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Introduction





In the past four decades, numerous Holocaust survivors have published their memoirs. Some waited to write until they reached an age at which people, in general, are more prone to reflect on the past. Some wrote because they felt the world was now more attuned to listening to what they had to say about this genocide. Others were urged to do so by their children, if not grandchildren. Since the 1980s so many memoirs have been published, that it is easy to forget that this desire to ‘write and record’ began far earlier.

In fact, Holocaust survivors have been writing their memoirs and giving their testimonies since the very end of the war. By the early 1960s, fifteen years after the end of the Holocaust, there were thousands of survivors’ memoirs in print. In 1961, when Elie Wiesel sought an American publisher for Night, which had already been published in French, many rejected it because they believed there were too many memoirs in circulation. In his introduction to the French edition of Night, Nobel Prize winner François Mauriac acknowledged that Wiesel’s was one among a myriad of Holocaust memoirs when he wrote, ‘this personal record coming as it does after so many others’ (emphasis added).fn1 Sadly, with the passing of the generation of survivors, that trend is nearing its end.

It is sometimes hard to imagine that these recollections, now much treasured and valued, were once eschewed by historians who preferred official documents – despite the fact that most of these documents were products of the Third Reich – to personal accounts. These historians worried that personal memoirs were not as ‘trustworthy’ as documents. Today’s historians recognize the value of these works, particularly when they are juxtaposed with the documentary and material evidence.

There are, of course, a number of methodological problems entailed in relying on these memoirs and testimonies. They are written ex post facto. Memory is elusive. It is impacted by more contemporary events. An individual’s recollection of an event may be coloured by how another person who was also present remembered it. A survivor may recount the details of an event in order to stress a particular point, a point whose importance only became evident to her well after the fact. This is true, of course, with any memoir or testimony. We write to make a point. It is particularly true when the memoir deals with a traumatic event. And what could have been more traumatic than the Holocaust?

Moreover, memoirs are the voices of those who survived, not those who did not. It was with good reason that David Boder, one of the first scholars to systematically record survivors’ accounts of their experiences, entitled his work I Did Not Interview the Dead. He knew that the voices he recorded were the ones who survived. The voices and recollections of those who were not lucky enough to endure were, in the main, lost to us for ever.

I write ‘in the main’ because we do have some of the voices of those who perished in the form of diaries such as Renia Spiegel’s. Diaries are different, not only because they allow us to hear the voices of those who did not survive. They are different from memoirs because they do not pose these methodological challenges. Irrespective of whether they were written by someone who survived or someone who did not, they are fundamentally different from memoirs because they are contemporaneous accounts. Simply put, the author of the memoir knows the end of the story. The diarist does not. The diarist may well be unaware of the ‘bigger’ picture of what she is experiencing. For example, is the creation of a ghetto in her town part of a broader policy of ghettoisation or just something happening where she is? Whereas the person writing after an event may have a sense of how a particular German decree fitted into overall Nazi policy, the diarist generally does not. What may seem to be of relatively little importance to the diarist may, in fact, turn out to be of great significance. And conversely, what may seem utterly traumatic to the diarist may pale in comparison to what will follow.

Most importantly, diaries offer us something that memoirs do not: an emotional immediacy. And it is this immediacy that is so very compelling. I am reminded of Helene Berr, the young Israelite Parisian woman who kept a diary from 1942 through to the day she and her parents were rounded up in March 1944. Fortuitously, she begins to write just a short time before the decree that all Jews must wear a yellow star. She confides to the diary her struggle with whether to wear it or not. Was wearing it an act of compliance with a hateful regime or did it demonstrate a pride in one’s Jewish identity? We read of her reactions to the comments of passers-by. Some express solidarity and others pity. She reflects on them, not from a distance of many years, but on the day she encountered them. She does not – because she cannot – contextualise this act as the first step in an array of far worse persecution to come.

In reading Renia Spiegel’s diary, I was also reminded, as will many readers be, of Anne Frank’s iconic work. All three of these diaries – Spiegel, Frank and Berr – are filled with the seemingly mundane musings of young girls who are transfixed by first loves and filled with hopes for the future. Renia Spiegel’s diary is replete with familiar expressions of teenage angst – first love, first kiss, and jealousies that, in retrospect, may appear meaningless but at the moment seem, at least to Renia, to be momentous. It is also filled with poetry that cannot help but touch the reader.

We who read her writings are possessed of something she did not have: knowledge of the outcome. At the outset of the diary she is distraught that she has been forced to go and live with her grandparents and, therefore, has ‘no real home’. It makes her so ‘sad that I have to cry’. Not having a home will pale in comparison to what is to come. Had she written a memoir she would have known that fact and might have flattened this traumatic moment. She does not do so. In 1940, after the fall of Western Europe, she cries, ‘I’m here on my own, without Mama or Daddy, without a home, poked and laughed at. Oh, God, why did such a horrible birthday have to come? Wouldn’t it be better to die? I look down from the height of my sixteen years and I wonder whether I’ll reach the end.’ Were she writing a memoir, knowing what was in the offing, she might well have overlooked this moment of despondence. She might not have been so distraught when the luxury of fur clothing was taken from them. ‘Yesterday coats, furs, collars, over sleeves, hats, boots were being taken away on the street. And now there’s a new regulation that under pain of death it is forbidden to have even a scrap of fur at home …’

Nor does she know that what may appear to be a terrible fate might, in fact, turn out to be a lifesaver for some victims. She describes the ‘fear, despair, abandon’ experienced by those deported by the Soviets to Birobidzhanfn2 and other parts of the Soviet interior. She is distraught that ‘they will travel in closed, dark carriages, fifty people in each … in airless, dirty, infested conditions. They might even be hungry … with children among them dying out.’ Ironically, of course, these people had a far better chance of surviving than did those who would subsequently be forced by the Germans to travel in even worse conditions to an even more dire fate.

Yet this young girl – for that is what she really is – with her dreams for her future, recognises how the vice is closing in on her and her people. ‘Ghetto! That word is ringing in our ears, it terrifies, it torments. We don’t know what will happen to us, where we’ll go and what they’ll let us take.’ Nonetheless, she continues to hope for the future. This tension between an increasingly bleak reality and an optimism about what might still be possible cannot help but break the reader’s heart.

But a few days before being caught and murdered by the Germans, she senses that the end might be coming. She writes with prescience. ‘My Dear Diary, my good, beloved friend! We have been through such terrible times together and now the worst moment is upon us. I could be afraid now. But the One who didn’t leave us then will help us today too. He’ll save us. Hear, O, Israel,fn3 save us, help us.’ Her prayer was for naught.



Renia Spiegel, a young girl so filled with a zest for life and possessed of an ability to describe in prose and in poetry the beauty of the world around her, was denied with one bullet what she so wanted: a future. But for this diary she would have gone, together with millions of others, into the cruel oblivion that was the fate of most Holocaust victims. Those who saved the diary and those who worked to bring it to print, have ‘rescued’ her. They could not save her from a cruel fate. Nor could they give her that future she so desired. But they have rescued her from the added pain of having been forgotten.



