
“Honored guests, my fellow survivors, ladies and gentlemen, I would like to thank you 
for giving me the privilege of speaking here today. It is deeply significant to see the 
presence of so many leaders of various governmental agencies and the very 
important organization "Gegen Vergessen - Für Demokratie." I must also take this 
opportunity to say thank you to some wonderful people who put so much time and 
effort in helping to establish this permanent documentation center in Tailfingen, and 
who have helped me personally with my and my friend John's travel arrangements 
here today, and on my previous visit in 2008. I thank you from the bottom of my heart 
and cherish your friendship. Oberbürgermeister Stephan Neher, Bürgermeister 
Johannes Buchter, Harry Kipfer, Birgit Kipfer, Harold Roth, Christa Roth, Volker Mall, 
and Christine, my newly aquired unknown friends, Christy and Michael Petrausch, 
that are treating me better that I’m being treated at house from my wife. Just to say 
so. 

As you probably know by now, I was a prisoner in Hailfingen, when I was in 
Hailfingen, I was assigned to work in the Steinbruch in Reusten, where working 
conditions were bad, especially when Mr. Schäfer was home on furlough from his 
military service. But there were also good people in Reusten, who were willing to put 
their own well-being in jeopardy in life by helping Jews in violation of the Nazi's laws.  

I don't know whether I would have been here today if it was not for the food that I 
used to pick up in front of the house of the Roth family, and I think I met here 
somebody of the Roth familiy, the Egeler family and the Maurer family.  

There is a saying: one who saves a life saves the world. There was such a man in 
Reusten. He was actually from Stuttgart-Möhringen. His family was living in Reusten 
during the war. His name was Wilhelm Beck. Mr. Beck used to come to Reusten to 
visit his family and Mr. Beck never walked down from his house without carrying a 
little package, a little bundle which he dropped on the street, so when the guards 
couldn’t see it. In it was food, bread or something for us that kept me and my fellow 
survivors alive. In February of 1945, at the risk of his own life and the well-being of 
his family, Mr. Beck helped my friend, Morris Kornblit, escape from the camp in 
Hailfingen. He took Morris in his Auto to a hiding place in Stuttgart where Morris 
Kornblit survived the war and was later liberated by the American army.  

We call such a man “The Righteous Among the Nations”. And we are working with 
Mr. Volker Mall to place the name of Mr. Wilhelm Beck on the honour-wall at Yad 
Vashem, in the Museum in Washington.  

And I did hear, somebody mentioned, I didn’t have a chance to see him yet, that Mr 
Wilhelm Beck’s son Fritz is here. Fritz, where are you? Very happy to see you again 
after 60 years! Fritz, I will have a special session with you! Very good to see you. 

As a survivor of the Holocaust, I want to express mine and the survivor's appreciation 
for your participation in this most meaningful event, as we join together in this shared 
sacred purpose of bearing witness to the tragic fate of our fellow inmates in 
concentration camp Hailfingen and the six million Jews who were murdered during 
the Holocaust.  

As we stand together today at the opening of this very important exhibition and 
memorial of the former concentration camp Hailfingen, we affirm the strength of our 



friendship and our commitments, as we in unity face those who seek to deny the truth 
and revise history, both to dishonor those who lived through it and to the detriment of 
the future.  

We stand together against those who today conspire to repeat history, as they deny 
the very history .  

Ladies and gentlemen, my history begins in September 1939, when the German 
army entered the city of Płock in Poland, where I was living with my family. I was 14 
years old.  

At the age of 14, I was declared a slave, condemned to death, for the only crime I 
have committed, because I was born to Jewish parents.  

In 1940, the city of Płock was incorporated into the Third Reich and, therefore, 
declared “Judenrein”. In February of 1941, the entire Jewish population of Płock, 
approximately ten thousand people, was forcibly evacuated to a camp Soldau in 
Ostpreußen, and after a short stay there, we were evacuated to a ghetto in 
Starachowitze, where I was assigned to work as a slave laborer for the Gestapo. I 
was mistreated there and often beaten.  

At my request, I was transferred to work in the local ammunition factory, the 
Hermann-Göring-Werke.  

On October 26, 1942, which was the darkest day of my life, and that day is still with 
me today, our lives as a family were ripped apart. My father, my mother, and my 
seven year-old brother were sent to the death camp in Treblinka and there murdered 
in the gas chambers, and their bodies were burned in the crematorium. And my two 
brothers and I were sent to a slave labor camp, and then, in 1944, to Auschwitz-
Birkenau. Auschwitz-Birkenau was the ultimate death factory, where between one 
and a half and two million people were murdered, most of them Jews. On the day of 
the 50th anniversary of the liberation of Auschwitz, Chancellor Helmut Kohl said, and I 
quote: “Auschwitz was the darkest chapter in German history”.  

In Auschwitz-Birkenau, the work that I was assigned to was cleaning or emptying 
toilets: It was called the Kanalreiniger and Rollwagen. That work brought me to 
different parts of the camp, including the area called Brzezinka, where the gas 
chambers and crematoria were located. From there, I could see transports arriving 
daily. Thousands of men and women, and children being lead to the gas chambers, 
never to be seen again. Only their clothing and their ashes and crushed bones were 
piled up in the back of the crematoriums.  

