
                                                                   The diary of the lost warrior                                                                                                                       

Dear diary, 

I’m so fed up with him, I never want to see him again! My name is Hilda, it means fighter, I 

was born to fight .My father is a mean Jarl and he says girls are not to fight. I will show him. 

“I must escape “I screamed at my mother, she didn’t approve. 

“I know your father doesn’t agree to your dreams, but we all know he’s an evil Jarl, even I hate him, 

but I still love you.” She stopped. She looked sad. “Anyway, go fetch some vegetables from the 

garden.” 

I walked away without answering. Just wondering why mother looked so sad. As I stepped  outside , I 

saw  my chance and ran as far as my feet could carry  me ,over the hills and never turning back . Not 

knowing where I was going I took a breath in the fresh air, for once in my life I am free! Turning 

round the corner I saw … 

Dear diary,  

I feel great .I’ve never been so happy. I am a warrior. I am the perfect leader of an army. 

“Hilda,” a voice echoed down the damp wooden walls “we are ready.”  The voice continued down 

the walls again. 

“Then call the guards up to the entrance door,” I called back straining with a decision to make,” I just 

need to get my chainmail.”  I began to walk to the door not knowing if my plan was going to work. 

    As I entered through the passageway all I could hear was cheering, laughter and a roaring fire, but 

when they saw me they fell silent. They fell silent for me, I couldn’t bare it, I left them prisoned for 

years to kill my father but they didn’t know. I needed to tell them, but they might turn their backs on 

me. 

“I’ve lied to you,” I fought to say, dreading every word. “I need to tell you that …” 

Dear diary,  

It’s working, every moment is joy. I couldn’t be happier. My life is coming your way father, better be 

prepared. Every single person will love me for this.  

“HALT,” I shouted behind me, not knowing if they would. “FATHER!” I screeched at the top of my 

lungs .A small plump figure stepped closer and closer. “I told you I’d be a warrior.” I continued with a 

snarl of hatred for my father. 

“Hilda?” he looked so confused. His brown shaggy hair covering his ugly face.” why have you come 

at this hour?” he said still looking confused. 

“To bring vengeance to your blood,” I replied in deep sigh of revenge.” And prove my dreams, so you 

don’t have to destroy them.” I started to cry, but I got interrupted by the sounds of the village about 

to raid. “Waittt.” I screamed in anger, trying to make them stop. “This is the job for me, being bullied 

by this man for years!” 

As I plunged my sword through the heart of my father and his life faded away in a pool of blood, I 

felt the breeze of victory against my hair…          
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