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9 a Introductions

T

he publication of Megillat Hashoah marks a milestone in the transformation of Yom Hashoah into a
sacred day within the cycle of the Jewish year, taking
its rightful place as a day of mourning and religious
commemoration. As early as the late 1960s, I called upon
the Rabbinical Assembly to begin the work needed to make
this day one that would be observed in appropriate ways by
every synagogue and, indeed, by every individual Jew. My
feeling then, as now, was that unless Yom Hashoah is
marked by appropriate liturgical formulations within the
Siddur to be recited on 27 Nissan, it would not outlast the
lives of those who experienced the horrors of the Shoah. In
the 1980s, the Rabbinical Assembly of Israel pioneered this
effort by issuing a Siddur for Yom Hashoah, which was later
incorporated into Siddur Va-ani Tefilati. The Rabbinical
Assembly’s new edition of Siddur Sim Shalom contains a
slightly revised version of that service. Megillat Hashoah now
caps that endeavor by supplying us with a Hebrew text with
translation, which will be read at services on Yom Hashoah
year after year, a text that tells the story of the Shoah in brief
but powerful passages that can and must become part of the
collective memory of the Jewish people. This repetition, year
after year, from generation to generation, will become the
liturgical foundation for commemoration of these terrible
events that must never be forgotten. Of course, these brief
chapters cannot and are not intended to tell the whole story,
but they can serve as a goad to learn more and more. Yom
Hashoah now has its own megillah. Having one central text,
shared by Jews wherever they live, will unite us and make
possible the perpetuation of the story. It will help us to fulfill
what has become the new imperative of Jewish life: We must
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all view ourselves as if we had personally experienced the
Shoah. The emphasis here is on the words ‘‘as if’’, since no
one who was not there can possibly understand what it was
like, though we can identify with them and their suffering.
As one who lived in the United States and was as far
from the Shoah as one could be, it is paradoxical that I have
always felt compelled to contrast my life with that of those in
Europe, and in that way to identify with them. I was born the
year that Hitler came to power. When I was a young child,
the Nazi persecution of the Jews began and laws were
promulgated against my people. I started school when
Kristalnacht took place. I was studying in the United States
together with children of different races and religions when
Jews in Germany were being prevented from attending
German schools and when concentration camps were being
built. I had not yet reached the age of Bar Mitzvah when
ghettos were created throughout Europe and children
younger than I were scratching through garbage heaps to
find a scrap of food and Jews were being slaughtered in Nazi
gas chambers and shot at the edge of mass graves
throughout eastern Europe. By the time of my Bar Mitzvah,
it was all over – men, women and children had been
annihilated in numbers humanity had never experienced
before. Nothing stood between me and the Shoah but the
fateful decision of my grandparents to leave Europe and
come to America at the beginning of the twentieth century.
All of us were potential victims of the Shoah and we must
never forget that.
The Shoah arouses feelings within us that are difficult to
bear and questions to which we have no answers. It
demands a response, but it is difficult to know how to
respond. We want to understand, but there is no possibility
of understanding. It challenges our faith in God, in religion
and, most of all, our faith in humanity. Centuries ago our
Sages had no answer to the question: why was Cain
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permitted to kill Abel? In a daring midrash based on the
verse ‘‘The voice of your brother’s blood cries out to Me
from the ground’’ (Genesis 4:10), Rabbi Shimon bar Yohai
told this parable: It may be likened to two gladiators striving
with one another before the emperor. If the emperor
wished, he could have separated them. But he did not wish
to do so, so one overpowered the other and killed him. As
he was being slain, the gladiator cried out, ‘‘I demand justice
from the Emperor!’’ Thus, ‘‘The sound of your brother’s
blood cries out to Me from the ground!’’ (Genesis
Rabbah 22).
The voices of six million cry out before God for justice.
We have no answer but the sound of silence. And yet we
must never say or teach that the Shoah represented the will
of God, that the Shoah was God’s punishment, or that it was
justified because it was followed so soon by the creation of
the State of Israel. We may not have answers to the
mysteries of the Shoah, but there are some answers that
must be rejected completely for the honor of our people and
for the honor of God. Such thoughts stand in complete
contrast to Judaism’s teaching that God is the God of mercy
and righteousness. As Abraham Joshua Heschel once
remarked, ‘‘History is the arena in which the will of God is
defied’’. It is the place where God commands us to respect
and even to love other human beings, and yet Cain slays
Abel. Such a slaying is in complete contradiction to God’s
express desires, but is consistent with the fact that we are all
granted free will.
Regarding the enslavement of the Israelites in Egypt, the
rabbis taught that when we were enslaved, God too was
enslaved – as it were – and was freed only when Israel was
redeemed (see Mekhilta Pisha 14). So too we can say that
when Israel was sent to the camps and the gas chambers,
the Holy One was with them. God identifies with those who
suffer, with the persecuted, not with the persecutors. We
may not have the answers, but at least we can tell the story.
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With the publication of Megillat Hashoah we express the
depth of our mourning for our brothers and sisters who
were destroyed in this terrible Holocaust. We pledge
ourselves to keep their memories alive forever and to
dedicate ourselves to the proposition that Am Yisrael Hai –
we shall continue to live and to proclaim the greatness of the
Jewish people and its way of life.
Rabbi Reuven Hammer
President, The Rabbinical Assembly
Jerusalem
Kristalnacht 5763
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T

he Jewish people is an am olam, an eternal people,
with a historic memory thousands of years old. It has
always succeeded in commemorating major historic
events with the aid of religious rituals.
When David Ben-Gurion appeared before the UN
Commission Regarding the Partition of Palestine in the
summer of 1947, he said:
About 300 years ago a ship named the ‘‘Mayflower’’ set
sail to the New World. It was an important event in the
annals of England and America. Yet I wonder if there is
even one Englishman who knows exactly when that
ship set sail, and how many Americans know how many
people were on that ship? And what type of bread did
they eat when they left England? And yet, more than
3,300 years ago, before the Mayflower set sail, the Jews
left Egypt. And every Jew in the world – even in
America and Soviet Russia – knows exactly on which
day they left: on the 15th of Nissan. And everyone
knows exactly what kind of bread the Jews ate: matzot.
And until today Jews all over the world eat this matzah
on the 15th of Nissan – in America, in Russia and in
other countries – and... recount the Exodus... And they
open [the Seder] with two statements: ‘‘This year slaves,
next year free men; this year here, next year in Eretz
Yisrael’’. This is the nature of the Jews. (Noam Zion
and David Dishon, A Different Night, 1997, p. 39)

In other words, Ben-Gurion emphasized that on Pesah we
remember the Exodus from Egypt by a religious act – the
Seder – in order to remember and to relive the Exodus once
a year. As a result, every Jew in the world is well-versed in
this seminal episode in the history of our people.

