Dydd Mercher 19eg 2022

L.O- To organise simple and complex sentences into paragraphs.


Friday September 1st 1939

Dear Diary, 

My name is Rose Blanche, my hair is a golden blonde and my eyes are like the waves of the ocean. I am a 13 year old girl living a tragedy. You might think Germany is some type of paradise but it's not (especially when you have a leader like Hitler), And yes, I am a Nazi. 
It's day 1 of the war and I'm terrified. “We will be the best of the best and retrieve the rightful place that we deserve!” yelled our so-called ‘leader’ I didn’t believe him but I didn’t really have a choice. It was time for the soldiers to go. I was drowning in a pool of my own tears. I wish he could know the trembling fear I have for my father but I'm just a little girl in Hitler’s eyes: my opinion is never valid here. I hung onto the truck for my life, “Don’t leave me please…” I mumbled as my tears said goodbye.

The soldiers left. I stood there thinking if this might be my last goodbye. I looked at their faces… Some looked famished to win and some looked numb. Boys around my age looked ecstatic for their fathers to win the war, they were just standing proudly and waving our flag. They looked so sure that we were going to win but how? The mayor was standing on a balcony inspecting each and every one of the people there: he thought there were imperfect people not worthy of our country. I listened to the loud cacophony of even more children screaming cheerfully, did they not know the dangers this war could hold? Don’t get me wrong, I'm so proud of my father for going to war for our family and our country, but what if I never see him again. The only things I could see were the fat mayor's car covered in dust and children screaming to their heart's content. Joyfully, the boy climbed the statue like a little spider. How happy are they? Yesterday was a walking mess today won’t be any better, 
I can feel it.


I saw colossal tanks roaming the cobbled streets like they already won the war. The dark clouds started running across the sky at the speed of light. Time was ticking and we were losing. Well that's what it looked like anyway, silence was invading the town as the faint whispers of people crept behind the soldiers, the feeling of animosity destroyed everyone into miniature pieces. What was left had no way home. It was so empty but it’s a gamble with a matter of life or death. I wish we didn’t even have this war in the first place my life would have healed. The only thing I could hear was the faint sound of raindrops hitting the floor. It’s like I could hear the silence, there were still soldiers searching for “imperfect” people like their a vicious pride of ravenous lions. Were kids in a war not models on a runway I have no idea what hitler was thinking of making these two sides of perfect and imperfect getting suffocated in toxic gases and starved to death. What is this world?

How long will I last? How long will they last? How long will our world last? The cacophonous sound of the bombs, the guns, their screams I want this to end. My dad is following these controlling, psychotic rules not realising they are slowly dragging him into the afterlife, the continuous argumentative soldiers seaking for jews. Every piece of happiness has disappeared.


  



















 

 
