare’s “Cry havoc and let slip the dogs of
war.” Eventually Boris said, “I’m tired of all this peace stuff, let’s
drink to friendship”. I met up with Boris and his friends on all my
visits to Moscow after that. He used to buy me Russian folk music
records and on one occasion they took me out of Moscow, rather
riskily, to visit a monastery which was still allowed to function. I still
have a little dish in the shape of a duck which he gave me. Sadly we lost
touch when I stopped going to Russia. I wrote to him, which was a
mistake as I never had a reply. I hope I didn’t cause him any trouble. It
had been a lovely friendship.
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Philips 

I was, on the whole, very happy at Marconi (Sweny was eventually
replaced by Dr Bernard O’Kane, a much more reasonable divisional
manager) but I didn’t see the opportunity of getting my own division
coming soon and I felt, after 13 years there, that I needed wider
experience. At 39 it was time for me to move into senior management.
I applied for a job with Philips as commercial director, effectively joint
managing director, of MEL in Crawley. I got the job and doubled my
salary overnight. MEL handled all of Philips’ professional equipment,
that is to say everything which wasn’t a domestic product or X-rays,
and had a sizeable factory with 1,600 workers. But it had made a loss
for four years running so there was a lot to do. I got the company
profitable within two years. It was an exciting experience, my first of
really senior management. It brought me into contact with the top
people in Philips, such as Fritz Philips, the son of one of the founders,
and Tromp, the Technical Director, who between them ran the Dutch
company during the war and were active in the Dutch resistance.

This, of course, meant moving from Essex to Sussex and finding a
new house. This was not easy as we needed something with five
bedrooms and a reasonably separate part for Granny Michaels, and
took us about nine months. In the meantime I got lodgings in Ifield,
near East Grinstead, and came back to Essex at weekends, which we
then spent mainly back in Sussex looking at houses. I also looked
during the week and found a promising one in Parrock Lane,
Coleman’s Hatch. When I went to see it the agent told me that it had
just been sold but that the buyers lived in Forest Row – they were
moving to have more space for their children’s ponies – so their house
would be for sale. When I saw Spanden I knew it was perfect, with
even a separate cottage for Granny. There wasn’t time to mess about
so I phoned Denise and agreed the purchase before the house came on
the market, and before Denise had seen it! I didn’t haggle over the
price, though it was on the high side, £15,000, but the sellers, the
Follands, threw in all the curtains and fitted carpets, all of top quality,
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so that was worth something. I knew Denise would find it as ideal as I
did, and Granny too. We have never regretted it and have lived happily
here since 1965, more than half our lives. We have made quite a few
additions and improvements over the years, including a new and larger
cottage, replacing the little old one where Granny Michaels lived,
which had originally been a stable for one horse and accommodation
for the groom and had been converted into a very small two bedroom
cottage.

I drove Mark, then aged just eight, down to see the new house. I
told him that it would all be rather different and we would have to get
used to it. He replied, very philosophically, “I suppose one can get
used to anything”.

David had passed the 11+ exam and so went to the grammar school
in East Grinstead and the others went to the primary school in Forest
Row, walking across the field to get there. Neither Claire nor Mark
passed the 11+ and so went to Sackville secondary modern school and
no one was happy about that; we were very relieved when the grammar
school joined with Imberhorne secondary modern to become
Imberhorne comprehensive school, under a very visionary headmaster,
and Sackville converted itself into a comprehensive school, so in the
event they all had excellent educations, reflected in their subsequent
achievements. The whole concept of trying to separate the sheep from
the goats at eleven was an iniquitous one. 

When we moved to Sussex Denise enquired about part-time work
as a probation officer, but Sussex only had posts for full time officers.
This was disappointing but they suggested she spoke to the Child
Guidance Clinic. These clinics were part of the Medical Service and
were headed by a psychiatrist supported by a clinical psychologist and
psychiatric social workers. Their function was to deal with difficult
children and their usually equally difficult parents. Though not formally
qualified for this work her experience obviously made her well suited
for it and they were happy to take her on. She worked for the clinic
until she had to retire at 60. Later she also worked at the Marriage
Guidance Clinic, now called Relate. Normally they didn’t take on
people over 50, but again her experience made her a special case and
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she was sent on their excellent training courses at Rugby before starting
a very successful career in this new field. She continued in this, also,
until her retirement. 

Philips was very professionally managed and an excellent company
to work for, but after four years Philips bought the Pye of Cambridge
group, which was in practically every field that MEL was in, but on a
larger scale. The obvious move was to integrate most of our activities
into the corresponding Pye company. This left MEL with virtually
only the defence market, which was not where I wanted to be, so I
started looking round for another position again. Denise introduced
me to her cousin Maurice Jacobs, who was managing director of
Charterhouse Japhet, the banking arm of the Charterhouse Group.
Charterhouse was well known as a financial group, with a merchant
bank, insurance broking and development capital businesses, but I
didn’t know it also had a substantial industrial arm, Charterhouse
Industries. After a lot of thought I decided to join them, and even
though I had resolved never to commute to London, that’s what I
found myself doing.

Charterhouse

At the time I joined Charterhouse Industries it had stakes in a number
of companies, some of them quite small. One of them, of which I
became chairman, was Shermuly, a company in Newdigate
manufacturing marine distress flares and line throwers and with a
subsidiary, Wells, which made fireworks. For several years I organized
a November 5th firework display in Harman’s Field in the village in aid
of the Forest Row Scouts, of which I was chairman; Neil used to light
them.

At Schermuly we formed a joint company, 50:50, with Smith &
Wesson, the American arms manufacturer. It was called Smith &
Wesson Pyrotechnics, with us providing the technical know-how and
the building of the factory to make naval line-throwers plus distress
and military flares, in Jefferson Ohio: Smith & Wesson were to provide
the marketing. The letter heading said “Dedicated to the preservation
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of life on land, sea and in the air” which, coming from Smith &
Wesson, was a bit rich. I had to go over for a board meeting four times
a year and always tried to spend a weekend with Harry and Yvette
Kale and their family in Philadelphia (Yvette was Denise’s cousin). I
used to go there armed with several bottles of Glenfiddich and we had
some wild times. On one occasion I was flown down from Springfield,
Massachusetts, the Smith & Wesson headquarters, to Philadelphia in
their private plane. The joint venture was not, however, a success.
Smith & Wesson proved singularly inept at marketing, their main
business being selling revolvers to the police, which required little
effort. It did teach me, though, that 50:50 companies were not a good
idea – and I got to see a lot of the Kales. 

In Charterhouse Industries we decided to concentrate on the larger
companies and bought out the minority interests to give us total
management control. We sold off the smaller companies. This left us
with five substantial units, each with a major position in its market. I
became executive chairman of three of them and my colleague, Peter
Viney, the other two. My most exciting one was Newage Engineers, a
group manufacturing a variety of engineering products. The principal
product was a range of electrical alternators used in standby power
sets. They had just developed the brushless alternator, a big technical
advance, and I felt that this and its market in third world countries
with little electrical power infrastructure, had great potential. Over
five years we grew at 30% per annum, in volume terms, and achieved a
consistent return of 25% on capital employed. We became the
dominant European supplier, with a range extending to 1,000kVA, an
impressively large beast, and had sales offices throughout the world.

Another of my companies was the Alenco Group, manufacturers
of distinctly unglamorous, but important, hydraulic and pneumatic
pipe couplings. The group had companies and factories in the UK,
France, Holland and Sweden and operated as an international concern.
David and Mark had holiday jobs in the Swedish and Dutch factories,
which convinced them both that whatever they were going to do in
life, it wouldn’t be in manufacturing: a shame, really, as manufacturing
can be a very satisfying profession and needs to attract the best brains.
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It was once the life-blood of the nation.
The managing director of the Alenco Swedish company, Stig

Hammarskhold, a member of a famous Swedish family (Dag
Hammarskhold was Secretary General of the United Nations), asked
me what I was doing to celebrate my 50th birthday. He was appalled
when I said nothing in particular and promptly sent me a case of
champagne.

My third company was Edmondsons Electrical, a national
distributor of electrical and electronic components with a number of
branches and several hundred employees. It was through them that I
got to know Sir Adrian Bond, the right hand man of Sir Arnold
Weinstock (later Lord Weinstock). Together they had built up GEC
into a vast and highly successful concern. One day when I was visiting
him on the top floor of Stanhope House, their headquarters, during a
severe drought, I saw a notice in the washroom saying Don’t Waste
Water, and underneath, in Weinstock’s hand, “or anything else”. Very
typical of the man. 

At this time my three companies were providing over half the total
Charterhouse Group profit, but the board was dominated by bankers
of one sort or another – only two of us represented industry – and
they get their kicks out of wheeling and dealing, not the mundane
business of steadily growing a company, investing to improve
productivity, technology and efficiency and making a steady return on
capital. So they decided to sell off the industrial companies and buy
another merchant bank. I argued that we were one of the two hundred
largest industrial concerns in the country, that the UK was an exporting
country with industry as its life blood, and if we weren’t going to take
responsibility for that sector, who could we expect to? None of this
cut any ice with the bankers and the industrial companies were all
sold, mainly to American competitors. Charterhouse got into bed with
Jacob Rothschild (now Lord Rothschild), known to my colleagues as
Jake the Snake, who renamed the group Charterhouse J Rothschild
and bought the merchant bank Keyser Ullman. In the short term they
appeared to be right, but now after 2009, with the credit crunch, the
chickens are coming home to roost and people are beginning to regret
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bitterly allowing our manufacturing capacity to wither. The
Charterhouse Group has now disappeared, all that remains being the
development capital activity, which was bought by a Dutch bank.

A truth that became very clear to me then was that banks do not
create wealth. Industry creates wealth. The proper function of banks is
to enable the wealth creating process; to oil the wheels of the wealth
creating machine, if you like, as well as allowing the domestic market,
in house purchase and so on, to function. All their other activities are
sheer speculation, transferring money from one pocket to another,
very often their own, which does not create wealth.

A rather bizarre incident was when the company commissioned
David Bailey, probably the most famous fashion photographer ever, to
photograph all the directors for the company report and accounts. it is
the one I have used in these memoirs.

BICC

I was offered the job of advising on suitable companies in which to
invest, but I always saw myself as a hands-on manager and that had no
appeal. So once again I set about looking for another job, not so easy at
55. The job I found, Director of Strategic Planning for BICC, was not
ideal as it was a staff position, not a line management position, but I
was not in a position to be too choosy. BICC was a very large group
incorporating the country’s major manufacturer of electric cables, a
construction company, Balfour Beatty, and an electrical installation
company, Balfour Kilpatrick. I had always been interested in strategic
planning, which is vital for any organisation. I felt that this had to be a
board level appointment to be effective and, in retrospect, I should
have insisted on this. But the chairman assured me that I would be
working very closely with him and a board position would be
considered in due course. I had a small staff and we made a very
thorough analysis of all the group activities, particularly their growth
potential, and developed plans to achieve a better balance. The plan
was well received and I think would have worked had I not been faced
with a change of chairman. The new chairman, imported from ICI,
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was not sympathetic to my ideas and I could see that my position was
not going to be tenable and I had to face the idea of yet another
change.

