
From Auschwitz to Bisingen 

Stanislaw Sagan, born in Warsaw in 1926, was arrested and deported to Auschwitz after 
the break down of the Warsaw Uprising in 1944. On the first transport of prisoners he left 
Auschwitz for Bisingen where they arrived on August 24th, 1944. Today Mr. Sagan lives in 
Toronto/Canada. In his autobiography “Food Carriers Out” he describes his arrival in 
Bisingen: 

“On the fourth day of our journey the train stops suddenly. It is August 24th. The guards jump 
off the train and shout: `Raus, raus, schnell alles raus!!! (Get out, quickly)` (…) Having 
jumped out as quickly as possible I realize that the train has stopped in the midst of a field, 
no buildings, no station and no camp to be seen anywhere. I also notice that the train which 
consists of at least 20 freight wagons is surrounded by men wearing German uniforms, each 
of whom carrying a gun which looks like a relic from WW1. (…) 

But still they are the masters, at least to us. They shout, with quite insecure voices though, 
and try to divide us into rows of five each. The inevitable counting begins. The calculation 
capacities of these old veterans is even less than that of the SS in Auschwitz. It takes about 
an hour until they manage to count up to 1000. 

                        ID card of Stanislaw Sagan, 1947, private property   

While this procedure is going on I take the opportunity to look around. It is a sunny day and 
the fragrance of the fields is intoxicating. No smoke and no ashes as in Auschwitz. I am in 
good mood. (…) When the counting was done we started to walk.  We had to walk almost for 
an hour until we reached our destination. I can see tents and two wooden barracks. I will 
soon get to know that one of them hosts the camp´s kitchen and the other one serves as 
accommodation for the SS guards. There is neither barbed wire nor watch towers and if it 
was not for the hunger and the fatigue it could be a tourist resort. It is not. We are in 
Bisingen, a “Arbeitskommando” of the concentration camp Natzweiler. (…) I cannot fall 
asleep for a long time. It seems that life is not more humane than in Auschwitz. It was just a 
tiny spark of hope when I saw the old guards and smelled the fresh grass. This hope has 
vanished. I realize that we are confronted with the same Germans as in Auschwitz and 
Warsaw and that the guard´s age and the environment has nothing to do with humanity.” 

By Christine Glauning – English-Transaltion Judith Rentschler, Bisingen 

 


