
 
 
 
 
 

Dear Diary 
By Cameron Fullerton 

 



Dear diary, 
      This is my first entry and I have not 
written in a diary ever before so this is 
going to be strange for me. My name is 
Ruben Adler; I was born in Poland in Lodz where I still live now 
with my father, Lucas. My father means everything to me and 
without him I would be nothing. He is always there for me and 
whenever I feel upset or down he makes me feel better and calms 
me down. 
 
    I never knew my mother as she died I childbirth but my father 
loved her. So much and if he gets the chance he will always visit her 
grave with a beautiful bouquet of flowers. All the time I try to 
imagine what she might have looked like. Every time, I always think 
of a stunning looking lady with a fun and warm hearted personality. 
Father doesn’t talk about her much but I can tell that he think 
about her all the time. 
 
     I am nine years old and I am Jewish like my Father. Our house 
is very snug and warm and just big enough to accommodate us. I 
like it in Lodz. School is going really well for me and I have really 
friends. Every week we always play at the park with each other and 
sometimes we go round to each others houses for dinner. I really 
like going round for dinner at Hans’ house, their gigantic wooden 
doors I can’t help but marvel at the beauty, the decadence and 
extreme complexity f the buildings interior. One thing that I don’t 
like about going to Hans house is his mother, she is really strict and 
is so precious about every thing in the house. When Hans’ mother 
gets angry she is really scary, last she shouted at me for touching a 
fantastic painting on the wall. As much as I would love to have the 
wealth and riches that Hans’ family have I much prefer having a 
loving father that cares about me and not some silly painting. 
      



Dear Diary, 
           For various reasons, I haven’t been able to write for a while. 
There has been an extremely dramatic and awful change to my life. 
Recently my father had heard rumours about places controlled by 
Germans called ghettos. We weren’t to sure what they were until 
Lodz was turned into one. It was horrible. These German people 
came and took charge of Lodz, people were shot, taken prisoner and 
in the end Lodz was turned into an oppressed community. We were 
watched all day and night by these German people. They are 
impressively strict, even more so than Hans’ mother and they won’t 
let us do any thing that we normally do. They are really scary and 
imposing but for some reason they are filtering out all of the people 
who aren’t Jewish including Hans’ and all of my other friends. 
When I found out that they had left I felt a pang of loneliness deep 
inside my heart. 
      
         I hate this new way of living, I can’t play with my friends, and 
I can’t go to their houses either. Anyway I’m going to have to deal 
with it as much as I miss my friends I’m going to have to find 
another occupy myself for however long this is going to go on for. 
 
Dear diary, 
                My life hasn’t changed much since I wrote previously. I 
have discovered that all of the German people that took over Lodz 
are called the Nazis, and I have taken a real disliking to them ever 
since they restricted us and took away my friends. From last time I 
wrote I have found something to keep me occupied, Father and I go 
on short walks around Lodz every day and play a game called eye 
spy. We are running low on food and the Nazis aren’t bothered, they 
just stand there and watch us with there cruel, beady eyes and there 
squashed up ugly faces. They just stare at us and snigger. I’m now 
wondering if we’ll ever be free from here and the Nazis. Day by day 
I feel as if I’m getting further away from my previous life. 
 
 
 



Dear Diary, 
               Finally. Were out of Lodz, father and I are on our way to 
a place unknown to us. We’ve been travelling for what seems like 
forever in a shaky, uncomfortable jeep with another two families 
and two Nazi soldiers. We’re still under their control but at least 
we’re out of Lodz where we were under constant watch from the 
Nazi patrols. All inside the jeep there has been a hushed silence ever 
since we were rounded up and put on it. I think we have been 
travelling for a few hours so I’ve had a lot of time to study the other 
people with us, I don’t recognise them but I think there from Lodz. 
Apart from Father and me there are two other families. 
    
  There is an old aged man with a huge nose that looks quite nice, 
then there’s a middle aged man whom I’m presuming is the old 
mans son. Sitting in between them was a pretty middle aged woman 
but she’s now moved to sit next to and comfort a young boy who 
looked about five or six years old. The other family was made up of 
a young couple who were staring out of the front of the jeep in 
anticipation before they turned around to the rest of us. I’m trying 
to start up a conversation but nobody is responding so I’ll abandon 
that. From what I’ve heard from the Nazi driver we have almost 
arrived. I am really exited to see what it is like and what we’re 
going to do there. 
   
  We have arrived now and it doesn’t seem as nice as I thought it 
would be but I’m still optimistic. We’re all walking through the 
entrance now and I’m feeling slightly nervous. Father just squeezed 
my hand to reassure me but as we walk forwards I can see more 
Nazis patrolling around the area which suddenly makes me feel 
scared. I turn around to Father and the look on his face doesn’t 
exactly give me confidence. A group of Nazis have come over now 
to inspect us. I seem to be fine for them so they let me past. Now 
they have stopped the old man with the big nose. They’ve pulled him 
out of the mix and BANG, shot him. I let out a stifled cry as Father 
covers my eyes. It’s the most awful and brutal thing I have ever 



seen. Then without even Knowing a tear fell from my eye and 
splatted down on the cold gravel road. 
 
Dear diary, 

                  We have been in the camp for about a week; I barely 
have the energy to write as we haven’t been fed since we arrived 
here. When I look over at father he looks so weak and pale. We 
have been made to wear these uniform striped pyjamas with a 
yellow of David emblazoned on the chest pocket. The atmosphere in 
the camp makes me fell worried and tense but the Nazis seem 
oblivious to our suffering. I have been told that this place is called 
Aushwitz and that we are in Germany. Along with us there are 
probably, thousands of other Jews all wearing the same outfit and 
looking like skeletons. This whole place is really scary for me and I 
just hope that me and Father will be alright and somehow get away 
from here. 

  Finally, some good news to write about. One of the Nazi soldiers 
has just come into our hut where we have been living and told us 
that we are going to the shower block in the middle of the camp. 
Maybe things are going to get better after all… 
   
    
 
 