Field Electronics

I was offered a job at Burmah Oil, whose chairman was an old colleague
of mine from Charterhouse, again as Director of Strategic Planning –
this time on the main board – but I wasn’t too keen on another staff
position. I had been thinking of running my own company for some
time, preferably by buying a small company that had potential but
lacked management expertise. I knew what field I wanted to be in,
industrial electronics, but could not find a company for sale which was
a going concern. What I did find was a ghost company, a subsidiary of
a ham radio shop, with no assets and just one employee. But that
employee, Justin Parsons, was a very bright engineer who had what I
thought was a very clever idea, a small box that could collect analogue
information, such as temperature and pressure, and transmit it to a
computer over ordinary telephone wires. A series of these boxes could
be connected together in a loop. Clearly this concept needed
considerable development to provide a wider range of facilities and to
allow processes to be controlled as well as measured, but I thought it
had great potential. The company also had a contract to manufacture a
few prototype dust monitors developed by the CEGB (the Central
Electricity Generating Board, the nationalised producer of the country’s
electricity) to monitor dust emissions from power station chimneys.
This would produce some revenue while we developed the electronic
units and was expected to lead to substantial production contracts.
That was the basis on which I bought the company which became
Field Electronics.

The next question was where should it be located? Justin lived in
Worthing and the south coast was a good technical recruiting area.
After some searching I found a suitable place in Hove, the ground
floor of a reasonably modern building with an unoccupied loft area
above. It needed a bit of sprucing up and I gave it a few coats of paint
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with the help of the family. I interviewed several applicants for the job
of secretary/maid of all works and appointed a very lively and
competent lass, Barbara. So now there were three of us. We were in
business! We sub-contracted the manufacture of the dust monitors,
which Justin would assemble and test, and in the meantime Justin got
on with the development of our data acquisition and control units for
which I built some primitive heat test chambers.

Apart from working on technical manuals and publicity material,
my main job, with Barbara, was to develop financial and operational
controls. Having been schooled in large, sophisticated companies, the
only way I knew to manage a company was on the basis of sound
information. I bought an Apple 2 computer – almost their first – and
Visicalc, the first ever spreadsheet programme, and we set to work.
Together Barbara and I learnt how to use the computer and I developed
a comprehensive cash flow forecasting programme. I had learnt from
Arnold Weinstock that cash is king; with careful management one can
live for a long time without profits, but not a day without cash. 

Over time, and with better computers and programs, such as
Lotus 123, I built up a very sophisticated suite of programmes to
provide complete management information. We had about fifteen
different products, each with a hundred or so components, many of
them common. What we needed was a system which could list all the
components for each product, total up the components required for
the mix of products to be produced the following month, compare it
with the components in stock, and generate a purchasing list. Such a
system was not available on the market but was vital for stock
control, which is where the bulk of a company’s money is. Ultimately
I developed a fully automated system which started with a three
month sales forecast and ended with purchase orders for the
components from the various suppliers. A by-product of the system
was monthly profit and loss and balance sheet statements, plus a cash
flow forecast.

But what, you may well ask, about the business? Well, we started
in 1981, at the beginning of a serious recession. However we had the
contract for the power station dust monitors and trials of these were
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very successful. We had been led to expect orders from all the coal-
fired power stations; after all the monitors were the CEGB’s own
design, but in the event only a few materialised. Most of the power
stations bought a German design, which was, I must admit, technically
better, but it was a blow to us and set back our plans. However, the
data acquisition and control units were developed and in production
quite quickly, and proved very popular. They were adaptable to almost
any control application, and could cover very large sites as the units
could be spaced up to a kilometre apart. We received orders from
many of the large manufacturing companies and utilities for a wide
range of applications as there was, at that time, nothing like our units
on the market. By this time we had a work force of ten, including a
very bright software engineer and two sales engineers.

An interesting application was from Skefco, the large Swedish ball
bearing manufacturer. They tested samples of their ball bearings to
destruction but, on destruction, the bearings disintegrated so rapidly
that it was difficult to assess the cause of failure. We used one of our
units to measure the internal temperature of the test bearing and when
the temperature began to rise steeply, as it did just prior to destruction,
another of our units stopped the test.

Our largest project was for Littlewoods Stores, at that time a chain
of over 60 supermarkets. They wanted to monitor and control all in-
store operations – ambient temperature, food cabinet temperatures,
operation of air conditioning fans, air quality and so on. As they could
not justify the cost of technical personnel in the stores they wanted all
this information to be relayed to their head office in Liverpool, and
have the ability to control each piece of plant remotely from there. We
equipped three trial stores, which included installing specially designed
computers in each store, and installed a large enough computer in
Liverpool to cater for all the stores. Information from the stores was
relayed on the dedicated phone lines that they used for stock control.
The operations people were worried that our data would interfere
with theirs, but we were able to prove that it didn’t. Over the three
months trial we were able to establish that the system was saving
money in each store. The staff in Liverpool were able to see plant
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failures immediately they occurred, which the store manager never
could, and ensure that the appropriate maintenance mechanic was sent.
Just when the system was ready to be rolled out to all the stores the
country was hit by another recession and the project was cancelled. I
argued with their management that the major investment in the central
computer and its software had already been made. The additional
investment needed in each store was marginal and that, surely, in hard
times, investment in cost saving is where resources should be
channelled. They didn’t accept my argument, though, so that was an
important steady earner that we lost.

Over the years we had been building up our export business,
largely in Europe, and eventually this accounted for 30% of our sales.

The recession in the late 1980s hit us badly, and competition was
growing from Japanese manufacturers with large resources. I had
always been reluctant to have outside finance but now I needed it and
teamed up with a venture capital firm specialising in the technical
market. This kept us going but did not stem the decline, in spite of the
new products which we developed. I also had personnel problems. I
discovered that Justin was using his company credit card to buy large
quantities of spirits and he admitted that he was an alcoholic. This was
a surprise as he never showed any signs of it at work and never took a
drink when we went to a pub for lunch. As a condition of returning
his credit card I insisted that he had proper treatment. 

At this time I had recruited an excellent PA/administrator. This
was Lorna, a graduate in psychology who was taking an external
degree in business administration, as well as being a housewife and
mother of two teenagers. She had been running her husband’s building
contracting business until it went bust. She was rather taken aback
when I offered her the job at the end of her interview, but she was a
real find, intelligent, capable, patient and a good communicator. I
allowed her time off to complete her studies and after a couple of
years, when she got a 2:1 in her degree, which was a considerable
achievement for an external student with a full time job, I made her a
director.

After ten years of unrelenting hard work I was, at 66, getting tired
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and I recruited a managing director to take over the running of the
company. This was not a success and I had to return to take charge.
Finally, in 1993, at the age of 68 and after twelve years of running
Fields, I decided that I really had to sell the company. It needed fresh
capital and someone younger to drive the business along. I found a
couple who seemed ideal: he was a very experienced engineer who had
made £1m when the company, Eurotherm, which he had helped to
found, went public, and his wife was a qualified engineer.
Unfortunately they didn’t make a success of it as by 2000 the company
seemed to have faded away.

My last days in the company were marked by a terrible tragedy.
Lorna was taken ill one day when I was abroad seeing our European
agents. She was found to have an aneurism at the base of her brain that
burst, leaving her totally paralysed, only able to move her eyes and
having to be fed by a tube. Visiting her in hospital was one of the most
upsetting experiences of my life. She had been such a vital person and
was not yet forty. With great courage, and much support from her
husband and the local authority, she reconstructed a life for herself.
Using specially developed computer programs she is able to simulate
speech in a limited way, and with a reflector attached to one of her
eyes is able to pick out letters on her computer screen, enabling her to
write, and is somehow able to manoeuvre a powered wheelchair, but
she needs help to do practically everything. I sometimes wonder
whether the strain she was under during the sale of the company,
when she knew the new owners would not need her, contributed to
her collapse.

Retirement

So ended my working life. Field Electronics was not the success I had
hoped it would be and its sale did not replace the generous company
pension I sacrificed at BICC just six years short of retirement age
there, but I have no regrets. Owning and running Fields was an
interesting and exciting experience; I learnt many new skills and much
of it was enjoyable. In retrospect I should have brought in more

131

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 131



capital at the outset. It would not have been difficult, and that might
have enabled us to grow sufficiently fast early on to break through the
critical size barrier, but hindsight is an easy and unrewarding game. I
recently discovered, through their website, that Field Electronics is
still a going concern and selling virtually the same units, updated of
course, that we developed nearly thirty years ago. They have even
retained the same brand name, the Field 1000 Series, and the same label
design. When we developed the units they were cutting edge
technology, but hardly are today. They seem to have found a market
niche, though. I spoke to the new owner, who bought the company
nine years ago, and he told me that his customers are mainly our
original ones. Amazing!

My retirement, eighteen years ago now in 2011, has been a happy
one. People said that I would miss Field Electronics, which I created,
but I didn’t miss it for a single day; I had had enough. I have had many
interests since retiring – Amnesty International, town twinning with
Milly-la-Forêt in France, and chairing the board of Tablehurst Farm, a
biodynamic farm owned by the local community, for eleven years.
Denise has also been busy with, until recently, her painting and circle
dancing, and, of course, always her garden. Both of us have kept
physically active, Denise particularly with her gardening, but also her
gym, dancing and tai chi and, until a few years ago, a cycling holiday in
a different region of France every year. We still use our bikes for
getting around locally.

Looking back on my life I cannot see it as much of a success,
though not a complete failure either. I didn’t fulfil my earlier promise,
but I think that was more due to a lack of personal qualities than
anything else. I think my greatest success was in bringing up four
splendid children, who have all done their own thing and led very
successful lives; and that was more Denise’s doing than mine.

I was brought up in the Jewish tradition by not very observant
parents and though I have been an atheist for many years, finding no
good reasons for believing in God and many reasons for not doing, I
have always been conscious of my Jewish inheritance and culture, and
have been proud of it. I have also been extremely grateful for the
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asylum and welcome Britain gave to our family, without which it is
unlikely that any of us would be here. We owe Britain and the British
people a great debt. 

