
Karl Israel Heumann was tom’s father.  He was a banker in 
Dresden, had expensive paintings and a large house, and married a non 
Jew.  He had two sons (Tom the youngest) and a daughter.  His marriage 
was privileged.  He lost his job but lived.   

After Dresden was bombed, his home was used to board refugee 
Germans who had lost their homes. 
His son tom born 1929 and his other son were at a youth camp.   
Tom was 16 years old near wars end.  At the end of the war—when it 
was over—US bombers bombed Dresden. The inhabitants of the house 
were in shelters but Karl was in the basement trying to save paintings.  
He died.  Tom found his body.  There were paintings in vaults that tom 
rescued.  After the war tom went to school.  He met and married Edith 
when he was in school in Munich as an engineer. 
She became pregnant and they married.  She apparently was “class” 
pretentious. 
She was a champion skier.  They had four children. 
They lived on Carleton Street in Berkeley and later Tom sold the art 
collection and used the proceeds to buy 22 Tunnel for $20,000 in the 
late 1950s.  Tom apparently was always trying to please his dead and 
somewhat demanding father.  
Because of his war experience tom never let his children have a toy gun 
or play team athletics.  That’s how the Nazis recruited youth. 
 
Edith — has had a richly varied and active life. She was born in 
Traunstein, Germany, — in 1927, the youngest daughter of Max and 
Mathilde Reiss. As a child, — she discovered a love of skiing, which led 
her to an early career as downhill — and slalom racer, culminating in 
becoming champion of the 1950 Munich — Student&39;s Skiing 
Competition, and 3rd in the German Student Competition. — She spent 
years on the Ski Patrol in California, and skiing remained one — of her 
passions until late in her life.  

Edith — Reiss married Thomas Heumann, a fellow student in Munich, 
in 1951, and — emigrated to Berkeley, California, with him and their 
first child in 1953. — The couple has three sons: Michael (Sebastopol, 
CA), Stephan (Richmond, — CA), and Christopher (Los Gatos, CA), and 
one daughter Carol Snider, (Woodinville, — WA). Edith has ten much-
loved grandchildren, ranging from one to 24 years — of age.  



My 84-year-old father is a German “Mischling” (a half-Jew) and product of 
what the Nazis called a “privileged mixed marriage.” 

By the time Dad was the age of my twins, 23, he had experienced more 
tragedy, more near-death experiences, more hunger, and more trauma 
than most people will experience in their lifetimes.   

Dad’s father Carl was Jewish, but my father was brought up in a Christian 
household.  Carl considered himself a German.  Not a German Jew and not 
a Jew.  He was simply a German.  And he married another German, my 
grandmother, Irmgard. 

As it turns out, Irmgard, by her sole existence as a Gentile, shielded her 
family from early persecution by the Nazis because the Nazis really hadn’t 
decided what to do about the “half-Jewish question,” those Germans who 
lived among Germans, married Germans, were part of the German 
communities, but were Jewish “by blood.”   (You can learn more about this 
topic in the excellent movie “Conspiracy.”) 

Irmgard began to have excruciating headaches in the early 1940s.  She 
assumed it was the pressure of war.  Certainly she must have also felt 
intense personal pressure, knowing that the survival of her Jewish husband 
and half-Jewish children depended on her sheer existence.  In January of 
1944, Irmgard died of what turned out to be a brain tumor.  At that point, 
all hell broke loose for my grandfather and his three children, my father 
and his brother Rainer and sister Ulli. 

Ulli was sent to live with her cousin in Garmisch-Partenkirchen in the 
mountains of Bavaria, while my father, only 15, and his older brother 
Rainer were left to fend for themselves.  My father was sent to a Nazi labor 
camp. 

In March of 1945, just a short month before the end of the war, my father 
had been allowed to leave the camp by day to work at a warehouse.  As it 

http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0266425/


turns out, the warehouse proprietor had been smuggling cigarettes, 
chocolate and liqueur and knew he was about to be caught.   

