
3rd November 1853

Today is my  birthday, I asked my parents to buy me a brooch, but instead they have gotten me
this - a leather coated diary- how peculiar? I was deeply disappointed but I might as well put it to
good use. I will try to write entries about anything interesting that happens (which I doubt will be
frequent as all I do is sit home or go to dreadful school).

18th May 1855

This is the last gift from my parents that I possess. If I can recall, they gave it to me as a present
for my fifteenth birthday. Although it was only a mere two years ago, my memory of that day is
still slightly hazed. I intend to be very precious about the wellness of this diary as the cover is
already partially falling apart and I would like to preserve it for as long as possible.

I did not know that one could even fall this far this fast. Even a single month ago I do not think
that I could ever even begin to imagine someone having a life that even closely resembles this
one let alone actually living it myself. Ever since mother and father have passed my life has
become turbulent. I miss them so much but now I must live with my uncle, in a low genteel
neighborhood. He says that he will collect me by carriage tomorrow at high noon.

19th May 1855

Uncle Francis has come to collect me and I now reside in his home, and it is terrible! It is so
small and I feel cramped in here and it smells absolutely repulsive. The smell here has been
haunting my nose for ages. It's oddly familiar but I cannot pinpoint it exactly. He says that I have
to go to work to earn so that I can provide for him. I lashed out and told him that that wasn't my
job to do. He did not receive it very well. I will go to the church after noon tomorrow to enquire
about work.

20th May 1855

Fear, that is all that courses through my veins - other than hatred - I want to leave this place
instantaneously!  It is cold, drab and bleak, I am fully aware that it is the only job that I could
acquire but me staying here a moment longer will certainly drive me to insanity. Father Peter
suggests that I should start work as a sexton in the graveyard situated adjacent to his church. I
am conflicted, as he says that he will reward my work with 3 shillings per day.

25th May 1855

I have had time to think and have come to my senses. Tomorrow, I start work in the graveyard
as a sexton. There is a large sign that reads “Lily Meadows” that greets you at the entrance. It is
ironic how a place called Lily Meadows is barren save for the long wild weeds that grasp and
dance around your feet as you attempt to walk through them. I will sleep early tonight so that I
can look fresh-faced and be prepared for the intensive labour.



17th February 1856

Almost a full year has passed now. It is humorous to look back on my entry and see how I
would dress up when I first started working, now I usually tie my hair up into a messy ponytail. It
is not very ladylike and I could never be caught dead with it in the presentable public. However
this is not presentable public. This is a graveyard. Slowly I am starting to look like I belong here
- my hair has started to tangle like the irises and bugleweed that coil around me; my body has
become thin, my diet; absent of my favourite foods; hot soups, tea sandwiches and mince pies
has completely emaciated me; and my skin is whiter than snow - mother would say I look like
death warmed over.

25th December 1857

I have not written in a while and I am not sure how long it has been; two years, twenty, two
hundred? (probably not)  I have almost completely lost track of time, the only dates that I can
identify is Christmas because every year Father Pete gifts me with an extra shilling salary. It has
been so long on this job, I am tempted to poorly clear the graves to get it over with quicker, but I
don't, even after all this time, I always make sure to take maximum care of each and every
grave. This will be somebody’s eternal home and I must treat it with the utmost respect. I miss
my own home, I can barely remember it now, I cannot remember a lot of things. I am convinced
that my brain only stores the boring landscapes of this dreaded place.

Today, as I stood in the battering freezing rain that drenched me thoroughly,- my dress was fully
saturated and I was freezing from the outside in - I reminisced on the warm aroma of my
mother’s Christmas roast. I could almost taste it on the tip of my tongue and it was torturing me.
At first the strong wintry gale beating across my cheeks leaving them swollen, frozen and red
would bother me greatly, but now it has just become another element of this tedious
monotonous task. Merry Christmas.

27th August 1861

I have asked Uncle Francis for a date and now I can confirm that I have been working here for
the better part of four years. I have never felt so lonesome in my life, it seems like I am the only
one who is completely alone, even the sparrows and ravens take company in each other. I
yearn to be back at school. The landscape of lengthy grass only broken by rotting stones
intricately engraved with the names of the gone is bound to be far worse compared to however
boring any lesson could ever be. I miss my friends, I miss my class and I miss my tutors. I often
wonder if someone looks out
and notices the small frail girl in a simple tattered white frock hidden in the tall weedy grass of
Lily Meadows.


