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Response to Nelly Sachsi poem: 0Chorus of the Rescuedo

We, the following generation
Live in a world so foreign to your dismay
Your suffering seems so surreal
Our lives are often so pressured, so rushed
We tend to forget
Yet, we mustnit forget all you have endured
It is necessary to be reminded of your agony

| We must carefully listen to the horror stories,

f The enormity of stolen lives.
It is important that we see your decapitated bodies,
That we stand next to the furnaces that dared to play God.
We must place our feet where you became ash
Together we must shame those who watched,
Ridicule those whose lives yourished while the innocent perished
We, the following generation,
Must learn from the past.
History teaches the most valuable of lessonsé

(U For every child who became orphaned

A For every person who lost faith

For those whose dreams are ravaged with nightmares
= - We must tell their stories.

--Amanda Hamburger, Cold Spring Harbor High School, New York
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Prisoner —

et

Iim free of my suffering

But yet1im still a prisoner

The memorieswonit-go away
The noises in-my. head wonit. go away
The visions still haunt me
And yet Iim free.
But free from what?

10m still a prisoner of myself

--Zakary Bidwell, Lakeside High School;
Plummer, Idaho

VA r 2 7%




CTE7VE ) AT

Life in Berlin, 1947

When | step outside, it is November.

Gray straitjackets the morning

As | retrieve the mail.

Under my feet,

The gravel groans and crunches,

The height of each step

Echoing sharply, like a German fiicho

That yaps at my heels like bloodhounds.

I quicken my pace.

Far away a plane is pying,

Its pight slanted like a sidelong glance.

The heat and sound collecting,

It is drawn to this alley,

With all the fury of the B-17s that roared over our
town-

I feel it can sense my presence.

Finally, when the sound crescendos to a roar,

I look skyward, but there are only the sparrows
huddled

On black wires.

Now hurrying to the mailbox,

I suddenly hear the clang of the railway,

And there are a thousand faces before me

Caged and white like doves,

Moving ceaselessly and helplessly along

Towards some interminable end.

I blink again,

And there are only the blind streetcars

Crawling along the street.

Now there is the tang of smoke in my nostrils,
And like a pood,

The memories overtake me-

Of my family moving down the steps into the street
that morning,

Of the children slowly removing their shoes at the
camp,

Of my brotherts eyes, seen for the last time.

I can never escape these,

But sometimes when | see the yres rise into the sky,
It is only a sunrise.

--Susan Coyne, Cold Spring Harbor H:S., NY : 3 i .
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