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tears in their eyes. But I have to confess here that only too
rarely had I the inner strength to make contact with my com-
panions in suffering and that I must have missed many op-
portunities for doing so.

We now come to the third stage of a prisoner's mental reac-
tions: the psychology of the prisoner after his liberation. But
prior to that we shall consider a question which the psychol-
ogist is asked frequently, especially when he has personal
knowledge of these matters: What can you tell us about the
psychological make-up of the camp guards? How is it possi-
ble that men of flesh and blood could treat others as so many
prisoners say they have been treated? Having once heard
these accounts and having come to believe that these things
did happen, one is bound to ask how, psychologically, they
could happen. To answer this question without going into
great detail, a few things must be pointed out:

First, among the guards there were some sadists, sadists
in the purest clinical sense.

Second, these sadists were always selected when a really
severe detachment of guards was needed.

There was great joy at our work site when we had permis-
sion to warm ourselves for a few minutes {(after two howrs of
work in the bitter frost) in front of a little stove which was fed
with twigs and scraps of wood. But there were always some
foremen who found a great pleasure in taking this comfort
from us. How clearly their faces reflected this pleasure when
they not only forbade us to stand there but turned over the
stove and dumped its lovely fire into the snow! When the 5§
took a dislike to a person, there was always some special man
in their ranks known to have a passion for, and to be highly
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specialized in, sadistic torture, to whom the unfertunate pris-
oner was sent. .

Third, the feelings of the majority of the guards had been
dulled by the number of years in which, in ever-increasing
doses, they had witnessed the brutal methods of the camp.
These morally and mentally hardened men at least refused to
take active part in sadistic measures. But they did not prevent
others from carrying them out.

Fourth, it must be stated that even among the guands
there were some who took pity on us. I shall only mention
the commander of the camp from which I was liberated. It
was found after the liberation-—only the camp doctor, a pris-
oner himself, had known of it previously—that this man had
paid no smaill sum of money from his own pocket in order to
purchase medicines for his priscners from the nearest mar-
ket town.! But the senior camp warden, a prisoner himself,

L. An interesting incident with reference to this S8 commander is in re-
gard to the attitude toward him of some of his Jewish prisoners. Atihe end of
the war when the American troops liberated the prisoners from our camp,
three young Hungarian Jews hid this commander in the Bavarian woods.
Then they went to the commandant of the American Forces who was veryea-
ger to capture this S5 commander and they said they would tel! him where
he was but only under certain conditions: the American commander must
promise that absolutely no harm would come to this man. After a while, the
American officer finally promised these young Jews that the S§ commander
when taken into captivity would be kept safe from harm. Not only did the
American officer keep his promise but, as a matter of fact, theformer S5 com-
mander of this concentration camp was in a sense restored to his command,
for he supervised the collection of clothing among the neatby Bavarian vi-
lages, and its distribution to all of us who at that time still wore the clothes
we had inherited from other inmates of Camp Auschwitz who were not
as fortunate as we, having been sent to the gas chamber immediately upon
their arrival at the railway station. ’
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had gone through could stili be an asset to us in the future. meaning. I told my comrades (who lay motionless, although
And I quoted from Nietzsche: “Was mich nicht umbringt, ] occasionally a sigh could be heard) that human life, under
macht mich stdrker.” (That which does not kill me, makes me i any circumstances, never ceases to havea meaning, and that
stronger.) | this infinite meaning oflife includes suffering and dying, pri-
4 Then 1 spoke about the future. I said that to the impartial i vation and death. I asked the poor creatures who listened to
the future must seem hopeless. I agreed that each of us could ¢ meattentively in the darkness of the hut to face up to the se-
guess for himself how small were his chances of survival. I riousness ofour position. They must notlose hopebutshould
told them that although there was still no typhus epidemic keep their courage in the certainty that the hopelessness of
in the camp, I estimated my own chances at about one in - our struggie did not detract from jts dignity and its mean-
twenty. But I also told them that, in spite of this, I had no in- ing. I said that someone looks down on each of us in difficule
tention of losing hope and giving up. For no man knew what hours—a friend, a wife, somebody alive or dead, or a God—
the future would bring, much less the next hour, Even if we and he would not expect us to disappoint him. He would
could not expect any sensationat military events in the next hope to find us suffering proudly—nat miserably—knowing
few days, who knew better than we, with our experience of § howtodie.
camps, how great chances sometimes opened up, quite sud- , And finally I spoke of our sacrifice, which had meaning in
denly, at least for the individual. For instance, one might eévery case. It was in the nature of this sacrifice that it should
be attached unexpectedly to a special group with exception- appear t0 be pointless in the normal world, the world of
ally good working conditions—for this was the kind of thing - material success. But in reality our sacrifice did have a mean-
which constituted the “luck” of the prisoner. ing. Those of us who had any religious faith, I said frankly,
i ButIdid not only talk of the future and the veil which was could understand without difficulty. I told them of a comrade
, drawn over it. { also mentioned the Ppast; al its joys, and how who on his arrival in camp had tried to make a pact with
Its light shone even in the present darkness. Again I quoted Heaven that his suffering and death should save the human
d poet—ito avoid sounding like a preacher myself—who had being he loved from a painful end. For this man, suffering and
i written, “Was Du erlebst, kann keine Macht der Welt Dir death were meaningful; his was a sacrifice of the deepest
i rauben.”(Whatyou have experienced, no power on earth can significance. He did not want to die for nothing. None of us
take from you.) Not only our experiences, but afl we have wanted that.
done, whatever great thoughts we may have had, and all we The purpose of my words was to find a full meaning in
i have suffered, all this is not lost, though it is past; we have our life, then and there, in that hut and in that practically
brought itinto being. Having been is also a kind of being, and hopeless situation. I saw that my efforts had been successful.
perhaps the surest kind. When the electric bulb flared up again, I saw the miserable
Then I spoke of the many opportunities of giving life a  figures of my friends limping toward me to thank me with
—

