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“She took from me the belief that absolute evil exists in this world, and the belief that I was
avenging it and fighting against it. For that girl, I embodied absolute evil ... Since then I have
been left without my Holocaust, and since then everything in my life has assumed a new
meaning: belongingness is blurred, pride is lacking, belief is faltering, contrition is heightening,
forgiveness is being born.” The Girl Who Stole My Holocaust is the deeply moving memoir of
Chayut’s journey from eager Zionist conscript on the front line of Operation Defensive Shield to
leading campaigner against the Israeli occupation. As he attempts to make sense of his own life
as well as his place within the wider conflict around him, he slowly starts to question his soldier’s
calling, Israel’s justifications for invasion, and the ever-present problem of historical
victimhood.Noam Chayut’s exploration of a young soldier’s life is one of the most compelling
memoirs to emerge from Israel for a long time.
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FOREWORDThis book was born of an accident. Let me explain. I traveled to India for my
vacation. One of those post-graduation trips. That is the Israeli code name. A good definition for
what you do in life helps you place yourself in society. As I sat in a dhaba—a cheap Indian
restaurant—in the town of Rishikesh, an Israeli girl approached me and posed a
question.“Student?” she asked.“Yes,” I answered. “Actually, I’ve just graduated.”“Oh,” she said.
“Then you’re on a post-graduation trip. Me and my girlfriend are on the last leg of our post-army
trip. It’ll soon be a year. How long can we keep going? We’ve had enough. We’re heading home,
that’s it. How long are you planning to travel? Wow, cool.”And that’s how I came upon the
definition for this period of my life. From Rishikesh I headed north to Leh, in the Ladakh desert.
First of all because I like deserts, and second because of the monsoon season in the south. This
is also the ideal time to explore the Ladakhian plain, which is frozen over the rest of the year.Leh
is a charming town in the heart of a breathtaking landscape: a green oasis surrounded by an
expansive desert. The ground is colorful, with bright yellow, brown, green and red stretching out
all the way to the horizon, in fascinating contrast with the distant snowy peaks ornamenting the
barren plain.Leh is beautiful indeed, but it did not welcome me.At first I suffered altitude sickness
—I simply had no air. Three or four days later, as I began to recuperate, some nasty virus
attacked my partner and kept her in bed for a whole week, during which time I came down with
violent food poisoning that kept me in the guesthouse and on the toilet bowl, tormented with
nausea and horrendous belly aches. When we began to recover, we wanted to liven up our
convalescence, so we traveled to one of the neighboring villages. There—perhaps because of
the bedbugs or for some other reason—my partner developed a rash on her hands and neck
that soon spread to her whole body. Still pale from her sick days, she resembled a white sheet
with red spots all over it. Another two or three days went by and I, too, developed a rash on my
hands, belly and forehead, while my nausea and dizzy spells continued.When we finally felt
better, we decided to try an experience favored by many travelers in that region: descending a
mountain road on a bicycle. A Jeep took us up 5,200 meters above sea level, the highest point in
the world accessible by road. From there we coasted back down on our bicycles to Leh, about



