
1988 
 
Father gave me my first book today. I opened it and it was empty, I was really confused. He told 
me that I’m getting bigger and I should write about all the fun things that I do on my birthday, 
every two years, and then when I’m 20 (I’m only 8 now, I’ll be so old oh my gosh) we can sit 
down together and read all about them. That sounded really fun and I couldn’t wait to write in it. 
He gave me a really pretty pen too! It was pink, my favourite colour, and covered in glitter. I got 
loads of dolls and clothes today and they were all really beautiful. Mackenzie, my bestest friend 
in the whole world, was so jealous of what I got. I laughed right in her face and then we played 
with all the toys. Mother has been gone for four years now, since I was four. Since then, Father 
spoils me on every birthday and makes me feel really special. He bakes my favourite cake, 
carrot cake with vanilla frosting, just how Mother used to.  
 
1990 
 
Today, Father and I did our usual birthday routine: watched old family movies, baked and ate 
the extremely delicious carrot cake and played some board games. He got me a walkman this 
year. I was so excited, I’ve wanted it since it came out. He didn’t get me much else, just a 
couple of other things but that didn’t bother me. I went to the park with my best friend 
Mackenzie, her little sister, Father and Mackenzie’s mother. It was really fun! I went on the slide 
and on the swing and on the monkey bars too. I had a really nice time. 
 
1992  
 
Today was not the best of birthdays. I got my very first code red. On my birthday. Today was 
meant to be a special day but now it’s ruined. I was so mad, to the point where I broke down 
crying, in disgust at myself, and at the world, and at the situation. Father didn’t know how to help 
me that much, but he consoled me and together, we figured it out. He’s always been the best 
one could ask for. We continued on with our day and went shopping. I bought loads of really 
nice clothes, and my father complained about some of them but I didn’t care. I was a grown 
woman now, I could make my own decisions. If I wanted a really pretty low cut shirt then I could 
get the shirt. I had the independence that I deserved. I could do anything I wanted and no one 
could tell me otherwise. 
 
1994  
 
This was the first time in my life that I didn’t spend my birthday with dad. My friends invited me 
out and I preferred going to the cinema with them than spending another boring day in the 
house. I’ll still see him at the end of the day so it’s fine I guess. He’s not feeling too well 
anyways. Fourteen. Everything was just right. I had amazing friends. An amazing boyfriend. My 
grades were top of the class. Perfection. We went around the city centre, walked around for a 
little while, played some mini golf and finally, went to the cinema. I got back home an hour or 
two after curfew, but it didn't matter. I’m safe and that’s what should count. Unfortunately, that’s 
not what dad thought. He shouted at me, calling me ungrateful, reckless and irresponsible. I had 



never seen him this mad, especially not at me. His rage didn’t soften me though, rather, I felt 
enraged at his remarks. He shouldn’t be treating me this way. I’m old enough to make my own 
decisions and I know what I’m doing. I shouted back at him, stormed to my room and slammed 
the door. I put my headphones on to listen to music, drowning in my thoughts. About an hour 
later, he came upstairs, knocked on my door and asked me to come downstairs. “Honey, I’m 
sorry, I made carrot cake to make up for it. Come on, you know you want to, it’s always been 
your favourite,” he said, trying to urge me to come down. I felt like he was manipulating me, 
trying to make himself superior to me. He wasn’t. I replied, saying I wasn’t hungry and told him 
to leave me alone. I heard his footsteps echo down the stairs and with that, I went to sleep, 
desperately wishing for the day to be over. 
 
2000 
 
I never thought I’d see this or even write in it again. A lot has changed and happened since my 
14th birthday. Two years later, a couple of days after I had moved out for college, and about 2 
months before my sweet 16, dad passed away. Turns out all those years ago, when he first got 
sick, he developed cancer. He silently battled it, in an attempt not to worry me, but eventually 
succumbed to it. Unfortunately, despite the heartbreak and the hardships that I would’ve faced if 
I had known, I really wish I did. After my 14th, our relationship wasn’t the same. I started to 
become more distant, I stopped spending time with him, stopped spending birthdays with him, 
stopped writing in my diary, everything just came to a halt, but I never thought his life would. I 
despised him after the events of that day, but I could still feel his love for me. Deep down, I still 
did love him, honestly, but I didn’t show it and that was one of my biggest regrets. Today, on my 
20th birthday, the reality of everything truly sunk in. I remember what he had said on the day of 
my 8th birthday, when he first gave me this book, that we’d read through it, together. But here I 
was, alone, no warm embrace, no partner for board games. Just me. Holding back tears, I 
scavenged through the box of old movies, turning it on and letting it play in the background as I 
used mum’s amazing recipe to make the unbeatable, fluffiest carrot cake with its incredibly 
creamy vanilla frosting. The whole process felt extremely heartwarming and I finally broke down 
while watching a movie from my 4th birthday, all three of us, happy and blowing out my candles 
in unison. Oh how I wished I could turn back time, but I can’t but I promise, to myself and to 
them, to keep writing, and to keep the memories alive. I’ll live the best future that I can, for them.  


