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Dedicated to the victims and survivors of the Holocaust. 

‘May their names be for a blessing.’ 

This is one family’s story…there are so many. 
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“In Jewish history there are no coincidences.” 

Elie Wiesel 
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PROLOGUE 

 
     In 1973, my husband Bob and I spent time in Israel. While there, we met 
a delightful elderly gentleman from Belfast, Ireland. He was ill at the time and 
hoping to relocate to Israel.  We became friends over the next two weeks 
and decided to remain in touch. He returned to Ireland and we came home 
to Orlando.  Once home, we showed our pictures of our trip to Israel to our 
families. When we got to the picture of me and our elderly friend, my father 
paled. He said, “who is that man?” I told my father that his name was Harry 
Cohen and that he was from Belfast, Ireland.  My father said “I have been 
looking for this man since the war. He is the man who saved our family.” I 
told my father that I would write Harry Cohen in Ireland and see if he was 
indeed this man. It took two weeks to get the letter to Ireland and two weeks 
for the return letter. Harry Cohen wrote that ‘yes, he remembered my father, 
grandfather and aunt’ and enclosed a photograph of my family and himself 
dated 1939. He was the man! We were overjoyed to get this news. I 
immediately wrote him that my family was deeply indebted to him for helping 
them, and that my father would write him so they could connect once 
again. There was no more contact with Harry Cohen. All the letters were 
returned after that. I believe that we were supposed to meet him in Israel so  
he could find out the Rapp family survived, thanks to him. Then his life was 
complete. That is when I learned that ‘there are no coincidences.’ 
 
 
 

 
 

Judith and Harry Cohen in Israel 1973 
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CHAPTER ONE 
 

MY FATHER’S STORY - ERNEST DAVID RAPP 
 

       My father’s parents, Osias and Ettel Melzer Rapp, were born in the late 
1880’s in Poland and emigrated to Austria in 1916. My grandfather fought in 
World War I as an airplane radio operator for Germany. He intercepted a 
Russian communication in Morse Code regarding an attack on Germany and 
was awarded the Iron Cross Medal from the Kaiser for this. Because my 
grandfather was fighting in the war, my grandmother decided to give birth to 
my father’s sister, Berta, in Poland where her family still lived. A few months 
later, my grandparents reunited in Poland and returned with my aunt to 
Vienna, Austria. My father was born there in 1918. The family led a poor 
observant Jewish life in Vienna. They lived very modestly in a one room 
apartment with no running water. My grandmother developed a severe heart 
condition and died at age 42. My father was only 10 years old. Life was hard 
for the family of three. My father’s older sister watched over my dad (a very 
active boy) while my grandfather worked selling textiles. As my father grew 
up, he developed an interest in art. For his high school years, my father 
attended the Vienna School of Art and Architecture. (See Appendix A.) To 
make a little extra money, my father designed ladies dress patterns that he 
sold to a clothing manufacturer in Belfast, Ireland. 
 

 
The Rapp family Circa 1918 Vienna, Austria 

(From left to right) My father, Osias, Berta and Ettel  
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     On March 12, 1938, the Nazis from Germany marched into Austria. This 
was called the Anschluss. At that time, the Austrians welcomed the Nazis, 
and in a vote 99% of the Austrians (excluding Jewish people and Roma 
Gypsies) voted to be annexed. Anyone opposing this was imprisoned, 
tortured, or killed. Under Nazi occupation, Jewish people were no longer 
allowed to go to school, parks, or sit on public benches. Jewish businesses 
were looted and seized. If the Jewish owners objected, they were arrested. 
My father recalled being ordered by the Nazis to clean the sidewalks with a 
toothbrush. He was thrown out the window of his school and told never to 
return. At this time, my grandfather was arrested. My aunt took my 
grandfather’s Iron Cross Medal to the prison to show the Nazis that they had 
arrested a war hero. They let my grandfather go. Then the Nazis came 
looking for my 19-year-old father. My aunt gave the Nazis a few of my father’s 
drawings and they left satisfied for the moment. My father knew he had to 
leave and soon.  Since he was born in Austria, he was fortunate to get an 
Austrian visa to leave. The Belfast dress factory (that bought his dress 
designs) was willing to sponsor my father. This enabled him to get out of 
Austria in April of 1938.  Because his father and sister were born in Poland, 
their options were more limited. With less Polish visas available, and no one 
to sponsor them, they could not leave. (See Appendix B.) 
 

