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I knew that they were coming. There was nowhere else to run. The pounding of 
boots and the crack of gunfire made the walls vibrate, I put my hands over my 
ears to try and drown out the sounds of mothers screaming as there babies were 
murdered. They found us, all 28 of us. They took us from the ghetto and 
dragged us into large trucks waiting outside, only a few of us got on, elderly and 
disabled were killed there and then. The unessential were rounded up and 
herded against a wall, the soldiers aimed there guns and fired. I squeezed my 
eyes shut and covered my ears until the firing stopped. When I opened my eyes, 
none were left standing. My heart was pumping out of my chest as we were 
pushed onto a filthy train with what seemed like a thousand other people, all 
Jewish. There was so many of us that once we were all fitted into the tiny 
carriage, you could hear the crack of bones and people gasping for breath as we 
all pushed and shoved to try and get out. The blazing heat was gathering with no 
escape, I was sweating uncontrollably. 
 
After about half an hour of being cramped in the tiny carriage we were 
eventually let out. One everybody was off, I looked behind me and dead bodies 
were being thrown off the tracks. We were all stood in a large group, like lost 
children until a stern voiced officer screamed for us to ‘get in a line’. Once we 
were all in an orderly line another soldier stood at the front of the queue and 
pointed in the direction we had to go. I had to go right. An old man fell over 
behind me; I heard his cry as one of the soldiers beat his head in with the butt of 
his gun, I was too afraid to look as the tears filled up in my eyes. The people 
that were sent left were taken away and marched across the tracks into a large 
building. 
 
The rest of us were huddled into a group, unsure of what to do or where to go. 
As I looked down, there were what appeared to be tiny snowflakes sprinkled all 
over my clothes but as I looked closer as I looked closer I realised that it wasn’t 
snow but in fact ash from a nearby chimney across the tracks, the same building 
the other Jews marched off to a while ago. I looked up as we were marching 
towards the first hut, I saw the big rusty posts that led up to a large sign, I knew 
where I was, Auschwitz, and I knew I would never leave. Alive. 
 
Records show that Isaac Gilbert entered Auschwitz June 5th 1942, his body has 
not been found but is believed to be amongst the other human remains found in 
Auschwitz. 
 


