Thursday 14th December 2021


Dear Diary,
      Feeling tired, I stumbled out of bed. I was only just awake. Half-heartedly, with some trouble, I managed to get down the stairs. As I was quietly eating my breakfast, I noticed something out of the corner of my eye. Oh no; It’s the end of the word; It’s the end of all hope and dreams. A wave of confusion swept over me, followed by a flash of understanding. I was breathing heavily; I tried to reassure myself. “Why would he anyway?” I told myself countless times.	Comment by Author: -ing sentence opener	Comment by Author: hyphen	Comment by Author: Prepositional  language	Comment by Author: Metaphor
      I was scared, I was nervous, I was apprehensive about the shadows looming over me. Hiding from danger, I nestled in between the safety of my parents. My parents whom one, I would never set eyes upon again.	Comment by Author: Great sentence to build tension!	Comment by Author: Powerful verb
     All the way, I had the sensation that we were being watched, being targeted, being tracked the tentacles groping out for them. Weaving in and out of the rows of houses, they were like snakes in the grasslands. 	Comment by Author: Remember to stay in the first person	Comment by Author: Simile
    As I thought about the fact of never seeing father again, I squeezed his hand more tightly than ever, never letting go, praying that I could make this moment last forever. 
   When we arrived at the train station, when I saw the train approaching, I stood still. "OH NO!” “Why does he have to go?” “I won’t let the train take him away!” 	Comment by Author: You need to revise speech marks. It wasn't actually needed here.
  When Dad was about to step onto the leaving platform, he stopped and turned around. Out of his hat, he produced a beautiful origami dove. I promised to keep it safe, as he had once done for me. It was the only thing to remember Dad by. Mother suddenly burst out crying. Dad whispered a few words of comfort to her. Then, he really did go. We watched, as the train disappeared into the horizon.
  As we were walking home, I felt for the dove in my pocket. I promised to keep it safe, promised to the Dad that was no-longer standing by her side.	Comment by Author: Do you mean 'my' side?

