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JULIUS FUCHIK. 

Imprisonment, torture and death in detention have 
become a way of life in our country, an Tyaavoidable 
part of the sufferings of our people in our inarch to 
freedom. By means of brutality the racists try to 
trample our revolution into the ground. They have 
learned this tactic from the many reactionary regimes 
that have tried, and are still trying, to reverse the 
inevitable progression of mankind. They faithfully 
follow in the bloody footsteps of the Portuguese PIDI* 
the Chilean DINA, the Iranian 3AVAK, and the Nazi GES
TAPO* 

But while the raciate of South Africa are learning 
from the world's oppressors, we are diligently studying 
the experiences of the world's oppressed. It is for 
this reason that we begin this month our serialisation 
of Julius Fuchik1s book 'Notes from the Gallows1. 

Julius Fuchik was a leader of the Chechoslovakian 
Communist Party before and during the Nazi occupation 
of Czechoslovakia at the time of the Second V/orld War. 
Ee played a leading role in the underground resistance 
to the Nazi occupationist forces until he was arrested 
by the Gestapo in 1942. He was kept in prison for a 
year, during which tine he was brutally tortured. 
Although beaten almost to death he refused to divulge 
any information or to betray any of his comrades. In 
September 1943$ he was executed. Knowing that he was 
condemned to death, Fuchik wrote 'Kotes from the Gal- . 
lows' on pieces of paper which were smuggled out of 
prison by a sympathetic prison warder. At the end of 
the war, the notes were collected by his wife and pub
lished. 

. 'Hotes from the Gallows1 has been read by millions 
of people all over the world. The courage and dedica
tion which it expresses are an inspiration to all peo
ples struggling now against the last remnants of 
fascism. We South Africans can draw profound lessons 

, and courage from this brave book. • • 
• 
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HOTES FROM THE GALLOV/3 

P r e f a c e 

r 

Sitting at "Attention", your body rfcgiilly erect, jour hands 
gripping your knees, eyes riveted on the y viewing wall of a 
room in the former Petchek bank building - this is certainly 
not a position conducive to meditation. But who can force your 
thoughts to 3it at attention? 

V/e shall never know who or when, but someone once called 
this hall in Petchek building "the Cinema", The Germans called 
it "domestic imprisonment", but "Cinema" was a stroke of genius. 
The spacious hall contained six long rows of benches, occupied 
by the rigid bodies of those under investigation. The bare 
will before their staring eyes became a screen on which they 
projected more scenes than have ever been filmed, as they wait
ed to be called to another hearing, to torture, to death. The 
film of one's whole life or of some minor moment of life, a 
film of one's mother, wife or children, one's broken home or 
ruined life. Slims of courageous comrades- - or of betrayal. 
The film of the man to whom I gave that anti-Nasi leaflet, of 
blood which is flowing again, of a firm grip of the hand which 
hald me loyal, Films full of horror or of brave decision, of 
hate or love, fear and ho?e. Our backs turned to life, each 
of us died here daily before his own eyes. But not all were 
reborn. 

I have seen the film of my life a hundred times, thousands 
of details. Now I shall attempt to set it down. If the hang
man's noose strangles before I finish, millions remain to 
write its "happy ending". 

• JULIUS FJCKIK. 

Wri t ten i n the 
Gestapo p r i son a t Pankra t s , Prague 
in the sp r ing , 1943• 
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, . c h a p i c r 0 * o - "TlfglT? FOBS KODRS" . 

In five minute3 the clock will strike ten. A beautiful, 
w&vm spring evening April, 1942. 

I am hurrying as fast as I can while pretending to be an 
elderly man with a limp - hurrying to reach the Jelineks1 

before the building is closed at curfew, at ten. There my 
"adjutant" Mirek is waiting* I know that ho has nothing im
portant to tell me this time, nor I to tell hiva. But to miss 
an appointed meeting might cause panic, and I should hate to 
cause extra worry for those two fine souls, my hosts. 

They greet me with a cup of tea. Mirek is there - and 
the Pried couple, also. That is an unnecessary risk, "I like-
to see you, comrades, but not together this way. So many in 
caw room at once is the best way to jail, to death. You will 
either have to stick to the rules of conspirary, or quit 
Working with lis, for you are endangering yourselves and others. 
Do you under stand?" 