FBG[F \NKDP a 14
The same applies to the Destruction of the Temple. As
we learn in the tractate of Bava Batra (fol. 60b):
...The Sages said: A man plasters his house and leaves
a little bare... a man prepares a festive meal and leaves
out one small portion... a woman puts on all her jewelry
and leaves off one small item... as it is written: ‘‘If I
forget you, O Jerusalem, let my right hand wither. Let
my tongue stick to my palate if I do not remember you,
if I do not keep Jerusalem in mind even at my happiest
hour’’ (Psalms 137:5-6). ... What is meant by ‘‘my
happiest hour’’? Rabbi Isaac said: this is symbolized by
the burnt ashes, which we place on the head of a
bridegroom...

This passage was codified by Maimonides and the Shulhan
Arukh and these practices were actually followed by many
Jewish communities throughout the Diaspora. Similarly,
since the fourteenth century we break a glass under the
wedding canopy in order to commemorate the Destruction
of Jerusalem at our happiest moments (Kol Bo, Hilkhot
Ta’anit, 25d and Minhagey d’vey Maharam, p. 82).
In other words, we remembered the victory of the
Exodus through religious acts; and the failure of the
Destruction of the Temple through religious acts.
Indeed, tragedies which befell our people were
remembered in three different ways:
First of all, we decreed public fast days. In addition to
Tisha B’Av and the other fast days connected to the
Destruction of the Temple, we decreed public fast days in
order to commemorate other disasters.
For example, on the 23rd of Shvat, January 18, 749 a
terrible earthquake struck the Land of Israel, destroying
many cities and killing thousands of Jews and Arabs. We
learn from a genizah fragment of a Siddur from Eretz Yisrael
that the 23rd of Shvat was declared a Ta’anit Tzibbur (public
fast day) which was observed in Eretz Yisrael for hundreds of
years (Tarbitz 29 [5720], pp. 339-344).
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On the 20th day of Sivan, 4931 (May 26, 1171), thirtytwo Jews were burned at the stake in Blois, France, as a
result of a blood libel, the first in continental Europe. As a
result, the
20th of Sivan, 4931, was accepted voluntarily by all the
communities of France, the English Isles, and the
Rhineland, as a day of mourning and fasting. This was
also the command of Rabbeinu Tam, who wrote letters
informing them that it was proper to fix this day as a fast
for all our people and that this fast must be greater than
the Fast of Gedaliah... (A.M. Haberman, Sefer Gezeirot
Ashkenaz V’]zarefat, Jerusalem, 1945, p. 126)

Exactly 477 years later, a Jewish tragedy of much greater
proportions began in Poland. On the 20th of Sivan, 5408
(June 10, 1648) Bogdan Chmielnicki and his pillaging
Cossacks destroyed the flourishing Jewish community of
Nemirov, Poland. During the course of the next six months,
these mobs wantonly tortured and murdered approximately
50,000 innocent Jews and destroyed a large number of
Jewish communities. In 1650, the Council of Four Lands
decreed a public fast day on the 20th of Sivan for the
entire kingdom of Poland for generations, on the very
day on which... the massacre of Nemirov occurred. That
was the first community which died for the Sanctification of God’s name... (Y’vein Metzulah, ed. Halprin,
5726, p. 78).

Indeed, this is the reason that a group of teachers and
students at the Schechter Institute hold a public fast day
every year on Yom Hashoah.
Second, we have remembered tragedies by designating
periods of mourning on the Hebrew calendar, such as the
Three Weeks between the 17th of Tammuz and Tisha B’av
and the Sefirah Season between Pesah and Shavuot.
Third, we have composed megillot (scrolls) and kinot
(elegies). For example, Megillat Eikhah (the Scroll of
Lamentations) commemorates the Destruction of the First
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Temple. The great earthquake in the year 749 was
commemorated in a series of liturgical poems. The blood
libel of 1171 was commemorated by liturgical poems and
chronicles. And the well-known posek (halakhic authority),
Rabbi Shabetai Hacohen, the Shakh (1621-1662), composed a scroll named Megillat Afa (see Zekhariah 5:1-2) as
well as elegies about the massacres of 1648-1649, which
were printed in Amsterdam in 1651. Those elegies and
others, reprinted many times, were recited in Eastern
Europe on the 20th of Sivan for 300 years until the
Holocaust.
Indeed, some writers have suggested writing a megillah
in order to commemorate the Shoah. In 1970, Binyamin
West wrote: ‘‘I wish to suggest to the Yad Vashem
directorate that it announce a prize for a scroll of the
Holocaust. We need an Eikhah of the Holocaust, something
short and strong, that will have an effect on believers and
non-believers alike’’ (Yad Vashem News 2 [1970], p. 7).
In 1981, Rabbi Meir Amsel, a Haredi rabbi and
Holocaust survivor, published an article in Hamaor (Vol.
33 [Sivan-Tammuz 5741], p. 17) where he stated:
Therefore, now that it is 36 years after the terrible
disaster, the leaders of the people, the admorim
(Hassidic rabbis) and the rabbis should gather together
with the heads of Yeshivot, to confer and to set a fast
day, to lament and to eulogize the great destruction
which happened to the people of Israel ...and to enact a
megillah like the Scroll of Eikhah, that will be read on
this day, and to transmit it to future generations, until
the arrival of the Messiah who will avenge the blood of
our slain brethren.*