I think I have written quite enough now, probably much too
much, as my main object was to record as much as I knew of the
family history. I have not dealt with the development of our four
children over the years, which I shall leave to them, if they feel so
inclined. They have each followed their own stars, as we hoped they
would, and we are immensely proud of all of them.
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End Piece

All this has been about the past, but what about the future, your
future? What kind of inheritance are you being left? Not a very good
one, I fear. The only thing that can be said with any certainty is that it
will be hard and will demand the highest qualities of ingenuity,
determination and political will. Scientists and engineers face a major
challenge in mitigating the now inevitable results of global warming
and developing new sources of clean energy, but even that has its
hazards: as David Attenborough has wisely remarked, the availability
of unlimited supplies of clean energy would only result in our
destroying the planet much faster. All resources will need to be
conserved.

This brings me to another major peril facing the world. Growth.
Elementary mathematics shows that growth at any given rate is an
exponential function and thus unsustainable, yet it is still used by
governments and corporations as their measure of success. It is perhaps
inherent in capitalism. Somehow we, that is to say you, have to get
onto a different track. Zero growth does not mean stagnation, in fact
development and change would be essential, but it would need a total
change of mind-set, particularly at the political level. However it would
only take us back about 400 years when this was accepted as the norm.
We have, in the West, achieved a level of material comfort at which we
could continue to live quite happily if it was seen to be necessary.
Products would have to be made for durability, not replacement, and a
thriving repair and updating industry would develop. Problems in the
developing world would be different, as they would quite rightly want
to see a rising standard of living, approaching that of the West, and
ways would have to be found to accommodate this. Reversion to
subsistence agriculture might contribute. 
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Moves are already being made in this direction, with the
development of ‘transition’ towns and villages and self-sufficient
communities here, some even with their own currencies. Global
economics will have to become a thing of the past.

A vital element would be the control of population growth, but
this might be the easiest to accomplish. Limiting families to two
children, which would result in a slow decrease in our current over-
population, would scarcely be a hardship, though cultural barriers in
some populations would have to be addressed.

None of this will be easy and will require a great deal of re-
education, but clearly the world cannot go on as it is now.

That, anyway, is how I see the challenges facing you. Good luck to
you all. 

Spanden, 2012
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Appendix 1

TO: 
THE RIGHT Hon. HERBERT GLADSTONE P.C.
SIR:-

It is now over two years since I forwarded my petition (accompanied
by the usual depositions), to become a naturalised British subject.
Before, however, I received any formal intimation as to whether my
petition would be granted or not, it occurred to me that you might
have received intimation of the tragic incidents referred to later, but
without any explanation, and might have had difficulty in dealing with
my petition. I therefore requested my solicitor to write to you asking
you to delay considering my application until I had an opportunity of
interviewing the gentleman who had my application in hand. My
solicitor informs me that he gave the said gentleman a rough outline of
my case, but promised a fuller and more detailed story to be submitted
by me. I therefore append the following narrative dealing with the
important incidents above referred to, which I fear is of considerable
length; but I would gratefully ask your indulgence to carefully peruse
same. I must tell you that it is my very deepest desire, after all I have
suffered, to become a British subject, and I venture to think you will
understand this after reading my story.

First I should account in some way for the considerable delay in
presenting these papers. Even at the date of my petition – five years
later – the thought of reviving the incidents referred to seriously
affected me, to such an extent that I was utterly incapable of
concentrating my mind upon the subject.

In April 1907, I married again, namely Miss Beatrice Auerbach, an
English born lady, and well known for her good communal work in
the district in which she lived. And it is only now that I am beginning
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to feel strong enough to grapple with the unpleasant facts to follow.
I should add that since the date of my petition I have changed my

private address to 113, Sotherby Road, Highbury Park, N., and my
business address to 13, Albion Buildings, Aldersgate Street, City, E.C.

As the events which I am going to relate can only be seen in a
proper light when judged from a political point of view and with a
little knowledge of the position in Galicia, I think I must give a
description of them.

Galicia is populated by the Poles, Ruthenians and Jews. The
Ruthenians are only in Eastern Galicia, whereas the Jews are all over
the country. The Polish nobility, called the “Schlachta” are actually a
small minority; nevertheless they managed in the course of years and
years, since they have been under Austrian rule, to get hold of all the
administrative and political power, and to rule the country quite on
their own. Though an Austrian Province, Galicia had extraordinary
privileges, and the Schlachta exercise full autonomy there. Through
the so-called Polish Club of the Austrian Parliament, they succeeded
in obtaining from the Austrian Government, all that they required in
order to keep the power in Galicia in their own hands, so also in
Galicia itself they use every possible means and intrigue to preserve
the right and power. Of course this is entirely that they should benefit
from a material point of view. There is unlimited favouritism, and the
whole of the administrative and other officials in the country are
actually one clique. As they have in Galicia the special privilege of
using the Polish language instead of the German, in all the higher
courts in Vienna, there must be special Polish officials, and, in the
case of any appeal or protest arriving from Galicia, it comes again into
the hands of a Polish official, who started his career among the clique
at home and considers himself still a member of the same.

The correspondent of the Jewish Chronicle in London, whilst
describing the General Election in Galicia in 1907, writes in this paper
under May 22nd, from Vienna as per enclosed copy of the Jewish
Chronicle of May 31, 1907.         

Galicia is quite an exceptional country in several respects, whilst
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all other Austrian Provinces are subject to their respective Governors
(Statthalter), who, on their part, are controlled by the Minister for the
Interior, Galicia has its own system of government. Further, whereas
all the other Austrian Provinces must draft their documents, petitions,
remonstrances, etc., addressed to the Minister, in German, Galicia
only has the right to write them in her native tongue, i.e. in Polish.
Naturally, German documents to the Minister are usually dealt with
at once, whilst Polish petitions, etc., must first be translated into
German, and all matters connected with them are mostly put off for
weeks together. However, the Schlachta (Polish nobility) have secured
the Austrian Court’s favour by behaving as most loyal, religious and
patriotic subjects. By foul means and foul play they have managed to
become the owners of the whole country, of all its vast agricultural
and mineral resources, of the few banks – in sort, of everything that is
of any value. As regards their numbers, they are the fewest in the
country. To be able to compete with the Ruthenians in number, they
include the Jews among the Poles. In consequence of the pressure of
public opinion, the Poles left 24 candidatures to the Ruthenians,
whilst they reserved 78 candidatures for themselves.

Recently, Dr. Schalit was the leader of a deputation to the Minister
of the Interior, Dr. Bienerth, consisting of the representatives of the
old Ruthenians, new Ruthenians, Ruthenian Socialists, Radical
Ruthenians, Polish Socialists, Zionists, etc., to protest against the
outrages perpetrated by the Poles on election days. The Minister
promised to go into the matter thoroughly and to examine all
complaints. But what can even a Minister in Austria do against the
Polish nobility, the noble Schlachzizen?

One of the Schlachta manoeuvres is to compel by force most of the
people to vote for their candidates for Parliament, and where they
cannot compel them they use other foul means, as I will show later, to
get their candidates elected. At the same time they have obtained for
the Galician Diet quite a special election law, by which they secure
almost the whole Diet to themselves, and as the Diet is the real
authority of the country, so they become the owners of the country.
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On the other hand, being afraid that the people, whom for decades
they have kept uneducated and in the dark, are becoming enlightened,
and as Social Democracy is getting hold of them, their ruse is to
inflame the Polish masses against the Ruthenians and the Jews, and so
make them forget the real oppressors, the Schlachta.

The fate of the Jews in Galicia has been for the last 35 years a very
hard one, so hard that it can barely be described. It is all the more
cruel since nothing becomes known to the outer world, and because
it is under government of a noble and merciful Emperor, who is
himself helpless against the Schlachta. About 10 or 12 years ago,
matters came to a crisis for the Jews through the then Governor,
Count Badeni. That man was called “the man with the iron hand”
and that hand he actually laid very heavily on the Jews. He openly
ridiculed the leader of the Viennese Anti Semites, Dr. Lueger, saying,
“Dr. Lueger’s Anti Semitism is a useless agitation of words” and
stated that on the other hand his Anti Semitism was one of deeds. It
would be too much for me to relate all his doings in Galicia, but
fortunately they eventually brought about his own punishment. In
Galicia he became so used to arbitrary and despotic treatment of the
people that when he was called to Vienna as Prime Minister, and all
Austria expected “the man with the iron hand” to do wonders, he,
when the question of the language quarrel in Bohemia required a
peaceable settlement by the Government, simply issued arbitrary
orders and instructions called “Die Sprachenverordnung”. Western
Austria, not used to this sort of despot, became inflamed; almost the
whole of the Viennese population marched in a demonstration to the
Reichsrath, and demanded his resignation so vehemently, that he had
to resign at once and to leave the House of Parliament in disguise
through a back door. From that moment he disappeared entirely
from the political arena, and it is said that he is disliked by the
Emperor to such an extent that nobody dares mention his name. As a
matter of fact, since that time nothing has been heard of him, and he
lives entirely in seclusion. But unfortunately his regime in Austria
remained and even became worse.

Under No. 2 I enclose copy of the Jewish Chronicle of June 7th,
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1907, where the general Elections in Austria are described. There is a
passage in it which reads: 

Numberless and almost incredible are the outrageous illegalities which
are reported daily from Galicia. Hundreds of telegrams and letters
protesting against these outrages reach the Minister-President, Baron
Beck, daily. The Zionist, Dr. Rappaport, as stated above, stood at
Brzczany. The returning officer admitted that Dr. Rappaport had
received 80 per cent of Jewish votes, but on a scrutiny only 30 per cent
were declared in favour of the Jewish candidate, whilst the remaining
50 per cent (also given in favour of Dr. Rappaport) were declared for
the Polish candidate. The officials in Bobrka and Chodorow summoned
the wealthiest Jews and threatened that “Unless the Polish candidate
were returned, Jewish blood might be spilt and a pogrom take place”.
In Korzenna and Brzozdowce the Burgomasters and their police, by
threatening the Jews with their bayonets, forced them to give up to
them their voting papers with the name of Dr. Rappaport, which
were then torn up, and compelled them to vote for the Polish
candidate. No one, not even the Jewish or Ruthenian candidates, is
allowed to examine the lists. In many cases, Jews who vote for the
Ruthenian candidates against the Poles have been imprisoned. In
Bucyacz, the Zionist, Dr. Birnbaum, was defeated. He protests against
several illegalities, asserting that he had the majority of votes and that
nevertheless the Polish candidate had been returned.

In the Jewish Chronicle of June 21st, 1907, there is another incident
reported, in which it is stated that the officials do not hesitate to
attempt even murder, that hooligans were discovered at 2 o’clock in
the morning under the leadership of the two policemen in the yard of
the building where Dr. Birnbaum lived, when they tried to enter his
apartments during the night. I enclose that report under No. 3. 

Again, in the Jewish Chronicle of July 12th, 1907, it is reported
that Dr. Liebermann, M.P., denounced in the Austrian Parliament the
Governor of Galicia as a criminal, and that the irregularities which
that member related created a sensation. Another member, Mr. Adolf
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Stand, and some others, also spoke, a report of which I enclose under
No. 4.

