Many accuse me of indifference and passivity when I refuse to. -

go into hiding; they say that I have given up. They say everyone
who can must try to stay out of their clutches, it’s our bounden
duty to try. But that argument is specious. For while everyone
tries to save himself, vast numbers are nevertheless disappearing.
And the funny thing is I don’t feel I'm in their clutches anyway,
whether I stay or am sent away. I find all that talk so cliché-
ridden and naive and can’t go along with it anymore. I don’t feel
in anybody’s clutches; I feel safe in God’s arms, to put it rhetori-
cally, and no matter whether I am sitting at this beloved old
desk now, or in a bare room in the Jewish district, or perhaps in
a labor camp under SS guards in a month’s time—I shall always
feel safe in God’s arms. They may well succeed in breaking me
physically, but no more than that. I may face cruelty and depri-
vation the likes of which I cannot imagine in even my wildest
fantasies. Yet all this is as nothing to the immeasurable expanse
of my faith in God and my inner receptiveness.

I shall always be able to stand on my own two feet even when
they are planted on the hardest soil of the harshest reality. And
my acceptance is not indifference or helplessness. I feel deep
moral indignation at a regime that treats human beings in such a
way. But events have become too overwhelming and too de-
monic to be stemmed with personal resentment and bitterness.
These responses strike me as being utterly childish and unequal
to the fateful course of events.

People often get worked up when I say it doesn’t really mat-
ter whether I go or somebody else does, the main thing is that so
many thousands have to go. It is not as if I want to fall into the
arms of destruction with a resigned smile—far from it. I am
only bowing to the inevitable, and even as I do so I am sustained
by thc: certain knowledge that ultimately they cannot rob us of
anything that matters. But I don’t think [ would feel happy if I
were exempted from what so many others have to suffer. They
kfeep telling me that someone like me has a duty to go into
h..lding, because I have so many things to do in life, so much to
give. But I know that whatever | may have to give to others, |

- can give it no matter where I am, here in the circle of my friends

or.over there, in a concentration camp. And it is sheer arrogance to
think oneself too good to share the fate of the masses.
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