Examples for a diary entry from Jim (Street Child)
Dear Diary,
Today was a bad day. Not just a bad day, a terrible, horrible, very bad day. Let me tell you how this appalling day went…
It all started when the slimy, sour Stickman stormed in at the crack of dawn insisting on our money. We just couldn’t afford living there anymore. Before we knew it, we were booted out into the sickening streets with our dinky bundles of belongings. Confusion shot into my ear and oozed out with my hope for a blissful life. I looked back at the vulgar slums that I had called home for the past year. We walked for what seemed like forever, watching how the streets gradually transformed into magnificent, spaced out houses. All miraculously grand. We came to a stop. Ma quickly sank to her knees, leaning against a dimly lit lamp post. Above her loomed a ghostly house with what looked like a ravenous dog, which turned out to be a boot scraper, sitting obediently beside the ghost house. It was probably wanting to rip of someone’s foot and swallow it whole! Ma trundled wearily up to the door and knocked slowly; the door opened …
To my surprise, a large lady burst excitedly though the door (She looked like a flower girl or should I say a flour girl as she was covered in flour). She spotted that Ma was as white as her (without the flour). Rosie mentioned that THE WORKHOUSE was the only place to go. Since that moment, that word has been ringing violently against my poor ears. All of a sudden, we heard the penetrating echo of someone going down the creaky steps and before we could hide, a boot stopped us. I felt so apprehensive when it happened that I didn’t know what to do. Ma was about to tell the Housekeeper (Judd) that she was just here to say hello but Judd was watching Emily like a hawk kneading the bread. It was like a tense chariot race and everyone was watching it in complete silence. Judd eventually broke the silence asking if Emily had a competence for cooking and she reluctantly agreed she could stay in the Lordship’s house.  Rosie begged Judd to let Lizzie stay until the morning when she would escort Lizzie along to the next village. Seconds later, the two women left the room and an eerie silence flooded into the room. My heart had already broken into pieces. One part went along time ago with father, what was left went doubting the chance of Ma and I having a bed for tonight. A final piece of my heart was following Lizzie and Emily. Before I could even say ‘God Bless,’ Ma hurried me outside into the light of the day. The light had almost blinded me because it seemed everything had been so dull and murky. The streets greeted us with a sinister silence that sent a chill down my spine. We continued to walk and Ma was beginning to struggle now. Soon the sky changed colour and all light was beginning to fade. What is going to happen to us?
So here I am – I can’t sleep because of the heart wrenching sounds of Ma breathing uneasily, and the cold, icy streets around me. I am even too frightened to cry. Will I ever meet my sisters again? Until next time my beloved Diary.
Written by Hollie Phelan (5M)
Dear Diary,
Today has been a devastating and exhausting day and it has left me heart broken. If only we didn’t get thrown out of our house. I will never forget this tragic day because sadly my family got split up. Will I ever see them again? Let me tell you how my day unfolded.
It all start when the sinister Stickman (Mr Spink) booted us out onto the sludgy streets all for rent reasons. So the four of us (Lizzie, Emily, Ma and of course me, Jim) started to walk to the quieter part of town where the buildings were colossal and wide. Once we had got there, one building (specifically the one with a parrot held captive on a dented cage and an iron dog head with sharp teeth) caught our eyes and that was where we were going. Ma knocked on the door.  We then heard rapid footsteps. Who was on the other side?
Two seconds later, the door flung open. I felt nervous but luckily she recognised Ma (I think her name was Rosie). I was extremely relieved that nothing bad had happened. Rosie, who was covered in baking flour on her apron, kindly let us into the tall, white house for cooking.  Suddenly, Ma mentioned something about the workhouse – the most traumatising place on earth ever! When she came in, Rosie noticed that Ma’s face was as pale as the snow falling and we were homeless. As soon as we struggled in, there was a humongous breath of heat, which brushed our faces and bodies; it was luxury and so pleasant. After a little chat with Rosie, we all heard loud thuds coming down the rickety stairs. Swiftly, we scurried under the table hiding in fear. She then started to drag us out demanding sternly for us to get out of the house in case his lordship (by the way her name was Judd) came in and find them all. A second later, there was an eerie silence upon us. We were fixated on Emily. She was kneading the dough – it was like Emily was performing a magic trick! Suddenly Judd spoke and complimented her baking skills. She then let her stay in the lordship’s house-hold but after that Ma asked if little Lizzie could stay too but unfortunately the answer was no. This sadly meant that she would have to go to another house but was allowed to stay just the night. So I went to hug her. Before I could move, Ma grabbed me into the coldness and out of the giant door. Soon after that, a cold, icy snowflake fell upon my cheek. I had finally just about been shocked back into the horribleness they call life. Because of the silence, all I heard was Ma’s breath rattling and her bones bending inside of her body whilst she was walking me through the sludgy streets. Could her life be nearing the end? Where were we going next?
