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The Days of Kristallnacht

Dedicated to all of the Victims of Kristallnacht

Prologue

Kristallnacht (The Night of Broken Glass) was a very tragic time for the Jewish people. The Days of Kristallnacht is the story of a Jewish family who had to live through this tragedy. This family lives in a German and Jewish neighborhood. They own a store and the Germans are their rivals. Tziporah, a young Jewish girl of only eight travels the raging streets of Hamburg, Germany in 1938. Germans hated the Jews and the Germans wanted the Jews to be killed. This was the main reason for Concentration camps.

During World War II, there were tow large fighting areas known as the Pacific Theater and the European Theater. The Days of Kristallnacht was held in the European Theater. Hitler was the main enemy. He wanted all of the Jew to be killed, and he was the one who designed the “death camps” (Concentration Camps). Kristallnacht was an event that marked the ending of the many dead Jewish that participated in society. This was the start of Jews that went into hiding. The trigger for Kristallnacht was an assassination. Herschel Gryszpan, a 17-year-old Jew, planned to assassinate the German Ambassador of France, but because he was not in the Embassy, he settled for the Third Secretary, Ernst von Rath. Kristallnacht began the escalating violence against Jews.

The Pacific Theater was mainly America against Japan. It all started with the Japanese bombing Pearl Harbor. However, in the European Theater, Britain and France met Germany’s demands in order to avoid war. After Germany gained control of a few nations, the Allied Powers said enough. This sparked the beginning of the war.

Kristallnacht was a very big part of the war even bigger was the Holocaust. The Holocaust was the big picture around all of the killings of the Jews. Kristallnacht was just two days of the many years of Kristallnacht.

In The Days of Kristallnacht, a family of seven had to live through the hardships of being a Jewish family during World War II.

“Tziporah, could you help me over here, Tziporah’s mother, Esther, called from behind an almost empty shelf in their lonely storefront.

“I’m coming, mama,” she replied. Tziporah finished sweeping the now clean floor in their house area, and hurried to where her mother’s voice trailed off.

On November 8, 1938 it was a warm overcast day, and some of the boys were outside helping out their elderly father, but the exuberant girls stayed inside to clean and help out with the successful shop, seeing that it had closed at six. Not only was the Goslar’s building their shop, but it was also their home. Their shop was right in between two very unsuccessful German stores. Some wanted the Goslars to move, but the family tried to stand their ground. The Germans told the Goslars that they were driving the business away from the other shops; the shops that the Germans said would have been most successful.

Tziporah, being the liveliest of her family of seven, was also the youngest. Her parents, Daniel and Esther owned the store and kept it as well maintained as possible. Chana, Tziporah’s only other sister, who seemed to be a very young, boisterous 13-year-old girl, could be stubborn at any part of the day. Just one year younger than Chana was Yoel and Mishael, who were identical twins; however, they had completely different personalities. Yoel seemed to be adventurous, always finding something outrageous to do, and he could never sit still. On the other hand, Mishael laid on the complete opposite side of the turntable, quiet and withdrawn from the rest of the world. He liked to talk to himself, to keep himself company and he always seemed to be in another outside world. The youngest boy in the family was Shmuel, who seemed to change personalities, but otherwise, he accompanied other young Jewish boys, his friends, and was a quite well rounded kid.

Daniel and Esther tucked in the youngest kids, and Chana and her parents stayed up just a while longer. Chana would probably complain about how she had to go to bed so early. Then after putting up a fuss, she would doze off into a dreamy wonderland. She looked like the only one in the family that could not pass as a German. Everyone else in her family had lighter colored hair, but she had her grandmother’s her, very dark.

CRASH! The Goslar’s storefront window shattered into millions of pieces. It happened around two in the morning on November 9, 1938 and all of the children woke up with the sudden sound of a rock pummeling through the glass and hitting one of the shelves. The alarmed parents and children hurried to meet with each other, and they put on some clothes as quickly as possible. Their parents hushed them and scooted them out the back door of their house into an alley. Men’s voices roared and yelled in the front of the building.

The Goslars quietly crept in the alley, trying to be careful enough not to be caught by the Germans. Their family had planned for an attack, and they had practiced their exit and how they would act in front of the German civilians. They walked through the morning mist, joining in with the raging crowd of Germans. Even though it was a hard thing to do, Daniel threw a rock and hit one of the neighboring Jewish buildings. They threw rocks and screamed that the Jews were bad people. Joining in on the chants and the destruction helped them stay as camouflaged as possible.

When they had gotten to where friends or family lived, they would still yell, but they would not be part of the destruction of their property. They were a lucky family because most of the other Jewish families they saw were pulled out of their homes, wearing nothing but what they had worn to bed. Some nearby synagogues were burned with the German fire department only standing by to keep the flames from spreading to any nearby German buildings. Other sacred places such as cemeteries were vandalized. The Goslars passed by a family member’s grave and stopped to do a small little prayer, while keeping a lookout for German Gestapo forces.

Close by, a few Nazi soldiers were beating up a Jewish family, as their house and store were being burned to the ground. Before they burned it all down, they stole all of their goods and money.

All through the night, the sky lit up with a fiery-red color of the burning buildings, synagogues, and other Jewish buildings. The crackling of the fires, and the yells from the raging Germans lasted all through the night and into the morning. They had moved northward from the Goslar’s home, and were now moving in the other direction, not far from their family synagogue.

