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			In memory of my parents, Robert and Margaret.
Their energy for living and courage for loving
continue to inspire me.
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			Foreword

			In October 2023, Miriam and I met for the first time in Landshut. It was a truly special moment: historian Matthias Weniger from the Bavarian National Museum in Munich returned to Miriam a precious heirloom that the Nazis had stolen from her ancestors in 1939 – a beautiful silver bowl that once belonged to her great-grandparents, Cäcilie and Adolf Hirsch, who had lived in Landshut since 1897. Miriam immediately entrusted the bowl to me, allowing me to include it in the exhibition I was curating on National Socialism in Landshut. This bowl became the centrepiece of the exhibition.

			I often shared its tragic story with visitors – the story of Miriam’s family’s persecution during the Nazi era and how, thanks to Miriam’s generosity, the bowl found its way back to Landshut. Since 2023, this bowl has symbolised a unique connection between Miriam and me. I felt incredibly fortunate to see her again in the summer of 2024, when I had the pleasure of showing her and her husband the entire exhibition.

			Now, writing these words for the publication of her family’s memoir is a profound honour for me. I greatly admire how Miriam approaches her family’s history – with such warmth, sincerity and authenticity. I hope that, through writing this book, she has found what she was searching for: a deeper sense of identity. Landshut is, and always will be, an important part of that.

			Dr Doris Danzer, historian and curator of the Landshut museum

			www.doris-danzer.de

			www.museen-landshut.de

		

	
		
			Foreword: From Munich to Orkney

			With this book, a self-proclaimed treasure hoarder has become a sharer of treasures. In many of the families I deal with when returning silver items stolen from their ancestors in 1939, one person keeps the stories. However, very few of these story keepers ever dare to make the step of opening their findings to the public. This courage and immense effort cannot be underestimated. The Nazis not only succeeded in achieving their goal of eradicating (almost) all European Jews. They also came very close to obliterating almost every memory of them. One of the most chilling aspects of Miriam Landor’s account is the fact that, when she first read Lilli Palmer’s story about Cilly Hirsch’s sad end, she was not even aware that Cilly had been her great grandmother. Another is that she came to know many family details at a late stage, often from strangers or even foreigners. In parallel, when my predecessor published a catalogue of the museum’s silver objects of Jewish origin in 2019, he noted on Adolf Hirsch: “No biographical data known”. Adolf Hirsch, once one of the most powerful merchants of Landshut, had been almost totally forgotten. In our case, as in Miriam’s, the work of the Landshut Stolperstein team was decisive to save him from total oblivion.

			It makes hard reading that Cilly had been able to visit her exiled family in London – and returned to her death in Germany. Sadly, among the families I am in touch with, this story is not at all unique. The same holds true for the observation that the survivors and their children rarely spoke about what they had experienced and witnessed. And many survivor families describe to me what it means to have grown up without grandparents. The fact that the descendants have lost touch with the German language and are unable to read the last letters of their ancestors makes this silence and absence even more palpable.

			Deep traumata not only haunted the first and second generations, but continue to haunt the third and fourth. Of course they are not least a consequence of that silence, and of these absences. Tragically, it appears the grandchildren of the victims still suffer much more than the descendants of the perpetrators and the henchmen. The account Miriam Landor gives of these traumata and of the voids that can never be closed again is particularly vivid, detailed – and blunt. In addition, her own professional background and experience as a psychologist makes this approach yet more valuable, deeper and convincing – and all the more frightening.

			It is moving as well as shaming for German readers to observe how benignly the author treats the country that had served her grandparents and great grandparents so badly. This amazing longing for understanding might be a necessary tool if one is struggling for redemption from the evils of the past. Again, the author’s wish to understand seems to go much deeper than what we sadly observe in too many descendants of the erstwhile offenders. The book contains many graphic details – yet is still very benevolent. Many more sad stories could have been added – for example that, in his last months in Landshut, Adolf Hirsch would have needed a special permit to visit the grave of his son Erich and that of his wife Cilly, in the New Israelite Cemetery in Munich. After April 1942, Jews were barred from using public transport, and there are 70 kilometres between Landshut and Munich. But at least Cilly got a grave. Adolf’s name is listed on the headstone as well – but, his grave is, as Paul Celan put it so poignantly, in the airs.

			Today we are living again in an era in which racial hatred, blatant force and violence seem to get the upper hand over compassion, affection and righteousness. And in which many people, not just in Germany, think enough has been said about the Holocaust, and we should just turn the page and move on. This book shows that it is worth fighting against the oblivion, and that the wounds are open still, more so than ever. Miriam’s entire account underlines that we can only master the future if we face up to the past. Might this call from the edges of Europe contribute to making this continent a slightly better place?

