
Teen Book Club Entry 
The Hawthorne Chronicles and The Penny Post 

  
November 18th,1843, 6:37pm 
Dear Diary, 
Today has been awful. My employer fired me today because I wasn’t shining the shoes quick enough. I told 
him it wasn’t my fault that there was a big stain on the man’s shoe. But he told me to bite my tongue 
and said, “there is no place for young, opinionated girls like you in my business, or any business for that 
matter”. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do now. That was the only way I was making money. I have no 
family, no distant cousins and the chance of me having magical old lady to help me is slim, almost zero. 
At this point I have two choices, the workhouse or go back to the orphanage that I escaped from. Ms Ports 
had a hard time keeping track of the children there and I used that to my advantage. It’s not like I was 
going to be claimed by any relatives as I have none. So, for now, I guess I keep walking. 
CH 
November 19th,1843, 8:23am 
Dear Diary, 
Last night I was wandering the streets and it was quite inspiring. I like to write in my spare time, of course 
it won’t get published because they see me as a disease, where you lose all your money and pride. I hate the 
way people think. 
Anyway, here is my piece that I wrote: 
Fog flooded through the grimy old streets as the children ran back to their homes, screaming playfully. 
The thick mist clawed up the archaic walls, desperate to escape this living hell. But even the delicate child 
of mother nature could not escape this fate. 
A soft glow appears from the outside of one of the bigger houses. The murky glass encased the wandering 
flame, wrapping it securely, keeping it alive… 
And that’s as far as I got before I stumbled up the stairs and reached the workhouse door.  
CH 
  
November 22nd, 1844, 1pm 
Dear Diary, 
I finally have time to fill you in on everything and start a new journal. Going to the workhouse was 
probably one of my worst ideas, and I have had some pretty bad ones over the years. We are separated 
from the boys and sleep in dorms of what seems like a thousand people. But I guess it’s nice, we are all the 
same and have one thing in common. The root of our problems, the core idea behind our tales of suffering. 
We haven’t a single penny to our names.  
We have to get up at the crack of dawn after being locked in the dorm for what seems like several 
days.Then to breakfast at 5am, an ‘unappetising’ bowl of gruel. Honestly who thought it was a good idea to 



make this the trademarked food of the poor. Its utterly disgusting. It feels like I’m drinking water from a 
muddy lake and I’m not even exaggerating. 
If you don’t do your chores, you were… hold on there’s a big list… 
Punishments: 
��Beaten for misbehaviour  
��Chores not done = no food for a day or two (bit harsh really) 
��“Unmanageable” women are sent to refractory wards (basically isolation, bit sexist really as only 

women came under the definition that we were told by the matron)  
And the list goes on, but matron is coming back so I better hide my journal. Also, I made a new friend 
today, her name is Laura-Mai. 
CH 
November 29th ,1845, 5am 
Dear Diary, 
There was a terrible fire at the workhouse and now we are all being sent out to rich households to be 
servants and help their bratty, snobby children. It’s utter chaos. I feel happy that I’m leaving but the 
other part of me is sad. I’m having to leave Laura. She’s staying here in London while I go about a million 
miles away to the west coast. I think she has the better situation here. Anyway, they are coming to get 
me soon, so I better get ready. 
Wish me luck! 
CH 
December 1st, 1845, 8:34pm 
Dear Diary, 
I made it! I’m finally at the Richards mansion. It is HUGE! It smells like freshly cut grass and wild 
flowers. I noticed a large lavender field behind the house, deep in the gardens. I’m not sure how I’m 
supposed to keep track of which corridor is which and whose door is whose. And perhaps behind those doors 
are even more corridors which lead to even more doors. I’m struggling already.  
I wandered down the corridors towards where the gardener said the kitchen was. I’m not even sure if it’s 
down here, he just pointed in this general direction. Then I saw the cook or at least that who she said she 
was. She asked for my name, and I replied promptly with my name. Charlotte Hawthorne. The last 
remaining member of the Hawthorne family. She asked questions about why I was at the workhouse in the 
first place. This needs more context to understand the situation. She said that my name was too respectable 
and familiar for me to be a simple maid at a random workhouse. So, I told her the story. We were having a 
family party at my uncle Pembroke’s estate when one of the drapes caught a candle and the mansion burned 
to the ground. Leaving me with no family and no money because my ‘brilliant’ uncle Simon and my 
father decided it was an ‘excellent idea’ to gamble it away at one of their polo clubs. What utter idiots the 
cook responded. 



Then I was called up to meet the lady of the house.She told me that I would not be working as a maid 
but would be joining her family instead. Again, this needs more context for you to understand the 
situation. She was telling me about how my uncle Simon went to Oxford University and that's where they 
met. Turns out that Mrs Richards is a family friend. She’s been searching for me ever since she heard 
about the fire in the newspaper and has only just been able to find me. I probably didn't help these matters 
by running away so often. She told me that she found out that I was in the Belleway Orphanage but as soon 
as she got there, I disappeared, then when she went to another orphanage further South (Ms 
Ports Orphanage for Young Girls) I'd escaped from that one too. So, when she heard that the workhouse in 
London had burned down and my name was on the list of servants to be sent out, it clicked, and she decided 
to collect me, sending out hundreds of letters via the penny post. 
Long story short, I'm now living with her family. 
I need some sleep, today has been tiring and I need to write a letter to Laura about everything that 
happened tomorrow. From now on, the penny post will be our lifeline, our communication line, our thing.  
Goodnight. 
CH 
  
