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Undated 
My name is Sarah Muller. In 1923 I was born into a Jewish family. Right now, as I am 
writing this, I’m 16 years old. I don’t know if I still look at the world through the wide eyes 
of a child, or if I see it through the perspective of an adult. Probably a little of both…
I have a sister named Hanna, she is 14. My father works as a dentist, my mother stays at 
home and takes care of the household. We live in a large villa in Prague. We speak 
Czech at home.
More and more I feel a need to record and write down everything that is starting to occur 
and is already happening around me. Maybe it’s nothing; maybe I’m worrying too much… 
in general I’m considered to be a messenger of ill news. One day I might read these 
entries and laugh – diaries are a childish thing, right? – but perhaps I’ll be alarmed and 
dismayed at what could have happened. 



March 17th 1939 

The black wave of darkness is advancing swiftly. It began to bubble slowly in neighboring 
Germany, then boil, next thing you knew it was spilling over and now it has consumed all 
of the Bohemia. (Readers) don’t laugh, I know very well that Bohemia is no more, and in 
its stead there is the Protectorate of Böhmen und Mahren” – but then again who would 
like to utter such a long name out loud, or even write, for that matter?
If only someone out there would throw me a life preserver. It’s so stifling in here! My father 
lost his job today. His dentist office was at the hospital one street over. Alas, Jews are not 
allowed to work in any of the medical fields. Stupid Nazi restriction… Just yesterday, the 
day before, and the day before that the waiting room was packed. And today? No one 
came into the waiting room. 



September 1st 1939 

     Today another war officially broke out. The Germans attacked Poland… We were, 
obviously, naïve in thinking, that after the initial atrocities everyone would desire peace… 
Hahaha! Hmhm! Isn’t that not very funny…!!!???
I was lucky. I didn’t have to go through the first hell, because it ended five years before I 
was born, but now it seems there is no avoiding it.



October 7th 1939 

Even before the war, we Jews were very restrained. We cannot go to school (never 
ending vacation – oh, why not? but why yes?), we aren’t allowed to work, we mustn’t …
That aside, we still secretly get together in various interesting and uninteresting groups. 
Today I was at choir, well we’re more of a little singing group, but I like to sing. There can 
be great power and strength hidden in singing.
A dream:
I wish all Jews sang, maybe no one would dare to stand up to us. I wish Jews and Czechs 
sang, maybe things wouldn’t have gone so far and gotten so out of hand. I wish Jews, 
Czech, and Germans sang, perhaps… I wish the whole world sang!



February 20th 1940 
Yesterday Hanna, Ruth, Erna, and I were at the movie house. It was great! Except that it 
was for the last time. Starting today there is a new restriction: “Jews are not allowed into 
cinemas and theaters”. I guess we made it at the last minute. That animals are not 
permitted to go in, I understand (the animals can’t really follow it), but that we can’t (go in), 
I don’t even want to understand, because it’s too senseless and sad, isn’t it?



July 30th 1940 

      I haven’t written anything of late, because I haven’t found the motivation. Everything 
tastes bitter! Some things are more bitter, at times there’ll be a streak of sourness, but I 
really don’t like the taste …
Where is it all leading to?
The Aryans have once again decided to “spice” up our life – they put out a new order; a 
regulation about the limitation of shopping time. There are signs hanging everywhere 
announcing: “Open for Jews, from 11 to 13 o’clock”. After that? After that, search where 
you want, what you want …
I finished picking the last strawberries from the garden. This year yielded plenty. We 
finished plucking the cherries about a week or so ago.



December 4th 1940 
      Winter. Snow is falling outside. Winter. We’ll ride our sleighs. Winter. Long live laughter! 

It’s laughter, in my mind, that’s in short supply. It can’t be bought. The less you have (of 
laughter), the emptier life is, the emptier life is, the fewer reasons to smile and laugh, the 
fewer reasons to smile and laugh, the …
Folks are restless about what the future holds. Trust is dwindling in the ghetto and the fine 
threads of friendship are tearing, as people are mostly concentrating on their misfortunes 
and are primarily afraid for themselves.
Those snowflakes are falling so gracefully. This way and that. I can’t help but recall the 
autumn battle for Britain. Those airplanes are alike in the way they fell from the sky. 
Except that they plummeted. Fire. Cries. Death all too often.



September 1st 1941 

     Two years ago today the war broke out. It’s dragging out and peace is nowhere on the 
horizon. It’s at the aiming phase – change a couple of letters, switch them around and 
voilà, except that…! This form of aiming is one of aiming at others, and is unfortunately a 
long ways away from amending.
Following summer vacation (the end of which is this weekend) non-Jewish kids will go 
back to school – some for their first time, some for the last. I, too, would like to go back to 
a real school. We are continuing with our choir singing, but there are fewer and fewer of 
us, for they are afraid of being found out and caught.



