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A factual description and eventual fate of each of the six ocean liners that transported the author
across the Atlantic Ocean, the first time as an eleven year old boy escaping Nazi Germany to be
placed in a foster home in the United States. After returning to his native land while serving as a
GI in the US Army in World War II, he went on to become an American educator who took on
some highly interesting assignments such as becoming the first American co-principal of the
unique bilingual German-American school of Berlin, the John F. Kennedy School. The book also
includes items of musical history about the author’s parents who were both part of the classical
music recital scene in Germany and in the United States before and after the first World War.
The book is an intensely autobiographical and highly personal account of events during the
momentous times of the 20th Century.

About the AuthorThe author, Rudi Lea, tells how he crossed the Atlantic Ocean six times on
ocean liners before planes took over. He was a member of the first group of German Jewish
children to leave Berlin, because of the Nazi take-over of Germany, to be raised by a foster
family in the United States. His real parents were prominent musicians in Germany, largely
before he was born. He returned to the country of his birth as an American GI during World War
II, taking part in the final defeat of Nazi Germany, and then again, later, as the first American
principal of Berlin's famous bi-national and bilingual John F. Kennedy School. Lea had a notable
career in public education both in the United States and in Germany, and now lives in semi-
retirement in the Philadelphia suburbs. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic, electronic, or
mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information storage retrieval
system without the written permission of the author except in the case of brief quotations
embodied in critical articles and reviews.iUniverse1663 Liberty DriveBloomington, IN
47403844-349-9409Because of the dynamic nature of the Internet, any web addresses or links
contained in this book may have changed since publication and may no longer be valid. The
views expressed in this work are solely those of the author and do not necessarily reflect the
views of the publisher, and the publisher hereby disclaims any responsibility for them.Any
people depicted in stock imagery provided by Getty Images are models, and such images are
being used for illustrative purposes only.Certain stock imagery © Getty Images.Library of
Congress Control Number: 2019913956iUniverse rev. date: 01/06/2021CONTENTSOpening
StatementChapter 1 On The S.S. New YorkChapter 2 On The RMS AquitaniaChapter 3 On The
U.S.S. WakefieldChapter 4 On The M.S. BerlinChapter 5 On The S.S. HanseaticChapter 6 On
The S.S. United StatesChapter 7 After the Kennedy SchoolA Note About SourcesLIST OF
ILLUSTRATIONSWaldemar Liachowsky, Pianist, Accompanist, circa 1920Paula Nivel
Liachowsky, Concert Singer, SopranoS.S. New York, Hamburg America LineRMS Aquitania,
Cunard LineU.S.S. Wakefield, U,S, Coast GuardM.S. Berlin, Norddeutscher LloydSS Hanseatic,
Hamburg Atlantic LineSS United States, United States Lines (Also used as Cover
Image)OPENING STATEMENTAn autobiographical account that included crossing the Atlantic
Ocean aboard ships when such were plentiful and mostly beautiful.This true account includes
descriptions for the first time of the musical careers of the author’s parents on the stages of
Europe and America. His father accompanied many of the greatest soloists and his mother was
a singer. As he grew into young manhood, the author himself describes his own service as a GI
in World War II and his pioneering experience later as the first American principal of the unique
bilingual John F. Kennedy School of Berlin. In many ways this book adds new facts to the history
of the twentieth century.CHAPTER 1On The S.S. New YorkMY FATHER WAS DOWN THERE
among many others on the pier, trying to see us and, when we waved to him, he did see the two
of us and he waved back. But I could not make him out well enough to catch the manner of his
reaction. Was he terribly upset? Perhaps not, as he was a highly practical man, determined to do
what he had decided had to be done. He did wave and he did see his two sons at the railing on
the ship, on tiptoes trying to peer over the top of the railing, wedged in with the other boys in our
party, ready to sail. I could tell that my older brother, Heinz, was visibly affected by the scene, but
I remember taking it in stride. It was simply too exciting for me, an eleven year old kid, to be on
the ship, a real ocean liner, the S.S. New York, ready to sail to America. It was the stuff of
romance and adventure, because anything having to do with ships, trains, or cars, mesmerized
me, and, added to that, the very idea of embarking on an ocean voyage to the United States,



