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בס'ד

תשעה באב קינות תשע'ט
 ישעיהו פרק נו1
ית־ת ִפ ָלָּ֥ה י ִָק ֵ ֖רא
ְ
ֵיתי ב
ִ ִ֔ ֵל־מזְ ְב ִ ִ֑חי ִ ַ֣כי ב
ִ יהם ְל ָרצ֖ ֹון ַ ַֽע
ֶ֛ ֶ ֵיהם וְזִ ְבח
ֶ֧ ֶ עֹוֹלת
ֵ
ל־הר ָק ְד ִׁ֗ ִשי ו ְִש ַמ ְח ִתים֙ ְב ֵ ַ֣בית ְתפִ לָ ִ֔ ִתי
ַ֣ ַ ֶיאֹותים א
ִ ִ֞ ( ז) וַהֲ ִב
לכָל־הָ עַ ִ ַֽמים:
ְ
I will bring them to My holy mount, and I will cause them to rejoice in My house of prayer, their burnt offerings and
their sacrifices shall be acceptable upon My altar, for My house shall be called a house of prayer for all peoples

 מלכים א פרק ח פסוק מא2
חֹוקה ְל ַ ָּ֥מעַ ן ְש ֶ ַֽמך
֖ ָ ּובא מֵ ֶ ָּ֥א ֶרץ ְר
ֶ֛ ָ ֹא־מעַ ְמךָּ֥ י ְִש ָר ֵ ֖אל הִ֑ ּוא
ֵ  ְוגַם֙ אֶ ל־הַ נָכְ ִ ִ֔רי אֲ ֶ ֶ֛שר ל:
And to the stranger, who (is) not of Your people Israel, but will come from a far country for the sake of Your Name.

Jordan Anchondo (24)

Andre Anchondo (23)

Dave Johnson (63)
PITTSBURGH VICTIMS:
Joyce Fienberg, 75 Richard Gottfried, 65 Rose Mallinger, 97 Jerry Rabinowitz, 66 Cecil Rosenthal, 59
David Rosenthal, 54 Bernice Simon, 84 Sylvan Simon, 86 Daniel Stein, 71 Melvin Wax, 88 Irving Younger,
69
POWAY VICTIM:
Lori Gilbert-Kaye, 60
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 3איכה רבה (וילנא) פתיחתות
ד רבי אבהו פתח (הושע ו') והמה כאדם עברו ברית ,זה אדם הראשון ,אמר הקדוש ברוך הוא אדם הראשון
הכנסתי אותו לגן עדן וצויתיו ועבר על צוויי ודנתי אותו בגירושין ובשילוחין וקוננתי עליו איכה ,הכנסתי אותו לגן
עדן ,שנאמר (בראשית ב') ויקח ה' אלהים את האדם ויניחהו בגן עדן ,וצויתיו שנאמר (שם /בראשית ב' )/ויצו
ה' אלהים על האדם לאמר וגו' ,ועבר על צוויי שנאמר (שם /בראשית /ג') המן העץ אשר צויתיך וגו' ,ודנתי
אותו בגירושין שנאמר (שם /בראשית ג' )/ויגרש את האדם ודנתי אותו בשילוחין שנאמר (שם /בראשית ג')/
וישלחהו ה' מגן עדן ,וקוננתי עליו איכה ,שנאמר (שם /בראשית ג' )/ויאמר לו איכה ,איכה כתיב ,אף בניו
הכנסתי אותם לא"י שנאמר (ירמיה ב') ואביא אתכם אל ארץ הכרמל ,וצויתים שנאמר (ויקרא כ"ד) צו את בני
ישראל ,ועברו על צוויי שנאמר (דניאל ט') וכל ישראל עברו את תורתך ,ודנתי אותם בגירושין שנאמר (הושע
ט') מביתי אגרשם ,ודנתי אותם בשילוחין שנאמר (ירמיה ט"ו) שלח מעל פני ויצאו ,וקוננתי עליהם ,איכה

 4תלמוד בבלי מסכת מועד קטן דף כו עמוד א
אמר רבי חלבו אמר רב הונא :הרואה ספר תורה שנקרע חייב לקרוע שתי קריעות :אחד על הגויל ואחד על
הכתב .שנאמר :אחרי שרף המלך את המגלה ואת הדברים.
Rabbi Chelbo said that Rav Huna said: One who sees a Torah scroll that was torn is obligated to make
two rents, one for the parchment that was damaged and one for the writing, as it is stated: “Then the
word of the Lord came to Jeremiah, after the king had burned the scroll and the words” (Jeremiah 36:27).
This implies that a separate rent must be made for each of them, both the parchment and the writing.

