MAKING NOISE QUIETLY 
by Robert Holman


Helene tells a British soldier her experiences of true cruelty at the hands of a German soldier in the Nazi death camps.


HELENE:        He was a soldier.  A guard.  He was at the station when we arrived.  He even helped my mother by not pushing her.  I was ten years old.

He walked beside me through the gates.  Then there must have been a mistake because, at the hut we were taken to, we women and children had to get undressed in front of him.  He was so embarrassed.  I was too.  My mother told me not to be so silly.  Then a female guard arrived and the mistake was put right.  But a minute later a message came.  I was to get dressed.  I had to put on another girl's clothes because by now mine were at the bottom of the heap.  I so wanted to be clean that I cried.  My mother pushed me to the door.  She pushed me away.  I saw him outside.  I have tried to forget his kindness, but somehow it is impossible.

The next day he came and asked me what I liked to do.  I told him painting.  I made that up because it was really my brother who was the painter, but at the moment I could not think.  He brought me paper from his quarters and some crayons.  I had to draw him.  He smiled and pulled faces - I had to draw these too.  I was hiding my paper from him because of this lie.  But I liked him very much.  He told me his name was Kurt.  He was twenty four.

One day he took me to his billet.  My sketches were up on the wall by his bunk.  It was then he told me I had been lying to him.  But I sat down on the stool as usual.  And, with a little cane, he flicked at my legs as I drew.  He looked so, so angry.  I saw my friend Kurt for the first time.  I think he wanted me to cry but I could not because my body was so dried up.  We did not have tears.  He told me I would pay for what I had done.  He had my head shaved again.  I had to draw him, on my scalp, with a razor blade.

When I was better he had my head shaved again.