was more than enough to make me feel I was in seventh heaven. I watched every move having
to do with the liner getting ready to depart. Sailors were holding ropes on the wharf, waiting for
the order to cast off. It was noisy and exciting, a scene full of high expectations, people below
shouting wishes, and among them some parents seen to be mourning, holding handkerchiefs or
waving scarves.It was late afternoon of the 1st of November, 1934, and we were awaiting
departure from Cuxhaven, the North Sea port at the mouth of the Elbe downriver from Hamburg.
We had left our small apartment in Berlin that morning, after packing the one suitcase of clothes
and personal items we each carried, and had gone by U-Bahn (subway) to Lehrter Bahnhof, the
main railroad station in central Berlin, and gotten on the fast train to Hamburg. Then we had
transferred to the local boat train that took us down the Elbe right to the Cuxhaven pier. We were
dressed well in our best winter clothes, coats, shorts, long socks, sturdy shoes, and hats.There
were eleven of us, all boys, all from Berlin, the very first group of German Jewish children to be
sent out of Nazi Germany to be placed with foster families in the United States. We eleven would
be together on the voyage and get to know each other a little during the eight day crossing,
before being scattered in different directions after arriving in New York. My brother and I, the only
pair of brothers in the group, were to be sent to Philadelphia, where we had been placed with a
widow who had volunteered to take us in. Since both of us had studied music in Berlin, my older
brother the piano and I the violin, and since our father was a pianist of note, the social agencies
had decided to place us with a family in Philadelphia so we could continue our musical training
at the city’s famous Curtis Institute of Music. Things turned out somewhat differently but their
intentions were admirable and the fact that they had planned all along to keep us brothers
together was a big plus for each of us. We were never entirely alone. Each of the other boys in
the group was destined to be placed singly with a family elsewhere.At that time, in 1934,
prescient individuals on both sides of the Atlantic organized the first rescue of children long
before the Nazi darkness descended in earnest on Germany’s Jews. Two social agencies, one
for Jewish children in Berlin, and the other in New York, the German-Jewish Children’s Aid
Committee, collaborated and worked hard to raise money and go into action. One of the Berlin
group’s social workers, Frau Kaufmann, a tall and wonderfully sympatico lady, was chosen to
shepherd us eleven boys to the U.S. My father had worked non-stop to get his two sons included
in the group, and, I am sure in hindsight by me, must have lobbied hard to get them not to
separate us but to place us in the same foster family. We called our father Papi, the German
word for Dad. He was also amazingly far-sighted about politics and Germany’s future. He had
lost his wife, our mother, to cancer in 1931, and the Nazis had already deprived him of the city
job that he had obtained after his musical career had all but ended. So he had decided to do
whatever he could to insure his sons’ future by sending us out of Nazi Germany. As we waved to
him standing down below on the pier with so many others, some with handkerchiefs showing
and too many hardly able to contain their emotions, we took heart from the fact that our father
had given us a solemn promise to follow us to America as soon as he could manage it. In fact,
that thought must have lifted his morale too, knowing he was sending his sons to the country he



called his second home, and plotting his own move to get there eventually.Papi’s name was
Waldemar Liachowsky. That was his real name and the one he used on the concert stage. His
friends called him Lia (pronounced Leeah). By 1934, his life as an accompanist of an astounding
number of major artists, mainly violinists and singers, was a thing of the past, or nearly so. In
1934, he was still coaching young artists but he no longer performed on the concert stage. The
spark though was still there, as was the charisma he exuded on those who heard him play the
piano. I was one of those who felt it always, and I even remember sitting next to him on an organ
bench high up above the congregation in the modest synagogue in Köpenick, an eastern suburb
ofWaldemar Liachowsky, Pianist, Accompanist, circa 1920Berlin, where he played the organ
during the high holidays. I watched his feet on the large floor pedals there that I could not reach,
my legs having been much too short then. I often watched him and listened to him play his
Bechstein piano at home in Berlin because he could play anything and improvise on anything.
He taught us to become familiar with many symphonies, concertos, songs, in short with many of
the famous melodies and passages of the classical repertoire. That year in 1934, he would
regale us with American melodies, including the Star-Spangled Banner, preparing our ears for
the future. He was a man of the world. He was my only parent at that time and, though I did look
up to him, I took it for granted that he was my father. That is, I did not suffer emotionally about the
parting that was taking place at Cuxhafen. I was too young and too hungry for adventure. Papi
was simply my father.He had been born in 1874 to a large family in western Russia which moved
to Königsberg, the capital of East Prussia, well before the nineteenth century had turned into the
twentieth. It was a typical move by Russian Jews who wanted to embrace emancipation,
Germany being the closest place for that, and the United States the furthest. The Liachowsky
family, there were six children, my father having been the oldest boy, established an export/
import business in Königsberg on the Baltic Sea. Waldemar, the most ambitious of all of the
siblings, finished his Gymnasium studies which were tantamount then to university education
now, taught himself to play the piano and, in fact, was largely self taught musically. He then set
out by himself, one of only two in the family, to go to the big city, Berlin, to seek his future. He
went there first to continue his study of the piano and to seek work. The only other of his siblings
to leave the family nest was his sister Lotte who married a vivacious Russian doctor and who
had three gifted children whose careers were destined to become notable.Waldemar went to
work in a Berlin music publishing house to make enough money to study piano with the
legendary Artur Schnabel. It was an important step forward for him. He became a serious piano
student and a lifetime devotee of his teacher. Schnabel had been making the classical literature
his personal realm, especially the Beethoven and Schubert piano sonatas. He was a great
pianist in Berlin, then the musical capital of the world, and at a time when recitals and symphony
concerts were becoming highly popular, and when the recording industry was just being
launched. My father internalized the classical Schnabel style and made it his model, the German
musical style that emphasized a deep understanding of and loving devotion and absolute loyalty
to the writing of each composer. He admired Schnabel enough to give his first son Heinz the



