Diary Entry of Poet, Victor Edwards						
April 19th, 1824
My dearest and most reliable companion, putting pen to paper,
I must release these thoughts upon something solid, or else they will consume me. I have fallen maddeningly and inexplicably in love. My most lovely Lady Annabelle, a woman of nobility, a lady of the utmost perfection, of purity and grace. She is my greatest muse, and my most unquenchable desire. My poor heart cries to be in the very same room as she, if only so it can aspire to be pressed breast to breast, so it may beat in time with hers.
This very office of my father’s inherited farmhouse spins with my o’erwhelming desire for her.
We were introduced by my truest and oldest friend from boyhood, Sir Thomas Fairchild, as thanks to his work at a wealthy lord’s side, received an invitation to a most extravagant ball, in which my Lady Annabelle was in attendance. There she was! Stood amidst a sea of sparkling diamonds where she did shine equally as bright. I am sure I looked a fool, clothed in my father’s finest suit, which in comparison to the cloths and silks adorned by the wealthy gentlemen and my dear friend, made me appear as if I were a hag dragged in through the garden’s hedges. But she was a sight to behold! Draped in dazzling jewels, her palms clasped tightly as she beamed at the ocean of women around her moving in tune with the orchestra’s crescendo. She did cast her glance, so enthralled, at those women and men who pranced like elegant fools. If only I knew the very steps she tapped her dainty slipper to! Then perhaps I could have left my signature upon her dancing card, then perhaps I could have approached her. I would have filled every slot, danced every foolish dance, until I could not stand any longer. I would have gone home that very night and pleaded with my mother for her ring. Then I would have taken it to Lady Annabelle’s father, pleaded with him for acceptance and taken her as my bride that very night. But I could not. I am but a simple man. I am a man with no money, no prospects or title. I am Victor Edwards, son of Hugo and Elizabeth Edwards, a gambling addict and a barmaid who sold all our farm’s land and the animals with it, to dig us out of the hole my father put us in, which as you know my dear friend, left me with only what was left of his debt, and his house. A house that could never be worthy of the Lady Annabelle. She is far too fine a woman for a hovel like that. For an ogre like me, a man scraping the very lowest of the acceptable classes. Every penny I earn from my writings goes into the pockets of those my father owed, or the wine drink I must take to forget the rest.
Your faithful friend,
Victor.


Unsent Letter of Correspondence from the Victor Edwards to Lady Annabelle Ailsbury
April 21st 1824
Dearest Annabelle,
I am writing to you to introduce myself. I am sure I am not worthy of your attention, or even a bare glance from your beautiful gaze. But I felt I must write this. I was so entranced by you upon our introduction by my friend, Sir Thomas Fairchild, that I felt I must contact you again.
My heart does dance at the thought of you reading this, of knowing how I long for you. My ribs are the stage for where my heart does dance. It leaps and bounds. Indeed I feel it fly to the heavens themselves when my mind wanders to you.
I came across your father in town today. He had come to collect some shoes that had been held under his name at the cobbler’s shop, I heard them conversing with the shopkeeper when I had come in to have my own shoes repaired. He was tall, and broad-chested with chestnut brown hair and streaks of silver mocking his temples. He resembled you in the nose, and the chin. I do not mean to say you appear roguish, but though your father has left an impression upon your appearance. Oh it must have been him! He was dressed so smartly and was of such proud bearing!
But I did not speak to him, I must say I was not sure he would humour me. He seemed a very serious gentlemen.
But to reframe, I wish to express to you my most heartfelt affections through my pen! Here I attach a sonnet devoted to you, my dearest Annabelle-
Yours Sincerely,
Victor Edwards.

Sonnet to Lady Annabelle
By Victor Edwards.

I look upon these barren moors of mine,
Infertile soil, that yearns but never had,
As long as my heart beats, it shall be thine,
Though it may send this lustful organ mad.

And though with every breath we take apart,
My dearest Annabelle, O fullest agony!
If only there were a god to match thy heart,
I would compare thee always to divinity,

Your smile, so sweet, makes sour this draft of wine,
Your eyes, so bright, make dull of sunny beams,
Oh Annabelle! My love, no- never mine!
My sleep is caught entangled with thy dreams.

