Diary entry 1
Dearest Kitty,

Yesterday was a very tumultuous day, and we're still all wound up. Actually, you may wonder if there's ever a day that passes without some kind of excitement.

The first warning siren went off in the morning while we were at breakfast, but we paid no attention, because it only meant that the planes were crossing the coast. I had a terrible headache, so I lay down for an hour after breakfast and then went to the office at about two. At two-thirty Margot had finished her office work and was just gathering her things together when the sirens began wailing again. So she and I trooped back upstairs. None too soon, it seems, for less than five minutes later the guns were booming so loudly that we went and stood in the passage. The house shook and the bombs kept falling. I was clutching my 'escape bag', more because I wanted to have something to hold on to than because I wanted to run away. I know we can't leave here, but if we had to, being seen on the streets would be just as dangerous as getting caught in an air raid. After half an hour the drone of engines faded and the house began to hum with activity again. Peter emerged from his lookout post in the front attic, Dussel remained in the front office, Mrs van D. felt safest in the private office, Mr van Daan had been watching from the loft, and those of us on the landing spread out to watch the columns of smoke rising from the harbour. Before long the smell of fire was everywhere, and outside it looked as if the city were enveloped in a thick fog.

A big fire like that is not a pleasant sight, but fortunately for us it was all over, and we went back to our various jobs. Just as we were starting dinner: another air-raid alarm. The food was good, but I lost my appetite the moment I heard the siren. Nothing happened, however, and forty-five minutes later the all-clear was sounded. After the washing-up: another air-raid warning, gunfire and swarms of planes. 'Oh gosh, twice in one day,' we thought, 'that's twice too many.' Little good that did us, because once again the bombs rained down, this time on the other side of the city. According to British reports, Schiphol Airport was bombed. The planes dived and climbed, the air was abuzz with the drone of engines. It was very scary, and the whole time I kept thinking, 'Here it comes, this is it.'

I can assure you that when I went to bed at nine, my legs were still shaking. At the stroke of midnight I woke up again: more planes! Dussel was undressing, but I took no notice and leapt up, wide awake, at the sound of the first shot. I stayed in Father's bed until one, in my own bed until one-thirty, and was back in Father's bed at two. But the planes kept on coming.
Diary entry 2
Friday 30th November 2012
Dear Diary,
	          I had the best day EVER today. I woke up this morning, the sun was shining through the curtains and I could smell breakfast cooking downstairs.  I jumped out of my bed, threw on my school clothes and skipped down to the kitchen. 
	A delicious breakfast of pancakes with syrup was waiting for me on the table and I gobbled it down as quick as a flash. I grabbed my school bag, shouted “Bye!” to my mum and dashed out of the door to school.
	When I arrived at school, my teacher handed my homework back to me and a huge grin spread across her face. Guess what? I got 20 out of 20! I couldn’t believe it! We had my best lessons in the morning (Literacy and Geography). 
	Before I knew it, it was lunchtime. The menu today was my favourite: Spaghetti Bolognaise followed by Chocolate pudding – yum! The afternoon flew by, and we ended the school day with a really fun game of Dodgeball, and we all cheered when my team won (of course). 
After school, I came home and was met with the most amazing surprise; my mum told me that we were going out to the cinema and to Pizza Hut for dinner. We had a fantastic time!
I’m sitting on my bed writing this, remembering all the fun things that happened today. I hope tomorrow is just as good!

Ahmed
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Dear diary.
Today was s iigl Our genrols ok us up vry early 5 that e coud start work on @ new
road. T cramied au of bed and rubbed the slep from my eyes. T ate my breakfast with the
ether seven men from my fent, bt T wes god 1 wasn's my fen fo wash up

E began work on the rood, and spert oll orning helping 1o buld . The stones had 1o ct fo
exactly the ight shape and size, and when I Iifted them they el 5o heavy. My bock wes 50
soce it felt T it was on frel

Afte a few hous working on th rood, the generls stopped us, and mode us strt o
battle frining. We marched for 20 mies, whist we caried all of our spare clethes, swods,
shikds, cooing eqipment... evn our ent| Then we pctised ttocking and lernt more
sword fighting skl I1 sounds ke fun, but my arms realy oched by he end

T 50 happy ot the end of the day when we retuned 1o our canp. Al of the men inour
centry needed 1o ea. Th food Isgond, bu of couse, we hod 1o pey fo i

Now it s late, and T am bout 1o clinb back Info my ten with ll of the othr scdiers in my
fent porty. All 6ight of us secping in ther ogether becomes very crowded and hot, lthough
it does keep us warm.

The camp fires wil oon be put ut, and we will g 1o bed, bt Tamerrow we wil have 1o do i1
ll again.  joned the ormy because X thought imoding catries wodd be fun and excitog T
'+ expect ll this marching, on now T realy miss oy famly.




