
[ 245 ]Although I wrote the earliest chapters of this book in 2006, it has 
a prehistory in my first writing group, and two fragments from 
that time appear here. So my first thanks are to my friends in that 
group, colleagues at the South Bank Centre in London in 1987 and 
1988: Nick Napier, Jo Shapcott and Antony Smith. More recently, 
members of my ‘writing otherwise’ group in Manchester gave me 
invaluable help and feedback as I worked on the book, and I am very 
grateful for their support and their reliably perceptive comments: 
Margaret Beetham, Brenda Cooper, Viv Gardner, Ursula Hurley 
and Judy Kendall. Thanks also to those who attended a meeting 
of the Manchester Feminist Theory Network in June 2010, where I 
presented a version of the first chapter of this book, who responded 
with interesting thoughts and ideas.

Many of my friends and colleagues from my years in the United States 
have made contributions, in some cases with detailed comments on 
sections of the book, and otherwise by their enthusiasm and support 
for the project. Members of my Columbia University feminist reading 
group were among the first to read the early chapters in 2006, in 
the weeks before I Ieft New York to return to England; many thanks 
to them for their very helpful feedback. In particular my thanks to 
Marianne Hirsch, a member of the group, who contributed both to 
the Writing Otherwise conference in Manchester arranged on my 
retirement in 2010, and to the book of that title which I co-edited with 
Jackie Stacey. Marianne also supported my application for a writing 
residency at the Bogliasco Foundation in Italy, where I worked on 
completing the book. Thanks too to Nancy Miller and Janet Berlo for 
comments on the manuscript; to Julie Diamond and Phyllis Trager, 
from my apartment building on West 92nd Street, for their continuing 
interest in the book; and to my Rochester colleagues and now long-
term good friends, Michael Holly and Douglas Crimp, as well as Keith 
Moxey, an honorary Rochester friend, and later a Columbia colleague. 
My friend Tony Platt, in Berkeley, read most of the book chapter by 
chapter as I wrote it, and gave me excellent critical comments. Tony 
and I were at primary school together in north Manchester, and 
have been close friends since I lived in Berkeley in the late 1980s. We 
also share an interest in memoir (and in memories of Manchester in 
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the 1950s), and in bridging the divide between academic and other 
non-fiction writing. Another friend from primary school, Linda 
Langton, now a literary agent living in New York, gave me excellent 
advice and encouragement about publication. My last – and saddest 
– acknowledgement to my friends in the United States is to Andrew 
Goodwin, whose early and tragic death on 10 September 2013 shocked 
so many of us on both sides of the Atlantic. He is not named in the 
book, but he was the father of Jamie (the uninhibited young colourer 
of drawings), and the person I lived with in California. A brilliant writer 
and critic himself, he was a strong supporter of my turn to new forms 
of writing. He read what is now the first chapter of this book, first 
published in an edited collection just before he died, and his approval 
meant a great deal to me. I wish I had been able to continue sending 
him my writing.

There are many people to thank in Britain. Returning to England in 2006, 
I found very soon that I had wonderful colleagues at the University of 
Manchester. They, and in some cases their partners, have provided 
the supportive, stimulating and witty social and intellectual life which 
was the context for my writing this book. In particular (though the 
circle is much larger) I thank Ursula Tidd, Monica Pearl, Hal Gladfelder, 
Manu Basile and Jeff Geiger for their friendship. Ursula also helped 
me with various French aspects of my book. Laura Doan gave me 
helpful comments on parts of the book. I also have to thank her for 
being instrumental, albeit indirectly, for getting me back to the UK and 
to Manchester – in fact I followed her (and, as it happens, Hal) from 
Rochester. Mar Mussell kindly agreed to let me use her gorgeous blue 
photo from the Aeolian Island of Panarea. Dani Caselli was one of the 
first to read the entire manuscript, and I thank her for her warm and 
generous encouragement, as well as for a little help with chasing image-
reproduction permissions in Italian museums. Cathy Gelbin had good 
advice on German aspects of my story, and was helpful with translation 
of one or two of the German letters. She also put me in touch with 
Eva-Maria Broomer, who has done a fantastic job of transcribing from 
difficult archaic German script the letters of Leonie and others. Without 
Jean-Marc Dreyfus I would not have been able to tell Leonie’s story. He 
explained to me how it came about that my German family ended up in 
France in October 1940, and he showed me the key websites and links I 
needed to trace their fate after that. And when I finally found my cousin 
Claude Levy, it was Jean-Marc who telephoned him from Paris to make 
contact. Many thanks, too, to John McAuliffe – first for publishing what 
is now Chapter 4 in the journal he co-edits, The Manchester Review, and 
then for his strong support for the publication of the book. Jackie Stacey 
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has been a colleague and friend for nearly ten years now, and very much 
involved in many ways in the book, including with excellent feedback 
and advice on final editing. She arranged the Writing Otherwise 
conference in 2010, and worked with me on editing the volume we 
published three years later – a very enjoyable process. It was Jackie 
who persuaded me to go public for the first time with this writing, and 
because I couldn’t really think of a good reason to encourage others 
to publish while refusing myself, ‘Atlantic moves’, now the first chapter 
of this book, appeared in print in our book. And thank you to Matthew 
Frost, editor at Manchester University Press, for working with us on 
Writing Otherwise and for encouragement and enthusiasm over the past 
months for Austerity Baby.

