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Holocaust of Today

The girl awoke late that night

from the things she had been dreaming.

Recalling the forsaken images,

she struggled with their meaning.

In her dreams, she’d journeyed far

on a ship with a monstrous mast.

Her travels took her round the world

through the future, present, and past.

The first apparition seemed familiar.

It was from the week before.

A boy at school without a friend,

his silence easy to ignore.

She now saw the lonely burden

of the boy she hadn’t known.

She’d never noticed tears descend

as he ate his lunch alone.

Again she climbed aboard the ship,

hoping for a brighter scene

She disembarked into the past

amongst people dark and lean.

“Help me!” a bony woman cried.

“We have no food to eat!”

The girl tried to run back to the ship

as people clung tightly to her feet.

She saw the bony woman craddled

a dark mass within her arm.

The baby had no more than hapless bones;

the mother cried out in alarm.

“See?” she choked. “I cannot produce 

enough milk to feed my newborn child.”

Her breasts were crumpled paper bags.

Her eyes were wide and wild.

The ship boarded once again

to future lands unknown.

Sailing the waters of persecution

the girl had now been shown.

It landed in the presence of

a world so dark with fear.

She called out in the silent land

“Is anybody here?”

A man appeared and questioned her:

“Are you a Christian, Hindi, Jew?

Of European, Asian, or African descent?

Are your ideas radical or new?

Are you a woman, man, or a child?

Are you tall, short, fat, or thin?”

With each question the man asked,

the girl was pulled further in.

She was separated into her sect;

her life she saw, at stake.

With each new coming stereotype,

her heart began to ache.

Then she awoke from her dream.

Her worries now were lost.

She realized all the things she’s seen-

they were the Holocaust.