 5מפניני הרב (ע' שלז)
מתבאר מכאן שבשעה ששורפים ספר תורה ,גם הקלף וגם הכתב נשרפים הם באש .והקשה
הגרי"ד סלובייציק מהגמ' בע"ז (יח א) שמצאוהו לר' חנינא בן תרדיון שהיה יושב ועוסק בתורה,
מקהיל קהילות רבות ,וספר תורה מונח לו בחיקו ,הביאוהו וכרכוהו בספר תורה ,והקיפוהו
בחבילי זמורות והציתו בהן את האור ...אמרו לו תלמידיו מה אתה רואה (שהיו שומעין קול
האותיות הפורחות ,ולא היו יודעין מהו .תוס') ,אמר להם ,גוילין נשרפין ואתיות פורחות וכו' .הרי
מתבאר שבשעה שהנכרים שורפים את התורה רק הקלף בוער באש ,ולא האותיות .והרי זה
סתירה לדברי הגמ' מו"ק הנ"ל.
ובפשוטו היה נראה לחלק בין תורה שבכתב לבין תורה שבעל פה ,דתורה שבכתב שגדרו כתב
על גבי קלף ,פשיטא שבשעה ששורפים הקלף יישרפו אף האותיות .ובגמ' מו"ק המדובר הוא על
שריפת מגילת איכה ,ועל הרואה ספר תורה שנשרף ,שהם תורה שבכתב .אכן בעובדא דר'
חנינא בן תרדיון ,אף על פי שהיה ספר תורה מונח לו בחיקו ,בודאי היה דורש דרשות של תורה
שבעל פה ,ועל התורה שבעל פה התכוון התנא באמרו שהאותיות פורחות באויר ,שאינו נתפס
בחורבן ,מפני שאיננו דבר גשמי.

 6תלמוד בבלי מסכת עבודה זרה דף יח עמוד א
אמרו :לא היו ימים מועטים עד שנפטר רבי יוסי בן קיסמא ,והלכו כל גדולי רומי לקברו והספידוהו הספד
גדול ,ובחזרתן מצאוהו לרבי חנינא בן תרדיון שהיה יושב ועוסק בתורה ומקהיל קהלות ברבים וס"ת מונח
לו בחיקו .הביאוהו וכרכוהו בס"ת ,והקיפוהו בחבילי זמורות והציתו בהן את האור ,והביאו ספוגין של צמר
ושראום במים והניחום על לבו ,כדי שלא תצא נשמתו מהרה .אמרה לו בתו :אבא ,אראך בכך? אמר לה:
אילמלי אני נשרפתי לבדי היה הדבר קשה לי ,עכשיו שאני נשרף וס"ת עמי ,מי שמבקש עלבונה של ס"ת
הוא יבקש עלבוני .אמרו לו תלמידיו :רבי ,מה אתה רואה? אמר להן :גליון נשרפין ואותיות פורחות .אף
אתה פתח פיך ותכנס [בך] האש! אמר להן :מוטב שיטלנה מי שנתנה ואל יחבל הוא בעצמו .אמר לו
קלצטונירי :רבי ,אם אני מרבה בשלהבת ונוטל ספוגין של צמר מעל לבך ,אתה מביאני לחיי העולם הבא?
אמר לו :הן .השבע לי! נשבע לו .מיד הרבה בשלהבת ונטל ספוגין של צמר מעל לבו ,יצאה נשמתו במהרה.
אף הוא קפץ ונפל לתוך האור .יצאה בת קול ואמרה :רבי חנינא בן תרדיון וקלצטונירי מזומנין הן לחיי
העולם הבא .בכה רבי ואמר :יש קונה עולמו בשעה אחת ,ויש קונה עולמו בכמה שנים.
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Thursday, August 9, 2001, (20th of Av) was a typically hot summer day in the city of Jerusalem.
At 2 pm the popular Sbarro pizza restaurant, at the busy intersection of King George Street and
Jaffa Road, was crowded with customers, mostly women, teens, and young children.
Unnoticed, an Arab terrorist entered the restaurant, his guitar case filled with lethal explosives
packed with nails, nuts and bolts. Suddenly Sbarro was ripped apart, shattering the lives of many
families.
A witness described the horrific scene:
There was a blast so strong I was sure the world was collapsing, then tons of glass shattered all over. There
was screaming and blood, people running and people frozen to the spot. Little kids were crying for their
mothers and tons of blood all over the place, it was real chaos. I remember seeing a man covered in blood, a
little girl with long hair matted in blood and glass, and the smell of smoke, explosives, and human flesh all
mingled together.

