Dear Diary, 	
Today, diary I’m tellin’ you, it must have been one of the worst days of my life! Well, since my parents died, and I’d nowhere to go, I was placed into some dirty, ‘ole workshop. I hate it there; I was out there sitting next to some boy, and had to learn how to separate rope fibers. I didn’t want to do it, but disappoint those lads and I’d say you’ll get a very good beating, but I would never take that risk! 
           After I finished my work, it was time for food, although it’s a runny, lumpy, gooey mess, its food, and we were all so hungry we would eat anything that was put in front of us! , Then, it happened, we all gathered into a little group and one of my fellow workers pulled out a long bag filled with rope fibers, he was grasping it at the very top, so you could just see the tips of the rope fibers. At first, I was quite confused, but then I realized – when the boys started to pull out the rope fibers and sighing happily when they pulled out a long one – that they were pulling rope fibers and whoever pulled a short rope fiber had to do the awful deed that they would think up. Then it was my turn , I wasn’t too worried , I mean , there was plenty of fibers left and my luck wasn’t always good , but I didn’t particularly have bad luck . So my shaky hand reached towards the bag full of fibers I grabbed one and slowly pulled it out, just hoping for it not to be short and at 6-7cm short, it stopped, my heart skipped a beat, then all of a sudden it was pounding in my chest like a little boy banging on a locked door trying to run away from some wild animal, which was trying to eat him. Yes, I was that scared. 
      The punishment was decided, I had to, at breakfast, ask the cook for more. Whoever is reading this, if anyone even will, will probably not understand why this was one of the worst thing that they could give me. The reason for this is because  here , where I live , it would be considered so rude , so disrespectful , that you could be beaten , or even kicked out of this place , but I just had to do it . I pulled the fiber and I was certainly not a coward. 
So tomorrow morning I will march up to that cook and ask for some more food. (Well I suppose you could call it Slop).


Dear Diary, 
This morning , as promised , I did my punishment and now , I’ve been kicked out of the workshop and they’ve put up posters of “Offering Boy “ and by offering they mean giving away and by boy , they mean me . At first I thought that nobody would take the offer, I thought this until a chimneysweep came to collect me because he needed a new apprentice. The feeling I had inside, is probably the hardest feeling I’ve ever had to explain in my whole entire life. It was a sort of mixture between, sadness, anger, and mostly fear. We went to visit the judge, because he had to sign some slip to give me away. However , I had had it , it was enough for me .My eyes filled with tears , my lip began to quiver , and I began to make soft whimpering noises ,  I was crying. The judge asked me what the matter was, and I whispered softly, just in case the other men became angry, “please sir, don’t” the judge was shocked to hear that I didn’t want this, He was obviously told otherwise! Then, the light that brightened up my day were the words he next said“ I refuse to sign”, I was saved, these 3 words had saved me from being a chimneysweep. It was an amazing feeling. However, the rest of the day, was not so good, instead of this chimney sweeping job, I got moved in with a couple who made coffins, I got there and I got served food, better food than they had in the workshop, but cold and quite stale, but I cannot complain, It’s all I get and I am truly grateful! I sleep under a desk, next to quite a few coffins, it’s more comfortable than the beds in the workshop because I get a proper blanket with a slightly thicker pillow. I know you may be thinking that I would want to stay here, safe and warm with food, but I just have a feeling that there’s something better out there for me, that’s why I have been thinking about walking to London. I mean why not? I’ve heard it’s lovely!   


