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                                                                                              The Arrival Diary
Dear Diary, 
This morning, I woke up, yawning and stretching my arms, thinking that it would be a normal day – I was wrong. I got up and dressed myself, looking out in the gloom of the city. All the lanes and roads were deserted except for the solitary lamp posts on either side of the street. I walked down to the dining room and saw a bowl of cornflakes ready for me. As usual, I sat down and ate, but something was disturbing me. Glancing around, I saw a mahogany trunk in the corner of the room. It had copper latches and, by the looks of it, it was already full. ‘Why would mum or dad want to pack a trunk?’ I thought. At that precise moment, my parents came in. My dad was wearing a top hat and an ebony black suit, while my mother was wrapping a pink stole around her head. They called me outside and once I had put my coat on, they took the trunk and we stepped onto the narrow street.	Comment by Author: Effective opening sentence to hook the reader.	Comment by Author: Effective vocabulary choice	Comment by Author: RQ	Comment by Author: Expanded noun phrase
         We walked down the paved lane, me nestled between my parents’ arms. The dark clouds appearing over the sky covered the sun, making the dash of warmth we had into nothing except coldness. Even in my fleece coat, cold was reaping through my body. Time flew slowly, like a slug reaching its slowest speed, and by the time we arrived at our destination my legs felt as if they were about to collapse. Though this pain was all washed away when I saw where we were.	Comment by Author: Powerful verb	Comment by Author: Pathetic fallacy	Comment by Author: Simile
          We were at the train station and when I saw it, my worst suspicions were confirmed – dad was going away. As if sensing my emotions, my dad at once gave me a warm, large hug. I wanted to hold on, I wanted to stay there forever, but I was helpless. Once he had pulled away from the hug, he took off his top hat and there it was, a white, paper dove. A beautiful gift, yet a reminder of this dreadful day. Afterwards, my dad walked up to my mother and I saw my mother’s face wet with tears. My dad stepped near her and whispered something in her ear. She looked up at me and she nodded, and then he parted.	Comment by Author: Effective phrase - raise tension - parenthesis	Comment by Author: BOYS sentence
       While going back to our house, I felt like I had lost something, something important, but I pushed the feeling out of my mind and clutched the paper dove in my pocket. Everything will be fine...hopefully.
               Ella