Fifteen innocent people were murdered. Among them were Mordechai and Tzira
Schijveschuurder, originally from Holland, and three of their children, Ra’aya, 14, Avraham
Yitzhak, 4 and Chemda, 2. Two other daughters, Leah, 11, and Chaya, 8, were critically injured.
Chaya recalled her horrific experiences:
The last time I saw my little brother Avraham Yitzhak, he was lying on a stretcher in an ambulance. He had
a bandage on his face. He was four years old. After the explosion, I ran out as fast as I could. I didn’t look at
anything. I just ran out. A medic took me to an ambulance and that is where I saw Avraham Yitzhak for the
last time. After that they took me on a stretcher to the hospital, and I had to have an operation to remove
the screws that entered my liver and leg. I saw a sign on the door that said 'Operating Room' and started to
cry. In my house, they are sitting shiva right now. My brothers came here with their torn shirts. I asked them:
“Why are your shirts torn?” but they didn’t want to tell me that our parents were dead. My brothers had not
been with us in the restaurant. They found me first. After that, they found out that my sister and my little
brother were dead. My little sister had always been happy. I remember her so well. She used to laugh all day
long. Now our parents are not alive either. But soon Moshiach will come and all the people that have died,
and all the people killed in wars and terror attacks, will come back to life.
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יהי זכרם ברוך

www.suburbanorthodox.org
www.rabbisilber.com

6

c'qa

www.suburbanorthodox.org
www.rabbisilber.com
7

c'qa

www.suburbanorthodox.org
www.rabbisilber.com
8

c'qa

h'ryz zepiw a`a dryz

Rabbi Shlomo Zalman
Lifshitz
1765-1839 (Chemdas Shlomo)

