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Translation of part of Kiky Heinsius’ Diary of the time spent in the concentration camps, Vught, Ravensbrück and Dachau from Sept ‘44 till liberation April ‘45
To better understand the circumstances of this part of the Diary: These women were political prisoners, arrested for various acts against the German occupation of the Netherlands. This particular camp, Vught, is in a suburb of Den Bosch not far from the Belgian border. The women performed forced labor which they, when ever given the chance, would sabotage. There was no contact with the outside world, except for an occasional scrap of paper smuggled out through sympathetic Dutch prison guards. 

By early September 1944 the allied forces had advanced rapidly through France into Belgium and the liberation of the rest of North Western Europe appeared to be only a matter of weeks. Many German sympathizers and even soldiers started fleeing Holland, back to Germany, in particularly on the first Tuesday in September 1944, which is known as “Dolle Dinsdag” or “Mad Tuesday”. What these women and the rest of occupied Holland did not know, in this first week of September, was that the worst of the war, the winter of 1944/1945, was still to come and only the strong of body and spirit would survive.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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 “BEVRIJDING” (Liberation)
Concentration Camp Vught. 
Satellite prison camp for forced labor at the Michelin Factory in Den Bosch.

On the morning of September 5, 1944 we felt that our freedom was only days away. Jops kept talking about her dog, “Bobby”, Emmy was contemplating holding her little daughter, who she had to leave behind over a year ago, on her lap again. I was trying to imagine the look on the faces of my parents when I would suddenly stand before them again. Tony was very quiet; she could have been preoccupied about her Jewish husband who had been arrested at the same time as she was. 

Guards and Aufseherinen
 were nowhere to be seen and if one did enter the barracks they would be exceptionally courteous and friendly. No work was being done; we received coffee with cream and sugar from the SS kitchens and we sat and lit up a cigarette. 
A number of the women were exchanging each others home addresses. We sang songs now and then.

In the meantime we could hear the artillery fire getting closer and the windows rattle from the gun fire.

Rumors were making the rounds: The Red Cross was to take over the supervision of the camp at noon; next we would be brought into temporary shelter on neighboring farms. Everything was taken care of, all that the Germans needed to do was to get out of here; they were busy packing. It all sounded quite credible and the excitement was rising by the minute. Was it now a question of hours or days? And just how was it all to take place?  

But nobody had any doubts of the outcome. The allied forces clearly had the upper hand and the Germans would surely flee as soon as the liberators came closer.
Now we started to hear riffle fire coming from the adjoining part of the camp where the male prisoners were quartered. We at first thought that the allies were in a fire fight with the occupiers but the veterans among us knew better: these were executions. The S.S.
 had to perform their task quickly before going on the run. We could estimate the number of executions from the coups de grace which followed the automatic fire. There were many.

I was among the 100 odd women who were still working on that Friday in the gas mask factory in den Bosch and who were interned at this factory. In the morning the encouraging news that made the rounds was that the British forces were on their way: “They are already in Belgium”. The news apparently filtered down to us through the local (free) workers in the factory. Our reaction to the good news was to sing our songs repertoire, part of which we had composed amongst ourselves. This time the camp guards did not cut us off; we sensed that our singing put fear into our guards and the Germans.

We became increasingly bolder and our mood started to turn threatening to our captors. One of us dared to sing, at first with guarded hesitation, the first lines of the “Internationale” 
 but all hesitation fell away when it was followed up by the Wilhelmus 
.
Everything was in a great uproar in the factory; crates loaded full with gasmasks
 were being packed into boxcars. The machinery to produce the gasmasks was being disassembled and shipped out and finally even the German factory boss with his assistants mounted the train amongst our farewell jeers.

Now there was nothing left to do for us in the factor and were escorted back to our barracks long before the 12 hour workday had come to an end. 

That evening we stepped outside for a while and in the dusk we saw British fighter planes flying low over us. I could clearly make out the RAF emblem on the underside of their wings. Now any lingering doubt was erased, freedom was at hand. 