 
My father in Vienna 1938 
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     My father, age 19, left for Ireland alone and knowing no English. (See 
Appendix C.) He arrived in Belfast with no money and knowing that his father 
and sister could die if he could not get them out. He went to the Orthodox 
synagogue in Belfast and met the president of the synagogue, Harry Cohen. 
Mr. Cohen offered to have my father stay at his house while he worked at 
the dress factory. My father told him about the conditions in Vienna, and that 
he feared for his father and sister’s lives. Mr. Cohen got papers together to 
sponsor them and the synagogue raised the money to bring them to 
Ireland.  In March of 1939, my grandfather and aunt arrived in Belfast where 
they lived with Mr. Cohen and worked as a cantor and maid. 
 

      Meanwhile, my father had a distant cousin in New Jersey, Isaac Epstein, 
who agreed to sponsor him to come to America. My father’s U.S. visa ran 
out on December 29,1938, so he had to leave for the U.S. on a steerage ship 
ticket before his father and sister arrived in Belfast. His hope was to earn 
enough money to bring them to the U.S. as soon as he could. In New York, 
my father worked many jobs and lived very modestly to save the money he 
needed to bring his family to America. Isaac Epstein also agreed to sponsor 
my grandfather and aunt. 
 

     On September 1, 1939 just six months after arriving in Belfast, my 
grandfather and aunt left Ireland and boarded the ship SS Athenia headed 
to America. Two days later, the ship was torpedoed in the Atlantic Ocean by 
a German submarine. (England declared war on Germany that day.) As the 
ship was going down, my grandfather and aunt got on separate lifeboats. My 
grandfather told my aunt to tie her arm to the oarlock of the boat so she would 
not be thrown overboard.  Meanwhile in New York, my father heard that their 
ship was torpedoed and saw that they were not on the list of survivors. 
Because all my father had in his life were these two people, he had a nervous 
breakdown and was hospitalized for two weeks. Many hours later at sea, 
Britain’s Royal Navy found their lifeboats. Because my grandfather and aunt 
did not speak English (only German) and had lost their documentation in the 
shipwreck, they were taken to Scotland and put in prison as ‘enemy 
combatants’. There, they asked to speak to a rabbi who understood that they 
were refugees and not aliens. The rabbi in Scotland contacted Harry Cohen 
in Belfast. Mr. Cohen got the Belfast Jewish community to raise money and 
send a delegation to Scotland. My family was released and went back to 
Belfast for two weeks before the community sent them on the ship SS 
Manhattan to New York where they were reunited with my father. 
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SS Athena 1939 
(See Appendix D.) 

 
 
    My father, grandfather and aunt took a small apartment in The Bronx. My 
father worked during the day and at night went to school to learn English. In 
his free time, he started to draw buildings. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 

MY MOTHER’S STORY – HERTA LEHRER 
 
     My mother’s parents, Jacob and Martha Wodak Lehrer were born in 
Vienna, Austria in the late 1890’s. My grandfather came from a long line of 
successful Viennese merchants. My grandmother came from a family of 
ambassadors, professors, medical doctors, and merchants. The family was 
modern in their thinking and progressive in their Jewish religious life. My 
grandfather fought for Germany on the African front during World War I. He 
was injured in battle and awarded the Iron Cross Medal.  After the war, my 
grandparents married and bought a small grocery store in Vienna. It grew 
into being the largest delicatessen in Vienna (one city block long with over 
30 employees.) My mother was born in Vienna in 1922 at a prosperous time 
for the upper class. Her sister, Gretl, was born four years later. My mother 
remembered being raised by nannies, having the finest of things, private 
schools, best medical care, etc. They had a beautiful apartment in downtown 
Vienna. 
 

