	Module Title
	Grade X: Module X: Unit X: Lesson X


	Voices of the Holocaust
	Grade 8: Module 3: Unit 2: Lesson 11



Entrance Ticket: Unit 2, Lesson 11

L.8.1b, L.8.3a

(Example for Teacher Reference)

Directions: As you enter class, read the following summary, and then answer the question below about verb voice.
In Night by Elie Wiesel, Elie faces death in a concentration camp. Elie stands in a line with his father, mother, and sister. They are separated into gender groups by the German soldiers. Elie only has his father to help him through this. Other inmates give them advice. It is essential that they lie about their ages so they can be used as workers instead of being burned alive. However, the soldiers start to lead Elie’s group toward the fiery pit. Men begin to pray and Elie’s father weeps, but Elie is angry at God for allowing people to die this way. He contemplates running into the barbed wire to die quickly, rather than let the Nazis burn him alive. If he takes his own life, he might suffer less and will feel less pain. In the memoir excerpt Elie says, “I gathered all that remained of my strength in order to break rank and throw myself onto the barbed wire. Deep down, I was saying good-bye to my father, to the whole universe…” (Wiesel 33–34). As Elie and his father are almost at the pit of flames and Elie prepares to head to the barbed wire, his group is directed past the flames to barracks, and are not killed by the soldiers. Does this develop the theme that trauma can cause one to lose all religious faith and hope?
Rewrite the sentence below in active voice to emphasize the subject carrying out the action in this sentence.
They are separated into gender groups by the German soldiers.
The German soldiers separate them into gender groups.

Source: Wiesel, Elie. Night. Translated by Marion Wiesel, Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 2006.
Entrance Ticket: Unit 2, Lesson 11

L.8.1b, L.8.3a

Name:
Date:


Directions: As you enter class, read the following summary, and then answer the question below about verb voice.
In Night by Elie Wiesel, Elie faces death in a concentration camp. Elie stands in a line with his father, mother, and sister. They are separated into gender groups by the German soldiers. Elie only has his father to help him through this. Other inmates give them advice. It is essential that they lie about their ages so they can be used as workers instead of being burned alive. However, the soldiers start to lead Elie’s group toward the fiery pit. Men begin to pray and Elie’s father weeps, but Elie is angry at God for allowing people to die this way. He contemplates running into the barbed wire to die quickly, rather than let the Nazis burn him alive. If he takes his own life, he might suffer less and will feel less pain. In the memoir excerpt Elie says, “I gathered all that remained of my strength in order to break rank and throw myself onto the barbed wire. Deep down, I was saying good-bye to my father, to the whole universe…” (Wiesel 33–34). As Elie and his father are almost at the pit of flames and Elie prepares to head to the barbed wire, his group is directed past the flames to barracks, and are not killed by the soldiers. Does this develop the theme that trauma can cause one to lose all religious faith and hope?
Rewrite the sentence below in active voice to emphasize the subject carrying out the action in this sentence.
They are separated into gender groups by the German soldiers.
Source: Wiesel, Elie. Night. Translated by Marion Wiesel, Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 2006.

The Other Victims, Excerpt 1

Name:
Date:


Excerpt 1 from The Other Victims pages 11–23
I cried when the prison barber clipped my hair and threw the locks into my lap. “A souvenir, Gypsy.” At sixteen, I was very vain. My black wavy hair had reached the nape of my neck. How could the Germans do this to me, Bubili, an Austrian Sinti? The barber put his hand on my shoulder to keep me from rising. “I’m not finished.” With a dull razor, he shaved the rest of my head, my chest, my whole body. When he finished, my whole body ached. I stared at those standing next to me. My father, my uncles, and my cousins were unrecognizable, plucked birds from some strange planet.
And I? Without my hair, I was no longer Bubili. I was a piece of wood.
No, worse. Even a piece of wood could be used for something. We were trash, something to be thrown away. Why did the Germans have to strip us of our humanity?
The commandant and the S.S. men came into the room. They poked us as though we were cattle. “These Gypsy men are strong. Not like the Jews and the others who come here half starved. Why not send them to the army? Let them learn to fight for us.”
“Orders are orders,” the commandant said. “Treat them like the rest of the scum.”
How did I arrive in Dachau concentration camp? I had never heard of the place.
When Hitler marched into Austria in March 1938, he first entered Linz and Vienna. I couldn’t read. I wasn’t aware of what the Nazis were doing in those cities. I lived in Klagenfurt, in southern Austria. For a few days, nothing happened.
One night, I went to the movies. Before I entered the theater at seven o’clock, I heard people shouting, “Heil Schuschnigg.” Schuschnigg was prime minister of Austria before the invasion. At nine o’clock, when I came out, people were yelling “Heil Hitler.”
I stopped a man on the street. “What kind of cattle call is ‘Heil Hitler’?”
“Be quiet,” the man whispered. “The Germans have just entered Klagenfurt. You’d better go home as fast as you can. Stick to the side streets. Don’t let them see you.”
My father was relieved when I walked into our house. “Bubili, I don’t want you going into the center of town. We have to learn what the Germans have in mind for our people,” he said. My father could read. He knew about Hitler’s threats.
I was fifteen. I couldn’t understand what was going on. When one of my uncles was taken to the hospital, I set out to bring him some food. As I walked toward the Lindwurm-platz, I noticed men in long leather coats talking to the police. I didn’t know a Gestapo from a giraffe. An Austrian policeman grabbed me by the arm. “Hey, dark one, where are your papers?”
“My father has them. Come with me to my house.”
Instead, he threw me in jail.
“Why are you locking me up? I haven’t done anything.”
“The Germans are the authority here. I don’t know why they want you. Perhaps they’ll send you to Germany, to a concentration camp.” The policeman slammed and locked the cell door.
I looked at the other prisoner. “Tell me, please, what does ‘concentration camp’ mean? The policeman thinks the Germans want to send me there.”
The prisoner looked frightened. He shrank into the corner, as though I was poison. “It’s a death camp.”
“Death camp? I have to escape.” I looked around. The only opening was a narrow window with bars. It overlooked the exercise yard.
“It’s impossible,” the other man said. “No one can escape from this cell. You’re a dead man.”
“No, I am Bubili.”
The cell door opened, and the guard shoved in a drunk. “I know, I know, there are only two cots, but he’ll be gone by tomorrow.”
The drunk collapsed on the floor and started to snore. I searched his pocket for cigarettes and found a knife. As he slept, I moved the knife back and forth across the radiator to make sharp teeth like a saw.
In the morning, the guard removed the drunk. I poked around the mortar surrounding the window. “There’s wood here,” I whispered to my cellmate. “Lie down with your ear to the floor. Listen if you hear the guard coming.”
The guards went around in felt slippers. You could only hear them if you kept your ear to the floor.
I worked like crazy, moving the knife back and forth until I made a hole alongside the window. I sawed until it was big enough for my head to go through. I was slim and wiry. Late that night, the other prisoner follow me through the hole onto the tin roof. It was raining, and the sound of the rain on the roof dulled all other noises. I hung from the roof by my hands and dropped to the ground. The other man followed. I led him through the back alleys to the woods. For several days we walked until we came to the Yugoslavian border. 
***

For months I lived on the run in Yugoslavia, in and out of prison. Eventually I decided Yugoslavia was too hot for me, and I went to Hungary.
***