fifty kilometers as the crow flies, and an altitude difference of about 1,700 meters. In the sheer
adrenalin rush I lost all sense of responsibility or fear. I left the group far behind and glided
among the mountaintops.I felt the tremendous smile spreading over my face, hurting my cheeks,
a smile reserved for skiing or galloping on horseback along the beach. I took one of the curves
too fast. There was sand in the middle of the road and my tires skidded. I almost managed to
stabilize myself on one side of the road but hit a protruding metal rod. My bicycle toppled over. I
was hurled forward and crashed on some rocks. After rolling over once or twice, I found myself
sitting on my ass, stunned and barely breathing. I cursed myself for my irresponsible speed, but
was also proud of my “parachute landing,” which prevented worse injury. Except for some cuts
on my knees, left hip and one hand, I found no other injuries. Thinking that the shock of falling
had helped sustain my breathing, I returned to the bicycle and continued my ride, even enjoying
it, although my breathing difficulties were replaced by a growing pain in my chest. Then it even
hurt to sit down and stand up, to bend over and swallow, and especially to cough and yawn.
Even the slightest sneeze resulted in pain lasting for minutes. I could only fall asleep on my back
or curled up on my right side, but changing positions was torture and the pain woke me up.A visit
to the Ladakh hospital is a depressing experience, but at least my visit was cheap.I was very
glad to have included high-risk sports in my insurance policy. However, since registering for a
doctor’s appointment cost only two rupees (or twenty agorot—Israeli cents) and the x-ray cost
another forty-five, and the medication which I didn’t use cost another thirty rupees, all my
medical expenses amounted to only seven Israeli shekels and seventy agorot. Even including
the taxi fare to and from the hospital, the insurance charges cost less than the stamp for mailing
the forms home.In the x-ray room at the hospital was a woman sprawled in a wheelchair, her
whole body badly injured. She had apparently been in a traffic accident. Her face was swollen,
eyes shut, and her whole body was badly bruised. Outside, there was some commotion and the
entire staff was glued to the window looking out. When I entered, I saw that the woman’s IV bag,
connected to a vein in her right hand, was on the floor. It must have fallen, I thought. I tapped the
shoulder of a white-robed woman and pointed to the IV bag and the connecting hub that was
dripping blood. She shooed me away angrily and resumed looking out the window and chatting
with her colleagues. I picked up the drip myself and went over to the next bed, tapping the
shoulder of another white-robed woman to show her the dripping blood. She too ignored me.
Then, when the injured woman was laid on the x-ray table, none of the many patients and staff in
the room were required to leave. I was the only one who hurried out before the x-ray was taken.
Apparently, the technicians do not understand what repeated radiation doses do to them or their
patients. Or perhaps they understand very well and simply shrug, fully prepared to cross over to
the next incarnation that awaits their Buddhist souls.I waited in the corridor, facing the blue
European Union flag, with its bright stars a proud reminder of the EU’s complacence and
generous donations. Even when my turn came to be x-rayed and I was placed with my back to
the wall, and the x-ray technician was already approaching the button, no one left the crowded
room. I moved aside to prevent the x-ray, gesturing that I needed something to protect my



precious testicles. The technician did not understand me so I left the room to look for something
myself. In a corner of a side room—some kind of junk-storage space—was a pile of robes that
seemed to serve this purpose. I wrapped them around my loins and was so proud of my
resourcefulness that I never wondered about the light weight of the robe. When I got out of the
room after being x-rayed, I realized I had merely wrapped myself with a synthetic cloth, empty of
the lead shield it was supposed to contain.I discovered that the only way to heal a fractured rib
was to rest, and to do nothing else. I considered going back home to Israel and resting at my
parents’ house, but I concluded that convalescing in India would be almost as enjoyable as
hiking there, which had been my original plan. I also discovered that the most relaxed trip I could
manage following my injury was amazingly similar to the trips taken by many other backpackers.
I began to like the idea of recovering from my injury in India. One Belgian hiker recommended a
place in northern India she said would be ideal for my purposes: “Go to Pushkar,” she told me.A
painful flight to the capital, a comfortable train ride in luxury class—and there I was. Pushkar is a
village in Rajasthan, the largest Indian state by area, located in the northwest of the country.
Pushkar is on nearly every Israeli backpacker’s itinerary. The food is tasty, accommodations are
comfortable, and both are remarkably cheap. The village itself is quaint and picturesque. But the
truth is I am not good at resting. After two days of reading and visits to Hindu temples and short
slow walks around the lake, I was getting bored with resting.On the third day, while taking a hot
morning shower, I had an epiphany. This will surely sound a bit florid but I know no other way of
describing it: she came to me in a flash—the girl who stole my Holocaust. I saw her face clearly
in my mind, that girl from my past. But it was not just a recollection; I also finally deciphered her
real meaning in my life. So what might have otherwise been a traumatic memory actually filled
me with bliss, for I knew I had an idea: a project was conceived. Sparing my fractured ribs, I held
back a burst of joyful laughter and got out of the shower infused with energy and fresh power.I
dressed right away, picked up a notebook and pen and walked over to the nearest dhaba. I
ordered a banana lassi—banana yoghurt full of surprises, like coconut, raisins and cashews—
and began to write and write and write.Writing, I discovered, made me happy the way I had been
in my youth when I took theater workshops or performed music in public. Many of the
reminiscences I committed to paper were harsh, but writing them down produced a sweet sense
of relief. Although I had recounted these tales many times before, committing them to paper in
my fresh, focused frame of mind was immensely pleasing and generated profound, unexpected
insights. And so my imposed rest yielded these notes. They quickly became the true purpose of
my trip to India. Every four or five days I would move to another beautiful place and walk around
a bit or rent a scooter to briefly acquaint myself with the area. But every day at dawn and again at
dusk I would sit down and enjoy throwing myself into writing.Before my epiphany, I was often
asked about the moment that transformed me, when I realized that something in me was wrong
—the moment when my mind quaked. I used to answer that there was no such moment, no
instant of enlightenment. It is a gradual emotional process, I would say, deep and long and full of
fragmented realization. But that morning, on a beach ornamented with coconut trees, I had a



