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Holland was invaded by Nazi Germany on 10 May 1940. The Netherlands 
had originally proclaimed neutrality when the war broke out in 1939, but 
Germany invaded anyway. On 15 May 1940, one day after the bombing 
of Rotterdam, the Dutch forces surrendered.

After five days, my brother and I were demobbed, and we went home. At 
first, nothing happened, but by 1941, Jewish people were being harassed 
and isolated. They had to wear a Star of David on their clothes and their 
identity cards had a fat ‘J’ added, in case they might pass as ‘Aryans’. 
They were not allowed to run a business outside their own community, 
and any money they had saved was transferred to a ‘Jewish bank’, where 
it was confiscated by the Germans. They were not allowed on buses and 
trains, or in certain public places like parks and movie theatres. My family 
ran an abattoir and kosher butcher and for a time we were still able to 
provide meat to the Jewish community, but we were no longer allowed 
to have non-Jewish personnel working for us.

In October 1942 the raids began, and Jewish males of all ages were 
picked up and sent to work camps, and from there were transported on 
to concentration camps.

We escaped from the first raid in our village thanks to the warning of 
a friend, a non-Jewish girl I used to go to school with who came in to 
tell me that the Green Shirts (local militia) were in the village picking 
up Jewish men. I woke my brothers and we climbed the back fence, ran 
through the neighbour’s property, and out of the village. We made our 
way to a farmer friend of my father’s. We stayed there out of sight for 
a fortnight, because we thought we had been seen by a man whose 
brother was a Nazi. Years later, I discovered that he had not seen us 
and, moreover, the man we distrusted had actually been very anti-
Nazi. It was hard to know in those years who was a friend and who was 
a collaborator.

Unable to go back home, but also unable to stay where many people 
knew us, we went by train to Amsterdam. We left the farm early, while 
it was still dark, and hid in Amsterdam for some time. When all seemed 
quiet again we returned home, although we expected the Germans to 
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return to our village, Groenlo. As a precaution, some Jewish men kept 
vigil every night at the outskirts of the village. Even so, Leo and I decided 
to sleep most nights at local farms, as our family had many friends. Still, 
it was a tricky business because, even though we discarded the yellow 
star, we were known by the local Nazis.

At that time, I had a Jewish girlfriend who had grown up in the same 
village. When the women and children started being rounded up as well 
to be transported to the camps, my girlfriend went into hiding, and I had 
no idea where she had gone.

In 1942, a stranger turned up and told me that she had sent him to 
rescue me. He explained that he was a member of an organisation led 
by a Protestant minister called Dr Overduin. It was based in Enschede, a 
town about thirty kilometres away from us, and its mission was to hide 
Jews from the Nazis. They were willing to find a safe place for me, my 
three brothers and my parents as well. Our family decided to trust him. 
After all, what did we have to lose?

That night, the man returned and we left Groenlo, but we were stopped 
in the next village at a roadblock manned by local Nazis. They took no 
notice of me, although I recognised one of them. He either did not 
recognise me or pretended not to. I’ll never know. After examining what 
was in my suitcase, he told my rescuer, ‘Okay, push off, but make sure 
you’re home before eight o’clock. After that you are not allowed on the 
street’.

We arrived at the home of my guide’s friend, and found that my 
girlfriend, her cousin and a young couple were being temporarily housed 
there. After a few days, the man returned and took me to the home of 
one of his brothers. I was later joined there by Leo, my Aunt Gonne and 
a sad couple from a neighbouring village whose children had already 
been arrested and deported. My parents were in hiding on a farm near 
another town, also organised by Dr Overduin.

After leaving my temporary shelter, I had three more hiding places, the 
first two of which I had to leave in a hurry. There was always danger. 
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In fact, I was nearly caught after being at the first address for about 
six months.

This is what happened. There were about six houses in a row that shared 
one bathhouse at the back. One day, when I was in the outside toilet, I 
overheard one of the neighbours saying that he could see some German 
police coming through the back of the houses. I immediately ran into the 
garden and hid behind an old chicken coop.

There was no possibility of warning the others. Two Nazi police entered 
the house from the back, others from the front, and everyone else was 
caught. I did not dare leave my hiding place, and stayed there for a full 
night and until the middle of the next day. I did not know where to go.

By then, the organisation had been informed about what had happened, 
and a brother of the man who had come to me at Groenlo, came to fetch 
me. He had a fishing rod on the back of his pushbike with a piece of line, 
but no hook or sinker. We went to a canal outside the town, and that is 
where he left me. I must have been in shock, because I felt no hunger 
or thirst. My main problem was avoiding the habitual curiosity of other 
fishermen. All over the world, fishermen like to share information about 
their catch, about bait, things like that. Hoping to avoid any questions, 
I stayed in the bushes, of which there were very few, rather than at the 
water’s edge.

