 18\9\1939
Dear diary,
It has been so long since I wrote to you, I’ve been so busy recently. I haven’t had time since I am getting ready and preparing for world war, I am very unsure how I feel about this, I have a feeling in my stomach whenever I think about the dreadful letter I had last week. A rather peculiar feeling. I am doing my training course to get prepared for things that might happen in war, I am a little anxious. Am I over reacting? All I know is that my life is about to change…
[bookmark: _GoBack]Yesterday, I had finished all my training, was I ready? There was no option. Everyone gathered in the village to wish the soldiers luck. It was a lot of cacophony and commotion of the young children shivering with anticipation, and the mothers were all crying inconsolably because of their sons leaving so soon.                                                                            “I will miss you, be safe!” all the mothers shouted out. All the soldiers including me were all squeezed together while the fat tedious mayor made a boring announcement, he looked patriotic. (However, on the inside you could tell he knew something bad was about to happen: he gulped anxiously and trembled on his words). My mother exclaimed anxiously “I will miss you my dear son, please stay safe. My heart will never be whole without you,”                                                                          “I will be safe mum, please try not to worry too much about me, I don’t have much time but I love you!”
After many hours of travelling I was finally there! Would I die? starve? freeze? get shot? There were many tanks sitting there just waiting to be used. It was a tragic sight, there was dead, dreadful, defeated soldiers body’s there. It was absolutely sub-zero here; would I survive? Probably not. I don’t like to kill people “SHOOT!” yelled a soldier. My fingers slowly pulled the trigger and BANG! Death was ready to grab them, I hate it here! If I don’t speak to you again you know its because I’ve failed my country…
