(“Human Rights 50th
Anniversary/Universal Declaration.” 1998. [Online], Available: http / www.org/ rights/ 50/

deota. html)

31


http://www.org/

3.1.1 »)

A llIButMy Life '

(...) I pressed tightly against the moist wall when | saw the Betriebsleiter
coming, like a huge soft-footed cat. The girls who saw him froze into silence,
but those with their backs turned continued talking. We could not warn the
girls. 1 saw him stand motionless, like a snake eyeing his prey. Then he leaped

forward, digging his finger into her face. (A Il But My Life, 1999:169)

1Have Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust

| jump at the tall , husky woman and shove her against the wall. "Leave my
mother alone ! Don’ t you see you are going to break her arm 2’

The towering buxom figure in the dreaded ss uniform swing around. Her fist
on my cheek sends me reeling. A second punch knocks me to the slippery floor.
Now she is on top of me. She is kicking me in the face, in the chest, in the

abdomen. She is kicking my head. The black boots gleam and my blood



splashes thinly on the wet floor. A kick in the back sends me rolling across the
floor towards the exit. Then the door shams and I’'m lying flat on the cold, slick
floor. Cold drops of water keep falling on my face from somewhere.

{1LHave Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust, 1999: 140)

The Cage

Bearded Jews arc pulled from the sidewalk by their beards. With burning
cigarettes their beards are put ablaze. Their screams of horror and pain create a
spectacle for the Nazi, whose shouts of pleasure drown out the cries of tonnent.

( TheCage, 1986: 17)

Man’ Search for Meaning 1

44



“(...) I was a doctor - a specialist.” * What ? A doctor ? | bet you got alot of

money out of people.”

“As it happens , t did most of my work for no money at all , in clinic for the
poor.” Butnow , | had said too much. He threw himself on me and knocked me

down. (...) (Man’ Searchfor Meaning, 1970: 24)

Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry'? 530 ,

( roll call)

On the meeting a bearer of the Nazi symbol 5a Jew had to remove his cap ,
stand at attention , and call out his number , the nature of his work , and
destination. Under the best circumstance 1such a meeting ended with a kick in

the face. (Dear God. Have You Ever Gone Hungry' ?. 1998: 152 )

Jacob the Lian&
250
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Mischa regains his sense, comes down to earth, get up, know what is about
can’'t keep the look of pleasure o ff his face. He busies himself with the crates, is
about to tip one on its side, when the corporal hits him from the side. Mischa
turns toward him: the corporal is a head shorter than he and has trouble reaching
up to hit Mischa in the face. ... Hie corporal hits him a few more time by now
his hands must be. hurting - then shouts something or other that nobody's
interested in and only lays o ff when athin trickle of blood runs out of the comer

of Mischa’ mouth. (Jacob theLiar. 1996: 23 )

Kapo capo

(Mondadori, 2000: 58) I

(Feldman. 1974: 44)

My father was suddenly seized with colic . He got up and went toward the
gypsy , asking politely in German: “Excuse me, can you tell me where the

lavatories are 7’



The gypsy looked at him up and down slowly, from head creature of flesh and
bone aliving being with abody and abelly. Then 5as if he had suddenly woken
up from heavy doze , he dealt my father such aclout that he fell to the ground ,

crawling back to his place on all fours. ( Night, 1982: 36-37 )

| Have Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust

The word kapo means supreme authority over life and death. Delegated
absolute power by the SS, the Kapos of Plazow, as if they had made pact with
the devil, exercise all methods of control - brutal beatings and torture to death -
with relish. (...)

Yesterday an old woman afew feet from me stopped to rest her arms. Instead
of taking the trouble to administer the whip, the young assistant picked up a
piece of rock and slung it at her. In a slash deep, bloody gape in her head, and
she collapsed unconscious. The boy taken aback ran over to the stricken inmate,
then turned apologetically to his master. The kapo admonished with a devilish
chuckle, ‘You missed, you stupid Junge! She is only fainted . You should've
struck her dead !’

(/ Have Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust, 1999: 98-99)

The Cage

a7
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The voice gained strength. Then the rips open. There is a kapo with a club in
her hand. She stares at the singing woman and toms in rage toward Doctor
Ginzburg. “Do you want S all to die ? Silence, you crazy woman.” She hits
Doctor Ginzburg with her club, knocking her to the floor. She leaves, Stll
cursing. Doctor Ginzburg is helped up. “1 feel sorry for the kapo,” she says.
“She is one of us. May God forgive her. We must live. Wc must.”

( Tre caye. 1986: 166)

»

(Goldhagen,
1997: 17-32)

[1] [1] 7
“swine” “sheep” pig" KUhn



Night

How could it be possible for them to bum people, children, and for the world

to keep silent. {Night, 1982: 30)

The Cage

Nancy look at me bewildered “Why did they let them do it? Why didn’t
people stop them?”