November 25th 1941 

Several hundred men – Jews, were sent to Terezín yesterday. They are supposed to 
prepare a ghetto there for the other arrivals. Supposedly, it’s somewhere to the North, 
near Litoměřice. I’ve never been there and I never want to. Worst of all, no one will care 
about what I want …
Two transports have already left for Łódź, that‘s somewhere in the middle of Poland. 
That’s got to be an awfully long trip – oh, how dreadful. Thus far I haven’t known anyone 
that has been sent. 
Lots of rumors are spreading – some optimistic, other not so much. What can I believe? 
Hope ought to die last… so I shall be hopeful… (at least) for now.



December 30th 1941 

      Why did it have to happen today??? One has to use a magnifying glass to find any luck! 
And even then your efforts might not bear fruit, but no, maybe a sliver could be saved…
Aunt Miriam and Uncle Freddy were “given tickets” for the transports. In January they are 
going to have to leave for Terezín. Therefor I am sad, I’m saddened for nothing can be 
done to change the situation. Besides, here and now, one cannot do (almost) anything, 
certainly not anything one would like to and enjoy doing.
Why must they leave right away like this, at the beginning? If they were required to leave 
in six months, Germany could have already fallen (by then).  I wish!
Mom will probably go help them with the packing. The whole house needs to be cleaned 
out, only 50kg of bare necessities are allowed to be taken along.



February 14th 1942 

My classmate and best friend Erna left today, with her whole family, by way of the 
transports. When she came yesterday to tell me, we cried an hour. I gave her a 
photograph of the both of us and a lollipop … I couldn’t think of anything better – it had to 
be something small, lightweight and easy to pack.
I would have gone with her to the gathering place at the Veletržní palác, but unfortunately 
I’m sick. I’ve been lying in bed all day. It’s snowing outside. It’s warm underneath the 
covers.
The transports have been departing for Terezín since November. People from Prague 
have been sending loads of packages there – mostly food and some clothes. We, too, 
send what we can.
Correspondence in Terezín is quite censured, so we don’t really know what it’s like in 
there.



October 5th 1942 

      I haven’t written anything in a while, because I lost my diary for a time. It had fallen under 
the bed; therefore I didn’t notice it, until today when my grandmother moved in with us. I 
am now sharing a room with Hanna.
Today and in the days following many transports shall leave for Terezín. Tomorrow my 
cousins Vera and Gustav, and my uncle, are leaving. Fortunately Vera is at peace. When I 
asked her if she is scared, she told me that ever since her mother died (my aunt) nothing 
surprises her. My aunt died during an unfortunate traffic accident, at the beginning of the 
German occupation. For a long time afterwards Vera was pale and silent – like a shadow. 
I helped her pack and we promised each other that we would write each other often.
Prague (and other cities) is empting out; Terezín is filling up, spilling over with people, 
grief, and hopelessness, but to prevent Terezín from overflowing, transports continue on – 
primarily to Eastern Poland, a journey of no return.



April 22nd 1943 

      I planted sunflowers today. Their yellow faces hide so much happiness and hope.
The cruelties of war have desensitized me. I’m saturated with them, but who isn’t? - and 
not only here, but all over the world. Not even the worst news would surprise me. I feel 
like I have settled for and accepted everything that is in front of me and around me – 
Terezín, the other camps, everything. There’s nothing left but to live out the days ahead. 
We’re all dying of waiting. Waiting is the most unpleasant thing that can be. When will it 
be my turn? When will it be you?
And not to forget about the sunflowers!



July 8th 1943 

      Noise in the kitchen woke me up this morning. Judging by their voices, Mother and Father 
are very nervous. The moment I stuck my head out of my room they went silent, their 
expressions froze and the bad news seemed to turn their faces to stone. After a moment 
passed my father looked at me, so sadly, full of sympathy, as if the worst had come to be 
– but only for me. However we shall all leave together…
Mother’s crying. My sister Hanna, who woke up, is also crying. We are silent at breakfast. 
We start to pack. By now we were one of the few Jews left in Prague. At least we don’t 
have to painfully wait for it to come… it’s so close now.



July 14th 1943 

Today we board the transport to Terezín. Instead of a beautiful summer day I shall be 
plodding on to a place somewhere… somewhere unknown… somewhere where some 
reign and others bend and break their backs and tighten their belts… somewhere beyond 
the walls?
To a city with no identity???
I’m leaving this diary in Prague. This is a diary of times of waiting (to be called for the 
transports), of times of insecurities, of times of little (yet some) freedom. It’s a diary written 
at home.
I choose not to write about that, which is to come, no matter what it is. To survive would 
be enough … and perhaps I shall.
I am merely a drop in the sea of this machinery …
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-This diary is a work of fiction- 


	Snímek 1
	Snímek 2
	Snímek 3
	Snímek 4
	Snímek 5
	Snímek 6
	Snímek 7
	Snímek 8
	Snímek 9
	Snímek 10
	Snímek 11
	Snímek 12
	Snímek 13
	Snímek 14
	Snímek 15
	Snímek 16
	Snímek 17