bk oniq mihewil - e wlg xteq mzg z"ey .1
i"p `cei d"n ceak x`etnd bltend axd icicil aeh lke mely .`
.bxeaicp`xa
`ail` ezia gztn `veid 'ixne`d 'ignen i`tex zxac ocip lr .a
/rxilek/ `xl`w ztbn `gzix ocira eytpa enc ziprzd meia `pwix
ileg lk `txie epexg xiqi 'd dax `nev meia 'idi dn wtzqne l"x
.dxdn l`xyi enr
zwipn d`ixa dy`l zehiyta xizd f"w 'iq l`eny xac 'eyza .b
wipdl dl 'idi `le ylgz dprzz m`e en` algl okeqn 'id dpa j`
dze`ixaa dnvr `idy it"r` zeprzdl `ly dl xizd cled okzqie
`ede 'i`x 'iad `le cled ly =ytp gewt= p"t wtqn livdl ick
k"dia `ixad lk`i p"d `ixa `edy i"tr` ileg wtq xear zay llgn mle` `ixa mc` ixdc heyt
`ixa zrk `edy i"tr` envr zpkq wtqn lek`l `ixal xzeny k"ykn p"t wtqn cled livdl
.e"g drxd edwacz ot yegl yie ytern xie`dy wx mle`
oixebq mdyk rnyn ziprza ezia gzt z`vn exidfd mi`texdy dl`yd oeyl itl mpn` .c
oi` ik dxeza e`xwi `le zecigia elltzie mixebq didie eprzi k"` mdl wifn ziprzd oi` mziaa
'iq `"bn y"nke wifn envr ziprzdy minikqn mignend m` j` 'ixe`c zxk 'i` zegcl i`ck df
dpkq 'qn lvpie eteb wfgziy mc`d jixvy dnibl xeriy dnk mi`texd exryi f` a"wq e"rwz
oia ddyie einbel `ln xeriykn zegt zegt dzyi wxn e` /dz e` dtw/ rh e` rt`w xeriy eze`e
epx`ia xy`k 'hepin 'a td"kle /zewc/ oihepin 'h xzeid lkl `edy qxt zlik` ick 'izyl 'izy
xwev ila rhe rt`w epiid epexb z`pd `le eirn z`pd wx dzyie [f"h 'iq l"ir] xg` mewna xexiaa
mpg `texd 'de sicr ith 'id ozlik` jxck `ly xyt` 'id m`e laezn ila wxne alge /xkeq/
mikex` miaeh miigl xzl`l enzgie eazkie dlgn ipin lk l`xyi ileg lkne mkn xiqi on`p `texd
.n"cttn xteq w"dyn .w"tl e"vwz lel` f"h 'a meil idbp a"t .p"` c"kd 'ipwezne
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2. Rabbi Israel Salanter: Religious-Ethical Thinker (Glenn, MG)
Rabbi Israel Lipkin (1810–1883), better known as Rav Yisrael Salanter, was an outstanding religious and
ethical leader of the Lithuanian Jewish community at the time. Vilnius, or Vilna as it was known to
Jews, the city where he lived and taught, had been hit hard by cholera in the summer of 1848. In the
early fall, as the fast-day of Yom Kippur approached, he was concerned that fasting would make the
community more vulnerable to the disease. Rabbi Lipkin’s reported decision was to publicly advocate
the suspension of the fast that year, an ad hoc public health measure that left a long trail of
controversy. The following account of the incident is excerpted from “Three Who Ate,” a short story
published nearly eighty years later in which the episode is dramatized:
It is Atonement Day in the afternoon. The Rabbi stands on the platform in the centre of the
Synagogue, tall and venerable . . . . [The] people are waiting to hear what the Rabbi will say, and one
is afraid to draw one’s breath. And the Rabbi begins to speak. His weak voice grows stronger and
higher every minute, and at last it is quite loud. He speaks of the sanctity of the Day of Atonement
and of the holy Torah; of repentance and of prayer, of the living and of the dead, and of the
pestilence that has broken out and that destroys without pity, without rest, without a pause—for how
long? for how much longer? . . . and I hear him say: “And when trouble comes to a man, he must look
to his deeds, and not only to those which concern him and the Almighty, but to those which concern
himself, to his body, to his flesh, to his own health . . . There are times when one must turn aside
from the Law, if by so doing a whole community may be saved. With the consent of the All-Present
and with the consent of this congregation, we give leave to eat and drink on the Day of Atonement.”

Mass grave Warsaw Cemetery
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Lodz Ghetto
3. Chaim Mordechai Rumkowski Speech, Lodz Ghetto,
September 1942 (Yad Vashem archives)
"A grievous blow has struck the ghetto. They are asking us to
give up the best we possess -the children and the elderly. I was
unworthy of having a child of my own, so I gave the best years
of my life to children. I've lived and breathed with children, I
never imagined I would be forced to deliver this sacrifice to the
altar with my own hands. In my old age, I must stretch out my
hands and beg: Brothers and sisters! Hand them over to me!
Fathers and mothers: Give me your children!
I had a suspicion something was going to befall us. I anticipated "something" and was always like a
watchman: on guard to prevent it. But I was unsuccessful because I did not know what was threatening
us. The taking of the sick from the hospitals caught me completely by surprise. And I give you the best
proof there is of this: I had my own nearest and dearest among them and I could do nothing for them!
I thought that would be the end of it, that after that, they'd leave us in peace, the peace for which I long
so much, for which I've always worked, which has been my goal. But something else, it turned out, was
destined for us. Such is the fate of the Jews: always more suffering and always worse suffering, especially
in times of war.
Yesterday afternoon, they gave me the order to send more than 20,000 Jews out of the ghetto, and if not
- "We will do it!” So the question became, 'Should we take it upon ourselves, do it ourselves, or leave it to
others to do?". Well, we - that is, I and my closest associates - thought first not about "How many will
perish?" but "How many is it possible to save?" And we reached the conclusion that, however hard it
would be for us, we should take the implementation of this order into our own hands.
I must perform this difficult and bloody operation - I must cut off limbs in order to save the body itself. I
must take children because, if not, others may be taken as well - God forbid.
I have no thought of consoling you today. Nor do I wish to calm you. I must lay bare your full anguish and
pain. I come to you like a bandit, to take from you what you treasure most in your hearts! I have tried,
using every possible means, to get the order revoked. I tried - when that proved to be impossible - to
soften the order. Just yesterday, I ordered a list of children aged 9 - I wanted at least to save this one
aged-group: the nine to 10 year olds. But I was not granted this concession. On only one point did I
succeed: in saving the 10 year olds and up. Let this be a consolation to our profound grief.