Dear Diary, 
Well today, I was just working in the house for my “coffin” family. I call them my coffin family because I just don’t really know what else to call them! They ain’t my real family, now are they? 
         There’s this boy he goes by the name Noah Claypole. I hate him; I’m tellin’ you I hate him! He had the nerve to say to my face that my mother was a “ regular right down bad one “ now this , these exact words set me off , I jumped out of my seat , and I pushed him to the floor , the consequences hadn’t even passed my mind . Nobody and I mean, NOBODY talks about my mom like that and gets away with it! I punched him and hit him until they had to tear my body off of his. But, no matter how much I didn’t want to think of it, there always had to be a punishment, I was locked in a small cabinet until Noah got Mr. Bumble. He was mad, very mad. I did not fear him, at the time but then he allowed them to whip me with, well to be quite honest, I don’t know what it was, but it was long and hard and when whipped against your buttocks, I can tell you it hurts, a lot! 
            After my fierce punishment, my decision was final, I was walking to London, I didn’t care if I had to walk a whole month, I wasn’t staying here, that’s for sure. So I packed my things(some nibbles of food, water-there wasn’t much available- and some rags) I wasn’t planning on needing much, I mean the world isn’t so big, it couldn’t take too long could it ? 


Dear Diary, 
I don’t think I will be writing much, I’m sorry, it’s just that, I’ve started well actually I’m just getting ready for bed, it’s quite dark, I’m hungry, I’m thirsty and it’s not comfortable sleeping in a haystack. However, I need to keep my Diary updated or else, I will forget about it, and I like looking back to see what I did. So today I set off, and I will never go back, never! When I left, well at first I ran, so I wouldn’t be caught but then I started walking, took a few drink & food breaks and then set off again, until it was quite dark and I needed a rest (well that’s now) and, I promise to keep posted but, it won’t be a long entry I’m afraid, I’m just guessing I won’t have the energy. 

Dear Diary, 
It’s hard, I will admit it, but I believe I can make it. Well, hopefully. I’ve had little food & drink, because I want to save it because, to be honest I’m guessing it will take a little longer than I expected. Today, I am sleeping in another haystack just because it’s the warmest place I can find. It was raining today. This is all I can really say about my day , but I have decided that , since I can barely write this diary entry(lack of energy!), I decided to just notify you when I arrive. 




Dear diary,
Before I notify you on what’s happening now, let me just notify you on the 7 Days that I’ve spent travelling. Well I’ve already notified you on day 2 & 3 and Day 4 & 5 were exactly the same, but then, day 6: I was walking as tired as ever, I had no water left, no food and whenever I tried to beg from the locals they ran me off their lawn! So, because I was so tired, hungry, and thirsty, I collapsed. And , to be honest, I thought I wouldn’t survive, if it hadn’t been for this kind old lady who picked me up, and placed me in a seat before her fire, fed me delicious, hot soup and fresh, clean water. I was very grateful and after a short nap, I thanked her and set off on my journey, feeling refreshed and ready to go! Well the seventh day was much better than day 1, 2, 3, 4, 5&6 but then again, I still had to walk quite a bit. 
        Well, there I was in London. Then something very strange happened, I met a boy, his name is Jack Dawkins, but he said, he’s more commonly known as “the artful dodger” strange name, ain’t it? 
              Well, anyway, as we were walking through the streets he explained to me what he is (a pickpocket)he showed me how amazingly he could nick peoples things without people noticing it! Then, he took me back to his “apartment”(If you could call it that, it’s more of a dirty, crammed flat).It’s warm, they have a blazing fire and they have food (stolen but fresh, and good). It doesn’t exactly feel like home, but they welcomed me in, they fed me, let me sleep, and taught me how to pickpocket, I like it there, and I hope I’ll get used to it, because, it’s the nicest place I have to live! 