– Deborah E. Lipstadt, Dorot Professor of Holocaust History at Emory University
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Prologue





My sister, Renia Spiegel, was born on 18 June 1924, in Uhryńkowce, in the Tarnopol province in south-eastern Poland. This rural town is called Uhrynkivtsi in English, and it is now part of Ukraine. Before the Second World War ripped apart our family, our people, and our country, Uhryńkowce was in Poland.

I came along on 18 November 1930, six years after Renia. I was happily married to my Austrian-born husband, George Bellak, for fifty-three years, taught school in New York City for three decades, and am a happy mother of two and a grandmother to three wonderful boys. My sister only lived to be eighteen. She was murdered by the Nazis in 1942. Along with a few photos, some family heirlooms, and the memories I’ve turned over in my head for almost ninety years, the diary you’re about to read is all I have left of her.

I couldn’t always face this diary, though. I hid from it and from my past for many years until my daughter, Alexandra Renata, retrieved the diary from the safe deposit box where it had lain, undisturbed, for over four decades. Realising what an important work of history and literature it is, and how it could resonate with people around the world, she had it translated into English. She’s still working tirelessly to have it published across the globe, helping to make it known why this story has value, even today. I thank her for bringing it – and my sister’s memory – back to me.

When I was born, my parents made a stork out of paper, placed it in the window, and told my sister I was coming. By then, my family had moved to an estate in a town called Stawki (Stavky in English), which was near the Dniester river and close to the Romanian border, but Renia adored it just as much as her old home. She loved hearing the birds singing. She loved the wind. She loved the forest. I sometimes think the memories of those places – far away in the country, in another time – are what inspired the poetry she wrote in this diary. Her poems were quiet, peaceful thoughts taken down while she was surrounded by war.

War isn’t what drove us away from our home in Stawki. I was a child actor, called ‘the Shirley Temple of Poland’, and in 1938, my mum and I moved to Warsaw to promote me. She left Renia with her parents in her home town of Przemyśl, a small city in south-eastern Poland that is now on the border of Ukraine. In January 1939, Renia began her diary. That summer, I stayed with Renia and my grandparents for the holidays, and my mum went back to Warsaw.

The German and Soviet armies invaded Poland in September 1939, and by the end of that month, Poland was divided into two zones of occupation: the German side to the west and the Soviet side to the east. Przemyśl spread across both banks of the river San so it was split in two. My grandparents lived in the eastern, Soviet-occupied part. Our mother was in Warsaw, in the western, German-occupied part. We were not allowed to cross the San, so we were suddenly cut off from her. That’s when Renia became a surrogate mother to me. We only saw our mum a few times in the next two years, and letters from her didn’t arrive very often. Renia pined for her terribly. To this day, I wonder if this diary was a substitute for the mother she loved and missed so much.

Until my sister’s boyfriend, Zygmunt, presented this diary to my mum in the early 1950s, I had no idea Renia had kept it. How she’d hidden seven hundred pages from me is a mystery, but it was her secret that she shared only with Zygmunt. Renia left her diary with him just before she was killed, and he passed it to someone for safekeeping before he was sent away to the camps. The pages here survived just as he did, and a friend – we still don’t know who – brought them to him in the United States. My mother died in 1969, and when I found the diary in her things, I locked it up in a safe-deposit box in a Chase Bank near my apartment. I couldn’t bear to read it. It was just too emotional for me.

I’ve still only read a few parts, and they’ve made me sick or made me cry. But I know these pages are important, so I will share them with you. We live in a time when tolerance is sometimes hard to find, but it’s so important. War is also difficult to make sense of – especially if you’re in the middle of it – but Renia was always so wise, and she did. I believe that her thoughts, her struggles, and her death show us why the world needs peace and acceptance. So I will let my sister’s words and poems speak for themselves. At the end of the diary, I have written commentary that corresponds with particular entries and times of my life that I remember with her. I discuss history and what I recall about the last few years of Renia’s life, and then I tell you how those of us who survived carried on after the war. My memories aren’t as clear as they were eighty years ago, but I do my best. At some points, my thoughts and Renia’s may feel scattered or not linear, but that’s how a diary is. It’s immediate and impulsive, and sometimes my memories are like that, too.

In the end, I know that my words are the legacy of the life my sister didn’t get to have, while Renia’s are the memories of a youth trapped for ever in war.



– Elizabeth Leszczyńska Bellak, formerly Ariana Spiegel
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Renia’s Diary





31 January 1939

Why did I decide to start my diary today? Has something important happened? Have I discovered that my friends are keeping diaries of their own? No! I just want a friend. I want somebody I can talk to about my everyday worries and joys. Somebody who will feel what I feel, believe what I say and never reveal my secrets. No human could ever be that kind of friend and that’s why I have decided to look for a confidant in the form of a diary.

Today, my dear Diary, is the beginning of our deep friendship. Who knows how long it will last? It might even continue until the end of our lives. In any case I promise to always be honest with you, I’ll be open and I’ll tell you everything. In return you’ll listen to my thoughts and my concerns, but never ever will you reveal them to anybody else, you’ll remain silent like an enchanted book, locked up with an enchanted key and hidden in an enchanted castle. You won’t betray me, if anything it’ll be those small blue letters that people are able to recognise.

First of all, allow me to introduce myself. I’m in the third year of the Maria Konopnicka School for Girls.fn1 My name is Renia, or at least that is what my friends call me. I have a little sister, Arianka,fn2 who wants to be a film star. (She’s partially fulfilled this dream, as she’s already been in some movies.)

Our mummy lives in Warsaw. I used to live in a beautiful manor house on the Dniester river. I loved it there. I think these were so far the happiest days of my life. There were storks on old linden trees, apples glistened in the orchard and I had a garden with neat, charming rows of flowers. But that’s in the past now and those days will never return. There is no manor house any more, no storks on old linden trees, no apples or flowers. All that remain are memories, sweet and lovely. And the Dniester river, which flows, distant, strange and cold – which hums, but not for me any more.

Now I live in Przemyśl, at my granny’s house. But the truth is I have no real home. That’s why sometimes I get so sad that I have to cry. I cry, though I don’t miss anything, not the dresses, not sweets, not my strange and precious dreams. I only miss my mama and her warm heart. I miss the house where we all lived together, like in the white manor house on the Dniester river.


Again the need to cry takes over me

When I recall the days that used to be

The linden trees, house, storks and butterflies

Far … somewhere … too far for my eyes

I see and hear what I miss

The wind that used to lull old trees

And nobody tells me any more

About the fog, about the silence

The distance and darkness outside the door

I’ll always hear this lullaby

See our house and pond laid by

And linden trees against the sky …



But I also have joyous moments, and there are so many of them … So many! I need to introduce my class to you, so that you can understand all our inside jokes.