new answer—this book is the answer to just that question. There was indeed such a moment,
but it only became clear to me years after it happened.October 2007, Varkala Beach, Kerala,
India

PART ONECHAPTER 1I mustn’t be this sad. It’s just a Holocaust. My Holocaust. After all, there
are many other things worth living for, such as love and the simple pleasure of existence. Not
everyone has a Holocaust. Or even had one at some point. Here, these two Indian women sitting
across from me in the restaurant with their huge platter of fruit, yoghurt and honey drops, they
never had a Holocaust. And I got mine by birthright, never had to do a thing to earn it. So it would
not be fair for me to mourn its loss. And still it hurts, losing my Holocaust. It hurts so very much.
Glory snatched from me after a mere twenty-three years of life. How could I not be sorry? Some
of my best friends and acquaintances still hold on to theirs. Why have I, of all people, been left
without a Holocaust of my own?Clearly I must introduce my Holocaust to you so that you can
understand the splendor of which I was robbed. I must also share with you the story of its theft,
for otherwise you won’t know how a Holocaust is stolen, will you? And while doing this I will also
tell you about the thief herself. My encounter with the girl who stole my Holocaust is not at all a
simple chain of events. For you to understand it, I will have to tell you how I happened to be led
into that small village behind the lines—borders, but especially dividing lines of culture, logic and
sanity—the village where this natural possession of my Holocaust was so forcefully taken away
from me.CHAPTER 2I wonder whether any man, inspired by the sweet sadness of a Holocaust
memorial ceremony, has ever proposed to a woman. I did. I proposed friendship. I swear! “Want
to be my girlfriend?” I asked a pretty girl, the prettiest in our group, at the end of the Holocaust
Memorial ceremony at our moshav.* I had an erection, my first as far as I can remember; it was
perhaps the first thrill I experienced relating to the opposite sex. I was in the fourth grade and
cried at the ceremony. I cried with pride, as I did at all the Holocaust Memorials of my childhood.
I sat next to her and she cried, too, her cheeks chubby, red and wet with enticing tears. That’s
Holocaust Memorial Day: everyone gets serious, wears a deep and concentrated look and cries
together, mourning the “splendor of youth and glory of courage. Do not forget, do not
forgive.”†On the eve of Holocaust Memorial Day we would walk together, my father, mother,
brother and sisters, to the community hall in the middle of our village. It was a huge building. One
can hardly imagine how awesome and powerful it looked, especially to a young child. This
feeling of awe prevailed not only during Holocaust commemorations, but also during “moshav
festivities,” marking the founding of the village. The moshav celebration was originally held
during the Hanukka holidays, but eventually the date was changed to coincide with Shavuot.*
Over the years the celebration also moved outside the building, to the nearby football field.In the
winter of 1921—December 16 to be exact—the soon-to-be founders of the village where I was
born loaded their wagons, harnessed them to mules and headed east towards Harod Stream.
From there they crossed the gentle slopes above Tabun Spring. The animals strained at their
harnesses, struggling with the muddy loam of the Jezre’el Valley, lands that had been freshly