My old high-school friend Charlotte Gringras, and my newer friend 
Philippa Comber, share my interest in forms of writing, and have given 
me helpful feedback on parts of this book. Patrick Joyce – another 
academic colleague working on memoir – read a couple of chapters 
and sent me his thoughtful reflections on them. Another British-
American transplant who returned home is my long-term friend Tony 
King, now living in Bristol. We knew one another for a number of years 
in Leeds; later we lived in fairly close proximity in western New York 
State for ten years.  Over many meetings and days out together in the 
Finger Lakes region of New York, we discussed shared interests in 
memoir, social history and – not least – our origins in Lancashire. He 
has taken an interest in this book since its early stages, and I thank him 
for his encouragement.

Griselda Pollock, an old friend from my Leeds days, contributed to the 
Writing Otherwise collection, and supported my application to Bogliasco 
for the writing residency. Anna Lee came with me to Vienna, and took 
the photo of Ernst Eisenmayer I have included in the book. And another 
friend from high school, Jen Coates, whose memory of those years is 
far better than mine, sent me a wonderful email about Didsbury in the 
1950s, and particularly about Olive Shapley; with her permission, I’ve 
included some of it in the book, under Jen’s name at that time.

Other people to thank: Dr Christine Joy, archivist at Manchester High 
School for Girls, for sending me documents about the school in my time 
and, together with Mrs Claire Hewitt, MHSG headmistress, giving me 
permission to reproduce sections, as well as the photographs of Sara 
Burstall and Agnes Bozman. Diana Leitch, historian of south Manchester, 
for information about the Simon family. Margaret Simon, for permission 
to visit Helsgarth, her grandfather’s cottage, and also to reproduce the 
portrait of Henry Simon and the photograph of Henry and his family. 
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Melanie Garner, Keeper of Fine and Decorative Arts at Tullie House 
Museum and Art Gallery, Carlisle, for helpful information in a phone call 
in October 2012 about Rossetti’s Found. Hans Peter Klauck, historian 
of the Jews of the Saar area of Germany, for filling in a lot of gaps in my 
knowledge of my grandfather’s family. Marcel Wainstock of Saarbrücken 
showed me around Saarbrücken and Saarlouis, including the Jewish 
cemeteries where my grandfather’s family members are buried, and 
later put me in touch with Hans Peter Klauck. Ernst Eisenmayer, who was 
willing to let me buy his beautiful little drawing from the Onchan camp 
in the Isle of Man, and who entertained me for months with his witty 
and contrary emails, and then entertained me and a friend in person 
in his residence in Vienna in September 2011. Alessandra Comini, for 
giving me access to the papers of Eleanor Tufts in connection with my 
work on Kathleen McEnery. Ivor Nicholas, for allowing me to reproduce 
his amazing – and historic – photograph of Windscale on that fateful 
day in October 1957. Peter Blystone, for providing film stills of Claude 
Levy from his film about the Jews of Wasgau, and for his permission 
to include them in this book. Dr Horst Seferens of the Brandenburg 
Memorials Foundation in Oranienburg, for providing photographs of 
Sachsenhausen, and for permission to reproduce them. Thank you to 
Manuela Vehma, at the Kreismuseum Oberhavel in Oranienburg, for 
permission to reproduce the photographs of Orianienburg. Finally, 
to the Mémorial de la Shoah in Paris, and the Conseil Général des 
Pyrénées-Atlantiques for permission to reproduce documents about 
Leonie’s time in France, and her eventual fate.

