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Time to Take a Shower 
I now sit on my death bed, begging to claim my insignificant thing you may call life.  I feel no pain, no strength,  not even hope; for when you’re in my situation your feelings become less lifeless and deadened. Sometimes you just pray for the day when your time will come to  walk down the path … to death.
First Day at Concentration Camp

 I remember coming to this camp for the first time.  I was frightened, nervous, and fearful of the dangers to come: the train, leading up to one of the most momentous moments of my life.  It was stuffed and cramped; we were all gasping for a breath of air. The journey, so long, so perpetual, but we were all wondering what the future would hold. We all knew why we were there; us being Jews and all, was what was put into our what they called weak and feeble minds. There were others in there too, Gypsies and Disabled. All of us thought not to be real, not the perfect race Herr Hitler dreamed of. We were made to think we shouldn’t be allowed to show our faces on the streets, made to feel ashamed of ourselves.
We were on the dreaded train for nine days before we arrived at the camp. We all scrambled out of the train, gasping for the scent and taste of fresh air. Unfortunately, that was not what was given. Instead we were received the unpleasant odour of what I thought to be, burning corpses. From that time onwards my hope fell to a sub-zero. I lost all faith for any survival.
We were then escorted swiftly to our blocks. I was in Block 9 with the other women. Several, after the first day, weren’t seen again; those considered healthy were sent to work. 
We first received the uniforms, which were like striped blue and white pyjamas; we were forced to give up any belongings - if you even had any left. Our hair was shaved and to my surprise, they used it to stuff the duvets and pillows. 
Soon, we were sent to work. 
As I tread carefully through the camp, I could hear wails and screams coming from a block far away from any of us. I discreetly turned my head to see if I could get a glance of who was making such a disturbing sound. However, I was caught and a guard, quickly yelled “übertragen in Schwung kommen.” (Get going). I immediately reacted, not wanting to suffer the pain of the wails I had already heard.
They ordered us to pick up large bags of sand and move them from one place to another: as time went on I realised that if you were not doing it to the speed requested, you would be beaten or even killed. I didn’t understand the point of all this, but I suspected that you did this because they wanted to make you has frail and weak as possible: making you lose all will to live.
We were made to produce hard labour in all types of weather. Whether we were sweating or our skin blowing up in flames, or we were shivering and shaking like  skeletons: there was no sympathy. They didn’t think of us as human beings but has objects, things that had no meaning to life and were to be terminated as quickly as possible. 
Whilst doing this pointless work, I managed to get a glimpse of one of the guard’s face. He looked gentle and I even caught him helping someone with their work. For that moment at least, my faith in humanity seemed slightly restored.  
Soon after finishing the exceedingly long work, we were given our ration of food. We were given hardly anything and it wasn’t exactly tasty either. I don’t even know why they bothered feeding us: the conditions were bad enough, now they fed us. But after approximately ten hours work, we had lost twenty days worth of food.  They fed us watery soup for supper and lunch. If we had bread left over from breakfast, we were permitted to eat it then with the soup. We lived a very timetabled and strict life.
We were in bunks of five and had to share one blanket between each bunk. It was tough living like this but after a few days I had gotten used to it and was lucky to have survived as I had soon discovered the truth...

The Truth about Concentration Camp

It didn’t take me long to start questioning where people were going. They were told they were to take a shower, and after that they never came back. I had once seen a woman question a guard and instantly, she was shot on the spot. A frightening sensation then evilly danced on my back and the image scarring me for life. I then went towards a senior member of the camp and asked her: she warned me that it wasn’t pleasant but I pleaded she told me. She said, “They are told that they will shower but really they are gassed using monoxide, then their corpses are burnt into ashes, which explains the smell.” I was shocked at her deadly explanation. The reason we were actually at the camp was so they could kill us! I was so infuriated by the very reason that they thought they had any right to kill us. From then on I was careful about what I said and did - I tried to fight the weakness getting to me and show the Nazis that I wasn’t going to give up without a fight.
Newbie’s

After being at the camp for six months, my life had lost its meaning. Repeating the same routine every day had become a bore but today was the day when the camp restocked again; on innocent people not fit or thought of as human. 
They were led into the camp while the rest of the prisoners were at work, slaving away and waiting for our death. I understood the fear of coming here for the first time and I thought I could be a sort of mentor to those who were coming here. I mean I couldn’t be bored for the rest of my life, or what was left of it. 
I strolled happily to my block to see the new faces; they reminded myself, bold and brave. They were huddled together like a swarm of bees, being careful about who’d they’d sting first. I scurried towards them, nervous of what they’d say, but actually they were more frightened of me then I was of them.
“Hallo, my name is Ingrid I will show you around and show you the ropes.”  I said anxiously. They all waved back. First I showed them their beds and how we had to wake up whenever the guard blew the whistle. How we were served gruel for each meal. I also told them how we shouldn’t argue back; keep our heads down if we wanted to survive. Then, as subtly as I could, I mentioned the path to death. They weren’t exactly surprised though. They said they had heard all about it on the radio when they were in hiding. 
Arshaty

One of the girls stood out: was more of an individual.  I’m not just saying this because she looked like she was seven years old but she reminded me of myself six months ago. 
After the guards had left our block, I cautiously walked up to her. Her name was Arshaty, meaning lovely daughter.  I felt almost sorry for her, being so young and being brought to such a dangerous place, she was more vulnerable than any of us. 
She had the cutest bright blue eyes and dark brown hair. She had the most adorable freckles and a large grinning smile. Although, when I went up to her she sat, staring at the ceiling, her mind empty. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I want to go home but I have no home.  I’m not Jewish; I’m here because my mother deserted me and left me all alone. My uncle, one of the guards, took me in, but said that I had to stay in this camp in disguise as a young Jewish girl. He said he’ll protect me though.”

“Why are you so upset then?” I questioned.

“Because I know what’s going to happen to all the women here. They are going to die and I’ll stay here protected. I feel so bad.”
“Don’t worry, they’re not going to die.”


Gone 
 I woke the next day and began to search for Arshaty. I looked around; hoping to find her, as after spending the entire night listening to her stories we began to share a special bond. I had made a friend. Someone I could talk to, even though she was almost half my age. The greatest thing was I knew she’d never go, meaning she’d always be there to talk to.  Then I saw her, I was horrified and astonished. I couldn’t believe what I saw; I almost burst into a million tears. She was walking the path… the path of death!
“No!” I yelled.

“Don’t worry I’ll be fine I’m only t-t-taking a shower,” she said, almost breaking into tears.

I couldn’t believe it, she knew exactly what was going to happen to her, yet she still walked on. 
“Why?”  I asked.
“Because I deserve it I deserve to die.”

Those were her last words, and as I watched the smoke come out of the estranged block miles away. I burst into tears as I watched her life fade away by the very minute.

Now we are back to the beginning, now you know my short but sad story. Why I wanted to give my entire life away.  After losing my only friend you’d understand this sorrowful feeling I experience at this very moment.

“Ingrid,” one of the guards began to say, “You have been working extremely hard and I think you have earned your chance to have shower.”

I stand up bravely, with all my courage in my heart and I say “Yes, I do need to take shower.”

I march on the path that many before me had. I walk towards the building where many had before. I stood inside and… well you know the rest.
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