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From Belsen a crate of gold teeth,
from Dachau a mountain of shoes,
from Auschwitz a skin lampshade.
Who killed the Jews?
Not I, cries the typist,
not I, cries the engineer,
not I, cries Adolf Eichmann,
not I, cries Albert Speer.
My friend Fritz Nova lost his father--
a petty official had to choose.
My friend Lou Abrahms lost his brother.
Who killed the Jews?

David Nova swallowed gas,
Hyman Abrahms was beaten and starved.

Some men signed their papers,
and some stood guard,

and some herded them in,
and some dropped the pellets,
and some spread the ashes,
and some hosed the walls,

and some planted the wheat,
and some poured the steel,
and some cleared the rails,
and some raised the cattle.

Some smelled the smoke,
some just heard the news.
Were they Germans? Were they Nazis?
Were they human? Who killed the Jews?

The stars will remember the gold,
the sun will remember the shoes,
the moon will remember the skin.
But who killed the Jews?

William Heyen (1940-) 
To The Onlookers 
(after Nelly Sachs) 

From Erika: Poems of the Holocaust, by William Heyen. Copyright © 1991 by Time Being Press. Reprinted by permission of Time Being Books. All rights reserved.
When our backs are turned,
when someone stares at us,
we feel them.
You who watched the killing, and did nothing,
still feel the eyes of those dead
on your bodies.

How many see you
as you pick a violet?
How many oak branches twist
into hands begging for help?
How many memories congeal
in the sun's evening blood?

O the unsung cradlesongs
in the dove's nightcries--
so many would have loved
their own stars in the night skies,
but now only the old well
can do it for them.

You did not murder,
but looked on, you,
who could have been changed
into light.

The Dream

by Trish McAllister

She prepares the table, the colors are so bright! 
Her daughter will be so surprised, delighted. 
This will be her first party. 
What fun! 
Six is a wonderful age....

I shiver in the cold, 
My stomach aches with hunger. 
I stare at my children as they sit lethargically. 
They used to play with such abandon. 
Now their eyes - so hollow. No more tears. 

She serves the cake, 
Laughs as her birthday girl
Tries to blow out candles that won't extinguish. 
How carefree, and happy
She never thinks of her freedom. It just is. 

My skin feels dry and clammy, all at once. 
Fear is my constant companion. 
How grateful I'd be, 
To give myself over to The Monsters, 
If only my little ones were spared. 

The children bang on the table
Anxious for their piece. 
Anxious to move on to games and the clown! 
Precious and loved
They are so cared for, spoiled, revered. 

The banging on the door -
My heart stops. 
(Oh how I wish it would!) 
Are the camps as bad as they say?? 
They couldn't hurt the children!! 

She wakes up to the pounding. 
The dream of parties and running and laughing
Is over. 
Her children cling to her, roughly pushed 
Toward the train, toward the end. 

I wake up with the sun
It was just a nightmare. 
Now I have a party to prepare for
But a tear falls - for her. 
I am her. She is me. 

Wake up. 

Holocaust
by Sudeep Pagedar

How do you
explain that term
to a ten-
year old boy
who, one day,
hears it mentioned
by some relatives?

And even if
you do manage
to make him
understand what it
actually does mean,
do you also
tell him that
because he is

A GERMAN JEW,

perhaps, some day,
he might be
included in it...?

Or should he
just not be
told, so that
he remains calm
and doesn't lose
sleep over it?

But what is sleep,
in front of death?
Perhaps Death is greater,
perhaps the two are the same;
we do not know yet
but we'll know, by the end of the day;
the Chambers are yet some hours away.

"To die, to sleep...to sleep, perchance to dream..."

How did Shakespeare realise that?
Did he know some Jew
who was persecuted too?
Perhaps he was wrong,
maybe he was right...
Anyway, I suspect we'll find out
by tonight.

* * *

Rev. Martin Niemöller ( January 14 , 1892 - March 6 , 1984 ) was a German Lutheran pastor who was an opponent of Adolf Hitler .
He was born in Lippstadt and was a submarine commander in World War I . After the war, he spent some time in the Freikorps . He studied theology and was ordained in 1931 , becoming pastor of the Church of Jesus Christ at Dahlem, an affluent suburb of Berlin .
A German nationalist, Niemöller initially welcomed Hitler's rise to power. In his 1933 autobiography From U-Boat to Pulpit, Niemöller called the years of the Weimar Republic "years of darkness" and in an afterword to the book expressed hope that Hitler would bring about a "National Revival". The Nazis' praise for his autobiography helped make it a best-seller in Germany.
By the autumn of 1934 , Niemöller's faith in Hitler has collapsed, and he formed the" Confessing Church ", a Protestant group that opposed the Nazification of the German Protestant churches, the anti-Christian ideas of certain Nazi leaders, and Nazi racial doctrines.
The Confessing Church explicitly opposed the German Christians , proponents of the single all-embracing State-established " Protestant ReichChurch ," headed by Hitler-appointed Reichsbischoff Ludwig Müller .
On 8 November 1934, the Confessing Church held a rally of 20,000 at Dahlem, at which one of its leaders, a Reverend Dr. Koch, proclaimed: "We are fighting against the defamation of Christ and true Christianity. There are false prophets abroad in this land preaching the doctrine of blood and soil and racial mysticism, which we reject"—clear allusion to the Nazi Party.  Niemöller, at the end of the rally, declared that "it is a question of which master the German Protestants are going to serve, Christ or another."
On Sunday, 27 June 1937 , Niemöller's sermon to an overflowing church concluded with "We have no more thought of using our own powers to escape the arm of the authorities than had the Apostles of old. No more are we ready to keep silent at man's behest when God commands us to speak. For it is, and must remain, the case that we must obey God rather than man."
Three days later Niemöller was arrested and after eight months in Berlin's Moabit prison was tried by a Sondergericht , one of Hitler's "special courts" for crimes against the State. Acquitted on the charge of "underhanded attacks against the State", he was convicted of "abuse of the pulpit" and for taking collections. Sentenced to seven months imprisonment, he was released for having already served that time awaiting trial.
As he left the courtroom, Niemöller was placed in "protective custody" by the Gestapo and interned in Sachsenhausen and Dachau concentration camps from 1937 to 1945. In 1941 at the start of WWII in a letter he volunteered to serve again in the German navy (this letter may have been a forgery), but the offer was refused.
After his release in 1945 he was instrumental in the issuance of the Declaration of Guilt by German churches in which they declared their culpability in not opposing Hitler more strenuously. He was president of the Evangelical church in Hess andNassau from 1947 to 1961, and became president of the World Council of Churches in 1961.
He is most known for a single quotation - " First they came... " - which has many variants, but are based on his original:

First they came for the communists, and I did not speak out—
because I was not a communist;
Then they came for the socialists, and I did not speak out—
because I was not a socialist;
Then they came for the trade unionists, and I did not speak out—
because I was not a trade unionist;
Then they came for the Jews, and I did not speak out—
because I was not a Jew;
Then they came for me—
and there was no one left to speak out for me.
by Rev. Martin Niemoller, 1945