name of Artur as his middle name.His major break came in 1905 when the first of the great
Russian child prodigies, Mischa Elman, showed up in Berlin with his father, looking for an
accompanist. They found Waldemar Liachowsky. Before they met, Mischa was the victim of a
near fatal accident in a Berlin hotel room. According to the story told by his father, the two
Elmans, father and son, had arrived in Berlin from Odessa, knowing no German, ill equipped
and with little money to cope with what they had to manage to try to do. The elder Elman used
the contacts he had been given, chiefly by the great violin teacher Leopold Auer, to arrange a big
debut recital where Mischa would be introduced to the musical scene. But no one cooperated.
Those who ruled the musical world in Berlin were totally skeptical, and would not believe the
raving reports about a sixteen year old violinist from Russia, and a Jewish boy at that. No one
that young, they were sure, especially from the Russian hinterland, could be good enough to
deserve a hearing on a Berlin concert stage. But his father was persistent because he knew his
son’s exceptional talent. He cajoled enough to get one of the musical barons to provide a recital
hall but the baron insisted that tickets were to be available only to the Berlin critics and to
journalists, not to the public. Father Elman accepted and the closed concert was scheduled for
one o’clock in the afternoon. Father and son went to bed the night before in their modest hotel
room that was heated by a gas stove that had not been turned off tightly. In the middle of that
night, Mischa woke up moaning, half conscious and very weak from inhaling the gas, and quite
sick. The older Elman summoned a physician who prescribed rest for the coming weeks. Mischa
remained in bed in his half conscious state until late morning when he roused himself and told
his father it was time to get going. Father Elman relented and eventually they made it to the
concert hall where a full house of the musical elite were waiting and becoming impatient
because the teenager was late. And no one dared to be late in Berlin. Mischa staggered out onto
the stage, someone put his violin into his hands, and then he tuned and seemed suddenly to
awaken. And he began playing his entire recital program from memory, including the
Tchaikowski violin concerto and the Bach Chaconne and the house went totally ecstatic. Near
the end, he nearly collapsed and could not finish and when the reason was explained to the
audience, their reaction was predictable. That concert debut made the name of Mischa Elman
famous. Not long afterward, the Elmans asked my father, Waldemar Liachowsky, to become his
accompanist.Their association would last for quite some time. It was not always a smooth bond
between the easy going Russian Elmans from Odessa and my exacting and highly organized
German father from Berlin. But there was never any question about the great success of their
musical partnership.They sailed from Southhampton to New York on the SS Kaiserin Auguste
Viktoria and arrived in New York on December 8, 1908, in time for Elman’s American debut
recital at Carnegie Hall two days later, on December 10, 1908. My father was on the stage as his
accompanist, playing on a Baldwin grand piano. Elman’s debut was made to great acclaim. He
appeared there for an encore recital one week later on the 17th, and his program included the
following:Lalo, Symphonie EspagnoleBach, Andante and Allegro from Sonata No. 3Handel,
Sonate in E major.Sinding, SuiteBrahms/Joachim, Hungarian Dance No. 4 in B minorSchubert/



Franz, Ave MariaPaganini/Auer, Etude CapriceMischa had the fabulous large tone, possibly
never equaled since, and he was the first genuine Wunderkind. My father shared in the glow. He
accompanied him wherever they toured afterward in the United States and in Europe. It was a
golden period of music performance, especially of recitals, during the years between 1900 and
the start of World War I in 1914. It was the time my father was at the peak of his career.The list of
the artists he accompanied is long and impressive. It includes the most famous of them such as
Jascha Heifetz, the next Wunderkind to come out of Russia, fellow Berliner Fritz Kreisler, the
great American violinist Maud Powell, the singer Joseph Schwarz, plus a host of others now less
known, such as the singers Leda Mysz-Gmeiner, Heinrich Rehkemper, Renée Chernet, and
Hugo Wolfsthal. In researching this memoir, I noticed especially the program of his concert with
Fritz Kreisler in Berlin on the 20th of October, 1921, because it included the great César Franck
Violin Sonata, Bach’s famous Chaconne for solo violin, and several short pieces arranged by
Kreisler for the violin in his typical Kreisler style. For the concert recitals by all of the soloists, my
father travelled to all of the cities of Europe and to just about every town, large and small, in
England and to many cities in the United States. He must have loved that because his sense of
geography was flawless and his hunger to see new sights was second to none. He became
fluent in English and called the United States his second home. In New York he was on call to
collaborate with the artists to make some of the earliest RCA Victor recordings, some of which,
especially those with Jascha Heifetz and with Maud Powell, have been revived and reissued in
recent times. In Berlin he even played with Albert Einstein who was an amateur violinist and
when they met and made music in pre-Nazi times they had fun together because they were
kindred spirits. Much later in the late thirties, while I was with my father in Atlantic City for some
summer sunshine, he bumped into Einstein who was walking the boardwalk in slippers, silver
hair flying in all directions. They had a quick reunion in front of the Atlantic Ocean, and I, an
American teenager at the time, blurted out a hello and shook the hand of the great man.
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