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Again I looked and saw all the oppression that was taking place under the sun: I saw the tears of the 

oppressed—and they have no comforter; power was on the side of their oppressors—and they have no 

comforter. And I declared that the dead, who had already died, are happier than the living, who are still alive. 

But better than both is he who has not yet been, who has not seen the evil that is done under the sun. And I 

saw that all labor and all achievement spring from man’s envy of his neighbor.  

The Book of Ecclesiastes, Chapter 4:1-4 

 

We live in a world where absolute values can label you as fundamentalist and everything 

seems to be up for grabs. Yet here I am, ready to shout  from the  bottom of my  heart that I 

believe there is Go(o)d and there is Evil and for those  ready to spite me I have the  proof. We 

show fascination for lost worlds, as long as they include fun facts and  plastic  models but so 

many are oblivious to the fact that a world was destroyed, a culture that defined part of 

Europe as we know it was shattered by sheer evil, while others were watching. 

 As a History teacher working in a Jewish school, teaching the Holocaust was not only 

another lesson, but a challenge: What do I say? How much do I show? How do I use all the 

materials and all the information I have read? For many people here, the subject is personal 

and sore.  

Between the 16
th

 to the 20
th

 of April I was part of the longest and most interesting history 

lesson I have ever experienced. Together  with 42 other people, teachers, students, officials 

and  artists – members of the press, I walked  the  three  kilometer march between Auschwitz 

and Birkenau called “ The  march of  the living”.  We started our trip in Warsaw, visiting the 

Jewish cemetery and the Ghetto or what is left of it, we continued to see the tragic site of the 

Lupochowa forest, a place where 2000 people were shot for no other reason but hatred. First, 

we saw their small community, the Synagogue where they used to worship and then, those 

graves…It was only the beginning. The monument in Treblinka, our next stop, is the only 

thing standing, witness of cruelty and murder but the emotion of the place did not need any 

other artifacts.  

The long drive to Krakow was silent for the most part of it, anticipating things to come, 

commemorating things that were. A fine, sunny morning did not show signs of the horrible 

stories that we heard in Majdanek.  The showers… I have heard about them before, I have 

seen pictures but the sight of them shattered me. We met a group of people from Belgium and 

we cried with them, sang with them and felt their pain as descendants of the victims.  

The actual march bonded us with thousands of others from all over the world. We walked 

silently, trying to ignore all distractions and we walked proud. A feeling of incredible pride 

dominated my  heart: pride to be there, pride to be one of the  thousands who pledged never to 

allow such a thing again, pride to have the most wonderful students a teacher could possibly 

want. I found in them good friends, a hand to hold and a cheek to wipe when tears came 

pouring. I know that neither of us will ever forget  this trip.  

 


