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Dear Mirele,

I can’t believe I have one night to stuff a lifetime of love into this letter.

Tomorrow morning — if 4 a.m. can be called morning — I am giving you up. I am taking you, Mirele, to the 

back entrance of dear, brave Hermann’s grocery, and the child-rescuers will be waiting there for you and the 32 

other children under the age of 3. They’ll inject you with a sedative, so you won’t cry, and then they’ll slip off in 

the predawn with you, my life, my love, out of this horrible country, to safety.

We pushed it off and pushed it off, Mirele. We didn’t want to believe we would have to give up our child, 

probably never to see her again. But this is the last child-rescue. After this there will be no one left to rescue, 

because tomorrow, our informers tell us, is the last big round-up. Tomorrow they come for men, women and 

children.
And I’ve been convinced by these words, spoken by our trusted informer, Hermann, the brave gentile grocer: 

“Any child they take away either dies immediately or dies on the way to the death camp.” The word death, three 

times in one sentence! We were the last ones to be convinced to give up our child. He said, finally, with the deepest 

sadness in every exhausted wrinkle in his face, “I cannot force you. But if you keep her with you, she will be dead 

in a month. They have no use for babies; she cannot work for them. If you want to give her to us, bring her to the 

back entrance of my grocery at 4 a.m. No belongings. Whatever food you have. Goodbye.”

Mirele, do you see why I had to give you up? He said no belongings, but I will beg. I will plead that this letter 

be allowed to go, sewn into your undershirt. And then I will pray to G-d that the letter stays with you until you are 

old enough to read it. You must know that we love you, you must know why you are alone, without parents. Not 

because they didn’t love you... but because they did.

It’s eerie to think that by the time you read this, I will probably be dead. That’s what Hermann says is going 

on. People either die immediately, or on the way, or after a week or two of forced labor and no food. But I won’t 

have lived in vain, Mirele, if I know that I brought you into the world and you will live and survive and grow big 

and strong and you will be happy. You can be happy, Mirele, because we loved you.

What makes a difference in the lives of adults, it seems, is if they had secure childhoods. Secure, with lots of 

love and acceptance, and needs fulfilled, and predictable routines and the like. You’ve had that up to this minute. 

You’ll have it up till 4 a.m. But then, you won’t. Who knows who will end up taking care of you? Some family who 

will take you in for the money Hermann will pay them? They will surely be kinder to their own than to you.

Here is where pain mixes with rage! I rage at the animals who are making it possible for you to cry, and I 

won’t be there to comfort you!

But you will have this letter. And this letter will make you feel secure, if G-d answers my prayers; you have 

us, Mirele, even though you can’t see us. We’re with you, we’re watching you and praying for you. Every time you 

have troubles, we are pounding on the door to G-d’s very throne room, insisting on an audience, and demanding 

mercy for our Mirele, down on earth, alone without her parents. And G-d will listen to us. We won’t leave Him 

alone until He agrees that you deserve health, and love, and happiness.

Mirele, you’ll wonder what your first two years were like. You’ll wish you could remember. Let me remember 

for you right now, tenderly, on this piece of paper.

You like hot cereal in the morning, with lots of milk and sugar. Except that there is no milk and sugar now, 

none in the whole city. But I make your cereal anyway, and you eat it with big smile between every bite. Then 

you grow ready for your nap. So, I rock you, after putting the rocker where the sunlight will fall on it. I rock you 

until you fall asleep and then I put you in my bed. You sleep well there; you like my smell. What will you smell 

tomorrow night? Surely nobody will rock you tomorrow morning, not even in the shade. Oh, G-d! I cannot do it! I 

will do it. For you, Mirele, so you will have at least a hope for life.

Mirele, do me a favor. After you’re grown… after this dirty, nightmarish war is over… I know there will be 

those who will underplay the tragedies going on here every day. They will say, “A war is a war. It was just a war.” 

Mirele, tell them about this agony! Tell them how you felt secure in my arms, rocking to sleep in the sunlight. 

Tell them how your father ran one night a year ago, when you were sick, to get you medicine, past sentries while 

breaking the curfew. He risked his life to ease your pain, Mirele. And now the three of us are being torn apart. 

