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Diary Entry 

Dear Diary,
Early in the morning on a sunny winters' day, a ray of sunshine peeped through my snow-white blinds. I got out of bed (very reluctantly) after stretching and yawning and drew my attention to the big hole in my sock. You see, Mum and Dad couldn’t afford to buy a new pair of socks - they simply didn’t have enough money - so I shoved my tattered pair of slippers on and plodded down the creaky, wooden stairs. Today seemed to be a fairly normal day. Little did I know, this day would be far from normal.	Comment by Author: Fronted adverbial	Comment by Author: personification	Comment by Author: Parenthesis	Comment by Author: Verbs	Comment by Author: Writing for audience
I dragged the mahogany chair from under table and sat down. Instead of my normal porridge, which doesn’t taste great, there was my favourite breakfast that I only have on special occasions: cornflakes with honey! Something wasn’t right, and when I asked my mum what the occasion was, she simply said, “Eat your breakfast quickly.” In the corner of my eye, I saw Dad's brown, leather bag propped up against the foot of the table and that the photo of us, that used to be on the mantlepiece, was gone. My heart sank. First, I just felt fear. Then fear became panic as I realised that Dad was leaving us. This meant that Dad would be gone for a long time. I told myself that it was all a bad dream.	Comment by Author: Relative clause	Comment by Author: Parenthesis- colon	Comment by Author: Prepositional language	Comment by Author: verb -effective word choice	Comment by Author: Building tension
Before I could even put my bowl away, Mum ushered me to get changed and helped me put my bonnet on. We left the house and started walking down the grey, cobbled street. I felt Dad’s pewter, hopsack blazer. I smelt Mum’s fragrant, lavender perfume. I tasted a salty drop that ran down my cheek. I wanted to stay like this forever. I clutched Dad’s hand and didn’t let go. Then, a spine-chilling shadow whipped past me. I grabbed Dad’s hand harder and fell back into the comfort of my parent's arms.	Comment by Author: powerful verb	Comment by Author: Effective use of senses
We had arrived. I wished that Dad didn’t have to go, I wished that everything could stay the same, I wished that Dad could return home with us. Mum tried to be brave, but she wasn’t doing very well. Tears started welling in her eyes and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t hold them back. I was the same. Tears started cascading from my eyes and I didn’t stop them. Then, Dad bent down and revealed, to my amazement, an origami bird from under his dove, grey hat. He gently lay it in my hand and I cupped it carefully. Before I could say anything, the train whistled. It was time for Dad to leave. He reluctantly boarded the train and I grabbed his hand. With every second that went by, our hands slowly started to separate as the train – which puffed out thick, grey smoke - chugged into the distance.	Comment by Author: Short sentence for affect	Comment by Author: Effective word choice	Comment by Author: parenthesis - dash
It didn’t feel right to be walking home without Dad. Now, I could only smell Mum’s floral fragrance and taste a salty sensation. There was no comforting pewter, hopsack blazer. One side of me felt exposed to the cold wind and spine-chilling shadows now that Dad wasn’t here. Just when I thought that there was no hope left and that Dad wouldn’t be coming back, I unfolded the origami bird that Dad gave me and realised that it was an origami robin. It turns out that I was closer to him than I thought.
 
Talk soon
                         Robin
