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The doctor was a little unsteady on his feet. He leaned over for a moment
to an enlisted underling with a clipboard and murmured something, mean-
while absorbedly picking his nose. Eva, pressing heavily against Sophie’s
leg, began to cry. “So vou believe in Christ the Redeemer?” the doctor said
in a thick-tongued but oddly abstract voice, like that of a lecturer examining
the delicately shaded facet of a proposition in logic. Then he said something
which for an instant was totally mystifying: “Did He not say, ‘Suffer the
littie children to come unto Me'?" He turned back to her, moving with the

twitchy methodicalness of a drunk.
Sophie, with an inanity poised on her tongue and choked with fear, was

“zbout to attempt a reply when the doctor said, “You may keep one of your

children.”

“Bitte?” said Sophie.

“You may keep one of your children,” he repeated *The other one will
have to go. Which one will you keep?”

“You mean, I have to choose?”

“You're a Polack, not a Yid. That gives you a privilege—a choice.”

Her thought processes dwindled, ceased. Then she felt her legs crumple.
“I can't choose! I can’t choose!” She began to scream. Oh, how she recalled
her own screams! Tormented angels never screeched so loudly above hell's

~ pandemonium. “Ick kann mchr wihien!” she screamed.
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The doctor was aware of unwanted attention. “Shut up!” he ordered.
“Hurry now and choose. Choose, goddamunit, or I'll send them both over
there. Quick!”

She could not believe any of this. She could not believe that she was now
kneeling on the hurtful, abrading concrete, drawing her children toward her

so smotheringly tight that she felt that their flesh might be engrafted to hers

- even through layers of clothes. Her disbelief was total, deranged. It was
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disbelief reflected in the eyes of the gaunt, waxy-skinned young Rotten-
fiihrer, the doctor’s aide, to whom she inexplicably found herself Tooking
upward in supplication. He appeared stunned, and he returned her gaze
with a wide-eyed baffled expression, as if to say: I can’t understand this
either. . B

“Don’t make me choosc," she heard herself plead in a whisper, “I cant

choose.”
“Send them both over there, then,” phe doctor said to the aide, “nach

links.”

“Mamal” She heard Eva's thin but soaring cry at the instant that she
thrust the child away from her and rose from the concrete with a clumsy
stumbling motion. “Take the baby!” she called out. “Take my little girl™

At this point the aide—with a careful gentleness that Sophie Would try-
without success to forget—tugged at Eva’s hand and led her away intg the
waiting legion of the damned. She weuiki forever icjain & dim impression
that the child had continued to look back, beseeching. But because she was
now almost completely blinded by salty, thick, copious tears she was spared
whatever expression Eva wore, and she was always grateful for that, For
in the bleakest homesty of her heart she knew that she would never hase .
been able to tolerate it, driven nearly mad as she was by her last ghmp«c
of that vanishing small form.

“She still had her mis—and her flute,” Sophie said as she finished talking
to me. “All these years I have never been able to bear those words. Or bear

to speak them, in any language.” .
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