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Let me tell you a story. 

 

Once upon a time, a cataclysm on the scale of no other occurred. Millions upon 

millions of innocents were expelled from their homes and systematically killed off, 

and this only ended when others stood up for them. 

 

The Holocaust, it was called. A fitting term. A holocaust, meaning “a sacrifice by 

fire,” was just what the men in charge desired: a sacrifice to bring about a brighter 

future. Ironically, it was also what my great-grandfather thought about as he turned 

his back on the desiccated remnants of his friends. Dust and blood scattered in his 

wake as he limped from the pyre that would soon send their hopes and dreams to 

Adonai. 

 

A single drop of blood rolled down his forehead before splitting apart at the corner 

of his eye, giving birth to an intricate fractal of crimson tears upon his pale cheek. 

Even now, after generations have sprung forth from that blood, he is still in that 

moment. He has never stopped limping away. But he can see an end now, a path 

into the forest. It is so close. He only has to reach out his hand and touch it... 

 

I could never truly know him. That is the problem. I could never understand. I had 

nothing to build ideas on--who knows if the scene I’ve laid out for you is fact or 

fantasy? I never saw him change the subject at the dinner table or sit in a darkened 

room gazing at sepia photographs. I never saw a stone memorial in a field far from 

modern civilization with ִשנְל ל ִתמְׁ שֵׁ ִתמְמֶׁמ שֶׁ ממא נְׁ ִימְלֶׁ ממא ּונ יֶׁ א ִּוּונ שֵׁ ִא ּוֶׁ ְִ ב מְׁ אְּוַּ  carved into הנ

its surface, and I never saw a town that buried its past.  

 

My grandparents felt it in their homes; my parents knew it in their family as well. 

But always comes another generation, and with the creeping tide of time arrives a 

creeping tide of fear: a fear of being forgotten that settles like a heavy, yellow-star-

emblazoned shroud. A world may come where nobody remembers the horrifying 

things that humanity is capable of, and worse, that they themselves are capable of.  

 

This sounds like a dystopia, and yet the fact remains that if my great-grandfather 

died at this moment, I would not feel the lance of pain that comes from losing a 

loved one, and that the story I began with is only that: a story. What can pass ּודּוא 



 What is there for us that can lift the weight of history and bring about a ?תדּוא

“Never Again”? What will set free the spirits of those who could bear it no longer? 

 

There are only stories and boxes of dust. 
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