“Just a war”? Tell them, Mirele, that all the wars in the world don’t add up to the agony in my heart right now as I 

write this.
G-d! It’s 2 a.m. already. Only two more hours with my love, my baby, my life, my Mirele. I’m going to hold 

you now, Mirele, for two hours. Your father and I are going to wake you, feed you, and tell you over and over how 

much we love you. You’re barely 2 years old but maybe, if G-d is good, maybe, you’ll remember it. And maybe, 

you’ll keep this letter until you’re old enough to read it.

There will be bad times for you, Mirele, I know. But just think about me holding you, rocking you to sleep in 

the sunlight. Keep that sunlight in your heart always.

I love you. Your father loves you. May G-d help us all.Mama
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THE STORY 
BEHIND 
DEAR 
MIRELE
The following interview was 
published in the Succos Hamodia.

RUTH LICHTENSTEIN & RISHE DEITSCH

“Dear Mirele” has lessons for us and for 
generations to come. It was thought by many 
to be authentic. It was thought to be a letter 
that was sewn into the undershirt of a little 
girl whose parents were giving her away to 
save her from Hitler.

But in fact that is not the case. “Letter 
to Mirele” was written only 30 years 
ago as historical fiction by Mrs. Rishe 
Deitsch, senior editor of the N’shei Chabad 
Newsletter and part-time editor at 
Hamodia and Project Witness. 

Mrs. Ruth Lichtenstein of Project Witness 
wanted to understand how it happened. 
Here is their conversation:

Mrs. Deitsch, please tell me, what happened? 
How did this become known as authentic 
when in fact you wrote it?
In 1987, I was a young woman of 27, busy mostly 
with my growing family. I was also one of the 
editors of the N’shei Chabad Newsletter, a 
Lubavitcher women’s magazine. 

I got into bed one night and read a book 
entitled The Courage to Care by Carol Rittner 

and Sondra Myers, about non-Jews who rescued Jews 
during the Holocaust. I read about the parents who 
handed over their babies to brave and compassionate 
non-Jews who promised to bring them to safety; the 
parents knew that, barring a miracle, they would never 
see their children again. 

I fell asleep thinking what it would be like for me to 
hand over my child in that way. And I dreamed that I 
would write a letter to my baby and sew it into her 
clothing, hoping it would stay with her. In the letter I 
would write to my baby how much I loved her, and why 
we were giving her away. I sewed the letter into my baby’s 
clothing, and I fed her one last time. Then I rocked her 
all night in my arms until it was time for me to bring her 
to the back of the bakery (as I had read in The Courage to 
Care) and hand her over to a total stranger to save her life. 
I woke up and immediately typed the dream, entitling 
it “A Lifetime of Love,” because that’s what I had to stuff 
into one letter.

And how did you sign it?
I deliberately didn’t sign it because I wanted to make a 
point, and that point had to come from the child who 
had been given away. The point I wanted to make was 
that sometimes the young mothers want more time 
away from their children, they want to be free of them… 
more free than is good for the child. In my intro (not 
shown here), I quoted a woman I met at a bar mitzvah 
who announced that the half-day school day would be 
enough for her daughter, but it wasn’t enough for her, 
the mother. “It would have been enough for my mother,” 
I wrote in the name of the child who had no memory of 
her mother. 

What was the reaction to the letter after it was 
published?
The point was well received, and it seems that everyone 
who read it assumed it was truly found sewn into the 
clothing of the baby. Still, if asked, I told the truth, and I 
used a name that is in my family, Mirele. 

What happened next?
Years passed and I found it reprinted in several places. 
Sarah Shapiro’s More of Our Lives (published 1993), had it, 
but with a different title (“To Rock in the Sun” instead of 
“A Lifetime of Love”). When I asked Sarah why she hadn’t 
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credited the N’shei Chabad Newsletter, she explained that 
she had found it in the Dixie Jewish Journal (which existed 
only briefly, it seems), so she credited that publication. 