			Dr Matthias Weniger, curator and head of provenance research

			Bayerisches Nationalmuseum

		

	
		
			Introduction 

			This is the story of how I came to uncover what happened to my father’s family. Stumbling Stones: The Holocaust, my family and me follows my quest to understand their painful history, and its impact on my life. 

			The Landauers were assimilated Jews who fled Germany for London in 1938, when the Nazis stripped my grandfather, Dr Richard Landauer, of his successful art book publishing business in Munich. Some died, some disappeared, some were broken – and some developed extraordinary resilience. 

			Stolpersteine are inscribed brass plaques, ‘stumbling stones’ to make a passer-by pause and reflect. They memorialise former victims of Nazism; there are seven Stolpersteine in Landshut for members of my family. And I have a ‘stumbling stone’ in my own life – a sense of being a rootless outsider, stemming from a disrupted childhood following my father’s postings around the world for the United Nations Development Programme.

			I learn about other family members who were part of the diaspora. Fritz Landauer, the well-known architect of the Augsburg synagogue, made a new reputation in London; Walter Landauer, brand designer and founder of the internationally famous firm, Landor Associates, studied in London then settled in San Francisco; Lilli Palmer, Hollywood star, artist and author, left Berlin to forge her career across Europe and America.

			During visits to Bavaria, where the Landauer family came from, I meet with kindness and honesty from those Germans concerned to address their country’s past. With their help, and through letters and photographs, artefacts and documents, I learn about the impact of persecution and exile on my family, and the tragic fates of those who stayed behind. I have named those in official positions who helped me, as their identities are a matter of public record. To those whom I met in a private capacity, I gave the choice of using their real names or a pseudonym. They have all read the parts of the book that relate to them. To preserve their right to privacy, I have kept description of these people and their homes, and of my close family, to a minimum.

			My career in developmental psychology underpins my reflections on human experience, and on events in my own life. Discovering who my family were brings about a change in my understanding of how the past has shaped me.

			Why was it important to write this book? Genocides are still occurring throughout the world, sending refugees to flee with what few possessions they can preserve. The second and third generations of any survivors have inherited trauma, grief and a loss of home culture; the links to the past have been broken and their sense of identity and belonging are fragmented. Maybe you share this experience, or know someone in your community who does. We are one world. Understanding ourselves and each other, past events and future possibilities, is the only way forward.
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			1

			SWITZERLAND, JANUARY 2014

			The shift in my understanding starts at a small dinner party in Switzerland. Our host tells us about her other dinner guest, a German visitor. Her old friend Hans, she says, is the widower of a much-loved teaching colleague, and he comes to see her from time to time; he’s just changing his clothes after a day’s ramble around Alpine peaks. We watch a tall, solidly built man come down the stairs at the edge of the dining space, treading carefully on each open step. This man is about to change my perception of myself, my family and the Holocaust, for ever.

			I make my usual overture whenever I meet someone from Germany:

			‘I’m actually half German – my father’s family left Germany just in time, just before the war broke out. They went to London and settled there.’

			Hans has a sensitive way of attuning himself to those around him.

			‘Really?’ His face comes alive with interest. ‘Do you know why they left?’

			‘Yes,’ I reply. ‘They were Jewish – racially though not by religion.’ For some reason, I always think this is an important point to make, although I never stop to reflect why.

			‘So, they had to leave?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘And are there Stolpersteine with their names?’

			‘Are there … what?’

			I have never heard of Stolpersteine.

			Hans explains that Stolpersteine can be translated as ‘stumbling stones’. Each one looks like a brass cobblestone, engraved with the name, date and fate of a victim of National Socialism. These are set into the pavement outside their last home. So many more than the six million Jews were persecuted, he reminds us – gypsies, communists, political dissenters, homosexuals, ‘degenerate’ artists … The idea is that passers-by will stumble in their thoughts, as they recognise that an otherwise forgotten person, forced to flee or murdered by the Nazis, had existed in this place. We pause a moment to reflect on this sobering image, imagining bright gleams snagging people’s attention as they hurry through grey streets, then the conversation flows on. We take turns to dip and swirl our long forks in the fondue, savouring the sharp scent of cheese, wine and garlic.

			As the dinner party ends, we go out into the dark winter night. Our host’s outdoor light has failed, she explains, and the blackness seems palpable. Soft snowflakes kiss our cheeks and melt to nothing in an instant. We stand still for a moment after the front door closes, waiting for our night vision to kick in before making for our cars. I can hear by his voice that Hans is turning to me.

			‘Tell me where your father’s family lived. I can make enquiries for you, find out if you could get a stumbling stone made for your father, if you would like?’