In the Jewish Chronicle of February 14th, 1908, under the heading,
“Sad Condition of Galician Jews”, there is also a full description of the
position in Galicia, which kindly peruse.

I specially quote the Jewish Chronicle so as to avoid translations,
but I would also like to enclose one or two passages from leading
Austrian papers. The “Neue Freie Presse” of the 25th June, 1908 (a
paper which ranks in Austria with The Times in England) reports
some proceedings in Court. To explain these proceedings, I must add
that which happens in Galicia fails to come to the general knowledge
of the Austrian public on account of the papers being almost all in the
hands of the Schlachta. Therefore if one desires to bring anything to
public knowledge, the parties interested must go to Vienna and hold a
meeting there, so as to be tried by a German Court and get the report
into the German papers. The report of the “Neue Freie Presse” is of
such a meeting – that is of a Polish meeting held in Vienna for the
above purpose. Even in court the judge had to recognise as fully
proved the truth of the allegations against the Galician authorities.

From the Court of Justice. Vienna, 24th June. (Galician Parliamentary
Elections in Court). Interesting proceedings have been finished to
day in the District Court, Naubau, dealing with the much-discussed
goings-on during the last elections to Parliament in Galicia.

At a Polish meeting which took place in June last year at a
Restaurant in the Mariahilferstrasse, besides several members of
Parliament, Ludwig Terakowski, a Bronzeworker, spoke, and raised
grave accusations against the way the elections have been carried
through. Before the above-mentioned District Court, he had therefore
some time ago to answer to the charge of having insulted the
Authorities (according to Art. 5 of the Act of December, 17th, 1862).
The basis of the indictment formed a number of statements which he
made as reported by the Police Commissary. They contained grave
accusations against the practices at Galician elections, where stealing
and destroying of votes occur, and against the “Head of the Band”,
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the Governor, Count Potocki, and against the District Governors
who stand under his command”.

Judge Comtsecretary, Dr. Stein, admitted partly the offer to
prove the correctness by calling as a witness Baron v. Moraczcwski,
M.P. Moraczcwski stated among other things that after the polling
votes of opposition voters were taken away and voting papers for the
Government candidate were put in the polling box instead, that
officials were entered in the lists, although they had not acquired the
right of voting through not having lived in the district the required
minimum of time, that in the constituency of Buczacs the authorities
demolished a still new building; in the constituency of witness the
District Governor has order fines of 50,000 Kr. and for instance in
Fokal where the Jews voted Zionistic the Jewish butchers were fined
50 to 50 Kr. each time they closed their shops on Saturdays. Witness
ultimately concluded with the District Governor a formal agreement
to the effect that he (witness) undertook not to mention anything in
Parliament about the occurrence at his election, and the District
Governor undertook not to order any more fines and to relieve from
payment the yet unpaid ones.

To call as witnesses Mr. Danyski, M.P., and Dr. Diament, M.P.,
and to take evidence by commission of several witnesses who live in
Galicia, and to offer further proofs, the hearing was adjourned. Today
the two M.P.s did not appear, and the requisitioned evidence did not
arrive. The Deputy Prosecutor, Dr. Mager, spoke against admitting
the proof of truth, as the offered proofs only confirm the abuses of
individual officials, and exempt the accused from punishment for
accusations which he directed against the whole of the Galician
authorities. Besides, the proposed proofs do not absolutely prove that
the proceedings in question of the Galician authorities aimed at
influencing the result of the elections. The judge decided, in spite of
the objection of the Defence, to refuse the “proof of truth” which had
been partially admitted. Deputy Prosecutor, Dr. Mager, pleaded for
heavy punishment, considering the large number and the seriousness
of the accusations raised against the authorities. Dr. Freundlich,
defending, pointed out that the reproaches made by the accused are
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directed mainly against the party of the Schlachziz (Polish nobility)
who are not under any higher legal protection than any other party.
As far as official abuses were discussed, the reproaches made by the
accused were directed against individual officers and individual orders
made by the authorities. With respect to the correctness of his
statements, the accused can refer to a brilliant witness, to the Prime
Minister, Baron v. Bienerth, who in answer to a question in the
House declared that really abuses occurred, and that inasmuch as
Province Officials took part in them an inquiry had been opened.

The statements made by the accused should fall under s 300 and
65 of the Criminal Law. That the prosecution is afraid of failing
before a jury is not sufficient reason for a sentence as offence against
Authorities. With reference to the attack on Count Potocki, that he
(Count Potocki) is guilty of and responsible for the election abuses,
the accused does not stand alone in that opinion. That opinion is
being shared by thousands and has been sanctioned by the tragic
death of the Count.

The judge sentenced the accused to ten days’ arrest. The judge
considered as fully proved by the evidence of Baron Moraczcwski,
M.P., the truth of the accusation that voters have been struck off the
lists through small supports, that voters in favour of the Government
candidate were entered in the lists without the legal requirements for
it. As to the accusations made against Count Potocki, against some
particular District Governors, and against particular Cabinet Ministers,
the accused was acquitted, as the accusations were not against
authorities in general. In all the other points the accused was found
guilty. In particular, with reference to the activity of official
Committees, which accusations were confirmed by the witness
Moraczcwski,, M.P., the judge declared as not proved that fines, etc.,
were in connection with the election. The defending Committee
lodged an appeal against the verdict. The Prosecution reserved the
right to consider.

In the same paper is also related that six of the Ruthenian journalists in
Galicia are being prosecuted for approving of the deed of Siczynski,
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the young student who shot the Galician Governor, Count Potocki, in
April last.

(Telegr. N. F. Pr.) LEMBERG, 24th June

Charge against six Ukrainic journals. As “Narodno Slowo” reports,
the responsible editors of six Ukrainic Radical Journals, “Swoboda”,
“Kromadski Holos”, “Zemoliya i. Wola”, “Mata”, “Narodno Slowo”
and “Dilo” are being prosecuted for having approved in the press the
murder committed by Siczynski. (Remark, Siczynski shot dead the
Governor of Galicia, Count Potocki).

This also goes on to show that the people are so far incited against
their oppressors that even the press praises murder.

The Vienna Tagblatt in the evening issue of April 14th, 1908, gives
the following report of the announcement of the Ruthenian Club in the
Austrian Parliament after the Galician Governor had been shot dead.

ANNOUNCEMENT OF THE RUTHENIAN CLUB

The Presidents of the Parliamentary Ruthenian Club request us to
publish the following announcement:-

The cause of the assassination of the Governor, Count Potocki,
is the political system prevailing in Galicia, the many years’ oppression,
the unbearable despotism of the Galician Administration. The
Ruthenian members of Parliament have often called the public
attention to the strong, dangerous, popular excitement, but their
warnings have remained unnoticed.

In October, 1907, an order has been forced from the Governor to
the district administrators to the effect that an impartial, kind treatment
should be meted out to the Ruthenian population, which, however,
remained without effect. Their abuses at the elections to the Galician
Diet and the later insults appeared to destroy all hopes which had
awakened for a change of the system.

In the morning issue of the same paper there is a report under the
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heading of The Attitude of the Young Ruthenians.
The Journal of the Young Ruthenians, the “Dilo”, declares in its

leader among others that this murder must be looked at from the
political point of view only. It is the fault of the Polish regime which
prevails up to now that the broad masses of the Ruthenian people are
being kept under complete oppression. Following the Russian
example, the Ruthenians believe that in order to obtain anything they
also must use Terrorism. All complaints of the Ruthenians, all the
efforts made to loosen the burden of the oppressive regime which lies
on them so heavily have remained without any result. The journal
reminds us of the events at the elections of the year 1897, of the two
secessions of the Ruthenians from the Diet, of the speeches given by
the delegates Olesnicki and v.Wassilko in parliament about the election
abuses, which remained without result. It is no wonder then that all
the injustice committed on the Ruthenians ultimately pressed the
weapon into the hands of a young student.

At the grave of the victim may the Polish regime not be carried
away to new chauvinistic actions against the Ruthenians, but may
they at last think of bringing about a quiet understanding between the
two nations of the country. But should the Polish nation start new
acts of cruelty against the Ruthenians, then the Ruthenians will stand
ready armed. Prudent policy is the most needed now.

To show how and to what extent the Polish Schlachta manoeuvre, I
must also give the following fact:-

In May, 1908, a Polish Social Democratic member of Parliament in
Vienna, Mr. Daszynski, spoke about the position in Galicia. Whilst he
condemned Siczynski’s deed, he put the blame on the shoulders of the
Schlachta in a most explicit and descriptive way. The Polish Club of
the Austrian Parliament, representing the Galician Schlachta in Vienna,
wired the same evening to all the papers in Krakau and Lemberg not to
publish any report whatsoever of the speech. In this way they prevented
most of the Galician public from hearing anything about it. There was
only the Social Democratic paper in Krakau reporting that speech
under the heading of “The National Censor”, by which they mean the
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Polish Club, and then they reported that the Polish Club had sent a
wire in the night from the 21st to the 22nd May to all Polish newspapers
in Krakau and Lemberg forbidding them to print anything of the
speech made by Mr. Daszynski with reference to Polish Ruthenian
affairs in Galicia.

In that speech, Mr. Daszynski, speaking of the Polish Schlachta,
used the following phrase, “Such scoundrels we cannot imagine in any
western county”, for which he gained loud cheers in Parliament.

I might mention that even the Radical papers in Galicia are
prevented from talking too loudly of their affairs, because as soon as
they state anything unpleasant for the Schlachta, the Public Prosecutor,
who is himself a Schlachziz, confiscates that particular copy, and the
editor has to issue a new one, leaving out the confiscated passages,
which means a material loss through the expense of reprinting the
paper. That manoeuvre of the Public Prosecutor is a well known one.

To give another illustration of the doings in Galicia, it is only
necessary to mention how often girls under age are being stolen from
their parents and placed in a convent in Krakau without the parents
being able to get any help from the Government or the authorities to
free their daughters. It seldom happens that a girl can, without help,
make her escape from a convent.

The following reports in the Jewish Chronicle are only a few out
of the numberless cases which are not reported at all.

Once again has a young Jewess in Galicia been abducted – this time
by a gendarme – and placed in the Felicianerinnen Convent at Cracow.
It is notorious that nearly all Jewish girls who are stolen from their
homes are conveyed to this convent; yet the Government does nothing
to put an end to this crying evil.

