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“If there is a God, He will have to beg for my forgiveness.” 
 
This is a quote etched on the wall of a concentration camp as noted by Andrew Eames, the 

author of Blue River, Black Sea. The sheer magnitude of this quote sent a shiver 
down my spine as I read it. In my 16 years of life, I had never encountered such 
torment or despair to even think of cursing God.  

 
I reflected back to when the Holocaust was first being explained in my middle school class. 

I remembered the testimonials of victims my age, some even younger. If I had to 
place myself in their shoes for even a split moment, I’d rip the shoes off.  

 
I was raised in a Muslim household, with God being a focal point in my family. We asked 

God for forgiveness from our sins. Forgiveness was a beautiful thing; it was a chance 
to start over and leave the past behind. What I hadn’t considered was that 
forgiveness can be reversed and the asker can also be the receiver. However, there 
has never been a moment in my blessed life where I would even consider reversing 
the roles.  

 
The agony and wretchedness that the Jewish people suffered during this time is one that 

has literally altered history. It is a cry that can be heard even almost 80 years later. 
It is that heavy feeling in your heart when you lose a loved one. It is a baby being 
taken away from its mother. After considering all this, I asked myself if I had gone 
through such anguish, would I forgive my tormentors? 

 
This is a question that can shape an individual’s life. How can you forgive a group of people 

who took your very own humanity away? How can you forgive people who 
murdered your loved ones, starved you, beat you, and humiliated you? 

 
But some did. 
 
Eva Kor, an 81-year-old Auschwitz survivor, forgave Oskar Groening, a bookkeeper accused 

of being an accessory to over 300,000 murders during the Holocaust.  If Ms. Kor can 
forgive such a cruel and vile human being, why couldn't I forgive anyone who ever 
wronged me for the simplest of things? A late text, a missed date, a forgotten 
birthday. These things all seem so trivial in comparison to what she went through 
when she was my age.  

 
Forgiveness is the beauty of life. It is a clean slate. I forgive anyone who has ever wronged 

me, and I will continue to do so in the footsteps of Ms. Kor and other survivors. 