On March 5, 1945, my father’s hometown of Chemnitz was bombed.  Total 
chaos reigned during those last days and weeks of the war and my father 
was allowed by the kindly  (or maybe just apathetic) proprietor to head 
home to take care of matters.  (“Just be back on Tuesday,” he said.)  After 
days of traveling by any means possible (which meant mostly walking, as 
the German infrastructure at that point was in complete shambles), my 
father came upon his beloved childhood home. 

What had once looked like 

this…  

…now looked like this: 



 

My father, then only 16-years-old 

made his way through the rumble and found his beloved father’s body. 

Now, in his 84th year, my father passes on two stories and two mementos 
(though that’s too trivial a word here) from that day to his two grandsons, 
Peter and Aleks.  I have already posted about his gift to Peter, bequeathed 
just a few weeks ago: 

 

“Dear Peter, 

I have decided to pass on to some of you grandchildren things that mean 
something to me, and that come with a story that must be told. As 



“Muttchen,” my pseudo-mother used to say: I want to do so “with warm 
hands.” 

It was in March of 1945, just weeks before the end of the war.  I was 16.  
My mother had already died.  I was put into a slave labor camp for “half-
Jews,” as they called us. 

Now Chemnitz, my home town, had just gotten the same kind of “terror 
attack,” as the Nazis called it, as Dresden had suffered weeks earlier.   My 
boss, where I had been assigned from the labor camp, was most 
understanding, if most secretive, about it. 

“Go,” he said.  “Check out what happened.  Just be back by Tuesday at the 
latest.”  Of course there was no telephone, no other news, no 
transportation.  Only chaos everywhere.  One just had to make do, 
somehow. 

Our house had been burned out, turned from a burned ruin into mostly 
rubble.  I found my father’s body in the boiler room, caught in the space 
between the floor and the furnace, one leg dangling, clearly broken. 

My father’s body was the only one in the big ruin.  I was told later that 
when the house was on fire everyone got out, including him.  Then he had 
to crawl back into the basement to retrieve a small suitcase with 
Romanticist art that he was working on.  His whole life now had been his 
art collection; he just HAD to get those pieces.  In that moment an 
explosive bomb hit the house, ending his life, making the three of us 
orphans. 

After escaping the Nazis for a dozen years, now, two short months before 
the final defeat of Nazi Germany, he was killed by an Allied bomb.  Just 
what the Nazis had always wanted.  But any war does that: produce 
tragic ironies like this, a thousand times over, everywhere. 



My dad was wearing a suit, vest, and tie.  He was a very formal person 
and would not be seen in anything but “proper dress,” not even at night in 
the air raid shelter in his own basement.  When I found him, he still had 
his metal-rimmed glasses on, one side broken.  His fingers were apart, 
indicating that he had not suffered. 

I knew there must be one thing he was forced by law to always have on 
him – his ID card, with the big letter “J” to identify him immediately as a 
Jew, with the forced name of “Israel” added.  I took it and I still have that 
infamous ID. 

He was wearing his diamond tie pin so that his tie would be orderly and 
in place where it belonged.  I took it.  Years later, in Munich, in peace, I 
designed a ring for myself and had the diamond of my father’s tie pin 
mounted in it. 

That ring is what I give to you today.  Today, when wearing it, I know 
that what had meaning to me was not my father’s dying as much as his 
death.  I knew then that his most romantic, often-quoted motto would 
somehow follow me: Goethe’s most utopian idea that “life, however it may 
be, is good.”  He, a Jew under the Nazis, persecuted, with two sons in Nazi 
slave labor camps, through all the chaos, kept this idealized faith.  And for 
years it gave me the strength I needed to shape the path of my own life, 
without parental guidance. 

With love,  Opa” 

And here is what Opa bequeathed upon Aleks, given to him this past 
weekend during our family reunion: 

 

This is what Opa wrote to Aleks: 

Dear Alex – 
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I have decided to pass on to you grandchildren things that mean 
something to me, and that come with a story that must be told. As 
“Muttchen”, my vice mother, used to say: I want to do so “with warm 
hands.” 