It was 1939. I had been away from home for more than a year. I “borrowed” a bicycle and arrived in Graz, Austria, around midnight. At the Gasthaus Hasenwirt, I went to the owner. We had always stopped at this inn to take care of the horses. “Where is my family?”
“Bubili, I don’t know. The Germans have locked up many Sinti. But I think there are still some at Bruck an der Mur. Your father may be among them.”
Bruck an der Mur was in the Austrian Alps, a good thirty-five miles away. I left immediately, using the darkness to make my way through the streets into the forest. I dared not be seen. A day later, I reached our circle of wagons high in the mountains. My uncle was astonished to see me. “Bubili, we thought you were dead.”
My father, my grandmother, my uncles, and my aunts crowded around to hug me.
After my grandmother had fed me some strew from the kettle, I lay down to rest. “Tomorrow,” my father said, “go to your mother’s brother in Leoben. I think you will be safer there.” My mother had died two years earlier.
The next morning I hiked through the mountains to Leoben, beside the river. My mother’s family welcomed me. That night, my uncle and I went to a tavern. As the tavern owners shook my uncle’s hand to welcome him, he whispered, “Blauch, take off. A drunken policeman boasted of a Gypsy roundup tomorrow. You’ll all be sent to a concentration camp.”
“The Germans can’t do anything to us. We are Austrian citizens,” my uncle assured me, “but, Bubili, let’s get back to the wagons.” The gaily painted wagons were grouped around the foot of a hill. At the top of the hill, there was a shed. Instead of sleeping on the ground next to my uncle’s wagon, I took some quilts and went to sleep in the shed.
The next morning, June 26, 1939 (I can never forget the date), S.S. and Austrian police surrounded the wagons at daybreak. My aunt tried to signal me to leave. She sang as loudly as she could in our Romani language. “Bubili, run.” But when one is young, one sleeps so well. When I did not wake up, she sang louder, “Run, run, the police are here. The Deathheads have come.”
I grabbed my pants and started to jump out the door. A waiting S.S. man seized me. “You,” he said, pushing me down the hill, “join the others.”
***

The next day, the Germans forced all the men to climb into buses and trucks. I was the only young boy among 1,035 men. The women and children were released to go home.
***

Two days later, June 28, the train stopped just outside the gates of Dachau. We waited, locked in the airless boxcar for about three quarters of an hour. Then, we heard a shout as thirty or forty young S.S. men unlocked the bolts and threw open the doors. “Austrian pigheads,” they screamed. “Out, out.”
***

“Line up. Faces to the sun.” The whole square was filled with prisoners in striped uniforms. Many of them wore yellow stars on their shirts. The other had different colored triangles on their uniforms.
We stood on the assembly place, the sun beating down on us from early morning until three in the afternoon. If someone dropped, we were not allowed to pick him up. Then an S.S. man with a whip drove us into a building.
***
Inside Dachau, the prisoners were a mixed lot. The triangle on his uniform marked each man. Gypsies had brown triangles; political prisoners, red. The greens were the most feared. They were criminals who had been sent to Dachau. Often they were the block elders or worked in the administration. Jehovah’s Witnesses wore purple triangles; homosexuals, pink. The Jews had two yellow triangles arranged into a Jewish star.
In September 1939, Germany invaded Poland and World War II began. Many of us were shipped to Buchenwald. Little did I know that I would consider Dachau heaven compared to Buchenwald. In Buchenwald, everything had to be done on the run. “Schnell, schnell (faster, faster),” the guards shouted as we struggled to haul trees or dig trenches. Blows fell on our backs and necks. One of my uncles could not move quickly enough. An S.S. man bludgeoned him to death.
Every night I fell asleep with pain in my heart. I kept saying to myself, “I am Bubili. I will outlive these bastards. I will one day give testimony.” I prayed for the luck that would help me stay alive.
One morning, as we stood at roll call, shivering in the snow, the S.S. man shouted, “Everyone count out loud from one to seven. Every seventh man step forward.” My father was lined up next to my mother’s youngest brother. I was near the end of the line.
I began to sweat. Out of the corner of my eye, I tried to figure out whether my father and uncle were safe. I heard my father shout “Five.” I breathed a sigh of relief. The counting grew closer. “Three,” the man next to me called. “Thank God.” I had survived the selections for death this time.
In December 1941 all Austrian Gypsies were shipped to Gusen 1, a labor camp in Austria. There, I was put in a separate barracks from my father and uncle. By luck, I had a good kapo. But I was concerned about my father. Though he was a powerful man, much taller than I, he had been weakened by lack of food. One day, when I returned from a work detail, I went looking for him. Five times I walked past him as he stood in front of his barracks, but I didn’t recognize him. he had shrunken to half his size. I finally recognized him by his big nose. I was shocked when I realized his physical condition. I lifted him in my arms. He was as light as a child.
A week later, the kapo assigned me to work in Gross-Rosen, another labor camp. When I saw the Germans were loading my father and one of my uncles onto a truck, I held back, saying, “I want to go with them.”
“No, Bubili,” the kapo snapped. “You go where I tell you.”
When I came back that evening, I couldn’t find my father. I ran to his barracks. He wasn’t there. I ran through the grounds like a madman shouting, “Father, father, where are you?”
My block elder grabbed me. “It’s too late, they were gassed on the truck. Calm down, otherwise you’re finished.”
For several days, I couldn’t eat. The block elder talked to me. “If you don’t eat, you’ll be ‘on the road to eternity.’ Your father and uncle are gone. You have to do everything you can to stay alive.”
Yes, I had to live to bear witness to this senseless machinery of human destruction. Again, I was lucky. The kapo helped me get a job cooking for the S.S. They liked the stews that I had learned to make over campfires. At last, I had enough to eat. I smuggled out food to the Sinti.
The days and years run together.
***

