
NAME:_____________________________________ READING RESPONSE PRACTICE W/ TEXT INTERACTION 

DIRECTIONS:   
1. READ ALL QUESTIONS/PROMPTS FIRST.  UNDERLINE KEY PARTS OF EACH QUESTION/PROMPT. 
2. READ THE TEXT CAREFULLY.  USE ACTIVE READING STRATEGIES. 
3. AS YOU LOCATE PASSAGES WHICH CONNECT TO THE QUESTIONS/PROMPTS, UNDERLINE OR 

BOX THE TEXT AND LABEL IT WITH THE QUESTION NUMBER IN THE MARGINS. 

 

 

NO NEWS FROM AUSCHWITZ ~ A.M. ROSENTHAL 

 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: ABRAHAM MICHAEL ROSENTHAL WAS BORN IN ONTARIO, CANADA, 

BUT MOVED WITH HIS FAMILY TO NEW YORK CITY WHEN HE WAS FOUR.  FOR MANY YEARS 

HE SERVED WITH DISTINCTION AS THE EXECUTIVE EDITOR OF THE NEW YORK TIMES. 

WHEN HE “RETIRED,” HE BEGAN A COLUMN FOR THE TIMES CALLED “ON MY MIND.”   

 IN 1958, WHEN ROSENTHAL WAS THE NEW YORK TIMES CORRESPONDENT IN 

WARSAW, POLAND, HE VISITED THE CONCENTRATION CAMP AT AUSCHWITZ.  AT THAT 

TIME, FOURTEEN YEARS AFTER THE CAMPS WERE LIBERATED AT THE END OF WORLD WAR 

II, MENTION OF THE ATROCITIES OF THE CONCENTRATION CAMPS HAD VIRTUALLY 

DISAPPEARED FROM AMERICAN NEWSPAPERS.  THERE WAS “NO NEWS” TO REPORT FROM 

THOSE SITES, AND AMERICANS SEEMED ALL TOO WILLING TO PUT THE UGLY MEMORIES 

BEHIND THEM.  ROSENTHAL’S PIECE FOR THE NEW YORK TIMES, “NO NEWS FROM 

AUSCHWITZ,” SERVED AS A POWERFUL REMINDER OF THE DANGERS OF FORGETTING WHAT 

HAD HAPPENED IN THE DEATH CAMPS.  IT HAS BEEN REPRINTED MANY TIMES. 

 IN NOVEMBER 1959 THE POLISH GOVERNMENT EXPELLED ROSENTHAL FOR HIS 

“PROBLEM REPORTING,” FOR WHICH HE WON A PULITZER PRIZE IN MAY 1960. 

 ROSENTHAL IS ALSO THE AUTHOR OF 38 WITNESSES, AN ACCOUNT OF A MURDER 

IN A QUIET RESIDENTIAL NEW YORK NEIGHBORHOOD.  THE TITLE REFERS TO THE THIRTY-

EIGHT PEOPLE WHO WITNESSED A YOUNG WOMAN’S MURDER BUT DID NOTHING TO STOP 

IT. 

 



BRZEZINKA, POLAND—The most terrible thing of all, somehow, was that at Brzezinka the sun 

was bright and warm, the rows of graceful poplars were lovely to look upon, and on the grass 

near the gates children played.  

 It all seemed frighteningly wrong, as in a nightmare, that at Brzezinka the sun should 

ever shine or that there should be light and greenness and the sound of young laughter. It would 

be fitting if at Brzezinka the sun never shone and the grass withered, because this is a place of 

unutterable terror.  

 And yet every day, from all over the world, people come to Brzezinka, quite possibly the 

most grisly tourist center on earth. They come for a variety of reasons—to see if it could really 

have been true, to remind themselves not to forget, to pay homage to the dead by the simple act 

of looking upon their place of suffering.  

 Brzezinka is a couple of miles from the better-known southern Polish town of Oświęcim. 

Oświęcim has about 12,000 inhabitants, is situated about 171 miles from Warsaw, and lies in a 

damp, marshy area at the eastern end of the pass called the Moravian Gate. Brzezinka and 

Oświęcim together formed part of that minutely organized factory of torture and death that the 

Nazis called Konzentrationslager Auschwitz.  

 By now, fourteen years after the last batch of prisoners was herded naked into the gas 

chambers by dogs and guards, the story of Auschwitz has been told a great many times. Some of 

the inmates have written of those memories of which sane men cannot conceive. Rudolf Franz 

Ferdinand Hoess, the superintendent of the camp, before he was executed wrote his detailed 

memoirs of mass exterminations and the experiments on living bodies. Four million people died 

here, the Poles say.  

 And so there is no news to report about Auschwitz. There is merely the compulsion to 

write something about it, a compulsion that grows out of a restless feeling that to have visited 

Auschwitz and then turned away without having said or written anything would somehow be a 

most grievous act of discourtesy to those who died here.  

 Brzezinka and Oświęcim are very quiet places now; the screams can no longer be heard. 

