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Dear World, 

I am writing this letter, during the last moments of my life,  to tell the world about the darkest 

period in history since the beginning of humankind. I am writing this letter to describe the 

unbearable pain and suffering. I am writing this letter to tell the truth that will haunt humanity 

forever. I have no one left, and the death of each one of my family members is hard to even think 

about, but let me start the story from the struggling beginnings. It was the year 1941 when my 

brother, mother, father and I were forced to leave our home, Belgrade, and go to Auschwitz.  We 

were living a beautiful life before that dark year. Every day was symbolic in it’s own way. Me 

and my brother would help my parents do the work around the house and on the farm we had, 

and then in the evening we would gather together, eat dinner, and then talk, spending valuable 

time with each other, no worries, only love. It was 3:00 in the afternoon, on January 3, 1941, 

when we were told we had to leave our home, our memories. When we were at the corner I 

turned towards our precious house, and told her, as if it were a person, “May we meet again.” I 

never saw my house again. On January 13th of that same year,  my mother and I were separated 

from my older brother and father, in the most awful place that ever existed, Auschwitz. Me and 

my mother were headed towards the smoke, and as we got closer to it, we found out that it was a 

crematorium. It was 3:30 in the morning, the most awful day of my life, when my mother gave 

me the last hug; the day when I heard her heartbeat slow down v^v^v^v^v^----_______ , The 

day, where before my eyes I watched my mother being burned alive. Watching her, I told her 

“May we meet again”, and someday, perhaps we will, in the Garden of Eden. I watched many 

more people burn that day. As we were standing in two separate rows, I told everyone out loud, 

so even the Nazis could hear me, “From the ashes we will rise.” At that moment, 3 people from 

both rows looked at me, and I saw the flame of hope in their eyes. These three people and I were 
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the only ones that morning from those two rows not being burned. At 3:00 in the afternoon of 

January 13, I was reunited with my brother and father, covered in tears and blood. We lived there 

for exactly 4 years and 10 days, if it could even be called living. Most of the time I thought of 

reuniting with my mother, in heaven, but my will to live overcame the hopes of dying. For this 

long period of time, we were tortured, and forced to work from 3:00 in the morning to 7:30 in the 

evening, having only one meal per day and barely any water, yet the three of us, my brother, 

father, and I fought the reality. Every evening my father would tell me and my brother stories of 

life, and every story he would end with the phrase; “Life is beautiful my sons.” On January 23rd, 

1945, hope came, we were about to get liberated by the Soviets. Our hope became my hope. It 

was 3:00 in the morning, when three bullets were put through my brother and father, while I was 

shot in the hand. I watched them die, and could not do anything about it. When the Nazis left our 

work room, I ran towards my brother and father, blood spilling everywhere, with tears and hatred 

in my eyes. They were still breathing. I grabbed their hands, and said once again, “May we meet 

again”, and then 5 words came out of my father’s  mouth, five words that I will never forget, five 

words that I finally understand,  “Life is beautiful my son.” Shortly after, his, and my brother’s 

hearts stopped. v^v^v^v^-----______.It is the year 1993, January 3, 3:00 in the morning. “May 

we meet again.” 

v^v^v^v^v^---v^v---v^ 

Sincerely 

Son of the father. 

Son of the mother. 

Brother of the brother                                                    . 
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