Excerpts from 

Night & Fog (1955)
directed by Alain Resnais

[Scene 3 “Another Planet”]

First sight of the camp. It is another planet.

"For the sake of hygiene," they are delivered to the camp stark naked, these men who have already been humiliated.

Shaved, tattooed, numbered, dressed in blue striped uniforms, caught up in the game of a still incomprehensible hierarchy, sometimes classified as Nacht und Nebel—Night and Fog. 

Political deportees with their red triangles meet the green triangles: common criminals, masters in the ranks. 

Above them, the Kapo. Almost always: a common criminal.

Still higher: the S.S., the untouchable. One addresses him from four yards away.

Highest of all: the Commandant. From afar he presides over the rites. He pretends to know nothing of the camp.

And who does know anything? Is it in vain that we in our turn try to remember. What remains of the reality of these camps—despised by those who made them, incomprehensible to those who suffered here? These wooden barracks, these beds where three people slept, these burrows where people hid, where they furtively ate, and where sleep itself was perilous.

No description, no picture can restore their true dimension: endless, uninterrupted fear. We would need the very mattress where scraps of food were hidden, the blanket that was fought over, the shouts and curses, the orders repeated in every tongue, the sudden appearance of the S.S., seized with a desire for a spot check or for a practical joke. Of this brick dormitory, of these threatened sleepers, we can only show you the shell, the shadow.

Here is the setting: buildings that might be stables, garages, workshops. A piece of land that's become a wasteland, an autumn sky indifferent to everything.

This is all that is left us to evoke a night shattered by screams, by inspections, by lice, a night of chattering teeth. Get to sleep quickly.

Waking at the crack of dawn, they stumble over one another, looking for stolen belongings. The interminable roll call in the Appelplatz. Those who died in the night always confuse the bookkeeping. An orchestra plays a march from some operetta at the time to leave for the quarry or the factory.

Work in the snow that soon becomes frozen mud. Work in the August sun— thirst and dysentery. 

Three thousand Spaniards died building this staircase that leads to the Mauthausen quarry.

Work in the underground factories. Month after month, they burrow, they bury, they hide, they kill. The factories all have women's names: Dora, Laura.

But these foreign workmen who weigh seventy pounds are unreliable. The S.S. watches them, supervises them. He reassembles, inspects them, and searches them before they return to camp. Signs in rustic style direct everyone home. The Kapo has only to count the day's victims.

The deportee returns to the obsession which rules his life and dreams: food.

Soup. Each spoon is priceless. One spoon less is one less day to live. You swap two or three cigarettes for a pan of soup. Many are too weak to defend their ration against thieves. 

They wait for the mud or snow to take them. At last to stretch out somewhere, anywhere, and at least have one's death to oneself.

The latrines and their approaches. Skeletons with babies' bellies came here seven or eight times a night. The soup guaranteed that. Woe to him who met a drunken Kapo in the moonlight. They watched one another in fear, on the lookout for the familiar symptoms. "To pass blood" was the sign of death. The black market: clandestine buying there, clandestine selling there; even clandestine killing there. You met with your friends there, exchanged news and rumors, organized resistance groups. A society took shape, made in the image of terror. Less mad though than that of the S.S. whose precepts ran:

REINLICHKEIT IST GESUNDHEIT. "Cleanliness is health." 

ARBEIT MACHT FREI. "Work is freedom." 

JEDEM DAS SEINE. "To each his due." 

EINE LAUS DEIN TOD! "A louse means death!" What about an S.S. man then?

Each camp has its surprises: a symphony orchestra. A zoo. Hothouses where Himmler cultivates 

delicate plants. Goethe's oak tree at Buchenwald. They built the camp around it, because they 

respected the oak tree.

An orphanage, transient but constantly replenished. A barracks for the disabled. Then the real world of peaceful landscapes, the world of the past, it seems far off— yet not so far.

For the deportee it was an image. He belonged only to this finite, closed universe defined by watchtowers from which the conduct of the camp was studied by soldiers constantly watching the deportees and, on occasion, killing them out of boredom. 

Anything is a pretext for bullying, for punishment. For humiliation, the roll call lasts two hours. A badly made bed means twenty lashes of the cane. Pass unnoticed. Make no sign to the gods. 

They have their gallows, their sacrificial ground.

This yard in Block XI, quite out of sight, has been specially arranged for executions, with its walls protected against ricocheting bullets…
1942. A visit from Himmler. "We must destroy, but productively." Leaving the production aspects to his technicians, Himmler concentrates on the destruction side. Plans, models are studied. They are carried out, the deportees themselves take part in the work. 

A crematorium can be made to look like a picture-postcard. Today, tourists have themselves photographed in front of them.