When I still lived in Rochester, New York, I spent a couple of years doing 
research on the artist Kathleen McEnery. During that period – 2000–1 
– I interviewed many people who had known her. The chapter in 
this book about Rochester in the 1920s returns to my notes on those 
interviews. Inevitably in the intervening fifteen years some of my 
informants, already elderly then (and recalling life decades earlier), 
have died, including Nancy Watson Dean and Elizabeth Holahan. Sam 
Spanier, who kindly agreed to a phone interview about Nina Balaban, 
also died a few years ago. Here I record my thanks, belatedly, to 
these people. Other Rochesterians who gave me useful information 
and helped in other ways were Betsy Brayer, biographer of George 
Eastman; Margie Searl, at the Memorial Art Gallery; Doug Howard, 
local art dealer as well as academic, and endlessly knowledgeable 
about the history of the Rochester art scene. Bruce Kellner of 
Pennsylvania, found via internet research, was kind enough to talk to 
me on the phone about Nina Balaban. Most of all, I record my thanks 
and gratitude to the family of Kathleen McEnery – the Cunningham 
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and Williams families – who give me a great deal of assistance when I 
was doing research on the artist and curating an exhibition of her work 
in 2003, and with many of whom I continue to have warm friendships: 
especially Anne Subercaseaux, Mary Cunningham, James Cunningham 
(who also toured Marseilles with me in November 2013, following in 
Leonie’s footsteps), Louisa Cunningham, Kitty Williams and Brigid 
Williams. And I will always be grateful to the late Peter Cunningham 
and the late Joan Carey Cunningham, each of whom gave me a painting 
by Kathleen McEnery.

The last group of acknowledgements is of members of my family, in 
England and the United States. My sisters, Veronica Kaiserman and 
Eleanor Wolff, though I think slightly bemused by my intense interest in 
our family history, and my habit of collecting more and more American 
cousins, were very supportive. Veronica undertook to visit the French 
camp at Gurs, where Leonie had been interned, during a holiday in 
France, and sent me photos of the place and of the grave of Sigmund 
Kahn, Leonie’s husband. Eleanor went to the offices of the Mémorial de 
la Shoah when she was in Paris with her son Sam, and picked up some 
documents for me and took photos. (That’s a photograph of her near 
Leonie’s wall towards the end of Chapter 6.) My brother-in-law, David 
Kaiserman, told me everything I now know about Saar stamps, and 
patiently took me through the stamp collection that he inherited from 
my father, explaining history, iconography, currency and many other 
things; he also gave me helpful comments on some of the chapters, and 
did expert Photoshop work for me on a couple of images. My cousins 
Diane and Mike Smith have always asked to read my writing – way 
beyond the expectations of cousinhood – and have been generous 
and encouraging as I worked on this. (Diane is in fact a real cousin – her 
father and my mother were brother and sister. But she is the only one in 
this book. Everywhere else I use the word ‘cousin’ for a range of cousinly 
connections, in France, Germany and the United States, to keep things 
simple: second cousin, second cousin once removed, third cousin.) My 
great-nephew Oscar Walmsley eagerly took up the challenge of showing 
me how you can colour in a drawing without staying within the lines; the 
drawing in chapter 10 is his, done in the spirit of Jamie Foley. And the late 
Rita Greenburgh, my mother’s cousin (also my mother’s bridesmaid, in 
February 1940), was the one to introduce me to David Norr in New York, 
and to give me the history of the Noar/Norr family she had compiled 
with another cousin, Ernest Moritz.

Three other cousins I am indebted to have also died in the past few years. 
David Norr, whose father’s diary opens my first chapter, died on 19 
August 2012 at the age of eighty-nine. I met him only twice, at his home 
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in Scarsdale, but have him to thank for the way in which the diary 
inspired my first reflections on family in a transatlantic context. My 
cousin Marthe Hanau, on my father’s side of the family, was someone I 
had known from childhood. (She is in the 1953 photograph with me and 
others, in Chapter 3.) After my father died I visited her in Metz in France, 
where she cooked the most elaborate and delicious meals for me and 
my sister and brother-in-law. She was my best informant on my German 
family, and put together the main outlines of the family tree for me. 
Through her I met another cousin of that generation, Gerda Feldman, 
who had left Germany for France in 1935, and emigrating to Cuba in 1942. 
She arrived in New York in 1946. We met many times after I moved to 
the United States, and until her death. She too filled in gaps for me in the 
family tree, and introduced me to yet more cousins.

