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FOREWORD

This book is dedicated to Mady Gerrard, and we present it to her on the occasion of opening our new school building:
the Mady Gerrard building.

This book is, in a way, the second in a series, albeit we had no plans to make a series of books when its predecessor was first published. Last
year, our students presented Mady with a book of their poems, entitled Echoes. The poems explored aspects of the Holocaust and Mady’s
experiences of it.

This year, another group of students — not those whose work featured in Echoes — selected one poem each from Echoes which really spoke to
them. They then produced a piece of art based on the imagery in the poem. The work which they produced was so good, and so thoughtful, we
felt that it too deserved to be published.

By happy coincidence, we had also just organised for Mady to visit us, to open the building named in her honour. A book of artwork would be
the perfect gift for Mady’s visit!

The impact which Mady has had on our school and our students has been profound. Her values, as she set them out when telling her life
experiences to the Echo Eternal project, are in many ways the values of Rockwood.

Mady, we hope you enjoy this book as much as we know you enjoyed Echoes last year!
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THE JOURNEY OF
OVERCOMING STRUGGLES



THE JOURNEY OF OVERCOMING STRUGGLES

Ending your life prematurely

is a choice

Yet those who were persecuted
Were unable to echo their voice.

Perhaps it was existent.

Although drowned out by hatred,
And arrogance

sheer lack of education,

Imagine being stripped of your identity,
Mever being able to see your loved ones again
If that were a choice,

Would you accept it with open arms?

¥ou would not.

Appreciate what you have
Don't take advantage of people:
of anyone.

Bring light over darkness that comes with life.

by Sara Begum {Year 10}




MURDER



| MURDER

1

| Murder, everywhere [ go
| Murder, and people turn a blind eye
Gone in a fatal blow
Racing through my mind: was | going to die?
But why, bacause of our identity?
| had to say good bye

| But why? He was 3 friend, 8 brother, 3 nobody, but he was mine.

i The light at the end of the cave, my only brother
 He was Ipved by all:

| My father, slster and mother.

|
| by Hibba Khalif {Year 8}

Mady Gerra
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BROKEN DISHEVELED HUMILIATED

groken, dishevelled and humiliated
They stole evarything

They laughed, we wept

They sat by warm fires

We were strippad for acidic showers
They stole our lives, stole our identity
There was nothing |eft

8roken, dishevelled and humiliated
A glimpse of the sun )
fleminded me of the life 1 anca led
Hope lost

What was the cost?

froken, dishevelled and humiliated
People plead for help

Salvation was left dead

We were just lews in 1942,

by Laiba Bibi {Year 7}
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HOLOCAUST POEM



HOLOCAUST POEM

Innocent people in captivity
Thelr rights taken away
Now they are just 2 number
Every single day.

All cramped in
while gas fills their lUngs
But it doesn’t matter as they are just 2 number.

Imagine your family taken away from you, and there’s nathing you
can do.
wamen and kids are killed, and mean forced to build.

by Mylah Butt {Year 9)
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FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT



FRON DARKNESS TO LIGHT

Before the genacide

Allof ussm iling

Not a single drop of tears

Until the day we lcst everything
Their guns bringing endless death
The day of pure brutzlity
Screaming in feer, no exit near us
They day we lost everything

Until we were free

From darkness to light,

by Atif (Year 7)




ALONE



ALONE

! had life

Then it was stolen

By the 55 me n,

They charged into my house
Screaming, screamingl!

| tried to run,

1 could not.

They pulled me down,

They killed my fam(ly,

| was the only |aft,

They threw me in the train truck
And drove me for days

t'was tired and hungry,

It was awful.

by B. Chaudry {Year 7}
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1 ONCE HAD A LIFE

1 once had a life

1 onge had 3 dream

| ance had a famlly
lance had a friend

1 ance could breathe
| once cauld speak

But it all disappearad
L once had a life.
And now | am slx fegt underground

by Hassan Said {Year 8}

Gerrard
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LIFE IN THE DEAD

We had life

Then it was stalen
We had fun

A good life

We were friends

We had a good future

We were going to be what we wanted to be
We were dreaming about it

We didn’t have any hope
We were about to get killed
They caught us

They put us on a train

We could not fight.

by Umair Zaheer {Year 7}




THAT NIGHT



THAT HIGHT

Newver shall | forgat that night,

My first at camp, ;

Never shall | forget the faces of the people
Whao burnt inta ashes.

Never shall | forget when they poisoned us
With toxfc gases.

Never shall [ forget those times that murdered
My soul and turned my dreams into dust,

Even the desires of the children being crushed.
Never shall | forget the girl | became friends
With, died in my arms moments |ater,

Since that day | saw thern kill her, my defeat grew greater.

by Henna Mahboob {Year B)




NAZI KILLINGS



NAZI KILLINGS

o e

There were many of us, scared, terrified and speechless
Killed one by one, blood dripped and was scattered

Our lives faded Jway

Our futuras torn Into pieces

What happened to our dreams? All it gone naw, hope is lost
We are nothing now

RIP to our farnily,
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by Humza Hussain {Year 7)
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ROEQTIC

1 was scared, | was isolated
1 dared not escape, the roam was suffocating
Ny identity na more, | lost all hope

Weakness was my strength e S

There was no light at the end of the tunneal
Evary day was the same, there was nothing left of me |
Gas chambers haunted me {




FROM DARKNESS INTO LIGHT



|| _FROM DARKNESS INTO LIGHT

-

- From darkness into light
through adversity, we shall fight
Will it get better? Maybe not
But it might.