Why did they Itet them do it ? Why did they let them do it ? It echoes in my
ears. (...)

49
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“I hear my mother’s voice, filled with hope. A word full of people will not be
perish in vain. She was sure. But she perished, and the world was silent..”
(The Cage, 1986: 4)

Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry?

“Look - the world is keeping its silence. They are killing us here without shame
and the world is keeping quiet.”

(Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry?. 1998: 168)

13 | Have Lived a
Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust
A But My Life Night

Man's Searchfor Meaning



1997:

Why ? Why did we walk like meek sheep to the slaughter-house? Why did we
not fighting back?...I know why. Because we had faith in humanity. Because

we did not really think that human beings are capable of committing such

crimes. (All But MyLife, 1999 89)

(Kant) (Lessing) ! (Goethe)
( Geitcshildung )

3.13

20

40

60

(Goldhagen,

195)
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The Cage

Now that the Nazis have taken away our factory, we work at several shops. |
work at the saine shop as Mama. Together we saw German military coats all
day long. My back bends over from the weight of the heavy coats. My fingers
bleed from the stabbing and piercing of the sharp needles. My body aches. 1
wish | could rest for awhile, just a little while. The needle slips slowly out from
my young, inexperienced fingers and rest angrily  the coat on my lap. Do not
stop now, say the needle. Keep going. Hold me tighter. Work. If you want to

live, work. Work. Startled, | put my fingers tighter around the needle and work.

(The Cage, 1986: 30-31 )

Jacob the Liar

Mischa comes up to them, sets down his bag of cement and says quietly,
"You'd better go on working, the sentry’s already looking this way”.
(...)
A car like that-loaded and unloaded and loaded by US a hundred times,

crates, coal, potatoes under strict surveillance, machinery, stones, boxcars
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exactly like that, but this one isn’t to be touched, or they'll be shoot.

( Jacob the Liar, 1996: 113-114)

AU but My Life v

His voice was harsh, precise, and well trained. He told USthat wc were here to
work for German and the glorious Nazi party. If wc did our share, we would be
able to stay for the rest of our life, and be well treated. If wc failed, or did
anything that would not conform to German ideology, wc would be looked
upon as traitors. “And what is done with traitors, you know!” he thundered.
“Those who cannot work for our victory are not needlessly fed. Those we

exterminate.” {All But My Life. 1999: 118-119)

{
We worked hard. At first each of us tended one loom, then we were assigned
two, then three looms, and finally, we watched four. Experts who had spent
their lives weaving never handled more than three looms. (...); the noise of the
looms defeated USfor hours after we stopped working. How 1worked those first
weeks | will never know. My fingers worked without conscious direction. 1

worked mechanically and watched the movement of the clock’s hands. (120)



The operator was completely indifferent to frail girls who kept up inhuman
pace, with arms that were bloody, swollen, and infected, whipped by the prickly
fibers. The dust flew thick, irritating eyes and wounds, and making i: difficult to
swallow or breathe. We had the sensation of flax detail.
(--)

There was a little break. Slowly my eardrums cleared. My hands and clothes
were black. My throat felt dry. When | try to clear it. the spit come black.(...)l
knew now what the supervisor meant when he said. “You will be sorry."

(149-150)

Life Is Beautiful

CORPORAL (in German)

“You are here for one reason, and one reason only !”



“To work !"
(-.)
CORPORAL (in German)

“You arc privileged to work for our great German, building our great empire !”

( Life Is Beautiful. 1998: 109 -110 )

Lebensraum *

.1938

They hold US captive in our country. They let US work in sweat of our nose, to
earn money and property' for them, while they sit behind the oven, lazy, let off gas, bake
pears, eat, drink, live softly and well from our wealth. They mock us and spit on us,

because we work and permit them to be lazy squires who own us and our realm.

(Goldhagcn, 1997: 284)
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(317)

We were given odd jobs to do. such as cleaning windows and oiling machinery.

{All But My Life. 1999: 142)

' Man's Searchfor.Meaning
] |
- Jacob the Liar
The Shawi
Dear God,
Have You Ever Gone Hungry' ?
All But My Life 1 15 Night

Laborers were being kept to the end ( Night, 1982 : 41 )
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( Selection )

' All But My Life

“And what is done with traitors, you know!” he thundered. Those who cannot
work for our victory arc needlessly fed. Those we exterminate.”

{All But My Life. 1999: 118-119)

Man’s Searchfor Meaning

It was my turn. Somebody whispered to me that to be sent to the right side
would mean work , the way to the left being for the sick and those in capable of
work , who would be sent to special camp....It was the first selection , the first
verdict made on our existence and non-existence. For the great majority of our

transport, 90 per cent, it meant death. ( Man' Searchfo r Meaning, 1970: 10)



Meaning

Night

“How old areyou 7’ , he asked , in an attempt at a paternal tone of voice .
“18." My voice was shaking.

