
Treblinka 

The cattle train moves slowly 
Along the beaten sombre track. 
As always, I pray it turns –  
As always, it lumbers on. 

I am called to my post. 
One hundred and thirty-two today. 
I have taken to counting them as best I can, 
I do not always manage the children.  

Some huddle in heaps of confusion, 
Some joke with hopeful wonder, 
Others heard the bells of death 
Long before arrival.  

It’s swift and insignificant –  
The money, shoes, clothes, 
                                          The people 
Already forgotten. Onwards they’re marched. 

Some meet my gaze and I try to convey 
I’m sorry, 
I cannot help. 
I’m sorry that God forgot.  

The walls stand tall but blank 
As the expressions of those who built them. 
They are told the water is warm, 
I vomit in the waiting pit.  

Everyone is silent. 
One hundred and thirty-two clouds of breath 
Interrupt the air, before 
They are each of them hurried in, and locked in poison.  

Some feet away I stand and hold 
My last memories of my own children  
Firm in my mind. 
This does not silence the screams. 



Fingernails scratch with desperate torment, 
The muffled drum of pleas beats hard until 
The last chokes on a final agony 
And all life has been engulfed.  

The doors are opened, 
And here lies our duty.  
One by one, they’re carried to fire. 
Soon, I wish I was burning with them. 

It can’t go on forever.  
We talk. 
Days pass, and we are still talking 
In secrets amongst ourselves. 

The next train will not burn, we say, 
The next sun will rise  
On a freedom we will form 
From lies and copied keys.  

The second of the month arrives. 

Night falls as we wake –  
Two shots cut the air and 
We’re up. 
My children’s image holds me steady.  

Some cut the wire  
And have already fled. 
In another life I’d call them cowards, 
Here I wish them well.  

The guards curse us in panic, 
Scorn us as thieves as they fall 
                                                 and  
                                                        fail  
to consider the thousands  
They’ve stolen.  

As the murder tank blazes 
I watch.                  Too long I watch.   
Ivan’s distant blade is the last  
I see before I’m hit. 

                               



                             Still, I stand. 

Bruised and breathless, I stand 
And turn to face the black. 
Death stares back at me 
And behind it, a man. 

His eyes pierce my own and I see 
Not malice, but fear.  
Only fear. 
This is not his victory.   

Over his shoulder, in the distant wood 
Two boys run. 
Soon, their hazy shapes 
Fade into the trees. 

For me, this is enough.   


