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The raindrops were falling when they came. 

I watched them, 

Little by little, 

Slowly falling, 

Forever unsure of where to go, 

Forever pushed aside, here and there, 

Propelled by the heavy, biting wind. 

 

The raindrops were falling when the pounding started. 

Pounding on the windows, 

Desperate faces screaming at me. 

Mother pulled me away from the window. 

“No, dear,” she whispered softly. 

I watched as raindrops dripped on the windowsill 

Looking like tears as the grimy face was yanked away 

By another pair of hands. 

 

The raindrops were falling when the door opened 

With a bang and crack. 

Tall, black boots stepped carelessly inside, 

A white-blond head decorated with glittering blue eyes 

Peering out into our room. 

Catching sight of me, the six-pointed star on my sweater, 
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the man smiled. 

His white teeth gleamed 

like glittering white spears, 

freezing me with terror. 

A gloved hand 

Reached out, 

Yanked me by the arm. 

 

The raindrops were falling when I screamed, 

My voice 

Slicing through the air like a saw through wood, 

Broken, desperate. 

Mother burst into the room, 

her face 

A mask of terror. 

The man turned  

Slowly, 

Contempt in his eyes as he looked at her. 

From his free hand, 

He raised something, 

Something shiny and dangerous. 

 

The raindrops were falling when my mother fell, 



Raindrops, Falling 4 

Her body, 

Slumping to the ground like sacks of flour 

That the baker often thumped on the counter. 

Her blood ran 

Ran, 

Like rivers of red, 

Slipping and crawling along the 

hardwood floor. 

The man yanked me, 

Harder this time, 

And dragged me out the door. 

 

The raindrops were falling when I was marched outside, 

The rain 

Falling on my face 

As I held up my head in pride 

Just how Mother had always told me to. 

As I was shoved toward a line of carts 

that 

had strange stains inside, 

The other townspeople laughed. 

They laughed and jeered, 

Glaring at us, 
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Spitting and cursing at us. 

Us, who had done nothing wrong.  

I was pushed inside, 

Packed so tightly against other hot bodies, 

That I could barely breathe. 

 

The raindrops were still falling when we were led outside, 

Out 

Onto a grassy field. 

The soldiers 

Removed our jewelry, 

And removed everything that was priceless in our eyes. 

Then 

They took us to the lines. 

The officer separated people, 

Left, and right, 

And I felt his stare as I stepped up. 

He glared at me 

For a long time, 

Then motioned me toward the left. 

My heartbeat quickened. 

I had heard of death showers, 

Of poison gases. 



Raindrops, Falling 6 

Would this be my end? 

 

The raindrops were falling when a man  

Pushed a needle into my skin, 

A needle edged with ink, 

Marking blue numbers into my flesh. 

Five numbers. 

The rain fell when the woman snipped my hair, 

Shaving me, 

So unevenly that I resembled 

A shorn sheep, 

Unaware of what its owners wished to have 

For dinner. 

 

The raindrops fell when the soldiers pushed us into a line, 

Roughly handing us axes, shovels, and picks, 

Whipping or shooting us whenever one stopped to rest. 

The sick and tired ones were soon picked out, 

Pushed away,  

And pulled to the house, 

The building where  

Smoke came out of the chimney. 

The building where  
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People went in 

But didn’t come out again. 

 

The raindrops fell when I saw 

The young girl  

Working beside me. 

Careful not to let the soldiers know, 

I whispered to her. 

“Why are they doing this to us?” 

The girl, although young, 

Had eyes aged with experience 

And sadness. 

Her eyes flared 

Flared at my ignorance, 

And she began. 

“It started with words,” 

She hissed, 

Digging further into the dirt. 

“Everyone whispered. 

About us, 

About our religion, 

About our habits. 

Rumors spread, 
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Myths became facts. 

The people who had whispered before, 

Spoke loudly now. 

The people who had spoken loudly 

Acted upon it.” 

 

The raindrops were falling when this realization hit me, 

The realization that this was not just one group of evil. 

Everyone hated us. 

Hated us because we did not go to a place of worship on Sundays. 

Hated us because we were kosher. 

Hated us because of the yellow stars on our shirts. 

I nearly dropped my shovel, but I had the sense to keep working. 

The young girl 

Did not. 

 

The raindrops were falling when the girl 

Snapped. 

She dropped her shovel and screamed. 

A wail of anger 

Confusion 

Desperation 

and sadness. 
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The soldier with the blood-red swastika ran over, 

Grabbed her arm. 

She realized what she had done, 

and screamed louder. 

The others, 

Too afraid to meet her fate, 

Kept their eyes down, 

Working harder. 

 

The raindrops were falling when I grabbed the man’s arm. 

He turned, his eyes filled with hate, 

And I made my voice speak, 

Loud and clear. 

“Take me.” 

The girl was dumbstruck. 

The soldier, his eyes incredulous, 

Shrugged his shoulders. 

He smiled. 

“You want to go? I’ll take you too.” 

He grabbed me, 

And I prayed to the heavens, 

Prayed that I would wake up, 

Wake up from this nightmare, 
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Prayed that this whole twisted world was a dream. 

 

The raindrops slid down my face, 

Like Mother Nature herself 

Pitied me 

And sobbed for me, 

Sobbed for my fate. 

The world seemed to be crying, 

Screaming desperately, 

wondering at the evil they have done. 

The rain pattered, creating a silver sheen, 

Across the rooftops, 

Across the barren grass, 

Across the whole world. 

It seemed as if 

the whole world, 

Would never stop crying. 

 

The raindrops fell, weeping. 

They fell, and they covered everything  

with sadness. 

They would cry, 

cry forever. 