My love shall never be enough for thee,
But for as long as I am - it shall be!
…

Diary entry of Victor Edwards
May 8th, 1824
Oh Annabelle! I am equal parts misery and ecstasy! My heart pounds so hard to think of you, I fear it will leap from my chest and kill me- it beats to your name A-nna-belle- it is maddening how much you affect me but you do not know of my existence- of my utter devotion to you!
I shall vow here- within these forgotten pages, ones you shall never know exist- that I shall never love another woman the way that I love thee!
Every word I write, every poem I build, every world that comes from me- it shall be yours, it comes in favour of you!

Diary entry of Victor Edwards
June 14th, 1824
O- my ecstasy infiltrates my every thought! I cannot help but think of my Annabelle in all her beauty! I have pages upon pages of poems I could sell now! I will be rich! I will be worthy of her affections! Here I must celebrate with a drink!

Unfinished letter of correspondence from Victor Edwards to Lady Annabelle Ailsbury
June 16th, 1824
Here I write a poem for you, dear Annabelle,
Your soft green eyes-
Green…
Perhaps they were more blue
Or-
I cannot quite recall…
I am not sure I ever knew

Diary entry of Victor Edwards
June 18th, 1824
I fear I have fooled myself. I had balanced all my hope upon my skill with my pen, but I was a blasted idiot. Upon receiving my rejection from three of London’s publishing houses, I fear I must accept my failure and accept my fate of misery. Perhaps I shall find my answers within this most foul bottle of wine.

Diary entry of Victor Edwards
July 1st, 1824
I once again feel euphoric, the days are pleasant, the birds chirp to their morning tunes! Those days of darkness shall never return. I will never again feel that sadness that swallowed me almost whole. I spent days drinking myself to sleep, clinging to a bottle like a babe. But again I am in throws of joy, not wallowing in my misery. I must keep writing- I must keep trying, for I have skill and passion, and I have my muse, Lady Annabelle.
I must write, so I can earn her love.

Letter from Sir Thomas Fairchild to Victor Edwards
August 12th, 1824
Dear Victor,
I hope you are keeping well my friend! How have you been since the ball? Oh it was a most successful ball indeed! I made introductions to many new clients and made upon them a brilliant impression, and I hear it was a very successful ball for several of the young men and women as well, which does include the illustrious Lady we briefly spoke to upon our arrival! You will have to visit me again very soon- I have many an invitation to similar balls, perhaps we shall meet some lovely servant ladies to keep us entertained- I must say, though extravagant and magnificent in aiding me business wise, the dance was rather a snore. What is a dance without dancing skill!
I hope to see you soon my friend,
Yours sincerely,
Thomas.

Letter of Correspondence from Victor Edwards to Sir Thomas Fairchild
August 30th, 1824
Dear Thomas,
I am in sullen spirits. The days have again grown gloomy- the mornings dull and grey! Is it true that my lovely Lady Annabelle- the object of all my most heartfelt affections- is to be wed?
My chest does burn, my heart does cry! It is most foul agony that rages within me- O to think she is to be married! My dearest Thomas, I give you here a poem that expresses my utmost heartbreak!

Mad Man’s Lament
By Victor Edwards

I shut my eyes and there you are,
Behind closed lids, you slip away,
So near, so dear, so painfully far.

I shut you out, door left ajar-
Once luscious moors, now foul and grey
I shut my eyes and there you are,

Loving you is to love a distant star-
So out of reach, fading everyday,
So near, so dear, so painfully far.

You have my heart, embalmed in a jar,
Though he has taken you away,
I shut my eyes and there you are!

My love will live on even from afar,
O, what depths of agony I say!
So near, so dear, so painfully far.

Now nothing left, my heart a scar,
But within me, you forever stay,
I shut my eyes and there you are,
So near, so dear, so painfully far.

