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What about my faith in you, Master of the Universe?

I now realize | never lost it, not even over there, during the darkest hours of
my life.

But my faith was no longer pure. How could it be? It was filled with anguish
rather than fervor, with perplexity more than piety. In the kingdom of eternal
night, on the Days of Awe, which are the Days of Judgment, my traditional
prayers were directed to you as well as against you, Master of the Universe.
What hurt me more: your absence or your silence?

At one point, | began wondering whether | was not unfair with you. After all,
Auschwitz was not something that came down ready-made from heaven. It
was conceived by men, implemented by men, staffed by men. And their aim
was to destroy not only us but you as well. Ought we not to think of your
pain, too? Watching your children suffer at the hands of your other children,
haven't you also suffered?

As we Jews now enter the High Holidays again, preparing ourselves to pray
for a year of peace and happiness for our people and all people, let us
make up, Master of the Universe. In spite of everything that happened?
Yes, in spite. Let us make up: for the child in me, it is unbearable to be
divorced from you so long.
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