“ Are you in good health?”

“Yes”

“What your occupation'?”

Should 1say 1was astudent.

“Farmer,” lheard my voice say . ( Night. 1982: 29 )

Man's Search for

Life Is Beautiful

“Listen 5the old woman and children don’'t work because the German arc going

tokill them 1" (Life Is Beautiful, 1998: 119)

The medical selection examination is taking place in a whitewash room. In a
distance comer, other army men are seated at a crude table littered with coffee
cups and papers. Guido watches the doctor approach with amazement. After a

quick examination of the prisoners, the physician gives his verdict to the nurse,

58



who writes it down in a notebook. The doctor checks eyes, hands and feet,

gives his verdict and moves on. (128 )

All But My Life

| waited in another line while my plate was developed. Why did it take so long?
Then lheard the doctor snap. “Clear!"
1saw him pointing at me. “Clear! Clear!” he said pointing at me “Clear! Clear!”
he said pointing to others.

(--2)
We embraced. We had alease on life for another two months!

(All ButMy Life, 1999; 172)

Man's Searchfar Meaning The Diary ofAnne Frank
. 1 ButMy Life Dear God, Hene You Ever

Gone Hungry ? Life Is Beautiful Might



3.1.4

( Cannibalism )

The Diary of Anne Frank

The people from whom we obtained food coupons have been caught, so we
have just our five ration cards and no extra coupons, and no fats. (...)
Food is not very important, but | would love a slice of rye breadjust now, | feel

so terribly hungry. ( The Dicin' ofAline Frank. 1990: 141-143)

Man's Search for Meaning

(...) general preoccupation with food. The organism digested its own protein,

(...) (Man’ Searchfor Meaning, 1970: 29)



The Shawl

There was not enough milk ; sometimes Magda sucked air : then site screamed.
It was a magic shawl, it could nourish an infant for three days and

three nights ? Magda did not die, she stayed alive, although very quiet.

(The Shawl. 1990: 5)

You can lose all your points for one of three things. One If you cry . Two : If

you ask to see your mother . Three If you're hungry and ask for snack...

(Life Is Beautiful. 1998; 110)



Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry’ ?

c were treated again to usual obnoxious diet, deficient in nutrition, taste, and

color. ( Dear God. Have You Ever Gone Hungry' 2. 1998: 143 )

Jacob the
Liar

Rosenblatt died well over a year before Jacob’s safe return. He had
eaten a cat that was careless enough to ignore the waiting notices along the
barbed wire, and one day ther it lay in the yard, dead of starvation. Rosenblatt

was the first to find it, and as 1was saying, he ate it, and that’s what he died of.

(Jacob the Liar. 1996: 14)

Night

We were tormented with hunger. We had eaten nothing for six days, except a

bit of grass or some potato peelings found bear the kitchens. (Night. 1982: 108)

1Hale Lived a Thousands Years Growing up in the Holocaust
«



“Mummy, there’s a worm on your spoon ! Look, Mummy, there are
hundred of worms in your bowl ! And in mine ! Look !" “ Nonsense ! There are
not worms. Live worms. They crawl look."

1pick one of the swarming creatures out of my bowl and place it on the
ground. It begins crawling. Then 1lpicked another. It, too. begins crawling.

(.-
“1 can't leave this food. | am very hungry. Do you want me to die of hunger ?”
Her voice is beyond recognition. Her facial expression is beyond recognition as
she goes on, “ And three arc no wonns in it ! Say no more ofit !”

(| Have Lived a Thousands Years Growing up in the Holocaust. 1999: 99-100)

T N N 1 U

The Shawl

Magda was mute. She never cried. Rosa hid her in the barracks, under the
shawl, but she knew that one day someone would inform ; or one day someone,

not even Stella would steal Magda to eat her. {The Shawi, 19990: 6 )



Man’s Searchfo r Meaning

I met a friend from the old camp. He related me how he , as a policeman , had
search for a piece of human flesh. That was missing from a pile of corpses. He
confiscated it from a pot in which he found it cooking. Cannibalism had broken

out. (Man’ Search for Meaning. 1970: 55 )

Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry' ?

(...) apiece of meat lodged between two slices of white bread. He proceeded to
eat this sandwich noisily, with annoying relish, ending with a burp and a
prolonged fart. Suddenly, a man from an adjoining bunk sniffed the air and call
out excitedly, “1 smell the smell of human being ! This is the smell of a human

being !” (Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry- 2, 1998:144-145)

3

:
H
yé
G

“Guten Appétit!” ( Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry'?, 1998: 76 )



“Guten Appétit !”