purchased and not yet drenched in blood. Toward evening, the pioneers climbed the hill where
the village is now located and pitched their first tents just before the Hanukka holidays.But the
date itself was not sanctified and the moshav festivities were eventually combined with the
celebration of Shavuot. This was done because Shavuot draws the energies of farmers past and
present and of the community at large to hail the changing seasons, the bounty of the earth, and
—perhaps not quite consciously—the granting of the Torah, whether or not the last of these
actually took place. Doubtless its power has preserved this special date through two thousand
years of exile.The community hall was also where we celebrated simpler holidays. The youth
movement used it to celebrate Hanukka, Purim and Tu Bishvat. The hall had a loft called “The
Members’ Club” that was shrouded in mystery. Nowadays, with our culture so Americanized, we
Israelis are somewhat amused to recall that the word chaver* had socialist or even communist
undertones—“member of the moshav association.” As a child, I took it quite literally. However,
the shouts that emanated from that club, the curses and profanities voiced by people coming out
and passing by “The Stone,” did not resemble any kind of camaraderie I knew. These shouts
came from the moshav members, all of whom would periodically gather in the club. This was
called the “moshav assembly” and it had supreme authority, even more than the central
committee.By the entrance to the community hall was a large basalt rock that everyone called
“The Stone.” This was our hangout, just as in other places youngsters used to sit on metal
sidewalk railings or around the neighborhood playground. It was there I had my first smoke and
used my first swearword. On The Stone I eyed with envy older kids who had motor scooters and
mini-tractors; after a wild ride they would stop there with a screech of the brakes to parade for
the gaping admirers. On The Stone I sat with my best friends, who over the following two
decades would distance themselves from me and from each other, each off on his own orbit,
and nothing would ever repair those friendships. But on The Stone we chatted and laughed and
got bored together and looked for thrills. Some would break into the grocery shop and steal
things, while others would sneak into the swimming pool on summer nights. Sometimes we
would go out on “skirmishes” at the Home, a boarding school for needy children in the center of
the village. We called them “the homers” and they called us “the villagers.” In the battles held at
recess in our joint school, the homers usually had the upper hand, because our gangs were no
match for their sixth graders. But during evenings in the moshav, the tables turned. We had older
brothers we could summon from The Stone.To break the tedium, some of my friends would
throw pomegranates that they picked from trees at the home of an elderly couple, the Frankels.
Unfortunately for the Frankels, they lived very close to The Stone. We also exploded detonators
and firecrackers, and set fire to potassium from the fertilizer storeroom to watch its blue flame.
One time we burned magnesium from an illumination bomb, which we stole from one of our
fathers’ ammunition caches. It was unforgettable. For days afterward we all saw black and blue
circles every time we closed our eyes, reminding us of the glare.So everything revolved around
The Stone. But on Holocaust Memorial Day—and to be exact, on Yom Hazikaron (a day
commemorating Israel’s fallen soldiers)—The Stone stood abandoned. Chinese lanterns, giving



off a soft light, decorated both sides of the street from the parking lot to the community hall;
these were really just brown paper bags half-filled with sand and a candle. They added a festive
aura to the events of the day, and left The Stone bereft of its usual sitters. Although Holocaust
Memorial Day was no time for pranks, some of my friends would “accidentally” brush the
Chinese lanterns with their feet—not enough to overturn the lanterns, but enough to cause the
paper bag to heat up so that in a matter of seconds, as the tripper walked away, it would
completely burn out. But that really wasn’t me, only perhaps some bad kid deep inside me. For
on Holocaust Memorial Day, the general atmosphere simply wouldn’t allow anything that wasn’t
all gravity and tears and awe. The adults didn’t even yell when a kid was caught tampering with a
lantern. They wouldn’t scold, only mutter crossly through pursed lips: “You’ve performed
sacrilege today, but because of the sanctity of the occasion I can’t be properly cross with you.”



