

Leon Greenman:

98288

18th December 1910 - 7th March 2008

Leon Greenman was a lucky survivor of the holocaust who lived his dream, his dream was to try and stop what happened to him ever happening to anyone else is any shape or form.

Early Life

Leon Greenman was born on 18th December 1910, in Whitechapel in the East end of London. He was 1 of six children and his mother was a Russian Jew; his mother died when he was 2. At the age of 5 he went to live with his father’s, Dutch, parents in Rotterdam. Whilst he was there he trained as a boxer, then he moved to London where he became a barber; Leon also loved to sing. 

In the 1930s Leon met his future wife Esther (Else) van Dam, in 1935 they got married. They had their honeymoon in Rotterdam, where some of Esther’s family lived, after their honeymoon they made their family in Rotterdam. Esther’s father had a book-selling business which Leon became part of, during this time Leon would often travel to London.  After his many visits to London he considered moving to London in the 1930s, but after he heard Neville Chamberlain’s promise of “peace for our time” on the radio in 1938 he decided to stay in the Netherlands. 2 years later, his son Barnett, known as Barney, was born on 17th March 1940. 2 months later, the Nazis invaded the Netherlands.

Barney and Else were gassed. Leon dedicated his life to confronting racism and helping people remember the Holocaust. So important was he, that there is a campaign to raise funds for an educational memorial. We – 7B1 – are supporting this campaign.

( see http://www.ilfordrecorder.co.uk/content/redbridge/recorder/news/story.aspx?brand=RECOnline&category=newsIlford&tBrand=northlondon24&tCategory=newsilford&itemid=WeED30%20Mar%202009%2009%3A24%3A48%3A770)  Here we have a selection of our poems.
Holocaust Poems

Holocaust

Hell

Oblivious

Lives

Obey

Concentration

Auschwitz

Untermenschen

Six Million

Time

Molly Danks

Pure Evil

The Holocaust,

People learn,

People write,

People forget.

If anyone told you they made it up,

Then they are the greatest liar of all time,

Millions barely had water from a cup.

You had to be there to believe it,

The slavery, starvation, horror and obviousness,

Shot down in a mass grave pit.

They lay dead and weak on the fire,

If you could work you had a chance,

Taken from their homes was not a desire.

It’s Hitler’s fault,

It’s the Nazis’ fault,

It was PURE EVIL.

Tessa Thomas
Senses
I saw people terrified.

I touched the dirt.

I tasted the gruel.

I smelt the gas that killed people.

I heard screaming of the Jews.

Sam Kent

On my way
“Where are we going?” one man said

“Will we have water, will we be fed?”

The soldier came, “Time to go”

Something’s not right, I know it, I know.

We went on a train all squashed up tight,

I just stood there, others put up a fight,

I got off the train, I nearly fell,

Not what I expected this is HELL.

Charis Smith

My Wick is burning fast

My life is like a dying candle,

My wick is burning fast.

Death is growing inside of me,

And my wick is burning fast.

We stand in line all a clone,

And my wick is burning fast.

My heart is pounding, left or right? RIGHT!

I knew my wick was burning fast.

Molly Danks

Fear

I saw trembling Jews

Shivering with terror, awaiting their death.

I touched the barbed wire shocking me like a fire.

I smelt the blinding smoke which came from the crematorium.

I heard cries and fears break out that were broken again by childrens’ tears.

I tasted the gruel, the same as I did every day until the day that I died!!!

Kurt Phillips

Concentration

I saw dead bodies and the pyjamas that they wore,

I touched the dirty walls and the beds they used to sleep in,

I smelt the horrible smell of gas chambers,

I heard the screaming of children and the shooting of guns,

I tasted the dirty air flowing all around me.