Megillat Hashoah – The Shoah Scroll – fills the need
described by Rabbi Amsel. But, you may ask, why do we
* Regarding all of the above, see David Golinkin, Conservative Judaism 37/4
(Summer 1984), pp. 52-64 and Eit La’asot 3 (Summer 5751), pp. 37-54.
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need to compose a Shoah Scroll right now? There are three
answers to this question:
First of all, the survivors are disappearing, and with them
the living testimonies. Rabbi Pesach Schindler, one of our
committee members, is a survivor. Prof. Avigdor Shinan –
the author of the scroll – is the son and nephew of survivors.
Dr. George Savran is the son-in-law of survivors. I am the
nephew of survivors. But in one generation’s time, no
survivors or children of survivors will remain to testify about
what happened. We must determine the methods of
commemoration now, when there is still a living connection
to the Shoah.
Second, as already mentioned, historic events are
remembered in Judaism only if it they are anchored in
religious rituals. The kindling of six torches by survivors in
the courtyard of Yad Vashem is a meaningful ritual, but will
it last when there are no living survivors?
Third, we are witnessing a growing phenomenon of
Holocaust deniers. Therefore, it is our difficult mission to
educate our children and the whole world about the
Holocaust, a unique event in the history of mankind.
We hope that this scroll will be accepted by Klal Yisrael
(the collective Jewish people) as a meaningful religious way
to commemorate the memory of the Holocaust for
generations, just as we were successful in commemorating
the Exodus, on the one hand, and the Destruction of the
Temple, on the other. If we succeed, we shall have fulfilled
the adage attributed to the Ba’al Shem-Tov:

FNGBDF EGS FZKMHCG ,FIM[FP FM[PR FNGDF
The Diaspora was prolonged by forgetfulness,
and remembrance is the secret of redemption.
Rabbi David Golinkin
President, The Schechter Institute
Jerusalem
Kristalnacht 5763
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L

oss of memory is scary whenever and to whomever
it occurs. But to Jews – in particular, to Jews of our
times – it is terrifying. We have a great deal to
remember, including memories that the rest of the world
would rather see forgotten. We fear for ourselves when we
realize that each year to come means fewer survivors of the
Holocaust left to remind us and the world of what
happened, of what human beings are capable of doing to
each other. We fear for the millions who will be wiped out of
all earthly record, if not for our determined effort to insure
that they are remembered and revered until the end of time.
We know that the memories of the previous generation
which the next generation carries into the future are
imperfect at best. They are a mere echo of the events,
times, feelings and conditions described. This is all the more
reason for us to listen as well as we can to the witnesses of
events that preceded us, for in the next generation, it is we
who become witnesses to the witnesses. It is our testimony,
one, two or ten generations removed from actual events,
that will help set the tone of the Jewish future.
The Jewish calendar has aided our memory process
throughout our long history. Sukkot commemorates our
ancient wilderness wandering, following the Exodus from
Egypt, which we remember through the Pesah festival.
Shavuot reminds us of the Sinai Revelation of Torah.
Hanukah and Purim commemorate the Hasmonean victory
over the Hellenist assimilationists and the Greek-Syrian
Empire, and our being saved from evil intent in ancient
Persia. Fast days along the map of our calendar remind us
of the various stages in the Destructions of the Ancient
Temple in Jerusalem.

19 a Introductions

Remembering the Holocaust, though, has been challenging, on a religious level. It is relatively so soon after the
events, that we have not yet even come close to uniformity
as a people, in figuring out how to put our memorializing the
Six Million into a religious context.
Several years ago, Alex Eisen, a prominent member of
the Toronto community and of my congregation, and a
Holocaust survivor, raised the idea of producing a Megillah
to be read on Yom Hashoah, just as Eikhah is read on Tisha
B’Av, and Esther on Purim. He felt, correctly, that a
consistent approach to Yom Hashoah was necessary, that a
Megillah, to be read in synagogue on Yom Hashoah, would
provide the day a unifying structure, and lead to Yom
Hashoah being observed by more Jews and more Jewish
communities, in a serious spiritual way.
Not long after Alex proposed the Megillah, I brought the
idea to Rabbi Seymour L. Essrog N"H, then President, and
Rabbi Joel Meyers, Executive Vice-President of the Rabbinical Assembly, both of whom warmly endorsed the project.
All that remained was the writing of the project, an effort
which was aided by a happy coincidence. For many years,
Rabbi David Golinkin, President of the Schechter Institute in
Jerusalem, has served as Auxiliary High Holiday Rabbi of
Beth David B’nai Israel Beth Am, my congregation, and has
been hosted by Alex Eisen. Alex discussed the idea with
Rabbi Golinkin, leading the Schechter Institute to become
an active partner in the project with the Rabbinical
Assembly. It was under Rabbi Golinkin’s guidance that the
final document came to be, written in a magnificent Hebrew
by Professor Avigdor Shinan, and beautifully translated into
English by Rabbi Jules Harlow. Ms. Tova Strauss corrected
the vocalization and supplied the cantillation. Mr. Donny
Finkel of Leshon Limudim Ltd. typeset the book and saw it
through the press.
Megillat Hashoah would not have achieved fruition,
were it not for the tireless fundraising efforts of Alex Eisen,
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and the generosity of donors acknowledged elsewhere in
this booklet.
Remembering the Six Million needs to enter the
synagogue in a structured and consistent manner. It is our
hope that Megillat Hashoah will be read on Yom Hashoah
every year in synagogues and communities throughout the
world.
It is through the perspective of memory, both immediate
and ancient, that we are better able to prepare ourselves for
the challenge of a vibrant Jewish future. May we prove equal
to the challenge of transmitting those memories into
tomorrow’s world.
Rabbi Philip S. Scheim
Toronto, Ontario
Kristalnacht 5763
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Commemorative Ritual for Yom Hashoah Eve
The Service begins with the recitation of Minhah.