Response to Above, sent from Sir Thomas Fairchild
September 7th, 1824
Dear Victor,
Is it the lady Annabelle Ailsbury of which you speak? I had not known the two of you to be in correspondence, let alone had an understanding between you! Oh my dear friend, my most deepest condolences are with you at her betrayal! What a wretched woman to hurt you so! I am truly sorry my dear friend. I shall come henceforth to your farmhouse and bring plenty of drink to share!
But dear friend, do not allow this tragedy to drown you in your own despair. I do remember the agony you suffered at your mother’s death. You were inconsolable! and I believe it sits with you still - a most unwanted acquaintance! You were almost lost to your grief then, I do not wish that for you now. You shall recover, if only through your writing. Put your pen to paper still, as I know it shall be more comfort to you than I could ever provide! Let this agony inspire you still, let this grief push you forward, my friend. Do not let it drown you!
I will come to see you at your convenience.
Kindest regards,
Your most dear and true friend,
Thomas.

Letter of correspondence from Sir Thomas Fairchild to Victor Edwards
September 11th, 1824
Dear Victor,
I worry for your mind.
I have not heard of you since your most recent letter lamenting he loss of Lady Annabelle. I shall come to see you, if only you will tell me when you wish for me to come! Dear friend, I beg of you to send for me. I shall come if you need me, I shall come even if you don’t! Please, my friend, I ask you merely to respond so I can only know you breathe still.
Please.
Regards,
Thomas.

Letter of correspondence from Sir Thomas Fairchild to Victor Edwards
September 15th, 1824
Dear Victor,
I wish you would respond if only so I can know that you live!
I shall come to your farmhouse if I do not hear from you within the week.
Regards,
Thomas.

Letter from Sir Thomas Fairchild to Victor Edwards
September 20th, 1824
Dear Victor,
I am coming to you.
Thomas.

Diary entry of Sir Thomas Fairchild upon his visit to the home of Victor Edwards
September 25th, 1824
I fear he is lost to his mind.
Upon arriving I noted a stillness to his home that had never been before. There is usually a life behind the curtains, quiet and sullen, but there, a usual flickering of candlelight, or a small chatter from an open window as he mumbles to himself. But on this night, there was nothing. I feared him dead. I hurried to his door, and when I grabbed for the handle, it creaked open. It was not locked, an unusual thing for Victor, as he fears the debt settlers who would come for him. But the door just drifted open before me. There was silence within. I feared my candle would flicker out inside and I would be left in the dark of his home, alone. But then! A fearful racket came from his bedroom. Hark! He was alive! I rushed towards the noise, only to find my friend. But I am still unsure it was entirely him. He was possessed with the most rabid and fearful of spirits. His eyes were wild and black, they did not appear to see me at all.
‘Victor! It is Thomas, your friend, I have come to aid you!’ I shouted, but my voice only seemed to be swallowed by the silence.
I stepped closer only to see him more clearly. He clutched a bottle to his side, like a mother afraid of losing her child to a crowd. He whispered words nonsensical, muttering and mumbling. I stood utterly still, afraid he was a rabid dog, prepared to pounce if I were to make a move.
‘Victor?’ I tried again.
His head snapped toward me, in a manner most animalistic. It frightened me.
I had never seen him in such a state before! He was mad, and I was most afraid.
‘They took her, Tom!’ he hissed, lifting his wine bottle again to his lips. I tried to approach, only to startle him into grasping the bottle tighter.
‘They have taken who, Victor?’ I asked him.
‘Her! My Annabelle!’ he screamed, lunging his palms at the wall, disregarding the bottle he was so protective over only moments ago.
He smoothed his hands over the brick of his bedroom wall like a caress, as if he were stroking his hands so crudely over skin. Upon moving my lamplight closer, I could see etchings, and charcoal, all over his fingers, smudged all over the wall, in maddening chicken scratches, hatches and lines. The shadows almost formed the mangled face of a woman. The face was drooped and the eyes too wide, the mouth agape and unhinged. For certain, it resembled a woman, but only one recently deformed.
Victor moved his hands again towards it as though in worship, mumbling Annabelle’s name over and over again, crying like a dog, whimpering for its lost owner. It was almost pitiful the state which had taken my friend. If I had not known him, I would have sent him to a madhouse, but I knew Victor well and loved him dearly. I knew this madness was only temporary, it was only a partial lunacy, and he would once again be himself soon.
Gathering my courage, I placed the lantern down, and cautiously approached him.
‘Victor, my friend, no one has taken Annabelle, she is but down the road a moment!’ I lied.
He looked almost hopeful, his eyes brimming with joy, and a fraction of suspicion.
‘She is? But I never sent her my letters,’ he mumbled, looking down at himself, brushing his hands down his shirt, wiping charcoal amongst the various red stains.
‘She is to come henceforth, dear Victor, and she must not see you in such a state.’
I pressed a hand upon his shoulder, and his shoulders sagged, though his hands twitched.
‘Come, we shall put you to bed and you shall be well again by morning.’
I led him to his bed, where bottles were scattered and papers were crumpled across the strewn sheets.
‘Annabelle shall be here by morning? She shall be here when I arise?’
‘Yes, my friend. She will be here when you awake, but you must be in your normal spirits to receive her. Sleep.’
And he did just that.

