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I could hear the ECG beside me. My eyes were slowly closing, my frail fingers dropped 
limply at my side. My life was ending, but it was full. Long, devastating and terrifying…. 
“run, you have to leave now” my mother yelled at us. The Nazi’s have found us. “I’m not 
leaving you!”  I screamed at her through my hysterical sobs. “Rachel, Katie save yourselves, 
they don’t know you’re here go out the back door, I love you!” my farther ordered us. Before 
I could argue, Rachel grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the back door. “No, mother, 
farther, no, no!” I screeched, struggling against Rachel’s strong grip. “Come on we have to 
go now, quickly Katie there’s nothing we can do.” We were almost out of the door into the 
garden when two Nazi soldiers shouted at us in German and then started to shoot. I screamed 
and fell to the floor. I looked up. They had missed. I stood up and felt Rachel’s fingers slip 
out of mine. I looked down at her. No, I looked down at her still body. Her favourite white 
blouse was stained with scarlet blood. I fell to my knees beside her dead body and kissed her 
over and over again on her head, then her cheek, then her nose, then her hand.  “Rachel, oh 
Rachel.” I sobbed.  
A tall soldier yanked me back to my feet and led me round to the front of the house where 
they loaded me onto the back of a filthy truck. Inside were my parents sat huddled together in 
the corner. “Katie” my farther said with a tone of agony in his voice as I fell into his arms. 
“Where’s Rachel?” asked my mother. “We tried to run, the shot her, they killed her mother, 
in front of me. This is all my fault, I should have been faster, I should have…” “Shhhhhhh” 
farther interrupted me “don’t ever think that it was your fault Katie” he assured me as he 
pulled me into a tight hug “she is at peace” mother said. The doors of the truck were slammed 
shut and we were plunged into darkness.  
After days in the truck without food, we finally arrived at our destination. A soldier dragged 
us out of the truck then said something to us in German. When we did not respond he hit 
farther hard over the head. I let out a yelp of horror. The soldier turned towards me and I 
thought he was going to hit me to. Then he said something to the other soldiers. They 
grabbed me and mother and started dragging us towards a huge, grey building. It was made 
up of lots of little buildings and had lots of fences and wire. “no that’s my wife, my daughter, 
please no!” farther shouted and struggled against the soldiers strong grip. “No, farther don’t 
let them take us, help please farther.” I screeched. “I love you” he told us. 
The next thing I knew my head had been shaved and I had been locked in a room with no 
beds or furniture. Just lots of people all wearing the same striped pyjamas as me. Mother had 
also been taken away from me. I was alone in this awful place. “Your new here aren’t you?” 
a girl asked me. She had short. Brown hair, she was filthy and so thin I could see all her 
bones. “Yes” I whispered. “I don’t know what to say” she started. “I would tell you not to 
worry and you’re going to be fine but you won’t.” “Are your family here?” I asked 
insensitively.”Um my farther was sent to another camp, my mother died when I was young 
and my sister died here” she told me on the verge of tears. “I’m sorry”  “what about you?” 
she asked. “My farther is also in a different camp, my mother is here somewhere and my 
sisters just been shot.” I explained, tears streaming down my face. “Everyone here has a 
similar story.” She said as if it was supposed to make me feel better. “How long have you 
been here?” I questioned “about six months, I think” “what’s it like here?” I pressed. “well 
they make you work all day non stop, you have to sleep on the floor in rooms that are 
crammed full of people and illness, they split you up from your family, they starve you and 
sometimes people disappear. So as you can see its pretty much this.” I cried harder. She sat 
down beside me and put her arm around me. “What’s your name?” she asked. “K-Katie” I 
mumbled. “Well I’m Lauren, come on you need to sleep.” I laid down where I was and cried 
myself to sleep. 
The next three months passed pretty much the same way. Go to bed late, wake up early, work 
all day, starve, stay with Lauren and not here a thing about mother and farther. My hair had 



grown a little so it was short and spikey but I was very thin. Lauren was even thinner and 
recently developed a nasty cough. She kept insisting that she was ok.  
One day we were coming back from work when she collapsed in a pile on the floor. 
“Lauren!” I cried. I ran over to her but a soldier pulled me away and hit me hard over the 
head. I could feel the blood trickling down my face but I ignored it. “please let me carry her 
back to the room” I begged the soldier. He nodded and I picked her up and stumbled back, 
laying her down on the floor. She gave a little groan then came around. She was very pale 
and sweaty. “Katie what happened?” she asked confused. “You collapsed.” I told her “but 
you’re going to be alright.” “I meant to your head” she corrected. “Oh, its fine stop fussing, 
how are you?”  “Katie sort your head out, don’t let it get infected, just leave me. I won’t 
survive.”  She said slowly. “No don’t speak like that, your going to be fine, you just need to 
rest.” I mumbled. Before she could argue she was in chokes of heavy coughing. “Katie” she 
said. “Yes” “you have to survive, when this awful war is over, your going to grow old and 
have a family.” She continued. “your talking like you’ve given up already, your going to 
grow old too.” I told her. “no, no Katie I’m not. But you have to promise me one thing. 
Remember me” she said in a raspy voice. “I’ll always remember you, now go to sleep.” I 
assured her. 
I hardly got any sleep that night. Partly because I was worrying about Lauren and partly 
because she was coughing all night long. It was 4:00 am, time to get up for work. I sat up and 
went over to Lauren. “Lauren, Lauren we have to get up for work” I whispered to whilst 
gently nudging her. “Lauren” She was very, very cold. Then it hit me like id been stabbed by 
a thousand knives. Not only was she cold, but she was stiff and not breathing. “No Lauren! 
Lauren please don’t leave me no!” I screamed in fits of hysteria “please don’t go you have to 
keep going, no, please stay with me!” but she didn’t move or speak or breath. 
               I spent hours crying at her bed side until a soldier realised we weren’t at work and 
come for us and come for us. They took her away. Probably to dump her in some hole with 
hundreds of other people. I was heavily beaten after that for not working. I couldn’t help 
thinking that Lauren was a little lucky. 
              Now as I lie in my hospital bed aged 93 I think back to my childhood. I stayed in the 
camp for another ten months after that. When the war finally ended, I ended up unconscious 
in hospital for days when I woke up I found out my father had survived the camp however 
my mother had sadly lost her life after only a few days at the camp. Thinking about it now 
my dear sister Rachel was very lucky. She had gone quickly, without suffering. I had Lauren 
a grave stone made and tracked down her remaining family. And now as my soul slips away, 
I go to join mum, dad, Rachel and Lauren and know that I lived a long and happy lfe.             
 
 
 