The Cage

Avoiding my eyes, the doctor looks at Moischc sadly. “ | wish 1could. | know
her problem - malnutrition, vitamin deficiency, loss of calcium in her hones -

but the cure | cannot supply. | wish | could help her, and all the other.”

( The Cage, 1986: 48 )

We looked like skeletons disguised with skin and rags,...This body here ,my

body ,is really a corpse already. ( Man’ Searchfor Meaning, 1970: 29 )

14



Stella was ravenous. Her knees were tumors on sticks, her elbows chickens
bones. ( The Shawi, 1990: 1)

Magda’s feathered round head and her pencil legs and balloonish belly and

zigzag arms... ( 10)

All But Mr Life The Shaw [
Dear God . Have You Ever Gone Hungry ?

Stella did not menstruate. Rosa did not menstruate. ( 5)

0.70

6 ( Stein, 1999: 19)

( The Cage, 1986:

234)

' |0ng march
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We were outside. The icy wind stung my face. | bit my lips continually
to prevent them from freezing. Around me everything was dancing a dance of
death.... 1was walking in a cemetery, among stiffened corpses, logs of wood.
Not a cry' of distress, not a groan, nothing but a mass agony, in silence. No one
asked anyone else for help. You died because you had to die. There was no
fuss.

1fell that to sleep would mean to die and something within me revolted
against this death. All around me death was moving in, silently, without
violence. It would seize upon some sleeping being, entering to him, and

consume him bit by bit. (Night. 1982: 85)

Everywhere we felt some dead. Some we buried, other we simply left.
Hundreds of girls had frozen feet, bloody and full of pus. 1 saw one girl

breaking o ff her toes as though they were brittle wood.

{All ButMy Life. 1999: 191 )

cattle car

Outside, the ss went by, shouting : “ Throw out all the dead! All corpses
outside !” ( Night, 1982: 94)



(- antagonist )

; Hai® Liveda Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust

“ Who has medical training among you?” the commandant called out one day
during head count. The commandant looked at her over sharply, smiling
ironically. “How many years of medical school do you have?”

()
“ Well, then you are the doctor.”

And so the medical student from Budapest became a doctor. A doctor

without medical tools, without medicines. A doctor who must report anyone

who is sick more than three days. ( | Have Lived a Thousand Years GrOWing Up
in the Holocallst, 1999: 199-200)



250 All
But My Life

400
We all had diarrhea 0 . At night a wooden barrel was put near the
door for the use of perhaps four hundred girls. We were told that it must not be
overflow...We had to run all night, standing in line, and plead for our turn.
When the SS woman came in the morning, they beat US, calling us every filthy

word in the vocabulary. (A” BUt My |_|fe 1999: 39%5)

, Man$ Search for Meaning

While 1was working as a doctor in the typhus block,...I dragged myself from

patient to patient, though 1 myself was weak and exhausted from a serious

attack oftyphus. (Man ™ Searchfor Meaning, 1970: 51)

; Hal'e Live a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust

In mid - July a diarrhea epidemic sweeps the whole camp. In a few days it
reduces us to rag like dolls barely able to walk. | am dizzy, and Mummy keeps
encouraging me to breathe deeply and walk erect. | have violent abdominal
cramps. The pain is unbearable. The routine continues, however. Zaehlappell,

march to work, twelve-hour workday. On the verge of collapse, we carry on.

(IHa\® Live a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust, 109: 105)



N Jacob the Licir

“Do you need to take anything with you?” “Medical equipment.” “Good
enough.” Perhaps it was he who had given Kireshbaum the idea.

(Jacob llw Liar. 1996 177)

3.15

The Shawd |

Stella knew that 1was forced by the German many times but | was too weak to

conceive. (TmShan 1990: 3)

Al But My Life



71

Dear God, Have You Ever
Gone Hungry? ( Bemarka )

.the Wachmans ( Russian prisoners....) ..., stood in line for the pleasure of

raping a dead Jewess. “Faster, faster,” they urged, “while she’s still warm.”

( Dear God. Have You Ever Gone HIngry-?. 1998: 152)

3.1.6

Night

»
Then the march past began. The two adults were no longer alive. Their tongues
hung swollen, blue - tinged. But the third rope was still moving; being so lig ht,

the children was still alive... ( Night, 1982: 62 )

One girl spotted amilk can leaning against a tree. She ran out of line to
see if there were any milk in it. An SS man grabbed her by the neck, forced her
to her knees. | saw her turn, petrified, when he took the rifle from his shoulder.

“Mercy! Mercy!” she pleaded.

She threw her arms up as he fired. Was it prayer or desperation ?



And as he turned to go, the SS man kicked her aside.

( All But My Life, 1099: 102)
)

Dear God. Have You Ever Gone Hungry'?

