Frozen Tears
By Kimberly Green

I’m so hungry 
	
	

	
	


It’s hard to think 
I’m so hungry 
If I had clean water I’d drink
 
I’m so as broken 
My tears have run dry
As I lay in this rack
Watching the man next to me slowly die 
 
My spirit no longer leaps
A crumb from a piece of bread
Dances like sugarplums 
In my head 
 
I no longer can smell
The man next to me 
When he dies I won’t be able to tell 
 
I no longer look human
I no longer look alive
I’m just a walking Skelton
I can barely open my eyes 
 
Surely God has a plan for me
I feel it in my bones
He’s not forsaken me
Surrounded by the dead I feel alone
 
I slept fur days not waking up
There was movement in the room
4 men with green uniforms on
Standing before me in this tomb 
  
I understood very little English
Yet I knew who they were 
American Forces had come to rescue us 
They were now our chouifer’s 
 
No one yelled and no one screamed
In fact the silence was rather deafening 
 
I should be crying 
Not these men
 when I looked 
Tears in their eyes ; everyone of them
 
Liberation of Buchenwald Concentration Camp
A long long time ago
Made men tears melt
In the cold frozen snow 
 
 
***Buchenwald was one of the concentration camps that American forces liberated in April of 1945***