Of all my grandchildren, you have been the one with the greatest interest 
in history and historical events. Therefore, the papers I treasure most of 
my historical documents will be yours to keep and pass on, eventually. 
There is, first of all, my father’s “Kennkarte,” the identification everybody 
in Germany had to carry at all times. (I still do today, and not only my 
drivers license. out of habit.) In 1934, the Nazis issued the Nürnberger 
Gesetze which were really not laws at all, but party dictates. Among other 
edicts, they ruled that Jews from then on had to be identified by the 
middle (actually first) name “Israel” for men, “Sarah” for women. Jews 
were defined by race, not religion. By “law”, my father had to always 
identify himself, especially in official transactions, as “Israel Carl 
Heumann”, not as “Carl Heumann” or, as had been most common, as 
“Konsul Heumann.” That way, the official would know exactly what kind 
of degenerate he was dealing with. Not identifying oneself as such was a 
felony. In official papers, he was called “der Jude Heumann”. I took this 
ID from his body which I found in the basement of the ruin of our house in 
1945. Don’t forget: the Nazis were most German, most bureaucratic. In 
1938, Hermann Goering, in the second line of the Nazi hierarchy, decided 
on a classification of “privileged mixed marriages” between Jews and 
Gentiles whose offspring were not raised in the Hebrew religion. Those 
Jews were subject to the same mistreatments as other Jews, except they 
were not deportated into camps, until the end of the War. That’s why both 
my father and we kids were living ostensibly as Christians. 

The “Party” was going to deal with the problems of “Half-Jews” after they 
“had won the war”. Meanwhile, they needed Half-Jews as workers. The 
document package you are getting also has a three-language paper, 
issued in June 1945, my most important ID right after the war, saying I 
was kept in the Slave Labor Camp until April 1945. Also included are 



documents showing my dismissal from High School in 1943, and an 
affidavit that I had been a very good guy all along before being kicked 
out, and also documentation of my freedom from tuition fees at the 
Technical University in Munich. 

Fortunately life has returned to be more normal. Here are a couple of 
things that we were able to rescue after the war: a silver bowl belonging 
to my parents, and a set of ice cream server and spoons we used as 
children at home. 

May times like my parents lived through never happen again!  

With love, Opa 

This is what now belongs to Aleks and will certainly be passed on to his 
children someday, who will pass it to their own children… 

My grandfather’s Nazi ID card.  Note that he is identified as “Israel Carl 
Heumann.”  The name "Israel” was mandated by the Nazis. <img 
src="http://2.bp.blogspot.com/_WBfxyCqmriU/SbgihWTSuoI/AAAAAAA
ALhE/dHYwMVKOZqY/S45/CarolSept07.jpg" width="35" height="35" 
class="photo" alt=""> 
Carol said...  

Thanks Maria. 
 
Margaret, my dad has written a book, "The Longest Year in the 
Young Life of Peter Bauer," based on his experiences, but he has not 
published it. My aunt has also transcribed letters from her (and my 
father's) mother to her own mother, from the 1910s to 1944, when 
she died of a brain tumor. Perhaps one day I'll do something with 
both of those works 
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Affidavit of “total destruction by bombing” of my father’s home: 



 

Certificate of free tuition and monthly stipend because of Nazi 
persecution.   



 

Certificate regarding my father’s detention in a Nazi labor camp.  (In three 
languages… it reads “Herr Thomas Heumann, born on… was detained in 
the labor camp for Jewish relatives in-law of Munzig and set free on 27 
April 1945. Chemnitz, 27.6.1945. Neues Rathaus.”) 



 

Certificate of release from public school in March, 1943, as well as other 
education-oriented documents: 





 

My father has been hesitant about allowing me to post about his past, not 
wanting to “draw attention” to himself and his past.  But he has relented a 
bit recently.  Partially, I think, because he is now looking more at the 
historical importance of his experience, and partially because… well, I’ve 
been a pest about it, trying to convince him that the Internet will not “turn 
on him.” 

And, sadly, I think that he is also resigning himself to the inevitability of 
his own passing and the importance of keeping the story of what happened 
in World War II alive and personalized to specific human experiences. 



 

 

 

 


