companmons. I spent only one night there, which I still re-
member as a nightmare; in the morning the corpses in the
bunks or sprawling on the floor could be counted by the
dozen.

The following day I was transferred to a smaller ward with
only twenty bunks; I lay in one of these for three or four days,
prostrated by a high fever, conscious only intermittently,
incapable of eating, and tormented by thirst.

On the fifth day the fever had disappeared. I felt as light as
a cloud, famished and frozen, but my head was clear, my eyes
and ears felt as if purified by the enforced vacation, and I was
able to re-establish contact with the world.

In the course of those few days a striking change had
occurred around me. It was the last great sweep of the scythe,
the closing of accounts; the dying were dead, in all the others
life was beginning to flow again tumultuously. Outside the
windows, despite the steady snowfall, the mournful roads of
the camp were no longer deserted, but teemed with a brisk,
confused and noisy ferment, which seemed to be an end in
itself. Cheerful or wrathful calls, shouts and songs rang out
till late at night. All the same, my attention, and that of my
neighbours in the nearby beds, rarely managed to escape
from the obsessive presence, the mortal power of affirmation
of the smallest and most harmless among us, of the most
innocent, of a child, of Hurbinek.

Hurbinek was a nobody, a child of death, a child of Ausch-
witz. He looked about three years old, no one knew anything
of him, he could not speak and he had no name; that curious
name, Hurbinek, had been given to him by us, perhaps by
one of the women who had interpreted with those syllables
one of the inarticulate sounds that the baby let out now and
again. He was paralysed from the waist down, with atrophied
legs, as thin as sticks; but his eyes, lost in his triangular and
wasted face, flashed terribly alive, full of demand, assertion,
of the will to break loose, to shatter the tomb of his dumbness.
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The speech he lacked, which no one had both?red to teafch
him, the need of speech charged his stare with explosive
UIgENcy: it was a stare both savage and human, even mature,

L]

a judgement, which none of us could support, so heavy was
it with force and anguish.

one of us, that is, except Henek ; he was in the bunk next

to me, a robust and hearty Hungarian boy of fifteen. Henek

spent half his day beside Hurbinek’s pallet. He was maternal
rath

er than Paternal; had our precarious coexistence lasted



of our hypotheses) it meant ‘to eat’ or, ‘bread’; or perhaps
‘meat’ in Bohemian, as one of us who knew that language
maintained.

Hurbinek, who was three years old and perhaps had been
born in Auschwitz and had never seen a tree ; Hurbinek, who
had fought like a man, to the last breath, to gain his entry into
the world of men, from which a bestial power had excluded
him ; Hurbinek, the nameless, whose tiny forearm — even his
- bore the tattoo of Auschwitz; Hurbinek died in the first
days of March 1945, free but not redeemed. Nothing remains
of him: he bears witness through these words of mine.

Henek was a good companion, and a perpetual source of
surprise. His name too, like that of Hurbinek, was artificial:
his real name, which was Konig, had been changed into
Henek, a Polish diminutive for Henry, by the two Polish
girls who, although at least ten years older than him, felt for
Henek an ambiguous sympathy which soon turned into open

desire.
Henek-Konig, alone of our microcosm of affliction, was

neither ill nor convalescent; in fact he enjoyed splendid
physical and spiritual health. He was of small stature and
mild aspect, but he had the muscles of an athlete; he was
affectionate and obliging towards Hurbinek and us, yet har-
boured sedate, sanguinary instincts. The Lager, a mortal
trap, a ‘bone-crusher’ for the others, had been a good school
for him; in a few months it had made of him a young carni-
vore, alert, shrewd, ferocious and prudent.

In the long hours we passed together he told me the chief
events of his short life. He was born and lived on a farm in
the middle of a wood in Transylvania, near the Rumanian
border. On Sundays, he and his father often went to the
woods, both with guns. Why with guns? To hunt? Yes, to
hunt; but also to shoot at Rumanians. And why shoot at
Rumanians? Because they are Rumanians, Henek explained
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