My best friend, Norka,fn3 sits next to me. Somebody might say that they don’t like Nora, someone else might be delighted with her. I always like Norka, she’s always the same sweet Norka to me. We share all the same thoughts, have the same views and opinions. At our school, the girls often get ‘crushes’ on our teachers, so Norka and I have a crush, a real one (some girls do it just to butter the teachers up) on our Latin teacher, Mrs Waleria Brzozowska née Brühl. We call her ‘Brühla.’ Brühla is the wife of a handsome officer who lives in Lwów. She goes to see him every other Sunday. We tried to get his address through the address bureau, but didn’t succeed because we don’t know his actual name. (We call him ‘Zdzisław’.) Brühla teaches Latin and we’re good at this subject, which surely proves that we really love her.

The next girl in our row is Belka or ‘Belania’ – fat and stocky like three hundred devils! She has an exceptional talent for academics and an even more exceptional talent for earning dislike. She has a terrible ‘crush’ on Ms Skorskafn4 and pulls stupid faces when looking at her.

Next comes Irka (ira-ae – anger). I don’t like Irka and it’s in my blood. I inherited this hatred: my mummy didn’t like Irka’s mother much when they were at school. I started disliking Irka even more when she began undermining me at school – all of this plus her unfair school report and disgusting sweet-talking, lying and insincerity made me genuinely hate her. What needs to be added to this mixture is also the fact that Brühla goes to visit Irka at home, which we investigated. And Irka’s mother goes to visit Brühla at home, which we discovered peeping into the ground-floor windows of Brühla’s place, where I spent many an hour with Nora waiting for her. All of that means I can’t stand the girl! But since we’re in the same class, we have to get on. So Nora and I just clench our fists and wait for an opportunity.

When it comes to the girls sitting next to Irka, I either don’t care about them at all or I like them a little bit. On the other hand I care a bit more about the girls sitting at the very back of the classroom, namely Luna, who sits behind me and constantly bombards my back. She thinks of herself as a very talented and unearthly creature. During parties and generally all the time she ‘pretends’ to be this or that, tries to draw attention to her beauty (which she doesn’t possess), her exceptional abilities (which are figments of her imagination) and her importance (which she’s never had). Luna is always trying to get the attention from boys, so, being short, she wears high heels, pencils her eyebrows longer and powders her face. At first she ‘borrowed’ Irka Łozińska’s powder and did it supposedly ‘just for fun’. And now she doesn’t do it ‘for fun’ at all, but entirely seriously.

Irka Łozińska must be the most beautiful girl in our class or perhaps even the whole school. You don’t even mind her dark, almost orange skin tone (powder-related, of course) and her patronising voice or harsh words spoken by coral-red lips revealing beautiful, snow-white teeth. But Irka has the worst of all flaws; she has tuberculosis … Yes, sometimes she bleeds from the mouth and nose. I feel sorry for Irka. She has a boyfriend who loves her, but he doesn’t know that his girlfriend’s so seriously ill.

Irka sits at the very back of the classroom. Next to her there are two stony figures: Halina (very bad) with greatly coiffeured hair and Sławka who always pulls surprised faces, never answers and hides Halina under her desk when she wants to avoid answering a teacher’s question. Then there is the third Irka, thin as a rake and very ugly. Next to her sits Elza, my former neighbour. She plays all innocent but I know very well that it’s just a game. She has decent marks, but her school report is always better than she deserves. Supposedly she always copies her Latin homework from the third Irka … but who cares.

Then there is the president of our class, Krzyśka. Krzyśka doesn’t know anything and speaks as if she has dumplings filled with sand in her mouth, but she’s pretty and always head-over-heels in love with all her Zbyszeks, Sławeks, Leszeks, Zdzisios, etc. She’s friends with Luna.

In front of her the first Eda (there are three of them) bends and sways. Eda is a ‘lady with claws’, she’s engaged, has a great figure and everything. The second Eda is Belka’s former friend. She also has a crush on Ms Skorska, but she’s not good at history, which makes me suspicious. The third Eda was our enemy as recently as several months ago. Just imagine, my dear Diary, some stranger, some ‘stray’ from the sticks arrives and wants to be the boss, tries to show us we are slow and thinks of herself as an ‘all-round talent’. Seriously?

Luśka and Dziunka sit in front of Eda. Dziunka makes ‘nervously tectonic’ moves. I was on bad terms with her for over a year, but I got over it on Brühla’s name day. Dziunka is considered the most boring person in the class and, indeed, she is one. Luśka is silly, stupid and backward. You can tell her whatever you want. But she’s a fun one, she always dances the ‘Andrusovo’ dance with me at parties. Once Luśka yelled during a maths lesson, ‘Miss, miss, I haven’t been called up for such a long time and I like maths so much!’ Nora’s response to that was, ‘Luśka, come on, don’t be stupid.’ ‘Not at all,’ Luśka answered, but then, when she realised what she’d done, she started stammering and widened her shiny eyes.

In front of them, in front of the first Eda, Luśka and Dziunka, there is a strange desk reserved for ‘antiques’. Which means Janka. Janka is the best in the class at ‘playing stupid’ and she only survives thanks to other people’s help. When she gets called up to the blackboard, she has all the answers written on her nails. If, by any chance, the teacher notices something suspicious, Janka quickly licks the ink off and plays the saint. Janka knows how to cry, wail and even faint on demand, quite like the first Eda, who suddenly feels woozy when Pacuła is about to ask her to recite a poem. Janka is generally very talented when it comes to making scenes. Next to her sits Wisia, a little creature who’s not even three and a half foot tall despite her fifteen years of age. The third in the row is Frejka or Salka. She gets nervous attacks every now and then, sometimes can’t say a word when too upset, walks in comical steps and skips, and often ‘can’t stand’ sitting by her desk.

I should also mention Ninka, this unusual girl who looks completely innocent but receives poste restante letters from various ‘peoples’, arranges meetings in dark streets, visits lonely men and is proud of it. She’s quite nice. There are more girls like her in our class, but, as I said before, I either don’t care about them or don’t want to hang around with them, because I am a good girl.

We’ve been planning a party for months now. We’ve fought and disagreed, but the party is on this coming Saturday.

2 February 19391

My dear Diary! I have always been just average in gymnastics, so I practise at home to get better. I have just managed to pull off my first somersault. None of my friends can do it. I’m triumphant, though I’ve grazed my knee.

5 February 1939

My dear Diary, it’s after the party, finally! I’m so happy. It was a great party and everyone, especially Brühla, had a wonderful time. But some sadness awaited me after the party. And again, for the umpteenth time, I thought, ‘I wish Mama were here.’ What happened was that Irka’s mother, Mrs Oberhard, was all over Brühla, sweet-talking her as much as she could, which, of course, would be sure to benefit Irka and her younger sister in the near future. Oh, dear Diary, if you could only know how hard it is to want something so badly, to work so hard for it and then be denied it at the finishing line! What was it actually that I wanted? I don’t know. I was given the highest praise by Pacuła, which I don’t care about (she talked to us, me and Norka). Brühla was quite nice. But I’m still not satisfied.

