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Lea: Excerpt: Sing A Little Louder

Appendix II
Sing A Little Louder
Written by Penny Lea
After a speech, Pro-Life activist Penny Lea was approached by an
old man. Weeping, he told her the following story:
I lived in Germany during the Nazi holocaust. I considered
myself a Christian. I attended church since I was a small boy. We
had heard the stories of what was happening to the Jews, but like
most people today in this country, we tried to distance ourselves
from the reality of what was really taking place. What could anyone do to stop it?
A railroad track ran behind our small church, and each Sunday morning we would hear the whistle from a distance and
then the clacking of the wheels moving over the track. We became disturbed when one Sunday we noticed cries coming from
the train as it passed by. We grimly realized that the train was
carrying Jews. They were like cattle in those cars!
Week after week that train whistle would blow. We would
dread to hear the sound of those old wheels because we knew
that the Jews would begin to cry out to us as they passed our
church. It was so terribly disturbing! We could do nothing to
help these poor miserable people, yet their screams tormented
us. We knew exactly at what time that whistle would blow, and
we decided the only way to keep from being so disturbed by the
cries was to start singing our hymns. By the time that train came
rumbling past the church yard, we were singing at the top of our
voices. If some of the screams reached our ears, we’d just sing a
little louder until we could hear them no more. Years have
passed and no one talks about it much anymore, but I still hear
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that train whistle in my sleep. I can still hear them crying out for
help. God forgive all of us who called ourselves Christians, yet
did nothing to intervene.
Now, so many years later, I see it happening all over again in
America. God forgive you as Americans for you have blocked
out the screams of millions of your own children. The holocaust
is here. The response is the same as it was in my country —
SILENCE!1

1. Reprinted from Penny Lea. Sing a Little Louder (Heritage House
17b, Inc., 919 S. Main St., Snowflake, AZ 85937) 800/858-3040.
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