The ark of Torah, of faith, of learning,
stands empty and bereft.
We have come here to remember
those who cannot be forgotten.
We have come to speak of that which cannot be spoken
but must not be left unsaid.
We have come to remind not others but ourselves
of what was done and what was not done.
We have come to ask questions that cannot be answered
but cannot be left unasked.
We know how to remember the dead we have known.
We know how to commemorate the death of one person.
But all of us are mourners;
all of us recall not one but six million ones.
Not only those we have known,
but those no one can know,
the names that are forever lost.
Rabbi Reuven Hammer
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Guardian of Israel,
guard the remnant of Israel;
and preserve the people Israel, who proclaim:
Sh’ma Yisrael.
Guardian of a unique people,
guard the remnant of that people;
and preserve that people who affirm:
Adonai is our God, Adonai alone.
Guardian of a holy people,
guard the remnant of that holy people;
and preserve that holy people
who chant in praise of the Holy One:
Kadosh, Kadosh, Kadosh.

O God, moved by prayer and reconciled by supplication,
accept the prayers amid the supplication of our
afflicted generation, for there is no one else to help.
We have sat and wept as we recalled our kin
who were slaughtered, suffocated and burned to ashes
in the time of our deepest distress.
Avinu Malkenu,
have mercy on us and answer us,
for we are devoid of good deeds.
Treat us with mercy and kindness, and save us.
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The Ma’ariv Service is recited.

.CKZTP \NKV\ OKNNV\P

Megillat Hashoah, The Shoah Scroll, may be read at this
time. The lighting of six candles may take place before
reading the Megillah, or one candle may be lit at the
conclusion of each of the six chapters of Megillat Hashoah.
Ani Ma’amin may be sung or the melody played during the
candle-lighting.

Ani Ma’amin
I believe
with perfect faith
In the coming of the Messiah,
I believe.
And even though he may tarry
Nonetheless, (do) I believe.
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The Shoah Scroll

F@B f t#F \#k]D^P

QBR[ ZGEDKCB \BP
by Avigdor Shinan
translated from the Hebrew by Jules Harlow

Comprising six chapters:
I.

In the Beginning

II. The Earth is Filled
with Chaos and
Confusion
III. The Darkness
Spread Over All
IV. Confronting
the Abyss
V. A Heavenly Voice,
Hovering, Cries Out
VI. Let There be Light
Again
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¦ d© ix¥a§ C¦ azFM
¥ xn© `¨
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CHAPTER I

IN THE BEGINNING
1
2
3

4
5

6

7

So spoke the Chronicler:
Long is the history of the eternal people, extending for
millennia, including good years and bad years, tranquil
years and dreadful years. In its own land and in
Diaspora lands, among the nations and as a free people,
it enjoyed long periods of repose during which it
contributed of its endowments to fellow mortals,
bestowing upon them the Sabbath and faith in one
God, the Book of books and the teachings of the
prophets. At times, however, in darkened and difficult
days, it struggled under the burdens imposed by
vanquishers and subjugators. It was afflicted, body
and soul, by religious wars and persecutions, burnings
at the stake and being crowded into ghettos, blood
libels and pogroms, expulsions and exiles, degradation
and derision. The people had neither serenity nor
tranquility; and the monster of Jew-hatred again and
again threatened to swallow it whole, rose up against it
in every generation attempting to destroy it. Nevertheless, the people gritted its teeth, accepted the
heavenly judgment and, groaning, even at times
stretched its neck on the sacrificial altar. Homeless
and hunted, it sought a safe haven, a refuge for resting a
while until the time of wrath had passed.
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¥ n¦ ÆElb§ dª m Àc̈`Îi¥
¨ pA§ xŸt´ qÎoi
§ ¥̀ :FW« x§ẗl§
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hr©½ n§ Eĺe§ Æx ¥̀ z̈l§ Egi³¦lv©
§ iÎ`Ÿl o®N̈Mª zFt− V̈dÎl
© k̈A§ E`½ x§Ä¦IW
¤ e§
g© ŸM® W§ l¦ l−©kE` `Ÿl¬ rc̈½ ¥̀ z`´Ÿf Æs`© e§ :i«p̈ir¥ l§ d−l̈b§ P¦ WÎd
¤ O© n¦
:oia«¦ d̈l§ gF
© M− d© i¬¦AÎd¤id¦
§ iÎ`Ÿle§

8

9
10

11

12

13

14

15

16
17
18

19

31 a The Shoah Scroll

8
9
10

11

12

13

14

15

16
17
18

19

[From here to the end of the chapter is chanted in the mode of Eikhah.]
What befell the people Israel in Nazi Europe, however,
is beyond classification, and what confronted its sons
and daughters defies description. Untold numbers were
forced out of their homes, torn from their families,
trampled in the dust, worked to death. Six million
created in the divine image were strangled, cremated,
shot, buried alive; they died of starvation, of thirst, and
of the cold. This time the monster stretched open its
mouth beyond bounds, with a blood-curdling shriek
and with stinking breath, and sought to eradicate
everything. Without mercy it set out to destroy, to
slaughter, and to lay waste the entire people, from those
nearing the end of their days to embryos in their
mothers’ wombs. Countless trains stuffed with human
cargo sped to the camps, where from chimneys smoke
ascended to God; but the heavens were brass and the
firmament iron. The click-clack of boxcar wheels
blended with the barking of dogs, and the clank of
iron doors merged with the stomping of hobnailed
boots. Like a gigantic thundering orchestra, all of these
sounds silenced the thin, small voice bursting out of the
hearts of the precious few, the righteous of the world’s
nations who had been touched by the word of God.
May God recall their deeds in their favor.
So much have I seen and so much have I yet to see, but
what was revealed to me there I never could see again.
All of the words in the world, created and yet to be
created, in every single language, will never be able to
describe even a small part of what was displayed before
my eyes. And this too do I know: Never will I be able to
forget, and never will I have the power to understand.
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CHAPTER II