Like Marthe and Gerda, Marlyse Kennedy was related to my father on 
his father’s side (Josef Wolff). I met her about twenty years ago, also 
introduced by Marthe, and throughout my years in the United States 
and in the ten years since, we have been in very close contact, with 
many visits, at least one a year. Now in her early nineties, Marlyse has 
had two careers since leaving Germany and France for the United 
States, where she has lived in Washington, DC, for more than half a 
century. After retiring as a doctor and hospital anaesthetist, she spent 
twenty years as a highly active docent (gallery guide) at the Freer and 
Sackler Galleries of Asian Art in Washington. For years now we have 
exchanged old photographs of the family, copies of letters, documents. 
She too has recently completed a book about her family during and 
after the war, based on photographs and an amazing trove of letters. 
My thanks to her for friendship and shared obsessions with family 
history, and for hospitality over a long period.

One cousin I want to thank is someone I have never actually met – the 
artist Temma Bell, who lives in upstate New York and in Iceland. She 
(like David Norr – who first told me about that branch of the family) is 
related to me on my mother’s side. We spoke on the phone, and she 
arranged for me to get permission to reproduce a work by her father, 
the artist Leland Bell. The remaining American cousins are on my 
paternal grandmother’s side – that is, related to Bertha, Leonie, Rosa 
in one way or another. Paulette Johnson is Leonie’s granddaughter. 
Thanks to her we have the letters Leonie wrote to Eri, Paulette’s 
mother. Paulette and her husband Dean came with me to Busenberg, 
Offenburg and Saarbrücken on the family research trip in September 
2014. Emily Kaufman, granddaughter of Albert Schwarz of New York, 
has provided invaluable information to me over the past few years. 
She is at least as involved in family research as me, and her German is 
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a lot better than mine! Through her Busenberg connections I learned 
about the plan to erect memorial boards at the Jewish cemetery, which 
were eventually installed in June 2016. She also found out about Peter 
Blystone’s television film about the Jews of Busenberg, and sent me 
details so that I could watch online on German TV on 29 November 
2015. And through this I found out that Claude Levy was still alive, and 
– thanks to Emily’s persistence – finally got contact information for him. 
Steve Robbins, a cousin-in-law, told me about Thomas Hager’s book 
about Haber, Bosch and chemistry in twentieth-century Germany. 

Finally – in the hope of putting together Rosa’s incredible story, of survival 
of expulsion from Germany, internment in several French camps, and 
eventual arrival in New York at about the age of seventy – I tried to find 
her great-granddaughter. I knew she was called Judy and was a lawyer, 
and hoping against hope that she had kept her maiden name, I looked 
up Judy Fensterman in the phone book for New York City. I found 
someone who looked possible – with phone number and even home 
address. There was no email address, which I would have preferred to 
use. Instead, I called the number listed as her office, assuming I would 
get someone on reception and I would leave a message, or ask for an 
email address. Judy picked up the phone herself. She was admirably 
calm in the face of an unknown Englishwoman claiming to be a cousin, 
and within a few months we had met at a family reunion in New York. 
She gave me a copy of a photo of Rosa in very old age, with Judy and 
her sister as small children. Though I am still waiting for her to find time 
to go through her own family papers and letters. 

hH

I record my gratitude to the Bogliasco Foundation in Italy for a writing 
fellowship and for hosting me for five weeks in late 2014, when I 
completed the first full draft of this manuscript, as well as to my co-
fellows there who discussed my work with me. A beautiful place, with 
kind and lovely staff, and a fabulous location in which to write.

A version of Chapter 1 of this book was published in Jackie Stacey and 
Janet Wolff, eds, Writing Otherwise: Experiments in Cultural Criticism 
(Manchester: Manchester University Press, 2013)

A version of Chapter 2 was published in the online journal In[]Visible 
Culture, no. 21, October 2014. Thanks to the editor for permission to 
publish here.

A version of Chapter 4 was published in the online journal The Manchester 
Review, No. 10, April 2013. Thanks to the editors for permission to 
publish here.
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