Luna performed twice and so did I. Today I saw Brühla with Mrs Oberhard, most likely walking back from her place. I nodded politely, walked past and said to Nora, ‘What do you think? She was at hers again, wasn’t she?’ And then I suddenly see her pulling a stupid face. I look around and see that Brühla is walking right behind us. She looks horrible, I don’t know what’s wrong with her, I would like to be of use to her, to help, perhaps to advise, but the abyss between us is so huge, so very, very huge … Perhaps even larger than the one separating me from Mama. She could help me too, she could advise. But it’s much harder, oh, so much harder to bridge this gap.

8 February 1939

Dear Diary! It’s been several days since I told you about my life, but actually nothing special has happened. Life goes on as normal, with a few small exceptions. Brühla attended a Latin teachers’ conference, so Latin was taught by Mr Skorski. Mr Dziedzic praised Irka very much (undeservedly), Belka got a bad mark, I got away with it, but I’m worried about tomorrow, as it could be a really bad day. That’s all I needed to tell you.

13 February 1939

It’s raining today … Such a sad, grey day. But I don’t feel very sad, I don’t know why. Perhaps it’s the idea of leaving for Canada, though it might not be so good there after all. Or perhaps it’s because I’m making a Greek vase. Anyway, I’m not as sad as I usually am on rainy days when I just stand by the window and count the tears trickling down the windowpane. There are plenty of them. One small one runs, then another larger one follows it closely, then the fifth, sixth … as well as two on my cheeks. They all run down, as if they wanted to drop onto the wet, muddy street, as if they wanted to make it even dirtier, as if they wanted to make this day ugly, even uglier than it already is. But today is a mystery. Like … like a rubbish bin. Everybody thinks it’s nothing much, it’s simply nothing. But it’s not the case. I don’t know. People might laugh at me, but you’ll surely understand, my dear friend. The thing is sometimes I think inanimate objects can talk. (Actually, they are not inanimate at all. They have souls, just like people.) Sometimes I think waterworks giggle. And it’s not just me thinking this, so it must be true. Other people call this giggle different names, but it never even crosses their minds that it’s just that: a giggle. Or a rubbish bin:


Oh, the night! Darkness came at last!

I don’t like it here! I’m feeling harassed!

It was better in the city,

With its comfort, light and warmth. What a pity,

A page came clean

From a weekly film magazine.

They only bought me yesterday

and I’m already in the rubbish today!

You, at least something you’ve seen.

At least in the world you have been.

Your life was peaceful when at a newsagent’s bound

While I had to run around

In the streets, shouting all the time.

It’s better to be a weekly

Than a daily that passes quickly.

I was prepared and I’m not bitter

About ending up in the litter,

Said wrapping paper without a jitter.

I was a children’s magazine, alas,

Beautifully illustrated en masse,

Full of colour and class,

The rubbish I can outlast.

I’m of a different kind,

Than a daily, I find

Or a film weekly for that matter,

Or even this … this wrapping paper.

So let me tell you, I don’t like it here.

Stay away from me or I’ll disappear!

That causes a proper commotion in the bin.

What?! What cheek! Aha! There you go, you mean!

And all the papers together

Flew out of the rubbish bin like feathers.

People were surprised in the morning,

They took it as a warning

That somebody threw papers to begin

With, on the ground instead of in the bin.



Renia. I send you kisses, but now I have to sit down and cram.

13 February 1939

Can there be a worse day than Monday the 13th? Monday on its own is usually quite bad, and now we have the number 13 added to it. Bad luck! It was definitely not a good day for me. On top of all the other little pieces of bad luck, I’m at school. It’s Latin and Brühla enters, so I think she’ll do a test. But no. OK, better still (I think), I’m safe. But she wants us to write essays on little pieces of paper torn out of our notebooks. Mine went as well as it could on Monday the 13th. On a bad day it went really badly. Why? Humph … Good question, why?

Only a person who’s not superstitious could ask this. Exactly, so first of all: I missed school and as a result didn’t have certain forms; secondly: I was laughing my head off all the time; and thirdly: the essay was written on torn-out pieces of paper which I didn’t respect much, so I made light of it, not even thinking that Brühla might collect those pages. At geography we had a sudden and turbulent fight over the chairs, which I didn’t take part in, but was still considered one of the castaways. We were supposed to move about the classroom. I’ve said many times before that I’m not some kind of a loser. So I quietly moved with Nora to the last desk. Gruca looks for me and tells me to move. I don’t want to, I say I’m fine where I am. She goes on and I go on.

‘Move!’

‘But I haven’t done anything.’

And so on and on. Finally I realise that I won’t be able to get away with it, so I look for somewhere else to sit.

‘There is a place there, please move,’ Gruca says.

‘Oh, anywhere but there. I’m so delicate, I get colds easily. I might get too hot by the stove and get pneumonia,’ I reply.

It’s time to end this.

‘Fine, here then,’ Gruca says again.

‘Oh, not by the door! How can I sit by the door, being so delicate.’

The whole class is of course in stitches, howling and roaring with laughter.

I realise that I have no choice and I finally move, but it’s only on her fourth attempt. Nora sits under the desk all this time and I keep knocking. I then tell Gruca that I can’t see the map. And I continue knocking, pretending that a school inspector is coming. There were probably a thousand more adventures, but I’m glad that this exceptionally bad day’s over now.

14 February 1939

Parent–teacher evening today. It didn’t go well, thanks to the dregs of yesterday. Brühla said my essay was terrible, so now I have something to worry about.

15 February 1939

Nothing special today. Przemyśl is getting ready for a gas attack and I’m getting ready for a nervous attack. All because of last Monday! I was called up to the board at chemistry. I was prepared! Damn it, Dziedzic was trying to trick me.

26 February 19392

I’ve been busy for the last few days. Arianka is here. We have a gathering tomorrow and I need to write my report.

28 March 19393

God, I’m so sad, so very sad … I’d just like to cry, wail and sob. How can I express how terrible I’m feeling? No … That’s not possible. Mama’s just left and who knows when I’ll see her again. I fell out with Nora several days ago so I need to hang out with Irka, which is not helping.

And then there are memories … They’re always there and even though they make me cry, even though they break my heart, they’re the sweetest. They’re memories of the best time in my life. It’s springtime already! Spring used to be so good there. Birds were singing, flowers were in bloom; it was all sky, heart and happiness! People there would be thinking of the holidays now. It was so different to everything here. So tranquil, warm and friendly; I loved it so much.

