DEATH’S DIARY: 1942
It was a year for the ages, like 79, like 1346, to name just a few. Forget the scythe, Goddamn it, |
needed a broom or a mop. And | needed a vacation.
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A SMALL PIECE OF TRUTH
I do not carry a sickle or scythe.
I only wear a hooded black robe when it’s cold.
And I don’t have those skull-like
facial features you seem to enjoy
pinning on me from a distance. You
want to know what I truly look like?
I’ll help you out. Find yourself
a mirror while | continue.
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There were certainly some rounds to be made that year, from Poland to Russia to Africa and
back again. You might argue that | make the rounds no matter what year it is, but sometimes the
human race likes to crank things up a little. They increase the production of bodies and their
escaping souls. A few bombs usually do the trick. Or some gas chambers, or the chitchat of
faraway guns. If none of that finishes proceedings, it at least strips people of their living
arrangements, and | witness the homeless everywhere. They often come after me as | wander
through the streets of molested cities. They beg me to take them with me, not realizing I’'m too
busy as it is. “Your time will come,” I convince them, and I try not to look back. At times, I wish
I could say something like, “Don’t you see I’ve already got enough on my plate?” but I never do.
I complain internally as | go about my work, and some years, the souls and bodies don’t add up;
they multiply.

From The Book Thief by Markus Zusak
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