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in an open yard. "Am I going to die?" she whimpers. The SS officer
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an
looking first to the right and then to the left. In the distance
a chimney weeps withs smoke from a menacing building.
A teenage girl notices a pile of shoes then focuses on the clothing
in an open yard. "Am I going to die?" she whimpers. The SS officer
gently takes her hand. His voice aims to calm. "Come my child.
There is no reason to fret. You've already lived long enough."