www.rabbisilber.com
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There are, in the ghetto, many patients who can expect to live only a few days more, maybe a few weeks.
I don't know if the idea is diabolical or not, but I must say it: "Give me the sick. In their place we can save
the healthy."
I know how dear the sick are to any family, and particularly to Jews. However, when cruel demands are
made, one has to weigh and measure: who shall, can and may be saved? And common sense dictates
that the saved must be those who can be saved and those who have a chance of being rescued, not those
who cannot be saved in any case...
We live in the ghetto, mind you. We live with so much restriction that we do not have enough even for
the healthy, let alone for the sick. Each of us feeds the sick at the expense of our own health: we give our
bread to the sick. We give them our meager ration of sugar, our little piece of meat. And what's the
result? Not enough to cure the sick, and we ourselves become ill. Of course, such sacrifices are the most
beautiful and noble. But there are times when one has to choose: sacrifice the sick, who haven't the
slightest chance of recovery and who also may make others ill, or rescue the healthy.
I could not deliberate over this problem for long; I had to resolve it in favor of the healthy. In this spirit, I
gave the appropriate instructions to the doctors, and they will be expected to deliver all incurable
patients, so that the healthy, who want and are able to live, will be saved in their place.
I understand you, mothers; I see your tears, alright. I also feel what you feel in your hearts, you fathers
who will have to go to work in the morning after your children have been taken from you, when just
yesterday you were playing with your dear little ones. All this I know and feel. Since 4 o'clock yesterday,
when I first found out about the order, I have been utterly broken. I share your pain. I suffer because of
your anguish, and I don't know how I'll survive this - where I'll find the strength to do so.
I must tell you a secret: they requested 24,000 victims, 3000 a day for eight days. I succeeded in reducing
the number to 20,000, but only on the condition that these be children under the age of 10. Children 10
and older are safe! Since the children and the aged together equal only some 13,000 souls, the gap will
have to be filled with the sick.
I can barely speak. I am exhausted; I only want to tell you what I am asking of you: Help me carry out this
action! I am trembling. I am afraid that others, God forbid, will do it themselves.
A broken Jew stands before you. Do not envy me. This is the most difficult of all orders I have ever had to
carry out at any time. I reach out to you with my broken, trembling hands and beg: Give into my hands
the victims! So that we can avoid having further victims, and a population of 100,000 Jews can be
preserved! So, they promised me: If we deliver our victims by ourselves, there will be peace!!!
At this point in the speech the crowd begins shouting. Many cry out:
“We will not let the children go alone! We will all go!”
Rumkowski continues:
These are empty phrases!!! I don't have the strength to argue with you! If the authorities were to arrive,
none of you would be shouting!
I understand what it means to tear off a part of the body. Yesterday, I begged on my knees, but it did not
work. From small villages with Jewish populations of 7000 to 8000, barely 1000 arrived here. So which is
better? What do you want? That 80,000 to 90,000 Jews remain, or God forbid, that the whole population
be annihilated?
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You may judge as you please; my duty is to preserve the Jews who remain. I do not speak to hot-heads! I
speak to your reason and conscience. I have done and will continue doing everything possible to keep
arms from appearing in the streets and blood from being shed. The order could not be undone; it could
only be reduced.
One needs the heart of a bandit to ask from you what I am asking. But put yourself in my place, think
logically, and you'll reach the conclusion that I cannot proceed any other way. The part that can be saved
is much larger than the part that must be given away!"
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4. The Nazi Accomplice in the Circumcision
An account by Rabbi Israel Spira, the Rebbe of
Bluzhov
Each morning at dawn, the Germans would lead us out of the camp for a day of hard
labor that ended only at nightfall. Each pair of workers was given a huge saw and
