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Chapter 1 
This is a priceless work by one seasoned revolution

ary artist, Bruno Apits .'who lived its story1. From 
the first p a g e * you begin a journey through the 
bitter experiences and ordeals of the worst victims of 
Nazi bestiality. The presentation is so profoundly 
done, and so touching that the reader is automatically 
invited to take his pl?..ce among the prison inmates; to 
feel with them the tortures of fascist terror, to cry 
with them and fight with them - in brief to identify 
with them in their relentless struggle to vanquish 

their captors. 
This is no mere recording of tragic episodes, but 

a story about men of unbreakable spirit and boundless 
courage who refused to trade their urge to destroy the 
Nazi beast for petty freedom and trinkets. At the mer
cy of the SS - some of them for about twelve years -
they knew that they were strong and refused to bow down. 
The going was not easy. There were differences and 
mi sunder standings, sometimes tempers flared, but the 
fact that unity was crucial to their freedom was the 
strong bond that held them together. The smuggling 
into camp of a small child whose safety almost became 
the thin thread on which hung the fate of more than 
50,000 inmates set the snowball rolling ... The Second 
World War raged on towards conclusion, bringing as it 
did both hope and despair... but the steadfast perseve
red, never losing hope for a single moment. 

In this issue DAWK begins a serialised publication 
of the novel in abridged form. 

The everlasting drizzle c l u n g that late afternoon in 
March, 1945 to the coats of fifty SS men standing on a conc
rete platform which was sheltered by a slanting roof. This 
platform, called Buchenwald Station, was the end of the rail
way track leading from Weimar to the top of the hill. The 
camp was nearby. 
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On the wide expanse of its mustering ground that sloped 
down towards the north, the prisoners had assembled for the 
evening roll call. Block after block, Germans, Russians, 
Poles, Frenchmen, Jews, Dutchmen, Austrians, Czechs, Fundamen
talists, criminals,., an immense mass drummed together into an 
exactly lined-up giant square. 

Today a secret whispering was going on among the assemb
led prisoners. Someone had brought the news into camp that 
the Americans had crossed the Rhine at Remagen... 

R e m a g e n i 
To be sure, a long distance still separated it from Thu-

ringia. 
All the same. As a result of the decisive winter offens-

ive of the Red Army which had penetrated into Poland in the 
direction of Germany, the western front had begun to r.ove. 

Nothing in the faces of the prisoners expressed how deep
ly the news stirred them. 

Silently they stood in rank and file, and their eyes fol
lowed the block fiihrers who were walking along the blocks 
counting the prisoners. Imperturbable as on ordinary days. 

The individual block fiihrers (leaders) had long since 
handed in their count to Reineboth, the report ftlhrer, and 
had ranged themselves in an irregular row at the gate. Despite 
that, it took another hour before the figures checked. Fin-
nally Reineboth stepped up to the microphone stand. Ready-
attention1. 

The giant square froze. 
Caps-offi 
With one stroke the prisoners ripped the greasy caps from 

their heads. Kluttig, the assistant camp fJihrer, stood at 
the wrought-iron gate listening to Reineboth read him t h e 
report. 

Negligently he raised his right arm. 
For years it had been like this. 
The w a r was purposely ignored "By the S3 in its rela

tions with the camp. There, one day followed another as if 
'nothing important were happening. But beneath the automatic 
unfolding of the day's business, a current flowed. Only a 
few days a^o, Kolberg and Graudenz had ... fallen in the 
"heroic battle to superior enemy forces ... 

The Red Army! 
Rhine crossing at Remagen ... 
The Alliesi 
The pincers were closingl 



HEW ARRIVALS 

Reineboth had another announcement. 
"Prisoners for the clothing room to the clothing room. 

Block barbers to the bath!" 
This order was nothing new to the camp. It was simply 

another new transport arriving, as load happened often in the 
last few months. The concentration camps in the east had been 
emptied. Auschwitz, Lublin ... 