			I thank him, feeling moved by his offer, and we exchange correspondence details.

			As I lie in bed that night, thinking over the surprising outcome of the evening, the term ‘stumbling stone’ takes on a deeper, more personal meaning. It seems to summarise what life has done to us, the barrier to our wellbeing caused by people or events. My own stumbling stone, I muse, is my feeling of being unanchored, of not being sure what or where my roots are, and who I am. My expat childhood is like a hollow chasm underlying the carefully packed earth I have laid down throughout my adult years; at any moment my toe could catch in a crack, sending me tumbling down.
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			At this point I know very little about my father Robert’s early life. I know that he was the youngest of three children, that his father, Richard, was much older than his mother, Edith, and that Edith had died when Robert was still a child; I know that they had been forced to leave Germany on the eve of the Second World War, and that my grandfather had eventually returned to Bavaria as a widower.

			I don’t pause to wonder why Richard went back, having been ejected from his homeland so traumatically. On the contrary, the fact he returned to Germany fitted in with my idle notion of ‘that was then; this is a new now’. I don’t stop to think about how few years – not even two decades – had passed between Richard’s enforced leaving and his repatriation. That time span was a short fraction of Richard’s life. The Holocaust was not ‘history’ for him, as it was for me.

			When I was quite young, perhaps four or five years old, and living in Nairobi, my brother Mark and I had Saturday lessons with a German woman so that we could, with help, write to Grandfather in his own language. My next memory of connecting with him was our visit to him in Feldafing, Bavaria, when I was six. And finally, when the film Cabaret came out in 1972, I felt a special connection. The smash-hit musical was based on Christopher Isherwood’s semi-autobiographical story set in Berlin in the early 1930s, with the contrasting hedonism and growing Nazi brutality of the Weimar Republic’s final years. My mother told me that my great-grandparents had owned a department store, just like the character Natalia Landauer in the film, and that my dad’s family name had also been Landauer, before they anglicised it to Landor. She said that, as Jews, they had suffered similar persecution, but she gave me no details.

			My father never spoke of his early life, except for a few anecdotes. He used to tell us children about a time when his family combed the neighbourhood for him, their lost youngest son. They eventually found him curled up behind the long, blue velvet drapes in their Munich drawing room, where he had fallen asleep during a game of hide-and-seek.

			What else did I know of my German family? When I was six, we lived in London briefly, between stints in Kenya and Ghana. My father took us to meet three elderly relatives. One of them was called Aunt Liesel, whom we thought of as Aunt Measles. We knew the word ‘measles’, but Liesel – what sort of name was that?

			‘Komm her, see vat I haff for you!’

			Their German accents were almost impenetrable, and their enthusiasm over Mark and me, their offerings of a strange-looking toy truck, some crayons and unfamiliar baked cheesecake, rendered us catatonic with shyness.

			Otherwise, there were only my unmarried Aunt Eva, with whom we were living, and my Uncle Stephen, his English wife Phyllis, and their children, Karen and Francis. Aunt Eva made a chocolate hedgehog cake for any child’s birthday, following a recipe remembered from her German youth. Slivers of almonds, the hedgehog’s spines, covered the brown chocolate frosting.

			‘Go on, it’s your birthday – have another slice.’

			I did so and promptly threw up. Either my stomach was unaccustomed to the cake’s richness or Eva’s liberal use of margarine was too much for me. I could never resist her hedgehog cakes but was always sick afterwards. I don’t enjoy margarine to this day.

			Underpinning my reminiscence of these members of my father’s family were a few precious artefacts, somehow preserved from their cultured life in their Munich apartment. Because of my career in psychology, I now understand the significance of these objects. A person’s identity, their sense of belonging, is rooted firmly in their home and their possessions. In this space and surrounded by these familiar objects, a person should be able to feel safe. 

If, on the other hand, home is a place of internal threats, belongings can become imbued with fear, triggering flashbacks. Our possessions refer us back to that sense of who we are – a person of worth or a victim of others.

 The term ‘object of reference’ also alludes to a communication system in special education, which gives a concrete shape to an abstract future event. For example, presenting a spoon can prepare a non-verbal person to expect a meal, or offering both a shaker and a woolly hat can invite them to choose between playing with musical instruments or being taken outside. 

 For a refugee, objects can take on a great significance; they refer backwards, to a time and a place of security and comfort, the home they had to leave. Such belongings become imbued with a special respect and sentiment. The few treasures the Landauers had preserved must have reminded them of their previous happy years in Munich, before the Nazis took so much from them.  