]
!
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impossibility of replacing a person is realized, itallows the re-

sponsibility which a man has for his existence and its contin-
uance to appear in all its magnitude. A man who becomes
conscious of the responsibility he bears toward a hurman be-
ingwho affectionately waits for him, or toan unfinished work,
will never be able to throw away his life. He knows the “why”

for his existence, and will be able to bear almost any “how." §

The opportunities for collective psychotherapy were natu- §

rally limited in camp. The right example was more effective

than words could ever be. A senior block warden who did not ]

side with the authorities had, by his just and encouraging
behavior, a thousand opportunities to exert a far-reaching
mora! influence on those under his jurisdiction. The imme-
diate influence of behavior is always more effective than that
of words. But at times a word was effective too, when men-
tal receptiveness had been intensified by some outer circum-
gstances. I remember an incident when there was occasion for

psychotherapeutic wotk on the inmates of a whole hut, due §

to an intensification of their receptiveness because of a cer-
tain external situation.

It had been a bad day. On parade, an announcement had ¥
been made about the many actions that would, from then on, 3

be regarded as sabotage and therefore punishable by im-

mediate death by hanging. Among these were crimes suchas §

cutting small strips from our old blankets (in order to impro-
vise ankle supports) and very minor “thefts.” A few days pre-
viously a semi-starved prisoner had broken into the potato
store to steal a few pounds of potatoes. The theft had been
discovered and some prisoners had recognized the “burglar.”
When the camp authorities heard about it they ordered that
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the guilty man be given up to them or the whole camp would
starve for a day. Naturally the 2,500 men preferred to fast.
On the evening of this day of fasting we lay in our earthen
huts—in a very low mood. Very littte was said and every word
sounded irritable. Then, to make matters even worse, the
light went out. Tempers reached their lowest ebb. But our

senior block warden was a wise man. He improvised a little

talk about all that was on our rinds at that moment. He
talked about the many comrades who had died in the last
few days, either of sickness or of suicide. But he also men-
tioned what may have been the real reason for their deaths:
giving up hope. He maintained that there should be some
way of preventing possible future victims from reaching this
extreme state. And it was to me that the warden pointed to
give this advice.

God knows, I was not in the mood to give psychological
explanations or to preach any sermons—to offer my com-
rades a kind of medical care of their souls. I was cold and hun-
gry, irritable and tired, but I had to make the effort and use
this unique opportunity. Encouragement was now more nec-
essary than ever.

So I began by mentioning the most trivial of comforts
first. I said that even in this Europe in the sixth winter of
the Second World War, our situation was not the most terrible
we could think of. I said that each of us had to ask himself
what irreplaceable losses he had suffered up to then. i spec-
ulated that for most of them these losses had really been few.
Whoever was still alive had reason for hope. Health, family,
happiness, professional abilities, fortune, position in society
—-all these were things that could be achieved again or re-
stored. After all, we still had all our bones intact. Whatever we
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E@w@wmnrmﬁmw mcm.mznm as his task; Em m.wmm(_nmm@.mﬂnmo
task. He will have to acknowledge the fact that even in suffer-

inghe is unique and alone in the universe. No one can relieve

him of his suffering or suffer in his place. Emﬂwmnmm‘ oppor-

R,

tunity lies in the way in which he bears his burden.