 

 
 

The Lehrer family Circa1934 
(From left to right) Gretl, Martha, Jacob, my mother 
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       Then the Anschluss (Nazi Germany marched into Austria) came on 
March 12, 1938 when my mother was 16 years old. Her world came tumbling 
down. They were no longer allowed to move freely, could not go to school, 
and were humiliated. My grandfather believed that this would pass. He was 
a war hero. They would never come for him! Soon there was talk that Jewish 
men were to be rounded up, so my grandfather went into hiding in the 
countryside. My mother remembered a pounding on the door and the Nazis 
demanding to take my grandfather. When my teenage mother was 
questioned, she could not say where her father was because she was not 
told. At that time, my grandmother started to apply for visas and get 
sponsorship to America. Soon after, the Gestapo (Nazi police) moved into 
the apartment above my mother’s family. They were terrified. On November 
9, 1938, my mother witnessed Kristallnacht (The Night of the Broken Glass). 
She watched as Jewish stores, homes and synagogues were attacked. It 
was at this time that my grandmother waited days in line to get the papers 
she needed to get the family out. My grandfather had a brother, Sigmund 
‘Arthur’ (who changed his name to Sam Friedman once he arrived in the 
U.S.) who agreed to sponsor the family. When my grandmother had all the 
papers in order, they signed over their store, their apartment and all their 
possessions to the Nazis and left during the night to take a ship to America. 
(See Appendix E.) 
 
 

 
 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
My mother in Vienna 1938 
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       Many relatives did not get out. My grandmother’s mother Rosa was too 
ill to travel and her daughter, Gabriele, stayed in Vienna to take care of her. 
Rosa was put in a nursing home, where she died of starvation on August 29, 
1942. Gabriele was murdered at Maly-Trostinec on September 18, 1942. 
Other family members went to concentration camps and died there. 
 
 
 

 
 

Rosa and Gabriele in Vienna Circa 1939 
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      My grandparents, mother and aunt arrived in New York City in April, 
1939. They knew no English and now were poor. My mother and aunt were 
enrolled in public school. My grandparents opened a small grocery store in 
Manhattan. They never could climb up to where they had been in Vienna, 
but they had an honest business and enough to eat and live. (See Appendix 
F.) 
 

 
 

 
 

Grocery Store 2nd Avenue New York Circa 1940 

Jacob Lehrer behind counter 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 

IMMIGRATION 
 

     The United States had very strict immigration laws in the 1930-1940’s. A 

poll was taken in 1938 in the U.S. with the following question: “Should we 
allow a larger number of Jewish exiles from Germany to come to the United 
States?”  72% of the American people answered “no”.  From the years 1933-
1941, 110,000 refugees came to the United States. In 1941, the U.S. entered 
World War II. At that time, all immigration stopped. Hundreds of thousands 
of Jewish people had applied, were turned down and died. It was very difficult 
to get a U.S. visa. Some of the following requirements were: 
 

1.     Register with the consulate in your country. 

2.     Get on a very long waiting list. 
3.     Must have a U.S. sponsor who can guarantee that you will not be a 
burden to the U.S. The sponsor must provide their personal financial 
information to show that they can provide for you. 
4.     Must have personal identification including a police certificate, transit 
permission, financial affidavit, taxes paid and an exit certificate. 

5.     Valid ship ticket. 
 

(See Appendix G1-4.) 
 
 

     Other countries had different requirements. My greater family went to 
whatever place would take them first. They went to the following countries 
and cities in the world: United States, Israel, England, Canada, Belgium, 
Peru, Australia, France, and Shanghai. They settled in those countries and 
became part of that society. Now three generations later, I have relatives all 
over the world. Each has been an asset to their new country. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 
LIFE IN NEW YORK 

 

     My parents met in New York City taking English at night school. This is 

the story that they loved to tell. Their teacher, Professor Emerson, had 
assigned the class to write an English composition. When the Professor 
handed back the assignment, he said that Herta Lehrer (my mother) had the 
worst paper he had read. My mother started to cry. After class, my father 
went up to my mother and told her in German that his paper was much worse. 
They went out for coffee and that was the beginning of their relationship. 
 

     My father had many jobs, always with the goal of moving towards his 
dream to become an architect. His first job was given to him by his sponsor, 
Isaac Epstein. Mr. Epstein owned a store that sold sardines. My dad started 
working there for $2.00 a week but hated it. Mr. Epstein understood my father 
had a dream and introduced him to a Newark, New Jersey architect, Mr. 
Sigler. My father started to work for him for $5.00 a week. Most important 
was he had to learn how to convert the metric system that they used in 
Europe to what we use in America. His next job was with Professor Simon 
B. Zelnick. Professor Zelnick became my father’s mentor. My father got 
$10.00 a week cleaning his teacher’s office, home and babysitting his 
children. In return, Professor Zelnick tutored him and encouraged him to 
become an architectural draftsman. Years later, he helped get my father into 
New York University School of Architecture. By then, my father kept moving 
up the ladder. He worked for several different firms as a draftsman designing 
the interior of department stores. After the war, my father joined the firm of 
Ross Frankel as a draftsman. One of the firm’s partners was Morris Lapidus, 
the designer of the Fontainebleau Hotel in Miami Beach, Florida. He 
continued working days at the firm and attending night classes at New York 
University. 
 