When it began to get dark, I thought about going to some farmhouse and 
asking to be taken in for the night. I knew that could be risky, so it was 
quite late before I found the courage to start on my way. After less than 
half a kilometre, I was picked up by the brother of my first host.

He took me, of all places, to the home of a Jewish family. Because they 
were Turkish Jews, they were classified as Auskinder, or outsiders, and at 
that time, they were free of the threat of being transported. The husband 
had been born in Ottoman Syria when it was occupied by the Turks, and 
he had kept his Turkish passport. Fortunately, he was not on the Turkish 
Embassy’s books, so later on, when the Turkish Jews were transported as 
well, he and his family were able to escape and hide for the rest of the 
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war with friends. (As far as I know, they survived, and went to Israel after 
the war.)

One Sunday, in broad daylight, the Yanks came flying over Enschede for 
the first time. They were on their way to bomb Cologne. The German 
fighter planes were waiting for them just this side of the Dutch border. 
The heavy bombers were no match for the fighter planes, and they had 
to make a quick getaway, so they dumped their bombs, which came 
raining down everywhere.

One came down just outside our window, blowing it out as well as a 
corner of the house, lifting the whole first floor and the roof up and 
away. That afternoon, the family had gone out to visit friends, and I was 
in the house with Isaac’s father, who actually lived a small distance away. 
The old man had been standing by a glass door and he sustained some 
cuts from the flying glass. I had not a scratch, so I bandaged him up, and 
we hid in the refrigerator generator. The family were butchers, so it was 
big enough for both of us, and I closed the door from the inside. People 
walked through the house to see if there were any wounded or dead, but 
did not try to open the fridge.

The whole neighbourhood was a terrible mess, and in a street parallel 
with ours it was carnage. At the time the air raid sirens had gone off, 
there was a soccer match being played in one of the parks nearby. The 
people who stayed on the grounds were okay, but a lot of them panicked 
and, trying to get home, were caught by the bombs in the street. Apart 
from the explosions, a big factory wall collapsed on the fleeing soccer 
fans, crushing ninety-six people.

After what seemed like hours, the family came home and boarded up the 
shop windows, and we were able to come out of the fridge. We could not 
go outside, as Dutch Nazis had cordoned off the street. They were locals, 
and would know that I was a stranger. We waited for a few days, and the 
first night we had the all clear, we went outside in the dark and made our 
way to the old man’s hideout. It was only a little place and, as my Turkish 
host, his wife and daughter came as well, there was not enough room 
for me.
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So, I was sneaked out the next night to the home of a Mr Migchelbrink, 
a friend of the Turkish family. Jo Migchelbrink and his sister were already 
hiding one man, and as they had a very small house, they could not 
accommodate me as well.

Mr Migchelbrink suggested that his brother, Jaap, might be able to 
hide me, at least for a little while. During our walk in the dark to Jaap’s 
home, Mr Migchelbrink explained that it would only be temporary, as 
his brother had children, the youngest being only three years old, and 
children being children, they might talk. When we arrived, I stayed 
outside in the laundry, while the kids were taken by their mother into 
the parlour. I was brought inside to the kitchen and, in no time, it was 
decided that I could stay.

During the day, I hid in the space above the ceiling that was like an attic. 
I came down only at night when the kids were in bed. After a couple of 
days, one of them claimed that there was a man upstairs, so they met me 
and were told everything about me. They never told a soul!

The Migchelbrinks were very nice people. After I had been with them for 
a fortnight, Jaap told me he had talked it over with his wife Jenny, and 
they were willing to keep hiding me. Of course, I accepted their offer and 
have been grateful to them for the rest of my life!

I stayed with them from October 1943 until June 1945, the end of the 
war – that is, for nearly two years. Whilst I was there, we had some 
narrow escapes and one nasty experience remains very clear in my mind.

One night, one of Jaap’s brothers came to tell him that he had heard 
through the grapevine that the next morning the whole town was to 
be cordoned off and broken into sections for a house-to-house search 
for Jews. The Germans were also looking for able-bodied men to use as 
labour in their war industries in Germany.

Jaap Migchelbrink and a number of his friends worked in a local factory 
and they devised a plan to hide there to avoid being picked up. They 
hoped Germans would not look there, since the searches usually started 
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at dawn, long before the employees arrived at work. Jaap’s brother 
did not know they were hiding me, so he did not understand why Jaap 
decided not to go to the factory. He had decided to risk being picked up 
so the Germans would not keep searching the house for other males. 
That would mean disaster for his family and me.

Very early the next morning, I heard a lot of noise in the street outside 
and, looking through the window, I saw many people milling around. 
I woke the family. The Germans had blocked the streets off and were 
already marching local men out of their homes.