 As a child I was particularly intrigued by our stately German eight-day mantelpiece clock, with its Roman numerals etched into the brass face and its hourly striking. It is housed in a polished dark wooden case, with glass sides and doors, rising to a dignified portico above. My parents forbade me to touch it. One empty Sunday morning, however, I decided to take my turn to wind it. I had finished my book, the weather was too bad to go out and there was ‘nothing to do’ – my perpetual complaint in childhood. Standing gingerly on a chair, I carefully, so carefully, tried to copy exactly what I saw my mother do every week. I was just being helpful, I told myself. There were three keyholes, and I wound each one. Just like in a Grimms’ fairy tale, the clock began to strike and didn’t stop at twelve. It didn’t stop at all. Crying hysterically, I ran to find my mother. The clock went on striking until it had completely wound down. Apparently, my parents never wound up the quarter-hour striking mechanism, from the third keyhole, because something was wrong with it. Seeing my genuine terror, my mother said my disobedience had been punished enough. The clock has now fallen to me as part of my inheritance, but I am reluctant to wind it up and set it going.

			We also had the oil painting of Aunt Eva as a baby, with impossibly round, black eyes that follow you around the room. My mother whitewashed the iron relief of Great-Grandfather Sigmund’s bust in a criminal act of 1960s upcycling – it was too gloomy, she said. We used the Landauer engraved silver serviette rings throughout my childhood – heavy oblongs of solid silver, with lines of silver beading top and bottom and each person’s initials etched onto the side – but kept my grandmother Edith’s trousseau of monogrammed linen carefully stored away.
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			Sigmund Landauer 9.4.1916

			When I visited the Jewish Museum in Berlin, I was entranced to find an entire room of family possessions that refugees had preserved in their flight from persecution; I could recognise the blue-flowered Rosenthal china dinner service, the silver cruet set and the cream lace tablecloth, as we have them all too. These carefully preserved objects formed a revered reminder of who they really were.

			Through some strange displacement, it was my English mother, Margaret, a Landauer by marriage alone, who became the keeper of her husband’s family history and possessions. Having grown up in Ashbourne in the English Midlands, I think she must have found Robert’s background far more interesting than her own. The Landauers had been well off, and their lives had centred around art, music and literature, first in Munich and then in London; this was so different from the Kirklands’ background of carefully making ends meet in a provincial market town.

			My mother tried to interest me in the photo album of my father’s childhood, in which she meticulously labelled the monochrome images from a vanished era. (It is interesting that she made no such album of her own family.) But I was at a time in my life when I was looking forward, not back, and missed the opportunity to learn more. Our third child was a baby of only a few months when my father died, and I was busy with my toddlers, and my grief.

			After my mother’s death, I inherited many of the Landauer treasures that she had preserved so carefully. In my turn, I have become the keeper of our German family’s belongings. I think she valued these artefacts because she romanticised the wealth and culture they denoted, whereas for me, their presence gives me a feeling of identity, following my rootless childhood. Like a dragon, ‘precious’ was the word I used to defend them against my family’s own need for more space as they grew up. I have turned from a keeper into a hoarder.

			It occurs to me now that, like my mother, I find my father’s family background fascinating and romantic. The women of our family I perhaps take for granted; they feel known, part of me, as in my childhood I lived from time to time in Ashbourne among my mother’s family. So, as I approach old age, I am trying to puzzle this out. I want to explore my identity through my own life experiences, and through my father’s life and his relationships with my mother, with his siblings and with his father.

			To work out who I am, I need to know where I came from.

			Hans’ simple offer to explore ‘stumbling stones’ on my behalf was to become a strengthening beam of light, illuminating my father’s family and history, and deepening my understanding of myself.

		

	
		
			2

			THE ORKNEY ISLANDS, SCOTLAND, 1991

			Sparrows squabbled at the bird feeder. It was rare to have such a calm summer day. I glanced up to look over the flat waters of Kirkwall Bay; no white horses pranced across the sea to the low-lying island of Shapinsay that day. In this stillness, the scents of honeysuckle and wild rose overlaid fresh-cut grass as my mower striped the lawn. An unfamiliar car swerved into our drive and came to an abrupt halt. A woman rushed towards me, her body leaning forward in urgent emotion.

			‘How can you bear to speak to me?’ she said, voice intense, head jutting towards me.

			I recognised the German mother of my most recent client, an endearing little boy with bright blue eyes and a glorious blonde quiff. Freddy had just been referred to me in my role as support teacher for children with special needs.

			‘I’m sorry?’ I could feel my instinctive smile of welcome battling with a frown of incomprehension as I stopped the lawnmower.

			‘How can you be in the same room as me? How can you even touch my child?’ Her tone was anguished and her hands fluttered in distress.

