20/8/1998
Dear diary,

Today has been the worst day ever. Firstly, in maths class my teacher compared me to the lightest boy in the class which humiliated me so much because she asked us to weigh ourselves and then, she wrote our weight on the board!
 Secondly, I was in court and I got found guilty of a crime I didn’t commit! (It was my grandpa who did it.) The judge said that I had an option to go to prison or go to camp. Camp sounded fun-I didn’t realise he meant a juvenile correction camp- so I said I wanted to go to camp. 
When I was on the bus, I realised that this wasn’t a fun camp after the bus guard handcuffed me to the seat, I was on the bus for 8 hours and I was so thirsty. When I got there the guard finally un-handcuffed me from my seat and he took me into the office which had a fan (that was a relief!) and the man was drinking a soda. He pulled out two more sodas-I thought one was for me and one was for the guard-but he said they were for the bus driver and the bus guard. 
He had to sign some papers but then the man in the office took me into the blazing heat and said, “You must call me Mr Sir, ok?” I said “Yes,” then he asked me if I was thirsty, I said “Very!” and he said, “Well get used to it, you won’t be having any water for the next 18 months!” 
Next, he gave me 2 sets of clothes he told me one was for working and one was for relaxing. Washing was done every 3 days so when the three days were done my relaxing clothes became my work clothes and I would get fresh relaxing clothes. Mr Sir also told me that every day I had to dig a hole that was 5 feet wide and 5 feet deep, my shovel is my measuring stick and after that the rest of the day was mine.
He asked me if I saw any fence or barbed wire and I said, “No Mr Sir.” He also said you can run away if you want no one’s going to stop you because we know that we have the only water for miles. Then I saw he had a gun, he spotted me looking at it and he said, “I won’t shoot you; I use that for yellow spotted lizards. I wouldn’t waste a bullet on you.” Then, he took me to my cabin where I met my cabin leader and the other boys in the cabin.
 Mr Sir left and I met the other boys when the came in they said to the cabin leader is barf bag coming back and the cabin leader said no, so he told me I would sleep in Lewis’ bed. The other boys’ nicknames were: X-ray, Bone bag, armpit and many others. All the boys went back to digging and before they left, they warned me not to talk to the warden. Armpit (Theodore) was the last one out so I said, “Theodore where can I fill up my bottle?”, and he grabbed my collar and said “My name is Armpit!” He pointed to the corner where the tap was, and I filled up my water. Well now I’m writing to you in my relaxing time today was tiring I’ll talk to you tomorrow, bye for now!
 Stanley
 