     My father, age 25, was drafted into the U.S. Army in 1943. He did his 
basic training in Louisiana and then was stationed with the Army Corp of 
Engineers in Belvoir, Virginia. There, his commanding officer, Colonel 
Hinney, assigned him to design retractable radio towers and convertible 
barracks with lock joints that were easy to drop down and assemble for the 
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soldiers on Kodiak Island, Alaska. He became a U.S. citizen while serving in 
the Army and received an honorable discharge when the war ended. 
 

 
My parents in New York 1943 

 
 

      My mother finished high school at the Julia Richman School in 
Manhattan. Her dream was to go to college. There was no money in the 
family for higher education and it was not a priority for girls. Determined to 
attend college, my mother applied and received a full scholarship with room 
and board to Bethany College in West Virginia. She earned spending money 
waiting tables, working at Barton’s Candy Shop, and helping her German 
professor. My mother recalled that her years at Bethany College were some 
of her happiest. She and my father could visit each other as he was stationed 
in Virginia (not too far away).  She obtained her bachelor’s degree in 1945 
graduating summa cum laude. When my mother returned to NY, she got 
another scholarship to New York University and earned a master’s degree in 
psychology. It was at this time that my mother added Sylvia as her middle 
name and preferred to be called ‘Sylvia’. She did not like her birth name of 
Herta as it was too German. (Her sister also changed her name from Gretl 
to Greta.) My mother did not want to speak German anymore and though 
struggling with English, she preferred to use it. She became a U.S. citizen 
during this time. 
 
     My parents married February 2, 1946 in a very small wedding performed 
by my father’s army chaplain, Rabbi Golberman. (See Appendix H.) My 
father was 28 years old and my mother was 24 years old.  My mother’s 



18 
 

family’s background was wealthy and progressive in their Jewish life. My 
father’s family’s background was poor and traditional in their Jewish life. 
They would have never met in Vienna. But in NY, they were equal – poor, 
motivated, and in love. It was a marriage that lasted 62 years, until my 
father’s death in 2008. 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 
My parents’ honeymoon 1946 

 
 
 
 

     My older sister, Ethel, was born on December 29, 1946. By then, my 
parents were living in a small apartment. My father used the GI bill to attend 
New York University School of Architecture. One year later, my parents 
bought an attached row house in Astoria (Queens), NY. In 1949, I was born. 
My father told the story that he studied for his architectural boards with a cord 
hooked from his foot to my cradle so he could rock me to sleep while he 
studied. My father was one of only 3% of the applicants who passed the 
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architectural boards the first time. He then became a partner in the firm 
Siegel and Rapp. My younger sister, Sharon, was born in 1952. By then, my 
father designed our new home in Little Neck, NY. He and his partner, 
Herman Siegel, designed and built new homes, subdivisions, shopping 
centers, restaurants and became very successful. 
 
 

 
 

Our home (designed by my father) in Little Neck, NY Circa 1954 
 

 

     My mother became ill in the winter of 1955 and was advised to leave New 
York to recover in a warmer climate. One of my father’s business associates 
had a small house in Lake Mary, Florida and offered for our family to stay 
there for the winter. We went there, my mother recovered, and the family 
loved it. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 

LIFE IN ORLANDO 
 
 
 
 

 
Our family: Orlando, Florida Circa1956 

Front row: Judith and Sharon 

 Back Row: My father, mother, and Ethel 

 
 