Towards the end of the war, I was sent to Gusen 2, another labor camp. I was surprised to find Jewish children in the camp. I thought they had all been killed, but here were sixteen children from eleven to sixteen years old. These children were marked for death. Hitler wanted no one alive to bear witness.
I thought of my brother and my sisters, my nieces and my nephews, and wept. Somehow we had to save these few surviving children. Where they came from, where their parents were, nobody knew. By this time, there was no longer tight supervision in the camps. The younger, highly disciplined S.S. men had fled. Older, less murderous men now held command.
I went to my barracks elder, Juckel. “Juckel, how can we let the Germans murder these children? The war is almost over. They don’t have to die.”
“But their numbers have already been assigned for the transport to the crematorium. There’s no way I can save them. Their numbers are down.”
I shook my head. “No, Juckel, there are old people here who won’t make it to next week. Trade their numbers for the children’s numbers. You can hide the children until the Allies arrive. The new guards don’t check like the others did.”
He folded and refolded his blanket. “Where would we hide them? It’s impossible.”
“You’re a good man, not like the others. It will be on your conscience,” I said, turning toward the door. “Maybe you should talk it over with your friend, the camp elder, in the administration building. Records can be altered.”
I went outside and began to play with the children.
Juckel left the barracks. A short while later he touched my arm, “Switch the numbers. If we’re caught . . .”
Was I any better than the Nazis deciding who should live and who should die? These were older people, skeletons, barely able to walk. People without hope, musselmen (zombies). Who had the greater right to live? The children or the musselmen? I thought of my sisters and brother.
“Don’t say anything,” I told the children when I changed their numbers. “Just memorize your new number.”
Juckel and the camp elder led the children away. Where they hid them, I don’t know.
The fighting grew closer. More and more the guards disappeared. When the Americans marched into the camp, I was hysterical with joy. I had survived. More than that, I had helped to save sixteen children.
From The Other Victims: First-Person Stories of Non-Jews Persecuted by the Nazis by Ina R. Friedman. Copyright © 1990 by Ina R. Friedman. Reprinted by permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved.

