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In Hanna Schmitz’s shoes
為愛朗讀女主角
I had been illiterate for the most part of my life, and I had felt so ashamed that I was determined not to let anyone know it.  Unable to read or write, I missed out on many opportunities, from choosing a good job to defending my own rights.  There were lots of things that I had to rely on other people instead of finishing them by myself.  My illiteracy was truly a serious limitation for me.
No being able to read, I joined the SS for guard duties in 1943.  My job at that time was to guard the women in the concentration camp, supervising their work progress and preventing their escaping or slacking.  In the camp, the rule was that all the guards on duty would collectively decide which prisoners were to be sent to Auschwitz (a concentration camp) every month.  Most of the time, it was those who could no longer perform useful work in the factory that were sent back.  We all knew that those who went to Auschwitz would soon be killed, but we had no choice but to do so.  After all, new prisoners were coming everyday; we had to make room.  
But I still tried to help the prisoners in many different ways.  I gave those who were more likely to be sent back to death better food and took care of them for the time being.  I can’t change the fact that they would be sent to their death; I could only do what I could to make their life with me easier.  Also, I’d always chosen young ones who were already weak and fragile because I knew they couldn’t do any useful work for the factory and they probably would not survive long anyway.  In the evenings I would have them brought to me so that they can read aloud to me.  Then I would have an excuse to keep them outside their cell blocks longer to enjoy such hours of freedom.   
I understand that I am being charged with murder.  But I don’t see how I am responsible for the death of those women prisoners who got burned to death in the church on the night of the bombing.  One of the bombs landed on the church steeple that night, and fire spread all the way to the inside of the church.  We were faced with a difficult situation.  If we unlocked the doors, the women would all come rushing out.  We would not be able to contain them.  How could we restore order then?  And what if they escaped in the turmoil?  We couldn’t let that happen because we were responsible for them.  And this was truly the most difficult part.  There was a conflict between two equally compelling duties that required our immediate action.  We were struggling between our duties and morality.  Apparently, we chose the former.
I didn’t know what was written in the report found in the SS archives.  I heard in the trial that the report recorded every detail of what had happened that day, and that the other guards simply imputed all the crimes to me.  Again, I was faced with a dilemma.  Should I refute the records by admitting that I had always been illiterate and could not have written the report?  Or should I take the punishment and keep my illiteracy hidden?   As I had always been ashamed of not being able to read or write, and I’d rather die than bring this secret to light, I had no other choice than accepting those guards’ imputation.  In the end, I was sentenced to life imprisonment.  
For the years I spent in jail, I had constantly wondered if I had a second chance, would I choose to be a dutiful guard or a guard who failed her duty but kept up a higher cause?  Would I reveal my secret or go to jail?  I still don’t know the answers.  If you were in my shoes, what would you do?