			‘I don’t know what you mean? Freddy is absolutely lovely. I’m very happy to work with you, find out what we can do to help him learn … ’

			‘But your father … ’

			Then I started to understand.

			‘Berit, it was so long ago. We’re a different generation,’ I began. ‘We can’t live our lives based on what our grandparents did.’

			As I do whenever I meet someone from Germany, I had told her I was half German, that my father’s family had fled when he was a child, arriving in London just before war broke out. Instead of welcoming me as a fellow national, as I hoped, I found they sometimes turned away, looked embarrassed and changed the subject. But no one had ever responded like Berit, with this strange, delayed reaction. At the time of our first meeting, we had focused all our attention on Freddy.

			In my experience, parents of children with special needs sometimes feel immense guilt, even though they know there is no rational reason to do so. I’ve also learnt that German children of the post-war generation were taught at school to be ashamed of their country’s crimes during the Second World War, and of the complicity, if not active involvement, of their parents and grandparents, relatives and neighbours. Perhaps, I realised, these negative emotions, guilt and shame, were compounding each other for Berit.

			We stood awkwardly at the edge of the lawn. I didn’t want to invite her into the house where my own children were enjoying their Saturday morning of play; this problem needed to be sorted out between us first.

			I leant forward to touch her arm and said,

			‘Here we both are, making new lives for ourselves in Orkney – we’ve been welcomed and made part of the Orkney community. That’s because we’re needed to join in with our families, and to contribute whatever skills we have. And where we came from, and what happened fifty years ago before we were even born, that isn’t important at all. You’ve got a gorgeous child who needs a bit of extra help just now, and I’ve got the best job in the world, supporting families where I can. And that’s all we need to think about.’

			Eventually I managed to convince her that she held no blame in my mind for what had happened to my father’s family in Nazi Germany. She went home, reassured, and I returned to cutting the grass. At that time in my life, half a century after my great-grandparents died in the Holocaust and twenty years before I learned about it, I really believed that the events of my parents’ early lives were history.

			We had covered the Second World War in history lessons at school. We learnt all about its roots, its key events, its outcome. My claim of being half German wasn’t even completely accurate, I suspected; my father, Robert, and his siblings, Eva and Stefan, had all been nationalised as British subjects when they were young adults, and certainly thought of themselves as English.

			But me – who am I? After a disrupted childhood, attending ten schools in eighteen years as my family followed my father’s international career, I am repeating his experience of being a stranger in a new culture: one who doesn’t belong and must strive to fit in.
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			Looking back on the incident a few decades later, I realise I didn’t really reflect on the significance of that strange episode. It stuck in my memory, of course, but at that time I was busy all my waking hours, dividing my time between caring for my family, studying for further qualifications when the children were asleep, and getting to grips with an absorbing new job. My husband, J, also had a responsible post in the local authority. His extensive range of interests outside his job were our children, the garden, art and nature. We both filled every moment. On the rare occasions we went out alone together, we talked about the practical demands of family life, celebrated achievements and puzzled over difficulties, but without making time to delve deeply into much else.

			I am thinking myself back into that time. Our first child James was an inventor. He made worlds from sticks and stones; yachts from driftwood, nails and string; racing games from computer code. Eric, our second child was an engineer. He constructed an igloo by hollowing out a giant snowball; made working engines from Lego Technic; composed tunes on his fiddle. And Naomi, our youngest – a designer – drew colourful place settings for everyone; made over her room endlessly; chose her own outfits and prepared her packed lunches for school. Siblings often choose different spheres to make their own, to avoid competing with each other.

			Their childhoods were so different to my own that it didn’t occur to me to try to show them my past, to talk about my own time of growing up. A fragmented childhood spent in Africa and the Americas, educated in local schools and boarding schools, had no points of reference to the childhoods J and I were giving our three children. I thought the best way to deal with my own rootlessness was to give the next generation a fixed and stable community to grow up in.

Chronic anxiety led me to try too hard in every area of my life: I worked hours of overtime, completing the paperwork in the early hours before the family woke, and studying for extra qualifications through the Open University. I read tomes and took courses in parenting skills. I worried endlessly about how best to help our children fit in. I was engrossed in the present and absorbed in helping us move towards our future. The past was a place of disruption, of constantly moving on. My now, not my then, was what I was focusing on, to find some sense of belonging for my family.

			And now I think about it, perhaps that was part of the reason for my father’s silence about his childhood, uprooted from Munich to Landshut to London. Was it just too different to the one he gave us, his children, to make bridging the gap possible?
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			Nothing changed over the next decade after my discussion with Berit. I didn’t think any more about my father’s family history. I stayed busy in the same way, bringing up our three children, maintaining a marriage, household and friendships, establishing and furthering my career. Sometimes I toyed with the idea of finding a therapist to help me explore who I was, and how my peripatetic childhood had affected my adult life, but there never seemed to be sufficient time, money or urgency.

