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After several students applied for a chance to take 

part in the ‘Lessons From Auschwitz’ project Lucy 

and I were delighted to discover we had been 

chosen to represent the school. Our first glimpse of 

what the course would entail came at the 

orientation seminar at the Carlton Hotel in 

Edinburgh. There we met our project coordinator, Tom, a passionate person who clearly cared 

deeply about the trust. The seminar included a testimony for Eva Clarke, a woman who was born 

inside a concentration camp. She gave us the harrowing story of what happened to her family and in 

particular her mother. Fifteen members of her family were killed in Auschwitz.  She confirmed to me 

that all the stories of viciousness and hate were in fact true. Although I knew them to be fact it was 

still a shock to hear it for myself in person. After Eva’s harrowing testimony we were told about our 

visit to Poland and what to expect. It was a nice gesture but nothing can ever prepare you for the 

infamous death camp of Auschwitz Birkenau. 

Our first visit was to a Jewish cemetery in Oświęcim, the town invaded by the Nazis and turned into 

a concentration camp. At first glance it seems like a normal cemetery, if not a bit overgrown. But at 

further inspection you notice something odd, all the headstones are very close together. Tom then 

informed us that the reason for this was because none of the headstones represented final resting 

places. In their hatred the Nazis had destroyed the sacred Jewish ground. The cemetery was made 

into a memorial by the only Jewish man to return the town. Before the war Oświęcim had a vibrant 

Jewish community, all destroyed and now only a few remain. 

We drove to Auschwitz 1 in silence because of the shock we had all received. My head was in a 

trance of reflection and remembrance. When we arrived at Auschwitz 1 the sun was out and it was a 

beautiful day, sadly the place we were in did not represent the day. We walked round the brick 

buildings used as houses, this place was originally intended to be just a small concentration camp 

but the increasing paranoia of the Nazis forced them to expand. Each room we entered was a 

different experience. One room had posters to inform us of the atrocities committed there. Other 

rooms had suitcases, empty gas cans and personal belongings. The room with all the belongings was 

one of the most difficult to experience; it showed us that the people that had walked where we 

stood 70 years ago were just like us, they had fancy shoes, pocket watches, clothes and keys. This 

gave me a sense of connection and only increased the sadness I felt. The most difficult room for me 

was a room that had prosthetic legs, wheelchairs, crutches and walking sticks. There were so many 

and any person that came to Auschwitz with a disability was instantly killed, no time for explanation, 

or reasoning just instant death. 

Again in silence we drove to Auschwitz Birkenau, the infamous railway into the camp was the first 

thing I saw. Before entering the camp we went up the guard tower, what I witnessed astonished me. 

The size of the camp was unbelievable; any pictures I had seen did not portray it being this big. All 

you could see was wooden barracks for miles. The inside was just as shocking, it was a cramped 

space originally designed for animals. Or maybe it was designed for the people there, because that’s 

what they were seen as, animals. Half way round Tom stopped us and asked us who to blame, 



naturally we said whoever was involved. He then asked us if the train driver was to blame. Again we 

all said yes. But he made us see that he had no choice, he had his own family to support, his own life 

to protect. This made us all think about who was actually to blame, was it Hitler? Or was it the 

people who voted him to power? At the end of the day we heard a sermon from rabbi Marcus, he 

gave a new perspective on the matter and sang a Jewish hymn. While he was singing I found myself 

string at a rusty iron gate covered in barbed wire, an overwhelming sadness came over me as I 

thought of the pain the people suffered in the same spot that I was standing in. 

Having been giving time to rest and reflect on the day we met up again in Edinburgh for the follow 

up seminar. There we discussed our experiences and made a vow to share our experiences, a vow 

which I did not need, regardless I want to share what I witnessed and prevent it from happening 

again.  

 

 


