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We line up and we know what they think of us. We know they see us 
as freaks; we know they do not see us. It took a long time for me to 
see that life is more than what you see, and I think some folk do not, 
they do not ever see that. They go on, to them we are our shirts, 
pants, legs, arms–each of us a bone, all of one corpse, we go to the 
fire. But what makes me, that is more than the me you see. It is the 
thought, the choice, the laugh; it is the thing that I do with my eyes 
when I smile or frown, the ways my skin folds–these make me. Mom, 
she’s in front of me. She has short hair, too short. It looks bad and 
makes her feel like a small thing when she is a big thing, at least to 
me. She has bad clothes too, clothes that the camps didn’t want. They 
take all from us, but don’t want what she has. It is too poor for the 
poor; the work dust on it will be food for the fires. My dad, his son, 
they are sent to a camp far from us, over the fence, the cold fence. 
We do not hear from them, but I hear that the men, they have it 
worse than us. They are told: work, work, work, work, then die. We 
are just told: die. One girl, she has a baby. They pass the babies 
through the hole in the fence. Those that are not like us, some of them 
take the ones that are small enough to fit through. I think of what will 
happen to them, those small babes born in the midst of this death 
place, those ones that get set free. And I think I should have had such 
luck, to be one of them, and not me. They break us up now, and make 
us form two rows. They scream. We scream. I can’t reach her hand. 
She can’t get to me. They have clubs and guns. I don’t know why they 
take us apart just to push us back together. Maybe for fear. There we 
were as one, one more time, all our big Jew bones in one room. That’s 
what they say: your big Jew bones, you brown girl–but I’m not brown. 
The room is closed. There is no light. They line us up. No one fights. 
There are dead with us, and small ones too small to do much but cry. 
We are one, and that’s how they burn us. 
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