
The diary Of Dahlia Bennet 

 

 

Dear diary,                                                                                        

 1st January 1714 

I am in love!! 

I met him just last week! 

His name is Roberto Del Rayo. He is a sailor from Spain! Well, when I say 
sailor, what I really mean is he is a pirate!! How romantic is that! 

He sails all around the seven seas, seeing different countries and 
cultures! How very different than my life that is! I stay at home all day, 
stuck in the confines of my home.  

I want to see the world! I want to travel! I want an adventure! 

Mother and father wont be happy, but it can be my secret, right? 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

Dear Diary, 

3rd January 1715 

What a turn my life has taken. I met my soulmate a year ago and just 
as we made plans to be together, mother and father have arranged me 
to be married to another man! I am completely enraged! I do not want 
to marry someone else! I have found my true love! I will not let this 
arrangement come between me and my dear Roberto. I will meet him 
in our usual spot down by the docks, and we shall make a plan, to run 
away together, to see the world! 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

Dear Diary 

6th February 1716 

We did it! I ran away with him, leaving only a note to explain my 
absence. I told my dear family not to worry- I am safe! 



Thank god I did not have to marry that horrid man my parents 
arranged for me. It makes me shudder thinking about it. I could never 
be happy with him, living in a house and never leaving. I need to 
explore, to see the world!! My Roberto is the only person who can show me 
the greatest gift- the gift of freedom!  

We are currently on the border of France, on the way to Roberto’s home 
country- Spain! 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

Dear Diary 

18th June 1717 

This is possibly the happiest day of my life!! 

Roberto and I tied the knot in the sacrament of matrimony! We are 
married! We got married in a quaint little church in Spain. It was the 
most beautiful wedding, the type I’ve only dreamed about! 

Tonight as a treat we are spending a night in a inn, before we set sail 
again. this life I’m living, of adventure and excitement, exceeds all my 
expectations! I’m living the life of a heroine from a great adventure 
novel! I am living my dream. 

If only my family could see me now. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
 

Dear Diary 

21st November 1718 

Our family is almost complete. 

I am pregnant with our first child! 

Roberto was apprehensive at first and thinks that he isn’t fit to be a 
father yet. I reassured him that no one else could be better. 

 We are taking a break from sailing, as in my condition it isn’t wise. We 
are going to be staying with Roberto’s mother, who couldn’t be more 
delighted to be a grandmother! Although I love Roberto’s mother, my 
dear mother in law, I do miss my own mother terribly.it has been a 
little more than 4 years since I saw my family last. 



After the baby is born, we shall set sail back to England, to my family. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Dear diary 

19th August 1719 

Our baby was born just last week! 

It’s a girl! We have decided to name her Camille Elizabeth, Camille 
after Roberto’s mother, and Elizabeth after my own mother. 

We are going to wait a few months, until our daughter is old enough to 
travel, to bring her to see our other family. I myself, am nervous to see 
my parents again. it has been around 5 years and they have heard 
nothing about me. They don’t even know I am married! I’m sure it will 
be a lovely surprise, if not a shock to see their new granddaughter. 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

Dear diary, 

31st December 1720 

My hands are trembling as I write this.  

I visited my family just two days ago and I have been in agony ever 
since. To say they were unwelcoming would be putting it kindly. 

It went terrible. My old maid burst into tears upon seeing me, my 
husband and my baby. She informed my mother of my arrival 
(sobbing!)  and let me know that my father was not present. My mother 
rushed out and when she saw us she went as pale as a sheet and 
screamed obscenities at my husband. She tried to grab me in and saw 
the baby. She started saying extremely vulgar things about our 
marriage and our child. 

We left as soon as we could. 

How could she be this cruel? 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 



 

Dear diary 

5th January 1721 

My mother and father are  EVIL! They do not care one little bit about 
me! They are despicable! Father has somehow discovered that Roberto is  
not a trader but in fact a pirate! I do not know how he found out, but 
he has surrendered Roberto to the authorities! 

 I want to scream and scream! My poor Roberto, locked in that cell. I 
almost fainted when they brought up that he may be getting the death 
sentence! I threw myself at father and begged him to prevent it.  

I cried and cried and so did darling Camille. Father did not care one 
bit about my pleas. He cares even less for Camille, even though she is his 
only granddaughter he says that her father is a criminal and he will 
not claim her as his own flesh and blood! I will go down to the 
authorities and make my plea tomorrow!  

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

Dear diary 

17th January 1722 

There is a hole in my heart. 

There is an endless abyss inside of me, a deep cracked chasm that can 
never be healed. 

Today it has been one year since the love of my life was executed. 

Nobody listened to me . no one cared about my begging. No one cared 
about Camille losing her father and me losing my husband. 

He was trialled and found guilty of being a pirate. 

I have lost the energy and will to do simple things. 

I have moved in with Roberto’s mother. 

I am never going back to that excuse of  a family. 

I hate them. 

 



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Dear diary 

12th August  1723 

It is Camille’s  fourth birthday today. 

I bought her a nice dress. 

Yellow… 

The colour Roberto loved most. 

Its been a year and I still feel as if I am broken. 

I am struggling to keep my head above the tide. 

Camille is my life buoy, she keeps me floating. 

She looks so much like her father. 

My Roberto. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