Buchenwald, although it was already full to bursting, had 
to take in as many as came. The number of new people arriv
ing almost daily rose like mercury in a thermometer. Where 
were they to go? To accommodate the masses of arrivals emer
gency barracks were created in an area off to one side within 
the camp. Thousands of them were driven into what once had 
been stables. A double barbed-wire fence v/as strung round the 
stables and from then on the result wa3 called the "Little 
Camp." 

A camp within a camp, cut off and observing its own laws 
of life. People from all the countries of Europe were herded 
there, and no one knew where their homes had once been, no one 
guessed their thoughts, and they spoke a language that no one 
understood. People without names or faces. 

Half of those who came from the other camps had already . 
died on the march or been dispatched by their SS guards. The. 
corpses simply l a y in the roads. The transport lists no 
longer checked, the registered numbers of the prisoners got. 
mixed up. Which belonged to a living man, which to a dead 
one? Who knew the names and the backgrounds of these people? 

" M a r c h ! " 
Reineboth switched off the microphone. The giant square 

came to life. The block seniors commanded, and block after • 
block faced about. The immense human formation dissolved and 
streamed down the mustering ground to the barracks. Up above 
the block ftihrers disappeared through the gate. 

At the same time the freight train with the transport was 
rolling into the station. Even before it had actually stopped, 
a number of SS men ran along the train unhitching their car- • 
bines from their shoulders. They tore open the bolts and 
pushed the car doors apart. 

"Out, you filthy swinei Oat, here! Out!" 
The prisoners were standing in the stinking confinement • \ 

of the cars, pressed one against the other, and the oxygen 
suddenly flowing in made them giddy. To the clamour of the SS 
they squeezed themselves through the opening, tumbling and rol-



ling over one another. The remaining SS guards drove them 
together in a confused mass. The c a r s turned out their 
contents like bursting boils, 

THE SUITCASE 
One of the last to jump out of the car was the Polish 

Jew, Zacharias Jankowski. An SS man cracked him over the hand 
with the butt of his rifle as he tried to pull his suitcase 
after him, 

"Jew pig, damn you I" 
"Got your smuggled diamonds in there, eh you swine?" 
Jankowski pulled the suitcase along with him into the 

protection of the crowd. 
The SS men climbed into the cars and swept out the rest 

with their rifle butts. They tossed sick and exhausted people 
down like sacks. The dead remained behind in the comers that 
had been painstakingly kept free for them during the long 
journey. One of the corpses lay in a half-sitting position 
and grinned. 

The SS had formed the crowd into marching r a n k s 
which - escorted by the savage gang - moved towards the camp, 
swaying and reeling. 

Jankowski had succeeded in stealing into the midst of a 
marching group and thus escaping the blows of the SS, who were 
hitting out in all directions. Nobody in the formation bother
ed about the man next to him. Each was occupied with his own 
worry about the unknown fate awaiting him. The sick and the 
exhausted were dragged along out of a habit of self-preserva
tion that had become animal. In this way the procession stag
gered along the road to the camp and through the gate. 

Numb after the blow, Jankowski1s hand hung from the wrist 
like something alien and hostile. But his need to look after 
his suitcase was greater than his pain. The main thing was to 
get the suitcase safely through the gate to the new camp, come 
what might. 

Jankowski glanced about him with eyes. He allowed him
self to be crowded through the narrow gate in the midst of the 
push. His experience helped him to conceal himself so skil
fully that he did not attract the attention of the SS but ed
died unchallenged into the camp. 

It was a miracle that he had got the suitcase here at all* 
Jankowski shudderingly dismissed all thought so as not to 
scare the miracle away* He believed with ardent fervor in 
just one thin^ - merciful God would never let the suitcase 
fall into the hands of the SS. 



On t h e mustering g r o u n d the group again fell 
into formation, 

Jankowski used up his last bit of strength in order to 
march with more or less steady steps in the procession that 
was now being led into the camp. No r e e l i n g , no 
"staggering; that attracted attention. Jankowski felt a buzz 
and a rush in him up to the temples, but he hung on and saw 
with relief that the formation was being convoyed by camp 
inmates. 