In 1944, as the Russian army was moving into Poland, the Nazis decided to shut 
down the camp in Auschwitz, the most notorious institution in the history of mankind.  

In November of that year, I was put on a transport with other inmates and shipped in 
cattle trains to a concentration camp in Stutthof. At the end of November, we were 
moved again. After several days without food, we have arrived in Germany. We were 
taken to an airfield in Hailfingen and placed in a hangar.  

After a few days in this new place I realized that we are now in the heart of Germany, 



and that the war might soon come to an end, I started to get that feeling that maybe, 
just maybe, I would survive. After all, we are now in Germany, there is no gassing 
here, the Nazis would not commit mass murder in front of their own people, we are 
no longer in the slave labor camp Starachowitze where the sadistic camp 
commandant, Althoff, derived great pleasure by shooting people for pure 
entertainment, and we are no longer in Auschwitz, with its gas chambers and 
crematoria.  

And after Stutthof, where the order of the day was extermination through starvation, I 
thought that life in Camp Hailfingen would be much better. But our disappointment 
came soon. In some ways, Hailfingen was worse than the above mentioned camps.  

There was practically no hygienic places. There was no medical. The very food, that 
we have been recieving was not enough to live on. 

I said Life in Hailfingen was very bad, and as you know from official records that out 
of 600 people that arrived from Auschwitz to Stutthof into Hailfingen, after two and a 
half months, December, January and half in February 50 % of the 600 have perished, 
have died in Hailfingen. Of starvation, of disease and of malnutrition. So out of the 
600 in only two and a half months 50 % have died, you can imagine what the 
conditions where like in Hailfingen. 

In February 1944 [1945] we were then transmitted to the camp Dautmergen. The war 
was coming almost to an end, but the killing of Jews continued. 

The Nazis continued to subscribe to Himmler's pronouncement in 1943, at a meeting 
of high-ranking SS Officers in Poznań, Himmler said, and I quote: "Killing of Jews is a 
noble thing." Himmler addressed high-ranking officers in Poland in Poznań in 1943 
and declared to them: “Killing of Jews is a noble thing.” 

The Holocaust was a deliberate, methodical killing of Jews by the Nazis. It was aimed 
to completely eradicate the Jews of Europe and it nearly succeeded.  

Before the allied armies liberated the death camps, two out of every three European 
Jews had been murdered in what Winston Churchill called "probably the greatest and 
most horrible crimes committed in the whole history of the world." Why????? Why did 
this happen? In the 20th Century? In the heart of Europe? In one of the most 
culturally-advanced countries in the world? Why did a civilized nation with its best 
schools and its cultural treasure commit its national genious to massmurder of such 
magnitude? Why? 

The uniqueness of the Holocaust lies in the Nazi achievement in constructing an 
industry of death never before seen and I hope it will never be seen again. An 
industry of continental size with railways, gas chambers, and Krematorien. An 
industry whose raw material were Jews and the finish product was corpses.  

65 years ago, World War II came to an end. The Nazis highest priority project, the 
murder European Jewish population, came to an end.  

The gas chambers and crematoria in the death camps ceased to function. The gates 
to the concentration camps opened, remnants came out. Living skeletons.  



Two from a city. One of a village. One of a family.  

We, the survivors, stood among heaps of ashes and corpses. We came out of this 
places with mass graves of so many thousands of victims.  

Throughout Europe, people celebrated the allied victory. The Jewish survivors did not 
share the general elation of liberated Europe. For us, the victory came too late.  

Our families back home were gone. Our homes destroyed, and there was no place 
for us to go. Only then did we fully realize the extent of our losses and the depth of 
our pain.  

For those of us who lived to see the liberation, it was the dawn of the full awareness 
of the catastrophe that befell our people. We were in the beginning of a superhuman 
effort to pick up the shattered fragments of life, and start a life anew.  

For 65 years now, we have carried in our hearts the memory and prayer that 
becomes alive so often in expression of pain and anger, each time we meet at such a 
remembrance as this.  

Grass and flowers now cover the mass graves of our perished families, friends and 
loved ones. But for us, the survivors, the image is so vivid, the sight of a million and a 
half children, their fathers, their mothers and their grandfathers. Our sisters and 
brothers, who dreamed in darkness, and did never live to see their dreams come 
true. 

The horrible sufferings that we, the survivors, endured here in Hailfingen and in all of 
the other camps cannot be forgotten. When we repeatedly say “remember”, we turn 
first to all of the world around us, where so many try to minimize, or to detract, even 
to deny the tragedy of the Holocaust. We are very grateful to the German 
government for making denying the Holocaust a crime punishable with imprisonment.  

Our commitment to remember implies not only remembrance, but a warning that 
such tragedy must never happen again, must never be repeated anywhere in the 
world.  

The memory of the Holocaust must be part of the human conscience for all time. 
Beyond sorrow, suffering, and death.  

The tragic murder of European Jews must inspire mankind to commit itself against all 
manifestation of genocide and racial hatred. May a new love for humanity be born out 
of the horrors we have known.  

We pray and hope that dedication and remembrance like this will take root and 
continue on in the future and with future generations. We pray and hope that peace 
and understanding will continue to grow out of the terrible destruction that we 
witnessed during the Holocaust. We pray and hope for a world blessed with peace, 
understanding, and goodwill to all mankind. Thank you!“1 
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