May 18, 1943

Dear Diary, 

Rumors have been flying for the past couple of days.  One of the prisoners over heard the guards talking about the Soviet Army getting closer and closer to our factory.  The guards seem scared.  
Yesterday the guards told us that today would be our last day here.  We were to have all our possessions (hah, what possessions?) packed up and to be ready to move by 8:00AM.  It is now 6:00AM and I don’t know what to expect.  I have been up all night worrying about what was going to happen to us.  I will be right back diary on of the women wants to talk to me.
I’m back and more scared than I have ever been.  The woman, Sophia has told me that we are going on a death march.  She explained that this is when the German Soldiers line up all the prisoners and force them to march long distances to get away from the Soviet Army.  We won’t be given any food and will be forced to march until we either die or fall over from starvation and exhaustion.

If anyone should find this diary please know that today was probably my last day on earth.  I am 17 years old and have spent the last 3 years of my life working in horrible conditions and receiving little or no food.  I am ready to die.  I am tired of suffering.  

When I am dead I will no longer be cold all the time, hungry all the time, dirty all the time and sad all the time!  If you are reading this now all I ask is that you remember my name and remember that I was tortured merely because I was Jewish!






Edzia Abbe
