
Our Sorrows 
 
Henri Clogenson passes away 
 
 Our comrade, Henri Clogenson, General Secretary of the UNADIF since 1987, 
passed away on 26 July 2004, at the age of 81, after courageously fighting an illness, 
surrounded by the attention and affection of his relatives. 
 The funeral of our friend was celebrated on 29 July in the church Notre-Dame of 
the Assumption in Paris, in the presence of many who came to share in the sorrow of his 
family. One notes the presence of four survivors of the camp of Langenstein and ten 
representatives of the families of the camp, where Henry Clogenson was liberated on 18 
April 1945.  “Nous Mouvements” was represented by the president of the UN ADIF, 
Francois Perrot, accompanied by the flag bearers of the Associations, Charles Divoux and 
Hubert Jestin, Robert Tareau and Jean-Pierre Renouard, thus that of the personnel of our 
house at which our friend liked to find himself. 
 In the afternoon, our comrade was interred at the cemetery in Tours, in the 
familial tomb in the presence of a delegation of our ADIFENDIR of Indre-et-Loire led by 
the respective presidents, Lucien Maronneau and Jean Tartarin and the flag bearers of our 
departmental associations. 
 At the beginning of the Requiem Mass in the Church Notre-Dame of the 
Assumption, the president of the UNADIF gave tribute to a very cherished and esteemed 
friend. 
 Henri Clogenson, born 23 January 1924 in Paris, was engaged to 2 older 
Regiment of Dragons—this from 1942 to our No. 509 of April 1998 (the Standard of 2nd 
R.D is decorated with the Medal of Evades). Then Francois Perrot removed the course of 
our comrade, who was resistance, the man of the maquis of the Vosgien Highland…It is 
the run of operations against the German troops in the Vosges in the month of August 
1944 that he became a captive.  He was only twenty years old. He escaped to a more 
tragic destiny, starting the martyrdom of his concentration.  He was deported 
successively to Shirmeck, to Dachau, to Auschwitz, to Buchenwald, where he was made 
part of the commando in Langenstein. 
 Then, depending on grace and a deep faith, he was liberated on 18 April 1945 by 
American troops and was lodged in a hospital in the countryside until he regained his 
mother-Fatherland. 
 In addition to a successful professional career with Trefimetaux in the Pechiney 
group, and a happy family life enriched by four children, the addition of a number of 
grandchildren, he joined our association very early, rising to the rank of Secretary 
General in 1987.  For this reason, he represented us in several national instances, 
including the Commission of the chart of the combatant or the jury of the school contests 
of Resistance and of the deportation. 
 He was committed to commemorating the memory and faith of the companions of 
his misery, especially those at Langenstein., where he went regularly on a pilgrimage 
with his comrades “Le Goupil” and released a book, entitled “Memories of French Non-
Jews Deported to Auschwitz” which was subtitled, “4500 Tattoos forgotten by History.” 
200506 people received tattoos on their left arms. 
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 We praise him as a champion of the Resistance and of the deportation, we salute 
his courage, first in the black years of oppression and then in the tests which 
overpowered him at the end of his life, softened by the constant presence of his wife 
Elisabeth and the affection of all of his family, which we ensure all of our friendly care 
and affection. 
 We piously preserve the memory of Henry Clogenson,. The memory of his grand 
human qualities, of his devotion, of his modesty and his fidelity to the values of which we 
have fought. 
 Our friend, holder of the military medal, representing our associations of many 
ceremonies of memory. The members of the Bureaux and Conseils of the administration 
of our Mouvements renew to his wife, Mme Elisabeth Clogenson, to his children, 
grandchildren and all of his family the assurance of our fraternal condolences and the 
assurance and share in their sorrow. 
 
He is an example of courage 
 
During the mass, a granddaughter of our friend, Charlotte, gave a moving tribute to her 
grandfather, acting for the grandchildren. She recalled, in particular, that… “I was seven 
years old and had quite a good little life... You, life had brought it’s batch of sufferings to 
you already, it stole your youth and your carelessness.  You, when you were the age that I 
am today, were unprotected. The war, you did not want it, but you had it. You know that 
I admired you. For all of the people who are present, you are an example of courage. 
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Four Short Testimonies  
of Dr. Henri Clogenson 
 
 
Evacuation from Auschwitz on foot the nights of 18 and 19 January 1945 from Gleiwitz 
(then toward Buchenwald) 
 
 The 18th of January in the evening, in columns of 5, outfitted with our quilts and 
our mess bowls we set out on a snow covered road. We found a heterogeneous column 
composed of: routed German army personnel on foot or in horse-drawn vehicles, German 
civilians who had been installed in Poland (who perhaps had been overrun by Polish 
civilians), English prisoners of war (we had seen them working near the Vistula)… We 
are flanked by our guards, each with his rifle under his arm ready to function vis-à-vis 
those who do not keep up. We marched through the night as far as Nicolai in the snow 
and many among us have difficulty keeping up or don’t keep up. At daybreak, our 
column stops near a barn. We are authorized to rest. In groups of 4, 5, or 6 we stretch out 
one of the quilts on the snow, then we lie down on the top, pressing close to one another, 
and then, depending on the case, we cover ourselves with the remaining 3, 4, or 5 quilts.  
 The evening of 19 January at nightfall, we resume our march in the snow; all of 
the columns are composed of retreating soldiers, prisoners of war, fleeing civilians, camp 
prisoners. It makes me think of the paintings picturing the retreat from Russia of 
Napoleon under overcast sky full of snow. Only la Berezina is missing! 
 