They probably would have found me but for my friend Jaap’s ingenuity 
and a bit of luck. At that time, one of his brothers was a patient in a 
sanatorium on the other side of the country. Jaap had sent his older 
daughter to his brother’s doctor to see if he could get hold of a medical 
certificate describing his medical condition, which the doctor agreed to 
do. As the brothers had the same first initials and similar first names, the 
certificate could pass as being about Jaap.

It was a risk they hoped would work, and there was still the worry that 
they would discover me. Jaap came up with a further solution. There 
were some bags of potatoes in the attic that had just been delivered by 
the organisation, and Jaap carried them all the way downstairs to the 
cellar. He did not want my help, but got me to lie in a corner of the cellar, 
under the staircase, and he then heaped the potatoes on top of me.

After that effort, he was very short of breath, and went to bed. Not a 
moment too soon! The Germans came and Jenny sent them up to his 
bedroom, and told them that he was deadly ill with an infectious disease. 
Jaap was indeed pale and sweating. The soldiers did not even want to 
see the certificate. They left very quickly, but not before coming into the 
cellar and pinching some food. I could smell the leather of their boots 
through the potatoes, but fortunately, I was not discovered.

The Migchelbrinks had only a small, working class semi-detached 
house and the conditions were cramped. At night, I slept in their son’s 
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bedroom, while he slept in his parents’ room in a bed that was almost 
too small for him. During the day, I stayed in the attic, as the floor in 
the bedroom creaked a little and neighbours would sometimes come 
in to have a chat with Jenny. At night after curfew at eight o’clock, the 
Migchelbrinks closed the back gate and I would come down to their room 
to talk with the family, sometimes until two in the morning.

From the beginning of my stay, there was never any mention of money 
and I had none to give them. Later on, when the organisation found 
out where I was, they came to the house and made an arrangement 
regarding food and some payment. My friends never mentioned it, and I 
never asked.

Do you want to know what, in my opinion, was the motivation of Jenny 
and Jaap Migchelbrinks? Well, Jenny was very religious, but Jaap was 
an atheist, so religious conviction was not the whole answer. They 
were terribly anti-Nazi and determined not to subscribe to that crazy 
ideology in any way. They were both beautiful people, never thinking of 
themselves, very honest and very down to earth. Their motivation for 
hiding me was purely of a humane character – they wanted to save a 
fellow human being.

The only people besides their children who knew that I was at their place 
were his brother Jo and his sister Ada who had introduced me to them. 
The rest of the family on both sides was very surprised when I turned up 
after liberation. They simply could not believe I had been hidden there 
for so long!

Today, apart from my wife and children, the Migchelbrinks are the only 
mishpacha (family) I have. Jenny calls me her son, even though she is 
only about twelve years older than I am. Sadly, Jaap died a few years ago. 
For their children, I am their older brother. Their younger son, born a 
couple years after the war, is named after me.

I saw them on my last visit overseas and, as always, I was received like a 
king. Most of my children have met them over the years, and when I visit 
them I always get the odd feeling that I did them a great favour to let 
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them save me. That’s how they are! We are still the closest friends and 
always will be.

In the post-war years, I tried to learn something about the remarkable Dr 
Overduin, to whom I owe my life as well. He was born in 1900 in Leiden, 
and became a minister when he moved to Enschede in 1937. During the 
war, he helped save hundreds of Jews and others from the Germans, by 
hiding them either in his house or in the houses of trusted others who 
were willing to help. He was arrested by the Germans three times for 
speaking up against them in his sermons, and was once put in prison for 
several months. This was in addition to heading the network of ordinary 
citizens who hid Jews in their homes. His work was financed mainly by 
businessmen in Enschede, who raised large sums of money to support 
his work. Pastor Leendert Overduin was a very modest man, who later 
did not talk much about his past. He died in 1976.

Sadly, it only needed one person to betray the work of these many 
magnificent people. That is what happened to my whole family and some 
of their Dutch rescuers. They were betrayed by the wife of a brother of 
those who first hid me. She was German, but was trusted because she 
professed herself to be totally anti-Nazi. She wormed herself into the 
organisation to collect information, and betrayed seventy-two people 
in all, including her own husband. They were all sent to concentration 
camps. After the war, she was tried and sentenced to only two years jail 
after being deported back to Germany.

Of all my family, I was the only one to survive the war. My father and 
stepmother, Ruben and Mathilde, died on 28 May 1943 in Sobibor, as 
did my beautiful sister-in-law Betsy. My brother Herman (Broer) was also 
sent to Sobibor and died there on 23 July 1943. My other brothers, Leo 
and Laurens, were sent to Auschwitz. Leo died on 4 January 1944 and 
Laurens, on 31 March 1944.

May the world never forget the slaughter of the innocent. May the world 
never forget those who, to save a life, cared enough to put their own 
lives in danger.
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