Deportation extends to all of Europe. Convoys get lost, stop, then start again, are bombed, but finally arrive. For some, the choice has already been made.  For the rest, the choice is made immediately. Those on tie left will work. Those on the right...

These pictures were taken a few moments before extermination. Killing by hand takes time. Cylinders of Zyklon gas are ordered. 

Nothing distinguished the gas chamber from an ordinary block. Inside, what looked like a shower room welcomed the newcomers. Their hosts closed the doors. They watched.

The only sign— but you have to know it— is this ceiling, dug into by fingernails. Even the concrete was torn.

When the incinerators proved inadequate, open fires were used. Yet the new ovens had a capacity of several thousand bodies per day.

Everything was saved. Here are the stockpiles of the Nazis at war. Here are their warehouses.

Nothing but women's hair... At fifteen pfennig the kilo, they made cloth from it. 

From bones...  Manure. At least they tried.

From bodies ... But there's nothing left to say.

From bodies, they wanted to make ... soap. As for skin...

1945. The camps are full and spreading. They are cities of 100,000 inhabitants.  Full house everywhere.  Heavy industry takes an interest in this indefinitely replenishable labor force. Factories have their own camps, forbidden to the S.S. Steyer, Krupp, Heinckel, I.G. Farben, Siemens, Hermann Goering do their shopping at these markets. The Nazis may win the war. These new towns are part of their economy. But they are losing. There is enough coal for the incinerators, not enough bread for the men. The streets of the camps are strewn with corpses.

Typhus... When the Allies open the doors... all the doors ...

The inmates look on without understanding. Are they free? Will they return to everyday life?

"I am not responsible," says the Kapo. 

"I am not responsible," says the officer. 

"I am not responsible." 

Then who is responsible?

At the moment I speak to you, the icy water of the ponds and ruins is filling up the hollows of the charnel house. A water as cold and murky as our own bad memories. War is napping, but with one eye always open.

The faithful grass has come up again on the Appelplatz, around the cell blocks. An abandoned village, but still full of peril.

The crematorium is no longer in use. The devices of the Nazis are out of date. Nine million dead haunt this landscape. Who is on the lookout from this strange tower to warn us of the coming of new executioners?  Are their faces really different from our own? Somewhere among us, there are lucky Kapos, reinstated officers, and unknown informers. There are those who refused to believe this, or believed it only from time to time. And there are those of us who sincerely look upon the ruins today, as if the old concentration camp monster were dead and buried beneath them. Those who pretend to take hope again as the image fades, as though there were a cure for the plague of these camps. Those of us who pretend to believe that all this happened only once, at a certain time and in a certain place, and those who refuse to see, who do not hear the cry to the end of time.
QUESTIONS:

1) How do Night & Fog (1955) and Shoah (1985) differ from each other in retelling & remembering the Holocaust?  Elaborate.

2) Based on the video clips, which do you find more effective?  Explain your choice.
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The life and work of the French publisher and writer Jean Cayrol, who has died aged 93, was overshadowed by his experiences at the German concentration camp of Mauthausen. Having escaped death, the resurrected figure of Lazarus fascinated him and provided inspiration for several works. 

Cayrol was also involved in one of the great cinematic scandals of postwar France, having been invited to provide a commentary for Alain Resnais's film about deportation, Nuit Et Brouillard, scheduled to be shown at the 1955 Cannes film festival. 

At the insistence of the German ambassador, the French government pressured the festival not to show the film, ostensibly because "the suffering of people who are penned up, menaced, tortured and dying" would be "ill in keeping with the festive spirit of such an occasion". After hundreds of camp victims threatened to parade through Cannes in their prison suits, the festival showed the film out of competition. 

Born in Bordeaux, the son of a doctor, Cayrol published his first literary journal at the age of 16, and had begun to study law. He had already published two volumes of poetry. Having failed his doctorate, he decided to devote himself entirely to literature. 

In 1941, following the German invasion of France, he joined the resistance, but was betrayed and arrested after a year. Only the intervention of highly placed friends prevented his execution. 

After the war, he began to work for the prestigious literary publishing house Le Seuil, while continuing to work as a writer. He preferred to stay out of the limelight, but had great influence on the French literary scene, and is credited with discovering such authors as Roland Barthes and Philippe Sollers. Parallel with his activity as a publisher, he continued to write film scripts and works of fiction at a prolific pace, publishing almost a novel a year between 1954 and 1987. 

Later in life, Cayrol rediscovered his passion for poetry, and virtually abandoned fiction. A member of the Académie Goncourt, he was instrumental in awarding France's premier literary prize. Despite such power, he always disliked Paris, feeling more at home in his native Bordeaux, where he lived after his retirement. 

· Jean Cayrol, poet, novelist and editor, born June 6 1911; died February 10 2005 