Later that evening we were all loaded in an assortment of vehicles and brought to the main camp in Vught; where all the prisoners were already asleep.  There were no empty beds so we just crawled in bed with whomever under muffled protest of the sleeping women.
What surprised us was that the mood of these women did not match our excitement. It turned out that little of the day’s good news had reached them yet. We quickly brought them up to date and for the rest of the night there was a whole lot more talking than sleeping going on.

So here we were all together in Vught waiting for the allied liberators.
It was now noontime. A hot meal was served from the SS kitchens and another round of coffee. The obvious intention was to give the liberators the idea that the conditions in the camp at Vught were quite humane; trying to cover up while awaiting the inevitable confrontations in this women concentration camp.

But the sounds of the artillery fire became weaker and weaker and by the end of the afternoon it had fallen silent. The firing squad executions had also come to an end. 
  

We attempted to keep up our courage by saying:”It’s just a pause in the fighting, it does not mean anything…”

The truth slowly became clearer to us that it was not because of us that they had advanced this rapidly but that they had more important targets than to free a few thousand men and women in a concentration camp.
That evening we were put back on our diet of sour tasting bread and the coffee was once again brown water without sugar.

Very early the next morning we were called out in formation on the main parade ground. We were all given a wool blanket and a loaf of bread and we were then escorted under heavy guard to one of the camp’s gates. A long line of cattle cars was waiting for us; the men
  had already been locked up in the front cars. 
The camp was empty, for sure, but we were not set free….

TRANSPORT TO GERMANY

We could feel that this was going to be a fateful development and in an effort to stay together, as the women from the rubber factory in Den Bosch, we intentionally had grouped together in the morning formation in Vught. I managed to get into the same cattle car with three of my closest friends and a good number of other women from Den Bosch. When the Germans had stuffed 80 women in our car they apparently felt that this was tight enough and then locked the doors. Eight cars were stuffed in this fashion and for the majority of the about 650 women this became their very first time to cross a border.
While most of the women were still trying to figure out what was happening to them I sat down on the floor and tried to sort out my thoughts and the events that were starting to unfold. Suddenly I heard a loud banging on the walls of the wagon. I quickly got on my feet: “what’s going on?” 
Instead of what I had first suspected, that the noise came from the outside, it turned out that several women were trying to remove the blind slats from the ventilation holes. They were using their wooden shoes to break the wooden slats. At first I thought that they were attempting to break out but that would have been impossible, the holes were far too small and the SS soldiers were all over the platform.

Then slowly I realized what they were trying to accomplish; with 80 women in a closed space the lack of fresh air could become a big problem. Their resolute initiative, not withstanding the racket they made, brought confidence and cohesion into the entire group. The message that they hammered with their wooden shoes into our ears and hearts was to not give up, to hang on, that we had not been defeated yet.
Their example inspired others into action as well. The loaves of bread were stacked together and one of the women was put in charge of the distribution. We moved the steel latrine barrel as far away as possible from the bread. There was no drinking water.

It was impossible for all of us to stretch out on the floor at the same time so that we divided ourselves into three groups to alternate on a schedule in standing up, sitting down and to lie down.  

The arrangements were now made and we were ready to get on with the transport. When the train pulled out we all sang “we laten de moed niet zakken” and similar songs of encouragement.
Lookouts posted at the tiny air holes reported to us every new turn the turn the train took. And in the first few hours these sightings gave us new hope. We were stopped for a while in Nijmwegen near the German border. Yet, instead of continuing eastward the train turned south again. There had to be a reason. One hour later some of the lookouts reported with conviction that they had seen signs “den Bosch”. Were we being returned to Vught? Was it already impossible to cross the border? We had been

en route for hours but we had not left Holland yet. It was not unimaginable that the allied troops or the Dutch resistance would intercept the train and come to set us free.