The German used two dugouts left over from World War | here for mass grave
in which countless people were driven to slaughter and immolated. The
established was as follows: The victims were brought to the dugouts in groups.
Those from the first group undressed, handed over their clothes , put down a
layer of logs, and lay side by side, to be shot with machines guns. The second
group undressed, covered the dying with another layer of logs, and lay down
the same way. So it went with one group after another, until the last one was

forced to pour gasoline over the bodies and light a bonfire before their own

deaths. (Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry?, 199s: 1s2)



Night

Never shall | forget that smoke. Never shall | forget the little faces of the
children, whose bodies | saw turned into wreaths of smoke beneath a silent blue

sky. ( Night, 1082: 32)

: Life Is Beautiful

He stops at a patch where the fog is thin - and the sight before his eyes turns
him to stone. Facing him is a mountain of corpses. Just behind the pile of

bodies. The sinister arm of a crane used to transport the dead bodies is sticking

up into the air. (Life |S BeaUtlfUI 1998: 147)

Al But My Life

bl

(...) Old people, young people, and children all had been taken to the market
place. There they had undressed and lain naked on the stones, face down, and
the murderers on horses and brandishing guns trampled on that screaming
human pavement. Many were killed by the horseshoes, the whip left bloody

traces. After the initial thirst of the sadists was satisfied, those who remained



alive had to march naked outside the town. They had dig their own grave and
stand on the rim until ahail of bullets killed them. (...)

We were there. What were laws now, forbidding Jews to leave the city
limits ? But nobody caught Us or care. The moon was shining. We saw great
square grave, half-open yet, a mountain of naked bodies in it. Many were
recognized. We found my mother; she was all bloody. We did not find my little
my brother. 1 found Henck, the one 1love more than life, who was to be my
husband. |1 kissed his dead face. Not one tear did | shed in the grave. Only my
heart died. Do you know what ? If they would come tomorrow and kill my

father, 1 would not care. 1would not cry. | would be glad for him. | wish they

would kill me. (..) (All But MyLife, 1900: 69 - 70)

| Have Lived a Thousand Year Growing up in the Holocaust

1

(...) One SS man does the shooting. Like target practice, he falls the civilians,
one by one.
The next row of ten is shot by another ss soldier. Against the same wall

the next ten are lined up. In order to reach the ! they are obliged to step over



the bodies of the first ten victims. | see a young woman, also in gray trench-
coat, fall on the body of a man she is about to step over, and remain lying
draped over the body until a German soldier hauls her to her feet and thrusts
her against the wall. He shoots her along with the others.

Row after row. the firing squad concludes its task and march off. The
bloodied bodies remain scattered about the square. Suddenly, one body, that of
a man. begin to crawl in the direction of the departing Germans. One of the
German soldier notices him. and turns. At that moment, the condemned victim
hurls himself on the soldier and tackles him to the ground. Hie other soldiers
rush to their comrade's aids and free him from the grip of his profusely
bleeding attacker. The wounded civilian is finally felled by bullets discharged
from three German guns simultaneously.

The indifference of my fellow inmates is shatter for the rest of the
afternoon. At the risk of the grave punishment, we keep glancing down at the
prone bodies in the central square of the camp below US.”

(I Have Lived a Thousand Year Growing U] in the Holocaust, 1999 : 102)
)



* Moslem

(Yahil, 1974: 86)

“ (...) no oven, no crematorium, no gas ! That meant that a person who had
become a “Moslem™ could not be taken straight to the gas chamber, but would

have to wait until the sick convoy had been arranged to return to Auschwitz.”

(Man  Search for Meaning, 1970: 44)

( Robinson, 1974: 53 )*
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The Cane

1 I n I31

The guard ignores me. My face feels hot. | have waited too long. 1 cross my
legs, pressing them tightly together. 1feel awarm 0 slowly dripping down
my cross legs. 1wish | could die. For once 1am grateful for the darkness that

surrounds me. (TTE Cage. 1986: 184)

Jacob the Liar



He become insolent one day, uttered words that even in normal times
are better left unspoken to a foreman, and predictably the enraged man shot
him. Some said that Piwowa could never control his temper ; he has always
been subject to sudden rages and was bound to come to such an end. Other,
however, maintained that a violent temper and emotions were no explanation
here ; they said it was a case of perfectly ordinary though very skillfully
provoked suicide. (Jacob the Liar, 1996: 14)

« ]_!]_

Mans Searchfor Meaning

( Dostoevski )

The thought of suicide was entertained by nearly everyone, if only for a
briefly time. It was bom of the hopelessness of the situation, the constant
danger of death looming over US daily and hourly, and the closeness of the
death suffered by many of others. From personal convictions which will
mentioned later, | made myself a firm promise, on my first evening  the camp,
that 1 would not run into the wire. This was a phrase used in the camp to
describe the most popular method of suicide - touching the electrically charged
barbed-wire fence. It was not entirely difficult for me to make this decision.
There was little point in committing suicide, since, for the average inmate, life

expectation, calculating objectively and counting all likely chance, was very

poor. (Man’ Searchfor Meaning, 1970: 16)
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« ,

Then | went in search of the girl with the poison. After some haggling. 1
surrendered the pendant for two tiny, white flat packets. One | gave to Use. We

folded them in cotton padding and inserted them in our shoe lining.