	Glossary

bludgeoned: beaten with a heavy object
Gypsy: a slang term for a member of a traveling group of Romani or Roma people, traditionally living by trade and fortune telling
Heil: a German word meaning hail
herrings: silvery fish
mortar: a mixture of sand, water, and cement
Romani: a member of a people that arrived in Europe in migrations from northern India around the fourteenth century, now also living in the Americas and Australia
Sinti: a Romani people of Central Europe
vain: having a very high opinion of oneself


The Other Victims, Excerpt 2

Name:
Date:


Excerpt 2 from The Other Victims pages 67–71
I never saw anything wrong with being deaf. My younger sister, Theresa, and most of my friends were deaf. Though my parents were hard of hearing, my younger brother, Theo, had normal hearing. My father was one of six brothers. Four of them were hearing. When they came to visit, every hand was busy sharing news of the deaf community or giving advice. Our eyes were glued to the hands and faces of the signers. Everyone had so much to say.
In deaf school, the teachers got mad if I signed. They wanted me to read lips and to use my voice. I got so tired of watching the teacher’s lips. I couldn’t look away for a minute. It was even harder when she tried to teach me to say the letters correctly. The teacher put a strip of paper in front of my lips. “To make the B sound, purse your lips and blow just enough to make the paper quiver. To make a P, blow a little harder and make the paper shake.” Day after day, the teacher drilled me.
I felt like a bellows. I liked it better after school when the teachers weren’t around. My friends and I would make signs and chat with our fingers.
When I was fourteen, Hitler took over Germany. Theo, my eleven-year-old hearing brother, liked to go to the Munich Stadium to the rallies. Once Theo came home all excited because he had shaken Hitler’s hand. My favorite uncle, Karl, who could hear, got mad.
He shouted at my brother and signed at the same time. “Hitler is a disgrace to Germany. Don’t waste your time and hearing listening to him.”
My father put his fingers on my brother’s lips. “Don’t ever repeat what you have just heard. Swear by the Holy Father!”
Theo looked scared. “But in school, they tell us to report anything bad people say about Hitler.”
“If you don’t repeat it, no one will know your uncle said it.”
I couldn’t hear the radio so I never got excited about Hitler. The year 1933 was hard for me. I had just begun my apprenticeship at the convent. The sisters were teaching me how to sew, and I found it hard to understand them. On Saturdays I enjoyed going to a special Catholic club for deaf girls. Later, Hitler turned it into a branch of Bund Deutscher Madel, the Nazi club for girls. We were hiking, and once we went on a camping trip to Koenigsburg. That was enjoyable.
The rest of Hitler was horrible. For me, the trouble started in 1935. I came home from the convent and found Mother crying. “What’s the matter?” I signed.
She handed me the letter that read, “Frau Schwarz and her daughter Franziska are to come to the health office to arrange for their sterilization. Heil Hitler.” I couldn’t make out the signature at the bottom.
The whole family got upset. Uncle Karl started to sputter, as he always did when he was excited. “We’ll protest. The Nazis can’t do this to Franziska. She’s perfectly healthy. I’ll appeal to the administrative court ask them to overturn the order.”
The day of the hearing, my mother, my father, and all my uncles accompanied me to court. “She’s only sixteen years.” Uncle Karl talked and signed at the same time so I could understand. “Deafness is not always inherited. I’m her uncle, and I can hear perfectly well. As for her mother, she is going through menopause. Though she is a good Catholic, she promises not to have any more children.”
The two men on the judges’ bench whispered to each other. They frowned and shook their heads. After a few minutes, the one with the big nose and bald head stood up. “Petition denied for the minor, Franziska Schwarz. Since the mother promises not to have any more children, she will not have to be sterilized.”
I started to cry. The previous year, I had met a boy I liked, Christian Mikus. As a child, he had scarlet fever and lost his hearing in one ear. Christian and I liked to walk in the park. We’d sign for hours. Whenever he saw children playing, he’d smile and sign, “One day we will have children, too.” Of course we couldn’t get married then. He didn’t make much money working in a clothing factory. Whatever deaf people made, it was always less than other people. We used to get angry. We’d do just as good work as others, but the employers would always give us less. If I were sterilized, I didn’t think Christian would want to go with me anymore.
When my uncle walked out of the courtroom, his face was almost purple. “Franziska, Germany is no place for either of us. We’ll run away to Switzerland. I won’t let them sterilize you.”
Before we could run off, he was arrested by the Gestapo. He had shouted at his secretary, “Turn off the radio whenever Hitler talks. It’s not healthy to listen to a madman.” The secretary’s father was a stormtrooper. She reported Uncle Karl to the Gestapo. The Gestapo sentenced him to death for “spreading slander.”
I don’t know how, but his brother got him released. “For God’s sake. Keep your opinions to yourself. Hitler can’t last,” my father said. “Why take chances?”
At the same time my uncle was in prison, a letter came from the department of health. “Franziska Schwarz is to report to the Women’s Hospital in Munich for the sterilization.”
“I won’t go,” I cried. “I want to be able to have babies.”
Father looked sad. “If you don’t go, the police will drag you to the hospital.”
I screamed all the way to the hospital. The nurse locked me in a room with two other deaf teenagers. The three of us cried all night. When the nurse came to give us tranquilizers, I tried to fight her off. She held me down and gave me the injection. In the morning, I woke up in a room full of beds. My stomach hurt. I touched the bandages and started to cry. The nurse who brought me water was crying, too. “I’m sorry, there’s nothing I could do to help you. With Hitler, you have to be quiet.” Her fingers pointed to the portrait of Hitler hanging over the bed. She tapped her temple with her finger, to indicate, “He’s crazy.”
I had so much pain, I couldn’t go to the convent. I asked the public health insurance office for the standard sick pay. 
“Why should you get sick pay?” the social worker sneered. “You can have all the fun you want. You don’t have to worry about getting pregnant.”
When Christian came to the house, I started to cry. “The doctors sterilized me. I guess you won’t want to be my boyfriend anymore.”
Christian made the sign for love. “Whatever happens, we’ll be together. As soon as you’re twenty-one, we’ll get married.”
From The Other Victims: First-Person Stories of Non-Jews Persecuted by the Nazis by Ina R. Friedman. Copyright © 1990 by Ina R. Friedman. Reprinted by permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved.

