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The Holocaust 
 

The soldiers took our parents. Our mother hid us in the attic which 
locked from the inside. It was just in time as the soldiers had just 
come to the door. Were not sure how we got found out; I’d hate to 
think it was one of our neighbours. My brother and I stayed in the 
attic for what felt like days, we were to afraid to go out after hearing 
our parents screams and the sound of gunfire… my ears still feel as if 
they’re ringing. My brother, Samuel is only eight, he doesn’t 
understand this all that much. However I do. Well not all of it, but not 
enough to know that it is wrong. I hate that this world can be such a 
terrible place, where just for your appearance or belief, you can be 
sought and destroyed by those who think differently. My dad always 
said I talked as if I was his age, rather than a thirteen year old girl. 
     
   First coming out of the attic, I cautiously pushed the small wooden 
door that groaned as it reluctantly opened to the terrible world 
outside. Tip-toeing, I made my way down the steep rickety stairs 
towards the hallway. Everything looked normal, the small oak desk 
on the landing, the four doors down the hall to our rooms, and the 
large window that looked out into the back garden. The sunlight, a 
stream of hope lighting up the carpet slithered through the curtains. 
But when you looked away, down the stairs to the front door, which 
stood open letting in the cold air, it pulled away the deceiving clouds 
and showed you the harsh reality. 
 
  It had been a while since they had taken our parents; we were 
running out of food, and fast. I gave most of it to Sammy, I have to 
take care of him now, but I do hope we find them. I did make a few 
attempts of going to the local grocery, but there were soldiers there 
the first time and I was seen the second, I only just got away. I was 
hoping we could get help eventually, but things were looking every 
day, the only hope I had was a labour camp… I didn’t see the harm in 
it, we would have shelter and food, and we could make friends. After 
thinking it over, and over, I decide that Sammy and I would not hide 
the next time the soldiers came down our street, we would show 
ourselves and if they didn’t come back we would go to the station 
and get on the train to take us to where our parents might have gone. 
 
  I wasn’t disappointed. They came within a few days, Sammy was on 
he lookout and we simply walked out into the abandoned, desolate 
street and warily trudged over to the group of twenty or so men, if 
you could call them that. Their whole demeanour was perverted, the 
way one looked at us…it was like we were freshly cooked meat after a 
day of labour. I think he was the one in charge. Next to him stood a 
tall man, whose stance and movements resembled a robots, he was 
dressed all in black. His face wore a smug half smile, which fit well 
with his cold dark eyes; black holes that consumed you if you stared 



into them long enough, to say the least he was unnerving. I kept 
Sammy close and my head down as we passed the soldiers and 
made our way over to the back of the truck, which contained a group 
of shaking people. There was an old man sat on the floor in the 
corner, he was rocking back and forth with his knees tight to his 
chest. His eyes were wide open; they flicked around everyone’s faces 
warily. He looked like a walking skeleton, he looked like… death. 
 
  After being tossed about the truck for quite some while, we came 
upon the old train station. The heavy rain, which had just started 
pouring, hammered down on the stations roof. The ground, already 
turning to sludge, grabbed my shoes and pulled me down every step 
I took. ‘Was this really the best idea? What if Sammy and me get 
separated? Who will take care of him?’ These thoughts continually 
circled around in my head, getting closer and tighter, like a never 
ending spiral. I was so consumed in my own worries that I hadn’t 
noticed the soldier shouting at me to get on the train. Suddenly he 
grabbed me roughly and threw me in. Luckily I didn’t land on 
anything, or anyone, which is surprising seeing as the carriage was 
packed to the brim with people. Both Sammy and I were relieved to 
get off the train carriage. It was horrible, there are so many people 
you’re afraid to move and your legs and arms fall asleep. It’s like its 
suffocating you, not just because there’s hardly any air, but just the 
amount of people. The fact we were relieved, didn’t mean that where 
we ended up next was any better. 
 
When the train stopped it was like everything went quiet. Except that 
no one had been talking, it was as if everyone had stopped 
breathing…BANG. The door slid open and the dim light shocked my 
eyes into slits. Soldiers started grabbing the people closest to the door 
and putting the men, women and the children in different groups. 
Dogs barked and growled, the soldiers beside them held large 
wooden sticks that growled in time with the large dogs. Behind the 
lines of identical men were menacing fences that could have been 15 
foot tall, barbed wire laced around the top. Behind that was a 
massive field, with what appeared to be wooden shacks. Beyond that 
was fog. The soldier grabbed me and with some hesitation pushed 
me in with a quivering group of women. Sammy was just being taken 
out when I realised that he would be put with the children. I thought 
‘I knew this would happen! This was a terrible idea.’ I didn’t dare say 
anything; I just opened and closed my mouth a few times, then shook 
my head in defeat at a frightened Sammy.  A man’s wail suddenly 
broke through my bubble of worry and brought my attention to the 
event at hand. The old man, from the truck was refusing to leave the 
carriage. Three soldiers were pulling at him and shouting angrily. The 
old man kept wailing and mumbling; I felt sorry for him. One of the 
men with the sticks started `to look annoyed; he then walked over 
and whacked the poor man with a clean swipe. The soldiers seemed 