expected to cut its quota of logs. Because of the horrendous conditions in the camp
and the starvation rations on which we were supposed to subsist, most of us could
barely stand on our feet. But we sawed away, knowing that our lives depended upon
it; anyone collapsing on the job or failing to meet his daily quota was killed on the
spot, G-d forbid.
www.rabbisilber.com
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One day, as I pulled and pushed the heavy saw with my
partner, I was approached by a young woman from our work
detail. The pallor of her face showed her to be in an
extremely weak physical state. "Rebbe," she whispered to
me, "do you have a knife?"
I immediately understood her intention and felt the great
responsibility that rested upon me. "My daughter," I begged,
concentrating all the love and conviction in my heart in the
effort to dissuade her from her intended deed. "Do not take
your own life. I know that your life is now a living hell, from
which death seems a blessed release. But we must never
lose hope. With G-d's help, we will survive this ordeal and see better days."
But the woman seemed oblivious to my words. "A knife," she repeated. "I must have a
knife. Now. Before it is too late."
At that moment, one of the German guards noticed our whispered conversation and
approached us. "What did she say to you?" He demanded of me.
We both froze. Conversing during work was a grave transgression. Many a camp
inmate had been shot on the spot for far lesser crimes.
The woman was first to recover. "I asked him for a knife," she said. To my horror, she
then addressed her request to the guard: "Give me a knife!"
The German, too, guessed her intention, and a devilish smile flickered on his lips.
Doubtless he had seen the bodies of those who, out of desperation, threw themselves
during the night on the electrified fence that surrounded the camp; but this would be
a novel sight for him. Still smiling, he reached into his pocket and handed her a small
knife.
Taking the knife, she hurried back to her work station and bent over a small bundle of
rags that she had placed on a log. Quickly unraveling the bundle, she took out a tiny
infant. Before our astonished eyes, she swiftly and skillfully circumcised the week-old
boy.
"Blessed are You, G-d our G-d, King of the Universe," she recited in a clear voice,
"Who has sanctified us with His commandments and commanded us to enter him into
the covenant of Abraham our Father."
Cradling the child in her arms, she soothed his cries. Then, she addressed the
heavens: "Master of the Universe! Eight days ago you gave me a child. I know that
neither I nor he will long survive in this accursed place. But now, when you take him
back, you will receive him as a complete Jew."
"Your knife," she said, handing the holy object back to the German. "Thank you."
This story was told by Rabbi Israel Spira, the Rebbe of Bluzhov, who witnessed it in the Janowska Concentration Camp:
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5. OUT OF DEATH, A ZEST FOR LIFE By NADINE BROZAN NOV. 15, 1982
Every time Dr. Gisella Perl enters a delivery room, she stops first to pray: ''God, you owe me a
life, a living baby.'' That debt was incurred in Auschwitz in World War II, when the Hungarian
gynecologist, who was both inmate and physician at the concentration camp, realized that to
save the lives of hundreds of pregnant women, she would have to prevent them from giving
birth.
Thirty-seven years and thousands of safe deliveries later, Dr. Perl, 72 years old, is recognized
in Israel, where she now lives, and elsewhere by grateful women who fall to their knees and
call her ''Gisi Doctor.'' That was the name by which they knew her in the concentration camp.
Tomorrow Dr. Perl is to be honored at a luncheon given at the Helmsley Palace by the
National Women's Division of the Shaare Zedek Medical Center in Jerusalem. She now
donates her time to the center's gynecological clinics.
But the past is never out of mind. She calls herself the Ambassador of the Six Million and talks
of the past incessantly, in private conversation and in the speeches she gives to raise funds
for the medical center. ''The greatest crime in Auschwitz was to be pregnant,'' she said in an
interview the other day, recalling the edicts of Josef Mengele. The so-called doctor of death
ofAuschwitz performed savage medical experiments on prisoners, in particular, women, the
physically handicapped and twins, and was in charge of deciding who would go to the gas
chambers.
The Loss of Two Lives
''Dr. Mengele told me that it was my duty to report every pregnant woman to him,'' Dr. Perl