THE EARTH IS FILLED
WITH CHAOS AND CONFUSION
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From the journal of a journey to another world:
I was part of a small delegation of journalists that stole
into the ghetto in order to see what was happening
behind its walls. I stayed there for eight hours, during
which I aged ten years. On our way there, we stopped
at a church to worship, since it was Sunday. When the
last notes of the organ had faded, we listened to the
words of the priest. He spoke of suffering and affliction,
of love and compassion, of pity and kindness, and sent
us on our way with the blessing, ‘‘May God be with
you.’’ But when we passed the guardhouses placed in
the wall surrounding the ghetto, we were left with the
suffering and the affliction, them alone.
As we entered, a cart was coming toward us, pushed
and pulled by three men. Bloated corpses were heaped
upon it, their heads bouncing to a rhythm determined
by muddy ruts in the road, as if they were greeting us.
Thus for the first time we met death’s partner, famine.
It was impossible not to feel its presence in every
corner, and it was the force endlessly propelling
streams of weakened people through the streets, their
faces filled with despair. Wherever you looked, terrifying sights: a dead body, its face covered by a
newspaper, and a man hastily removing its overcoat
while digging in its pockets with anticipation; a young
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girl, holding tightly her infant sister who was weeping
out of hunger listlessly, maybe dying, maybe sleeping;
an elder crowned with tefillin stretching out a feeble
hand, his eyes reflecting the peace he had made with
the most dreadful of all; a boy who had tried to
smuggle potato skins into the ghetto surrounded by a
group of guards reveling with coarse laughter as they
stripped him before he was beaten to death.
A group of young people was assembled around a
bulletin board. One of the announcements, written in
Yiddish, drew my attention. It was explained to us that
this was an announcement about a concert to be held
that very day, a small choir and a violinist. Other
announcements told about Torah instruction and
lectures on current events. Did these have the power,
even if momentary, to silence gnawing hunger or to
stifle the dread of what the future held? Whence did
this nation draw the strength to stare into the eyes of
the destroying angel?!
We also met with members of the Judenrat, community
leaders, those unfortunates into whose hands were
entrusted the lives of their brothers and sisters without
the power to save them. Once again they were forced to
organize people for a transport, while the motors of the
trucks already were roaring in the central square. With
shoving and shouting, mothers and their children were
forced – along with the elderly holding their canes, the
ailing and the crippled and the feeble – into the
cavernous maws of the trucks, and all their eyes were
filled with nightmarish terror. On their way to the
nearby train depot, the trucks left behind them a silent
scream shrouded in black smoke, and the painful
certain knowledge that tomorrow and the day after
tomorrow this scene would be repeated until the
ghetto’s last breath.
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The return to the city’s main street, with its traffic and
tumult, crowds and carousing, brought me at once from
one world to another. A narrow wall and a few gates
separated worlds that were so different. What do the
dwellers of one world know about their neighbors in
the other one? And if I were to tell, would they listen?
And if they were to listen, could they believe? And if
they were to believe, would they not attempt to explain,
or to cleanse their consciences, with scores of different
and differing rationalizations? And if they were to ask
me why all of this befell the Jews, how would I answer?
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CHAPTER III

THE DARKNESS SPREAD OVER ALL
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Written upon a scrap of paper found between two
wooden beds:
Gertrude is my name. There were many Gertrudes in
our town, but in this long, cold barracks there is no
Gertrude but me. There is an Anushka here who comes
from the Ukraine, and Gittel from Poland, Helen from
Germany, and Gratzia from Greece, and a continuing
long list of those who once were women. What cruel,
callous magnet drew us here from all corners of the
continent, and cast all of us into one mold: wooden
shoes and a dress of coarse fabric, a blanket to cover our
body in a cold that knows no mercy, and a tin plate and
a spoon that never could hold enough to satisfy the
incessant gnawing hunger. The past is becoming
blurred, replaced only by the present, today, right
now, this moment, the sewing machine, a portion of
foul soup, the lineup where some of us collapse and
from which others are plucked away to disappear,
accompanied by shrieks and dogs, and no one knows
where.
The present fills all of our existence. About the future no
one speaks, and with difficulty I remember the past. O,
how shortsighted and innocent we were! We rejected the
advice to abandon the homeland, to emigrate to the distant
east, and we hid ourselves from the signs, ‘‘No Jews
Allowed.’’ Our ears we sealed from hearing the hateful
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speeches, for they were just words and what can words
really accomplish? With all our might we wanted to
believe that if only we would humble ourselves a short
while, the storm would pass and be no more. Even after
the night of the burning synagogues, when the streets
were covered with shattered glass, we continued
hoping for the best, since nothing worse could come
to pass and, after all, everyone was cultured there.
Alas for the blind fools who did not know what the
future held. It was on a Friday night. We were sitting in
the salon and my crippled, wheelchair-bound father,
Manfred, was singing along with the choir being
broadcast on the radio. Suddenly the door was broken
down and they entered, black uniforms and shining
boots. They shoved father into an adjoining room, and
they commanded us to pack a suitcase within ten
minutes. ‘‘Where you are going is safe and sheltered,’’
they said. ‘‘Hurry! Hurry!’’ Later, only interrupted
images and fragmented sounds: an isolated rifle shot,
the vacant stares of the neighbors, the frozen city
square, a mother’s farewell cry, the filthy truck, the
boxcar with not a breath of fresh air, the long barracks
with nothing but wooden beds, and the sour-faced
Kapo.
Our hair they shaved when they brought us into the
barracks, and in place of the six-pointed yellow star
they burned a blue number into our arms, and from
that moment only sewing and sewing from morning to
night, without rest, day after day, hats, coats, shirts, and
trousers appropriate for the shining boots. At first I still
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¥ däi`¦ k§ n©
,FR`T̈d© dx¨R§ q¦ KM̈ :xg¥ `© mFwn̈l§ EpN̈Mª z ¤̀ Egw¦
§ i dl̈§iN© d©
z`Ÿf lM̈ za¤ zFM
¤ ip£̀
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asked ‘‘Why?’’ Why me? Why us? Why now? But I
stopped asking. The question is more painful when
there is no answer.
Tonight they will take all of us to another location. This
is what the Kapo told us, and she did not add another
word, but her face was gloomy. I am writing all of this
on scraps of paper. And if a human being should ever
find them, perhaps he will have the strength to ask for a
reason why there was no
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§ i ï§i zx§©fr¤ A§ ml̈Frl̈ iz`
¦ ÄW
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§ i .dp̈Ÿn© A§ il¦ EpY§ p¦