Charlotte Blunn

Liberation
Life is drear in this camp

Igniting the bodies with the lost souls

Bodies, millions of bodies, lying still, dead

Every Jew, is a number with no digits, no purpose

Real people, real deaths

Agony in the tears of Jews

Terrorising torture, terrorising deaths

Innocent lives taken, for no reason

Onto the trains they go, no space, no more living

No family, no hair, no decent clothes, just pyjamas, striped pyjamas

Darren Gough

Liberation

Lives saved

In time

Bones from the dead

Exhausted

Rest in peace

Allies

Two fifty thousand people saved

I don’t want to hear the screams any more

Over whelmed

Nazis
Josh Molyneux
The Time After

People state the tragic event,

Like something that will pass.

People are disrespectful and laugh,

Like it never even happened.

But it is one,

Of the racist attacks in history,

It is a dear reminder to humanity.

That what went on was not to happen again,

The descendents now live with the pain.

Tessa Thomas

Trains

Transported Jews

Road to gas chambers

Auschwitz they went to

It took Jews to gas chambers

Never took Jews home

Steam trains                                                                  

Lauren Freeman
Jew

When I stare at the jagged barbed wire,

I feel trapped; I remember the Nazi’s leading me towards it.

When I stand in line, a number with no name,

I feel like I am nothing, I remember my number, 10932.

When I watch the fascist racist guards,

I feel anger, I remember their serious faces.

Molly Danks
The Gas Chamber
I can see naked bodies surrounding me, crushing me,
I touch the bodies that squash me,
I smell the choking gas that burns my lungs,
I heard the people surrounding me, crying for help and space to move,
I tasted the dry air as it gets replaced by the choking gas.
By Darren Gough
Jewish Mother and Child

He stands 2 metres away from me,

He tells me that I am dead, He shouts, “2 MINUTES!”

I hold my daughter close to my heart,

She tells me, “Mother I love you, I will never forget you, let me die in your arms.”

He shouts, “TIME’S UP!”

“BANG! BANG! ”

By Molly Danks
Back Home
As I smelt the smokey air,

I hoped soon I would be there,

Back at home in my warm bed,

Most of my friends are dead,

Just wish all this would stop,

And Europe would be at the top,

As a tear trickles down my eye,

It is time to say goodbye.

Charis Smith

	Death, Gas
I am standing in a line.

Waiting for a sign.

Weather I am going to the left or right,

I want to ask but I can’t or I might start a fight.

Last time I was here,

The people who went to the left I have never since,

Now I am at the front I wince.

Got to the left they say,

And that was the day I was gassed on the 10th of may.

Bethan Garlick

Auschwitz

Agony there

Un Understandably Tolerant

Starvation

Concentration camps

Hell

Was the biggest concentration camps

Injured Jews

Thousands killed

Zero tolerance of Jews

Lauren Freeman

Liberation
Lives

In Time

Bravery

English

Racism

Allies

Time, Freedom

Invasion

Opening Gates

Nasty Nazis

Molly Danks

Jewish

Jew

End

When

Innocent

Six Million

Holocaust

Molly Danks
Senses

I saw hundreds of people wearing striped pyjamas

I touched my mother’s hand for the last time

I smelt the smell of the dead burnt Jews in the black smoke

I heard the shrieks of the survivors when they came out

Josh Molyneux

Motivation and the holocaust

When I stare at the jagged barbed wire I feel trapped.

I remember the Nazis dragging us there,

When I stand in a line,  a number with no name

I feel like everyone else, like I haven’t got my own identity,

I remember being called 79698.

When I watch the fascist racist guards I feel anger

Wanting to ask them how they would feel.

I remember having to watch people going through racism.

Charlotte Blunn
Liberation

Lives saved

In time

Bodies of the dead

Exhausted

Rest in peace

Allies

Two hundred and fifty thousand people saved

Investigations

Operation

Nazi’s

Sam Kent

Work and Death

Arbeit mach Frei,

‘Work sets you free’,

Not true,

Work creates death.

Everyone who could,

Worked to the bone,

And when you couldn’t work anymore,

You were shot.