By concentrating our desires on these thoughts we must have wanted to lend a magical force to the course of events. What else was there for us to do? Our help had to come from the outside.

It was starting to get dark when the train suddenly came to a screeching stop; very abruptly as if some one had pulled the emergency brake.  There was loud yelling outside. We heard people run along the train and there were gun shots. This is it! 

An ambush. The Dutch resistance. They were not letting us down after all. They are here to spring us free.

After a while the running back and forth, along the rails, stopped. The train started moving again. The Dutch SS guard in charge of our wagon climbed aboard to tell us what had taken place outside. Three of the men prisoners had attempted to flee and had been shot dead and left along the tracks. The whole incident had barely taken 15 minutes. 
 

During the night while most of us were asleep the train crossed into Germany.

“Ravensbrück” we were told that morning by our guard: “You are going to Ravensbrück”. It sounded like a verdict. But it should not have surprised us. Where else should they take us but as far to the North as possible? That was to be the only way to keep us from being set free by the advancing allies as long as possible. We were utterly disgusted, nevertheless. In fact we were “evacuees from Vught”. Would not they take this into account? Maybe they will have a temporary reception center there, for us to stay till they decide where to take us.  Ravensbrück as our final destination just did not make sense. Moreover this could not be for long anyway because the allied forces are on their way.
This rationale served to keep up our hopes.

We had not had anything to drink since we left Vught, the previous morning. Our SS guard went out on the station, at the next stop, with some of our bowls and cups to get water for us. When he returned, with the assistance of some of the station personnel, a scuffle ensued. Everyone pushed forward to get a drink. The women who had lent their bowls and cups got into the scuffle to reclaim their property, the only items that they had been allowed to carry with them from Vught. A few fights broke out. The older women managed to bring us to our senses with a few stern and calming words. We looked at each other with feelings of embarrassment. What had gotten into us? Most of the precious little water ended up being spilled instead of shared amongst us. What had happened to our unity?

Our hearts were crying and cursed the Moffen
 who had brought us in this embarrassing situation. 
The war travelled right along with us.

When the guard would let in some air and open the cattle car doors, during the day, we could see the damage that allied bombardments had left behind. During the night when we passed through dark deserted railroad stations we could hear the sirens howling out warnings for an air attack. Bomb explosions could be heard, off in the distance. Stray bullets from air plane machine guns would spatter on the rail car roof like the sound of hail pellets. We kept going further and further in a northerly direction. How much further till we could get something to quench our nagging thirst?
The train stopped on the second night, around 3 in the morning. In the head of the train car doors were being pushed open. Commands were being shouted and we could hear the clanking of wooden shoes and boots. The men had reached their destination: Sachsenhausen. Their empty cattle cars were disconnected and in the remaining eight cars one could hear the women singing,  a farewell to the men. 

And the men said: “Listen, the women are singing”.

Around noon our journey also came to an end. It was September 8, 1944
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September 8, 2009
Note from Jack van Ommen: This is only a partial translation of more than 130 pages of type written pages of Kiky Heinsius’ memoires of the entire time of her arrest on February 1st 1944 till her liberation the end of April 1945.

My mother was arrested in April 1944 and was with Kiky from May ’44 in Den Bosch/Vught till liberation.

I plan to eventually translate the entire memoires into English. 

� Female guards, mostly German but also Dutch Nazis.


� Schutzsatffel=Elite Nazi combat forces





� The anthem of the International Communist party


� Dutch national anthem


� This was a Michelin tire factory. One of the acts of sabotage was for the women to press their nails in the rubber; invisible to the inspector but rendering the masks useless.


� At least 329 male prisoners are known to have been executed on Sept 4 and 5, 1944


� About 1500 men, most ended up in camp Sachsenhausen. The women, about 650, went to Ravensbrück 


� History reveals that three prisoners had broken out of the cattle car. But the SS immediately executed two of the remaining men on the spot as a reprisal and warning.


� Uncomplimentary name for Germans
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