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I was born in Estonia and our family 
escaped when the Soviet troops were close 
to re-conquering the country in 1944. We 
stayed in a displaced persons camp in 
Germany for five years and then 
immigrated to United States. After 
attending CCNY and NYU, I started 
working as an engineer mostly on the East 
Coast. I consider myself very lucky 
compared to my relatives who suffered 
over forty years under Soviet Union. My 
wife Fran and I retired in year 2000 and 
made a new home in Santa Barbara -The 
Paradise on the Pacific. Our family is 
scattered all over the country and we have 
eight grandchildren. The youngest, 
Madilynn in the photograph, lives with her 
parents in Santa Barbara. 

When in 1944 we arrived in Germany the 
VWV II was still going on. We lived in 

Taken in 2012 Erfurt, a town in Germany. Practically 
every day and night we had bombing raids 

by American and British air forces. We spent a lot of time in the basement air raid 
shelter. When it was clear I used to wander around the neighborhood and also visit 
another Estonian family who lived a few blocks from our house. Their son was same 
age as I and a good friend. One clear morning I told my mother that I was leaving to visit 
my friend. My mother thought about it and then told me not to go. I argued but she stood 
firm. Then the air ride sirens sounded and we spent the next several hours in the 
basement. 

Next day I was allowed to visit my friend. When I arrived at their house I could not 
believe my eyes. The entire apartment house was a pile of rubble. And we found out 
shortly that all the inhabitants were killed. 

I have never found out how my mother decided not to let me go that day. But the old 
adage is true:' Always listen to your mother'. I am glad I did. 