For us, as prisoners, these thoughts were not speculations
far removed from reality. They were the only thoughts that
could be of help to us. They kept us from despair, even when
there seemed to be no chiance of coming out of it alive. Long
ago we had passed the stage of asking what was the mean-
ing oflife, a naive query which understands life as the attain-
ing of some aim through the active creation of something of
value. For us, the meaning of life embraced the wider cycles
of life and death, of suffering and of dying.

Once the meaning of suffering had been revealed to us, we
refused to minimize or alleviate the camp’s tortures by ignor-
ing them or harboring false illusions and entertaining artifi-
cial optimism. Suffering had become a task on which we did
not want to turn our backs. We had realized its hidden op-
portunities for achievement, the opportunities which caused
the poet Rilke to write, “Wie viel ist aufzuleiden!” (How much
suffering there is to get throughl). Rilke spoke of “getting
through suffering” as others would talk of “getting through
work.” There was plenty of suffering for us to get through.
Therefore, it was necessary to face up to the full amount of
suffering, trying to keep moments of weakness and furtive
tears to a minimum. But there was no need to be ashamed of
tears, for tears bore witness that a man had the greatest of

courage, the courage to suffer. Only very few realized that.
Shamefacedly some confessed occasionally that they had
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wept, like the comrade who answered my question of how he
had gotten over his edema, by confessing, “I have wept it out
of my system.”

The tender beginnings of a psychotherapy or psychohygiene

ﬂ were, when they were possible at all in the camp, either in-

dividual or collective in nature. The individual psychothera-
peutic-atternpts were often a kind of “lifesaving procedure.”
These efforts were usually concerned with the prevention
of suicides. A very strict camp ruling forbade any efforts to
save a man who attempted suicide. It was forbidden, for ex-
ample, to cut down a man who was trying to hang himself.
Therefore, it was all important to prevent these attempts from
occurring. )

. I remember two cases of would-be suicide, which bore a
b striking similarity to each other. Both men had talked of their
' intentions to commit suicide. Both used the typical argurnent
 —they had nothing more to expect from life. In both cases it
 was a question of getting them to realize that life was still ex-

R

pecting something from them; something in the future was

expected of them. We found, in fact, that for the one it was his
child whom he adored and who was waiting for him in a for-
eign country. For the other it was a thing, not a person. This

written a series of books which

—

man was a scientist and had
still needed to be finished. His work could not be done by
- anyone else, any more than another person could ever take
the place of the father in his child's affections.

This uniqueness and singleness which distinguishes each.
individual and gives a meaning to his existence has abearing
on creative work as much as it does on human love.When the
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The observations of this one case and the conclusion
drawn from them are in accordance with something that was
drawn to my attention by the chief doctor of our concentra-
tion camp. The death rate in the week between Christmas,
1944, and New Year's, 1945, increased in camp beyond all pre-
vious experience. In his opinion, the explanation for this
increase did not lie in the harder working conditions or the
deterioration of our food supplies or a change of weather or
new epidemics. It was simply that the inajority of the prison-
ers had lived in the naive hope that they would be home
again by Christmas. As the time drew near and there was
no encouraging news, the prisoners lost courage and disap-
pointment overcame them. This had a dangerous influence
on their powers of resistance and a great number of them
died.

As we said before, any attempt to restore a man's inner -

strength in the camp had first to succeed in showing him
some future goal. Nietzsche's words, “He who has a why to
live for can bear with almost any #ow,” couid be the guiding
motto for all psychotherapeutic and psychohygienic efforts
regarding prisoners. Whenever there was an opportunity for
it, one had to give them a why—an aim—for their lives, in or-
der to strengthen them to bear the terrible how of their exis-
tence. Woe to him who saw no more sense in his life, no aim,
no purpose, and therefore no point in carrying on. He was
saon lost. The typical reply with which such a man rejected alt
encouraging arguments was, “I have nothing to expect from
life any more.” What sort of answer can one give to that?
What was really needed was a fundamental change in our
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attitude toward life. We had to leam ourselves and, further-
more, we had to teach the despairing men, that iz did not re-
ally matter what we expected from life, but rather what life
expected from us. We needed to stop asking about the mean-
ing oflife, and instead to think of ourselves as those who were
being questioned by life—daily and hourly. Gur answer must