On the evening of the Passover Seder, I waited for Elijah. Maybe there was a time when this holy old man came to see happy children. But if he only came to see poor people, if he never stood in our wide-open doors, if he never let me see him, then he has to come now, when I have nothing. Nothing apart from memories. Grandpa’s unwell. Mama’s very worried about me. Oh! I’m so unhappy! Sometimes I don’t eat on purpose to avoid …


It waits for me everywhere

It lurks, as I’m aware

Its ghastly, bony hands

Want to get me in their commands

It whispers into my ear

In every mouthful, all I hear

It waits for me, it calls me loudly

It shakes its hands so proudly

It wags its finger

It watches and lingers …



2 April 19394

The religious retreat’s over. I didn’t enjoy those days. I’m still angry with Nora. And Irka didn’t want to leave me alone, so I hung out with her a bit. Towards the end I didn’t even have a good book to read. The holidays are coming. I’m learning French now and if there’s no war I might go to France. I was supposed to go before, but Hitler took over Austria, then Sudetenland, Czechoslovakia, Klaipeda,fn5 and who knows what he’ll do next. He’s affecting my life, too. I want to write a poem for Arianka. I’ll be very happy if it comes out well.


A little hen was feeling sickly.

She went to see a doctor quickly.

She told him in no uncertain terms:

‘Help me, doctor, I have concerns.

When I’m angry, something’s tingling,

Something’s jabbing, something’s stinging

(So badly do I suffer, it keeps me busy!)

All the time I’m feeling dizzy,

I’m not hungry, my stomach’s churning,

I can’t sleep at all till the morning.

Then I’m tired in the daytime.

Migraines mean I’m not in my prime.

My face is a shade of prawn.

And when my husband crows at dawn

I go purple and black,

I have a nervous attack.

And let me also add, doctor dear

That I get very sweaty, I fear.’

So many serious ailments

Make the doctor head for derailment.

He thought and thought about it hard,

He pored over many a book’s card,

And finally he said to the hen:

‘Go back to your pen.

I can’t help you, it’s time to die.’

‘Die? What say you? You surely lie!

My dear doctor, don’t be a beast,

I’m not ill, not in the least!’



7 April 1939


Yes … Oh yes … A bird’s song

It’s been oh so long

So many hours did go by

It’s all the same as time does fly



It’s equally sad … tearful … heavy-hearted. I don’t have a new coat and this one’s old and worn down. I don’t have new shoes, like all my friends. And even though I console myself that I have sweet thoughts and good dreams for the future, I’m still sad. The whole of Przemyśl is spruced up, every person shimmers from afar with their new, special shoes (you can tell by looking at the underside of a shoe and by listening to voices saying here and there, ‘Ooh, blisters!’). And everybody has a solemn face, as you should on festive days. I just don’t know why this festive mood reminds me of the time when the air-raid training was taking place.

‘Mr Sztajner, I tell you, what a farce!’

‘Unbelievable! Right! They made me some kind of commandant, good sir. I keep running around like a headless chicken all day long, good sir. And I don’t even know what’s what!’

‘Yeah, yeah. “Comediant” in the old age. Whatever else?’

You hear conversations like this one all over the city.

‘Dear friend, let me tell you, it slightly stinks of war.’

‘Yup. The end of the world’s coming … Heard something about bombs coming down. But people say it won’t be a war, my friend, just that they’ll keep having a go at each other, the ones from the bottom and the ones from the top.’

‘No war, you say?! But I think there’ll be war. You, my friend, you don’t know it, but they always put posters out before the war. They come and go and then, suddenly, my friend, war breaks out.’

C: ‘Sirens?! An alarm! Turn the lights off! Draw the curtains in the windows! Kazio, grab a pan and whack it, quick,’ the commandant yells.

N: ‘What are you talking about, my dear neighbour? It clearly says that in case of an alarm one needs to bang on a rail,’ the neighbour says.

Neighbour 2: ‘What the hell? Are you mad? In case of an alarm, one needs to do nothing, just stand quietly in the gateway.’

C: ‘I think I am the commandant here and I know what to do! Here you are, everywhere there are gongs going, Kazio! A pan and a rail, whack them both.’

N: ‘Sir, and what about an armband?’

C: ‘Excuse me?! Don’t tell me what to do. If you keep opposing me, I’ll immediately hand my resignation to the building caretaker. And of course you’ll need to pay a fine.’

Female neighbour: ‘Will you be quiet? I’ve only just put the children to bed and you’re making so much noise. What’s going on? We need order. Let decent people live their lives. You are the commandant and instead of ensuring there is peace and quiet, you make noise in the neighbourhood, keep children awake, get decent people out of beds?’

C: ‘My dear lady, there was an alarm …’

Female neighbour 3: ‘What alarm, what alarm?! Mrs Pietroszkowa, have you heard it? I’ve only just managed to put the children to bed. Henio is ill, the doctor said he needs rest. And now all this commotion in the building in the middle of the night. Unheard of! Have you ever heard of anything quite like this?’

Mrs Pietroszkowa: ‘Yes, my dear, that’s a real rumpus.’

Neighbour 2: ‘Didn’t I say that what we need is to stand here quietly and wait until …’

Zosia: ‘My mum has a migraine. She’s said to be quiet straight away or she’ll call the police.’

C: ‘I’m the commandant here, the responsibility lies with me, so I do what I think is right and I don’t care about any ailments. Kazio, another blow on the barrel!’

Constable: ‘What’s going on here? Go back to your flats. The alarm’s long over. All this shouting! The racket! I’ll make a note. All the residents of 13 Nieszczęśliwska Street will pay a fine for making noise.’

P: ‘Some commandant!’

4 May 1939

I haven’t told you anything for a while. Why? Do I know why? I study French now and I go to Jerschinafn6. I’ve written an essay on Roman painting and now plan or rather I’ve already started writing a German text. Yesterday, on 3 May, I took part in a march, which is why I’m unwell today. I got soaked in the rain. Much has changed since my last conversation with you. Mama and Arianka went to Łódż. I’m on bad terms with Brühla. She didn’t examine me at Greek and she told the Head that I just wander around with Nora all the time. That’s what Irka told me, but Irka likes to spread gossip. There was a school dance, but I didn’t take part. By contrast Luna was showing off as hard as she could. For some reason this idiot has imagined she’s my rival! My rival! I couldn’t care less about her recitation. No, I don’t care at all, I just happen to know a little bit about it. I can’t say I bragged about myself either. But my feeling is she’ll one day become a cabaret artiste (you can tell by looking at her hair and movements), while I have different plans (I think), so our paths won’t cross, so it’s stupid to say that Luna could be my rival. Today I declare war – an internal war. I told her about it yesterday and I’ll stick to it. What happened was she didn’t want to let me into the row, where my place is. Finally the commandant arrived and told me to switch places with her, i.e., with Luna. So she says to me, ‘I knew you were right, but I wanted to spite you!’ She wanted to spite me! Ha ha ha, that is simply funny. She, who fully depends on me at Latin and in general. So I told her, ‘You wanted to spite me, so now remember that I’ll try to spite you too.’ I’ll do just that, until the end, because that’s what I want.

