
Holocaust Survivors, really never survived! 
 
 
WE LIVE IN HARD ECONONMIC TIMES…WE PRAY TO GOD TO 
HELP US KEEP OUR POSSESSIONS…ALL THE TIME NOT 
UNDERSTANDING WHAT TRULY IS PRECIOUS TO US IN 
LIFE….UNTIL, THE NAZI’S KNOCK ON YOUR DOOR AT HOME 
AND YOUR LIFE CHANGES FOREVER. 
 
The clouds of war blocked the sun over Europe. Evil given permission 
by God was now going to have its day. This day of shadows was to 
last 4 years. The master planner of this horror, satan, was going to 
get his fill of souls for a short time. For satan, like an unruly dog is on 
a leash, held by the Hand of  
Almighty God. 
  
Armin and Margaret my parents were survivors but were never the 
same. My mother lost her entire family; my father lost his wife and 
two children. Teddy, a boy, was nine years old and had deep 
chocolate eyes. Lillian, a girl, was eleven years old with eyes the 
color of the sky and hair like wheat in the sunlight. 
  
Prior to immigrating, Jews who lost homes were allowed to go back to 
the cities where they had lived and reclaim their homes should they 
want to.  Most found nothing left to come home too and so they 
immigrated all over the world. 
 
In the case of my father the people occupying his home allowed him 
to go into the backyard and dig up a box that he had hidden in the 
earth. A box filled with treasures, jewelry, and money. These things 
had no value to him…but the pictures…OH Dear God, the 
pictures…the images of love and life lost; he gently held close to his 
heart and brought them with him to the United States. 
 
Armin had walked his own “Via Delarosa”; his road of suffering. At its 
end he found only misty memories of the past. He had lived through 
hell on earth just to be able to touch the hands of his children and 
hold his wife once again.  
But they …were no more. 



 
His hands shook and all the pent up anguish came out in great sobs 
and tears as he held 3 pictures of 3 hearts gently against his 
breast…Teddy, Lillian and the only remaining picture of his wife as 
they stood bride and groom together looking forward to a bright 
future. 
 
And so he walked forward into a new life clutching the old life…crying 
out to God…WHY?...but only hearing the sound of silence. He never 
understood till his dying day that it was satan who robbed him…not 
the One True God of Abraham. 
 
I am staring at Teddy and Lillian. I have the pictures my father once 
held in his hands. They are with me here as I write. All that’s left of 
them I now hold in my hands. In a very real sense I now hold their 
hearts and my fathers heart.  
 
 
 
Only part of the story. You can read the rest of the 
story titled  “ 3 who wait” in the Favorites Category. 
 


