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What About the Other 
Ones? 

 



As Hans made the short but rather gruelling journey home he thought to him self that he 
didn’t like his job at all not even one little aspect of his job. Although he earned a fair amount 
of money it was cruel and unnecessary and this made his job a job that he didn’t think that 
was worth portraying anymore. This thought trail took him right up to his old fashioned oak 
double front doors 
 
Hans entered his house without uttering a single word he hung his satchel and coat on the 
pegs by the door and silently made his way to the sitting room were he heard the clacking of 
knitting needles and his fiancé say something in the form of a question but he didn’t hear it 
so he thought it best to remain silent. He walked over to his favourite arm chair and flopped 
back with an over exaggerated sigh. Elizabeth came over and sat next to him and asked him 
if he was feeling alright to which Hans only replied “I’m fine….. Thank you.” After this blunt 
remark had been made the front doors burst open and Hans froze with the fear that if he had 
done something wrong at work that this would be his calling. Elizabeth stood up and just as 
bluntly as hans had made his remark Elizabeth stated “It’s probably just the wind, in this 
winter weather it has been happening all day.” And so off she went to check whether Hans 
had a right to be scared or it was in fact just the wind. Just as she expected it was the wind. 
 
“Look we, or rather I, can’t keep living this life of fear.” Elizabeth said in an exasperated tone  
“It’s all because of this situation the country is forced to be in. If I could stop working at that 
awful camp, I would you know I would. But without the income of my job we would be, well 
frankly, dead!” retorted Hans  
“We should go. Get away from here. This barbed wire hell. Somewhere the Fuehrer will never 
think to look for us!”  
“When? And more importantly how? Work keeps a very very very close eye on me. It’s like I 
am a caged rat! Which in retrospect I think they think I am!!” 
“Soon” 
 
Hans made yet another short journey to work. No soon as he set foot in the camp he got 
bombarded with comments such as things along the line of “You need to go to the main 
office” Or “The commandant wants to see you IMMEADIATLEY”  
Hans fearfully walked towards the commandant’s office. Once he reached the cold steel door 
his hands were shaking so much that he couldn’t bear to bring himself together enough to 
knock on the door. But he managed to compose himself just enough to tentatively tap on the 
door. A rather hoarse “Enter” came from inside and so Hans did as he was instructed to and 
entered. The commandants face sagged with age and drooped with lack of sleep, he also let 
of an oader that all pointed to the fact that he had a smoke recently. 
 
“Yes, Sir” Hans said with an obvious edge of apprehension 
 
“I don’t believe in buttering up bad news, Hans, so here it is. I noticed that there was a 
Jewish couple that came in today with the same last name as you, I also noticed that the 
man resembled you very closely” He paused like he was evxpecting Hans to say something 
 
“Opa…” 
 
“Yes I expected he might be your grandfather. I assume that this I san issue that you want to 
deal with, as I imagine, you wouldn’t want this issue to become the word of you’re fellow 



work colleagues. So which ever way you want to approach it… this issue is now in your 
hands...”  
 
After making this horrific statement he made a gesture which Hans understood meant that 
the commandant wanted Hans to kill his grandfather without making one single noise he 
stood up and made a bee line for the cold steel door. 
 
After sitting in the kitchen of the camp for hours on his own he got to his feet and wobbled 
little bit. He made his way to the barracks were he assumed his grandfather would be. Many 
people tried to talk to him but he just brushed of all of the comments with a simple reply of 
yes or fine. Once he reached the rooms were the prisoners were kept he asked were he 
grandfather was and found out that it was indeed room 614B. He took out his keys and 
slipped the right key into the lock and opened the door just a crack and heard his grandfather 
leading a prayer in Hebrew. Then Hans swung the door open and slammed the door shut 
behind him. In doing this he had made all of cabin 614B stop and stare. Once the realised 
that Hans was a guard they all scrambled over each other to form a crowd in the far left 
corner. That is everybody apart from Hans’ grandfather. Who just simply remained were he 
was and said in a very hushed voiced “Is that you Hans? Have you come to kill us all and 
take us away to the ‘happy place’?” 
 
“No. I want to get you out – take you to the countryside – just away. I hate it here, killing 
people, innocent people. I hate everybody that works here. It’s un-catholic to kill a person 
just because of certain things that makes them individual!” 
 
“They all thought you were different, that you were like the rest, ruthless murderers, and we 
were as good as dead.  But I knew.  I knew you were different and that you wouldn’t let me 
go.  Your father may have disowned me by deciding that he didn’t want to be Jewish any 
more. But you, you are not Jewish – but you are putting you life on the line for us. And for 
that I speak for all of us when I say, thank you.” Heinrich looked exhausted, wrung out with 
emotion but stared at Hans with a  Grandfather’s love. 
 
“I’ll come for you tomorrow at noon.  I’ll make sure that you are not taken anywhere before 
then.! 
 
Sure enough, Hans went back the next day.  He got all eleven of them and started towards 
the edge of the camp.  If anybody questioned him about where he was taking them, the 
answer would always be “To the gas chambers, Sir”. 
 
He had just made it to the perimeter when there was a rather inquisitive guard who wanted to 
know where Hans was taking prisoners. Luckily for Hans, the guard was a newly employed 
soldier so therefore Hans was his superior and told him not to question the work of higher 
power.  After that close shave, he didn’t get spotted once whilst executing his plan.  Once 
Hans got as far as he was prepared to go, he bid his Grandfather farewell; gave him his luck 
and told them to head due east to Russia. 
 
Instead of heading back to the camp, he decided it would be best to go home and see his 
new born and his lovely Fiancée. “I hope Opa made it,” Hans thought to himself as he looked 
adoringly into the face of his son. 
 



There was a noise as the door and much more enthusiastically than last time.  He jumped to 
his feet and said, “It will only be the wind, I’ll get it,” he called to Elizabeth. Once he got to 
the door, he was surprised to find that it remained silent.  He had just started to turn around 
when there was another knock at the door.  He and reached for the door handle and pulled 
the door towards him. 
 
“Heir Mellendorf? May we speak to you?...” The deep voice of the SS officer rasped. 
 

 
 

 