Many could smell the crematory ovens,

And see the black, billowing smoke,

Small cramped beds,

“Women on the left, men on the right.”

Tessa Thomas

Liberation
Liberation

Innocent

Beat

Executed

Religious

Auschwitz

Terror

In a life of hell

Operation

Neglect

Kurt Phillips
Liberation
Life is drear in this camp

Igniting the bodies with the lost souls

Bodies, millions of bodies, lying still, dead

Every Jew, is a number with no digits, no purpose

Real people, real deaths

Agony in the tears of Jews

Terrorising torture, terrorising deaths

Innocent lives taken, for no reason

Onto the trains they go, no space, no more living

No family, no hair, no decent clothes, just pyjamas, striped pyjamas

Darren Gough

Senses
I saw hundreds of people wearing striped pyjamas

I touched my mother’s hand for the last time

I smelt the smell of the dead burnt Jews in the black smoke

I heard the shrieks of the survivors when they came out

Josh Molyneux

Death

Dead

Every Day

All the

Time

Holocaust

Molly Danks

Concentration Camps.
When I stare at the jagged barbed wire,

I feel scared and worried that it would have been me.

When I stand in a line,

A number with no name,

When I watch the fascist racist guards I feel

That they have betrayed me.

Elisha Williams
Holocaust
I heard.

The screaming of little children

The screaming of people

As they go to get gassed

It goes silent

What happened?

They have been killed

Elisha Williams
Liberation
Liberators arrived at camps

It was impossible to escape

Blinded by the flash of bombs

Eating scraps of the floor

Rain pouring from the skies

Asking to be free

Tortured, beaten and questioned

Injured but still alive

“Ow” cries the Jews

Never going to be free

By Scott Townley

Liberation
Lives taken from innocent people,

I don’t want to stay here,

Bones  from the dead,

Evacuation of homes & camps,

Rationed food,

Anger because they were treated like animals,

Tiered  from all the work & worrying about loved ones,

I am never going to be the same,

Over whelmed by what was going on,

No life left in us!

Billie Angell
The liberation of camps

The war began in September 1939. 
People were imprisoned in Auschwitz near Krakow, 
A lot of people died from hunger and exhaustion, 
They were exploited by being made to work too hard, 
and This was very tiring for them. 
In the last days of the war more than 400,000 people perished, 
Some were shot

Kamil Nowak
Senses

I saw the numbered-name on every Jews pyjamas,

I touched the mattresses filled with Jewish hair,

I smelt the gassing from the horrid gas chambers,

I heard the screams of children departing from their families,

I tasted the blood from my battered and bruised face. 
Carys Mitchell 
Saved
I walk around the court yard,

Doing the work here is really hard.

Suddenly I see the British solders storming in,

I think that the English have had a win.

For now I am on the truck back to home, 

For which was built of stone.
Though my family are dead,

They will still be in my head.

Bethan Garlick 

Senses
I saw hundreds of people wearing striped pyjamas

I touched my mother’s hand for the last time

I smelt the smell of the dead burnt Jews in the black smoke

I heard the shrieks of the survivors when they came out of the dark building.

I tasted  the gas as I choked for air

Josh Molyneux

The gas chamber 

I saw the naked people all around me,

I touched the bare skin of terrified people,

I smelt the horrid smell of gas,

I heard the screams of scared people,

I tasted the bitter taste of crystallized gas.
James Dymond

All Around Me
From the slosh of the mud,

And the whoosh of the wind,

To the crack of the ice,

The Germans have sinned.

All the Jews have been gassed,

All the non-Jews are working,

The Germans have prisoners,

And some they are freeing.

Work sets you free,

The Nazis are saying,

God please help us,

We are praying.

Working is hell,

At camp in Auschwitz,

Nothing in life is what it seems... 