~ consist, not in talk and meditation, but in right action and in

right conduct. Life ultimately means taking the responsibil-
ity to find the right answer to its problems and to fulfill the

— m———

Smwm which it constantly sets for each E&SQ:E
gﬁ! meaning of life, differ from
man to man, and from moment to moment. Thus it is impos-
sible to define the meaning of life in a general way. Questions
about the meaning of life can never be answered by sweep-
ing statements. “Life” does not mean something vague, but
something very real and concrete, just as life's tasks are also
very real and concrete. They form man's destiny, which is dif-
ferent and unique for each individual. No man and no destiny
can be compared with any other man or any other destiny. No
situation repeats itself, and each situation cails for a different
response. Sometimes the situation in which a man finds him-
self may require him to shape his own fate by action. At other
tires it is more advantageous for him to make use of an op-
portunity for contemplation and to realize assets in this way.
Sometimes man may be required simply to accept fate, to
bear his cross. Every situation is distinguished by its unique-
ness, and there is always only one right answer to the prob-
lem posed by the situation at hand.
When a man finds that it is his destiny to suffer, he will

I

.
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became the object of an interesting psychoscientific study
undertaken by myself. What does Spinoza say in his Ethics?
—Affectus, qui passio est, desinit esse passio simulatque eius
claram et distinctam formarmus ideam.” Emotion, which is
suffering, ceases to be suffering as soon as we form a clear

and precise picture of it.

The prisoner who had lost faith in the future—his future—
was doomed. With his loss of belief in the future, he also lost
his spiritual hoid; he let himself decline and became subject
to mental and physical decay. Usually this happened quite
suddently, in the form of a crisis, the symptoms of which were
familiar to the experienced camp inmate. We all feared this
moment—not for ourselves, which would have been point-
less, but for our friends. Usually it began with the prisoner re-
fusing one morning to get dressed and wash or to go out on
the parade grounds. No entreaties, no blows, no threats had
any effect, He just lay there, hardly moving. If this crisis was
brought about by an illness, he refused to be taken to the sick-
bay or to do anything to help himseif. He simply gave up.
There he remained, lying in his own excreta, and nothing
bothered him any more.

1 once had a dramatic demonstration of the close link be-
tween the loss of faith in the future and this dangerous giving
up. F——, my senior block warden, a fairly well-known com-
poser and librettist, confided in me one day: “I would like
to tell you something, Doctor. I have had a strange dream. A
voice told me that 1 could wish for something, that I should
only say what I wanted to know, and all my questions would
be answered. What do you think I asked? That I would like
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to know when the war would be over for me. You know what
I mean, Doctor—for me! I wanted to know when we, when
our camp, would be liberated and our sufferings come to
anend.”

“And when did you have this dream?” I asked.

“In February, 1945,” he answered. It was then the begin-
ning of March.

“What did your drearn voice answer?”

Furtively he whispered to me, “March thirtieth.”

When F—— told me about his dream, he was still full
of hope and convinced that the voice of his dream would be
right. But as the promised day drew nearer, the war news
which reached our camp made it appear very unlikely that we
would be free on the promised date. On March twenty-ninth,
F~— suddenly became ill and ran a high temperature. On
March thirtieth, the day his prophecy had told him that the
war and suffering would be over for him, he became delirious
and lost consciousness. On March thirty-first, he was dead.
To all outward appearances, he had died of typhus.

Those who know how close the connection is between the
state of mind of a man—his courage and hope, or lack of
them—and the state of immunity of his body will understand
that the sudden loss of hope and courage can have a deadly
effect. The ultimate cause of my friend’s death was that the
expected liberation did not come and he was severely disap-
pointed. This suddenly lowered his body’s resistance against
the latent typhus infection. His faith in the future and his will
to live had become paralyzed and his body fell victim to ill-
ness—and thus the voice of his dream was right after all.
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camp life, opportunities which really did exist. Regarding our
“provisional existence” as unreal was in itself an important
factor in causing the prisoners to lose theirhold on life; every-
thing in a way became pointless. Such people forgot that of-
ten it is just such an excep ionally difficult external situation

e St =
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which gives man the @bmﬂ&%ﬁ%@ﬁ@mﬁ?&wv@n&n

ﬁmmwimfmw_bmﬁmm& of taking the cainp’s difficulties as a test of
“their inner strength, they did not take their life seriously and
despised it as something of no consequence, ,me preferred
to close their eyes and to live in the past. Life for such people
became meaningless.