1
32

4
5

6
7

8
9

10
11

12

45 a The Shoah Scroll

CHAPTER IV

CONFRONTING THE ABYSS
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The last words of Yaakov-David Ben Yoel-Tzvi Halevi:
Four times was I born, and once already have I died.
My first birth was accompanied by the joyful voices of
my parents and my eight brothers and sisters when I
came into the world, with the help of God, may He be
blessed, twenty-five years ago. I was born three other
times over the past ten years, during which time I also
died once. After that death, no death could ever
frighten me.
The second time, I was born on the night of the
Selection, when they gathered us, all the males in town,
to the central square. The stars had disappeared and
only the yellow patches flickered in the darkness. We
were told to form a long line and strip to the waist. One
by one we passed by the light of a dim oil lamp near a
devil dressed in black who with the wave of a hand
directed to the left or to the right. At once I realized that
the strong and the sturdy were being sent to one side,
and the young and the aged to the other. Hastily I filled
my shoes with dirt, to gain a few centimeters in height.
Swelling my chest, I even walked on my toes as I
passed by him. I was sent with the sturdy. Later we
heard the shots and I knew that my life had been given
to me as a gift. Blessed be His name.
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The third time I was born when one thousand of us
were taken to walk in front of soldiers on a battlefield.
The area was full of mines and we formed a living wall
before the troops. Each and every day our number
diminished as comrades ripped apart were left behind
as food for the birds of the heavens and the beasts of the
field. Seventy-eight of us survived the march. I felt that
our lives began anew when we finally reached the barn
where we were favored with our daily portion of thin
soup. Blessed be the Lord each day.
The fourth time, I was born later that night. I had left
the barn for the yard behind it, where I managed to
catch sight of a spark from a match and the sickening
smile of the one who had lit it. Since the living wall had
fulfilled its mission, it was no longer needed. The barn
went up in flames and all my comrades soared
heavenward on the flaming pyre, a sacrificial offering
ascending to God, may He be blessed.
Whoever has been born four times will not die only
once. My death came to me after I had fled from the site
of the fire. I was captured by locals and forced into a
boxcar on its way to the place where ‘‘work makes one
free.’’ An orchestra greeted us, and all of us were led,
holding soap and a towel, to wash our sweat-covered
bodies. The smell of flesh on fire confused our senses.
The soap seemed to be burning in our hands, and the
orchestra was playing. Thanks to God’s mercies for me,
I was removed from the line at the last moment, and
did not become part of the naked mass shoved into the
room so savagely. The door slammed with a deafening
noise and from the room burst forth sounds that no
words can adequately describe: the howling hiss of gas
streaming in accompanied by a mingling of faint and
feeble cries: ‘‘Sh’ma yisrael’’ and ‘‘mameleh,’’ ‘‘the Lord
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our God’’ and ‘‘madre mia,’’ ‘‘the Lord is One’’ and
‘‘tateleh,’’ followed by a low, murmuring sound. Here
my task began: to remove the bodies, to pull out gold
teeth, to shove the dead into the oven. When I pulled
out the teeth of my brother Lazer, whom I had not seen
for years, my heart died within me. My body continued
to live, but I became one of the walking dead. The Lord
gave me life, and the Lord took it away, may the name
of the Lord be blessed. How the Master of the Universe
has taken such trouble to ensure that we would lose our
faith in Him! Yet, in spite of His wrath and His rage,
we have refused to succumb.
When I die again, tear not your garments; mourn not,
for there is no death after death. Do not even attempt to
ask why. What I have not accomplished for myself, let
others not try to accomplish on my behalf.
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F`® N§ n© l§ lFḱï m−c̈`¨ oi¬¥̀ W
¤ ciw½¦ t§ z© `´¥Nn© l§
:d« ÏkFa
¦ i¬¦p£̀ dN¤ −¥̀ Îlr© :ldw
c´©lFpe§ m¦i−©nr£R© z¬¥OW
¤ i½e¦N¥ d© Æia¦ vÎl
§ ¥̀ FiÎoA¤ c³¦eC̈ÎaŸwr©
£iÎlr©
r®©Ax§`©
:d« ÏkFa
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zF`½ ḧ´¥BA© ÆmiwEg
¦ C§ d© mipFi
¦À li
§ O¦ d© lr´©e§ d®ÏkFa
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CHAPTER V

A HEAVENLY VOICE, HOVERING, CRIES OUT
[This chapter, except for the final passage, is chanted in the mode of
Eikhah.]
1
2
3

A heavenly voice cries out: For these do I weep.
For Gertrude’s parents, who were torn away from each
other
Congregation: For these do I weep.
For Gertrude and Anushka, Gittel, Helen, and Gratzia,
whose vitality came to an end in labor camps
Congregation:

4

5

For these do I weep.

For members of the Judenrat and for the Jewish Kapo,
who were asked to fulfill a task that no human being
could fulfill
Congregation: For these do I weep.
For Yaakov-David ben Yoel-Tzvi Halevi who died
twice and was born four times
Congregation:

For these do I weep.

6

For nine hundred and twenty-two comrades who from
mine fields ascended the heavens

7

For the seventy-seven who were saved, whose dust was
gathered in the barn
Congregation: For these do I weep.
For Lazer, who in his most terrifying nightmares never
saw his brother pulling gold teeth from his corpse

Congregation:

8

Congregation:

9
10

For these do I weep.

For these do I weep.