Diary Entry of Victor Edwards
September 10th, 1824
It has been long since receiving the news of Annabelle’s marriage, though I do not know how long. I have fallen into the most sunken state of foul misery. The sun rises and falls without ever touching my skin. I pass my days lamenting my losses, writing my misery into the scraps and pages I have left, though none of it worthy of publication, it only exaggerates my utter misery and isolation.
I spend my days in darkness, lit only by a candlelight by which to see my pen’s scratchings.
I thought these days had seen their end. I believed that I would never again feel this hideous misery.
Thomas has written to me, though I find I cannot gather myself enough to read his letter. He is a kind man though-
I see something here.
I see it stalking me from the window. A shadow- a frightful, lean, hideous figure- looming there! It is watching me!
It only moves in bursts- like a blink it lurches forward toward me- it has come for me! O most foul spirits of misery have come to drag me down to Hell!
It whispers to me- it’s hideous voice, a twisted, warped, familiar thing that pierces my ears, leaving a ringing sound so alarmingly stark it sends me dizzy! O! I may faint with fear!
‘Victoooorr…’ it whistles, dragging my name like a knife across stones, calling me to its fearful clutches.
No- no, good heavens! What is this beast that drugs me so!
I must hasten to shut the doors and windows! I cannot let it inside. It comes for me now.
I hear it calling me still, from behind the glass, its fingers scratch my windows.
The pages on which I write splatter with blood drawn from the tips of my fingers, though I do not feel anything beside numbness within me! My fingers bleed- from the pen, from the glass or the tricks of this foul beast I do not know!
I must hasten to sleep so it cannot find me-

Diary entry of Victor Edwards
September 15th, 1824
It stalks me still.
It wants me to write it into existence, to create this foul beast into something true and living.
I cannot- I cannot spell its name, or the way its eyes watch me through the glass. It will only bring this hideous being to life, draw it from my mind and onto these pages, it will make it real.
I feel its fingers twist around my neck- though I have not let it in. I must board up the windows, I will barricade the door. I will not let it in.

Diary entry of Victor Edwards
September 18th, 1824
It circled me closer now. I feel it on my skin, I feel it calling me. It speaks to me.
It tells me secrets I should never wish to know, it tells me how the stars call for me to return! It has come to help me search for the planets so the gods may again find their home! Oh the stars so distant so near so dear- so painfully far!
Oh Annabelle I wish you were here with me, so I could ground myself within the roots of this cold, frosted earth. I wish I could sit with you to watch the tulips return- if only my Persephone would return to me for I am Demeter! And Hades has taken my precious from me so spring shall never again come! I will never see the next spring bloom, I will never watch the sun’s chariot ride past again! For I am trapped under the light of lunacy!
I must find it for it has taken my Persephone!