Naturally only a few people were capable of reaching great
spiritual heights. But a few were given the chance to attain
“human greatness even through their apparent worldiy fail-
ure and death, an accomplishment which in ordinary cir-
cumstances they would never have achieved. To the others of
us, the mediocre and the half-hearted, the words of Bismarck
could be applied: “Life is like being at the dentist. You always
think that the worst is still to come, and yet it is over already.”
Varying this, we could say that most men in a concentration
camp believed that the real opportunities of life had passed.
Yet, in reality, there was an opportunity and a challenge. One
could make a victory of those experiences, turning life into an
inner triumph, or one could ignore the challenge and simply
vegetate, as did a majority of the prisoners.

Any attempt at fighting the camp’s psychopathological in-
fluence on the prisoner by psychotherapeutic or psycho-
hygienic methods had to aim at giving him inner strength by
Pointing out to.him a future goal to which he could look for-

ward. Instinctively some of the prisoners attempted to find’
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one on their own. It is a peculiarity of man that he can only

—— e

live by looking to the future —sup specie aeternitatis. And this

is his saivation in the most difficult momerits 6F Em..smwﬁmunw‘. )

atthough he sometimes ias io force hiis mind to the) n..m_r T
T remember a personal experience. Almost in tears from

pain (1 had terrible sores on my feet from wearing torn shoes),

- Ilimped & few kilometers with our long column of men from

the camp to cur work site. Very cold, bitter winds struck us, T
kept thinking of the endless little problems of our miserable
life. What would there be to eat tonight? If a piece of sausage
came as extra ration, should I exchange it for a piece of bread?
Should I trade my last cigarette, which was left from a bonus
I received a fortnight ago, for a bowl of soup? How could I get
a piece of wire to replace the fragment which served as one of
my shoelaces? Would I get to our work site in time to join my
usual working party or would I have to join another, which
might have a brutal foreman? What could [ do to get on good
terms with the Capo, who could help me to obtain work in
camp instead of undertaking this horribly long daily march?
I became disgusted with the state of affairs which com-
pelled me, daily and hourly, to think of only such trivial
things. I forced my thoughts to turn to another subject. Sud-
denly I saw myseif standing on the platform of a well-lit,
warm and pleasant lecture room. In front of me satan atten-
tive audience on comfortable upholstered seats. | was giving
a lecture on the psychology of the concentration camp! All
that oppressed me at that moment became objective, seen
and described from the remote viewpoint of science. By this
method I succeeded somehow in rising above the situation,
above the sufferings of the moment, and I observed them
as if they were already of the past. Both I and my troubles
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ences, agree that the most depressing influence of all was that
a prisoner could not know how long his term of imprison-
ment would be. He had been given no date for his release.
(In our camp it was pointiess even to talk about it.) Actually
a prison term was not only uncertain but uniimited. A well-
known research psychologist has pointed out that life in a
concentration camp could be called a “provisional exis-

tence.” We can add to this by defining it as a “provisional ex-

————

istence of unknown limit.”

New arrivals usually knew nothing about the conditions
ata camp. Those who had come back from other camps were
obliged to keep silent, and from some camps no one had re-
turned. On entering camp a change took place in the minds
of the men. With the end of uncertainty there came the un-
certainty of the end. It was impossible to foresee whether or

.IWI:I.].I-I!I'{{;IJI( e
érmn_ ifat all, this form of existence would end,

gmmmwseﬂcwmwﬂmfw%&a%m.&m?mm the osa or the fin-
ish, and a goal to reach. A man who could not see the end of
his “provisional existence” was not abie to aim at an ultimate
goal in life. He ceased living for the future, in contrast to a
man in normal life, Therefore the whole structure of his inner
life changed; signs of decay set in which we know from other
areas of life. The unemployed worker, for example, isinasim-
ilar position. His existence has become provisional and in
acertain sense he cannot live for the future or aim at a goal.
Research work done on unemployed miners has shown that
they suffer from a peculiar sort of deformed time—inner
time—which is a resuit of their unemployed state. Prisoners,
too, suffered from this strange “time-experience.” In camp, a
small time unit, a day, for example, filled with hourly tortures
and fatigue, appeared endless. A larger time unit, perhaps
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a week, seemed to pass very quickly. My comrades agreed
whenIsaid that in camp a day lasted longer than a week. How
paradoxical was our time-experience! In this connection we
are reminded of Thomas Mann's The Magic Mountain, which
contains some very pointed psychological remarks. Mann
studies the spiritual development of people who are in an
analogous psychological position, i.e., tuberculosis patients
in a sanatorium who also know no date for their release. They
experience a similar existence—without a future and without
agoal.

