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Dear Diary, 
 
Today started like any other day. We woke up. Peeled potatoes. Listened to Jack 
(one of Mr.Müller’s piano students). Then Mollie. We both leaned against the 
grimy, wooden shelves. At that very moment, Michael made one of the beautiful, 
pearl and golden tea trays, made of china, come crashing to the ground making 
a terrorising, thunderous noise. 
 
When all the soundful, long and majestic lessons had finished - it was already 
late - Mr.Müller opened the door in the floorboard and spoke to us. I thought that 
he would be angry about the broken china (as it now had become) but what we 
heard was happiness in his voice, telling us to come upstairs! When Michael told 
him about the broken plates and cups he replied saying he never really liked that 
one in the first place.  
 
When we did come upstairs Michael and I started to drool. We sat down and 
said our praises to the wonderful feast that Mrs Müller had presented us in the  
basket. It’s from your parents, is what she had said, as if that explained every-
thing. When we had taken our gifts out—one for me, one for Michael and one for 
the Müllers (a wine bottle, in fact) Mrs Müller told Mr Müller to put on some music 
while she got the food. ”Hall of the mountain king by Grieg” Mr Müller vocalized. 
Suddenly, an ear-piercing knock made me and Michael nearly jump out of our  
skin with fright. As a subsequence of the knocking, Mr Müller halted the majestic 
dance of the beautiful, bright flame that once pirouetted on the lithe, pale and 
melting wax candles that were situated on the embroidered, golden Menorah, 
with a simple blow. Following the example of Mrs Müller clearing the delicious 
Hanukah food, me and my brother frantically snatched the gifts from the table 

Dominik has used some stunning figurative language within 
this diary entry to conjure up a clear image in his reader’s 

mind—well done, Dominik! 



Dear diary, 
I am writing to you with 
dim lighting so I apolo-
gise if this looks 
scruffy. My hands are 
trembling from fear 
worrying if we shall be 
caught.  
We began our usual day. 
Mother gave me per-
mission to play 
with Sophia, we came 
home but mother de-
nied her coming in. She 
sent me packing my be-
longings. She said  that 
we were going into hid-
ing.  





Maryam wrote this as her 
very well-written opening 
sentence to her biography 
about Gandhi…. 

Indian lawyer, political ethi-
cist and anti-colonial na-
tionalist, Mahatma Gandhi: 
also remembered as India’s 
president of the Indian Na-
tional Congress, died on 
January 30th 1948, only be-
ing 78 years old.   




