Albury History Society - alburyhistory.org.uk

The following extracts from “Greta’s Story” have been edited and
compressed to explain, briefly, how the Jelinek family escaped
separately from Czechoslovakia to England, and were safely reunited at
Brook Lodge Albury in 1939:

I was borw in Bohemiay, Czechoslovakio, invthe world-famous spa townw
of Karlsbad (Carlsbad), now Kawlovy Vary, where I lived withv my parenty
Theodor and Marie Jelinek and my two-older sisters Lotte and Ilse. Our
house was known locally as the house of the “three little girls” “drei
madchen’. I had such avhappy childhood.

Gretow o her fifth birthday withv Lotte and Tlse

Powt of Kawrlsbad was geawed only to-tourisim and the season was from
May to-September. The richy and famows caume to-take the healing hot
waters and all adong the promenade were little wells individually
encased. Girly v white uniforms, made of rubber for protection, ladled
the hot spring water into- special beakers for the visitors.

Therve weve big beautiful hotels;, and awv opera howse. High-class shops
full of furs, jewellery, awtistic needlework and high fashiow lined the
ummaculate sand-covered promenade. A small river withv white painted
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railings rowv alongside and an ovchestro played in the morning and
evening. Itwas all so-beautiful!

The hot spring inv Kawrlsbad

My family lived some way from the well-to-do-port of Kawrlsbad, but it
was s lovely as the whole town was suwrounded by woods. My dad
worked at o daily newspaper. There were two: one left-wing my father’s
and the other was the Nagi paper

In 1938 I was just 13 yeaws old when the political hatred erupted. I
lived invthe pawt of Czechoslovakio called Sudetenland: my mother
tongue was Germany, althoughv it was compulsory to-learn Czech at
school. InSeptember, of that year, my father sent my mother and us
children to-Prague for safety. We left withy one suitcase. Hitler’s army
mawched, into-the Sudetenlond ovw 1+ October. My father was lucky to-
hawve caunght the last train out of Kawlsbad, as had he stayed; he would
have beew sent to- v concentration coump; he was a well-knoww “anti-
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Al the time we were in Prague we felt uneasy. Hitler claimed that he
only wanted the Sudetenland, but we knew that he wanted all of
Czechoslovakio.

Onw 15" Mawrchv1939, I way invthe Wengel Platy inthe centre of Prague;
whew I sow so- many Germoawvtanks. It was o unbelievable sight. The
whole town was occupied! During the first few days of occupation
everyone had to-put out their flags so-that it looked to-the outside world
how much the Germans were made welcome. Those who-did not comply
were awrested. My father had been helping fellow Social Democraty flee
abroad, and as the occupation happened over night he was s&ill inv
Prague. He knew the Gestapo-would be after hiv so-he and two-of his
friends took a chance to-cross the Polish bovder ilegally. After some
difficulties they managed to-reach the port of Glansk and set sail for
England

Meavwhile; my poor mother had to-report to-the Gestapo-every day. She
was very brawve. They kept asking her where dad was, but in truthv she
did not know. She was not physically tortured, but the mental stravin
was immense. When one day invApril owv unsigned postcowds avriveds
from England;, we knew dad was safe. My nuun destroyed the covd
ummediately - but the Gestapo-already knew about k.




It was at the end of April that I was told to-get ready to-leave
Czechoslovakio. A childrews transport (Kindertransport) had been
givenw permission to-leawve for England, and I was one of the chosen ones.
It was withv mixed feelings that I left Prague. My mother and sisters
caume to-the station to-see me off.: AW I kept telling myself was that I
nmust not cry....

Althoughv I estimated that there were about 100 childver onthat train
the silence was eerie. The only time we spoke was when the friendly
escovty came awound to-offer us food and drink. As we neawred the
Germawv bovder, we were told not to- speak o word of Germawv. Theve were
six of us childven who- came from the Sudetenland, and spoke Germany
unlike the rest, who- came from Prague and Pilserv and ovly spoke Czech.
As we flled past the customs officials, we had to-opervowr cases. Whew it
caume to- my twrn to-hawe my case inspected, the customs officer opened it
and o top, to- my horror, was my fovouwrite book writtesw inv Germowv. He
spoke to-me;, but I would not anvswer. As I shut my case, he bent doww to-
me ond said “I wishv yow all the luck and may God be withv yow” and I
sow that he had tears in his eyes.. ...

The next time we left the trainv was at the Hook of Holland. We were
givew some money and told to-buy whatever we liked. I felt sure that I
would see my father soon, so-I bought two-boxes of pipe tobacco: I felt so-
pleased that I would now be able to-give him av little present. The
crossing to-England was very rough and we were all sick! When we
arrived at Howrwich, we took the train to- Londows Liverbool Street
station. I looked for my dad, but he did not evenw know that I was
coming to-England.

About tew of us childvenw had no—-one to- collect them,, so-we were takewn to-
the YWCA. One morning as I was writing o letter to-my mother - ivv
walked my dad. Oh; the joy of it! So-much had happened since we had
last seenv each other, and I could not stop talking. He told me that he
was living invav hostel neaw Guildford and that the authorities had
found it difficult to-trace himi. He was told that he would not be able to-
take me back withy himv as I was av girl. He only received half av croww ov
week allowance and had spent nearly all his money and sowings o the
fare to- London, so-he would not be able to-come again, but he was
assured that o nice friendly faomily would soon be found for me to-live
with.

It must hawe been July, whew I received ov letter from my mother telling
me that she and my sisters were inv London. I wanted to-see thew



immediately, but I was now living in Birminghamy, and had to-wait for
someone to-take me. It was so-lovely to-see them all again/

My mum and sisters joined my dad at Brook Lodge in Albury, and I
desperately wanted to-be with them! After much pestering and withvdad
o my side, we were finally all rewnited at Brook Lodge.

The hostel where my family were living had beautiful grounds, and as I
did not hawe to- spend much time inv the bedroom, the squashed
conditions did not worry me. That suwmmer nmust have been one of my
best, and the weather was also-good. Not for away was Albuwry Heathv
and as we were quite a gathering of young boys and girls, we
thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. We had English lessons invthe morning
and the rest of the day was owrs. I remember Albury Heathv so-well. It
was there that I leawrned to-ride o bike;, but I was never avvery competent
cyclist and every tume a buy ov caw passed, I would jump off the bike!

Yow see the lanes were all so-very nawrow.

Brook Lodge Albury

The men who- were not too-old had to-go-to-work on the forms. It
supplemented their allowance by another half o crown. Dad receiveds
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five shillings o week. Not being used to- manual work, he would come

Gretaw onthe left - happy times at Brook Lodge



Ow 3 September 1939, Britain and France declared wawr onw Germary
and we knew the nice time would have to- come to- anv end sooner or
later..........

Gretw Joined the WAAF inv 1943

If you would like to hear more of “Greta’s Story” a digital recording is
available in the Reading Room of the Imperial War Museum, together
with a written transcript and other documents.

Greta's Story is at https://www.iwm.org.uk/search/global?query=Gretat+Jelinek
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