A Sense of Place
2400148 – Charlotte Tia Jennings

It was cold, dark and frightening – a grotty, unwelcoming place. Cold moist walls and a low ceiling with jagged teeth threatened to draw blood from soft, warm flesh. Light was limited to small lanterns crudely nailed and hung into uneven surfaces. Candles had been placed into the occasional gap, some teetering on the edge of a jutting rock. The floor was filthy and well-worn from workers boots.  The only sound to interrupt the chains rattling against their ankles was the command of the Russian soldiers screeching down the tunnel. 
IDI BYSTREYE! WALK FASTER! A whip licked the air, like thunder cracking across a raging night sky.
The air at the entrance was fresh – infused with wet moss and wildflowers that released their perfume each time a gentle breeze swept over the mountains back. But inside, the air was hot, dusty, and tasted of sweat. It was air shared by him and his comrades. The men inhaled and exhaled for the one behind to have a share. He felt sick and could only apologise in his mind to the man behind him who could taste it on his tongue.
MOVE, NAZI BASTARD! Crack! He fell to the floor. For a moment he was stunned, but aware of someone standing over him. Then a bright light. Was this it? Was this heaven? An angry Russian, screaming and spitting at him to get back onto his feet while waving around a lantern, brought back the dark and dank reality of where he was. The black hole. 
Firm hands planted themselves on his shoulders and he was back on his feet. They dragged their starved and weak bodies further into the dying light, into the belly of the beast. Here the subterranean passageways were narrow and filtered the German prisoners of war into a single line. The moisture from each mans’ struggling breaths graffitied the walls. Lungs burned from the dry dust, dust created from the pained and aching muscles of men brought here against their own free will. The noise of pickaxes and shovels were music to the ears of the Russians. They started to grin and clap their hands, as if this was their countries anthem. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]It seemed like an eternity, but light spilled onto a passageway from behind a wall. The Germans were shoved towards it and a large, cavernous room loomed around them. The air was foul. The darkness suffocating. It was painfully apparent they would never leave. The Russians would work them before they dropped dead. Their fate was sealed, and so they picked up the tools laid out in front of them and set to work mining.