			One day though, in the year before our youngest child prepared to leave home for university, I drove straight through a stop junction. Fortunately, the oncoming car on the main road took evasive action and gave a loud blast on the horn. There was no collision, but it was a wake-up call for me. I drove home shakily, and very carefully, and phoned our medical practice for an appointment. I told our GP what had happened, explaining that my loss of concentration had been due to a long spell of poor sleep, and asked for help with my insomnia.

			He considered me thoughtfully.

			‘Or perhaps you could be depressed? That’s how your manner seems to me … Here’s a prescription to help you sleep, for the next few days. Think over what I said and come back and see me next week.’

			At first I rejected the very idea, but I did some research into symptoms: low mood, catastrophising, black-and-white thinking, low energy, poor sleep … I finally recognised that the pressure I put myself under to help others professionally, and my lifelong lack of self-care, had indeed led to a major depression. In fact, I had suffered from bouts of low mood at boarding school, where my daily private journal entry usually began ‘Felt depressed … ’. Perhaps there had been more to it than adolescence, or plain homesickness. I vowed to look after myself better, and over the next decade I learnt to recognise warning signs and take action before a down-swing became critical.

			So it was that in 2011 I took early retirement from a local authority educational psychology service. I wanted to focus on freelance training and consultancy work, in the hope that this would give me a better work-life balance, and would free up more time for my family, and for myself. When you work in education, you never have a moment when you feel that your day’s work is finished. There is always something more you could do, and I was still poor at putting my own needs above those I was trying to help.

			I very much enjoyed the connections I made as a freelancer, with the trainees I supervised and the managers of the services they worked for. So it was for no particular reason that, when scrolling idly through social media a few years later, I replied to a Facebook post offering a house swap to Switzerland. It was one of those spur-of-the-moment impulses, just to see what it was about, and to dream a little. I had no actual desire to make such a radical change to my life.

			However, the Swiss couple were delighted to hear from me. Before we could draw breath, they arranged to fly over to check out our house in Orkney, and their verdict was favourable. J had retired from his work and needed a fresh interest, and our children had all left home. There was nothing to hold us back.
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			FIRST STEPS OF DISCOVERY; SWITZERLAND, JANUARY 2014

			So, we have come to live in Wil, a small town near Zurich in the German-speaking part of Switzerland, for six months. This feels like enough time to settle into the community, rather than just to take an extended holiday. I encounter a stumbling stone: although many do, not every Swiss person speaks English confidently. I take lessons in German, my father’s birth tongue, but it is such a hard language! Word endings change arbitrarily, it seems to me, and noun genders bear no relationship to their owner and don’t match up with the French language I learnt at school.

			We settle into giving English classes, exploring our surroundings and making friends. Fresh impressions and new acquaintances follow each other with increasing rapidity.

			I message Hans after the dinner party to say that my grandfather, Richard Landauer, a publisher, had moved from Munich to the Bavarian city of Landshut. My expectations that he will follow up on this information are low to non-existent; after all, many warm promises are made at the end of a convivial evening.

			I am staggered by the email that arrives a few weeks later. Hans, a chance-met stranger, must have spent days searching the internet, sending emails and engaging with officialdom on my behalf. He has come back with so much information, I can hardly encompass it. As I read on, my heart swells and my brain swirls – dolphins … grandfather’s portrait in a collection … club for stumbling stones … world-famous cousin … study done by researcher … Where should I begin?

			This is Hans’ email to me:

			Looking for Dr Richard Landauer, you will find quite some information on the internet … The publishing firm he owned was called Delphin-Verlag (Dolphin Publishing House).

			It entrances me that my grandfather named his publishing company after the dolphin, a creature of the sea in which I swim throughout the year.

			Also, I found a collection of lithographic portraits of Munich publishers. Your grandfather’s frontal portrait is found on page 4.

			Concerning a ‘Stolperstein’ for your ancestors in Landshut: it appears there has been a public meeting of a club, in German a ‘Verein’, which concerns itself with the upkeep of the memories of Jewish citizens of Landshut. Its name is Stolpersteine für Landshut – gegen das Vergessen e. V. (Stumbling Stones for Landshut – Against Forgetting). The meeting was dedicated to the Landauer family. The speaker was Dr Barbara Schier, the author of a study on your grandfather’s fate. I attach a translation …

			There was another mention of Dr Richard Landauer … that he also owned shares in other publishing companies, among them the famous Jugend (Youth) magazine, which gave name to the German variety of art nouveau Jugendstil.

