Empty Chairs

By Jody Hoffman 

Not everything in Krakow was wonderful. I shared with you what an amazingly beautiful city it was and the unexpected surprise of finding a peek into my heritage and the delight in hearing and finding roots. That was the second walking tour. Let me tell you about our first walking tour.

It was a tour into the Jewish Quarter. Back in the 1400’s, the King of Poland had initiated an invitation to Jews everywhere to come to Poland for safety and decreed sanctuary for all who came. The Jewish population flourished, and their influence as highly educated people made a huge impact on the country. As universities professors, artist, musicians, architects and such, they brought out the gifts and abilities in those around them as well. Krakow became a center of education, the arts, and architecture. So by the 1930’s, Krakow was largely populated with more than 68,000 Jews both in the Jewish Quarters and scattered around the city, let alone the millions throughout Poland. The city was thriving, and the interconnections of the Jews and Poles tightly woven.

But in 1939, all Jews were either sent to “resettlement camps” or forced to live in the Jewish quarter, wearing armbands with the Star of David to identify them as Jews. The overcrowding was such that many spilled into the streets for relief. Any window facing the Arian section of the city had to be bricked over. Around the Quarter, a wall was erected that was in the style of walls found only around Jewish cemeteries. They understood the message it conveyed. The first incidents were inviting the professors to discussions at the university in which they were never seen or heard from again. In a matter of two days, thousands were gone. In the next few years, the population declined to less than a couple hundred. German soldiers and SS troops with precision, lies, and ruthless pursuit carried out the extermination of thousands of Jews and the Polish people who had become their friends. In total, 3 million Jews and 3 million Poles were eliminated in just Poland. The Jewish population in Krakow presently is registered to be 50. 

The stories are chilling and deeply disturbing. Fathers shot, women raped, children stolen, homes confiscated and treasures taken—a people extinguished. Their remains recycled, resold, their bodies burned and used for fertilizers. In a small square is a memorial of empty chairs. Row after row of empty chairs in silence, commemorating all of those missing that once filled these chairs and influenced thousands—missing. Missing are all they had to offer, all they had to contribute, all the solutions they would offer, all the knowledge they would contribute, all the children they would produce—empty, gone—incredibly sobering and sad. All because some decided they did not have the right to live. It was genocide.

As I looked in the thesaurus for another word for genocide, I discovered that there is no synonym. There is no other way to describe it. I can see why.  It leaves you speechless. But we need a voice to speak out against it as it is not left with this story or this time frame—genocide still goes on. How did we not learn? I am guessing you think of wars in Africa, or the Taliban’s action, or some terrorist organizations as the genocide to which I must be referring. We agree it is awful, disturbing, disgusting, and without excuse are their actions. But there is more—closer to home, down the street, around the corner. We asked the guide what did the people do as they saw these travesties go on who were not Jews? Some did nothing, some looked the other way, but the vast majority did not know it was happening. It was done neatly, cleanly, unnoticed. One German woman was quoted “ It was a lovely wall in the Jewish style.” She had no idea the “style” was that of a cemetery!

So am I saying that Jews are being extinguished down the street or around the corner? No, they are not.  BUT BABIES ARE!  The gas chambers where thousands upon thousands of Jews were murdered were a stones throw from a back yard—a yard where children were playing, unknown, undetected to any driving by. Am I saying that babies are being murdered undetected, unknown by those around? You mean down my street around the corner, in someone’s backyard? Surely they would stop it! Surely it would not be allowed! Surely the government would stop it! No, they permit it, encourage it and fund it. We elect officials that sanction it.

There are stickers and signs on the subway trams and buses all over Prague that say “Stop the Genocide”. There are pictures that have a hand holding a baby that has been suctioned to pieces, it’s so brutal—it’s so true. 

I wonder at the inhumanity of the Holocaust. I wonder of the empty chairs, of the doctors, the lawyers the artists, the university professors, the builders, the architects the mothers, the daddies, the children that God made—that He meant to live and help fix the mess the world was in. That was history.  That was before I was born.  That was way back then.  Does it affect me? Yes! They were supposed to be here! They had answers; they had potential. They had so much to give.