Several nuns in Wadowice (Galicia) have been put on trial on the
charge of having abducted a Jewish girl of the age of thirteen from the
hospital in the town and then caused her to be baptised. She was sent
to Vienna ostensibly to become a domestic servant, but all trace of her
has been lost since the middle of last December. The accused pleaded
in defence that they were unaware at the time that the girl was still
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under the legal age. By a majority the jury acquitted the defendants.
The Neue Freie Presse publishes the following statement at the

request of the Austrian Israelite Alliance:-
Two months ago, the sixteen year old girl, Rosa Rusinek, was

abducted from her parents’ house in Dobrowa (Tarnow District), and
has since been detained at the Convent of the Felicians at Cracow.
Three weeks ago a relative of the girl asked at the convent whether
she was still there and received a negative reply. On January 2nd, the
police ascertained that the girl has resided for the last two months in
the convent. The parents asked the Lady Superior to be allowed to see
their child. As the Lady Superior refused her permission, the police
issued an order that the girl was to be allowed to see her relatives.
Accordingly a police commissary, together with Dr. Raphael Landau,
legal representative of the parents, and two relatives of the girl,
attended at the convent. The interview took place in the presence of
two Sisters, and the girl was separated by a barrier from her relatives.
Rosa Rusinek declared in the course of the interview that she would
not leave the convent, and desired to become baptised. The parents
now propose to take legal proceedings to compel the surrender of the
girl. The minor, Lea Ganger, whose illegal detention at the same
convent was recently reported, has succeeded in secretly escaping and
has returned to her mother. The Lady Superior has given notice to the
police of abduction.

AUSTRIA-HUNGARY

Renewed Abductions of Jewish Girls.
The abduction of Jewish girls without the consent or even

knowledge of their parents in order that they may be placed in the
Convent of the Fleizianer nuns at Cracow are being renewed without
the civil authorities lending assistance to the parents. The latest case is
that of the fifteen-year old daughter of Herr Fass at Demica. All his
efforts to regain possession of the girl were futile; even the
representatives of the district in Parliament and the Burgomaster of
Cracow declared themselves powerless to intervene. Dr. Gabel, one
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of the Jewish deputies, will interpellate the Government in the
Reichsrath on the matter.

At the last sitting of the Chamber, the Free Socialist member,
Herr Breiter, who has always worked for Jewish rights and interests in
Galicia, interpellated the Minister for Justice in the case of a Jewish
girl, Chana Hinda Feil, who had been decoyed by a Catholic lady
away from her family, and, although she was not fourteen years of age,
was baptised. The physician, Dr. Stanislaw Dekansi, in Lemberg, the
capital of Galicia, is alleged to be keeping Chana Hinda Feil secretly in
his lodgings, and the unfortunate girl’s parents are perfectly powerless
to free her. All their petitions have, up to the present, proved in vain.
The police, instead of helping them, have frustrated all their endeavours.
It is to be hoped that the interpellation will not be in vain.

I think such events must sound to an English ear quite incredible.
Unfortunately, they are only mere facts.

I must mention one such case which, on account of the fact that the
father of the girl was a man of means and could spend money on legal
proceedings, came more fully to the public knowledge. It was in the
nineties when the daughter of a Mr. Aratin of Krakau was stolen in the
same way as so many other girls. The father forced the authorities to
give him assistance to recover his daughter, but while apparently they
were doing so, they secretly conveyed all the information to the
convent, so that it was after all quite impossible to recover the child,
and at the end, to put a stop to any further steps on the part of Mr.
Aratin, they denounced him in court, asserting that he had committed
sacrilege whilst in the convent under the very eyes of the police. In
that way he would have been sentenced to a number of years’
imprisonment, and they would have finally done for him. Most
curiously, the police who attended him at the convent confirmed the
fact that he had committed sacrilege, but, fortunately for the man,
when the superior nun was called, a little of her conscience awoke and
she gave the whole story away. In consequence the man was acquitted,
but was sensibly advised by his lawyer to take no further steps. He
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went in audience to the Emperor with a petition, and appealed to him
as one who had also once lost a child and must have felt the pain it
causes to a father. This petition Mr. Aratin handed to the Emperor,
threw himself on the floor and cried bitterly; this was related in all the
newspapers. The Emperor promised to assist him, but he never saw
anything more of his daughter, and nobody knows to this day where
she was taken or what became of her.

Here I must point out that whereas in the Eastern part of Galicia,
the intrigues of the Schlachta have to be directed against the Jews and
the Ruthenians (which latter people have, after all, their representatives
in Parliament), in Western Galicia (that is where Krakau, Wadowice
and Rzeszow are situated), there are no Ruthenians, and therefore the
Schlachta are able to concentrate all their efforts on the Jews alone.
And although the Ruthenians have representatives in Parliament and
have better means of defending themselves than the Jews, their people
have been driven into such a fury that a young student of philosophy
became the murderer of the Governor. This deed is being acclaimed by
the whole nation, and demonstrations have been held to acclaim that
student as a national hero.

The Jews of Western Galicia, however, are absolutely helpless,
having practically no representatives anywhere.

I have perhaps thrown some light upon the political condition of
Galicia, but fear that it is somewhat lengthy. I now, however, pass to
the immediate subject of this communication.

It is about 25 years since I entered the service of a firm at Krakau,
in fact the first and only position which I held in a business house. It
was the firm of Jacob Bober in Krakau. The owner of the business is a
rich man, highly esteemed in the wholesale drapery trade, holding
several honorary offices of importance, and is called “The Drapery
King of Galicia”. He is the oldest member of the Chamber of
Commerce, which is there a State Institution. He was also the President
of the Association of which I afterwards became the Secretary.
Although I entered this business very young, I soon made very good
progress and enjoyed his confidence to such an extent that when in the
year 1884 or 1885 he bought property in the town of Podgorze near
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Krakau, he appointed me the administrator of that property, which
office I held until I came to England.

After a number of years, with the desire of establishing a business of
my own, I left him and established an Agency business. However, at his
request, I still managed his property in Podgorze. It was in the year
1896 that the Secretary of the Krakau Association for Protection of
Mutual Interest was appointed an official of the Creditorverein, which
means Union of Creditors. Such Associations are necessary there, as
there is no Institution of Chartered Accountants, as in England. If a
debtor suspends payment, it is the task of the Official of such an
Association to investigate matters and bring about a satisfactory
settlement, or to hand over an unsatisfactory case to the court. When
the Secretary of the Krakau Association went to Vienna, Mr. Bober, the
President of the Krakau Association, approached me with a view to my
accepting the office of Secretary, and he remarked that as he must have
an absolutely reliable man in that office, he would resign the
Presidentship failing my acceptance of it. Ultimately I did accept the
post of Secretary, and held it for four years until I came to England. In
that post I had considerable influence with a large number of Galician
merchants, in the first instance with the members of the Association,
and on the other hand with such merchants as the Association came
into contact with. As I had to investigate about 500 cases a year, I had
to travel throughout Galicia and very often to give evidence in court in
the cases which were not settled voluntarily. As it was known that I had
influence with so many Jewish merchants, I was approached on behalf
of the Schlachta that I should at elections influence the people in favour
of the candidates put forward by them. Such a suggestion would seem
impossible to an Englishman, and every Englishman will understand
the indignation with which I refused to do such services to the Schlachta.
At a certain public meeting, further, carried away by excitement, I gave
expression to my indignation. From that moment I was marked out for
destruction, as is the practice with the Schlachta when they have a
grudge against anybody. As the Courts are mostly ruled by members
of the Schlachta, they can easily get any person punished for any crime
they like to accuse him of. In my case, all my previous life was searched,

153

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 153



and nothing could be found against me. Then they had to resort to an
accusation that I had given false evidence in Court. Among the different
cases which had gone through my hands was the following.

A woman of the name of Toni Lieblich, who had a drapery shop,
suspended payment, and the Association of which I was Secretary
dealt with her about the settlement. It appeared that besides the
members of our Association, she had only one or two creditors. The
arrangement was come to that she should hand over all her stock to
our Association in full settlement of their claims, and should the one
or two creditors outside the Association not join us, it was arranged
that the debtor should collect some outstanding debts and pay them in
full. There was sufficient left in those outstanding debts to pay them
actually in full. She signed such an agreement and handed it over to the
Association. The Association sent me as their representative, with two
assistants to take over the stock; this we did one day, and closed up the
shop, bringing the keys to the Association. When the Association
offered the stock for sale, a man of the name of Wolf Frey, who said
that he was a friend of the debtor, offered to pay the Association for
same an amount equivalent to 70% of the creditors’ claims, which the
Association accepted. After he had paid to the Association the amount
by his bills of exchange, I was again sent with the two assistants to
hand over the stock to the buyer according to the inventory, which we
had previously taken. All this took place in the most ordinary business
way. I remember that we had written during the negotiations to a firm
in Vienna of the name of Kubintzki, asking them to join us in the
arrangement with the debtor Lieblich. They refused to do so, and said
that they would take their own steps in the matter. Some months later
they took legal proceedings against the debtor. In the meantime, the
buyer of the stock, Wolf Frey, married the debtor, and carried on the
business together with her under his own name. The above named
Vienna firm obtained judgement against Mrs. Lieblich, and attempted
to put an execution into the shop carried on by Mr. Frey. That
gentleman objected and called as witnesses the Krakau Association,
myself and the assistants who were with me, to give evidence that he
had actually bought over the stock and that the same was handed over
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to him quite legally. His wife also gave evidence to that effect. As was
customary, I was very careful in the wording of my evidence, and said
that I acted on behalf of the Association and according to the agreement
made with Mrs. Lieblich, we had taken over the stock from her in
settlement of our claims, and had afterwards sold the stock to Mr.
Frey. In consequence of that evidence, the Vienna firm lost the day.
Knowing, however, how easily criminal proceedings can be taken in
Galicia against Jews, the firm of Kubintzki informed the Public
Prosecutor in Wadowice of the case, suggesting that the goods had
been fraudulently taken over by Frey so as to defy the execution.

In Wadowice, at that time, there was, in the office of Deputy
Public Prosecutor, a man of the name of Joseph Jaworski, a full-blown
Schlachziz, a man who got into that position only through favouritism
and one of those who were on the lookout to snare me. Without
hesitation, as soon as he found that I had given evidence in the case, he
arrested Lieblich and her husband Frey, and instituted an examination
against me for fraud, and perjury.

As my duties were so difficult and necessitated much travelling and
the handling of many cases and figures, the Association though fit to
give me every year a six weeks’ leave. It so happened that the above
arrest occurred in the month of June, 1900, when I was at the German
seaside place of Colberg. When the Krakau Association learned what
had happened, they notified me at once not to return, as they were
afraid, should I return, Mr. Jaworski, to satisfy his desire against me,
would arrest me. Jaworski, as soon as he learned that I was absent,
issued a warrant against me, and circulated it all over Austria, the very
thing he wished to do to destroy my good reputation. The Association
appointed a Counsel to represent me and applied to the Minister of
Justice for a free pass that I might return and defend myself. After
about two months, the free pass was granted, and I returned. Meanwhile
Jaworski kept both Lieblich and Frey under arrest. They had several
little children, as Mrs. Lieblich had been a widow when she married
Frey and had children by her first husband. Those people had
committed no crime whatsoever. Of course they were absolutely
ruined by Jaworski, but that is a thing which does not interest Polish
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Schlachta. During the examination, Jaworski was approached by several
lawyers who tried to explain to him my position, the nature of my
duties, and the truth of my evidence, he simply and freely declared, “I
do not care for anything – all I want is to have Infeld under arrest for
some time. I have got to teach that man a lesson”.

