
MOST HONORABLE JUDGES OF THE GERMAN SUPREME COURT, 

 

I believe there is no writer's pen or movie, not even a documentary, capable of describing 

what we Homeroi [forced laborers] experienced in the concentration camps of your country. 

But it is necessary for me to try, 51 years later, to submit my personal testimony on the 

tortures I went through. 

 

On April 23, 1944, the Security Battalions of Dagkoulas, collaborators of the Occupation 

Authorities, arrested me (Christos), along with my brothers Byron and Pericles. The reason: 

Pericles was listening to [British] radio broadcasts in a friend's house. Byron and I were 

transferred to the Pavlos Melas barracks [Thessaloniki] in May. Around the end of May or 

beginning of June we were boarded on a commercial train with 50-60 of us in each car. Each 

car served all purposes, including sleep and toilet. 

 

A young man of 25 at the time, with a degree in Mathematics, full of dreams, I experienced 

the horror of this trip up to the Concentration Camp Neungamme. Upon entering in groups 

of five we saw to our right piles of alive, emaciated people. We understood very well what 

was lying ahead for us. Indeed: an order was given through ferocious yells and gun beatings 

to move ahead without our luggage; we had brought our best clothes (suits, overcoats, etc) 

because we had been told that we would work there free. 

 

Further down: to strip ourselves naked! Still further: to hand in rings, watches, and jewelry. 

Next: bathing, hair cutting, prison uniform (with no underwear), a jacket, a pantalon, a hat, a 

loaf of bread, a spoon, wooden shoes, and a number to each of us. From that moment on I 

turned into a number: 32356. Group meal: plenty of water mixed with traces of potato flour. 

Next morning, at 5, rise with lashes, coffee, about 150 grams of bread for the entire 24-hour 

period. Labor: throwing pairs of bricks up to a height of 3-4 meters for 12 hours. Alas to 

anyone stopping to take a breath. The Kapo's whip would wreck him. This is how life went 

on, with the occasional exception of a hanging ceremony! 

 

I cannot remember with precision event dates after so many years; I think, however, that in 

September 1944 we were transported to the Concentration Camp Vechelde (Braunshcweig 

region). Labor: manufacturing bomb hulls, perhaps 250 kilograms each, in the factories of 

Hermann Goring Werke, via hydraulic pressure of many atmospheres. There were 17 people 

working at each press. A rotating oven of 6-8 spots was heating iron cubes until red-hot. A 

special pincer and driver would then take such a piece into the circular hole of the press. 

Coming into contact with air would make it catch rust of about 2 millimeters. My job was to 

hit the cube with a bar so that the rust (hot glasses) would fall off all the cube's edges on its 



way to the hole of the press. As the hot glasses were falling off they burned (sometimes) my 

pantalon and then my feet. On my left foot I have a third degree burn slightly above the 

ankle. 

 

A couple of words about the food: thin soups of potato flour or pea, etc. That is, for every 

calorie provided by our meal our body would burn, due to the work it did, more than two. 

We were melting like candles. A couple of times I saw 25-year old lads going crazy, 

screaming "I am hungry, I am hungry". 

 

Often in sub-freezing temperatures, at 4-5 in the morning, we would walk naked 200-300 

meters away for an outdoors steam bath, and naked we would return. One of the cruelest 

tortures was the roll call. Sometimes it would last for hours, in cold weather, under rain, 

frozen wind, and snow. Each week they were giving to every Homeros 3 grass cigarettes 

(Mahorka). I was not a smoker back then; I was giving them to other Greeks. Because I 

wasn't giving any cigarettes to him, a Kapo ordered me to strip down and constantly 

targeted my heart with freezing water out of a hose 1-2 inches thick. I started rotating about 

myself in order for my heart not to freeze and stop. This torture lasted at least one hour.         

 

A couple of times, some prisoners (Russians or Poles) escaped through bitter cold and thick 

darkness. The order was to lie down so that some SS guards would chase the escapees and 

the others would guard us. Many of us died right there... 

 

In mid-January 1945, at noon, the Allies bombed the factory. Work through the rubble 

started the next day. Each Kapo, together with a group of Homeroi, was assigned some task 

in the rubble. One of these tasks was the covering of the latticed iron roof, at a height of 8-

10 meters, with concrete slabs weighting 40-50 kilograms. One day a Kapo selected me for 

this job. As I was a shadow of a man, there was no way I could stand up to such a heavy duty 

job. With great effort I climb 1-2 stairs, then the slab falls off my armpit. I try to sneak into 

another group. The Kapo caught me and hit me with his glob everywhere. On the back of my 

head there are still traces of those hits.  

 

In March-April 1945 (since the Allies were getting close) they transported us in open railroad 

cars to the Concentration Camp Ravensbrueck. This trip lasted 6-7 days. The cold at night 

and our terrible exhaustion and weakness resulted into the majority of my car-mates found 

dead every morning. My brother Byron died during this trip (he was in another car). We 

arrived. Dysentery, diarrhea, and our inability to move resulted into soiling our beds and cell 

with feces.    

 



A few of us who could stand on their feet were forced to be present at the numerous and 

many-hours-lasting roll calls, so that we could be executed at some moment! The camp 

directors did have such an order, and it was followed in many concentration camps. I think 

that the Polish Homeros Dr. Moritz (a physician), who was fluent in 6-7 languages, talked the 

camp director into either not following the order or otherwise not excluding him. 

 

A Russian cavalry officer showed up in May 1945. We were free! For many their health 

situation was irreversible and they died en masse... When we were arrested I weighed 60 

kilograms; when I was set free I was down to 36 kilograms! That I was indeed Homeros 

number 32356 is proven by a Hellenic Red Cross document a copy of which I am attaching. 

 

I emphasize that in the concentration camps of your country every single moment of a 

Homeros' life was tightly knit with death. Consequences: psychological, familial, financial, 

professional, nightmares for many years. 

 

The above consist a very brief synopsis of my life in the concentration camps of your 

country. 

 

With every honor, 

 

Homeros 32356 

 

Christos Baloglou 


