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| do not want to over-formalise this report as, for the most part, | can only express my
experience on an emotional level. Of course, | will try my best to relate my perceptions to
Auschwitz’s historic contextual importance, why this is important to me, and also why it is
important for others to understand.

After a one-and-a-half-hour journey from Krakow the Ukrainian bus driver pointed as he said
one of the likely few English words he knew, “museum”, and at that we knew we had arrived.
Honestly it was a relief to alight the minibus after a bumpy journey W|thout seatbelts, but that
feeling did not last long. 2ISA ' ‘

Following a walk that seemed to take a short-
eternity, filled with speculative thoughts and
expectations, we entered the hustle-and-bustle of the
museum. Upon approaching the gates, | immediately
clocked the infamous words, “arbeit macht frei” — “work
sets you free”. At this | decided to dismiss my erratic
anticipations in the knowledge that whatever happened
behind these walls was far worse than what my
imagination could permit.

Accordingly, | entered the first building block in absolute silence. It was focused on the
general Holocaust in Poland. However, this block was particularly striking to me and my
memories of it are vivid. Pictured on the walls were completely malnourished Polish men in
blue-and-white-striped uniforms, hanging, lifeless. A tear came to my eye as | realised | was
in the presence of where such atrocities were systematically conducted. And for what? How
could a political ideology, no matter how perverse, indoctrinate one human to brutally and
unremorsefully murder another, purely on the basis of their nationality? Utterly frightening
madness.

As these thoughts bounced around my head an overwhelming sense of the surreal set
upon me. As we progressed through the different museum blocks, witnessing authentic and
original rooms and objects, this feeling only grew. It was truly quite hard to process the reality
of it, which only added to the eeriness of it all. For instance, inside the building titled, “Dr
Schumann’s experimental block”, on the left was Schumann’s uncanny office, and directly
opposite across the corridor was what looked like a wash room with a drain in the centre as
its only feature. Shockingly, when Dr

Several hundred women prisoners, mainly Jewish were held in
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“experiments”, typically on children, that for sterilization experiments conducted by Prof. Dr Carl Clauberg,
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would only end in failure, he would give them died from the treatment they received, others were
i R murdered so that autopsies could be performed on them. Those

the patient a lethal injection and have who survived were left with permanent injuries.

them dragged into the opposite room Other SS doctors also conducted experiments on women in this
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by many others, as photographed.




As my experience continued the mixture of my disturbed, peculiar, and distressed
emotions continued to grow, coming to an apex at the end of the visit. It had been subtly
playing at the back of my mind the whole time, | had heard so much about the abominable
gas chambers throughout my life and | truly did not know what to expect. For some reason |
was anxious, verging on fearful. The door of the building was exactly what | had envisaged,
made out of four-inch-thick cast iron with a tiny round glass window, which was now barely
transparent, and edged with bulky screws. The musty smell of the initial darkened room hit
me before | was able to process it visually. Inside were four large industrial furnaces, clearly
used for burning poisonous substances. There was only one other room. | walked through the
doorway slowly and hesitantly. The room was quite large, large enough for your footsteps to
echo on the other side, and had no windows, lit only by three dim yellow lights and decorated
with only gas taps on the tops of the walls. The colour was a green so dark that it was hard to
differentiate it from blackness. The only parts that were not green were parts of the brickwork
that had come away over time and the scratch marks on the wall, as if where a bear had
clawed a tree. | was shocked into a silence so deep that | had forgot to breath. This was the
room where more humans had died than anywhere else in history. That feeling will stay with
me forever.

I am unable to explain my experience in its totality but | have tried to portray how it made me
feel to the best of my capacity. Now | can only recommend it to others as | believe it is
imperative for people to undergo, out of respect and out of the sake of acknowledgement. |
would like to thank the Centre for Jewish Studies for awarding me the bursary, the
opportunity has been one of life-lasting importance, as well as for being able to enjoy the
beautiful city of Krakow.