Here I must explain that in Austria a jury is formed in the following
way. Thirty six men are called, and the Public Prosecutor has the right
to refuse twelve; the defending Counsel has the same right, and the
twelve which remain form the jury. When it came to the trial in that
country town of Galicia, Wadowice, it can easily be imagined that
among the thirty six men called upon, there were at the outside four or
five intelligent men who had any idea whatsoever of business methods,
whereas the remainder were mostly peasants, small country workmen,
without even a knowledge of the alphabet. The Public Prosecutor then
refused those educated ones, and left only such as he considered
“reliable” men for his Anti Semitic purposes. At the trial, the whole
evidence brought forward showed fully the genuine way in which I
had dealt with the matter in the name of the Association, and the truth
of the evidence I had given in court. The trial lasted two days, and no
shadow of evidence was brought against me. On the second day of the
trial, when the representative of the Viennese firm had not arrived to
give his evidence, Jaworski thought it advisable to suggest to the Court
an adjournment of the case, as that would be the only witness who
would speak against me. Fortunately, about an hour after Jaworski
had suggested this course, the witness from Vienna arrived, and when
asked by the President of the Court what he had to say against me, he
very briefly said, “Nothing whatsoever”. The reason why they had
informed the Public Prosecutor was because they wanted the matter
investigated, but not at their own expense, but he could not say that
what the Association had done was in any way illegal, or that my
evidence was not true. When, in the afternoon, the Court adjourned
for about half an hour, people had seen the Public Prosecutor, Jaworski,
going into a restaurant with some of the jury, and overheard them
discussing the trial. Someone even came and told me that Jaworski had
said to some of the jurymen, “If you only find Infeld guilty of perjury,
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we shall sentence him to a fortnight, and that is all we want”. That is
the way in which Jaworski brought about the following verdict of the
jury. To the question whether Frey was guilty of fraud, they answered,
“No” to the question whether Mrs. Lieblich was guilty of fraud and
perjury, by false evidence, they answered, “No”; (evidence which she
had given exactly like myself, and evidence which was also given by
the two assistants, who were not prosecuted for that evidence at all).
When the question was put whether I had committed any fraud, they
answered, “No”, but to the question whether I committed perjury by
my evidence, they answered, by eight against four, “Yes”, which in
Austria is enough to find an accused guilty. It so happened that the
President of the Court was a man not belonging to the Schlachta, a
man who had worked his way up by study and education: his name
was Grzybczk. According to the Austrian criminal law, as it was a
matter of over 300 florins, the maximum sentence upon that verdict
was five years’ imprisonment with hard labour. The President was
startled by the verdict. I remember fully that he turned pale and began
to tremble. After a short consultation with the other two judges, he
announced a sentence of one year’s imprisonment (which was the
minimum sentence he could pass) and in addressing me, he said, “That
is all we can do for you here; it is for you to take further steps”. And
he asked me whether I would lodge an appeal, in such a way as
actually suggested to me to do so at once: this I did.

Here I must again explain that according to the Austrian criminal
law, the free pass which had been granted to me by the Minister of
Justice at that time only protected me from being arrested up to the
moment of the verdict. From that moment I could have been under
arrest. Jaworski proposed to the court to arrest me at once, as he stated
there was the fear that I should run away, as I was absent at the
beginning. To that the President of the Court replied that under no
consideration would he permit that, as he could not blame me for not
having returned from Germany until I had obtained a free pass.

Jaworski lodged a protest against the decision of the President, and
said he would submit a written protest within three days. Of course he
never submitted that written protest, as he was ashamed to do so. I,
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however, was actually sentenced to a year’s imprisonment, and had to
lodge an appeal. I was certain that I should be acquitted by the Court
of Cassation at Vienna. There was not the least doubt about that. In
the worst case, the Court of Cassation could have sent back the case to
be retried, in which case I would have applied for the case to be taken
to the court of another town, and as there was nothing against me I
was sure that I would be ultimately acquitted. But Jaworski really
attained some of his aims. He had spoilt my reputation; he had injured
me to a certain extent materially, morally and financially, because,
though the Association paid all my expenses, I nevertheless had a good
many expenses of my own connected with the case. Under such
circumstances, I did not wish to continue in my office as Secretary of
the above mentioned Association, as I was afraid some day one of the
Schlachziz would succeed in ruining me entirely.

Here I must again give some explanation about the law in such cases
with reference to the Court of Cassation and the proceedings there.
When a case comes up to the highest Court, it is first dealt with at a
confidential meeting of Judges. At that meeting, as a rule, they decide to
either refuse the appeal entirely, or, if they grant it, to have a public trial
before the Court of Cassation, where the Public Prosecutor is represented
by the Chief Public Prosecutor, called the “Public Prosecutor General”,
the highest one in the whole of Austria, and where the accused is
represented by a Counsel. Occasionally at those trials people are
acquitted; in most cases they are sent back for retrial. In the case where
there is no foundation whatsoever for prosecution, the accused can be
acquitted at the first confidential meeting of the judges without any
public trial, but for that the unanimous vote of all the judges is necessary,
and also the consent of the Chief Public Prosecutor. This is just what
happened in my case, a thing which occurs perhaps once in twenty
years. This in itself shows what injustice the man Jaworski had done me.
In the written verdict issued by the highest Court, the Court of Cassation
in Vienna, which I enclose herewith, together with a notarially certified
translation of same, my above statements are fully proved, and I would
especially point out the following sentences in the verdict:-

Consequently the facts brought out in the evidence certainly do not
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supply the least ground justifying the jury in describing this portion
of the evidence considered false of the said Max Infeld (who was
examined on oath) as being false to his knowledge.

Then again, there is the remark:

Seeing that therefore the statements made in evidence by Max Infeld
and which were impugned by the prosecution, were not proved to be
contrary to truth, the examination having moreover proved the contrary

and so on.
In these and in some other phrases of the verdict, it is to be seen

that the Court of Cassation actually made a reproach to Jaworski for
having prosecuted me – in fact I have been told that the Court of
Cassation sent an official reproach separately.

The result was that the sentence was entirely quashed at the
confidential meeting, and I was acquitted without any further
proceedings.

This sentence in itself is, to my mind, sufficient illustration of the
whole affair, and characteristic of what I had to go through. At the
same time I would like to mention that Frey and Lieblich had been
acquitted in Wadowice at the first trial,- after they had been kept
under arrest for some months and after they had been completely
ruined by Jaworski.

I must add that I always had the greatest admiration for England,
for the English conception of democracy and justice; so much so that
it was my hobby since my youth to study English. Although in a
country town like Krakau I had no tutor, I nevertheless, through love
of the thing, succeeded so far that I obtained a fair knowledge of
English before I came over to England, and when I arrived I was able
to read and write fluently and to start work in England.

When I decided to discontinue in office in the above Association,
and after I was materially and morally broken by Mr. Jaworski, I
thought that the best I could do for myself and my children was to
come to England, and make my children loyal British subjects. I left
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Krakau whilst my appeal was pending in Vienna, with the
determination that should the matter be sent back for return I would
return to Galicia; otherwise I thought it unnecessary to waste time and
thought, but to start earning a living in England without delay. Of
course after the sentence had been quashed altogether, I had no need
to return to Galicia at all.

Jaworski, however, when he heard that I had gone away, was very
much afraid that I should, through pamphlets, or in some other way,
have a general reckoning with him, because he knew something about
my knowledge of German and Polish and of my capabilities to make a
matter public if I so liked. He therefore sought for something further
against me in order to disable me from taking steps against him, and to
discredit any statements which I might make publicly against him.
Before he became Public Prosecutor to the town of Wadowice, he had
been in office in the town of Rzeszow. He knew that at that Court I
had given evidence in a number of cases, and he knew especially of the
following case:-

In the year 1898, two young ladies of the names of Hani and Fani
Wachtel, two sisters, had, for a short time, a shop of fancy goods, and
they suspended payment. When I was delegated to investigate the
matter, I found out that they had not disclosed to their creditors the
fact that they were under age, that their actions were not quite beyond
reproach, and that they had favoured some of their creditors. In
consequence of the reports I made to the Association, the Association
instructed their solicitor in that town of Rzeszow to force the matter
into bankruptcy, which he did.

Here I must explain that the proceedings in bankruptcy in Austria
are as follows:- One of the judges of the Upper Court is appointed as
bankruptcy commissary to supervise the proceedings of the trustee. As
trustee, the Court appoints one of the lawyers to temporarily manage
the estate until at a meeting of the creditors, which is convened by the
Court, the creditors themselves elect a trustee. When such a meeting in
that case took place, it turned out that the creditors represented by me
were in the majority. We therefore elected our legal advisor of that
town, a gentleman of the name of Dr. Wilhelm Hochfeld, as trustee to
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wind up the estate in bankruptcy. Besides the trustee, the creditors
have to elect a committee of inspection among themselves. The elected
creditors, as members of the committee, must, however, be inhabitants
of the town, so as to appear at any meeting convened either by the
judge or by the trustee. In that particular case, there was not, at least to
our knowledge, any creditor who lived in that town. On the advice of
Dr. Hochfeld, we elected, as is always done in such cases in Austria,
three gentlemen known to us personally, living in the town, and ceded
to them some of our claims so as to make them the legal creditors. Dr.
Hochfeld, being the appointed trustee, and also the representative of
the Association, naturally advised us of everything that he undertook,
and when he was about to realise the stock, he also informed the
Association of the deed of sale. To prevent the stock being sold at too
low a price, the Association delegated me to go to Rzeszow, and to
offer a certain sum, which I did. As there was no higher bid for the
goods, the trustee, with the Committee, decided to sell them to us.
After I had acquired the stock for the Association, and paid Hochfeld
as trustee therefor, I tried several different ways of selling it to the best
advantage of the particular creditors represented by me.

After negotiations with several would-be buyers, in the name of
the Association I sold the stock to a man, if I remember rightly, of the
name of Wang, who undertook to pay for the goods by instalments
into the hands of our legal representative, Dr. Hochfeld. After Dr.
Hochfeld had collected from the above named buyer the whole of the
purchase money, which took a few months, he sent it to the
Association, and it was duly divided amongst the creditors represented
by the Association.