• 

"We understand," 
"And what have you brought me?" 
;tCopy for the Hay first number of Rod Rights," 
"Excellent, And you, Kirkor?" 
"There's nothing new. The work is going well,,," 
"That's all. See you after the first of May, I'll send a 
message. So long,'/ 
"Another cup of tea, chief." 
"Ho, no, firs Jelinck. There are too many of us hero," 
'"At least one cup, please," 
. Steam rises fra.i the fresh-poured tea, 
Soiaeonc rings at the door. 
At this time of night? Who con it be ? •• 

| The visitors arc inpatient. They bang on,tho door. 
"Open up! The police1" 

Quick through tho window, Escape. I havo a pistol; 
I'll hold them back. Too late, Gestapo men under the window^ 
aiming pistols into the room. Detectives have forced the door,, 
rush into tho room through the kitchen. One, two, three- nin< 
of them. They do not see me. because I aii behind the door 
, through v/hich they cruno. I could easily shoot them in the bade 
. But their nine pistols point at the two women and three unarmei 
men. If I fire, my five friends will fall before I do. If I 
do. If I shoot myself, there will be shooting anyway, and 
those five "will die. If I don't shoot, they will sit in jail 



six months or a year, and the revolution will set them free, 
alive. Only Hirek and I will not come out alive; they will 
torture us. They won't set anything out of me, hut out of 
Hirek? A man who fought in Spain, a man who lived through two 
years of caicentration carap in Prance, who came from France back 
to Prague illegally in the midst of war - no, he will never 
tell. I have two seconds to decide. Or is it three seconds? 

If I shoot, I don't save anyone, except myself froLi tor
ture - but I sacrifice the lives of five comrades. Is that 
true? Yes. So it is decided. I step out of the corner, 

;'Ah, one moreI;i 

The first blow in ray face. Hard enough to knock a man out, 
"Hands up," 
Another punch, and another. 
This is just as I imagined it would be. 
The orderly apartment i3 now a pile of furniture and broken 
things. 
I-Iore blows and kicks. 

They drag me into an automobile. Pistols always pointing at 
r ;;ie. They start on ron in the car. 

""Who are you?;i 

"Professor Horak." 
^ :rYou lie," 

I shrug my shoulders. 
::Sit still or we shoot ir: 

-v/ell, shoot*" 
Instead, they punch me. 
We pass a streetcar. It looks to me as though it were draped 

with.." white. A wedding car - at night? I must be feverish. 
The Petchek building, Gestapo headouarters. I never thought 

I should enter here alive. They make me run up to the fourth 
floor. Aha, the famous II-A section, anti-coEuaunist investi
gation. I seen to be almost curious. 

A tall thin commissar in charge of the arrest unit puts a 
revolver in his pocket and takes me into his office. He lights 
my cigarette. 

-
• "Who are you?* 

"Professor horak," 
"You lie." 
The watch on his wrist shows eleven o1clock. 
-Search hiau:f 

They strip me and search. 
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'Tie has an identity card." 
"The name?''1 

"Professor Ilorak." 
"Check up on that*1' 
They telephone. 
"Of course, he is not registered. The card is forged." 
',fWho gave it to you?" 
"Police headquarters." 
Then the first blow with a stick. The second, third... shal 

I ;ount theft? So, my boy, there is nowhere to report such ' 
statistics. 

"your name? Speak. Your address? Speak. With whom did 
ycu have contact? Speak. Their addresses? Talk! Talk, or 
..we'll beat you." 

How many blows can a man stand? 
The radio squaks midnight* The cafes must be closing, the 

Î st guests going home. Lovers stand before house door3 
unable to take leave of each other. The tall thin commissar 
'co.ies into the room with a cheerful smile. 

"Everything in order, Mr. Editor?" 
Who told them that? The Jelincks? The Frieds? Why, the> 

don't evon know my none. 
"You see, we know everything. Talk! 3e reasonable." 
In their special dictionary to be reasonable means to betra\ 

*' I won't be reasonable. J 
"Tie him up and give him soine more." 

I One o'clock. The last streetcars are pulling in, streets 
are empty, the radio says good night to its la3t faithful 
listeners. 

"Who else is a member of the Central Committee? Where are 
your- transmitters? Where is yourprinting shop?' Talk! Talk! 

By now I can count the blows again. The only pain I feel 
is in the lips I have been biting. 