Diary entry of Sir Thomas Fairchild
September 26th, 1824
He sleeps still.
After his fit, I put him into his bed, where he has not moved from in almost an entire day.
When the sun rose, I came to see the full destruction of his home. Every wall is scratched with images of a woman’s figure, some dancing, some simple silhouettes, others so disfigured they barely resemble anything at all, but a gangly, gnarled monster. The windows he had hammered wooden panels into, only small streams of sunlight could peak through. Sheets torn, bloody and strewn across his bed. And himself- he was in such a state I feared infection for him. His fingers are bloody and raw, blackened with charcoal. His face is pale, cheeks hollow, his eyes sunken into his skull. His mind is killing him. It drains his life like some long fanged creature feasts on his blood.
I am in the most sunken mood. I am afraid I do not know how I am to help my friend. His mind torments him so. His heart leads him somewhere he cannot follow, to this Lady Annabelle, with whom it seems he has never truly spoken. His love for her is a fantasy, something fabricated by this other character that possesses his spirit in his weakness.
I am afraid to sleep for I fear what he may do to me- or to himself if he were to wake.
Perhaps it is essential I stay with him, ensure he comes back into his full health, or else I worry he may harm himself further.
I fear I may lose him.

Diary entry of Sir Thomas Fairchild
October 8th, 1824
He is eating now. He rarely leaves the bed, and he has not spoken a word a fortnight, though he has begun to eat the food I prepare. He has bathed once, though it took much persuasion and a careful eye to get him there. I fear this state he has entered has grown so much worse.
He is barely alive- when I look into his eyes, I do not see my friend there. I am not sure this is much improvement from his fit of insanity, though at least his fingers have at last ceased to bleed.
Even after the loss of his mother, he was never this low. I do not understand how he has sunken so far. I have only been away for a mere few months.

Diary Entry of Sir Thomas Fairchild
November 25th, 1824
I have employed a doctor William Bernard to take over my care of Victor. After months of feeding and bathing my dearest friend, I have come to realise he is no longer there. He is lost somewhere inside his mind. I must return to my business in London, and the doctor is soon to arrive. I will visit him as often as my work allows, but Victor is no longer himself. Something has captured his sanity so much that he cannot return to it.
I must go, the doctor has arrived.
Diary Entry of Sir Thomas Fairchild
December 2nd, 1824
The doctor tells me Victor is doing well. He remains much the same, though he has put on weight and no longer resembles someone suffering.
I am sure he will be well again soon.

Final letter to Sir Thomas Fairchild from Victor Edwards dated two days prior to his death
December 28th, 1824
Dear Thomas,
Do not grieve me.
I was a man living in misery. I am a man tormented with a poet’s mind. To live as a poet is to live with worlds inside your mind that you cannot outrun. They escape you through your pen, but I could not find the words enough to build them.
I am not sure I truly loved Annabelle with my heart, but rather with a mind of madness. I loved her the way I love to write. As something I could imagine, something I could mould to my own perception, to create as my own.
I thank you, my dear friend, for being a companion worthy of staying alive thus far. But I am afraid I must depart. Do not be sad, dear Tom. I will be well soon.
This is not a fit of madness, but rather my first moment of clarity. My own life has been a burden to me. It has been a cycle of misery, chased by lunacy. I have drowned in a mind that is rarely my own, but rather possessed by some other character. I am forever stuck between madness and misery, and rarely do I find these peaceful moments for myself.
The doctor has left for town to retrieve supplies for the coming winter, and so I must take this opportunity I have left, to say goodbye.
And here I leave you with my one true poem, the very first of my own written in sound mind.

Elegy To The Self
By Victor Edwards
In this peace I lament the life I lose,
I cry for the bird’s song I will not hear,
And though this is not choice, still I do choose,
I hope to hear the finch’s song sung here.

I have lived a life chased by sorrow,
Lunacy a close companion too,
Rare is it the days are warm and sunny,
Instead, I find the sky always rather grey.

Do not mourn me for I have long been lost,
Do not grieve those long gone, dear friend,
Instead think of me when the tulips bloom,
Think of me when winter comes to an end.

But the church bells ring now in the distance,
They call for me to follow to my grave,
The priest has written his sermon,
The choir have practiced their hymns too.

The churchyard is waiting for me to lay down,
O, dear friend of mine do not cry at my grave,
Your tears cannot water my land, instead,
Allow me to wait for spring to come again,

Do not let rain fall on me, no sorrow or lament,
Bring only joy, someday your wife, or friends,
So do not weep for me, or for what you have lost,
But leave with me my paper and pen.
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