In the open place between high brick buildings, the block 
barbers were already seated on stools ir* a long row when the 
procession arrived. Here the commotion started all over again. 
This did not go off so simply, for a Scharfiihrer was shouting 
and blustering among them, driving them first here, then 
there, like so many chickens. 

When quiet had finally set in and the Scharfiihrer had 
disappeared into the washroom, Jankowski sank exhausted on the 
stony ground. The stabbing pain in his hand had died down to 
a dull throbbing, Jankowski sat for quite a while with hang
ing head and started when he was violently shaken. One of the 
prisoners who had accompanied the procession stood before him; 
he belonged to the camp patrol. He spoke Polish: "You - don't 
sleep." 

Jankov/ski raised himself uncertainly. 
Most of them were already naked. Wretched figures, who 

stood trembling before the barbers in the cold drizzle, had 
peeled themselves out of their torn rags. All the hair on 
their bodies was being shorn with hand machines. 

Jankowski tried with the good hand to strip off his sca
nty clothes while the Pole from the camp patrol helped him. 

Meanwhile two inmates went around and poked among the 
clothing, here and there picking up a sack or a tied bundle 
to inspect it. Jankowski was alarmed. 

"What are they looking for there?" 
The camp patrolman looked round at the two and laughed 

good-naturedly. 
"That's Hofel and Pippig from the effects room." 
He made a s o o t h i n g gesture towards the suitcase. 
"Nobody will swipe anything from you here. Nov/ go ahead, 

brother, and have your hair cut." 
Jankowski balanced on naked feet over the sharp stones 

to the barber. 
In front of the entrance to the washroom the Scharfiihrer 

was causing more congestion and clamour and driving the new
comers into a big wooden vat. F i v e or six men at a time. 
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They had to plunge into a disinfectant solution that stank 
from long usage, 

"Get your heads down in it, you polecatsi" 
He brandished a thick club over the bald-shaven heads, 

which hastily vanished into the slime. 
ttHe,s drunk again," whispered bcwlegged little Pippig, 

formerly a typesetter from Dresden, 
Hofel paid no attention to the remark. He nudged Jankow

ski 's suitcase with his foot: 

"The stuff they manage to drag along,.," 
As Bippig bent down for the suitcase, Jankowski stumbled 

over to them. Fear fluttered in his face. He burst out talk
ing at them, ^hey did not understand the Pole, 

"Who are you?" Hofel asked, "Name, name," 
The P o l e seemed to understand that, 
"Jankowski, Zacharias, Varhava," 
"Is this your suitcase?" 
"Tak, tak." 
lfWhat have you got in it?" 
Jankowski talked, gesticulated, and held his hands pro

tectively over the suitcase. 
The Scharfuhrer burst out of the washroom and drove the 

people before him with curses. To avoid notice, Hofel shoved 
the Pole back into the line of naked men. Jankowski fell 
directly into the hands of the Scharfiihrer, who grabbed him 
by the arm and swung him towards the washrrom. So Jankowski 
had to step into the v a t , and after that was pressed into 
the washroom by the pushing of the frightened people. 

Pippig squatted down curiously and opened the suitcase. 
At once, however, he shut down the lid and looked at 

Hofel in consternation. 
What's wrong?" 

Pippig opened the suitcase again, but only wide enough so 
that Hofel, who had bent over could just see inside. 

"Man, close itJ" he hissed, stood upright in a hurry and 
looked anxiously round after the Scharfiihrer. He was in the 
washroom, 

"If they get onto this ..," Pippig whispered, 
Hofel me.&e impatient motions with his hands. 
"Get it awayi H i d e i t I Quick!" 
Pippig squinted towards the washroom like a thief, and 

when he was sure of not being observed, he hastened with the 
suitcase to the brick building and disappeared. 