Carys Mitchell

Senses
I see

Lots of people going in

Ready to get gassed

I see

The last touch

Of Bruno and Shmaul

I tasted

The gas in  my mouth

My heart pumping very hard

I tasted

The end of my life

Elisha Williams

Holocaust day.


My Poem.
I saw people standing side by side.
I touched my friends hand as we took a “shower” with 100 others.
I sensed the sweat and fear coming from the bald Jews.
I heard the people asking questions. What? When? Why?
Then are questions were answered.

Cheyenne Pargeter

Liberation

Liberation

IT was 1945 when only a small fraction of people were alive

Brutality of Nazi

Every Jew was killed

Real people dead

A Shower or gassing

Time it takes to kill is minutes

Ill people dying

Open the gates

Never get in the shower

Sammie Hicks
Auschwitz Life
Life at Auschwitz in 1945

We were told to get up and start walking to Berlin,

The 136th tank brigade is coming to capture Auschwitz soon,

On the 3rd day there was a sudden noise of guns,

And suddenly the SS guards were all shot and American troops out of nowhere and tended to us....

William brown

The Holocaust
On the way we were told... 

‘It would be safe. ‘
I  got off the train, 

Suddenly I fell, 

I knew I just knew this is going to be hell!
My mother was with me,
My father to.
They shouted, “MEN LEFT, WOMEN RIGHT!”  

They were splitting up Jews.
We go to where were staying,
Just my dad and me.
But my mother... Where was mother? 

You will have to wait and see.
Leah Donovan

Senses

Everywhere Around I See Dead Bodies Of People Who Didn’t Make It,

I Touched My Daughters Hand For The Last Time As They Took Her Away,

I Smelt The Awful Smell Of Dead Bodies Being Burnt,

I Heard Screams, Crying & Screeching From The Gas Chambers,

I Tasted The Awful Small Portions of food that they gave us.......

Billie Angell
Liberation

Living in the camps was hell,

It was like living in the dark ages,

Bony people surround me,

Everyone was scared of death,

Right left, where shall they go,

A time of death no living,

The Jews were liberated,

If you were too weak to work you were gassed, 

On to the train they go,
Not knowing if I will die now or later.
James Dymond
Senses of the Camp

I saw my father closed my eyes, opened them up and he was in disguise.

I touched my hair before it went, looked at the floor and my eyes just wept.

I heard the soldier shout, “SHOWER TIME!”

Remember where your clothes are, you little swines!”

In the shower, this awful smell, where’s the water, what is this hell?

I took one deep breath... this awful tas...

DEAD!

Molly Danks

Where?
I don’t know where I’m going and what were going to do,
 But all I know is that my husband is dead. 
He had just got hung onto the stick and I can’t see him again.
 Where did my son just go?
 Why have they just taken him?
 Now there taking me away ,
 I wonder why...?
Paige Reed.
Liberation
Lives were freed, some were lost

Indifferent to any other Jew until I was free

Become a normal person living a normal life again

Everlasting Joy

Ranting soldiers finally shutting up

Anger escaping my body as I found out they had murdered my family

Tension running through the camps as the Allies came to rescue me

Ill never walk alone feeling depressed 

Only I decide what I do with my life.

Name: Paige Reed I’m not a number anymore

Paige Reed

The Auschwitz Slaves
“Arbeit Macht Frei”

Work sets you free,

Those famous words

Printed on the almighty

Electric gates of Auschwitz

Putting false hope in to The Bedraggled

Prisoners Of the camp.

It was bulldozed in to

Their brains until it was imprinted 

In to their heads

Thinking they were slaves

But what would come of 

Them was much, much worse

 Than slavery.

Damned to a Life eternal Misery born to die

On a hell in earth.   

 Jonjoe Preston 

Senses

 I saw no food for weeks!

Belief was wrong

Everyone was sad and scared

Rifles used to shoot us!

