This is not my story. My grandma-Lucyna handed this diary to me two years ago before her death, when she was in a hospice. I could not get over my grandmother’s loss, so only now I decided to read over this notebook. This is a short story of her love. 

1938 

Since December , I with my classmates and other students of the final grade had to start rehearsals of the performance of the prom. I with Paul- a German boy, who moved to Poland three years ago, had to  star. I had never talked with him, but I liked him, he was very handsome. He had blond hair, blue eyes and he was very muscular, because he played in a football team.  After the first rehearsal Paul invited me for lunch. He was very nice, funny and said to me, “I don’t know why I’m meeting the most charming girl in our school only now”. This sentence etched on my memory. 

With each attempt, we felt better together. I felt very comfortable with him.

January  15th, 1939

This day Paul was still looking at me. He seemed very uneasy. After the rehearsal I found out why. He handed a cinema ticket to me. He said, “I think that this meeting can be called a date”.  I was rapturous and I agreed. The most handsome boy in our school invited me on a date! Unbelievable!

January 20th
My mother sewed a beautiful, red dress for my date. All day I was in a good mood and excited.

In the cinema, I couldn’t focus on the film. I felt his gaze. When we left the cinema, he caught my hand and walked me home. He asked me if I would like to go to the prom with him. It was my dream, so I agreed. I couldn’t sleep all the night. Definitely, it was a special day. 

As the days passed in January, we spent a lot of time together. A lot of girls in our school couldn’t believe, that Paul was my boyfriend. I knew, that I’m lucky! Every day, he waited for me at the canteen, because we ate lunch together. Paul finally decided that he wanted to introduce me to his parents.

I met his parents and he met my family. Paul’s father-Ben didn’t like me. He thought that his son should had a German girlfriend. He didn’t like Poland, but lived here, because of his job. It was sad, but I knew, that Paul loved me.

January 28th 

The day of the prom. Since the morning I had been getting ready. I had to look exceptionally. I had a long, navy blue dress with a notch on the back. Paul told me, that I looked perfect. He couldn’t take his eyes off me.

Finally we could showed our performance. We presented a scene from the musical. We had to dance and sing. At the end of our performance, he kissed me the first time and whispered, “You look so beautiful, I couldn’t hold back”. I was very surprised. It was amazing! We danced all night together. This was an unforgettable prom! 

February 14th 

Valentine's Day. For a few days I had been selling newspapers to earn for Valentine’s gift for Paul. I bought him a wristwatch. We met in a restaurant. He waited for me on the spot with a huge bouquet of red roses. I flung my arms around his neck. I said “An amazing gift, thank you!”, but he told me that he had something else. Paul told me to shut my eyes, he came up to me from behind and put a chain around my neck . I said, “I can`t take it”, but he did not want to hear it. I gave him my gift for him. He was very happy, he had dreamt of this wristwatch. We spent a long time together. Paul said, “if we had not participated together in the performance,  I could never have got to know such a special person”. I was sure that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him.
It took several months. It was time of secondary school-leaving examinations. Paul’s father banned him from meeting with me. He wanted Paul to get into a good college, so Paul had to learn a lot. My friend, whose dad was Paul’s father's friend, said to me that Ben found a German girl-Mia for him. I was very disappointed. After all the exams I couldn’t contact Paul. This was the most difficult time of my life. 

Holiday, 1939

It had been so long since I saw Paul. I had to  accept the fact that probably I would never meet my boyfriend. I started to go out  with Kamil. Unfortunately, I couldn’t forget my first love. Some days before the holiday ended, I started to work in a small café. I was a waitress. One day Paul came to the café. Both Paul and I were surprised that we met. He changed, he grew hair and a beard, but still was very handsome. I realized how I had missed him. He offered me a walk after work. We talked for a long time and planned to go out on a date again. All the memories came back. I still loved him. Since this meeting, we had spent a lot of time together.

1939 

World War II broke out. I still met with Paul. I knew that I was safe with him. He broke up with Mia, and I stopped meeting with Kamil. Paul was my boyfriend again, but we had to hide our relationship. He gave me an engagement ring. We really wanted to get married, but we knew, that Paul’s father would not agree. We decided that we would collect money for our quiet wedding without parents. I regreted living in such bad times.

1942

I was transferred to prison, because the café owners were Jews. I was afraid, I was interrogated, although I didn’t do anything wrong. I with my inmates ate very little and often we were ill. The conditions in prison were terrible. We were forced to work hard, despite the fact that we didn’t have strength. One day an officer told to me that I had to take my things and had to follow him. I didn’t know what was going on. I with him went outside and there I saw Paul. He was concerned, when he saw me, he embraced me and whispered “already you are safe, I love you”. I was shocked and happy at the same time. I said, “I love you too, take me away”. He told me that when he got to know that the café was closed and the owners with employees were arrested, Paul tried to find me. “I couldn’t let something bad happen to you”, he summed up. It turned out that his friend owned this prison and Paul could save me. Unfortunately, it was not lawful, so nobody couldn’t know. I had to live in a hiding place. My boyfriend found a house for me in a peaceful neighbourhood. I did not go outside. Paul brought food for me and stayed with me whenever he could. 

I was very concerned when he ceased to come to me. One day I got a letter. I thought that this note was from Paul, because no one except him knew that I was at large. It turned out that the letter was from Ben. I was shocked. He wrote to me that he knew Paul had taken me out of prison and I was hiding in an old house of his aunt-Anna. He told me to move out and informed me that Paul was dead. Ben wrote to me that he had to shoot his son, because that was the law. Paul acted against the rules. I didn't know how a father could kill his son? He was heartless. This act was his duty. A son who helps the enemy brings shame to his family. I couldn’t stop crying. He saved my life, but put his life at risk. I couldn’t believe that our story had to end in such a way. I couldn’t see him again. I was left alone. 

It's unbelievable that at one time we lose what is the  most important to us. Fate is unpredictable.

My grandmother stopped writing this notebook, because it brought back the painful memories. She hid this diary, but when she was in a hospice, she told me that her last will is reading this story and she added that she wanted to hand this notebook to me. I was shocked by what she went through. I can’t imagine how hard it was. She lost her beloved, he survived the war and she was a wonderful mother and grandmother. 