{All But My Life. 1999: 179)

1 (euthanasia)

( , 2541: 121)
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cattle car

| have heard that Jews will be transported to the death camp every day by the

cattle car. ( The Diary 0fAnne Frank . 1900: 51 )

Man's Search for Meaning :

Next we were herded into another room to be shaved : not only our heads were
shorn, but not a hair was left on our entire bodies.
And wc the sheep, thought of two things only - how to evade the bad dogs and

how to get the little food.

(Man's Searchfor Meaning. 1970: 51y

MtfA/
. | let myself be dragged off to the barbers. They took our hair off with the

clippers , and shaved off all the hair on our bodies. ( Night, 1982: 33)

Man- Searchor Meaning  Night



8l

Dear God, Have you Ever Gone Hungry?

(Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry?, 1998: 192)

The three veteran, with needles in their hands, engraved a number on

our left arms. 1became A-7713.After that | have no other name.

(Night, 1082 39)

The Shaw



82

...consider also the special word they used survivor. Some thing new.
As long as they didn't say human bemg It used to be refugee but by now there
was no such creature, no more refugees, only survivors. A name like a number
- counted apart from the ordinary swarm. Blue digits on the arm, what
difference ? They didn’t call you a woman anyhow. SUNiVOf. Even when your
bones get melted into the grains of the earth still they will forget human belng

Sun.'lVor and survivor and survivor; always and always. (Tm ShaWL 1990: 36)

n ] '

The Cage ) ,

“Remember your numbers, you stupid idiots ! Forget your names ! You
arc numbers now ! You are prisoners! Remember your numbers !" The

crackling whip echoes her commands. ( The Cage, 1986: 174)

2 ( “Human Rights 50* Anniversary/Universal Declaration.” 1998. [(Mine],

Available: http://lwww. org/rights/50/deota.html )
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All But My Life
Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry? f

(...); we were Hitler’s slaves doing slave labor in all the cruel meaning
of the term, and in our degradation, we were prohibited from enjoying a
moment’s rest. When any foreman or underling ordered someone to cross a

street, it was done the run.”

( Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry™. 1998 152 )

(Mein Kampf)

( Hitler, 1925: 410)

IHave Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust

(.-

| feel a slap of the whip on my shoulders and meet ayoung SS soldier’s glaring
eyes. “Hurry ! Strip fast. You'll be shot. In five minutes everyone with clothes
on will be shot !”

| look at Mummy. She nods, “Let’s get undressed.” | stare directly ahead as |
take off my clothes. 1 am afraid. By not looking at anyone | hope no one will
see me. | have never seen my mother in nude. How awful it must be for here. |
hesitate before removing my bra. My breasts are two growing buds, taut and

sensitive. | can’'t have anyone see them. | decide to leave my bra on. Just then a



shot rings out. Tire charge is ear - shattering. Several women begin to scream.
Other weep. | quickly take my bra off.
(/Have Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust, 1999:74)

The Cage
4
“Out ! Out ! Quickly ! Out !” We are herded outside. The sound of
whips makes US moves as fast as we can. We are pushed into the bright sunlight
of the warm August air stark naked. With my arms | try to cover my nakedness.
My checks are hot from embarrassment. | feel so degraded.
(--)
She takes off her blouses and put it on me lovingly. With tears in her

eyes she says, “ We are not animals yet. We still have OUT pride.”

(TneCage, 1986: 152-153 )

The toilet consists of a huge barrack filled with holes in the ground,
over which the rag clad woman stand with her legs apart, answering nature’s
call. | stare at them in shock.

I am not going to the bathroom with all those people around. | grab
Tola’s hand and whisper frantically, “1 cannot go ! | cannot !I” | feel like an

animal. (158 -159)



«

( Hitler, 1925: 394-398 )

Night

“ Strip ! Fast ! LOS I Keep only your belts and shoes in your hands ..
We had to throw our clothes at one end of the barracks. There was already a
great heap there. New suits and old, tom coats, rags. For us, this was true

equality : nakedness. ( nght, 1982: 32)

I T A
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While we were waiting in the shower, our nakedness was brought home to US :
we really had nothing now except our bare bodies - even minus hair ; all we

possessed, literally, was our naked existence.

(Man’ Searchfor Meaning, 1970: 13)

Night

86



Ten days, ten nights of travelling. Sometimes we would pass through
German townships. Very early in the morning, usually. The workmen were
going to work. They stopped and stared after US, but otherwise showed no
surprise.