	Glossary

bellows: an object with an airbag and two handles that lets out a stream of air when squeezed together
convent: a Catholic monastery of nuns
hard of hearing: not able to hear well
purse your lips: to pucker or contract your lips
signers: people using Sign Language
sterilization: surgery to make a person unable to have children


Track Gist, Plot, Character, and Theme: 
The Other Victims, Excerpts 1 and 2 
Note-Catcher

RL.8.1, RL.8.2, RL.8.3

(Example for Teacher Reference)

Directions: After reading the text you chose, use the table to track the gist, key aspects of the plot, and notes on the theme(s) within the text.
	Gist Statement: 

Excerpt 1 from The Other Victims
Bubili is captured multiple times by the Nazis but manages to survive and to help save sixteen children from the gas chambers.

	Key plot elements

Bubili is arrested but escapes prison and is on the run for years.

He returns home to see family but is captured again and brought to a concentration camp. He survives multiple concentration camps.

He helps hide sixteen children from the gas chambers and survives to see liberation.
	Character and Analysis

Bubili is determined and resourceful.

He continues to believe he can escape and outsmart and outlive the Nazis, and he does so.

	Theme(s)

There is an immeasurable human will to survive.

It is important to remember the past to educate future generations.
	Evidence from Text to Support Theme(s)

“I had to live to bear witness to this senseless machinery of human destruction.” (21)


	Gist Statement: 

Excerpt 2 from The Other Victims
Franziska is sterilized by the Nazis because she is deaf, but her partner continues to love her.