Allied troops

Three thousand, two hundred flung in shallow graves

I heard people crying

I had plenty beats for no reason

Nasty Nazis

Chloe Walker
Jew
When I stare at the jagged barbed wire

 I feel scared of what will happen 

I remember when I was put on the train with loads of sad faces

When I stand in line, a number with no name

I feel like crying and feel like running away and never looking back!

I remember when I started my life when I had a name

When I watch the racist guards

I feel angry and wonder why they hate me, what is different, I’m human just believe in another leader!

I remember when they wacked me with these stick and shouted horrible words.

Chloe Walker
Holocaust
Horrible

Overworked

Lines

  On the trains , no place to sit, nor stand

Concentration camp

Awful

Universal

Scared

Thirst

Chloe Walker
Where?
I don’t know where I’m going and what were going to do,
 But all I know is that my husband is dead. 
He had just got hung onto the stick and I can’t see him again.
 Where did my son just go?
 Why have they just taken him?
 Now there taking me away ,
 I wonder why?.....

Paige Reed.

Dying candles

Hurt, crushed, wounded,

That is what happened in concentration camps,

Looking like tramps,

Wearing striped pyjamas,

Being gassed,

But for some today is their last,

Like dying candles.
Sam Benzie
Liberation

Love, I’m never alone again.

I’m freed...........6.5.

Bruised and Lonely. 

Ended. 1945.

Ranting soldiers killed.

All my loved ones gassed

Together we run.

I’ll never look back

Or the memories will come

Never again.

Anon
Senses

I saw a German soldier marching past me

I touched the dry mud under my feet

I smelt burning bodies of innocent Jews

I heard the screams of people being gassed

I tasted nothing because my mouth was dry
Anon
Finally
War has ended it is May 1945

The soldiers that went out only half came back alive

6 million gassed and nobody knew 

What was in store for those 

Worthy Jews 

Some were shot some were gassed 

They walked in 1 line in a huddle of a hurry 

When one couldn’t breathe he was killed by a blast 

Liberty was spoken 

In one person’s speech 

So the Jews that were alive 

Were saved when they could be reached
Anon
Liberation
Lives freed

  In hope of a better life

  Betrayed by Nazis  

  English and other cultured Jews set free

  Racist fritz

  Agonisingly painful

  Terribly skinny people now

  In ragged clothes

  Only flesh and bones

  Nazis have ruined lives  

Anon
Closing In
In may 1945 the war in Europe was ended,

Though many risked their life,

In the field of human conflict,

Overcrowded ,over worked and underfed,

Taken away from loving families,

Killed or worked to death,

Allie troops shocked at what was happening, 

It was like stepping into the dark ages,

Only 250,000 were saved,

But twice as many were killed a senseless death,

So many have owed so few.

Anon

ASYLUM
As I walked along the stone cold gravel,

I saw many walk past me faceless just a number,

 Being pushed and shoved, shot at and starved.

Tortured, killed and tricked,   

The smell of my friends, family being burnt,

I can hear people going to have a shower screaming,

I start to panic they told us to take our clothes off,

They poured the gas in I was choking fir air,

This is the end I held my mother’s hand for the last time.
Anon
Liberation
Liberators arrive at the camps

In time to set me free

Blinded by the flash of bombs

Eating anything edible

Raindrops falling all around me

Always forced to work

Tortured for the slightest mistake

Injured but unheard

On the go day and night

Never getting sleep

Anon
Why?

Trains taking off to be gassed,

No food, no drink, Just Silence,

Nothing to live for, captured like a candle,

Flickering why ... why do you do this ... why?  

Anon
Leon Greenman

Love that kept him going,

Ever lasting dream.

On course for death,

Never lost his courage. 

Great survivor,

Racist Nazis caused all this.

Esther his loving wife,

Ever dead in vain.

Number with no name,

Men, just one in a thousand people,

A British citizen and Jew,

Nine survivors.