HORRIFIC HOLOCAUST



HORRIFIC HOLOCAUST

That night was never forgotten

Where we were left rotting

With nothing to do but suffer

Cur futures were ruineg

The dreams of being doctors, surgeans and teachers lost in our
heads.

by Ananymaus (Year 7]




GENOCIDE SURVIVOR



GENOCIDE SURVIVOR

Hiding in darkness
Wishing for light
Hoping for happiness
Staying out of sight.

1'was a Jaw in 1842

When | went through my door
What | saw

Was my life no mare.

| was on:-:_}é loved

Snatched from rmy belpved
I won't forget those nights
1 was filled with fright, ’

My life was upside down
The wrong way reund
People were taken

We were the main target .
| could feel all the pain.

| think deeply

Where we had hope

Was overcome with sorrow

Our lives were snatched away

lust like our parents

We were thrown into the flames

Where we were left ta die and rot away.

by Morsal Ashoori [Year 7)
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WHO EVEN AM 1?7

No bed, no water
No food, just slaughter
No happiness, no laughter

' was once someone’s Daughter
Onze | was someone

Now | am no ane

I miss the fife | had

With my Mom and Dad
Less people everyday
As | pray

And lay

In the grey,

by Amina Ali {Year 9)




CHILDREN WITH DREAMS



CHILDREN WITH DREAMS

Peace: is it too much to ask for?

Bodies coltapsing, children ¢rying, pecple dying
Will this ever stop?

Will we aven survive?

Sadistic people all want the same thing

Chaos and death, vialence and damage, fear and pain

We have no woice, no chofce, and na identity

We're just opaned wounds, We're just numbers, we are no

Will this ever stop, will we even survive?
Peace, is it too much to ask for?

by Sara Mihai {Year 5]
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STOP THIS NOW
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STOP THIS NOW

Wy do you have ta do this?

Why dd you care about race, ethnicity, the religion we follow?
How can you not even feel a Iittle sarrow?

If this hagpaned to you

What would you da?

You wouldn't like it:

S0 5t0p NOwW.

1 will never forget that day

Far it brought pain and tears

Mo one should face and fear 2n experience Jike that
50 5top now.

LS
by Fatima Ayaz [Year 9}
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REMEMBER

&ll | can remamber
Bullets ware flying, people were dying
As day turned to night, light had turned to darkness.

Children were standing behind barbed wire 25 they were falling
asleep

They were tortured and also slaughtered

Those poor innocent people, and no one 1o speak aut for them.

by Imaan Ali {Year 7}




MY LIFE DESTROYED



MY LIFE DESTROYED

Do you know what real pain is?

Do you know what is like to be bossed around every day?
To be hated, unwanted, to be treated like an animal

No you don‘t.

| remember when they would set people on fire when they didn't
want us '

I remember the sound of mothers crying when they were snatched
away from their kids 5 e

| can remember the stain of blood on the street and the smell of

blood on the street

The smell of smoke

The smell of their victory

Are you happy now?

You have snatched our future, snatched our lives and we could have
been so much more

But not anymore.

by Haleema Mahmood (Year 8)
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THE NIGHTMARES NEVER STOP

Starving with no food, not even water

Beaten up almost every day

Being ripped away from my family, in the sarly hours of the night
| Hearing streaming from my fellow room-mates

| As they would be.woken to go to the gas chambers.

Iy bloed was sizzling

As my heart pounded with fear, would I be naxt? Or would | stay
here?

Having hope for almost every day

Trying to escape the screams that haunt my drearn

Screaming and crying | just want to reunite with my family

| am No. 26784 and | was part of the Holocaust.

by 5. Mayld {Year 8}




NEVER FORGET



NEVER FORGET

Never will | Forget when
lews were ripped from their
Mothers” arms.

Newver will | forget watching
Bodies turn to smoke,
Which choked many people,
As gay turned to night,

Light turned into darkness.

The Jaws will never see their mothers,
Or their dear brothers,

They come for the Jews,

Na-one wauld speak out for them,

by Imaan Al {Year 7}




FOR MADY GERRARD



Far Mady Gerrard

What is the fabric to the paint

When there is ne painter to hold the brush?
What is the vialin to music

When there is ne musician to guide the bow?
‘What is the spinning of a great story

When there is nobady to tell of it

A great speech, without a great speaker?
We thank you, Mady, for sharing your story
For weaving your tale across our hearts
Your words are artful stitches:

Uniting us, so we do not part

Again: what of the colours of sunsets

Yet to be seen when there is no hope

Left to see them? What of the dark

That follows, every night, is if thers

Is no sunrise the morning after?

You survived the darkest nights

To show us that hape is eternal,

That love and fafth in humanity

Come around in full circle.

by Alison Madin










NN'00°Pa-9ABM MMM LH¥6 ¥Gi LZL0 P 9ABA AQ paonpold

NOILYONAd3 3409
Y ONI43AIT3A

AN3IAVYOV

dooMMOO0d
AW
NS