pleased as the man fell down face first into mud. That was when the 
fear that had been whispering to me started shouting at me. 
 
Once all the people had been sorted, we were taken to a shower 
block. They said we were being deloused. They told all of us to take 
off our clothes in a small side room, then we simply walked in and 
the showers were turned on. When we were done we were given an 
old, grey, worn top and no trousers. No shoes. Then we were escorted 
over to a wooden hut, all sixty or so of us. I was one of the first in, so I 
got a good look at it. The rotting wooden floor, the leaking roof, the 
decrepit bunks stuffed in too close together. The stench of sweat and 
blood filled my nostrils. They were no windows; the only light came 
through the cracks in the roof, the door and the walls. The room was 
tiny, but still they packed us all in, like chickens heading for the 
slaughter. 
 
I had been there for a couple of days, it felt like years. I was such an 
idiot thinking that this would be better than our home, where we 
were together, safer, and it’s harder to believe but we had more food. 
What they gave us couldn’t even be called scraps. I didn’t know if 
Sammy was okay, the worry was eating away at me. We did work 
there, too much, but it was easy to see it wasn’t just a labour camp. 
They made the women sew, uniforms. My hands were covered in 
pricks where I had slipped with the needle because they wouldn’t 
stop shaking. Luckily, mother had taught me how to sew, because if 
you messed up too many times you got taken away. I didn’t know 
exactly what happened, but you got put in one of the shower 
cubicles…and you didn’t come back. The screams echoed through the 
whole camp. I thought I had seen Sammy going into a cubicle one 
day. I tried to convince myself otherwise; I thought it would be better 
to think he was still alive. The soldiers liked to see us cry. Finally, I 
had figured out what they were doing here, killing Jews. What 
happened the next day can only be called a miracle.  
 
We were awake early in the morning.  We never slept, but we were so 
tired. We waited for hours sometimes, for the soldiers; they came and 
herded us out like cattle, then took us to our work. But one morning 
was different, no soldiers came, nothing happened, for hours and 
hours. We were all to scared that if we went outside we would be 
shot. When we had been waiting for some time, some people started 
whispering about what they thought might be going on, I sat there 
silently, listening to the whisperers, wondering what Sammy would 
be thinking if he was even still here. On that thought, I heard the faint 
sound of marching. Slowly I manoeuvred past a few people and 
carefully put my ear against the wood. There it was. It was getting 
louder; more people were hearing it now and were shushing each 
other.  We listened for some time, and the whisperers started up a 
new conversation. Taking a breath I nervously looked through a crack 
in the wood. To my surprise I didn’t see the normal black uniform. I 



saw soldiers marching towards us with green uniforms. A sudden 
burst of hope and relief burst through me. I exclaimed “Foreigners! 
They must be here to help us.” Behind them were trucks with red 
crosses on the side. I knew that that meant that they had Doctors and 
medical equipment. Suddenly, doubt seemed to take over and the 
happiness subsided. “What if they are not here to help?” I sunk down 
against the wall slowly as the whispering got louder and turned into 
talking. I heard footsteps out side and listened carefully, they were 
walking towards the door. Suddenly the door flung open and some of 
the soldiers in the green uniforms stood outside. I cowered away, but 
then I realised that there weapons were not primed and their faces 
were kind, soft. Not hard and cold. Relief once again surged through 
me, I knew it would be okay; I just had to find my brother. They 
spoke to each other in a language I didn’t recognise, they then helped 
each one of us out. Some were taken to the trucks with the red 
crosses on, some were carried away someplace else. I was given a 
blanket by a man who smiled kindly. He had a red cross on his 
sleeve; it matched the one on the trucks. He looked me over, 
concerned and then picked me up and put me in a truck. The whole 
time I looked around for my brother, I tried to ask the soldiers if they 
had seen him, but they didn’t understand me. The truck started up 
and I became more frantic, but he was nowhere to be seen. 
 
I blamed myself for his death for some time, but I realised eventually, 
that it wasn’t my fault, it was the war. 
 
 
 