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said. ''He said that they would go to another camp for better nutrition, even for milk. So
women began to run directly to him, telling him, 'I am pregnant.' I learned that they were all
taken to the research block to be used as guinea pigs, and then two lives would be thrown
into the crematorium. I decided that never again would there be a pregnant woman in
Auschwitz.''
She interrupted the pregnancies, she said, ''in the night, on a dirty floor, using only my dirty
hands.'' ''Hundreds of times I had premature deliveries,'' she said. ''No one will ever know
what it meant to me to destroy those babies, but if I had not done it, both mother and child
would have been cruelly murdered.''
But all of medicine was her province in the camp. As one of five doctors and four nurses
chosen by Dr. Mengele to operate a hospital ward that had no beds, no bandages, no drugs
and no instruments, she tended to every disease wrought by torture, starvation, filth, lice and
rats, to every bone broken or head cracked open by beating. She performed surgery, without
anesthesia. Dr. Perl had only one palliative: the spoken word. ''I treated patients with my
voice, telling them beautiful stories, telling them that one day we would have birthdays again,
that one day we would sing again. I didn't know when it was Rosh ha-Shanah, but I had a
sense of it when the weather turned cool. So I made a party with the bread, margarine and
dirty pieces of sausage we received for meals. I said tonight will be the New Year, tomorrow a
better year will come.''
Dr. Perl was seized by the Gestapo along with her parents and husband in March 1944 and
taken by cattle car from her hometown of Sighet (in what is now Rumania) to Auschwitz, in
Poland. She was never to see them again, but the memory of her father, Maurice Perl, being
led away, clutching a prayer book, remains vivid. The prayer book symbolized a vow she had
made years earlier. At age 16, Gisella Perl had graduated first in her secondary-school class,
the only woman and the only Jew. She asked her father to send her to medical school, but he
refused at first, saying as she remembers it, '' 'I do not want my daughter to lose her faith and
break away from Judaism.' '' 'A Good, True Jew'
Several months later, she approached him again, this time with a prayer book he had given
her, and said, ''I swear on this book that wherever life will take me, under whatever
circumstances, I shall always remain a good, true Jew.'' Maurice Perl relented, and she
enrolled in medical school. Years later, on the day she was paid a fee by her first patient, she
bought another prayer book and had engraved on it her father's name. Again she declared
to him, ''I swear on this prayer
book that wherever life shall take me I will remain an observant Jew.'' Her father carried that
book into the crematorium in Auschwitz. In January 1945, as Russian forces approached, the
Germans hastily shut down gas chambers and evacuated the camps. Dr. Perl was moved to a
camp near Hamburg, then, two months later, to Bergen-Belsen, a camp in Germany that she
described in a book she wrote after the war as ''the supreme fulfillment of German sadism
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and bestiality.'' At the precise moment that British troops were moving in to liberate
Bergen-Belsen, Dr. Perl was delivering a baby, the first free child born there.
She remained in the camp until the fall, when she wandered throughout Germany by foot
searching for her family. After 19 days, she learned that her husband had been beaten to
death just before the liberation and her teen-age son, who had been taken from her when
she was deported, had died in a gas chamber. It was only then that she succumbed to grief
and tried to poison herself. Subsequently she was taken to a convent in France to recuperate.
In March 1947 she came to this country to speak to doctors and other professionals. ''I went
from one town to another, as an ambassador of the six million,'' she said. ''One day Eleanor
Roosevelt came to the dais and invited me to lunch. I remember saying, 'Oh, Mrs. President, I
cannot come because I am kosher.' She said, 'You will have a kosher lunch.' '' Mrs. Roosevelt
told her, '' 'Stop torturing yourself; become a doctor again,' '' she recalled. ''I didn't want to
be a doctor; I just wanted to be a witness.'' As a result of that meeting, Representative Sol
Bloom, Democrat of New York, introduced the bill that granted her citizenship, and in 1951
