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They Were My Family


I tried to look out a little crack in the side of the train to see where we were going.  All I saw was snow and forest, just going on and on and on.  How I longed for home.  Home was now a place that was lost to me when the Germans invaded the city of Stalingrad.  I remember the screams as they torched buildings with maybe one – hundred people in them.  I remember the piles of bodies just lying all over the ground.  I remember the survivors who tried to crawl away as they were being shot in the back with automatic weapons.  As I stood there and tried to drown out the sound of the memories of people dying and gunshots all over the place, the train jerked to an immediate stop.  I could hear the locks being taken off the door and the door was slid open; there stood a soldier with anger on his face and an automatic weapon in his hand.  


We were forcefully dragged out of the train.


“Get out you filthy pigs!” yelled the soldier.

No one argued or refused, except for a mother holding her child.  They sat in the corner even after everyone had left the train.  The soldier looked at them menacingly, but they just sat there, the child coughing.


“I said get out!” the soldier yelled.


“My son is sick.  He needs help.” Tears streamed down her face.  Blood spewed from the boys coughs.  I squeezed my eyes shut trying to pretend that I didn’t see what then happened.


“Let me see the boy.  I’ll take care of him” said the soldier.  The mother got up and walked over to the soldier wiping the tears from her eyes.


“Thank you.” said the mother.  She looked reassured as the soldier took the child’s hand.  He walked him over to the side and let go of his hand; he looked at the boy for a while as if to examine him.  


“He has pneumonia.  He’s going to die anyways.” 


“What are you trying to say?” the mother said with fear in her voice.  The soldier looked at her with a smirk on his face.  He then turned his attention to the little boy and told him to turn around. 


“For what?” the boy asked still coughing.  The soldier grabbed the boy by the neck and turned him around.  The boy’s mother ran over and grabbed the soldier by the arm. She started to slap him and tried her best to get him to stop.  Everyone knew what was about to happen, even me, but no one except this boy’s mother had the courage to try and stop it.  The soldier threw the mother off of him and shot her in the head.  Her body fell to the ground in a pool of blood.  The boy screamed at the sight of his mother getting shot.  He ran over to her but before he could make it there because the soldier unloaded his clip into the boy’s chest.  Everyone looked at the boy as his body fell just a few inches away from his mothers.


“This little boy refuses to take a shower” said a soldier holding a little boy by the neck.  The child looked at me and I looked back.  What were they going to do?  I just looked down and did my work.


“Well, since you don’t want to take a shower why don’t you feed the dogs?  Bring out the gravy!” he called out to another soldier who walked out of a cabin with a cup containing some 

sort of gravy sauce.  They smacked the little boy, knocking him to the ground.  They ripped off his clothes and smeared the gravy all over his body.


“Release the dogs!” the soldier called out.  With that statement, a soldier who was holding two vicious looking German shepherds let them go. The dogs tore at the boy.  I looked the other way and again tried to pretend that this wasn’t real.


Weeks went by after that.  I went on like nothing happened.  I noticed a soldier carrying a baby one day, holding it as if it were his own.  He walked to the middle of the field; he looked at all his fellow soldiers and they all looked back, smirks came on their faces.  He threw the baby up in the air and yelled, “Target practice!”

All the soldiers shot at the child.  I watched as the body hit the ground.  For the first time here, I cried.


The rest is history.  The Russians liberated the camp and I got on with my life or did I?  I looked across the table at my grandson who looked up in amazement.  I got up from the table and walked over to him. I patted him on the shoulder and I walked away.  I walked up my stairs and grabbed an old photo album from under my bed.  I opened it and I saw some familiar faces.  I saw the mother with her child who had been shot.  I saw the little boy who was eaten by dogs, and I saw the little baby who was shot.  They were all my family.  The mother and child were my wife and my son, the little boy was my nephew, and the little baby was my sister’s newborn baby girl. 


I closed the photo album, trying to forget about the past.  The truth was that I’d been trying to forget.  I now realized that I needed to tell my story.  The only way to prevent another Holocaust or Genocide from ever happening again is by remembering and sharing the past.