In that town there is also a lawyer of the name of Dr. Reich, who,
belonging to the Social Democratic party, is not only an antagonist of
Dr. Hochfeld, who is himself a Conservative, but is also known as a
fierce personal enemy of Dr. Hochfeld. For many years he tried all
means and ways to expose Dr. Hochfeld, or to discredit him in the eyes
of the public. Dr. Reich then fastened upon this case and tried to
persuade the judge that Dr. Hochfeld had not wound up the estate of
the above bankruptcy with sufficient care, and that through his neglect
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he did not realise as much for the stock as he could. That would
constitute a punishable act on the part of a trustee. Disciplinary
proceedings were taken against Dr. Hochfeld, and Dr. Reich used every
possible means to arouse prejudice against him. I was cited as a witness
to give evidence as to what I knew of the matter. Naturally enough, I
represented the whole affair according to the truth, which was in favour
of Dr. Hochfeld. That took place in the latter end of 1900. Dr. Reich
tried to stamp my evidence as valueless, and endeavoured to get some
information about the affair at Wadowice. As I said before, Jaworski
was originally in Rzeszow, and was well acquainted with Dr. Reich.
Curiously enough, when Jaworski wanted to injure me, and Dr. Reich
wanted to discredit my evidence and in that way to injure Dr. Hochfeld,
suddenly the Public Prosecutor of Rzeszow – it is quite obvious how
and why – built up against me some sort of charge, as if the whole fault
were mine because I, representing the Association, elected a Committee
of Inspection composed of such people who were in reality not creditors.
It was the most flimsy charge that ever existed, but nevertheless it was
raised by an official. By this manoeuvre I was on the one hand kept out
of the country, and thus satisfied Jaworski’s wish that I should be
rendered harmless to him, and on the other, in accordance with the
aims of Dr. Reich, my evidence on behalf of Dr. Hochfeld was rendered
useless, and the disciplinary proceedings against him went on until he
was acquitted in Vienna and exonerated from all blame. This is a true,
concise history of the matter.

I may mention that Jaworski’s fears were quite without foundation,
because I consider that a man like him deserves nothing less than
contempt, and far from having a spirit of revenge, I have only contempt
for that man, and a feeling of pity, pity that he, although an aristocrat
by birth and title, is nevertheless of so low a character.

To prove that my account of the above matter is true, I must
mention that as I am being charged there through no fault of my own,
but on account of the political struggle which has been going on for so
many years between those two lawyers, I wrote to Dr. Hochfeld to
take the necessary steps to prove my innocence. He handed over the
matter to a well known criminal counsel there, Dr. Reiner, to act at his
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expense for me. However, Dr. Reiner fell dangerously ill, and the
matter had to rest for some time. Dr. Hochfeld wrote to me that he
was prepared to apply to the Minister of Justice to quash the whole
prosecution so as not to necessitate the waste of my time and efforts in
returning to defend myself, but as Dr. Reiner was ill, we must wait
until he recovered. To that I replied that in the meantime he could ask
some other lawyer to take the necessary steps. At that stage I asked
him by letter whether he did not think it advisable that I should send
some of my friends in Galicia to Dr. Reich, who personally could have
no grudge against me, as he did not even know me personally, but only
by name, to explain to him the steps which he (Dr. Hochfeld) was
taking, were only to free an innocent man, and to ask Dr. Reich to
refrain from anything in that matter which could hurt me, as I had
actually deserved no bother or trouble in the affair. To that suggestion,
Dr. Hochfeld replied to me in his letter of the 20th May, 1908, which I
enclose here, and which runs in English as follows:-

In answer to your letter of the 15th inst., which I only received to
day, I believe that Dr. Reiner will have no objection if the matter is
handed over to somebody else, especially if it is impossible to act
otherwise in consequence of his illness. In my opinion, it would be
best to put the matter into the hands of Dr. Aschkenasy, as he
represented me in the disciplinary proceedings in Vienna, and he
knows the whole affair thoroughly. If you agree to that, I will write
and ask him in my name, and I do not doubt that he will accept it.
Then I would get to know when he is to be seen in Lemberg, and
your brother would have to go to Lemberg and convey all your
wishes direct to him.

So far as an interview with Dr. Reich is concerned, please excuse
the hard expression when I tell you that I did not consider you so
simple-minded as to think that Dr. Reich would save anybody if it is
a matter of attaining his only task in life. He will not sacrifice one, but
ten, people like yourself if he thinks to hurt me by doing it. As to the
application for abolition, it is quite irrelevant whether and what he
would write in the local paper here, as this local paper does not come
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to Vienna. For the moment nothing is being written about it here, and
even if it is done he would not send his writings to Vienna if he did
not know of our application for abolition. On the other hand, if you
yourself let him know what is going on, you may be quite sure that he
will do everything possible to prevent a favourable result, because for
him it is only too important that this affair should have no end, as all
his labour for so many years, combined with his big expenses, would
be in vain. Therefore, it is my opinion that the whole matter should
be kept secret. If you, however, think that Dr. Reich would not injure
you, you can act up to your own views. I expect your answer.

(SIGNED) WILHELM HOCHFELD

I think that this letter, which was not intended to be shown to anybody,
proves the full truth of my representation of the above matter.

Merely for the sake of comparison, I would like to mention that a
young Russian lady threw from a balcony a bomb and killed several
persons. She made her escape to Austria, settled in Wadowice, and
married an inhabitant of that town, by which she became an Austrian
subject. When the Russian authorities learned her whereabouts, they
demanded her extradition. The Austrian authorities refused it, but put
her on trial in Wadowice for murder. At the trial she admitted having
wilfully thrown the bomb to kill the Governor as an oppressor of the
people. In spite of her confession, the jury of that court acquitted her.

As is seen in the enclosed copy, some of the nuns were also put on
trial, probably through some action of the Social Democrats, and as
their defence was that they did not know that the girl was under age,
they were also acquitted. In that very same court, however, Jaworski
could induce the jury to find me, an innocent man, guilty. It is quite
obvious that I was the victim of politics, and it is also quite natural that
after I arrived in this country, with a desire to establish myself in an
honest way of business with the means that I had managed to save,
that for some time I could not devote any time or energy to getting rid
of the Austrian affair which was still in abeyance. In the first instance,
I had to look after my family and see that I could earn an honest living.
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It can easily be understood how delighted I was to find, as I said
before, that my ideals, the Englishman and the English country, were
fully up to my dreams of justice and fairness. It always struck me, and
I pointed it out many times in Germany, that in German and Polish
and French there is absolutely not an expression to convey the real
meaning of the English word “fair” or “fair play”. They have not got
an expression for it because they have not got such a high conception
of fairness – in fact, whenever a Frenchman, a Pole or a German,
wishes to convey the idea represented by the English “fair play”, he
must use the English expression as it is.

Besides the friendly assistance which I had from the beginning, on
the part of every Englishman, my greatest delight was to find myself
assisted by the Headmaster and Teachers of the school where I put my
son, which is of course the most important thing for a father with
some feeling for his children. The following is what happened.

My eldest boy, being possessed of some considerable ability, was
taken in hand by Mr. J. Easterbrook, M.A., the Headmaster of Owen’s
School, Islington. After a comparatively short time, he succeeded in
gaining an L.C.C. Commercial Scholarship; a year later he gained an
Intermediate L.C.C. Scholarship, and at the beginning of 1907 he
gained an entrance Scholarship at Queen’s College, Cambridge, and
was also granted by the L.C.C. a Senior Scholarship of £50 and an
Exhibition of Owen’s School of £30 annually, which school he left as
so-called Captain of the School, having been the top boy of the whole
school. These Senior Scholarships are granted by the London County
Council, not through any competitive examination, but by virtue of
the previous successes of the scholar and his present character. The
following are the letters which the Headmaster and the two teachers
wrote to the Education Committee of the L.C.C. about him:-

May 23, 1907

I have much pleasure in highly recommending Louis Infeld to the
Education Committee of the L.C.C. as a suitable candidate to be
awarded a Senior County Council Scholarship.
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I have no hesitation in saying that he has very exceptional ability.
He was first brought to me in April, 1902, on his arrival in this
country from Austria, and could barely speak a word of English. I
advised his father to let him study English privately at home until I
admitted him in the following September. When he came to me in
September, I found he could speak English quite fluently, and I had
no difficulty in putting him in one of the ordinary forms. His progress
after that was extremely rapid in almost every subject, and he always
took a high place in the examinations. When he came back to the
School after being a year at the University College School, he asked
to be allowed to read for the Mathematical Scholarship at Cambridge,
and I was pleased to accede to his request. Considering all the
difficulties he has had to contend with through studying in what was
to him a foreign tongue, I am of opinion that his success is remarkable,
and I am sure that if he is granted the means of proceeding to
Cambridge, he will have a brilliant career there. I should add that he
is of excellent character and disposition, his only fault being that he is
inclined to work a little too hard at times.

(Signed) J. EASTERBOOK, M.A.,
Headmaster

Derringham,
Sydney Road,
Muswell Hill, N. 

May 24th, 1907

To the Education Committee of the London County Council.

Gentlemen,
I have great pleasure in recommending to your notice Louis

Infeld as a candidate for a Senior County Scholarship. I have known
him for the last five years, and for the last two years he has been in my
Upper Sixth Form at Owen’s School, Islington, under my personal
care. I consider him to be possessed of exceptional ability, to which
he adds unremitting application to work. All his work has given me
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nothing but satisfaction, everything he does being marked by great
care and conscientiousness. His special study has been Mathematics,
in which he has achieved great success, as it witnessed by his Open
Scholarship, gained at Queen’s College, Cambridge. But I should like
to call attention to his great, all-round ability, especially to his
linguistical powers, which are of an exceptionally high order. He has
a good – in some cases a very full – knowledge of no less than seven
languages: Greek, Latin, Hebrew, French, German, Polish and English.
The modern languages amongst these he speaks fluently.

With regard his general character, I can speak without reserve in
terms of the highest praise. He is anxious to obtain a Senior County
Scholarship in order to be able to take up the Open Scholarship he
has obtained at Cambridge. I have great pleasure in unreservedly
recommending him, and am convinced that he is in every way a
candidate deserving of the favour of the Council.

I am, Gentlemen,
Your obedient servant,
(Sgd.) H.N. ESMOND, M.A.

It is most remarkable that this letter about my son is written by an
English clergyman. How different matters are here from what they are
in Austria and even in a good many other countries.

May 30th, 1907

I have much pleasure in writing on behalf of Louis Infeld of this
school, who, I understand, is applying for an L.C.C. Senior
Scholarship to enable him to proceed to the University of Cambridge
to complete his studies. He is of capital ability, and his success at
Queen’s College, Cambridge, was the outcome of his sustained
application and careful work. His progress has always been very
marked, and I feel sure that at Cambridge he will continue to do well
and prove himself a worthy scholar of the London County Council.

