
JOURNAL ONE: 

1st September. 2010. 

Dear Diary, 

Doctor Watkins suggested I do this, writing to myself. In several letters, 
diary entries, anything. Either every day, every week, or snippets of a 
year. He wants me to reach out to my inner soul. He thinks pouring my 
heart and soul onto paper is the best thing for me. Is it really? Hello. My 
name’s Angel, and this is going to be the diary of a lonely girl. 

School’s starting in a few days, and my mind is telling me no. My brain is 
my alter-ego; no, Angel, stay at home, you’ll get hurt. I hate school. It’s the 
worst place ever. I’m so lonely. But, as the doctor suggests, I’ve got to do 
it. I have no choice. My dad doesn’t want to believe anything’s wrong 
with me, but that’s okay. Breathe in, breathe out. I’ll be okay. 

love you mum,  

angel x. 

 

 

JOURNAL TWO: 

20th August. 2011. 

Dear Diary, 

It’s almost been a year, and I’ve written every week. It doesn’t help me, 
but he thinks it’s a way of clearing my mind. It’s my birthday in eight 
days, but I’m not celebrating it. I want to stay in bed, sleep, and sleep. 
Oh god, I’m going crazy. My entire body hurts, and the voices. They’re 
getting louder and louder. Seeping into my brain. Prying into my 
important thoughts and memories. My dad doesn’t care, he’s always out 
with his new girlfriend. Of course, he’s out with his new girlfriend. 

After mom died, it was the end. But I’m not ready to talk about her. I 
don’t think I ever really will be. Breathe in, breathe out. You’ve got this. 
Oh, my life, stupid breathing exercises. I hate being lonely. I love you 
mum. 

angel x. 
JOURNAL THREE: 

5th July. 2012. 

Dear Diary, 



Another day, another entry. I started my third journal today, and I 
decided to decorate the cover. I may aswell commit to it. It seems to be 
a journal a year, which makes sense. Laugh, ha-ha. Not funny. School is 
tearing me open. People tripping me up, ripping up my homework. I’m so 
lonely. I guess these entries fit that, the lonely girl. I have an 
appointment with Doctor Watkins on the 10th. I requested an 
appointment, and my dad agrees. He finally thinks I’m a psycho. Two 
years later and he wants the doctor to find something wrong with me. 

I keep screaming at him, get out get out get out. But his girlfriend did 
unspeakable things to me, “that’s not the way you speak to your loving 
father.” Yeah, loving alright. I’m so tired. so, so tired. Help me, mum, help 
me please. 

I love you mum, 

angel x. 
 

 

JOURNAL FOUR: 

13th November. 2013. 

Dear Diary, 

After a year of continuous back and forth appointments with a stupid 
doctor, and a stupid therapist, I am now on medication. Woah. Anxiety, 
tick. Depression, tick. Stuff to get rid of the voices, the shakes, the 
loneliness, tick. I’m border-lining a psychotic break. I need help, I need 
my mom. Please, mom. 

angel x. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JOURNAL FIVE: 

7th June. 2014. 



Dear Diary, 

I haven’t eaten since yesterday. Dad forgot about me, but I’m not very 
hungry anyway. It’s so hard. The pills just make me numb. School is a 
drag. Assignments after assignments. I’m leaving this short, but I’m 
doing this for you, mum.  

Love you, 

angel x. 
 

JOURNAL SIX: 

19th January. 2015. 

Dear Diary, 

I’m ready. I’m ready to talk about my mother. But only here. 

She was brave, utterly fearless. She always protected me, loved me. Kept 
me safe. I remember once, oh god I’m laughing, I was around six or 
seven. It was the first day I rode my bike without my stables. And it was 
the best memory I still have, the only memory not taken from this thing. 
She cheered, she clapped. It was amazing. The wind blowing back my 
hair, whipping against my ears. And I smiled, I smiled so bright. And I was 
going and gliding and –  

I fell. Knees colliding with concrete. Cries escaping my throat. Happiness 
draining out of my heart. And she rushed and rushed until she reached 
me. Tear drops stain the paper, they always do. She held me in a mother’s 
embrace, rocking, shushing. She kissed my tears away, one after another. 
She told me to breathe, “You are okay baby, just a scrape, shh.” And she was 
right, she was always right. She leant down, her dark brown locks 
brushing against my shoulder. A chaste kiss against my knee, “A magic 
kiss makes the pain go away.” And I believed her. 

Her magical kisses made the moon shine bright, and the sun even 
brighter, she made me feel better. And her smile was always the greatest 
thing on earth. I love you mum. I love you so much. 

angel x. 
 

 

JOURNAL SEVEN: 

31st October. 2016. 



Dear Diary, 

It’s Halloween and dad’s out. I took extra medicine because of all the 
kids scaring me and – 

The people at school egging my house. I can hear the shells hitting the 
bricks, sliding down the windows. The constant ringing of the doorbell. 
Ring, ring, ring. Remember the last time we went trick or treating, mom? 

angel x. 

 

 

JOURNAL EIGHT: 

21st February. 2017. 

Dear Diary, 

Help. I need so much help. I’m crying, and screaming, and everything. 
Screw these journals. They’re so stupid. Tears always stain through paper, 
tears are useless. 

 

JOURNAL NINE: 

25th December. 2020. 

Dear Diary, 

Merry Christmas, mum. I’m getting better now, finally. I changed 
therapists, Doctor Watkins always asked too many questions. She 
reminds me of you. Long brown hair. Her name’s Elizabeth Gilbert. She 
always listens to my problems, understanding why I feel the way I do. 
And even when I don’t know why I feel things, she never pushes. We sit 
on the sofa, leaning back into the plush leather. Talking and talking. 
Even if it’s about her own experiences. And I should’ve kept writing in 
these journals. I bought a brand new one, and I’m starting from scratch. 
Elizabeth thinks writing to you is a good idea, and so do I. She convinced 
me to move away from dad, mom. 

And I did. I moved to that flat you always wanted, and it’s beautiful. I 
moved on the day you died. I got together with some new friends, and 
we ate some cake. In your name, mom. 

God Mom, I love you. Be safe in heaven.  

the tears aren’t useless anymore, they’re a journey. 

Angel Mooney x.  


