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FREED FROM A HOLOCAUST
Looking for a way out back to my home,
Searching here alone where nightmares come true.
Stripped of life once bright to darkness and gloom,
Will we ever be free again, no clues.

Day by day the light of life flickers out,
Will we all be exterminated soon?
Daily guards screaming, yelling, born to shout,
“Wake up! You have much to do before noon!”

Years pass by, prayers soon to be replied,
Wishing the best to stay alive and well.
Wishing for my friends that they have not died,
Still surviving here is a living hell.

When I thought this cruel war would never end
Soldiers rushed in and our hearts would soon mend.

[bookmark: _GoBack]“For me the Holocaust was not only a Jewish tragedy, but also a Human tragedy.”  This Poem was inspired by this quote from Simon Wiesenthal, Holocaust Survivor and Nazi Hunter.
