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This painting was inspired and named from a true story from Murray 
Brandys' book:  
 
We began this death march in early April, walking day after day, all 
the while guarded by SS. They directed us to walk mostly through 
forests so American planes wouldn't spot us from the air. Whenever 
an American plane did fly overhead, I'm guessing at about 20,000 
feet, the guards would leave their posts and walk among the 
prisoners: They were afraid of being recognized as German soldiers 
and shot from the air.  
 
After a while there was no food and the SS began to eliminate as 
many of us as possible. Weak ones were executed in the forest. The 
front wagon continued to go on ahead to prepare food, just for the 
SS. It had been a couple of weeks and I kept pushing on without 
gloves and with few breaks. A friend of mine marched directly across 
from me, also pushing the heavy four-wheeler. I remember it was late 
in the afternoon one day and the sun was going down. That's when 
my friend, completely exhausted, just stopped in his tracks and laid 
down. The rest of us didn't pause but kept going. People walked right 
over him. I heard the shot and knew he was dead.  
 
With such happenings a constant occurrence, my concern was to 
survive not the day but the hour. That was never more true than a 
couple of days later. While I pushed the cart, I always kept a lookout 
for food, possibly some scrap along the side of the road. One day, I 
spotted something five feet from the wagon, something that looked 
like food. I thought if I was quick, I might not be noticed. I let go of the 
wagon and ran to pick it up. But an SS officer saw me and dragged 
me to the Death Commando. Two of them held my arms so that I 
could not run back to the prisoner line. I knew I'd soon be shot in the 
forest. This was to be the end then. But still I had hope.  



 
I addressed the two men holding me. "What if I sing for the SS?" I 
asked. "Do you think if I tell them that I will sing, they will let me go?" 
That won't help you now, they said. The SS executioner was a rough 
guy, a Yugoslavian, maybe 40 years old. I noticed that there was no 
one else to be executed at that point but me. Maybe he was too lazy 
to go into the forest to shoot just one prisoner. Or maybe he had a 
son my age. I don't know what was going through my mind at that 
point, but I had nothing to lose. I opened my mouth and began to 
sing.  
 
I sang for maybe two minutes. I don't know what song I sang, 
something in Yiddish, maybe a folk song. But it was the solo of my 
life.  
 
For whatever reason, the executioner, this man who shot prisoner 
after prisoner without a thought, listened to my song and then ordered 
the Death Commando to send me back to the line of prisoners. Not 
the wagon this time, but I didn't care. My life had been saved. 
 


