
19th January 1808 

 
Today was the day I decided my fate. It’s a ritual in our family that while others simply get 
handed their fate, we get to choose.  The first option was a life filled with love. Though it would 
be a short life, and an early death would not be something you could change; after all, it is fate.  
The second option was a life filled with all the power anybody could ever dream of, and you 
could do anything.  And this life would not be short; in fact, it would never end.  I would stay 
the age of seventeen forever.  I took both into great consideration, though overall it was an easy 
choice.  I had always dreamed of love, but what was the point if I only had a small number of 
years to experience it?  With the second option, I could do whatever I wanted, and fall in love.  
I chose the second option.  Fate can’t stop me.  
 
 
27th June 1809 
 
It appears that I made the right choice; I fell in love with a man named Charles and we’re 
getting married next month.  I knew I’d be able to have both love and power.  Charles is the 
only person whom I allow to call me Cath instead of my full name, Catherine.  Though he 
doesn’t know how I chose my fate, and I don’t ever intend to tell him.  
 
 
3rd September 1810  
 
We got a visit from a young man named William today.  He’s a higher noble rank than my 
husband is, with William being a Duke and Charles only being an Earl.  He wanted to talk 
matters of politics, though he let me listen in and I even contributed to the conversation a few 
times.  Charles didn’t like this; he believes that because I’m a woman, I should stay out of 
political affairs, but he’s only jealous because I have better ideas than he does.  William doesn’t 
seem to mind at all – in fact, he seemed grateful for my input.  Perhaps Charles really doesn’t 
understand me.  
 
 
12th May 1811  
 
William visits me in the gardens most nights now.  We have such pleasant conversations, and 
he is entirely different from Charles.  I wouldn’t say Charles has a short temper, but he can 
certainly get extremely angry.  Whereas William never shouts.  The time I’d seen Charles get 
the most furious was when I’d told him that I didn’t want children.  This wasn’t the whole truth, 
as I do want children to carry on my legacy.  The problem is, I can’t what with being immortal.  
He didn’t speak to me for a week, and he pesters me about it daily.  William would never do 
such a thing.  
 
 
15th July 1812  
 



I have never done anything sinful before, though my emotions have betrayed me.  I am in love 
with two men, both Charles and William.  No longer do I believe in fate; I am too much in 
love and I didn’t even choose that option.  Perhaps I accidently chose love and I’ll never see 
another spring.  But I am certain that I’m in love with William.  Maybe I love him even more 
than I love my husband.  
 
 
21st April 1813  
 
I survived though spring, though I haven’t seen William in weeks.  I’ve sent him letters, but I 
haven’t heard anything back, so today I travelled to his home.  The servants said they haven’t 
seen him in weeks either, and I’m starting to worry.  
 
 
23rd April 1813 
 
Today was the most terrible day I have ever had to live.  Charles came to me with a saddened 
look on his face and said: “My love, our dear friend William Jones has been found dead.  I’m 
so sorry.”  
I sobbed and screamed until my throat felt dry, though I probably shouldn’t have acted as 
upset as I did.  
“I know he meant a lot to you,” Charles muttered as he walked out of the door.  
 
 
23rd April 1814 
 
A year has passed since William died.  They determined that he had a terrible illness and was 
confined to his chambers for weeks before he passed.  It occurred to me that the servants 
should have known that he was dead when I went to visit, but I pushed the thought out of my 
mind.  However, it soon came back to me when Charles gave his theory of what happened.  
“I believe Charles was murdered,” he said confidently as he strutted towards me.  
“How could you think such an awful thing?”  I demanded.  
“It makes sense, Catherine.”  He put his mug of tea down on the table and placed a gentle 
hand on my shoulder “if you need support, I’m sure we can get someone to help you in    
secret-” 
“Support?”  I drew back in horror, “whyever would I need support?”  
“He was dead for weeks in that bed, and you know it!”  
Fresh tears gathered in my eyes “how do you know that?”  
He took a large step back “I saw you slip something in his tea.  I assume it was poison.”  
I didn’t even deny it.  I just waited.  One, two, three; Charles fell to the ground after his last sip 
of tea.  
 
 
 
 
15th May 1815 



 
After Charles died, I moved into a palace filled with nothing but luxury.  Everybody listens to 
me, and nobody dares go against anything I say.  It’s overwhelming, though it’s nice not be told 
what to do for once.  I did love Charles, and William at first.  I really did.  
 
 
3rd February 1816  
 
The king of Osmariat asked me to be his wife today.  He says that I need a husband so that 
people don’t think I’m insane after Charles’ death, but I’m sure they would get over their king 
being gone after I get the throne.  
 
 
29th November 1817 
 
I attended the king’s funeral today – it was awfully sad, and it reminded me of William.  He 
was a lovely gentleman, so was Charles.  I did love them both, when I was young and naïve and 
thought that I could have both love and power, though I couldn’t have the latter while they 
were both still around.  Besides, you can never discuss plans to kill your husband and another 
noble gentleman in your diary – you never know what nosy maid may find it.  
But love is something that I’ve never truly understood anyway.  It corrupts people’s hearts, 
whereas power corrupts the head.  It hasn’t quite got to my head yet.  I’m perfectly in control, 
just how I’ve always wanted it to be.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 