			There also seems to have been a brother [cousin, I discover later] of your grandfather’s, Walter Landauer. He seems to have emigrated to London earlier than Richard, to study design. He later went to the US (California), where he founded a company [Landor Associates] for design and advertising, which is still in business.

			All in all, I think your chances of finding out more about your ancestors look pretty good. I suggest you might contact the Stolpersteine Landshut – gegen das Vergessen e. V and, with their help, Dr Barbara Schier … She has probably already done most of the research that you intend to do. As mentioned in the announcement of the Stolpersteine club meeting, she seems to have been corresponding with Stephen Landor [my father’s older brother]. Maybe she already passed copies of her findings to him? Whichever path you intend to follow in your quest, I would feel honoured to support you.

			Hans’ email is beyond anything I could imagine. I have become used to my German-ness being a cause of embarrassment, rather than interest. His offer to continue to support my search is touching and encouraging in equal measure. In just one page, he has already given me so many leads to pursue.

			I begin by looking at his first attachment, the information about my grandfather’s publishing company. I had not even known its name before.

			The entry in the German Wikipedia says that Richard Landauer founded Delphin-Verlag, München in 1911 in Munich. I work out that Richard had created this business as a young man – before he was thirty, and before the start of the First World War in which he had served. I am impressed.

			In the 1920s it published the series Kleine Delphin-Kunstbücher (Little Dolphin Art Books). The company’s headquarters was moved to Landshut in 1933 and then deleted from the register in 1937. After this forced removal from the register, publishing was discontinued after 1945.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Verleger (Publisher) Richard Landauer

			So, I muse, Delphin-Verlag had published a popular series whose name would be familiar to German readers – perhaps like our little Ladybird books – but then had been systematically forced out of business.

			The next attachment is the lithographic portrait. My grandfather was important enough to be included in a contemporary collection called Münchner Kopfe (Munich heads)! As was the custom of that time, Richard has a trimmed moustache beneath his nose. His lips are slightly parted, as if he is about to speak to the artist, and his gaze, behind round-lensed spectacles, is direct and intent. A receding hairline shows a large, square brow. Here is an intellectual, the portrait says, unflinching and aware. I wonder, though, whether the lithographer, Max Ludwig, intends to hint at Richard’s Jewishness? Under the bridge of his glasses, the shading on the nose gives it a hint of a hook, more pronounced than it appears in contemporary photographs of him.

			I can suddenly see a physical resemblance to my father’s brother, Stefan. There would be no point in referring to my uncle for information, however, as I know he never speaks about his German Jewish background, whether through traumatic memories or shame, I’m not sure. In fact, I remember his teenage children asking my English mother, Margaret, to explain their heritage one Christmas when they were staying with us.

			The Wikipedia article then cites the work of Dr Barbara Schier, a Munich sociologist and social psychologist: Der Verlag Dr Richard Landauer. Eine Studie zur Ausschaltung eines jüdischen Verlegers im Dritten Reich (The Publisher Dr Richard Landauer. A Study of the Elimination of a Jewish Publisher in the Third Reich).

			Here is a mystery indeed. My grandfather was ‘eliminated’ in the Third Reich? I look up the German word Ausschaltung and come up with alternative translations: eviction, shutting down, eradication, subjugation. I understand then that she means his professional status as a publisher had been eliminated, not that he had been murdered like the six million victims of Nazi extermination. A mental shift is taking place in me: Richard Landauer was not just the distant, hardly known grandfather of my childhood; he had been a public figure who had accomplished much in his life, before his achievements were ‘eliminated’ by the Nazis.

			I need time to reflect on all this new information, with mixed emotions of pride, interest and concern swirling around, before I can read on. My mind is buzzing with questions, so many questions – mostly about what my father had lost in the time before we, his children, existed …

			Finally, I turn to the announcement of the meeting of the Landshut Stolpersteine association, which was to be addressed by Dr Barbara Schier, on 25 January 2013. The date of this meeting is just a year before the dinner party where we met Hans, and two days before the annual international Holocaust Day. The flier says ‘The fate of the publisher’s and merchant’s family, who lived in Landshut from 1933 to 1938, shall be raised from oblivion’. It goes on to explain that the names of the five members of the Landauer family do not figure among those on the City of Landshut’s list of twenty-four Jewish persons, for whom Stolpersteine were already planned; Dr Richard Landauer, his wife Edith, née Hirsch, and their children, Eva Maria, Stefan Klaus and [my father] Robert Felix, were not included. They wish ‘to promote placement of five additional Stolpersteine at Theaterstrasse 55–57, next to those of Adolf and Cäcilie Hirsch [my great-grandparents]’.