B O G O R S K I 
Under the warm rush of water the distracted people came 

to rest fr»r the first time since their entry into the camp. It 
was as if the water had rinsed them clean of all agitation, all 
fear, and the horrors they had survived, Borgoski was fami
liar with this transformation, which took place every time. He 
was still young, barely thirty-five years old. An airforce 
officer. "Rut the fascists of the camp did not know that. For 
them he was a Russian prisoner-of-war who, like the many 
others, had been brought to Buchenwald from a camp near the 
front. Borgoski did all he could to preserve his anonymity. 
He was a member of the International Camp Committee, the ILK, 
a strictly secret committee in the camp. Apart from the few 
initiates, none of the prisoners, to say nothing of the SS, 
knew of its existence. 

Quietly, Borgoski walked up and down between the showers. 
His smile alone was enough to give the newcomers a little feel
ing of security. He remained standing before Jankowski and 
observed the slender man who, with closed eyes, was enjoying 
the comfort of the warm rain. What place is he dreaming of, 
thought Borgoski, and then asked in perfect Polish: 

"How long have you been on the way?" 
T o r n from his strange, faraway dream, Jahkowski open

ed his eyes in fright. 
"Three weeks," he replied, and smiled back. Although he 

knew from experience that silence was the best protection, and 
the more so in a new, still unknown environment, Jankowski 
suddenly felt the need to communicate. 

In haste, with eyes uneasily glancing about, he told of 
the march to Buchenwald. He reported the terrors of the eva- . 
cuation. For weeks they had tottered along the roads, weak 
and hungry, without rest and without pause. At night they 
were driven together in the fields and they had sunk down 
exhausted on newly plowed fields frozen hard as stone in the 
snow, pressing close to one another for shelter against the. 
cruel night frost. How many had failed to report next morning 
for the march aheadl Detachments of the SS convoy then ̂ cros
sed the fields and finished off those who still had life in 
•them. Peasants found the corpses and buried them where thpy 
l a y . How many had collapsed on the way! How often the 
guns had gone off at them! And every time, the finishing shot 
whipped out, the procession was driven forward at a running 
pace. Run, you swine! Run, run! 

When Jankowski fell silent because there was nothing more 
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to tell, Bogorski asked: "How many came from Auschwitz?" 
Jankowski answered softly, "There were three thousand..." 

:; r A willing smile quivered over his face. He wanted to say 
j3till more. He felt the urge to entrust someone in this stra
nge camp with the secret of his suitcase, but the Scharfuhrer 
had the showers turned off and was driving a fresh group into 
the washroom. 

Jankowski staggered out into the damp cold. 
The suitcase had vanished! 
Hofel, who had waited for the Poles quickly pressed ,a 

hand over his mouth and whispered: 
"Trap shut! Everything's all right." 
Jankowski understood that he was to behave calmly. He 

stared at the German, who said urgently, "Take your junk and 
scram." 

L MA PUSSY-CAT..." 
Like a child happy over a new toy, Pippig hastened up 

the stairs with the suitcase to the effects room. 
By late afternoon all of the inmates of the commando had 

left the long, narrow clothing room, where the thousands of 
sacks hung that contained civilian articles* Only the elderly 
August Rose stood at the counter rummaging through various 
papers. 

He l o o k e d up in a surprise at Pippig stealing in. 
"What are you dragging in here?" 
Pippig hushed the question with a quick movement of his 

hand. 
"Where's Zweiling?" 
Rose indicated the Hauptscharfuhrer's room with his thumb. 
"Keep a lookout," said Pippig hastily and scuttled to the 

back, into the nearly dark clothing room. Rose looked after 
him, and observed the Hauptschrftfhrer, whom he could see in 
. his room behind the big glass window. 