     In 1956, our family moved to Orlando. My father found a job as a junior 
partner with Hugo Broleman, Architect. Their arrangement was that my dad 
would work for a year. If this worked out, he could become a full partner. It 
worked out very well and the firm Broleman and Rapp was created. After Mr. 
Broleman died in 1972, my father established his own architectural firm, 
Ernest D. Rapp, Architect. Over the next 20 years, he designed many of the 
high-rise buildings in Orlando and throughout the country. His specialty was 
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high-rise apartment buildings for lower income seniors. (See Appendix I.) My 
father was most proud of Kinneret Apartments, a senior high rise building for 
the Jewish elderly in Orlando. He found a U.S. government program with 
HUD (Housing and Urban Development) that would sponsor these buildings. 
In 1960, my father was designated one of the top 50 architects in the country. 
He and my mother were invited to President John F. Kennedy’s 
inauguration.  My father continued designing buildings until he retired at age 
75. Even in retirement, my father volunteered to design a synagogue, 
Congregation Ahavas Yisrael (Chabad). His love of architecture kept him 
challenged and happy. My father died April 21, 2008 just 6 weeks short of 
his 90th birthday. His last wish to me before he died was ‘to tell his story’. 
 
 

 
 

Congregation Ahavas Israel in Orlando 1994 
 

 

 
 

Congregation Ahavas Yisrael rededicated after my father’s death 
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Kinneret Apartments in Orlando designed 1969 
 

     My father stated, “I would like to say that these apartments have given 
the Jewish Community not only good housing, but also a Jewish life. With 
all amenities available to them, I am sure that Kinneret has prolonged the 
independent lifestyle of many people for years in the past and will continue 
to do so.” 
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     My mother worked as head of psychology at Sunland Hospital, a former 
State of Florida residential facility for severely disabled children. She then 
became the principal at Primrose School for mentally handicapped 
children. When she retired, she volunteered at many organizations. Her 
favorite was helping women obtain jobs in the community. She was also a 
very talented artist specializing in weaving and painting. (See Appendix J.) 
All of us in the family have displayed her beautiful work. She was ‘the 
woman behind the man.’ She always supported my father’s work and 
helped raise us. My mother died at age 95 on May 6, 2018, ten years after 
my father. 
 
 

 
 

My mother’s tapestry affixed to the Ark at Temple Israel 
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     Life in Orlando was good for our family. My sisters and I went to public 
schools and religious school at our synagogue. We each went on to college 
and graduate school. In 1970, to fulfill my parents’ dream to have a son, they 
adopted my brother Richard at age 7. 
 

 
 

Our first Orlando home (designed by my father). It was featured in the 
Parade of Homes 2018. 

 
 

 
 

Our second Orlando home (designed by my father). 
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EPILOGUE 
 

     My parents each had to leave their home, culture, language, and all that 
they knew of life. They had to learn how hard and cruel life could be – all 
because they were Jewish. Although they did not go to the concentration 
camps like 6,000,000 others, they were victims as well. They lost family, 
friends, their homes, and their way of life. They lost their innocence. And they 
were the lucky ones. They survived! 
 

    My parents were immigrants arriving in the United States with no money 
and no knowledge of English. They had to overcome many of the hardships 
that immigrants must face. Through education, ambition, and drive, they 
made a life together raising their children. Their lives were enriched by strong 
family and deep religious values. ‘Education, education, education’ is how 
we were raised. I always remember them saying “no one can take away your 
education.” The other quote that we heard all the time was “family is who you 
can count on.” Those two quotes were how we lived our lives. Now we are 
in our family’s third generation in America since my parents arrived. My 
parents would be so proud. Their children, grandchildren and great 
grandchildren have continued as good Jewish Americans and good honest 
people. 
 

 
My parents 1988 
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POSTSCRIPT 

 

‘THERE ARE NO COINCIDENCES’ STORIES 
 

STORY 1 
 

      In 1983, my parents planned a trip to Israel. Their friends, the Shipleys, 

asked if they would bring a suitcase filled with things to the Begins. Prime 
Minister Menachem Begin and his wife, Aliza, were longtime friends of the 
Shipleys.  When my parents arrived in Israel, they called the number Mrs. 
Shipley had given them of the Prime Minister’s personal residence. Mrs. 
Begin answered the phone. She invited my parents over to their home for 
teatime and to deliver the suitcase. When my parents arrived, they were 
warmly welcomed by the First Lady. Mrs. Begin noticed that my parents had 
an accent and asked where they were from. My mother said Vienna, Austria. 
Mrs. Begin said that one of her dearest friends was also from Vienna. “Did 
they know Ernst Wodak?” My mother was shocked. She said that he was her 
cousin and she had not heard from him since the war. Mrs. Begin called 
Ernst on the phone and he came over immediately. What a wonderful 
reunion! Several years later, my family and I went to Israel. We met the 
Wodak family and became very close. I still have weekly contact with their 
daughter Naomi and her family. 
 

