30th August 1916

Dear Diary,
It’s been a long bitter cold night on elephant island but moments
later, Shackleton got into the boat with 8 other people and was on
his way to the Whaling Station in South Georgia to get help but in the
horizon I could see him going straight towards a colossal wave which
looked almost 90ft high. i didn’t know what was going through their
mind but i knew it wasn’t good but minutes later they were over the
wave heading to South Georgia. It was getting so cold and there was
not much more to eat and we only had the dogs to eat but we save
them for later but then we all started to get frostbite and
hypothermia so then we ate the dogs and got all the blood out
and used the fur as jackets to keep us warm. Hunger started to
hit us again but there was no food, no nothing so we all started
to give up hope but in the distance we could see a little spec in
the distance getting closer and closer to Elephant island and
it got bigger and bigger but i didn’t know who was on the boat when it
got closer I saw Shackleton we were so overjoyed and ecstatic. We
knew that we would make It back to our families and I would be able
to see my wife and my children back at South Georgia. We were on our
way back to the Whaling Station in the boat and I could see the
Whaling Station in the horizon. We were getting so close to home. We
finally got near the whaling station but it got to shallow so we had
to get out of the boat and abandon it. We got onto the mountain and
started to climb it we got higher and higher until we reached the top
and then at the top we had the most amazing view of home I was so
excited to see home.

Finley

Dear Diary,
I’m freezing, starving and exhausted. Traumatising thoughts are
continuously crossing my mind and they are far too terrible for me to
trouble my fellows with. What if Shackleton and the others haven’t
managed to survive? What if they have made it but can’t get through the
ice to get to us? What if we are stranded forever, to die here, empty and
cold?
Our measly food supply ran out long ago. We have already eaten the
dogs that hadn’t caught diseases, which means we are now left to chew
on fatty, grisly penguin that our stomachs don’t agree with. However,
our upset stomachs are the least of our problems. The iciness of the bitter
Antarctic is breaking relentlessly into our minute, enclosed sleeping
space, causing everyone to become colder than ever before. Everyone’s got
frostbite. There’s no escape from it here. When will Shackleton rescue us?
When will he return?
My fellows are becoming irritable, unbearable even. I suspect the
harshness of everything is getting to them, as it is to me. Our constant
struggle for sanity is rapidly getting harder and harder. I feel as though
we are fighting a lost battle. How much longer will it take for Shackleton
to come? Will we lose our minds before the suffering comes to an end?

Frank Wild