(Signed) H.G. DIXON, M.A”.
These three letters are in the hands of the Education Committee.
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How my son continued at Cambridge is best illustrated by the fact
that at the last May examinations, out of a group of seven colleges, he
came out top of all the first year Mathematical students, and in
consequence of that success was granted, instead of his previous
Entrance Scholarship, a Foundation Scholarship of £55, and in addition
to that a prize of two guineas in books.

As mentioned before, I have considered it my duty to apply myself
to my family here before taking the Austrian matter in hand to entirely
free myself. Nevertheless, all the time the Austrian authorities knew
where I was: they knew my London private address, they also knew
my London business address; I have not changed my name, and I
expected them to ask for my extradition, and give me in that way an
opportunity to prove in an English Court what Austrian Polish justice
means. Of course they knew very well that in the eyes of an English
judge they would appear simply ridiculous, and have therefore never
attempted even to ask for my extradition.

In the year 1896 I was appointed a lay judge to assist the judges in
commercial matters coming before them, and I was never removed
from that position.

So far as my own personal behaviour in this country is concerned,
I must call your attention to the fact that after having been five years in
this country and applying for naturalisation, I was in a position to
mention five most respectable people as witnesses, two among whom
have English University degrees. Among others, I also mention the
name of Mr. Proctor of Birmingham, with whom I have been doing
business for some years, and who would be in a position to give some
information about my ways of business. I do not know whether he has
been asked, but I feel sure that no police detective could find anything
against me in this country, and I am also sure that in my native country
my behaviour was the same. My testimonials and references from
citizens of position in my own country are now, and have been for
some time, in the hands of the Home Office, and I am sure that such
persons would now and at any time repeat the good opinions with
reference to me. My only crime was that I possessed some feeling of
honour, and did not acquiesce in a suggestion of some of the Schlachta
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that I should influence people in their favour at the elections.
It is now over seven and a half years that I have been in this

country, and during all that time nothing has been done by me for
which I could be reproached. I think there is only one case of a firm to
whom I have done services, and from whom I had to claim certain
considerations, and who endeavoured to get out of fulfilling them. I
left the matter in the hands of an Arbitrator selected by themselves,
and nevertheless I gained the day. It may be that these people have a
grudge against me, but that I was in the right was proved sufficiently
when even their own arbitrator had to decide in my favour. In any
other way, I challenge the whole of the Scotland Yard staff of detectives
to enquire about me and to find anything to justify a reproach.

It is my only wish to make my sons English subjects; that they
have every reason to be loyal to this country is obvious. I myself am
not only a loyal inhabitant of this country, but also a most thankful
one. Every respect which an English citizen pays to his Sovereign
when the National Anthem is being played, I feel thoroughly myself at
the time, combined with a strong feeling of thankfulness and gratitude
which I owe to the just population of this country and their illustrious
ruler.

To prove how Anglicised my three boys have become, I may say
that my son at Cambridge is very popular among all his colleagues,
and that the other two could not, in my opinion, be recognised an
foreigners.

I would not like to boast of anything concerning myself, but in this
case I rather think I am obliged to show in what way I fulfil my duties
as a citizen. I enclose a letter which I have just received from the
Secretary of Queen’s Hospital for Children. When I handed in my
gifts, I really did not think that I should submit the confirmation of
them to anybody.

Further, I, and each individual member of my family, are keenly
interested in many English charitable and other institutions, both
National and Communal, to which we both give time and money.

At the time when the jury in Wadowice gave that most staggering
verdict against me, and as I mentioned above, the President of the
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Court, being himself so shocked, turned pale when he addressed me, it
was only natural that my poor wife underwent a terrible shock. She
actually lost her reason, and when she heard the suggestion of Jaworski
to put me in prison at once, she really lost her speech for a time. Of
course when he (Jaworski) did not succeed in his plan, I was able to
attend to the poor woman for a few days to bring about her recovery
from the shock, but unfortunately I could not entirely wipe out its
effects. She was heartbroken, and when we came to this country she
only lived for another four years, and as the result of Wadowice she
had to pay with her life. For sometime before her death, she said to me
repeatedly, “Do not forget as soon as you have been here five years,
make the boys Britishers, and get them struck off the Austrian lists.
How I wish that I could live long enough to see them belong to this
country!”

I ask anybody now, whether under such circumstances it is not my
sacred duty to take the necessary steps? I also ask whether in this
country there could be found anyone who, in face of what I have
described above, could consider me really a criminal? It is a fearful
burden on me that I have not yet carried out her wish, but if I am
allowed to do it, I shall certainly apply as soon as I get the necessary
papers for my boys to be struck off the Austrian lists.

I now place this story before you with many apologies for its
length, and with hopes that you will feel that it fully justifies the grant
of my Petition.

Should you deem it advisable, I shall be pleased to depose to this
pamphlet, and also, if you wish it, attend personally upon the gentleman
in your office dealing with this matter.

DATED: September 1908
I am, Sir, Your Obedient Servant.
(Signed) MAX INFELD
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Appendix 2

Joseph (Jozek) Stendig (1921 – 1999)

My brother Jozek was the first born of Felicja and Jakub, born in July
22, 1921. He was bright, good looking and successful in school and
among friends. When nearing matriculation year, he was a truly
handsome guy, with black, rich hair and blue eyes.

At school he belonged to the daring chaps, who did not make the
teacher’s life too easy. He was very diligent. When learning a language
he would sit for hours with the dictionary and literally learn all the
words by heart! With physics and math he had no problem; apparently
the Leopld Infeld genes were generously distributed to the heirs of the
clan (alas, the girls – I would say – were less lucky). He got a distinction
in natural science on finishing school, which was in the summer of
1939. 

The war was closing in on Europe. The plan was that he would go
in October to “Palestine” and study engineering at the Technion in
Haifa. There, he would not have been alone: our grandfather, Salomon
Infeld, already lived in Palestine, in Jerusalem (together with his second
wife Mina). So was Klara Zuckerberg, married Kimron, who stayed in
a Kibbutz – “Kvutzat Shiller” (Klara is now over 90 years old and still
lives in this Kibbutz together with her family). Klara is a cousin of our
mother Felicja (on her mother’s side). She stayed with us in Cracow
for several years before the war, so that she was more like an older
sister to Jozek (and me), than a distant relative. 

Jozek did not make it: he did not get to Palestine, as the war broke
out already in September (3.9.1939), Our father was mobilized early as
a reserve officer with of the Polish army. Two days after Jakub left,
Jozek decided to leave Cracow and volunteer to the Polish army as
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well, and looked for the Engineers Corp, where our Father was
mobilized. He succeeded in finding him, and he was mobilized by him
as his adjutant. But the war ended after a few days, with the victory of
the Germans, so both Jakub and Jozek decided, that the best thing for
him would be to reach his grandfather, Anchel Stendig, in Kolmyja, in
Eastern Poland, which then fell then into Russian hands. He hoped to
be able to begin his studies (instead of in Palestine) there, in Lwow.
And indeed, he succeeded, and studied engineering there for two years. 

In 1941, when the Germans took Eastern Poland, Joseph escaped
to Russia. In the vicinity of Tashkent he worked as a supervisor of
irrigation of the cotton fields in a “kolhoz”. 

The Poles in exile built an army to help the Allies to fight the
Germans. They recruited to this army Polish citizens, who fled to
Russia, like Jozek. Jozek was called to join that army three times, but
each time he was rejected because he was a Jew. The fourth time, in
March 1942, when called, he joined the Anders recruits already on the
train going to the Middle East (actually to Palestine, by the way of
Iran). He was recruited when the train was already moving.

Being in Palestine, the antisemitism of the Anders army was difficult
for Jozek to bear. He longed to serve in the British army, where the
Jews of Palestine were recruited. This time, he succeeded and joined
the British army where he served for four years in Egypt. While
serving in the British army he married Tova (Giza), born Hochman, a
student at the Hebrew University, who worked at an office helping
Jewish refugees from Russia. There Jozek met her. He came to the
office in Jerusalem – being a refugee from Russia – together with our
grandfather Salomon – to get some documents which he needed in
order to join the British army. So they met, and after two years, in July
1944, they married. 

After de-mobilization, Jozek went to Haifa to study engineering
for two more years at the Technion, but then the War of Independence
began and he joined the Israel Defense Forces. After the war, he
returned to Haifa to finish his studies. 

After graduation he settled again in Jerusalem. He worked as an
engineer at the Hebrew University and supervised the building of the
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new campus in Givat Ram. Later he directed the Department of
Supplies in the Jerusalem Municipality. He didn’t like the monotony
of work there and began a private practice as a supervisor-engineer of
public buildings. This practice he continued for 40 years. 

He took part in all the Israeli wars. 
His best (school) friend Schlomo Leser (who lives in Haifa)

characterized him as: a great guy, sober, objective, totally reliable, very
hospitable, always ready to help, highly intellectual and modest. 

His hobbies were: painting, archeology and travel. His foremost
hobby however was instructing his grandchildren. Once or twice every
week he told them about his travels and even taught them astronomy
(lessons for which he carefully prepared himself).

Jozek died in May 16, 1999 after a prolonged fight with cancer. He
left his wife Tova, two daughters – Na’ama and Varda – and seven
grandchildren. Joseph’s wife Tova Hochman-Zur, who is a lawyer by
profession, is 84 years old, but is still working as a volunteer in various
fields.

Gutka Stendig-Lindberg
Ramat-Aviv 2008

173

InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 173



InfieldText_AC24.10.12_Layout 1  24/10/2012  16:41  Page 174



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /CMYK
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments true
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /CreateJDFFile false
  /Description <<

    /BGR <>
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065876863900275284e8e9ad88d2891cf76845370524d53705237300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef69069752865bc9ad854c18cea76845370524d5370523786557406300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /CZE <>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /ETI <>
    /FRA <>
    /GRE <>

    /HRV (Za stvaranje Adobe PDF dokumenata najpogodnijih za visokokvalitetni ispis prije tiskanja koristite ove postavke.  Stvoreni PDF dokumenti mogu se otvoriti Acrobat i Adobe Reader 5.0 i kasnijim verzijama.)
    /HUN <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <FEFF9ad854c18cea306a30d730ea30d730ec30b951fa529b7528002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020658766f8306e4f5c6210306b4f7f75283057307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103055308c305f0020005000440046002030d530a130a430eb306f3001004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d3067958b304f30533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a306b306f30d530a930f330c8306e57cb30818fbc307f304c5fc59808306730593002>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020ace0d488c9c80020c2dcd5d80020c778c1c4c5d00020ac00c7a50020c801d569d55c002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /LTH <>
    /LVI <>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die zijn geoptimaliseerd voor prepress-afdrukken van hoge kwaliteit. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /POL <>
    /PTB <>
    /RUM <>
    /RUS <>
    /SKY <>
    /SLV <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /TUR <>
    /UKR <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