So here I am in a long, gloomy and misty alleyway and struggling to sleep. The only things I can hear are Ma’s breath rattling, rats scavenging in the trash and ravenous hounds howling in the night. Are we going to starve? Are we going to have to go to the Workhouse? Are we going to survive the horrific streets of London? Hopefully I’ll see you next time.
Jim Jarvis signing out – possibly for the last time.
Written by Matt Fisher (5D)
Dear Diary,
Today my world feels turned upside down; living in the workhouse is worse than expected. The cold, hissing wind blowing through the crevices in this building awaken me every dawn; I try to wrap the hard, ragged, itchy blanket around me but it will not reach and it is full of holes (it is better than some though).
Slowly and silently, I join the regimental line of innocuous, groggy boys, waiting to march to the yard where we will wash. Ha! Wash? With freezing water in the open air, in front of everyone, feeling embarrassed and ashamed but ready for the first meal of the day.
For breakfast we had bread and tea (it is not filling enough). We go to school with empty stomachs. Whilst choosing someone to read, the class teacher Mr Sissons spotted somebody not sitting straight and whipped them on their back; the crack echoed around the room. The boy was crying, disturbing the silence but when he stopped it came back. Until a ginormous creak; Mr Sissons woke up with a start, the wind was causing the dilapidated roof to creak. Then he shouted “you!” at me; I could feel my heart thumping against my chest and I felt light headed, however I was not in trouble. It was the boy next to me; he was a couple of years older, he got the whip too (it is horrible watching it happen). Then the bell for lunch rang.
For lunch we had boiled meat and more bread. (It was our biggest meal of the day). While I was eating my meat a boy that looked fifteen stole my bread; so I ate the rest fast. Well, after that I always eat my food fast. Unfortunately, after lunch we had to do work- some children go to the mines, some go to sweep and everyone else goes to tidy the hall. I was chosen to go to the mines- it was horrible, just digging and digging for coal. After what felt like for ever we were told to go back to the workhouse. I felt so dirty I had mud and sweat on me.
Joseph, a kind old man took everyone to the pump to be washed again. The water was freezing; I was first but we had to wait for Joseph to take us in. By the time the last person had finished I felt like an ice sculpture- I couldn’t move.
We had arithmetic after that. (Mr Sissons taught it- he teaches everything). I thought he was a grim, cruel and formidable man. Whilst Mr Sissons was droning on, it gave me time to resume thinking about escaping. Should I? This work house is wretched and horrible; it is disgusting how they treat children. Where would I go? Will I find Emily and Lizzie?
For dinner we had more bread but we had cheese as well. The cheese tasted and smelt awful- it was revolting. Each day we get a clump of bread to last us for the day but other boys steal it from each other. Whilst eating dinner Mr Sissons was reading the Bible out loud, occasionally peering over the top of the book to catch a boy eating like a pig and forcing them to eat from the trough.
After dinner, we were sent to our rooms to sleep. Nobody ever slept, throughout the night you could only hear the snuffling and weeping of depressed, hurt boys; in the middle of the night a lady came round to check on us- that is when the whimpering and blubbering stops.  When she reached me she held the candle down by my head; I could feel the heat of the candle against my face. After reaching the last boy she tip-toed out of the room but it didn’t help the room stay quiet as the floor boards and the door creaked. As soon as she exited the boys were crying again, this time me too.
I miss Emily, Lizzie and Ma and I don’t know how to escape or how to get back to Lizzie or Emily. I’m scared that we will have to all go back to the work house if I escape and they find me.
It was hard to sleep. The wind was making the distorted roof shake and creak. It was such a racket. Every one else seemed to not hear it and fell asleep. But I couldn’t. I was tossing and turning all night.
Written by Izzy, St Clare’s Catholic Primary School.
