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The day they took me was like any regular day, any normal
day. Again | sat in the cupboard. IPve already Torgoiien how
many days ["d been there, biting my knuckles todistract myself
from my ever-empty stomach, Curded into the fetal position,
using my free hand [ drew a picture with the dint on the ground,
a picture of mother with the yellow sun behind her, | drew a
cake and presents, and 1 allowed mysell to imagine for just a
moment that she was standing outside the doors, just waiting
for me to come out. If only 1 had the strength to move, maybe
1 could have saved mysell from the inevitable pain that wiould
SO COME,

As [ waited in silence for her 1o come bursting through the
door with my little sister waddling behind her, cach moment
thit passed Felt like a vise slowly closing in, stealing my last
breaths. As my hope faded, | thought to myself that I've already
forgiven herformissing my birthday, Maybe nest vearwhen she
had refurned and Pefer had stopped hitting me when | passed
him, and we could be friends again. Just maybe we could share
our birthdays. .. Just maybe.

I scolded myself. | would not let myself hope for the
imposgitle. The pain only worsens when thereis hope, Diwughit
aboul the promise molher made me make. “IF people come for
vou, rememiber, even if they look like Peter or Hans from down
thie streel, you do not Know them, do sou umderstand ™

I looked at her wide-eved, “What if it really is Peter? How
will 1 know the difference?

Mothier looked down at me. Her eves brimmed with tears.
“Meost men cantellthe difference between monsters and people,”

Then | remembered low she gave me one last hug, exited
thiee cupboard and gave the signal to close the door, That was
a while ago though. No one had knocked at the door for some
b, lesvimg e abone with my thowghts and ever-rumbling
belly.

Suwddenly a noise snapped me back into ithe real world. |
opened my eves, held my breath and listened. | heard German,
It was of no use trying o hide: there was nowhere lefi 1o hide.
As the Germans entered the closet, | wished Maother were here.

She would have known how (o stop the soldiers, or at least hold
my hand. [ would be fine withoat her, [ old myself. I"'m grown
up now, I'm already nine.

The soldiers yvelled at meand kicked me and stomped. When
they lifted their feet, all that remained was scattered dust, One
soldier even put a gun to my head a8 if to shoot me, bul of course
he didn’t, We all know how expensive bullets are,

[ thought | recognized asoldier as my old neighbor whoused
o give me a piece of candy whenever [ saw him. 1 reached out,
pleading with my eves. He returned my look with a stone-cold
glare Tull of nothingness, 1 sull naively asked him for help,
pushing the words meckly out of my dry, cracked lips. He
Tooked down at me, and for a mine Dihought he was going to
offer me his hand. | never expected the spit, and all the soldiers
laughed as [ traed to scrub it off my face, leaving dinl smudges
everywhere,

The scldiers forced me out of the locker and into town, As
we passed houses with the shuers tnghtly locked as il 1w keep
a secred, | ened and shouted. but it was as if the entire world
wias wearing earmudTs.

As | was dragged through town, | saw the grass which had
begun o fill with soow, Bwas asif sugaror my mother s cream
had been dusted over the field. The sky was a light blue color
starting 1o grey, and | thought how beawtiful it could have been
here if only the shattered windows and broken glass which were
streaked with vellow and black paint were cleaned up.

| hadl the odd feeling that | would never return 1o this place.
But before 1 could think abouwt it, | was thrown onto a train car,
The car was crowded, [ thought | was going to sufTocate. The
proximity left lile oxygen. and the smell of death invaded
vy nostrils as | was squeczed between the dead and the dying.
I felt like an ant, a5 0 the tiniest of things could erush me. [
wished Maother were here. She could have helped the woman
who sulfered a hean antack, the child struggling to catch a
breath in his father™s arms. | sal on the side holding my head
high as Mother had wught me 1o, and with my hngemails |
drew a picture on the wall. 1 drew my olld house and owr happy
Tamily. The sun was 20 vellow like a piece of cheese, and on

the grass | played a game. In the picture my litthe sister was still
alive amd playing with her tovs, In the picture | could protect
her from harm. 1 could ensure she never starved, that she was
mever laken,

O the train ride hours passed, but | don't remember if |
wis awake or asleep. Either way, the nightmare was the same.
Frightening shadows in crisp uniforms with their guns at the
ready lurked at every comer, and the walls of the semenced
were inescapable. Eventually the irain came o a dejected
halt, as if i were a bystander wilching as thousands met their
predetermined fate. The masses of people exited the train in a
zombie-like state, trving to distance themselves from the dead,
As 1 exited the train, soldicrs entered, carelessly dragging the
dead, the lifeless out of the car. When a soldier laughed, [ felt
a familiar despondency as | wondered what lay ahead for me.
I wondered if Mother had 1old soldiers 1o respect those who
have passed when she amved.

As | stepped into the camp, I felt like & bird without wings,
irapped and with no escape. As | walked past the gate, past the
sngers of the guards, | saw a finger moving back and forth like
one of my games. Side o side. 1t did not stop even when people
eried, even when people died, Side to sade. Side o side, People
forcibly separated from their loved ones into lines. | wondered
where those lines led, In which line would Tend up? Side 1o
side. When 1 reached the front of the line, | saw the eves like
something unworldly, with no compassion. They stared through
mee. and for a moment | thoughi [ was already dead. The second
that | awaited my sentence felt like an atemity.

As | was dragged 1o my fate, [ looked o the sky. Drifting
away from the camp, the music and smoke intermingled ina
never-emling embrace.
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