And now? I see empty chairs too. I see the chairs that the aborted babies since 1972 have left empty. These are babies that would now be doctors—perhaps they had the answers to AIDS or cancer—like Jonas Sulk had for those who had polio. These are babies that would now be scientists—perhaps they had the answers to the oil dependency and the crisis we find our times in now. These are babies that would now be lawyers—perhaps they were the ones to make the laws that could stop the killing. These are the babies that would be our political leaders—perhaps they were to be elected this term to have answers to the world mess we face. Perhaps they were the generals that could stop the wars, the designers to stop pollution, the traffic engineers that could fix our congestion, the pharmacist to treat the ills, and the police that could stop the drugs or the genius to stop the sex trafficking! I often look around and wonder why hasn’t someone fixed this, or thought of that—why? God gave us the solutions—we killed them. Aborted doesn’t sound as bad, but it is every bit as bad.  Perhaps the synonym for genocide should read abortion.

These empty chairs are all around us. Undetectably missing. We sense it—but we don’t even realize what it is or why we feel someone is missing. Why is there not better entertainment on television? Dead. Why are there not better comedians? Dead. Why is there not better fashion? Dead. Why are their not better car designs? Dead. Why not a solution for our educational systems and learning? Dead. Why are there not answers for helping the poor? Dead. We have eliminated the ones that had the answers that God was sending to us, that were to bring their gifts into our world. They were to marry our sons, our daughters, and bear our grandchildren. They were to be our neighbors, our dentists, our businessmen, and our friends. They were to sit in our chairs. I miss them. I think God misses them too.

We have dear friends that were adopted as infants that were spared from abortion because the mother chose to let them live.  I think of one in particular, and I cry at thought of how much less this world would be without her—she has so much to offer.  Her incredible perception, her ability to assess a situation and implement a plan to solve it, to accept people as they are and see their strengths and cultivate them. I think of her encouragement to so many and her care for dear neighbors, her generosity that is remarkable, and her intelligence that she uses so wisely. She is a wonderful woman. She in turned adopted children, one who would have been aborted but the mother lacked the $200.00 to kill her and had to let her live. She is a beautiful young woman with talents blooming too. The other sister was too far along in the term to kill; that law has since changed. I believe and her death would have been certain. That would be 3 gone in a family of 4. Entire households would be missing, entire neighborhoods—entire cities. 

35 MILLION babies have been killed since 1972. 1.5 MILLION per year. Google the statistics of abortions—it is staggering, it will take your very breath away.  It will break your heart. We are appalled at 3 million Jews and 3 million Poles slaughtered—and we should be! But what do we say to 35 MILLION babies in our own country, in this day and this time? Often the reply is, “What about in the case of rape or life of the mother?” Less than 1% of abortions fall in that category.   75% say it is inconvenient or would interfere in their work, home or lifestyle. This is 3,000 babies per day! How insane would everyone be if 3,000 people per day were dying by the hand of another because they were inconvenient or interfered with work? I cannot imagine. That is like the 9-11 terrorism everyday! Hello? I am guessing something would be done. 

God’s answer to the worst crisis in the world has always been a baby. When things were the worst, God sent a Baby to fix the situation. Abraham and Isaac, Noah, Moses, Joshua - all throughout the ages, God had prepared a baby to become a man at the needed time to fix the mess. The chair was filled. Jesus came at just the right time—He filled a chair that no one else can. Jesus was and still is the answer. But I think He has and is sending the babies that will one day become the answer to our current messes, and they have been killed their chairs starkly empty…

So what do we do? Just you and me, just ordinary women, in the face of horrible laws and mass slaughter? We love those that are making these decisions into seeing the possibility of adoption, abstinence, and hope. We share Christ and the difference truth can make.  We build relationship—not point fingers and condemn—not hate and scream. We love them into loving the one inside of them. They do not love the baby because they do not love themselves. Perhaps we could change the empty chairs to chairs full, the next generation sitting at our tables once again, the answers God has given, loving one baby at a time, loving one young woman troubled from hopelessness. We love and we give hope.
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