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Synopsis


	 


	 


	Mia lived a happy and normal life with her family and her boyfriend in Germany in the 1930s. True to her beliefs, she propagated the teachings of her religion with pleasure and devotion. Until the arrival of Hitler to power put at stake her whole life and the lives of her family members.


	
Threatened by an increasingly explicit Nazi spread, Mia saw her temples destroyed and her religion increasingly persecuted. Forbidden to demonstrate public acts of faith, she, her family, and her boyfriend then begin to exercise their religion in a veiled way. However, the strategy does not work for long.


	
Mia then sees a series of unexpected and heartbreaking events take over her life. She will have to deal with death, loneliness, persecution and the ravaging sadness of an anguished soul. Will her faith be able to keep her head held high in the face of so many atrocities committed by the Nazi regime and the constant threat of the worst, which seems closer and closer?


	 




	 


	 


	Spring


	 




	 


	Sweet memories of that spring, when we used to play every afternoon in the colorful flower garden. There were even some trees with apples and other fruits. We had a small vegetable garden with potatoes and some vegetables. Mom was a woman dedicated to her home and family, as well as serving fervently in missionary work. We were a happy family and true to our beliefs. Germany was our country. We lived in the city of Cologne, in the countryside, a place where I had good and bad times.


	Dancing with my sisters was one of my favorite pastimes. I remember like it was yesterday when we took some flowers and made crowns to put in our hair. It was customary, always after the game, to take the geese to the river that was close to my house. They swam, and my sisters and I swam too, we had fun. Those were memorable days.


	My family's house was known as the “golden age” because on its facade there was a large sign written in gold letters that announced the “Watchtower”, a magazine published by us, Jehovah's Witnesses.


	My siblings and I were very loved by our parents. I was happy in a Christian home. We always studied the Bible together, and we learned piano and violin, my father's favorite musical ins instruments. These were teachings that would significantly impact my life in the face of the events that were to come.


	 




	 


	 


	 


	Love


	 




	 


	 


	Of all the memories, the most beautiful days were with my first boyfriend and fiancé Vagner. We were always together sharing our beliefs and ideals. We stand up for our love and our faith no matter what we have to face.


	Vagner was also very fond of playing the piano. We admired classical music. My favorite composers were Ludwig van Beethoven and Johann Sebastian Bach. We spent afternoons playing, sometimes even risking compositions. Music is truly inspiring art and has the power to strengthen the good memories and the love that exists in our hearts.


	 


	***


	 


	We had some peace until things got worse, and things got worse even from the year 1939, just after the start of the Second World War. That day, my younger brother Charles came home from school injured. It was difficult to understand why this was happening.


	I never forget my room, which was in the attic of the house. It was my refuge, the place where I asked myself so many times why human beings were this bad. After Adolf Hitler became president, everything changed forever. Gradually, we lost our freedom of worship and belief. Jehovah's Witnesses were a small group in Germany, but still significant.


	— Mia, Mia! – my little brother Charles ran into the house, calling for me, with a frightened tone of voice.


	"Charles, what happened?" You're all hurt! Who did this to you? – I asked scared, feeling pity for my poor little brother.


	'They beat me!' They beat me! - He cried desperately.


	Every day, when the children went to school, we had to think about what we would have to face in those moments of anguish. We were strong, but the pain was very real. As we did not salute the country's flag or say "Heil Hitler", acting differently from other people, we suffered the consequences. We suffered physical abuse. That's why little Charles had been attacked at school: he hadn't saluted Hitler. Immediately, I cried a lot when I saw my little brother suffering in such a cruel and stupid way.


	“Mia, the professor looked like a demon. He told me screaming that I should give the Hitler salute, repeated “Heil Hitler” several times, and hit me, hit me a lot. I don't want to go to school anymore - Charles told me as he hugged me.


	I had just turned eighteen, I had already finished my studies. I almost didn't have to face this situation inside the classroom any longer. My strategy was always to be late, after the greeting. We never said "Heil Hitler", because that means "salvation comes from Hitler", and we believe that salvation comes through Jesus Christ.
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