
15 December 1901 
 
I am Roland and I am 8 years old. Today I found this book in the rubbish outside a house in my 
street. Mother said I should use it to help my writing but I’m just excited that it is in one piece. I 
am going to write in it everyday. 
 
Or maybe just until I get bored. 
 
2 December 1902 
 
Mother made me help with the laundry today since it’s getting too cold to do it herself.  
 
Can no longer feel my fingers. 
 
15 December 1903 
 
Father and I are in the house alone today since Mother had to go to the hospital. I do hope she 
will be okay, she said she would be and Father doesn’t seem worried. I can hear him boiling 
water on the stove and humming, which is strangely jolly even for him. Though, I suppose I’m 
not surprised, we’ve been waiting for this day for ages. I should probably get up and help him, 
today will be busy. 
 
Today will be busy because I’m finally going to meet my baby sister.  
 
11 December 1904 
 
I just saw the posh family from up the street coming back from a bike ride. Father says bikes are 
too expensive for us but I still want one, so I was watching them closely to try and see how they 
worked. I couldn’t tell, but what I did learn is that the family has a new baby. I hadn’t even seen 
it before today even though I’m outside all the time and it looked at least a few months old.  
 
I thought that was strange as I never go anywhere without Elsie. She’s a little sweetheart. I think 
she even said my name yesterday! Though Father said it sounded more like dada, and Mother 
said it was a sneeze.  
 
3 December 1905 
 
I was playing with my ball in the street today (Elsie isn’t old enough to join me yet) when I saw 
the posh girl from up the street. That family stays inside a lot and Michael from next door says 
it’s because they’re so rich that they don’t have to work at all! But that can’t be true, my Mother 
and Father work everyday and we still don’t have enough money. 
 
Anyway, she was in an opulent (Father taught me that word today) dining room eating dinner 
with her own Mother and Father. I saw it through the window - but don’t judge me, I couldn’t 



help but look, there was so much food! I’m having potatoes for dinner, but they had chicken and 
fish and vegetables and a full pig’s head! And that was only one course! 
 
Mother says the girl’s name is Philippa. I hope she comes outside more often so I can meet her 
properly, rather than just staring at the expensive things she has. 
 
6 December 1906 
 
Went to work with Father for the first time today since it’s getting too cold for him to lug the 
wheelbarrow around himself. 
 
Can no longer feel my feet. 
 
9 December 1907 
 
E l s i e Elsie   Elsie   Elsie 
 
Please see above Elsie’s first time writing her name, she’s getting so good! I sat on the kerb and 
taught her today. She seemed excited and ran in to show Mother and Father, who were mightily 
impressed. Gonna start her with numbers next. 
 
10 December 1908 
 
I can hear Mother and Father arguing about possible eviction - we’ve not been bringing in 
enough money for both bills and rent. 
 
Currently hiding behind the door. I already sent Elsie to bed so she wouldn't have to listen, I 
don’t want her getting stressed too. Father already works everyday and Mother does what she 
can with the laundry business, but it’s not enough to cover bills and food and coal and clothes 
and it’s winter now. 
 
Elsie’s getting thinner, I’ll need to give her my breakfast again tomorrow. 
 
4 December 1909 
 
I saw Philippa outside today. She was giggling at something her little sister said, just like I 
always laugh with Elsie. 
 
Maybe we aren’t so different after all. 
 
...except for the fact that they have literal maids and we could be homeless by the end of the 
week.  
 
...and she’s very pretty when she laughs.  



 
15 December 1910 
 
My little Elsie. 
 
It’s her seventh birthday today. 
 
I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do without her badgering me to tie her laces, or asking me for 
a bedtime story, or her determination to save a portion of her already pitiful meals to feed the 
birds. 
 
She was going to be seven today. 
 
But that’s not why I’m writing. Not to express my loss, because I’m not willing to let her go yet. 
The pain that presses in on my heart and tears gashes in my gut means she still has a presence 
within me. Because she was meant to be more. I was going to help her be more. But no, this is 
not about that, instead I’m writing in anger of what happened almost immediately after I found 
out. 
 
Mother and Father returned from the hospital without my little sister in their arms and as soon as 
I saw their glazed eyes and stumbling steps, I knew. I knew that our battle was lost. They made 
it to the front door before collapsing and I… I collapsed with them. I huddled under their arms 
like I was eight years old again and our bodies jolted in time with our shared grief. 
 
Then Philippa, the sweet Philippa who I used to think was so beautiful, passed us with her own 
younger sister. They noticed us straight away, perhaps from the noise we were making. Though 
I can’t recall uttering a sound, Mother now says we were making quite the racket. Either way, 
they spotted us and, I’ll never forget this, scowled in our direction. They quickened their pace, 
Philippa ushering her sister onwards as if trying to avoid a bad omen, but instead of hurrying on, 
the young girl stopped in her tracks and snorted. Snorted. 
 
She laughed. Laughed at our loss, laughed at the collapsing of our reality, laughed at the puddle 
growing under our feet, soaking three pairs of shoes that were missing their fourth. 
 
And Philippa smirked, nodding to her sister’s amusement before nudging her to get moving 
again. They kept on walking towards their three course meals, their seven-roomed house, their 
full, healthy family; while our knees weakened and scraped against the cold stone. 
 
She should be seven today. 
 
 
 
Philippa’s sister turned seven today. 