Dear Diary, 
Today well, first of all, I’ll explain to you who lives in Jack’s (I really should call him Dodger, he prefers it, and if they ever nick my diary I’m sure he’d be disappointed so, I’ll just call him dodger from now on!) “Little house”, well first of all there’s his leader his name’s Fagin. They all have quite strange names, I’m not trying to be rude, because they’re all very nice, but it is the truth... So there’s Fagin, he’s the ‘leader’ of them all. Then there’s Nancy, she’s lovely, she really is! Even though she lives with these thieves, she’s different I can tell, she cares more than the others, I can’t explain this feeling, it’s just how I feel! Then there’s Charlie Bates, he’s nice, always quite merry, then there’s Tom Chitling he’s in jail, but they’ve told me about him. There’s also Betsy, she is lovely, she’s, in my opinion, not as pretty as Nancy, but she’s very nice. There’s quite a few more but they’re very quiet; All the rest if the Lads introduced themselves but not the quiet ones. Then there’s (Fagin’s boss I would guess ) Bill Sikes, he’s a tall, ugly, scary old man with a scary, ugly dog, I’ll tell you that! The dog’s name is Bullseye; He’s a bull terrier if I’m correct. Scary type of dog, don’t you think? But anyway, Today I didn’t do much, I woke up to Fagin pointing a knife at me because I thought I saw what he had (treasures-most likely stolen), but because I thought I might die, I kept my mouth shut! Then when everyone came back (probably getting breakfast, well stealing breakfast)  Fagin wanted to play a game with me, the game was “how to make handkerchiefs” how clever, because they used to the word “make” for “steal”. Then, Fagin got out an old walking stick, and put a pocket-watch, a handkerchief and a notebook in his pocket, then he started limping around, we all laughed! Then the boys closed in on him, and helping each other they cleared his pockets and he didn’t notice a thing! It was quite amazing if I’m completely honest! Then the dodger and Charlie wanted me to try it out with them, well at least just watch how it’s done.
   We were on our way, and then they decided to cross the road to a book store, then they started nicking an old man’s handkerchief while he was looking at a book, they would have got away with it, if the man who owned the book store wasn’t watching. The owner ran out of the store and started yelling “THIEVES, THIEVES, SIR THESE BOYS JUST STOLE YOUR HANDKERCHIEF! “ The man searched his pockets and looked just as shocked as I felt! Then dodger and Charlie made a run for it, but they made a run for it so fast that I was the only boy left, and the crowd thought I stole it, I ran and ran as fast as I could, I would’ve got back to Fagin’s in time, if it hadn’t been for a man who just stood in front of me and gave me a right blow in the nose! I can’t remember much after this, I vaguely remember going to court and passing out, after this, I just remember passing out and waking up in a warm bed, and having a nurse attend me, That man, who was at the book store, he had taken me home, his name was Mr. Brownlow, he put me in nice sleepwear and made my head feel better, I still felt very sick, but not as bad as I was before! I still feel very sick, so I’m going to head off to sleep! I’ll write again tomorrow! 

Dear Diary, 
I woke up, and got served with some delicious breakfast! I love it here! It finally feels like home! Mr. Brownlow’s maid laid out some gorgeous new clothes that she said I could keep! Mr. Brownlow called me downstairs, he was sitting in the middle of hundreds of books, he suggested I should become an author but I said I would rather read books than write them. Then I went into the kitchen where his housekeeper was burning my clothes! I was so glad I didn’t have to wear those anymore! Then, Mr. Brownlow gave me a book to read; well I’m off to sleep! I will write whenever I can tomorrow! 


Dear Diary, 
They’ve caught me! Today, I went into town and Nancy was waiting for me! She claimed that I was her brother! The crowd was puzzled so she screamed out that I ran away from mom and dad to some old group of thieves, and that definitely got the crowd against me! Then, do you remember when I told you of a horrid ‘ole man with his ugly dog?! Well he was “passing by “and acted like he didn’t know us and was just in the crowd! Then he announced that he would take me and I’d get what I deserved! When really, all along this was his plan to bring me back to Fagin! I kicked and screamed but no-one cared I was “just an ‘ole thief” .He brought me back to Fagin and then the boys burst out in laughter , referring to my clothes , They mocked me , they whipped me , they stripped me, They locked me in some small old room! Then, the thing that annoyed me the most was when Fagin came in to have  a word with me, he brings me food, he gives me water, he gives me a place to stay and I am, I AM  grateful, how DARE he accuse me of “Ingratitude”! This is bad, this is very bad, Mr. Brownlow will worry, oh no, he’ll think that I am just a dirty old thief and after he cared for me, I just took his book, his clothes and left! I want to go back to him now! I want to apologize for taking so long and just forget Fagin and his group of thieves! Oh no, what will I do? Why am I asking you? You can’t speak, now can you? 