			It is hard to take this in. A year before I even know what a Stolperstein is, these stumbling stones, these jolts to memory, were already being proposed for my father, Robert, and his immediate family. And these were to be laid beside the ones previously planned for my great-grandparents. The good citizens of Landshut have rightly named their club ‘Against Forgetting’.

			There follows factual information about my grandparents, and about Richard’s publishing firm Delphin-Verlag:

			Dr Richard Landauer had married Edith Hirsch, daughter of Adolf and Cäcilie Hirsch, owners of the Landshut department store known as Kaufhaus Hermann Tietz Nachfolger, on 27 March 1922 in Feldafing.

			In the years following the First World War, Delphin-Verlag’s hallmark was a wide-ranging general programme with a specific focus on modern art and contemporary literature. Even in times of war and crisis, Richard Landauer published between twelve and twenty new titles. He seems, however, to have resigned early, even prior to the Machtergreifung [Nazi takeover of the Deutsche Reich government, 30 January 1933], due to the massive brutality of the Nazi activists.

			My mind jumps to the scene in the film Cabaret where Natalie’s little dog is found hanged. What had happened to my father’s family?

			The Landauer family moved to Landshut on 10 October 1933 and lived in an apartment on the third floor above the department store Hermann Tietz Nachfolger. Richard Landauer became one of the two directors of the department store.

			From this account, I gather that Delphin-Verlag was a small, successful publishing company of modern art and literature but that its existence was threatened very early in the Nazi takeover. I guess that this was because Richard’s area of specialism did not fit with Hitler’s ideas of ‘good’ art, that which depicted classical Germanic heroes and rural Aryan folk bliss. Rather, Delphin-Verlag publications focused on what the Nazis called ‘degenerate’ art – that is, most modern expressionist or abstract artists such as Picasso, Dix and Kirchner. Richard had supported youth in art and the Art Nouveau movement, Jugenstil, in practical and public ways. It is widely understood that Hitler was a failed artist who felt rejected by the contemporary art world.

			Richard’s younger cousin, Walter Landauer, born in Munich in 1913, also applied modern art to business when he established his famous design company, Landor Associates. Walter’s father, Fritz Landauer, was a well-known architect who designed the liberal synagogue in Augsburg, making dramatic use of the new material, concrete. Bavaria’s forward-looking art and culture surrounded the family. I learnt later that Richard regularly sent Walter art books and design magazines featuring Werkbund and Bauhaus, encouraging his passion for product design and branding. Walter, too, changed the spelling of his name from the Germanic Landauer to the English Landor. Walter Savage Landor had been a well-known poet and activist, friend of Charles Dickens and Robert Browning. His artistic merit and liberal republican politics may have encouraged the Landauers to adopt his name, rather than the more common English alternative, Lander. Walter left Germany to study in London in 1931, finally settling in San Francisco just as war broke out in Europe. He designed the brand identities for Coca-Cola, British Airways and Levi Strauss, among so many others; as he said, ‘Products are made in the factory, but brands are created in the mind.’ It warms me to think that my grandfather, Richard, encouraged the artistic development of his young cousin, leading to Walter’s eventual world-wide fame.

			In researching her monograph on Richard, Dr Schier contacted witnesses still living in Landshut, and also the former nursemaid of the Landauers, Anny Pitzl. She also corresponded with my uncle, Stefan Landauer, by then Dr Stephen Landor, in England.

			Dr Schier also perused the extensive collection of correspondence that she found in the Bavarian State Archives. She describes how difficult it had been for Dr Landauer to sell his publishing company to a non-Jewish German publisher. It took him from 1933 until early 1937 to sell Delphin-Verlag to Böhlau Verlag in Weimar for 15,000 Reichsmark, a heinously low price. This was achieved only just in time, because in April 1937, the German government’s literature [i.e., censorship] department subjected all Jewish publishers to an occupational ban. This explains why Richard had to accept such a paltry offer. Delphin-Verlag was deleted from the trade register on 1 April 1937. How severe this loss must have been, amidst the growing personal danger Richard would have felt for his young family.

			To set this in context, February 1933 was dubbed ‘the winter of literature’, or rather perhaps the funeral of literature, as the NSDAP – the Nazi Party – attacked the liberal, permissive culture of the Weimar Republic. Well-known writers, artists and critics – Kurt Weil, Bertolt Brecht, Thomas Mann, Otto Dix, Georg Grosz, Alfred Kerr – were targeted for being Jews, communists, homosexuals or ‘degenerates’. Their work was banned, their professional positions removed, and their books burned in huge bonfires whose reeking smoke filled the streets. Many of them fled from Germany. Dr Schier had written:
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