
The Key In The Unfinished Diary 
 
20th June 1917 
 
I am starved and exhausted. We have many casualties, my brother, Samson, Vernon and Charles 
included. 117 killed, 81 wounded and 156 missing whom I trust may be found alive and well. As 
promised to my dear Evangeline, I am staying hopeful.  
 
4th July 1917 
 
Here I sit in our trench in the sun. The rain, which we have had without break for the last 5 days, 
has stopped. It is indeed odd for July. The battle has stopped here, however, I am not peaceful. I 
sit here, alive, while I stare at many of the poor fellows shot dead in all directions. Some are ours 
but many are Germans. I do not feel sad, although I am sorry. But I am here to serve my country 
and mine alone. 

 
11th September 1917 
 
I arrived not long ago. Early April I think. I do not remember many things. I do remember my 
dear Evangeline. She is missed. I must try and write to her now. 
 
21st December 1917 
 
I have not written in many months. I have seen many casualties. Everyone is very cheery still 
and making the best of things. It is near Christmas, I hope to spend my next with my beloved 
Evangeline.  
 
25th December 1917  
 
I have written to my dear Evangeline. I hope to see her. Everywhere is the same grim sight of 
battle and war. All the hedges torn and trampled, all the grass trodden in the mud, branches torn 
off trees by explosions.  
 
5th January 1918 
 
I am unable to eat or sleep. So I am here, thinking about my sweet Evangeline. I would love to 
hear her beautiful voice once again. It is indeed hard. I hope she knows I love her.  
 
 
 



9th May 1918 
 
… 
 
27th August 1918 
 
… 
 
11th November 1918 
 
… 
 
29th September 1921 
 
I have not had the heart to open these pages since he passed. To peel and reveal the memories 
that lie within, as I fear I may be saddened once again. But now I feel I am ready. I see now that 
a key has been left wedged between two pages. Surprised to see it has not been lost during the 
Great War or these past haunting years. I do not recognise this key.  
 
30th September 1921 
 
I still live in the same house that he and I lived in. My mother told me to leave but I could not, I 
would not. There are too many memories. I have been thinking all day, thinking about the key’s 
home. And yet I find nothing. 
 
1st October 1921  
 
4:23 am 
I awoke suddenly with the key in hand. I remembered that there is one door I had not thought of. 
I walked towards a deserted hallway, paused and slid the key in. It was snug, but it fit. It 
reminded me of a time before the Great War, 5 years earlier, before he died. The door was stiff 
and heavy, my husband had opened it with great difficulty. With one foot forward he stopped 
me, looked me in the eyes and paused for a moment. “I understand,” I nodded. I needn't know 
what was beyond it. And from then to now, I have not set foot in the room. Until now, today. 
 
I turned the key with effort and pushed on the door hesitantly. A large puff of dust consumed my 
body. 
 
 



His office. A room I had merely forgotten about over the years. Filled with books, papers, ideas, 
writings. My husband did not want me in this room. I understood as I knew it was private, or 
potentially dangerous. I did not wish to know what happened in this room. I was not sure he used 
this space, for he was seemingly never in it. 
 
1st October 1921 
 
9:33 am 
I find myself slouched into a small chair, papers flooding the room. I must have fallen asleep. I 
reached to pick up one. It is a coloured photograph of me and him. I smiled at the photograph. 
But it is not a memory. It is me and him standing next to a machine. I turn it over curiously and I 
read ‘Me and Evangeline 1928’. 1928? He is alive in this photograph. It must be a mistake. 
Possibly from 1918. No he was at war then. But I do not remember this. How could I? I look 
older. Faint wrinkles could be seen on my face; the documentation of time. What is this? 
 
18th March 1922 
 
It has been months since I first opened his office. I have found nothing. Nothing! Just more 
photographs next to that...machine. Some black and white and others clearer than any 
photograph I have ever seen before, some are even paintings. All with the same writing on the 
back, his writing that says ‘Me and Evangeline’ 1726, 1875, 1957, 1995 and so on. Each one 
shows us getting older and older. I do not understand. The dates, they do not make sense. How 
can I look 50 but be in the time when I was 12 or 100? 
 
15 July 1922 
 
How could I be somewhere, in a year and at an age I have never been before with a husband that 
died 4 years ago. 
 
25th September 1924 
 
His office. It is not right. Everywhere are memories I have never seen, years I have never been in 
and ages that I have yet to see. 
 
19th June 1925 
 
These memories. These fake memories are a trick. They are. They have to be.  
 
 
 



3rd April 1926 
 
The room. The room. It is wrong. Cursed. I wish I had never found the diary or the key.  
 
10th November 1926 
 
No no no no no. I do not understand. Why? Why is this happening? What is this? 
I do not understand. What is this? Why? My husband is dead. Dead! 
 
30th October 1927 
 
Dead. Dead. Dead. 1963. 1483. 1826. He is dead. 1338. Do not understand. Wrong years. It does 
not make sense. 
 
4th January 1928 
 
11:58 pm 
Dead. Dead. Alive? NO. Dead. Dead. He is dead. NO. He is dead. NO. I am dead. YES. I'm 
dead?  YES 
 
5th January 1928 
 
12:03 am 
Please save me. 
 
9th May 1928 
 
… 
 
27th August 1928 
 
… 
 
11th November 1928 
 
… 
 
 
 