Pippig came up forward again, made a gesture to Rose 
admonishing silence, noisily opened the door to the clerks' 
office, which was n e x t to Zweiling's room, and called 
extra loudly: 

"Kropinski, come on down for interpreting!" 
Outside, Pippig gave Kropinski a rapid sign, and the two 

stole towards the back. In the farthest corner of the clothi
ng room they disappeared behind tall stacks of wardrobe sacks 
and garment belonging to deceased pris<?ners. This was where 
the suitcase stood. 

Pippig* mercurial and excited, stretched his neck out to 
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look round the stacks once more; he rubbed his hands and 
grinned at Kropinski as if to say: Now just see what I've 
got... Then he snapped .open the locks and lifted the suitcase 
lid. With his legs wide apart he shoved his hands into his 
pockets and enjoyed the success of his surprise. 

In the suitcase, huddled together, its little hands pres
sed to its face, lay a child wrapped in rags. A boy, perhaps 
three years old. Kropinski stooped down and stared at the 
child. It lay motionless. Pippig tenderly stroked the little 
body. 

"A pussy cat. Came to stay with us". 
He wanted to turn the child around by the shoulder, but 

it seemed to resist. At last Kropinski found words: "Poor 
mite," he said in Polish. "Where do-you come from?" At the 
sound of Polish, the child moved its head forward like a snail 
that had drawn in its horns. The tiny, initial sign of life 
was so enormously exciting that they gazed-intently into the 
child1s eyes. The small face already had the seriousness of a 
knowing person, and there was a luster in the eyes that was 
not the luster of childhood. The child looked at the men in 
dumb expectation. 

They scarcely dared to breathe. 
R o s e could no longer control his curiosity. He had: 

glided softly to the corner and was suddenly standing before 
them. 

"What's this supposed to be?" 
Violently startled, Pippig whirled about and hissed at-

the astonished Rose: 
"You sick in the head? Coming back here? Get up front I 

Xou want to have Zweiling on our necks?" 
Rose waved his hand. 
"He's dozing." 
He bent inquisitively over the child and bleated: 
"A nice toy you picked up for yourself." 

IF THE KID SCREBMS..*? 
The arrivals were soon dispatched, and at last Hofel had 

an opportunity to see after the child. Rose, who had'returned 
to the counter, detained him. 

"If you're looking for Pippig..." Avid with curiosity he 
pointed to the back. Hofel replied shortly: 

"I know. No blabbing about this, understand?" 
Rose acted indignant. "Am I a stool?" 
Offended, he looked after Hofel• The other prisoners had 

become interested and asked questions, but Rose did not 
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answer. With a secretive smile he went into the clerks1 office. 
The child was sitting upright in the suitcase,> and Kropi-

nski, kneeling before him, was trying to get him to speak, 
"What is your name? Tell me. Where is Papa9 Where is 

Majna?" 
Hofel hsd joined them, Pippig whispered helplessly: 
"What•11 we do with the thing? If they catch it they'll 

beat it to death," 
Hofel kneeled down and looked keenly into the child's 

face, 
"It no talk," Kropinski stated in despair. 
The strange man seemed to upset the child. It tugged at 

itsragged jacket, and its face remained strangely rigid; it 
seemed not to know what crying was, 

Hofel held the nervous little hand firmly, 
"Who are you, hm, you little feller?" 
The child moved its lips and swallowed, 
"It's hungry," Pippig burst oat, seeing the light. I'll 

get it something," 
Hofel stood up and took a deep breath. The three looked 

at one another perplexed. Uneasily Hofel pushed his cap to 
the back of his head, 

"Yes ,., yes yes ••• of course,.," 
Pippig interpreted this as a sanction of his intention, 

and was about to hurry off. But the aimless words were only 
Hofel's attempt to express himself and order his confused 
thoughts. What was to become of the child? Where could it go? 
To begin with, it probably bid to stay hece, Hofel held back 
Pippig and considered, 

"Make him a bed," he instructed Kropinski, "Take a few 
of the old coats, lay them there in the corner and.,." He 
halted, Pippig looked at him questioningly. Sudden alarm 
could be seen in Hci'fel's face, 

"If the k i d screams,,,?" 


