
10/11/1965  
I’m not exactly sure how I should go about starting this. I mean, should I introduce myself to a 
notepad? Is it just basic decency to do so or am I overthinking as always? Anyway, I certainly 
have a lot to get off my chest, and since I’m an ocean or two away from my family, I have no 
one else to turn to.  
I’m currently watching a family huddled up on the deck, a small child holding on to its mother’s 
shawl like its life depends on it, and a father who seems deflated, perhaps anxious, maybe even 
seasick? I understand, I am unable to look into the sea for fear of the entire contents of my last 
meal being flung on a poor unsuspecting sea creature.  
I suppose I should explain. This rickety, surely unsafe boat is bringing me and many other 
passengers to the dawn of a new life, the epicentre of the American Dream, New York City. If 
you would have seen me 5 years ago, a younger, less ambitious Imelda who’s only dream was 
meeting Marilyn Monroe, I couldn’t imagine that you would believe that I am currently a 
sophisticated, put-together young lady on her way to musical stardom. Or, well, that’s just what 
my mother tells me.  
I thought to myself, Imelda, just how are you going to be the next Barbra Streisand when you 
live in a place so obscure and unknown to the rest of the world that only cows inhabit it? And I 
just knew, nothing could have stopped that particular notion I took, to prove everyone in my 
town wrong, to become a star they would watch on a Saturday night at the pictures, a beautiful 
songstress that came right from their town.  
I must go, I can’t move for the cold out here, though it is certainly a breath-taking view. I will 
write again when I reach my destination. Goodness, I do hope this all works out. I can just 
imagine it now, my name in shining lights in the wonderful city, surrounded by adoring fans and 
secret admirers just vouching for my heart. I promise, I won’t let anyone down. I swear it.  
12/6/1967  
It seems I may have overestimated just about everything. Life here has been a sure and steady 
rise to true rejection, failure and utmost loneliness. I wish I could fix it all, I wish I could make my 
mother proud. Apparently, there are too many carbon copies of me, a wide-eyed, bubbly 
aspiring actress who believed too much in herself. Well, at least who I used to be.  
I realise this entry is all too pessimistic. I wish I could achieve some form of success. I wish this 
trip away from the one person I love the most in this world had not been for nothing.  
20/6/1967  
I have met someone.  
Someone who may have made me believe in hope again.  
I have never before had a “best friend”, someone who you feel you can confide in, who you can 
argue with and never be scared of losing. I may be overstepping, but something about her 
induces me to think I may have found just what I was looking for.  
I was venturing out of my dingy apartment, being hassled for rent for the 3rd time that month. “I 
promise, I promise I will have it soon,” I replied meekly, as my landlord walked away grumbling 
to himself about the ungrateful youth of today.  
With a plan to find myself a job that might stick, I headed down the street to be welcomed with a 
march. Of course, I had heard a lot about the movement, the struggle for justice that a large 
portion of this city were engaging in. I had always been advised to stay away from such things, 
that helping the cause would just bring trouble I needn’t concern myself with.  



The sight brought me goosebumps, the chanting and commotion of a group of civil rights 
protestors, simply advocating for their right to live, to exist. I couldn’t imagine life here being any 
harder than it already was as a young person struggling to find their way, but I suppose that is 
blissful ignorance. I have taken much too little care of this, and the solidarity of these people as 
they moved in a bunch, like a storming herd of bulls, but with the gracefulness and etiquette of a 
bank of swans.   
It was then, just a few minutes later, that I saw her. She held a cardboard sign, written on it, 
“Police brutality must stop,” and glanced at me with eyes of swirling honey.  
“You joinin’?”  
“I’m sorry?”  
“The march, you come to help us out?”  
I struggled for words, being taken aback by just how deep it would be possible to fall into her 
eyes. Well, if you were a fella, I suppose.   
“Oh, I’m sorry, I just saw it, and-”  
It was then that she took my hand, the first time I had felt true human contact since I moved to 
this godforsaken place. I didn’t have time to tell her I wasn’t sure what I was doing, nor did I 
understand the true gravity of her situation. But, deep down, I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to ruin 
whatever experience this was going to be.  
And I could just tell it was going to be something magical.  
  
  
  
 


