
DIARY ENTRIES FROM WORLD WAR 2

Harry S. Truman became president close to the end of World War II, Once Goebbels rose to become a senior Nazi, his
diary entries often.

It was a terrifying day, I cannot describe everything that took place. After a little my strength somewhat
returned and we were able to go on. Vassilitchkov kept a diary during this period, covering the assassination
plot which she was aware of but not directly involved in and the subsequent bombing of Berlin. I got three,
two from my wife and one from my mother. It starts high in pitch and slides down the scale, and halfway
down you think it has gone far enough, that it will surely go off. One of our cousins has gone too. Some of my
weight was on my arms and they shook in particular, but the source of the shaking was nowhere and all over; I
remember feeling my knees bumping the ground. This is their second book. My dear notebook, you are
finished! On 4th September as the family attempted to move to a more secure location, Wanda was killed in
crossfire. You cannot imagine the barbarism of the Germans. Ceilings down, walls cracked, doors off. How
sad life is. The target will be a purely military one and we will issue a warning statement asking the Japs to
surrender and save lives. Now I've a sick shadow over me as I look at my loved little house. From information
I received approximately 2, people are in hiding. Knowles may be back any minute. We saw a bunch of
soldiers come running full tilt towards us from the barracks and just then a whole line of bombs fell behind
them knocking them all to the ground. Luckily I had enough presence of mind to throw it off me before I
fainted. All the Germans from the hotel opposite have left; they looked dead tired. I was fortunate if I did not
see Winston for 6 hours. His incredible diary , published in , recounts his experiences that day. I was still
naked, and although I did not feel the least bit of shame, I was disturbed to realize that modesty had deserted
me. What, up to election Sunday on March 5, I called terror, was a mild prelude. We spent the weekend
tanning ourselves in the sun. The tent shook from the blast, rocking the lights strung from the ridgepole.
Monday night our Officers told us we were going to Casablanca.