For these do I weep, and for the millions crowded in
ghettos and in detention camps; for those wandering in
forests and those hidden in attics and in underground
bunkers, for those who found refuge in the bosom of
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¤ inÎl
¸¦ r©
`v̈Ed
¸ W
¤ ÁinÎl
¦ r© :sx«¨U§ p¦ F`¬ i−©g x¬©Aw§ p¦ dxFp
¾¨ mi®¦fB̈d© i´¥̀ z̈A§
Æmi¦ n©¸ ẄÎmW
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another faith or who lost their God; for those who were
given over to experiments at the hands of wild beasts
called doctors and scientists; for those who died of
hunger and of thirst, smothered to death in freight
trains or in gas chambers, shot, buried alive or
cremated; for those who were brought out to be killed
by hanging so that they would be seen, and for those
who sanctified God’s name and the name of the people
Israel, refusing to be subdued, fighting to the death. For
those who lost their homes, their dignity, and their
hope, and for those left alive to live the horror anew,
day after day, moment after moment.
For these do I weep, for infants who never learned to
say ‘‘Mommy,’’ for boys and girls whose youth was
stolen from them, who withered before coming to
blossom; for young men and women who never were
blessed beneath the wedding canopy, for the elderly
denied the privilege of a gracious old age; for the
orchestras and for the music, and for all the world’s
beauty whose rainbow of colors was lost, replaced by
only brown and gray and black. For all these do I weep.
I struggled so hard before the veiled curtain, before the
merciful and gracious One, of great kindness and truth.
How I pled and how I begged, how I wanted to
understand. Was all of this known on high? Was this
the decree of God who is filled with compassion? This
was the reward of such a nation? But there was no
sound and no response, only an exasperating silence.
The Most High abides in secret, God dwells in the
shadow of silence. Deep, hidden, and awesome are the
events; no one understands them, not even echoes of
the heavenly voice.
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CHAPTER VI

LET THERE BE LIGHT AGAIN
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Again did the chronicler speak:
At the edges of the night, the first rays of dawn could be
discerned. They shone upon the remnants of human
beings in striped clothing who stared at their surroundings with dead eyes. They have forgotten how to be
happy, and their bodies reject any food offered them.
Bulldozers thrust into gigantic pits thousands of thin,
naked corpses that fall, one atop the other, their limbs
withered.
In camps of the uprooted circled human streams,
searching in despair for members of their families,
and they were afraid to hope lest their hope be lost. The
unfortunates who tried to return to their homes found
in them hostile neighbors from time to time, and more
than once they were saved only by a miracle from
murder following murder. People who did not know or
who had sought not to know, who refused to believe or
who forbade believing, stood with tearful eyes, not
knowing where to direct their gaze or how to cleanse
their conscience.
Slowly, slowly, people returned to their homes, and
family members were reunited. People married again,
and children were born. Wave upon wave poured into
the East and the State of Israel arose, and centers of
Jewish life flourished throughout the world. Trains
traveled to resorts once again, and orchestras were
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making joyous music in all corners of the land. Perhaps
this is the way in which Heaven sought some
consolation for those who suffered and mourned.
The heroism of courageous resisters was revealed and
proclaimed, and Mourner’s Kaddish was recited for the
dead, memorial books were written, monuments were
erected so that finally mourners could find a place
where they could weep for their dead, criminals were
punished, and those who were afflicted in body or soul
received help. Nevertheless, it was impossible to
restrain the angel of dreams who continues to terrify
the rescued night after night, impossible to silence the
gnawing voice of conscience, which demands an
explanation for satanic evil, and for apathetic hearts.
Such questions ‘‘Why, God, why? Why us? Why them?
Why now? Why in that way?’’ are left suspended in
midair, hovering over all human deeds, and there is no
response.
Time will tell what we have learned; only time will
reveal whether we truly have listened to the voice of the
blood of the slaughtered crying out from the earth.
Do not mourn too much, but do not sink into the
forgetfulness of apathy. Do not allow days of darkness
to return; weep, but wipe the tears away.
Do not absolve and do not exonerate,
do not attempt to understand.
Learn to live without
an answer.
Through our blood, live!
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Yizkor for Yom Hashoah
We shall remember our brothers and our sisters,
the city houses and the country houses,
the shtetl streets rushing like rivers
and the lonely inn on the country road —
the aged man and the features of his face,
the mother in her kerchief,
the young girl with her braids,
the child,
the people Israel in thousands of communities
among all the human families,
the entire assembly of Jews
brought down to slaughter on the soil of Europe
by the Nazi destroyer,
the man who suddenly screamed
and while screaming died,
the woman, clutching her infant to her breast,
whose arms gave out,
the infant groping for his mother’s nipple
that was blue and cold,
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the feet,
the feet that sought refuge
though flight was no longer possible,
and those who made their hands into a fist,
the fist that gripped the iron,
the iron that became the weapon of vision,
of despair, and of rebellion,
and those, the pure of heart,
those whose eyes were opened,
those who risked their lives,
though they lacked the power to triumph.
We shall remember the day,
the day in its brightness, the sun that rose
over the bloody conflagration,
the lofty, silent heavens.
We shall remember the mounds of dust
beneath the gardens in bloom.
The living shall remember their dead
for they are forever before us.
Look! Their eyes dart round and about,
allowing us no peace, no peace
until our lives become worthy of their memory.
Abba Kovner, translated by Jules Harlow
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EXALTED, COMPASSIONATE GOD, grant infinite rest

in Your sheltering presence, among the holy and pure, to
the souls of our brethren who perished in the Shoah –
men, women, and children of the House of Israel who
were slaughtered, suffocated and burned to ashes. May
their memory endure and inspire deeds of charity and
goodness in our lives. May their souls thus be bound up
in the bond of life. May they rest in peace. And let us say:
Amen.

MOURNER’S KADDISH
Yitgadal v’yitkadash sh’mei raba,
b’alma di’vr’a khir’utei, v’yamlikh malkhutei
b’hayeikhon u-v’yomeikhon u-v’hayei d’khol beit Yisrael,
ba’agala u-vi-z’man kariv, v’imru amen.
Y’hei sh’mei raba m’vorakh l’alam u-l’almei almaya.
Yitbarakh v’yishtabah v’yitpa-ar v’yitromam v’yitnasei,
v’yit-hadar v’yit’aleh v’yithalal sh’mei d’kudsha, b’rikh hu,
l’ela min kol birkhata v’shirata
tushb’hata v’nehamata da’amiran b’alma, v’imru amen.
Y’hei sh’lama rabba min sh’maya, v’hayim aleinu v’al kol
Yisra’el, v’imru amen.
Oseh shalom bi-m’romav, hu ya’aseh shalom, aleinu v’al kol
Yisra-el, v’imru amen.
63
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Undzer Shtetl Brent
S’brent, briderlech s’brent!
Oi unzer orem shtetl nebech brent
Beize vintn mit yirgozun
Reisn brechn un tzeblozn
Shtarker noch di vilde flamen
Altz arum shoin brent
Un ir shteit un kukt azoi zich
Mit farleigte hent
Un ir shteit un kukt azoi zich
Unzer shtetl brent!

