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3 Hours 2 Wishes 

 

"Happy Birthday!" 

My closest family surrounded me, congratulating me for turning 14. I was excited 

and all, but there was one thing I was really eyeing. That homemade chocolate cake. 

Swift as a rabbit, I had my own plate with a slice of the pastry. My eyes glowing, I stuck 

the spoon full of cake in my mouth. It tasted like- 

"Soup." 

The SS man slides me and my brother 2 bowls of soup. The broth has a 

distinguished dirt-brown color, and floating around in it is a couple pieces of half-cooked 

meat. 

Repugnant. Still, the soup disappears within a couple of minutes. 

Shortly after we finish eating, my brother asks a very difficult question. 

“Why do we keep going? Y’know?” 

Avoiding the true answer, I reassure him to the best of my ability, “Now’s not the 

time to get all existential. The war’s practically over, from what another inmate said.” 

“The war has ‘almost been over’ so many times now. If it really is almost over, 

we’ll be dead by the next day. That’s what Hitler said.” 

I glance over at the clock. 9 pm. 

“Well, then we’ll have 3 hours to survive, won’t we?” 

We both fall silent. We really shouldn’t be fighting in a time like this, especially 

when it’s about life and death. We can’t lose hope. Not yet. 

A quick glance at my brother also reads his guilt.  

“Even when surrounded by negative, to the point where it encapsulates you, do 

not give in.” 

He looks up at me.  

“You know that quoting dad is my soft spot. That’s cheating.” He grins and 

pushes me. 

“All is fair in war.” I smile back. 

I look out into the night sky. 

…? 

Was that what I think it was? 

“I think I just saw a shooting star.” 

“Really?” He questions. 

“Yeah, what do you wish for?” 

“I wish that we get out of here eventually,” He says, smiling. “How about you?” 
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What do I wish for? 

… 

“I wish that we enjoy the rest of our lives, even if we don’t make it out of here.”  

“That’s a good wish.” 

… 

He sighs, “We should probably go to work. The Kapo is going to be very upset 

with us if we’re late.”  

I roll my eyes and reluctantly agree. He throws on his jade green scarf, and we 

begin the walk to the factory. 

As we approach the door to our room, a loud sound comes from behind us.  

The siren? 

In front of us, one of the SS men screams, “Run! We evacuate immediately!” 

In a panic, both my brother and I scramble to the exit of the factory, where most 

of the workers are piling out of the exit. 

During all the commotion, my brother gets swept away with the rest of the 

stampede. With lines of people sprinting behind me, I can’t afford to slow down and look 

for him.  

We all rush out into the cold winter snow. The sirens are still ringing. I look 

around, seeing Jews rush out of every different building of the camp.  

He’s out here somewhere. He has to be. 

I look back. The SS are far enough away tha- 

I trip over a lump on the ground, and it sends me flying forward. 

… 

… 

… 

What is that? 

I open my eyes and examine the black lump that was in my way. 

It’s a person. 

… 

… 

A green scarf. 

Wrapped around his gray face. 

… 

A single tear rolls down my cheek. 

Or is that just the ice, melting… 

… 

Dripping… 
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… 

Dropping… 

… 

I look up at the sky. 

Heh, it must be twelve o’clock already… 

The SS are getting closer. I don’t care. I gave up on escaping. On living. On our 

wish. 

Everyone will die, just like he did. It’s a shame no one will remember us.  

No matter. 

All that matters is that I will remember him. 

I will remember us. 

… 

The SS are here now. 

I want some cake. 

… 

A gunshot sounds, and my vision fades to black. 

… 

“Momma! Momma!” 

“Yes son?” 

“Can we go play in the snow?!” 

“Yes, just make sure to wear your scarf, alright?” 

“Yes mom!” 
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