1 , "Off with his boots." 
That is true, my feet have not yet been beaten numb. I 

fcjel that. Five, six, seven - as though that stick shot up 
to my brain each time. 
Two o'clock. Prague is asleep. Somewhere a child will 

' whimper, a man will pat his wife on the hips. 
."Talk! Talk!" 
My tongue feels along my bleeding gurus and tries to count 

: how many teeth have been knocked out. I can!t keep count. 
• 
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twelve, fifteen, seventeen? No, that is the number of commis-
ftars conducting my "hearing". Some of them are visibly tired, . 
put death still does not come, 
I Three o'clock. Early morning moves in from the subucbs, 
truck-gardeners drive towards their markets, street-sweepers 
ho out to work. Perhaps I shall live to see one more day break, 
| They bring in my wife, 
[ "Do you know him?" 
I I swallow the blood from around my mouth so that she will 
kot see... but that is foolish because blood oozes from every 
Inch.of my face and from my finger tips. 
I "Do you know him?" 
I "No I don't." 
I She said it without betraying her terror by even a glance. 
Pure gold. She kept our pledge never to recognise me, although 
tt is almost unnecessary now. Who was it gave them my name? 
I They led her away, I said farewell with the most cheerful 
blance I could summon. Perhaps its wasn't cheerful. I don't 
know, 
f Four o'clock. Is dawn breaking or not? The darkened win
dows give no answer. And death is slow in coming, ' Shall I go 
[to meet it? How?" 

I strike back at someone and fall to tjo floor. They kick 
pe. Stamp on me with their boots. That's it, now the end will 
come quickly. The black commissar pulls me up by the beard and 
shows me a handful of torn out whiskers with a devilish laugh. 
It really is comical, and I don't feel pain any longer. 

Five o'clock - six - seven - ten. Then it is neon, the 
workmen are at their benches, children are in school. People 
buy and sell in the shops, at home they are getting lunch. 
Perhaps mother is thinking of me this moment, perhaps my comra-
des know that I was arrested and have taken precautions aga.lnst 
being caught themselves,,, what if I should talk,., no, I 
never will, you can count on me, truly. Anyway the end can't 
be far off now. This is all a nightmare, a horrible feverish 
nightmare. Blows all over me, then they throw water on me to 
bring me back. Then more blows, and shouts. "Talki Talk! 
fALKI" But I still can't die. Mother, Dad, why did you make 
he as strong as to stand this? 

Afternoon. Five o'clock. They are all tired out by this 
time. Their blows come slower, at long intervals, kept up out 
of inertia. Suddenly from a distance, from an immeasurable 
distance, comes a calm quiet voice, as .' kind as a pat : 
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"2r hat schon genug. He has had enough." j 
Some time after I was sitting at a table, which kept falling 

away and then coming back to me. Someone came in and gave me 
water. Somebody offered me a cigarette, which I couldn't lift. 
Now someone tries to put on my slippers, but says he can't. j 
Then they half lead and half carry me down stairs into an auto. 
A:, we drive someone covers me with his pistol, which seems 
laughable in my condition. We pass a streetcar, garlanded witt] 
white flowers, a wedding orx - but maybe that is just a dream. 
E:*-ther a dream or fever, or dying - or death itself. But dying 
i: hard, and this i3 easy - or it isn't either hard or easy. 1 
This is light as down - if you take a breath you will blow it j 
all away. 

All away? No, not yet. Now I am standing again, really 
standing alone, without any support. Just before my face is a 
dirty yellow wall, splashed...with what? With blood, it looks 
like...Yes, it is blood. I raise a finger and smear it...yes,I 
it is fresh...it is my blood... 1 

Someone behind me hits me on the head and orders me to raise 
my arms and bend my knees to squat. Down-up-down. The thirq 
time I fall over... 

A tall SS-man stands over me, kicking me to get up. It is • 
ouite useless to kick. Someone else washes my face, I am sit
ting at a table. A woman r;ives me some sort of medicine and ! 
asks where it hurts worst. I say all the pain seems to be in 
my heart. 

"You have no heart," says the tall SS-man. 
(:0h, I certainly have," I say, and am 'suddenly proud that I 

have strength left to stand up for my heart. 
Again everything vanishes - the wall, the woman with the ' 

medicine and the tall SS. 
When I come to, the door of a cell opens before me. A fat 

SS-man drags me inside, pulls off the shreds ol my shirt, lays 
mo on the straw mattress. He feels my swollen body over and 
orders compresses. 

"Just look," he says to the second man and wags his head. , 
"Look what a thorough job they do." 

Again from a distance, an immeasurable distance, I hear thaj 
calm, quiet voice, as kind as a pat; 

"He can't last till morning." 
In five minutes it will strike ten. On a beautiful warm 

spring evening. April 25, 1942. 

To be continued 
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