Tessa Thomas



I see the threatening gas chamber door, the shadow of hate; 
I don’t see the innocent, desperate souls, fearing their fate.
I see the volts and bolts of the evil oven, their final bed, 
I don’t see the dead.

I see a beautiful reflection of what appears to be reality; 
I don’t see the real reflection: the Holocaust brutality.
I see a haunting, ghost town scene, even the leaves scream fear, 
and I don’t see a tear.

I see a tiny black peephole, behind it, emptiness and unease
I don’t see the blood shot eyes or the distant calls of, “Please…”
I see the unloading ramp through a window; still and bare, 
I don’t see the nightmare.

I see the Zyklon B can and the glare of the poison signs, 
I don’t see the contempt that caused the pain and crimes.
I see the narrowing road that led the Jews to their ultimate way; 
I hope we never see that day.

I see a ray of light shining on the floor of the punishment cell; 
I don’t see the beating, the torture, and the screams of Hell.
I see the last remaining gravestone, alone, of a man called Chaim; 
I don’t see 6 million other names.

© Alice Butler, Archway School, Y10.


	

	Gypsies and the Holocaust



	I don’t care about racial purity
And all this pure blooded Romany
Stuff. But I’m a gypsy through and through,
A traveller and it’s true
I owe no allegiance to any nation’s border,
And all that Nazi New World Order,
But as we travel and as we move,
With our Romany history on the hoof,
We swop and share our lives with others,
And find new partners, sisters, brothers,
And for this we take our last journey,
In a sealed death train to gas and burning,
We swop and share our lives with others,
And find new partners, sisters, brothers,
And for this we take our last journey,
In a sealed death train to gas and burning.

© Stuart Butler - 2003

	PLOUGHSHARES INTO SWORDS



	“We’ll use the wheelchairs to make new tanks”
They laughed, “And the callipers
Will make nice new machine guns, 
And we’ll melt you morons down
For tallow for candles, 
That’s the only way you’ll spread any light
From your Untermenschen lives.”
My eye lids closed as tightly
As the gas chamber doors, 
And a solitary tear dropped down my cheek, 
Catching the last rays of the sun, 
As it dropped behind the high barbed wire.
There’s no place in the master race
For those who can’t run fast
Or who move in a different direction.

© Stuart Butler - 2003

	PORRAJIMOS



	“Porrajimos”
Is what the Gypsies called the Holocaust;
It came as no surprise
To Gypsy eyes,
“The Great Devouring”,
For Nazi racial ideology
With its delusory biology,
Had already said the only way
In the bright new day
Where “Tomorrow belongs to me”
In a thousand year Reich,
Where Might is Right
For ein Volk, ein Reich, ein Fuhrer,
Was to stop Gypsies, as they put it,
Breeding.
For re-creation and miscegenation
Was misleading,
To a society based upon racial purity
And doctrinal probity.
So this meant concentration camps
And sterilisation, with the lamp
Of fascist academia acting as a beacon,
For eugenics was the guiding reason,
And the way to get on,
Until petrol replaced the needle,
And the spade, the scalpel,
And gypsies were burned alive,
In deep dug ditches in screaming terror,
But Zykon gas is so much cheaper,
Than petrol ditches dug ever deeper,
And so horror itself was soon surpassed,
With 250 Gypsy children gassed -
Buchenwald guinea pigs in 1940,
Another beacon for the Holocaust story.
And while the winter rains
And the chambers’ drains
Choked on the smell of gas,
The death trains danced
To the tune of the Final Solution’s
Timetables.

