
DIARY OF A STONE AGE CHILD 

Dear Diary, 

Today was the most incredible day of my life.  Shall I tell you what I did? 

I woke feeling cold and looked up to see my younger brother, Stoat, leaving.  

The fire had gone out and the deer skin that my mother, Fennel, had draped 

carefully over me last night had fallen off, so my bare feet could feel the chilly 

autumn breeze blowing in.  It was time to get up.  Emerging from the thick 

animal skin hut, I looked out at the hills beyond our camp to see the sun slowly 

rising.  Sadly, I had jobs to do that morning but first I had to help my brother 

to gather some breakfast.  We took our rabbit skin bags to the edge of the 

wood where the blackberries grew and filled them up to the brim.  As we stood 

picking the berries, we couldn’t resist gobbling a few berries because we were 

ravenously hungry. Proudly, I turned and looked over the camp. I saw young 

children stabbing furiously at fish with their spears, young girls were sat in 

circles giggling and weaving baskets out of reeds to store any food that 

gatherers retrieved from the woods around us. The camp was secluded and 

peaceful, I wished there was a way I could keep this memory of the camp 

forever. 

Returning to camp, everyone was glad to see us and we sat around the freshly 

built fire to eat.  My father, Willow, gave people jobs for the day as we filled 

our bellies with breakfast.  Since midsummer, my brother and I have been 

learning how to make and sharpen flint tools.  It was hard work at first, but I 

have made spears, hand axes, hammers and arrow heads for myself and my 

family.  We need tools to hunt, build our houses and skin animals with.  Each tool 

is better than the last.  

Eventually, the time came to hunt with the older men.  Feeling excited and 

nervous, I followed ten men into the forest. We climbed up to the highlands 

towards the forest to see if there was anything we could hunt. We were in luck! 

Fox, my cousin, spotted a group of wild boar at the edge of some bushes. 

Longingly, I licked my lips ready to taste them. Would we have boar for supper?  

I really hoped so.  Slowly and carefully, we spread out in a circle around the 

beasts. Skilfully, my father shot the first arrow and hit a boar between the 

eyes.  It fell to the ground, but luckily the other animals didn’t spot it.  Arrows 

filled the air from all directions and we rushed in with spears to finish the 

animals off.  There would be plenty of meat tonight!  We staggered home with 

five large animals between us, looking forward to the feast. 

Later that night, we feasted on the glorious flesh of the fresh dear, their skins 

still hanging out to dry. I could smell the delicious, Smokey smell of the meat 

travelling and wafting through the cool air. What an amazing day! I can’t wait to 

see what tomorrow brings… 


