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No Mercy


Beaten, broken, battered, betrayed.  Horrid to think how at one moment all in the world was peaceful, but then at the next moment it’s crashing down. 


A happy family we were. Got along, shared our secrets with each other. Loving. All of that had come to an end. Almost like our lives were just lies to begin with, but before you start wondering what happened, allow me to tell you the story. 


The heat was unbearable that evening. Almost like our own flesh was burning. We were eating dinner, talking about our day when all of a sudden a gunshot and screaming were heard outside. We carried on with our meal not even moving a muscle to help. Things were worst than ever in our town. Folks did anything that would not get them into trouble which meant letting people die....even their own family. It was silent throughout dinner. I looked at the wall. Watching how torn the dark black wallpaper had gotten. How scared we were to even leave our house. How impossible it was to cheat death at a time like this. 


All of a sudden they came. They broke through our house with force, holding their guns and ready to kill. They picked us up by our dark brown hair and pulled us through our own hallway and down the stairs to the basement. I tried to hold onto the gritty brown banister before the stairs, but got scraped. The blood just seeped down my tan skin. We were thrown to our knees. Me, my brother, mother, and father. 


They took him. They picked up my father and bashed his head to the wall. My mother cried and screamed for help. Although we did not speak their language, we understood them, and they us. They held my father up and looked at my brother. “Save him,” they said, as they gripped his stained brown shirt. I couldn’t believe my brother. He just stood there. “kill him,” he said and sat back down. “dad,” I screamed, I looked at my brother in disgust. They pulled my hair and hit me. They turned back to my father and beat him. After they figured he had enough, they drew a gun and shot him and my brother. I gasped. My mother’s face left blank. Not one emotion ran across her face. 


They came to my mother’s feet and said “what do we do with you?” My mom spoke without flinching “take her,” pointing to me “take her, not me please.”


What? How could she do this? The person responsible for giving me the most love, asking to get me killed. They walked to me “well what do you have to say?” I was so mad! I said exactly what I was thinking “kill her,” I continued “show her death, show her no mercy,” so they did. They beat her, punched her, and finally killed her. “Your turn,” they said, but I spit in one of their faces. Before the others could fight against me, he held them back and said “I have special plans for her.” I looked at them angrily. Then they picked me up and threw me into the back of a truck. 


When we had finally gotten to the destination, the same man grabbed me and took me. He made me take off my clothes and get into an unfamiliar room. Then I understood what that room was used for. I screamed and pleaded. There was nowhere to go, nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. As the top of the opening was closing the last words I could hear was “Heil Hitler.” Then the flames took my body, and I was approached by what I was scared of....death.      
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