 
 
 
 
Selection at Auschwitz II (Birkenau) 26.11.44 
 
 We detrain onto the platform, but contrary to what was the case for numerous 
convoys, we will not be sorted out and we get out of the cars. We enter the camp through 
the main gate and reach a building after having passed the barracks where we see some 
women outside their block around which the ground is very muddy. Arriving at the 
building we go through the usual stripping off of clothes and, Indian file, we have to 
present ourselves, dressed as Adam, before the S.S. man (whether it is Dr. Mengele, the 
commander of the camp, Dr. S.S. Thilo, or one of their assistants, I don’t know?).  The 
S.S. man is seated in an armchair and behind him a little to the right and a little to the left 
there are doors. As we stand in front of him, he stares at us from head to foot while we 
are required to make our hands function.  With a gesture of his right or left thumb 
pointing backward over his shoulder, he (S.S. man) indicates to each of us which door we 
have to pass through. In my case, I find myself in a large entry hall in which a detainee 
gives me a small slip of paper on which is written the number 200506 (series 200,000 to 
201,000); I put myself in the line behind those who have been selected. When my turn 
comes, another detainee seizes my left arm and after I present my paper, tattoos my 
number on the inside of my forearm. I will learn later that in the past the tattooed 
numbers were on the outside of the left arm and were in the large, thick figures; my tattoo 
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was with small figures relatively equal in size and well aligned.  I must have been 
tattooed by an artist! Some other detainees will explain to me that the tattoo device, 
which somewhat resembles a drawing pen of a draftsman, is composed of a central point 
surrounded by 5 or 6 other points which are very close to each other, surrounded by a 
small reservoir of ink. 
 After selection and registration on the good side (but alas we think about those 
who went through the other door and we will realize later what had to be their fate), we 
pass through the ritual operations of shearing, shower, disinfection and the distribution of 
striped clothing, here in [words indistinct—possible ‘thin fabric’] 
 
 
Train Stop (Freight Cars) at the Prague Station on the way from Gleiwitz heading to 
Buchenwald between 20 and 26 January 1945 
 
 We pass by Opelm then to Praha (Prague) where we stop at the station; our wagon 
finds itself near a footbridge which allows passengers to do from one platform to another. 
We are there in the morning and on the bridge there are Czech civilians going, no doubt, 
to work. These, seeing us looking like prisoners in the roofless wagons, spontaneously 
take their sandwiches from their _________ and their bags and throw them to us.  A 
hundred famished human beings fling themselves on this gift of nourishment, but, alas, 
no one of us would get a whole piece of bread; it is the quarry, and at best the luckiest 
will get no more than crumbs after having had their hands scratched by the fingernails of 
their neighbors.  It is a return to the savage state! Before this incident, as after, at each 
stop some one of us in the wagon, defying the surveillance of the sentries, goes down 
between the wagons to hastily scoop up a bowl of snow. When he returns there is the 
distribution of one or two spoonfuls of snow to the thirsty ones that we are. On the 
occasion of these unauthorized exits, we hear some shots, no doubt aimed at those 
wanting to collect snow and who are spotted. 
 
 
Machine Gun Strafing of a Train Between Buchenwald and Langenstein (closed freight 
wagons), 9 February 1945 
 
 On 8 February 1945, we get into some classic freight train wagons, crammed into 
both ends; the guards, as previously, reserving the area near the doors. We take a 
northerly direction; it is good weather, it is clear and the sun is shining. Suddenly the 
vombrissement (refers to noise) makes us nervous; a little later some Allied planes open 
up with a burst of fire from the rear of the train to the front. The steam locomotives must 
have been hit since the convoy stops, but the planes carry out a second overflight. Our 
guards open the doors and we are made to get off and go under to the left of the tracks 
into a meadow.  
 The Allied planes, seeing our striped uniforms must have understood their 
unwitting mistake and don’t fly over for a third “strafing.”  In almost every wagon there 
are dead and wounded even among the guards; in my wagon one of the guards was hit by 
a bullet in the face and his mouth which extends from the right _____ near his left ear. 
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 We stay for a long time outside beneath the embankment of the tracks, no doubt 
because of the time it takes to find another locomotive. Then we leave again and arrive 9 
February 1945 at our destination. 
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