7 May 1939

May. A very strange May it is. So sad … Brrr … It’s raining. And to think it’s May already, May, and I still haven’t seen a tree in bloom, haven’t smelt fields waking up, my fields … It rains. It’s good that it’s raining. These days I like rain, because at least I know that it was like that there too, when it rained. Yesterday I went to a party and then talked to Nora about this and that, about different goals that people have in life, about the benefits of studying. I like talking so much when I know that somebody understands me …


The moon swims out in silence

To shine in the sky, to shimmer for dreamers

While below a street rumbles shrilly

Crunching with labour, hot and weary

Loud rat-tat-tat-tat of human steps

Echoes from cobbled streets

Grey carts and their wheels

Groan and never miss a beat

Taxis whoosh ahead

And red trams smoothly slide

On their tracks of steel

Stopping only sometimes

To take in yet again

Another mass of people

Then leave without complaint

Propelled by fiery heat

Above in the azure sky

The moon’s silver disc moves too

But nobody sees its flight

Below a street hums, ‘Whoo’

Chains of bright lights

Illuminate the night

So strangely draped

In shop windows and posters staked

Huge electric streetlights

Stand below the silver

Of the trembling moon

No one looks up with delight

The street below is far too bright



Renia


When I look behind my small window box

I see the same rooftops, same stationer’s shops

I see the same gutters, nestled snugly into walls

And only people in the street change at all

Even the road, shimmering and slippery after rain

Even the people, neighbours from across are all the same

The spectacled lawyer and his daughter

The pharmacist above, the janitor in his quarters

Two servants and the grey-haired lady on the third floor

And here a girl, a doll, a clown, a monkey, toys galore

They always open their shutters the same way

And look down at the street, every day

The houses look out too, as do windowpanes, dozing cosily

And only the people in the street change, supposedly



18 June 1939

It’s my birthday today. I don’t want to think about anything sad, about the fact that I’m not there … Hush! So instead I’m thinking about all the useful things I’ve done so far in my life.


A voice, ‘None.’

Me, ‘I get good marks at school.’

Voice, ‘You haven’t earned it. What else?’

Me, ‘Nothing. I really want to go to France.’

Voice, ‘You want to be famous?’

Me, ‘I’d like to be famous, but I won’t be. So I want to be happy, very happy.’



Tomorrow’s the end of the school year, but I don’t care. About anything … Anything … Anything.

I like Jerschina very much again, but Brühla less so. I didn’t tell Nora about it, don’t want to worry her. Tomorrow I’ll tell you about our trip.


If a man had wings

If souls could be in all things

The world would lose its temper

The sun would shower us with embers

The people would dance beyond the beyond

Shouting, more! We want to abscond!

What we need is wind and speed

The world is dark, stifling, squeezed

Let it go to sweeping heights

Let it become great and bright

Let it cross into a boundless domain

Let it lose itself in its own vast reign

Supported by hundreds of limbs

Millions of hands, mighty wings

Let the time string go flashing through

Until the darkness of the night descends anew

This powerful realm of the underworld

Until its flight slowing down occurred

Until, tired, exhausted and all

It will have to fall



15 August 19395

I haven’t spoken to you for a while. The end of the school year is long gone, my summer holidays are almost over, and I haven’t spoken to you. I went to see my aunt in the countryside, I went to Warsaw, saw Mama and now I’m back. But you don’t know about any of that. You were lying here, left on your own with my thoughts and you don’t even know that we have a secret mobilisation, you don’t know that the Russians have signed a treaty with the Germans. You don’t know that people are stockpiling food, that everybody’s on the alert, waiting for … war. When I was saying goodbye to Mama, I hugged her hard. I wanted to tell her everything with this silent hug. I wanted to take her soul and leave her my own, because – when?


Mother’s embrace

One and only, the last

Will stay with me through all the days

Through all tears, all ill fortunes

Through all tough moments

We will both get through, you and I

And then a ray will glimmer



I can’t think logically today. Supposedly they call it ‘spleen’. Something flies at a rapid pace and disappears into the mist. Zigzags, circles, stripes, fog … pink fog, greenish. No. I’m not curious about anything. One thought spins around my head, only one, the same one all the time. Mum … war … brown shoes … war … Mum.

6 September 1939

War broke out on Thursday! First on 30 or 31 August Poland went to war with Germany. Then England and France also declared war on Hitler and surrounded him on three sides. But he isn’t sitting idly. Enemy planes keep flying over Przemyśl, and every now and then there’s an air-raid siren. But, thank God, no bombs have fallen on our city so far. Other cities like Krakow, Lwów, Częstochowa and Warsaw have been partially destroyed.

But we are all fighting, we are all fighting, from young girls to soldiers. I’ve been taking part in female military training – digging air-raid trenches, sewing gas masks. I’ve been working as a runner. I have shifts serving tea to the soldiers. I walk around and collect food for the soldiers. In a word, I’m fighting alongside the rest of the Polish nation. I’m fighting and I’ll win!

10 September 1939

Oh, God! My God! We’ve been on the road for three days now. Przemyśl was attacked. We had to flee. The three of us escaped: me, Arianka and Grandpa. We left the burning, partially destroyed city in the middle of the night on foot, carrying our bags. Granny stayed behind. Lord, please protect her. We heard on the road that Przemyśl was being destroyed.


We left the city

Like fugitives

On our own, in the dark, dull night

The city bade us farewell

With the sound of buildings crashing down

Darkness was above my head

Mercy of good people

Mother’s embrace in the far distance

Let them be our guidance

Let them give us comfort and assistance

We will walk through

All our trials

Until the day breaks, until it glints

We are lonely fugitives

Fugitives deserted by all since



18 September 1939

We’ve been in Lwów for almost a week and we can’t get through to Zaleszczyki. The city is surrounded. Food is in short supply. Sometimes I get up at dawn and stand in a long queue to get bread. Apart from that, we’ve been spending all day in a bunker, a cellar, listening to the terrible whistling of bullets and explosions of bombs. God, please save us. Some bombs have destroyed several tenement houses, and three days later they dug people out from the rubble, alive. Some people are sleeping in the bunkers; those brave enough to sleep at home have to wake up several times each night and run downstairs to their cellars. This life is terrible. We’re yellow, pale, from this cellar life – from the lack of water, comfortable beds and sleep.

But horrible thoughts are much worse, black as night, vulture-like. Granny stayed in Przemyśl, Daddy’s in Zaleszczyki and Mum, my mama, is in Warsaw. Warsaw is surrounded, defending itself bravely, resisting attack again and again. We Poles are fighting like knights in an open field where the enemy and God can see us. Not like the Germans, who bombard civilians’ homes, who turn churches to ashes, who poison little children with toxic sweets (contaminated with cholera and typhus) and balloons filled with mustard gas. We defend ourselves and we’re winning, just like Warsaw, like the cities of Lwów and Przemyśl.