The California Chabad Telethon had a woman read it 
out loud on television; viewers thought that it was a real 
letter from a mother to her child. I was told that Rabbi 
Lord Jonathan Sacks read it aloud in one of his speeches. 
A teacher in my older daughter’s high school class read 
it aloud and told the class it was truly found in a child’s 
undershirt. 

When my daughter raised her hand and said that 
actually her mother wrote it and offered to bring in The 
Courage to Care by Carol Rittner and Sondra Myers, she 
was punished for chutzpah. 

Everywhere it was published, it was touted as genuine 
or as possibly genuine. And then, in the summer of 2017, 
my daughter Mirel, then 21, was a madrichah for a group 
of unaffiliated teens on a tour of Europe. (This group 
was part of the Chabad C-Teen Heritage Quest led by 

Rabbi Nachman Rivkin.) The group spent some time 
at Auschwitz and also in Tarnow, Poland, a place where 
about 800 children Hy”d were shot and thrown into a 
mass grave. While standing at that grave, the guide read 
them this letter. The guide said, correctly, that it seemed 
this letter was sewn into the clothing of a baby who was 
given away to the child rescuers, but it couldn’t be verified, 
although Holocaust researchers had made every attempt 
to find “Mirele.”  

How did you feel when you heard that?
My daughter came home from her summer away and told 
me what had happened, and that when he had said they 
had made every attempt to find Mirele but couldn’t, she 
had raised her hand and informed the tour guide that 
the letter was historical fiction—based on the real history 
of those days, but a fictional letter. The guide demanded 
to know, “How can you know that for sure?” My daughter 
replied, “Because my mother wrote it.” 

Our Lives, an anthology 
by Sarah Shapiro in 
which Dear Mirele was 
reprinted, but  credited 
to the short-lived Dixie 
Jewish Journal..

The original 
Dear Mirele from 
NCN, Feb. 1988. 
Graphics by Hensha 
Gansbourg.

The Courage to Care by Carol Rittner and Sondra 
Myers, a book that describes child-rescue 
operations during the Holocaust.

N’shei Chabad Newsletter 
of Feb. 1988 in which Dear 
Mirele was first published, 
anonymously.
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At the 
heartbreaking 
scene of the 
Tarnow, Poland, 
mass children’s 
grave, July 2017.

Chavi Konikov/Capturedbychavi
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At the same time, in my job as an editor and proofreader 
for Hamodia and Project Witness, I was reading a lot 
about the paper trail that gives us the true story of the 
Holocaust, and how vitally important this paper trail 
is. I read about how Holocaust deniers say that it’s all 
made up, and that when things indeed are made up it’s 
crucial for us to identify them as such. I realized that this 
letter was being incorrectly touted as a “genuine letter” 
online when I saw the words: “This genuine document 
is reprinted by courtesy of Rabbi L.D. Sandler and Gila 
Sandler, Brooklyn, NY.” (I have no idea who the Sandlers 
are or how they could have extended courtesies about my 
letter.) If you Google the words “Holocaust story worth 
reading” or “letter to Mirele,” you get to this letter. It is 
now on our website, nsheichabadnewsletter.com, in a  
video put out by J-TV. Obviously, 30 years after it was 
first published, it was time to set the record straight, so 
I came to you, Mrs. Lichtenstein, because you are the 
Holocaust expert I know.

You did the right thing, Mrs. Deitsch; let me tell you 
why. The extreme importance of Holocaust documents 
being accurately labeled as either “genuine” or “historical 
fiction” cannot be overstated. To pass off a document 
as “genuine” when in fact it is fiction, even though it 
is based on the many true stories that occurred, is to 
corrupt both Holocaust education and Jewish history. 
The N’shei Chabad Newsletter should have had the words 
“historical fiction, based on the book ‘Courage to Care’” 
in its original printing of  “Lifetime of Love” in 1988. 
After that, all those who reprinted it without permission 
and without a source should have stated there was no 
source or proof of authenticity. This is why Holocaust 
education and research are still crucially important, 
especially today when Holocaust deniers should not be 
given ammunition for their false, evil and deluded claims.

Today, when stories travel the world in an instant 
and “if it’s on the internet, it’s true,” it’s important 
to tell the real story of Mirele. b


