
The D-Day Door by Jasper W-C
As I walked down the eerie street at dusk occasionally glancing up at a house, I turned on to my driveway  and took a fleeting look at the garage.  I noticed that there were two identical doors not the normal one door . I had not seen the door before. It wasn’t there last night. Cautiously I creeped towards the door and turned the handle .
The air was filled with an ear splitting scream as the first shell landed on the beach, the first one of thousands to fall. “Where am I ?” I asked a man in khaki. “ You are a part of the invasion of Normandy we are heading for gold beach”. Then I realized I was watching history being made and I was a captain  leading my troop to gold beach. I was more excited than scared because I did not know whether I could be hurt in this new world.
As we neared the beach I began yelling orders to not fire till we get to cover. Then the plank fell from the boat and we all ran towards the beach. Some people dived into shell holes and gave covering fire to get the others to the sea wall. I was one that went to a shell hole.  I opened fire with my rifle and got one of the machine gunners. The firing ceased from that machine gun and I saw my chance, so I darted to the sea wall and scrambled up a ladder.  Suddenly I realised that I and some of my men were pinned down on 3 sides. It was then that I spotted a grenade with the pin pulled which had landed at my feet, so I took off my helmet, scooped up the grenade and flung it back at the enemy. We then ran into a nearby house and captured it from the enemy. 
There was a strange looking door in the house. I turned the handle and found that I was back in my garage in Stroud.
The next day I went to the library to find out about the Normandy landings. The book mentioned a mysterious captain who had been awarded the military medal for bravery but who had been missing in action.
The end 

                                                                                                                     