My mama’s in Warsaw. I love her the most in the world, my dearest soul, my most precious. I know if she sees children clinging to their mothers in bunkers, she must be feeling the same way we feel when we see it. Oh my God! The greatest, the one and only. God, please save my mama, give her faith that we are alive. Merciful God, please make the war stop, make all people good and happy. Amen.

22 September 1939

My dear Diary! I had a strange day today. Lwów surrendered. Not to Germany, but to Russia. Polish soldiers were disarmed in the streets. Some, with tears in their eyes, just dropped their bayonets to the ground and watched the Russians break their rifles. Civilians took horses, saddles, blankets. I feel such grief, such great grief … Only a small handful are still fighting. Despite the order, defenders of Lwów are still continuing their heroic fight to die for their homeland.


The city’s surrendered

On its borders

A handful continue the fight

Without a command

A handful continue the fight

They won’t surrender

They are Lwów defenders



28 September 1939

Russians have entered the city.fn7 There are still shortages of food, clothing, shoes, everything. Long queues are forming in front of every shop. The Russians are especially eager to buy things. They’ve been organising raids to get watches, textiles, shoes, etc.

This Red Army is strange. You can’t tell a private from an officer. They all wear the same greyish-brown uniforms. They all speak the language I can’t understand. They call each other Tovarishch.fn8 Sometimes the officers’ faces are more intelligent though. Poland has been totally flooded by the German and Russian armies. The only island still fighting is Warsaw. Our government has fled the country. And I had so much faith.

Where is Mama? What’s happened to her? God! You listened to my prayer and there is no war any more (or at least I can’t see it). Please listen to the first part of my prayer, too, and protect my mama from evil. Wherever she is, whatever is happening to her, please keep an eye on her and on us and help us in all our needs! Amen.

27 October 1939

I’ve been back in Przemyśl for a while now. I go to school. Life has gone back to its everyday routine, but at the same time it’s different, so sad. There is no Mama. We haven’t heard from her. I had a terrible dream that she’s dead. I know it’s not possible. I cry all the time, tormented by bad feelings. If only I knew that I would see her in two months’ time, even a year, as long as I knew I would see her for certain. That’s impossible. No, let me die. Holy God, please give me an easy death.

28 October 1939

School life is so strange. Yesterday we had a meeting, the day before – a march. Polish women riot when they hear people saluting Stalin. They refuse to join in. They write secret messages saying, ‘Poland has not yet perished,’fn9 even though, to be honest, it perished a long time ago. And now there is Western Ukraine here, there is ‘coomunism’, everybody is equal and that’s what hurts them. It hurts them that they can’t say, ‘You bloody Yid.’ They still say it, but in secret.

Those Russians are such handsome boys (though not all of them). One of them was determined to marry me. ‘Pajdyom baryshnya na moyu kvateru budem zhyly,’ etc. etc. France and England are fighting with the Germans and something’s brewing here, but what do I care? I just want Mama to come, to be with us. Then I can face all my trials and tribulations.

One ‘auntie’ died here, this silver-haired, thin, wrinkly old lady:


She lived so quietly …

She was like a shadow

One gloomy autumn, she just let go

This grey-haired old lady, all wrinkles and wobbles

Hunched, shrivelled, coughing, always needing goggles

She died … (as people do)

And away from a calendar a card flew

A new day arrived

Nothing changed in life

This life, that she held so dear

The silver-haired lady, shed a tear

For her, she was like a shadow

And one gloomy autumn, she just let go



1 November 1939

I’m so angry today. Angry, as they say. But, truth be told, I’m sad, very, very sad.

There’s a new youth club here now. Lots of boys and girls have been going there, and there’s fun to be had (for some). I don’t have a crush on Brühla any more. I finally told Nora about it, and she told me she feels the same way. Now, according to the stages of a girl’s development I should ‘fall in love’ with a boy. I like Jurek. But Jurek doesn’t know about it and won’t ever work it out. You know it, you and I, and …

The first day at the club was fun (I mean I had fun), but today I felt like a fish out of water. People played this flirting game (some game it is) and I didn’t get even one card. I’m embarrassed to admit it even to you. Some boy named Julek (not Jurek) supposedly likes me, but why? Maybe because I’m so different from my friends. I’m not saying that’s a good thing – it could even be a bad thing – but I’m very different from them. I don’t even know how to laugh in a flirtatious way. When I laugh, it’s for real, openly. I don’t know how to ‘behave’ around boys. That’s why I miss the old days, the age of pink … blue … being carefree … When Mama was still with me, when I had my own home, when there was peace in the world, when everything was blue, bright, serene; when such weather prevailed in my heart.


I lived among some cheerful meadows

Among fields painted with sunlight

I smiled at the golden stars

To pink emergence of daylight

My life was also all in pink

As bright as days filled with sun

I didn’t want it to end in a blink

Being a happy echo was fun

Sounding with silver glee

Reflecting merrily off the sky

In love with all, happy as can be

I didn’t know how much a heart could cry

I didn’t know the weeping of a soul

I didn’t know it could be different.

Today I’m filled with regret

And though I am still so young and whole

I look back into the recent past

And cry. It’s gone … Shame, I’m aghast …



16 November 19396

I’m ill. I have a sore throat. But I am breathing more easily now. I know that Mama’s alive, that she’s in Warsaw. She’ll come and see me any day now. And I can’t wait, can’t wait … Ticiofn10 sent a postcard; they have everything in abundance in Horodenka.fn11 Daddy’ll get a job as a farmer. He might bring us some provisions.

We have three days off. Anniversary of the revolution. There’ll be morning assemblies at schools, young people’s marches. Such a shame I can’t be part of it. I’m ill …

9 December 1939

The Christmas holidays are coming. Daddy’s got a job in a sugar refinery. I might go there. Mama’s in Warsaw, not planning to come here.

I might get a scholarship … Let’s hope …

I love him, he’s wonderful, just like I dream about, I love him – but I don’t know if that’s in fact love. He doesn’t know about me and I only know that he’s in Border Patrol. And one more thing, something terribly ‘teenagerish’ – I’d love to kiss his lips, eyes, temples, just like you read in romance books.

Irka is passionate. She goes to Marysia’s; there are plenty of beds there, with bed linen, and each couple goes to a separate room and … well, that makes you think. Belka said one mysterious sentence while we were working (Belka knows a lot): ‘Anyway look at Irka, at her broad walk …’ Ugh … It’s so disgusting. Truth be told, I’m not passionate. I’d like to have a pretty husband, like him … I’d like to live in Crimea in a pretty villa-house, have a golden-haired little boy, a son, be happy and love everything …

I have to write down a translation of a German poem. Oh, I’ve grown sick of school!