© Stuart Butler - 2003

	Eddie Hamel and Never Again



	When you lie back in the dentist’s chair
After a medicinal whiff of gas,
With the drill resonating in your head,
And all manner of contrivances stuck in your mouth,
Your mind might just drift away to escape the pain,
And you might just see Eddie Hamel,
Standing there beside you,
A tall, good-looking gentleman
With sleek black hair
And a number 7 on his back;
A New York Jewish gentleman,
Who just happened to play football,
Patrolling the Ajax right wing,
And sending in his accurate crosses,
In those happy flapper days of the Twenties,
Before the Second World War,
When Eddie was sent to the Westerbork transit camp,
And thence by sealed train and on to Birkenau;
There he shared the top bunk with Leon Greenman,
Where they rubbed their backs together to share warmth,
Trying to stay alive on those cold winter nights,
Before the Final Selection.
Eddie had been an Ajax first team regular,
Selected for his agility
And ability to drop his shoulders,
Feint to the left and then swerve with his body to the right;
But on this nightmare day of Selection,
Eddie had an abscess in his mouth,
And the SS thought a swollen face
Meant an unfit, incapable worker,
So while Leon went to the right,
Eddie, right behind him,
Was ordered to the left,
And this gentle man,
Described and known as a “terrifically nice” human being,
Was despatched to the gas chambers
And the Final Solution;
But we won’t forget you, Eddie,
Especially when the Feyenoord fans
Chant holocaust songs and “We’re going on a Jew hunt”,
Then hiss the sound of escaping gas
When their team plays Ajax.
“Never again”?

© Stuart Butler - 2004

	GASSED



	When The steel doors slammed
And the gas started its mazy waltz
Through the crowd packed chamber,
He tried to climb on top of his comrades,
Searching for the drops of oxygen
To keep his strong lungs pumping,
Just like he did a decade ago,
Jumping with the wind and clouds,
To head the ball against the apple tree,
While his family all cheered and clapped,
So far down on the ground,
Where now lay the tangled mass
Of weak and young and old,
Twitching and kicking,
Twitching and kicking,
Twitching,
Kicking. 

© Stuart Butler

	Dream



	I saw my grandfather 
caught in a ring of bodies
which slumped around him like scattered notes.
There were tears in his eyes.
He was shaking visibly 
to some personal music.
His mouth, like a broken five-bar gate,
was letting out any noise that wanted to come,
A hissing stream of spent gas 
touching nothing.
The bullet he had taken 
and kept locked in his flesh
For thirty years sang within him, 
seeping out through scar tissue like light.
He mouthed the Kaddish
to people thin as snowdrops caught in frost
Whilst the Iron Cross on his chest glinted yellow in the deepening sun.
© Adam Horovitz

One in Ten

It’s so easy to forget us,
When remembering the Holocaust,
The wearers of the pink triangle;
But analysed from any angle,
We are the one in ten,
The women and the men,
Who find true love and trust
Within the confines of their own sex.
But we were gassed en masse,
So as to leave no trace
For the master race,
And its fascist bellicosity,
Heterosexuality.
But I held his hand,
And he held mine,
As the train made its way to Auschwitz,
We whistled tunes from Wagner and from Lizst,
Until the chamber’s hiss
Took him from me,
But not from my memory.
For he lives on again and then again,
For are we not still, a resilient one in ten?

© Stuart Butler - 2003


	They Played Football at Auschwitz on Sundays



	They played football at Auschwitz on Sundays,
While the guards and Alsatians looked on.
As the cattle trucks came
With humanity’s shame,
And the sun in its majesty shone.

With the shadow of death at their shoulder,
With the angel of hate at their side,
They practised their flicks
And did bicycle kicks,
And despaired when a shot whistled wide.

They argued the toss over throw-ins,
They moaned when a colleague mis-passed.
They frantically hacked
When their goal was attacked,
As the hordes shuffled off to be gassed.

Incongruous though it appears,
‘Twas born of a deep-rooted need.
What mattered the most
Was to be so engrossed
That the darkness began to recede.

They played football at Auschwitz on Sundays,
And joyfully panted each breath.
For a few sacred hours,
‘ Neath the menacing towers,
They skipped o’er the stretched leg of death.


© Peter Goulding 18th January 2004
Inspired by "The People Who Walked On" by Tadeusz Borowski, an Auschwitz survivor.
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