Ann T GA, “Powerful. A powerful and thought-provoking examination of one man's journey from
a position of moral superiority into a deep commitment to the humanity of all. More than a
memoir, this book invites examination of our own tribal behavior and of the inevitably self-serving
nature of the State's role in inciting and sustaining conflict.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Five Stars. Great book”

Laurena Schuemann, “To enlighten you. To heighten awareness of thoughts and attitudes
regarding the Israeli/Palestinian conflict.”

Susan Constantine, “Sincere, profound, and lyrical. Deeply moving and personal. A memoir
which adds to the literature exploring the human effects of the Israeli occupation of Palestine
written by a former IDF soldier.”

Caroline Finkelstein, “A must read. This is an essential book to read. Noam Chayut has all my
admiration for daring to write such a sincere and clear description of the violent actions carried
out by the Israeli army in the Palestinian occupied territories. It must have been very hard for him
to do so and particularly to associate his personal experience as a young IDF officer with the
Holocaust. I hope this book will reach many people and in some way contribute to stop the
violence and bring a just peace between the two States.”

Kate, “The Girl Who Stole My Holocaust. As with many books I read they seem to speak to one
another, the preceding one providing information that make the next more clear. And, when their
selection is random, I wonder if there is a randomness in our universe.I had just finished Alan
Wolfe's 'Political Evil: What It Is and How to Combat It' which deals with the evils that are driven
by political goals , that can either be based on good or evil intention. It covers terrorism and
counter-evil.This memoir covers the same territory, which lets us know how very complicated
human interaction is. The mis-use of power and the cornerstone of the theory of a 'Just War'
which is anchored in the concept of proportionality, which is not a mere numbers game, but
"disproportionate damage amoung non combatants, engaging in collective punishment inflicting
suffering on the innocent to teach lessons to the guilty few...", can be applied to Israeli actions,
especially in those actions of continually taking Arab lands to expand settlement.What these
actions do to their own soldiers is not dissimilar to what our occupations have done to ours. This
is a memoir about one soldier who through his own pain has come to see what he has done in
the name of extra-judicial actions. He fortunately for us is not alone in bearing witness.Israel is
with its hubris and self righteousness moving away from the international support it could once
count on, because the moderates no longer have a viable voice within their politics; to a place
that is undermining their own survival. Their own territorial acquisitions have undermined



support, but increasingly has made a two state solution unlikely, and a one state solution
untenable, as it cannot hold on to a Jewish state where in a few generations Jews will be a
minority...how can a minority hold on to power and have a democracy?Very moving and a
confirmation of things that have been suspected and denied too vehemently. Beautifully written.
Kudos to Noam Chayut and the other soldiers who have come forward in Breaking the Silence
which continues to take testimony.”

Nurete Brenner, “Breathtakingly honest. I strongly recommend the book The Girl Who Stole My
Holocaust by Noam Chayut. Firstly, he offers a sharp glimpse into Israeli culture and society that
is breathtaking in its realism. But more than that, he captures the enthusiasm of a young soldier
and the slow shift in perception that only a very self-aware and brutally honest young man can
undergo in his understanding of what the Occupation means, what it has wrought in him and
fellow soldiers and how it impacts both Israeli and Palestinian society. He expresses it in a way
that only a true insider can do. He also writes very well with a keen sardonic style that is a
pleasure to read. I think the book should be read by all Israelis but especially those who are
about to be conscripted or have a son or daughter in the military or approaching army
conscription, who may still be in thrall to the powerful myth that the IDF is a moral and humane
army.”

Sara LBA, “very moving. Absolutely gripping story of an emotional and national journey. Life as a
conventional Israeli boy, to a soldier, to a damaged man, then through to a period of healing.
Very honest - he says he is not prepared to waste his life on this conflict - but so many do give
their lives - not only through death but through life.”

The book by Noam Chayut has a rating of  5 out of 3.9. 17 people have provided feedback.
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