
The Stream 

The boy stood knee deep in the stream. He had come down here a lot when he was younger. 

Younger as in four years ago, before he began calling himself a boy instead of a child. He had 

changed a lot about himself since then. Such as his clothes. He no longer wore the childish 

airplanes on his t-shirt that his mother had bought for him. The boy loved the airplanes shirt. It 

reminded of him of everything—which is why is he hated it as well. Even thinking of the shirt 

brought back the nights of cowering within his closet. He would sit there alone with his sister for 

hours, praying that his mother would eventually join them. She never did. It was up to him to 

care for his three-year-old sister at the time. An age too young to understand everything that was 

going on. But he was six. He understood. And he hated that he understood. It was what kept him 

from crying while they cowered; yet allowed him to know that with every rumble of the house 

someone was losing a father. A mother. A sister. Understanding was nothing but a curse. The boy 

wanted nothing but to be as innocent and afraid as his sister. 

He wasn’t so lucky. With every roar of the engines high above him he could feel his own heartbeat 

slow in anticipation. His sister’s fear had reduced her sobbing to mere whimpers. Those of an 

injured dog waiting to die. He only knew she was still crying by the growing wet spot on his 

shoulder. The boy wrapped his arm around his sister and held her close enough for her heart to 

syncopate with his. His eyes had been shut the whole time. Within their closet, it was impossible 

to see, but having his eyes open was too much. He didn’t want to see any of it or even have the 

reminder that he could see. He would rather reflect the way his sister saw the world. Above them 

the roar of the Luftwaffe engines blended with the frantic efforts of the soldiers in the streets. 

The soldiers’ cries to reach the AA guns, to find shelter, to fight, all of it meshed together as one 

constant stream of fear. Even at six, the boy could sense the dread in the soldiers’ voices as the 

whistling of the bombs grew closer with every passing second. They would fall to the ground and 

cover their heads as images of their wives flashed through the remnants of their scarred minds.. 

They wanted one more minute—one more second—of holding onto them. Then the whistling 

would stop as a fiery explosion opened a hole in the ground; ending all desires of seeing their 

loved ones again. The boy likes to think that it was his mother, sister, and himself that went 

through his father’s mind during his last moments. One memory in specific, the one when the 

four of them went to Parc de la Butte-du-Chapeau-Rouge for a day. They had a picnic and the 

boy distinctly remembered being twirled around by his father, a scrawny man who had no 

business being a soldier. There was no way of knowing whether it was true, but the boy held onto 

the hope that it was. As the bombs continuously whistled one after another, it was the only thing 

keeping him sane. 

He stood in the stream, ten years old now, wearing navy blue shorts, a shirt, and red suspenders. 

His hair was recently cut and matted down on his forehead. He didn’t move. He and sister used 



to play in the stream every night before dinner. It ran behind their former house where the smell 

of dinner once rolled down the hill and called them home. They would splash each other and 

come home soaking wet, to their mother’s delight. She would shake her head laughing and tell 

them, allez changer, mes chéris. She wasn’t about to take away from their fun—especially with 

what she had been hearing on the radio. The boy stood in the stream, unable to think about any 

of those memories. His only memory of the stream was the gunshot that was louder than any of 

the others echoing throughout the city. The boy had felt the claws of death reach through his 

chest and rip out what was left of his heart. He remembered the SS soldiers shouting commands 

he didn’t understand as he scraped his knees up on the rocks at the bottom of the stream, his 

arms caressing his sister. His tears ran off his chin and onto her still innocent, still non-

understanding cheeks. Her blood ran down his forearms only to be washed away by the stream. 

There was still hope; the wound wasn’t fatal. The boy knew that much. 

Yet he stood in the stream—his airplanes shirt thrown away long ago, his eyes unable to produce 

more tears—unable to get the ringing in his ears from the next shot to go away. 