 
 

Prime Minister Menachem Begin (left) and Cousin Ernst Wodak (right) 
 in Israel Circa 1980  
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STORY 2 
 

     In 2011, my mother received an international phone call from a young 
woman in Vienna, Austria who claimed to be a relative of hers. My mother 
was very worried and thought that this was a prank call. She asked me to 
deal with this woman and find out about her. I emailed her and asked her 
exactly who she was. She said her name was Jasmin Freyer and that her 
grandmother and my mother were first cousins. Jasmin’s twin brother and 
mother had recently died, and she had wanted to find her family. She said 
that she had been going through her late mother’s papers and photos and 
had found a picture of two young girls. On the back of the picture were the 
names ‘Herta and Gretl’. She scanned the picture and emailed it to me. I was 
astonished! It was a photo of my mother and her sister. Once we established 
who she was, the floodgates opened. It was unbelievable! We had thought 
that my maternal grandfather’s side of the family was lost! She said that it 
took six months of research to find my mother. After a few weeks of emails 
and Skyping, she agreed to come to Orlando to meet my mother and all of 
us. What a reunion we had! My mother, sisters and cousins all were there to 
meet her. We have since kept up a close relationship and are in contact 
almost every day. 
 
 

 
 

(From left to right) Sharon, my mother, Ethel, Judith, and Jasmin 
  Orlando, Florida 2011 
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STORY 3 
 

     In 2016, my husband Bob and I went to our synagogue in New York City. 
I sat down next to a very attractive older woman that I had never seen before. 
She asked me who I was and where I was from. I told her that I was from 
Orlando. She then told me that many, many years ago she knew a young 
architect who moved to Orlando. I told her that my father was an architect. 
She asked, “was your father Ernest Rapp?” I told her “yes”. She then took 
my hand and told me that we had a lot to talk about. My husband and I were 
invited to her home the following Saturday night. For the next few days, we 
googled her name, checked with the synagogue staff, and asked all my 
relatives if they knew her. That Saturday night, we met her in her beautiful 
New York apartment. She also was a survivor of the Holocaust. She had met 
my father when he was a young architect in New York and was an admirer 
of his work. She had followed his career through the years. We have since 
become very close to Anne Addison and see her whenever we go to New 
York. 
 

 
 

Anne Addison and Judith in New York 2016 
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CONCLUSION 
 

   In my opening story, I stated that I had learned that ‘there are no 
coincidences.’ Throughout my journey in life, I continue to believe this.  
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FAMILY TREES 
“Family is one of nature’s  

masterpieces.” 

George Santayana 
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APPENDIX 
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My father’s excellent grades from the Vienna School of Art 
and Architecture 

Appendix A 
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My Father’s proof of Austrian taxes paid to leave Austria 

Appendix B 
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My father’s document to enter the United Kingdom 

Appendix C 



38 
 

Appendix D 
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Martha and Jacob Lehrer’s document of taxes paid to 
Austria to leave the country 

Appendix E 
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Appendix F 

Article in the Food Merchants Advocate Magazine  

2nd Avenue Grocery Store NY 



41 
 

 

 

U.S. immigration visa application refusal letter clarifying 
what was needed to come to America and  

leave Austria (in German) (page 1 of 4) 
Appendix G1 
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Appendix G2 (page 2 of 4) 
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English translation by Dr. Jasmin Freyer  

(Note: guarantor is the sponsor) 

Appendix G3 (page 3 of 4) 
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English translation by Dr. Jasmin Freyer 

(Note: guarantor is the sponsor) 

Appendix G4 (page 4 of 4) 
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My parent’s marriage license February 2, 1946 

Appendix H 
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My parents in front of CTA Towers Miami 

(This is an example of a HUD apartment building for  

low income seniors that my father designed) 

Appendix I 
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My mother’s tapestry, ‘Jerusalem’  

 

 

My mother’s tapestry, ‘North Carolina Woods” 

 

Appendix J 

  


