
APRIL 1875 
The name’s Anna. 14 years old. Dunno why I’ve started this stupid diary, but here we are.  
Let’s start at the beginning.  
I live in the slums of London - not the best place in the world, but we manage. Me and my mates, I mean. 
Pickpockets, yeah, but my mates. You’re gonna hear a lot about ‘em. They’re family. Not by blood. My 
blood family’s not great. You ain’t gonna hear much about ‘em. 
 
SEPTEMBER 1785 
Thomas really got on my nerves today. Kept going on, asking about my family. Dunno why.  
I said you wouldn’t hear anything about my real family. Looks like I don’t have much choice, since Thomas 
is adamant I write it down. So, here’s the thing: 
Mother was taken when I was a kid. Transported far away. 
For a stupid reason, too. Stealing magic. 
There. I said it. Now if anyone reads it, I’m in BIG trouble. It’s written now. What’s done is done. 
My pencil is so short I don’t have enough lead to scribble out the word. Magic.  
The biggest crime in this world. 
 
DECEMBER 1877 
All right. Before you have a go at me, I know I haven’t been updating this enough. I lost this notebook. 
Happy now? I lost it. 
Thomas found it earlier today. Laughed. 
I was gonna reject you, leave you to one side, move on. But then something happened. 
It’s impossible. 
Excuse my messy handwriting, my hand is trembling so much...I got a letter today. 
Mother is coming home. 
When she stole magic, all those years ago, she received the ultimate punishment. Transportation to 
Australia. It’s pretty barren there, according to Thomas.  
She left me when I was 6, thought it was a good idea to steal magic. I met the pickpockets, who became 
my own family, wiping all thoughts of her from my mind. 
And now she’s coming home. 
 
MARCH 1878 
I’m panicking. I’m panicking so much. My mother is coming. Coming here. What do I do? What do I say? 
What do I wear? 
I’m out of time. Thomas just let her in. 
* 
When I first saw my mother after over ten years, I felt I was gonna faint. She stood in the doorway, arms 
wide. I just stared. Thomas had to nudge me hard to shake me into talking. Even after that, I could only 
stammer idiotically. You left! I wanted to scream. You left me when I was a kid! How could I ever forgive her 
for that?  
“Anna,” Mother said. “We must talk.” 
As if those words weren’t sinister enough, she continued. No hello for me, then. 
“Can you sense it?” she pushed. “The magic. It’s in the air. Can you taste it in the rain? Feel it in the cold? 
Sense it dancing through your veins?” 
I refused to answer.  
Partly out of spite. But mostly because the answer to those questions was all yes.  
I can feel the magic everywhere. In the air I breathe in, in the food I eat. 
Magic is evil. 
It’s a crime. 



And it’s inside of me. 
 
JULY 1879 
Happy birthday to me. 18 today.  
I got the best presents earlier. Ha, just kidding. A scrap of fabric from Eliza and a one pence piece from 
Thomas. Still, the thought’s there. They wanted to take me out for a walk through the stunning slums of 
London as a celebration, but I declined. 
I can’t go outside. Y’know why? 
Because I feel the magic.  
One step outside, and it all comes ricocheting through me. The scent of burnt magic; the power that shivers 
through my veins. It doesn’t go away.  
 
JANUARY 1880 
I’m officially being hunted by the police. I started with everything: friends, fun, theft, and now, I’m hidden 
in alleyways watching the magic pirouette through the air with every passing second.  
I tried to make amends. In the end, Thomas had no choice. 
I did something bad. 
You’d better sit down. Seated? All right.  
I USED MAGIC. 
Totally unintentional, but it was building so quickly inside me, and I just had to let it explode out of me.  
And now, my family with the pickpockets have kicked me out. I’m on my own.  
 
AUGUST 1882 
Now I’ve really gone and done it. I tried, really, really hard. Turns out, the police really don’t like magic. 
I’m still sweating like rainwater. The police came this morning, yelling after me as I sprinted away. I 
panicked. The magic erupted out of me, a mini volcano. I’m in BIG TROUBLE. 
That’s not the worst thing, either. Guess who decided to save me when the police were closing in? 
Guess, I dare you. 
Mother.  
Both of us are huddled in a doorway of a little bicycle shop. It’s pretty.  
We’re gonna have to move on soon - it’s almost morning. The shopkeeper ain’t gonna be happy when he 
finds two magic-wielding criminals taking advantage of his shop. 
 
DECEMBER 1884 
Out of breath and sweating. 
We bumped into a few pickpockets. Not that we had anything worth stealing. One tried to steal my diary. 
She’ll get a shock later when she notices that her silver necklace is gone. Ha. That’ll make a nice Christmas 
present. 
Christmas is definitely here. Lights twinkling, children grinning, magic swirling… 
Ugh. The magic’s pull is getting stronger. I don’t know how long the magic can stay hidden. 
* 
So, Mother and I were sitting by a water fountain, searching for pennies. This woman came up to us, old 
and frail.  
“You have the magic’s trace,” she murmured. 
Mother and I glanced at each other. 
“Be at ease,” the woman soothed. “I can teach you to harness it.” 
Then, before our very eyes, she raised her hands. Bright sparks flew out in the tell-tale signs of magic. But 
this wasn’t ugly, or evil. 
This was beautiful.  



Real magic. 
“I will teach you,” she stated, and ambled off. 
We followed her. 
 
APRIL 1885 
BIG DAY. Janet, the elderly woman that took us in when everything seemed lost, thinks that I am ready 
to go out into the world! I have become a fantastic magician, apparently. Imagine -  me! 
Mother and I went on a celebratory walk this morning, along the Thames. She hugged me tight. 
That’s when I knew that I…Iforgave her. 
Love isn’t about family. 
It’s about forgiveness. 
 
 