It is burning, dear brothers, it is burning!
Our poor little town is burning!
Angry winds whip the flames.
Everything is on fire!
And you stand helplessly
With folded hands and stare
While the flames grow higher
And our little town burns.
Mordechai Gebirtig
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,KKR[ QGV ER#BN QJKKGG HKC ER#BNRTPN#Bo OTRKZD QGV
,KKGG ZTHERGB JKP ,QKKo ZTHERGB JKP QB@ QTPGY ZKP
,JGNC ZTHERGB QGV WKZo[ B# HKB’S QNB#VTD eGG QGB
.JGP ZTHERGB ,FZGCD ZTHERGB JZB@E JTGG QXB@Zo[
,JRKKF OTE HERGB QENKDB#C QGHRDZB@P KE JTGG’S
JRKKV QJKP QERKGG[ZBV JTGG QJMTR ZTE QGB
= ZB@KB#Y OTE QKB QGH KE JTGG QTPB#HZB#V CKGB ZB@R
.ZGE GX ZGE QGV EKN SB@E QKKD NB@H NB@ZB#o B# KGG
,KKNC JKP JKR QGB JGNC JKP HKB QCKZ[TD EKN SB@E
,KKZV ZTE UGKB NDKGV B# QGV NEKN QKKY JKR HKB’S
JRTGG TYKERNB#V Q[KGGX YNB@V B# JB@F SB@E
.JRTF KE QKB STRB#DB#R JKP QTDRGHTD EKN SB@E
,DTGG QJXTN OTE JSKKD GE HB# ,NB@P QKKY JKR DB@H B@J
,DTJ TKGNC QNTJ[ZB#V TRTKKNC QTNPKF [JB@M
,FT[ TJYRTCTDSKGB ZTHERGB LB@R JTGG QTPGY
!B@E QTRKKH ZKP = JB@ZJ ZTHERGB QB@J YKGo B# JTGG ST
YKND [ZKF
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Zog Nit Keyn Mol

Never say that there is only death for you
Though leaden skies may be concealing days of blue
Because the hour we have hungered for is near;
Beneath our tread the earth shall tremble: We are here!
From land of palm-tree to the far-off land of snow
We shall be coming with our torment and our woe,
And everywhere our blood has sunk into the earth
Shall our bravery, our vigor blossom forth!
We’ll have the morning sun to set our day aglow,
And all our yesterdays shall vanish with the foe,
And if the time is long before the sun appears,
Then let this song go like a signal through the years.
This song was written with our blood and not with lead;
It’s not a song that birds sing overhead.
It was a people, among toppling barricades,
That sang this song of ours with pistols and grenades.
So never say that there is only death for you.
For leaden skies may be concealing days of blue
Yet the hour we have hungered for is near;
Beneath our tread the earth shall tremble: We are here!
Hirsh Glick, translated by Aaron Kramer
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FG@Y^v]F#
FP@K]R^o C@C+k#a EfT N@j
F@iP]fF KE]eF^K r&V&R
FP@KE]Y@ IZ@^HP] K+\zB#V^Ne
F@i]VfX Qfi]X^N Q]K#T
eR+\@G^Y]\ FE@^C@B B‘ N EfT
O]K#o^N#B \fRr
^ \#a F@G^Y]v#F
eR+XZ^B#^a Kr
] ^VI@ O#T \fKF^]N
.O]K@Nr
@ eZK]G Qfi]X WZ&B&

HATIKVAH
Kol ode balevav penimah
Nefesh yehudi homiyah
Ulfa’atay mizrach kadimah
Ayin l’tzion tzofiah
Ode lo avdah tikvateynu
Hatikvah bat shnot alpayim
Lihiyot am hofshi be-artzaynu
Eretz tzion viyirushalayim.

69 a Additional Readings

The Rabbinical Assembly, founded in 1901 and located in New
York City, is the international association of Conservative/
Masorti rabbis. The Assembly actively promotes the cause of
Conservative/Masorti Judaism and works unceasingly to benefit
Klal Yisrael; publishes learned texts, prayerbooks and works of
Jewish interest; and administers the work of the Committee on
Jewish Law and Standards which serves as the halakhic guide for
the Conservative Movement. It serves the professional and
personal needs of its membership through publications, conferences and benefit programs, and administers the Movement’s
Joint Placement Commission. Rabbis of the Assembly serve
throughout the world, in congregations, on the campus, as
educators, hospital and military chaplains, teachers of Judaica,
and officers of communal service organizations.
The Rabbinical Assembly
3080 Broadway, New York, New York, 10027
Tel: 212-280-6000, Fax: 212-749-9166
Email: info@rabbinicalassembly.org
www.rabassembly.org
The Schechter Institute of Jewish Studies, Inc. is a non-profit
organization which supports a learning community established
in Jerusalem in 1984 including: the Schechter Institute of Jewish
Studies: A Graduate School for Israeli Educators, where over 450
students learn Jewish studies within a pluralistic environment;
The Schechter Center of Jewish Studies: A Rabbinical School for
Conservative/Masorti Judaism; The TALI Education Fund
which provides Jewish studies programs for 22,000 Israeli
children in over 120 state schools and kindergartens; Midreshet
Yerushalayim outreach activities for Russian immigrants and for
Jewish communities in the Ukraine and Hungary; and Applied
Research Institutes in Halakhah, Women in Jewish Law, and
Judaism and the Arts. All of these programs advance the struggle
for Jewish knowledge, religious pluralism and tolerance in Israel
and throughout the world.
Schechter Institute of Jewish Studies, Inc.
475 Riverside Drive, Suite 244, New York, New York, 10115
Tel: 212-870-3173, Fax: 212-870-3176
Email: schechter@jtsa.edu
www.schechter.edu

