In memory of all those who wore striped pajamas during that time…
by Dan Johnson
What deep infirmities,

what darkness,

what swirling flood of hate,

what cold stone must reside


where the heart should have beat?

Why does it require a child’s eyes,

burned violently from innocence,

to see? Why can a child see

what the black ravens of men cannot?

What demons,

what demons reside in men!

What demons



do sway our tin hearts from love;



do sway our tin hearts from good?

What curtain hides the devils


harbored, hushed away

inside our deepest vaults

so we may accept when children look out


from the gates of hell,


no matter how modern the world,


and not hesitate to sleep,


and fail to learn,


and all this without making a sound.

I will write all those hells of history


on this piece of paper.

I will tear it into tiny fragments,


scatter them on the wind to be eaten by hummingbirds.

I will drop them one by one into a small campfire,


soak the coals in the fury of Lake Superior


and the storm shall cleanse them.

I will find a mountain stream,


wash the ash from my hands forever,

and as the crickets chirp their sorrows,


I will find some measure of sanctity among the stars.

What words can do it justice?

Not mine, nor those

of all the compassion in the world.


Today,

rain drips from the mailbox

and tumbles over itself in small inches,

it gurgles thinly down the gutters,

it spatters upon the pavement.


Today,

the flowers Mother planted by the mailbox

have grown brown,

their petals limp,

their stalks weary.

They have been bent

by the unyielding autumn winds,

and leaning over into the mulch


today,


in the rain,

they will never again

stand straight as they once did,


and this the greatest hardship