she opened an office in Manhattan, with what she calls ''Sol Bloom furniture.'' ''I was the
poorest doctor on Park Avenue, but I had the greatest practice; all of Auschwitz and
Bergen-Belsen were my patients,'' she said. She also joined the staff of Mount Sinai Hospital
and worked for Dr. Alan F. Guttmacher, the family-planning pioneer who was chairman of
obstetrics and gynecology. She delivered 3,000 babies in New York and became an expert in
treating infertility.
Three years ago, she decided to move to Israel to fulfill another old vow. ''After four days in
the cattle car that took us to Auschwitz, suddenly the S.S. officers opened the door, and
prisoners in striped pajamas threw us out,'' she recalled. ''My father and husband both
embraced me, saying, 'Swear we will never go back, we will meet someday in Jerusalem.' ''
Now she lives in Herzliya with her daughter, Gabriella Krauss Blattman, who was hidden
during the war with a non-Jewish family, and has a 32-year-old grandson. Today, even as she
expresses fear of a resurgence of anti-Semitism, she says: ''It is worthwhile to live. God
rewarded me. He rewards me even more now.'
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6. I was a Doctor in Auschwitz (Dr. Gisella Perl)
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12. I was a Doctor in Auschwitz (Dr. Gisella Perl)
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13. I was a Doctor in Auschwitz (Dr. Gisella Perl)
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14. Out of the Depths (page 19)
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15. Out of the Depths (14)
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HOW A SURVIVOR FEELS
Now I'll tell you how a survivor feels. A survivor is an
actor experienced in her art. She puts on
nice clothes, matched up with a smile, and tries to
recapture the pleasures of life, and
becomes keenly aware of her inability to enjoy.
A survivor will go on vacation and while watching a
show, there will appear in her mind the
picture of her mother with her grandson in her arms
gasping for breath.
A survivor will read in the paper about a fire, and desperately hope that her brother died from
the fumes before the flames reached him.
A survivor will think of her sister with her three dead children and inhale the gas to feel
the agonies of their death.
A survivor will go to a party and feel lonesome in the crowd.
A survivor will be very quiet yet scream inside.
A survivor will cry, and pretend to her children it's a mere headache.
A survivor will make large weddings, invite a great many people, but the ones she wants most will
never arrive.
A survivor will go to a funeral and not cry for the dead who died but for the ones that were never
buried.
A survivor will reach out to you and not let you get close, for you remind her too much of the
difference between her and you, remind her too much of what she could have been, yet will
never be.
A survivor is only at ease with other survivors, though they never talk about their past.
A survivor is broken and beaten in spirit, she lies even to herself and pretends to be like you.
A survivor is a wife, mother, friend, neighbor yet unknown to all, she is known only to herself.
A survivor is a restless tortured person, the only thing she can really enjoy are her children.
Yet a survivor's child is not easy to be, for she expects" from her child the impossible.
The survivor wants her child to be constantly happy, to do all the things she couldn't do, to
learn everything she was denied. In her eagerness she places a burden on the child, for the
child must develop her own image, experience and learn from her own mistakes, the child
must be allowed to experience even pain, so that she can recognize happiness when it comes her
way.
A survivor will awake in a sweat from her nightmares. Unable to sleep again, in vain does she
chase the ghosts from her bedside, but they remain her guests for the remainder of the night.
A survivor possesses one thing you do not: a fearlessness of death, for she has faced death
so many times, and also because she knows that this is when she will finally find peace.
I exposed myself to you, and removed the mask of the survivor, so you can become aware of
the full impact of the Holocaust. To understand, that when they killed the six million, you may
as well know what happened to the living. This you cannot study in your textbooks, our pain
is not on record. It's important for you to know, since you are at the threshold of your life .....
Cecile Klein
Survivor, Poet
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