The tourist walks silently, quickly at first to get it over with and then, as his mind peoples the 

barracks and the chambers and the dungeons and flogging posts, he walks draggingly. The guide 

does not say much either, because there is nothing much for him to say after he has pointed 



 For every visitor there is one particular bit of horror that he knows he will never forget. 

For some it is seeing the rebuilt gas chamber at Oświęcim and being told that this is the “small 

one.” 

 For others it is the fact that at Brzezinka, in the ruins of the gas chambers and the 

crematoria the Germans blew up when they retreated, there are daisies growing.  

 There are visitors who gaze blankly at the gas chambers and the furnaces because their 

minds simply cannot encompass them, but stand shivering before the great mounds of human 

hair behind the plate-glass window or the piles of babies’ shoes or the brick cells where men 

sentenced to death by suffocation were walled up.  

 One visitor opened his mouth in a silent scream simply at the sight of boxes—great 

stretches of three-tiered wooden boxes in the women’s barracks. They were about six feet wide, 

about three feet high, and into them from five to ten prisoners were shoved for the night. The 

guide walks quickly through the barracks. Nothing more to see here. 

 A brick building where sterilization experiments were carried out on women prisoners. 

The guide tries the door—it’s locked. The visitor is grateful that he does not have to go in, and 

then flushes with shame.  

 A long corridor where rows of faces stare from the walls. Thousands of pictures, the 

photographs of prisoners. They are all dead now, the men and women who stood before the 

cameras, and they all knew they were to die.  

 They all stare blank-faced, but one picture, in the middle of a row, seizes the eye and 

wrenches the mind. A girl, twenty-two years old, plumply pretty, blond. She is smiling gently, as 

at a sweet, treasured thought. What was the thought that passed through her young mind and is 

now her memorial on the wall of the dead at Auschwitz?  

 Into the suffocation dungeons the visitor is taken for a moment and feels himself 

strangling. Another visitor goes in, stumbles out, and crosses herself. There is no place to pray in 

Auschwitz.  

 The visitors look pleadingly at each other and say to the guide, “Enough.”  

 There is nothing new to report about Auschwitz. It was a sunny day and the trees were 

green and at the gates the children played. 

 

 Sc: Elements of Literature: Fourth Course, Holt, Rinehart and Winston Inc., Austin, Texas, 1993: 439-441. 

 



REMEMBER, READ THESE QUESTIONS BEFORE YOU READ THE TEXT: 

1. UNDERLINE THE KEY WORDS OR PHRASES IN EACH QUESTION/PROMPT. 

2. AS YOU READ THE TEXT, UNDERLINE OR BOX PARTS OF THE TEXT WHICH CONNECT TO THE 

QUESTION/PROMPT. 

3. NEXT TO THE BOXED OR UNDERLINED TEXT, LABEL IT WITH THE QUESTION NUMBER. 

 

Questions:  For multiple choice questions, fill in the circle next to the best response.  For short 

answer questions, read and follow directions carefully. 

 

1. What is the author’s purpose for describing the sunny weather, playing children, thriving 

trees as “the most terrible thing of all”? 

 

o a.  To help the reader picture the setting where the essay takes place. 

o b.  To illustrate the theme that life and goodness can return to an evil place. 

o c.  To help the reader understand how horrible conditions were at Auschwitz. 

o d.  To emphasize that the world has forgotten about the atrocities at Auschwitz. 

 

 

2. In the third paragraph of the essay, what does the word “homage” mean? 

 

o a.  respect 

o b.  donations 

o c.  support 

o d.  prayers 

 

 

3. Which sentence contains an opinion? 

 

o a.  They were about six feet wide, about three feet high, and into them from five to ten 

prisoners were shoved for the night. 

 

o b.  Rudolf Franz Ferdinand Hoess, the superintendent of the camp, before he was 

executed wrote his detailed memoirs of mass exterminations and the experiments on 

living bodies. 

 

o c.  And yet every day, from all over the world, people come to Brzezinka, quite possibly 

the most grisly tourist center on earth 

 

o d.  A long corridor where rows of faces stare from the walls. Thousands of pictures, the 

photographs of prisoners. 

 

 



…continued on the next page. 

4. Which pair of words best describes the tourists’ reactions to their experiences at Auschwitz?  

 

o a.  calm and denial 

o b.  shock and shame 

o c.  reverence and reflection 

o d.  confusion and fear 

 

What two details from the text illustrate this description?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

5. When the visitor discovers that the door to the sterilization room is locked, what causes him 

to “flush with shame”? 

 

o a.  The tour guide caught him going in where he was not supposed to go. 

o b.  He wanted to see the room, and feels shame for wanting to see it. 

o c.  He learned that the room was used to make female prisoners unable to have children. 
 

o d.  He did not want to see the room, but knows it is important to see. 

6. When the author repeats that “there is no news to report from Auschwitz,” what is the tone of 

this statement, and how does it reveal the author’s purpose in writing this essay?  Support 

your response with examples from the text. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 

7. In the “About the Author” section of the text, identify details which illustrate how 

Rosenthal’s essay was received by readers, and after reading the essay draw conclusions 

about why those readers reacted they way they did to this essay. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