One day when we had stopped, a workman took a piece of bread out of
his bag and threw It into a wagon. There was stampede. Dozen of starving
men fought each other to the death of few crumbs. The German workmen took

alively interest in this spectacle. ( N|ght 1982: 5)

All But My Life

People look at us as though they had not expected US to be human. Children
were called into houses. One young blond woman stood at an open window
watering flowers in the window box as we passed. She interrupted her task and
looked at US wide-eyed. The thought came to me that she had probably never
seen a Jew in her life. Brought up under the Nazis, she expected US to be a
monster. What a shock it must have been to find US looking very much like
herself, some of US quite pretty.

One woman Stood in front of her home, broom in hand, and glared at

us with cold hatred. Perhaps, 1thought, she had lost a son in the war - so she

hated Us. ( All But My Life, 1000: 114)

The Cage



“My prisoner must have medical attention.” The guard repeats her
request. “ This is an emergency.” Her voice is strong and self-assured.

The doctor looks at me icily. “My dear lady, we do not treat Jews.
Please take her away from here.” He turns and walks calmly away.

“laman . . officer, doctor !" The guard raises her voice. The doctor
turns. “lam an . . officer, and 1have brought in a sick prisoner. She will die
without medical care, doctor.”

“ My honorable . . officer, our boys on the front arc also dying. We

do not treat Jews...” (TN8 CAQE, 1986:209-210)

Man’ Searchfor
Meaning

All But My
Life Night



So much had happened within such afew hours that | had lost all sense of time.
When had we left our houses ? And the ghetto ? And train ? Was it only a

week ? One night - one single night ? (Night11982 34)

3.23

“You know the punishment is for stealing wood. Why did you risk

your life ?” 1whisper hoarsely.

“I had to do it. They call it stealing. | call it helping my family survive.
Every day counts. Remember, no matter what happens, you do not know

anything about this wood. Promise.”

“l promise,” | say, angry and proud at the same time.

(ne Cage, 1986:84)

All But My Life



%

“My shoes, my shoes !” another voice cried. “They took them from
right to me !”
Many of the Hungarian girls had no shoes. To save their lives they

stole shoes off the feet of those who slept. How much 1learned that night.

{AU But My Life, 1999: 183 )

Night

That evening in the lavatory, the dentist from Warsaw pulled out my
crowned tooth, with aid of rusty spoon.
Franek grew kinder. Occasionally, he gave me extra soup. But that

didn’t last long. (nght, 1982: 53)

A shadow had just loomed up near him. The shadow threw itself upon

him. Felled to the ground, stunned with blows, the old man cried



“Meir. Meir, my boy ! Don’t you recognize me ? I’'m your father ...
you’re hurting me ... you're killing your father ! 1’ve got some bread ... for you
too ... foryoutoo ...”

He collapsed. His fist was still clenched around a small piece. He tried
to carry it to his mouth. But the other one threw himself upon him and snatch it.
The old man again whispered something, let out a rattle, and died amid the
general indifference. His son search him, and took the bread, and again to

devour it. He was not able to get very far. (96)

»

“Don’t forget that you're in a concentration camp. Here, every man has
to fight for himself and not think of anyone else. Even of his father. Here there
are no fathers, no brothers, no friends. Everyone lives and dies for himself
alone. I'’'ll give you a sound piece of advice - don’t give your ration of bread and
soup for your old father. There’s nothing you can do for him. And you're
killing yourself. Instead you ought to be having his ration. | listen to him
without interrupting. He was right, | was thought in the most secret region of
my heart, but | dared not to admit it. 1t’stoo late to save your old father, | said

to myself. You ought to have two ration of bread two ration of soup...” ( 105)



“Material bcstimmi

Bewusssein” ( , , 19 2540)

3.24

All But My
Life The Cage
JHave Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust
Man’ Search for Meaning
Dear God, Have You Ever Gone Hungry ?
Night
The Shawl Life Is Beautiful
v {



1felt a quick a quick, stabbing pain. How many years was it since | had said

those magic words, since | heard anyone say “ Papa” ? ( A” BUt My Life, 1999: 167)

«

Night ( -
[ { 3 1 3
{ 3
(Lagerkapo)

“Long live liberty " cried the two adults.
But the child was silent.

“Where is God ? Where is He ?” someone behind me asked.
At asign from the head of camp, the three chairs tipped over.
Total silence from die head of camp. On the horizon, the was setting.

“Bare your heads !” yelled the head of the camp. His voice was
raucous. Wc were weeping.

“Cover your heads !”
For more than 1 f an hour he stayed there, struggling between life and death,
dying in slow agony under our eyes. And we had looked him full in the face.
He as still  ivc when we pass the front of him. His tongue was still red, (...)
Behind me 1heard the same man asking

“ Where is God now ?”