As Tziporah peered through the throng of people, she saw a German Gestapo soldier grabbing a near-by branch and lighting it on the house behind him. The next minutes were the longest minutes of her life. The stick was thrown at the synagogue, and inside were Jews. The Jews were burned, and the Goslar’s lay in the road on their knees, crying. The man who threw the stick started to laugh and move on to another Jewish building to do the same.

“What are you crying about? We just burned down a synagogue and those stupid Jews were killed!” a strong manly voice rejoiced. “Did you lose your mama? I could help you find her.”

Tziporah looked up from the ground and found that a young, noble German lad, she figured he couldn’t have been more than twenty, was looking at her. His beard looked like it hadn’t been shaven in over a week because small stubs were growing in. His rosy cheeks were crazed by the look of his eyes. They were not the firm ones like her papa had, but they were wild with a hint of burning hatred.

She couldn’t speak. She was afraid of the Germans, afraid that they would take her from her family, or take her family from her. She was afraid of being all left alone in the cold, bitter world that was controlled by none other than Hitler and his many German troops. She felt that the kindness in this man’s face would fade away once she spoke, like as if he would turn into some evil being, just waiting to pounce onto her childish figure, in the cold and darkness.

Her mother quickly found her, and Daniel and all of the other children followed, except for Chana. They searched and searched for her. But nonetheless, whatever they tried, they could not find her. When they finally gave up, which was in the mid-afternoon, they had figured she was gone forever, in the darkness that Tziporah had pictured.

They moved to a quieter area with a cobblestone walk. They then held hands and prayed. They prayed that Chana would be safe, and if they were ever sent to a concentration camp that they would be together. Shmuel asked for a moment of silence, but it wasn’t silent at all because there was weeping, and Yoel, who was known for always moving about, finally was still. This moment, this incident would change the way the family lived forever.

They walked out of the alley not knowing what was going to happen next. Silently, they walked though the clutter of the crowding people watching one of the Jewish cemeteries being vandalized. It was the same one where Tziporah’s grandmother was buried, Esther’s mother.

A German soldier pointed at them, and then there was a crowd gathering, the soldier still pointing his bayonet in their direction, his legs shoulder-width apart, as if he was standing his ground.

The crowd started to chant softly at first, then they got louder and louder as more joined in, “Jews… Jews… Jews…” How they found out they were Jews was a mystery. More soldiers came and pointed their bayonets at the poor family.

Trucks rolled up, and they boarded onto different trucks Esther, Daniel, Shmuel, and Tziporah entered one that headed for a workers’ Concentration Camp. But the worst fate was for Yoel and Mishael, not only were they separated from their family, but they were also twins, so they were going to be put into and experiment camp. Tziporah cried the whole way to the camp. They snuggled close together for comfort, as they peered at the different people riding the truck.

They were all Jews but most had batters and bruises, and scrapes and scars. There were aging old men and youthful kids; there were some that were strong, and some that she thought could barely hold their own weight. Some of the women seemed to have been living on the German’s wealthier side because they had the most beautiful clothes and complexion, but there were also some very poor, homely looking women, who were hideous looking and very frail. The truck had other assortments of people, like men with gentle reassuring faces, but there were also others with intimidating and terrifying faces, with a wide jaw and large muscles. Tziporah tried to stay away from them. Most of the Jews boarded the truck sluggishly, trying to savor their freedom for as long as they could.

A freedom like bright lights, Tziporah could only define freedom partially, for she had never fully lived it. Hitler had ruled her town for as long as she could remember. The freedom that she had once known was like the wind through her hair, and… she could not finish her thought, for she didn’t know what else freedom was. Her life had been full of “You dirty Jew!” and “Get out of my way!” Jews were nuisances to Germans. They were mainly a target of many of the Germans’ spit and anger.

Even though Shmuel could usually make people laugh, (he tried on the trip to their unknown fate), he could not console the group of helpless, lifeless people. The trip took many tormenting hours, almost more than one long day. Seeing they were swept off the streets, most of the passive Jews were without any belongings.

The trip ended at sunup and they reached the horrific sight of many Jews with flat, empty stomachs tilling the dry and barren land. A barbed wire fence lined a large plot of land. Around the armed gate, large watch towers with searchlights beamed, and over the gate hung an old worn and weathered sign reading:

Auschwitz-Birkenau

ARBEI MACHT FREI

In German it meant, “Work Will Make You Free.”

Rage dwelled in many Jews; they now knew that their fate was not only going to be hard work and torture, but worse, death. Who would have known this horrible fate? Kristallnacht eventually led to these horrific life endings.

Epilogue

After Kristallnacht, the Jews were made to pay for all of the damage expenses of the buildings and other Jewish sites that were vandalized. The Goslars never saw Chana again. Their life in Auschwitz-Birkenau left their family in ruins. Yoel and Mishael died tragically at an experiment camp; they tended to be first on the German’s list to die, after all, they happened to be twins. Tziporah and her mother died in the gas chambers only a few months before the war ended. However, her father and Shmuel were the only ones of the family to live through the war. David and Shmuel helped Jews that had nothing to got back to; after all, the Germans had taken homes and possessions.