 

The Hawthorne Chronicles  
 
November 18th,1843, 6:37pm 
Dear Diary,  
Today has been awful. My employer fired me today because I wasn’t shining the shoes quick enough. I told him it wasn’t my 
fault that there was a big stain on the man’s shoe. But he told me to bite my tongue and said, “there is no place for young, 
opinionated girls like you in my business, or any business for that matter”. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do now. That 
was the only way I was making money. I have no family, no distant cousins and the chance of me having magical old lady to 
help me is slim, almost zero.  
At this point I have two choices, the workhouse or go back to the orphanage that I escaped from. Ms Ports had a hard 
time keeping track of the children there and I used that to my advantage. It’s not like I was going to be claimed by any 
relatives as I have none. So, for now, I guess I keep walking. 
CH 
November 19th,1843, 8:23am 
Dear Diary, 
Last night I was wandering the streets and it was quite inspiring. I like to write in my spare time, of course it won’t get 
published because they see me as a disease, where you lose all your money and pride. I hate the way people think. 
Anyway, here is my piece that I wrote: 
Fog flooded through the grimy old streets as the children ran back to their homes, screaming playfully. The thick mist 
clawed up the archaic walls, desperate to escape this living hell. But even the delicate child of mother nature could not 
escape this fate. 



A soft glow appears from the outside of one of the bigger houses. The murky glass encased the wandering flame, wrapping 
it securely, keeping it alive… 
And that’s as far as I got before I stumbled up the stairs and reached the workhouse door.  
CH 
 
 
 
November 22nd, 1843, 1pm 
Dear Diary, 
I finally have time to fill you in on everything. Going to the workhouse was probably one of my worst ideas, and I have had 
some pretty bad ones over the years. We are separated from the boys and sleep in dorms of what seems like a thousand 
people. But I guess it’s nice, we are all the same and have one thing in common. The root of our problems, the core idea 
behind our tales of suffering. We haven’t a single penny to our names.  
We have to get up at the crack of dawn after being locked in the dorm for what seems like several days. Then to 
breakfast at 5am, an ‘unappetising’ bowl of gruel. Honestly who thought it was a good idea to make this the trademarked 
food of the poor. Its utterly disgusting. It feels like I’m drinking water from a muddy lake and I’m not even exaggerating.  
If you don’t do your chores, you were… hold on there’s a big list… 
Punishments: 

• Beaten for misbehaviour  
• Chores not done = no food for a day or two (bit harsh really) 
• “Unmanageable” women are sent to refractory wards (basically isolation, bit sexist really as only women came 

under the definition that we were told by the matron)  

And the list goes on, but matron is coming back so I better hide my journal. 
CH 
November 29th ,1843, 5am 
Dear Diary, 
We are all being sent out to rich households to be servants and help their bratty, snobby children. It’s utter chaos. I feel 
happy that I’m leaving but the other part of me is sad. I’m having to leave Laura. She’s staying here in London while I go 
about a million miles away to the west coast. I think she has the better situation here. Anyway, they are coming to get me 
soon, so I better get ready. 
Wish me luck! 
CH 
December 1st, 1843, 8:34pm 
Dear Diary, 
I made it! I’m finally at the Richards mansion. It is HUGE! It smells like freshly cut grass and wild flowers. I’m not 
sure how I’m supposed to keep track of which corridor is which and whose door is whose. And perhaps behind those doors 
are even more corridors which lead to even more doors. I’m struggling already.  
I wandered down the corridors towards where the gardener said the kitchen was. I’m not even sure if it’s down here, he 
just pointed in this general direction. Then I saw the cook or at least that who she said she was. She asked for my name, 
and I replied promptly with my name. Charlotte Hawthorne.She said that my name was too respectable and familiar for me 
to be a simple maid at a random workhouse. So, I told her the story. We were having a family party at my uncle 



Pembroke’s estate when one of the drapes caught a candle and the mansion burned to the ground. Leaving me with no family 
and no money because my ‘brilliant’ uncle Simon and my father decided it was an ‘excellent idea’ to gamble it away at one of 
their polo clubs. What utter idiots! 
Then I met the lady of the house. She told me that I would not be working as a maid but would be joining her family 
instead. Again, this needs more context for you to understand the situation. She was telling me about how my uncle Simon 
went to Oxford University and that's where they met. Turns out that Mrs Richards is a family friend. She’s been 
searching for me ever since she heard about the fire in the newspaper and has only just been able to find me. I probably 
didn't help these matters by running away so often. She told me that she found out that I was in the Belleway Orphanage 
but as soon as she got there, I disappeared, then when she went to another orphanage further South (Ms Ports Orphanage 
for Young Girls) I'd escaped from that one too. So, when she heard that the workhouse in London had burned down and my 
name was on the list of servants to be sent out, it clicked, and she decided to collect me, sending out hundreds of letters via 
the penny post. 
Long story short, I'm now living with her family. 
I need some sleep, today has been tiring and I need to write a letter to Laura about everything that happened tomorrow. 
From now on, the penny post will be our lifeline, our communication line, our thing.  
Goodnight. 
CH 
 
 

 
 
  

  
 
 