	Key plot elements

Franziska and her mother are summoned to be sterilized because they are deaf.

After going to court, Franziska’s mother is allowed to remain unsterilized because she promises not to have more children, but Franziska is forced into sterilization.

Franziska is worried that her boyfriend, who wants children, will not want to be with her, but he continues to love her.
	Character and Analysis

Franziska is loving and heartbroken.

She loves her boyfriend, wants to have children, and is deeply distraught that she cannot.

	Theme(s)

True love can withstand great cruelty.
	Evidence from Text to Support Theme(s)

“‘The doctors sterilized me. I guess you won’t want to be my boyfriend anymore.’”

Christian made the sign for love. ‘Whatever happens, we’ll be together. As soon as you’re twenty-one, we’ll get married’” (71).


Source: Friedman, Ina R. The Other Victims: First Person Stories of Non-Jews Persecuted by the Nazis. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 1990.
Track Gist, Plot, Character, and Theme: 
The Other Victims, Excerpts 1 and 2 
Note-Catcher

RL.8.1, RL.8.2, RL.8.3

Name:
Date:


Directions: After reading the text you chose, use the table to track the gist, key aspects of the plot, and notes on the theme(s) within the text.
	Gist Statement:

	Key plot elements
	Character and Analysis

	Theme(s)
	Evidence from Text to Support Theme(s)


Objective Summary: Text of Your Choice

RL.8.1, RL.8.2

(Example for Teacher Reference)

Directions: Review the following criteria for an effective summary. Write an objective summary of the text you chose today.

· Introduces the text stating the title, author, and chapter, section, or pages

· Briefly outlines what the text is about

· Clearly states the central idea(s)

· Includes key events and the most important details from the text to explain the central idea(s) and/or theme presented

· Includes a statement of theme (the point or message the author wants you to take away) where applicable

· Remains objective without opinions or judgments

· Wraps up with a concluding statement

· Is short, clear and concise

In Excerpt 1 of The Other Victims by Ina Friedman, Bubili is captured multiple times by the Nazis but manages to survive and to help save sixteen children from the gas chambers. Bubili is first arrested in Austria when he does not have his papers. He escapes prison and is on the run for years. He returns home to see family but is captured again and brought to a concentration camp. He survives multiple concentration camps. He helps hide sixteen children from the gas chambers by switching their identifying numbers with those of elderly prisoners. He survives to see liberation, as do the sixteen children. In his memoir, Bubili says, “I had to live to bear witness to this senseless machinery of human destruction” (21). This develops the theme that there is an immeasurable human will to survive and persevere through oppression.
In Excerpt 2 of The Other Victims by Ina Friedman, Franziska is sterilized by the Nazis because she is deaf, but her partner continues to love her. Franziska and her mother are summoned to court because they are deaf. After going to court, Franziska’s mother is allowed to remain unsterilized because she promises not to have more children, but Franziska is forced into sterilization. Franziska is worried that her boyfriend, who wants children, will not want to be with her. Yet he continues to love her. When Franziska tells her boyfriend what happened, he makes “the sign for love. ‘Whatever happens, we’ll be together. As soon as you’re twenty-one, we’ll get married’” (71). This develops the theme that true love can withstand great cruelty.
Source: Friedman, Ina R. The Other Victims: First Person Stories of Non-Jews Persecuted by the Nazis. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 1990.
Objective Summary: Text of Your Choice

RL.8.1, RL.8.2

Name:
Date:


Directions: Review the following criteria for an effective summary. Write an objective summary of the text you chose today.

· Introduces the text stating the title, author, and chapter, section, or pages

· Briefly outlines what the text is about

· Clearly states the central idea(s)

· Includes key events and the most important details from the text to explain the central idea(s) and/or theme presented

· Includes a statement of theme (the point or message the author wants you to take away) where applicable

· Remains objective without opinions or judgments

· Wraps up with a concluding statement

· Is short, clear and concise
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