One of the prisoners, who on his arrival marched with a
long column of new inmates from the station to the camp,
told me later that he had felt as though he were marching
at his own funeral. His life had seemed to him absolutely
without future. He regarded it as over and done, as if he had
already died. This feeling of lifelessness was intensified by
other causes: in time, it was the limitlessness of the term of
imprisonment which was most acutely felt; in space, the nar-
row limits of the prison. Anything outside the barbed wire be-
came remote—out of reach and, in a way, unreal. The events
and the people outside, all the normal life there, had a ghostly
aspect for the prisoner. The ouiside life, that is, as much as he
could see of it, appeared to him almost as it might have to a
dead man who fooked at it from another world.

A man who let himself decline because he could not see
any future goal found himself occupied with retrospective
thoughts. In a different connection, we have already spoken
of the tendency there was to look into the past, to help make
the present, with all its horrors, less real. But in robbing the
present ofits reality there lay a certain danger. It became easy
to overlook the opportunities to make something positive of
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prisoners only a few kept their full inner liberty and obtained
those values which their suffering afforded, but even one
such example is sufficient proof that man's inner strength
may raise him above his outward fate. Such men are not only
in concentration camps. Everywhere man is confronted with
fate, with the chance of achieving something through his own
suffering.

-~ Take the fate of the sick—especially those who are incur-
ablo T once read a letter written by & young invalid, in which
“hie told a friend that he had just found out he would not live
forlong, that even an operation would be of no help. He wrote
further that he remembered a film he had seen in which a
man was portrayed who waited for death i hin a courageous and
dignified way. The boy had thought ta great mnnoEm.wmm-
ment to meet death so well. Now—he wrote—fate was offer-
ing him a similar chance.

Those of us wha saw the film called Resurrection—taken
from a book by Tolstoy—vyears ago, may have had similar
thoughts. Here were great destinies and great men. For us,
at that time, there was no great fate; there was no chance to
achieve such greatness. After the picture we went to the near-
est café, and over a cup of coffee and asandwich we forgot the
strange metaphysical thoughts which jfor one moment had
crossed our minds. But when we ourselves were confronted
with a great destiny and faced with the decision of meeting it
with equal spiritual greatness, by then we had forgotien our
youthful resolutions of long ago, and we failed.
~ Perhaps there came a day for some of us when we saw
the same film again, or a similar one. But by then other pic-
tures may have simuitaneously unrolled before one’s inner
eye; pictures of people who attained much more in their lives
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than a sentimental film could show. Some details of a partic-
ular mar'’s inner greatness may have come to one’s mind, like
the story of the young woman whose death I witnessed in a
concentration camp. It is a simple ﬁc@. There is little to tell
and it may sound as if I had invented it; but to me it seems
like a poem.

This young woman knew that she would die in the next
few days. But when I talked to her she was cheerful in spite of
this knowledge. “I am grateful that fate has hit me so hard,”
she told me. “In my former life I was spoiled and did not take
spiritual accomplishments seriously.” Pointing through the
window of the hut, she said, “This tree here is the only friend
1 have in my loneliness.” Through that window she could see
just one branch of a chestnut tree, and on the branch were
two blossoms. “I often talk to this tree,” she said to me. I was
startled and didn't quite know how to take her words. Was she
delirious? Did she have occasional hallucinations? Anxiously
I asked her if the tree replied. “Yes.” What did it say to her?
She answered, “It said to me, ‘I am here—I am here—I am life,
eternal life.””

We have stated that that which was ultimately responsible
for the state of the prisoner’s inner self was not so much the
enumerated psychophysical causes as it was the result of a
free decision. Psy chological observations of the prisoners

rmﬁ shown that c:@ the men who allowed their inner hold

on their moral and mvﬁﬂm& mm?mm to mccmam ‘eventually fell

,mmemvm,c;Em ntvm nmmgmnmmam influences. The question

now arises, what could, or should, have noumEEmn this “in-
ner hold”?

Former prisoners, when writing or relating their experi-