9
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And | heard avoice within me answer him:
“Where is He ? Here He is - He is hanging here on his gallows..
That night the soup tasted of corpses. ( Night, 1982: 61-62 )
3

The barometer of confidence soured. Here was a sudden release from the terrors

of the previous nights. We gave thanks to God. ( 24)

%



(death in life)

The Shawl
Night
|

“Leave me to rest here ... Just for abit, I'm sotired ... a the end of
my strength."

“Father, | said . You can't stay here.”

1 showed him the corpses around him ; they too wanted to have arest
here.

“ 1can sec them . son. | can sec them alright. Let them sleep. It’s so
long since they closed their eyes ...They are exhausted ... exhausted ...”
His voice was tender.
lyelled against the wind :

“They will never wake again ! Never ! Don’t you understand ?”’

For along time the argument went on. | felt that | was not arguing
with him, but with the death itself, with the death that he had been already

chosen. ( Night, 1982: 100)

T AH ButMy Life

Only my heart died Do you know what? | f they would come tomorrow and kill

my father | would not care. | would not cry. | would be glad for him. | wish



they would kill me. From now on | will walk wherever it is not permitted. |
want them to catch me. | want them to kill me because | don’t care.

{All ButMy Life, 1999:69-70)

(Mans
Searchfor Meaning, 1970: 18)

The Cage
20

Faige raises the whip again and cries out, laughing hysterically, “Mama ! Can
you see me, Mama ? Can you hear me, Mama ? 1did not let them hurt Chanele.
| love my sister. | did not hurt her. See her dance. Here her laugh. Come,
Mama, take my hand. Take Chanele’s hand. Let’s dance. Let’s sing.”

(-)
We stand frozen in horror. “She's crazy,” the commandant says with disgust.

“She’s lost her mind. Take them away ! ( TneCage, 1986:190-191 )

“She continued to scream, breathless, her voice broken by sobs. “Jews, listen to

me ! | can see afire ! There are huge flames! It is afurnace !” {nght, 1982: 23)

%



3.2.6

(Feldman, 1974: 94)

I went to hospital block .There were about twenty prisoners waiting in
the queue in front of the door . It did not take long to discover why we have

been summoned it was for the extraction of our golden teeth. (nght, 1982:49)

The Cage

Volkdeutsch



Later his family stands calmly by, watching Volkdeusche rob our
home. Our tile oven to heat the house, attracts Mr. Bruwn, the fanner who has
delivered potatoes to Usfor many years.

“Mr. Brown.” Mama pleads with him with tears in her eyes. “Mr.
Brown, it is Winter. It is bitter cold. My children will freeze. Please don't take
the oven now. 1will give you as soon as it gets alittle bit warmer. But not now,
please. We have nothing else to keep the house warm.” She stands between him
and the oven, begging for her children’s sake.

He pushes her roughly aside, puts rope around the oven, ties the rope
around himself, and carries the oven to his wagon without saying aword.

“Mrs. Gruber |” Mama calls desperately. “ Please stop him ! Tears pour
from her eyes now.”

“You are my friend. He'll listen to you! Don’t let my children freeze!”
Sheturns to Ogla. “Please, Ogla, have pity, help me!”

“Don’t worry Nacha,” Ogla says calmly. “You will not be here much

longer. You will all be gone soon.” (The Cage, 1986:14 -15)



Jacob the Liar
Countless other things are prohibited too, of course - rings and other
valuable objects, keeping pets, being out on the street after eight at night-there's
no sense in listing them all...I think only of this tree, and my eyes get that
rapturous look. 1 can see their point of view. 1 mean, theoretically | can
understand it : You arc Jews, you arc less than dirt, why do you need rings, why
do you have to hand about the street after eight P.M. ?... still. | can sec the

logic of it But why do they forbid USto have tree ? (Jacob the Liar, 1996 :2)

«

| Ha\® Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust

We are ordered to deliver all our valuables-jewelry, radios and
vehicles. 1 have to part with my new Schwinn bicycle. My bike is my real
possession. It had been a birthday present from my parents. For years 1 had
hoped to prayed for a bike, and my new Schwinn is more wonderful than
anything | had imagined. More grand.

(1 Have Lived a Thousand Years Growing up in the Holocaust, 1999: 23 )



On Monday morning, as| walk, tall and erect, with my Swinn, between
my father and brother, each pushing his own bicycle, | feel no more rage or
panic. Only pain, and humiliation. But when we see my bright shiny bike lined
up against the wall among the many battered, lackluster old bicycles, | feel

ground slip under me. ( 25)

we looked like skeleton disguised with skin and rags, we could watch
our bodies beginning to devour themselves...This body here, my body, is really

acorpse already. (Man’ Searchfo r Meaning, 1970: 29 )



Here, every man has to fight for himself and not think of anyone else.
( Night, 1982: 122)

« « « «
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