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They appear more often now, both of  them, and on 
every visit they seem more impatient with me and 
with the world. There is something hungry and 
rough in them, a brutality boiling in their blood, 
which I have seen before and can smell as an animal 
that is being hunted can smell. But I am not being 
hunted now. Not any more. I am being cared for, 
and questioned softly, and watched. They think that 
I do not know the elaborate nature of  their desires. 
But nothing escapes me now except sleep. Sleep 
escapes me. Maybe I am too old to sleep. Or there 
is nothing further to be gained from sleep. Maybe I 
do not need to dream, or need to rest. Maybe my 
eyes know that soon they will be closed for ever. I 
will stay awake if  I have to. I will come down this 
passageway as the dawn breaks, as the dawn insinu-
ates its rays of  light into this room. I have my own 
reasons to watch and wait. Before the final rest 
comes this long awakening. And it is enough for me 
to know that it will end.

They think I do not understand what is slowly 
growing in the world; they think I do not see the 
point of  their questions and do not notice the cruel 
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shadow of  exasperation that comes hooded in their 
faces or hidden in their voices when I say something 
vague or foolish, something which leads us nowhere. 
When I seem not to remember what they think I 
must remember. They are too locked into their vast 
and insatiable needs and too dulled by the remnants 
of  a terror we all felt then to have noticed that I 
remember everything. Memory fills my body as 
much as blood and bones.

I like it that they feed me and pay for my clothes 
and protect me. And in return I will do for them 
what I can, but no more than that. Just as I cannot 
breathe the breath of  another or help the heart of  
someone else to beat or their bones not to weaken 
or their flesh not to shrivel, I cannot say more than 
I can say. And I know how deeply this disturbs 
them and it would make me smile, this earnest need 
for foolish anecdotes or sharp, simple patterns in 
the story of  what happened to us all, except that I 
have forgotten how to smile. I have no further need 
for smiling. Just as I had no further need for tears. 
There was a time when I thought that I had, in fact, 
no tears left, that I had used up my store of  tears, 
but I am lucky that foolish thoughts like this never 
linger, are quickly replaced by what is true. There 
are always tears if  you need them enough. It is the 
body that makes tears. I no longer need tears and 
that should be a relief, but I do not seek relief, 
merely solitude and some grim satisfaction which 
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comes from the certainty that I will not say any-
thing that is not true.

Of  the two men who come, one was there with 
us until the end. There were moments then when 
he was soft, ready to hold me and comfort me as 
he is ready now to scowl impatiently when the 
story I tell him does not stretch to whatever limits 
he has ordained. Yet I can see signs of  that soft-
ness still and there are times when the glow in his 
eyes returns before he sighs and goes back to his 
work, writing out the letters one by one that make 
words he knows I cannot read, which recount what 
happened on the hill and the days before and the 
days that followed. I have asked him to read the 
words aloud to me but he will not. I know that he 
has written of  things that neither he saw nor I saw. 
I know that he has also given shape to what I lived 
through and he witnessed, and that he has made 
sure that these words will matter, that they will be 
listened to.

I remember too much; I am like the air on a calm 
day as it holds itself  still, letting nothing escape. As 
the world holds its breath, I keep memory in.

So when I told him about the rabbits I was not 
telling him something that I had half  forgotten and 
merely remembered because of  his insistent pres-
ence. The details of  what I told him were with me 
all the years in the same way as my hands or my 
arms were with me. On that day, the day he wanted 
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details of, the day he wanted me to go over and over 
for him, in the middle of  everything that was con-
fused, in the middle of  all the terror and shrieking 
and the crying out, a man came close to me who 
had a cage with a huge angry bird trapped in it, the 
bird all sharp beak and indignant gaze; the wings 
could not stretch to their full width and this con-
finement seemed to make the bird frustrated and 
angry. It should have been flying, hunting, swoop-
ing on its prey.

The man also carried a bag, which I gradually 
learned was almost half  full of  live rabbits, little 
bundles of  fierce and terrorized energy. And during 
those hours on that hill, during the hours that went 
more slowly than any other hours, he plucked the 
rabbits one by one from the sack and edged them 
into the barely opened cage. The bird went for some 
part of  their soft underbelly first, opening the rabbit 
up until its guts spilled out, and then of  course its 
eyes. It is easy to talk about this now because it was a 
mild distraction from what was really going on, and 
it is easy to talk about it too because it made no sense. 
The bird did not seem to be hungry, although per-
haps it suffered from a deep hunger that even the 
live flesh of  writhing rabbits could not satisfy. The 
cage became half  full of  half-dead, wholly uneaten 
rabbits exuding strange squealing sounds. Twitching 
with old bursts of  life. And the man’s face was all 
bright with energy, there was a glow from him, as he 
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looked at the cage and then at the scene around him, 
almost smiling with dark delight, the sack not yet 
empty.

*

By that time we had spoken of  other things, includ-
ing the men who played with dice close to where 
the crosses were; they played for his clothes and 
other possessions, or for no special reason. One of  
these men I feared as much as the strangler who 
arrived later. This first man was the one among all 
those who came and went during the day who was 
most alert to me, most menacing, the one who 
seemed most likely to want to know where I would 
go when it was over, the one most likely to be sent 
to bring me back. This man who followed me with 
his eyes seemed to work for the group of  men with 
horses, who sometimes appeared to be watching 
from the side. If  anyone knows what happened that 
day and why, then it is this man who played with 
dice. It might be easier if  I said that he comes in 
dreams but he does not, nor does he haunt me as 
other things, or other faces, haunt me. He was there, 
that is all I have to say about him, and he watched 
me and he knew me, and if  now, after all these 
years, he were to arrive at this door with his eyes 
narrowed against the light and his sandy-coloured 
hair gone grey and his hands still too big for his 
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body, and his air of  knowledge and self-possession 
and calm, controlling cruelty, and with the strangler 
grinning viciously behind him, I would not be sur-
prised. But I would not last long in their company. 
Just as my two friends who visit are looking for my 
voice, my witness, this man who played dice, and 
the strangler, or others like them, must be looking 
for my silence. I will know them if  they come and it 
should hardly matter now, since the days left are 
few, but I remain, in my waking time, desperately 
afraid of  them.

Compared to them, the man with the rabbits 
and the hawk was oddly harmless; he was cruel, 
but uselessly so. His urges were easy to satisfy. 
Nobody paid any attention to him except me, and 
I did because I, perhaps alone of  those who were 
there, paid attention to every single thing that 
moved in case I might be able to find someone 
among those men with whom I could plead. And 
also so that I could know what they might want 
from us when it was over, and more than anything 
else so that I could distract myself, even for a single 
second, from the fierce catastrophe of  what was 
happening.

They have no interest in my fear and the fear all 
those around me felt, the sense that there were men 
waiting who had been told to round us up too when 
we sought to move away, that there seemed no pos-
sibility that we would not be held.
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