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                                     History will not repeat itself 

By Maripily Rivera 

I heard my grandfather calling me; I had to go. It was Christmas eve here in Frankfurt and I 

had just arrived from the Christmas market. This was my favorite part of the night, when 

Opa gathered us to tell stories of how he saved Oma from Auschwitz, a Concentration 

Camp. “Sweetie, sit down bitte, story time will start in a few minutes.” I looked at my 

grandfather with a smile and followed what he had just asked me. 

“Now that everyone is sited beside the Weihnachtbaum it's time to start the story.” Oma 

said. Then my grandpa started talking. “Everything started when I was a soldier and my 

work was to watch every movement the Jewish in the camp did. I was forced to work as a 

Nazi soldier because of my young age.” He said trying to remember everything that had 

happened in 1945. “You won't imagine all the nightmares that I used to have because of 

that horrible camp. Jewish people, like your Oma, were treated as if they were not human, 

they were treated as if they were a plague…” he said while he stared in blank at my Oma. I 

could feel the pain but also the relief they were feeling. “The day the war ended, Nazis 

started killing all the Jewish they could. I hid your Oma and her friends until the British 

came. They helped us getting away. And after that I decided to ask her to marry me. I fell in 

love with her the minute I saw her crying…” And suddenly he was interrupted by someone 

knocking the door. I volunteered to open the door, but they didn't let me. It seemed that it 

was something serious. Even though I was not allowed to open the door I did. I saw a man, 

a really tall man. Then he looked at me and said “Is Stefan Schneider living here?” He 

asked with a funny accent. I assumed he must be British. “Who are you?” I asked him. “I´m 

Arthur Brown, I am an old friend of your grandfather.” I nodded my head in sign of approval. 

“Come in, bitte.” So he did. I immediately called my Opa. “Grandpa, here is a man called 

Arthur that wants to talk to you God knows about what.” He suddenly changed his joy face 

into an extremely worried one. “Is everything okay?” He just nodded his head. “Yes my love, 

please let him in.” My grandparents followed me to the entrance. They hugged the 

Englishman with tenderness.  Still, that funny look was in Opa’s eyes. “Sweetie, why don't 



you bring us some coffee?” I left the room, but I didn't want to leave without finding out what 

was going on, so I decided to stay and overhear the conversation without them noticing me. 

“Stefan, it´s happening again.” Arthur said. I could see how my grandpa´s eyes lost their 

shine. “Please tell me you are joking.” He begged. “Thankfully it's not happening here, but 

it's happening all around the world. Especially in America, they are discriminating other 

people that are not American. They are expelling them of their own country. They even want 

to build a wall to “protect” the borders and avoid foreigners to sneak in back in the U.S.A”. I 

trembled as Berlin’s wall came to my mind. Opa just said: “The same mistakes over and 

over.  But no, not this time mein freund.  History will not repeat itself.  I believe we still have 

the power to avoid it happen.  What can we do? It is up to the new generations to solve it 

now…” 

 

 