Always at work, millions of hands

For thousand centuries, many decades

And every hand, which for an axe bends

Is like an Atlas, each the sky aids



Rattling and whirring, roaring and banging

This is the sound of our land’s iron call

Crunching and quaking, booming and clanging

Immortal singing of work befalls



Plenty of cylinders must go in and out

And plenty of screw bolts must stay about

Hammers must strike the anvil with might

To make the world simmer, be alight



Thousands of people must be on fire

Brains must ignite and never tire

To keep this flame always ablaze

Filling the world with warm light for years



10 December 1939

‘We work!’ This is the title of our newspaper. ‘Work is power!’ and ‘Forward with work’ and many more similar slogans I’ve heard. And I’ve spent some time thinking about what work is. Every time I thought about it, various images came to mind. Here is a grey working army, these are workmen, I can see students with their heads bowed, I can see pilots in roaring planes, seamen somewhere out at sea. They are all part of the powerful working army; work goes on out at sea, on land and in the air. Yes, but what in fact is work?


Everything hums and roars around

Work’s going on, never breaks down

It blares, it rattles and flutters in spades

Asking for soldiers for its work brigades!

Calls everybody on land and at sea

Those in the mines and those who fly free

To grab their axes, their chisels, their trowels

To join the workforces and not throw in the towel

To conquer the world as it is wide

To build a new one with work and to do



15 December 1939


26 December 1939



































27 December 1939































9 January 1940




12 January 1940







19 January 1940












































26 January 1940























4 February 1940


17 February 19407



















1 March 1940





















16 March 1940
























































31 March 1940



24 April 1940























































































































1 May 1940





















3 May 1940































10 May 1940










23 May 1940


13 June 1940


17 June 1940



























1 July 1940


2 July 1940, War






6 July 1940















8 August 1940




21 August 1940





22 August 1940
































10 September 1940


21 September 1940


30 September 1940



6 October 1940


12 October 19408




























19 October 1940





































































23 October 1940






















24 October 1940































6 November 1940







































7 November 1940

















9 November 1940


12 November 1940


18 November 1940











18 November 1940























20 November 1940


24 November 1940












28 November 1940, Thursday


30 November 1940


8 December 1940, Wednesdayfn43































































9 December 1940


10 December 1940













11 December 1940










































20 December 1940


25 December 19409




28 December 1940, Sunday




29 December 1940


31 December 194010






























1 January 1941, Wednesday


3 January 1941, Friday





5 January 1941, Sunday
















8 January 1941, Wednesday




9 January 1941, Thursday





10 January 1941, Friday



12 January 1941, Sunday


















14 January 1941, Tuesday



17 January 1941, Saturday



21 January 1941, Wednesday







































23 January 1941, Thursday


27 January 1941






30 January 1941





1 February 1941




4 February 1941, Tuesday




5 February 1941, Wednesday

















































































7 February 1941, Friday



8 February 1941, Saturday





























10 February 1941


11 February 1941, Monday


12 February 1941, Wednesday


13 February 1941, Thursday




14 February 1941, Friday


16 February 1941, Saturday






























16 February 1941, Sunday




































18 February 1941




19 February 1941, Wednesday












20 February 1941, Thursday


21 February 1941, Friday



22 February 1941, Saturday














































23 February 1941






24 February 1941, Monday (second party!!!)


























25 February 1941, Tuesday























26 February 1941, Wednesday



















27 February 1941, Thursday





28 February 1941, Friday


1 March 1941, Saturday


2 March 1941, Sunday





































































3 March 1941, Monday




5 February 1941, Wednesday




6 February 1941, Thursday










7 February 1941, Friday




9 March 194111






















11 March 1941, Tuesday



12 March 1941, Wednesday



































13 March 1941, Thursday














14 March 1941


15 March 1941, Saturday




16 March 1941, Sunday



































18 March 1941, Tuesday







19 March 1941, Wednesday




























21 March 1941, Friday





























22 March 1941, Saturday


23 March 1941









24 March 1941, Monday (Party no. 3!)








28 March 1941, Friday




29 March 1941, Saturday








4 April 1941, Saturday


5 April 1941, Sunday




6 April 1941



12 April 1941, Saturday






















13 April 1941, Sunday



17 April 1941, Thursday























18 April 1941, Saturday





19 April 1941, Sunday


























26 April 1941, Saturday




27 April 1941, Sunday
































28 April 1941




29 April 1941, Tuesday





30 April 1941, Wednesday











11.00 p.m.!




1 May 1941, Thursday


































































3 May 1941, Saturday


8 May 1941, Thursday























10 May 1941, Saturday




Yesterday …


13 May 1941





























18 May 1941, Sunday





4.00 p.m.





























10.00 p.m.








4 June 1941, Wednesday



10 June 1941, Tuesday!





11 June 1941, Wednesday


17 June 1941, Tuesday

















18 June 1941, Wednesday


20 June 1941, Friday



21 June 1941, Saturday12



26 June 1941















1 July 194113




3 July 1941, Thursday




6 July 1941, Sunday


11 or 12 July 1941, Friday14





15 July 1941, Wednesday




Next day, Thursday



































18 July 1941, Friday



Next day 19, Saturday! (19 July 1941)



21 July 1941



22 July 1941, Tuesday


28 July 1941, Friday





















































6 August 1941




11 August 1941, Sunday


















12 August 1941, Monday





15 August 1941, Friday






16 August 1941























9 in the evening!


25 August 1941, Monday15



27 August 1941


28 August 1941, Thursday






























1 September 1941


10 September 1941, Sunday











































11 September 1941, Thursday


14 September 1941






































18 September 1941, Thursday


22 September 1941, Monday


29 September 1941, Monday16


5 October 1941

































	
6 duvet covers

	
8 pillowcases

	
2 small pillows

	
3 sheets

	
2 tablecloths



9 October 1941, Thursday

































10 October 1941, Friday17



17 October 1941, Friday




25 October 1941, Saturday



29 October 1941, Wednesday










3 November 1941, Monday
































































4 November 1941, Tuesday




























6 November 1941, Thursday


7 November 1941, Friday18




8 November 1941, Saturday


10 November 1941, Monday



















14 November 1941, Friday


16 November 1941, Sunday

































24 November 1941, Monday19














26 November 1941, Wednesday



29 November 1941, Saturday
































31 November 1941, Monday





































8 December 1941, Tuesday20





















































11 December 1941, Thursday


15 December 1941, Monday morning





16 December 1941, Tuesday


20 December 1941, Saturday










































23 December 1941, Wednesday










































24 December 1941



































28 December 1941, Sunday21




30 December 1941, Tuesday





1 January 1942, Thursday



5 January 1941, Monday








































































19 January 1942, Monday


24 January 1942, Thursday
















































































26 January 1942, Monday





















29 January 1942, Thursday


30 January 1942, Friday

































6 February 1942, Friday













8 February 1942, Sunday


16 February 1942, Monday






18 February 1942, Wednesday


24 February 1942, Tuesday




28 February 1942, Saturday



6 March 1942, Friday















































(On Saturday)


11 March 1942, Tuesday







































12 March 1942





















16 March 1941fn69







17, Tuesday





19 March 1942, Thursday


21 March 1942, Saturday
































23 March 1942, Monday


25 March 1942, Wednesday


28 March 1942


The following day
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