Dear Diary, 
They’ve finally let me out! But I still didn’t get my nice clothes from Mr. Brownlow back!
                     Fagin wanted me to go with Bill Sikes and Nancy somewhere, I was scared, however, the fact that Nancy was going to come, made me feel a bit safer! 
         Bill lifted me into a carriage with Nancy then got in himself, Nancy looked scared and worried, so did I. We drove to a little alley. Where a scruffy old man with a lantern was waiting for us, he directed us into a small flat, where a man with bright orange hair was waiting for us, His name is Toby Crackit. He stood up, and put on a coat filled with weapons. Then he grabbed my hand and Bill, Crackit and I headed out the door and down an alley. They said I had some work to do, some house to rob.
      However, I did not realize that they needed me to rob Mr. Brownlow’s house. I was terrified I begged Crackit to not make me do it, but he said if I didn’t he would take the bullet from his gun and shoot it straight though my head. There was no choice they picked me up and shoved me through the window I was going to go upstairs but they whispered that I had to open the front door for them first, but then, the housekeeper awoke, and was opening her door, I ran for the front door, opened it, then Mr. Brownlow came out. I looked up at him and screamed for help. However, Bill and Crackit obviously got angry because all I heard was a gunshot and a fierce pounding in my arm. I awoke back in Fagin’s, then all I remember is dodger carrying me off to bed with a bottle of gin. 
Dear Diary,

Today, is very complicated to describe looking back on it. Well, I would first like to inform you that I am safe; actually, I’m safer than ever! And very happy! Well, partly, but there’s no need to explain this now, you will find now as I tell you. Well I awoke to Fagin, tugging at my hand, he hauled me out of bed by my hand, it felt like he wanted to rip my arm right out of its socket because of the strength of his tug! He started whispering quietly to himself, “flit, flit” I was confused, very confused .Then I realized it, flit, it meant like flee, like flee the scene. I started to get scared and then I thought maybe somebody had told the police where I was, I began to think maybe it was Mr. Brownlow, I wasn’t sure, but I was sure as hell going to find out! I was quiet as quiet as a mouse actually, then he brought me to a rotten old building, which seemed awfully familiar, it was Crackit’s. Remember that horrid old red haired clown (he wasn’t actually a clown but from far away, you’d have to think twice!)  I was telling you about?! Yeah, that’s him. Well Fagin directed me straight to his old house. At this point, I was wide awake, my eyes widened when I saw the young, stricken faces of Fagin’s boys. They were sad faces, shocked faces, and faces, that you could tell were just sick of this life. It’s not very odd that all these faces were just of the older boys, they had to put up with this type of life the longest. On with the story. Crackit was sitting on an old dirty, brown armchair (which, when I’m being completely honest, I wasn’t sure was it brown because of dirt, or was it the actual colour? ) He sat there, with a sick smirk on his face. I’m not sure why, but it looked like he liked us trapped up in his house, first we were in his barn, where he read us out the newspaper he received, it was horrific, saying that Nancy, poor old, lovely Nancy, the Nancy that was the only one who welcomed me in, kindly, the only one who cared for me, and who didn’t want me in this mess, I cared for her too, more than all the rest, and yet, it stated in the paper , “ Nancy , murdered by Bill Sikes “ actually, I will ask Mr. Brownlow for the article and place it here : 





It’s horrific, isn’t it? Bill, is a sick old man, and deserved everything that happened to him (will explain now). Well we were in Crackit’s’, when Crackit rushed to the window, it was him, it was Sikes, just standing there, no fear, although he would hanged if anyone saw him. Murder is always given the death penalty. Always, I’m glad, anyone who has taken someone’s life should also be stripped of theirs. But anyway, Crackit toke our only light, the light from a wax candle, and let him in. The disgusting, ugly, rotten, old man entered the room, I couldn’t exactly see all the boys faces, but of the ones that I did, they scowled their most sour face t him, they were all very fond of Nancy , Bill obviously wasn’t. Also, you’re probably wondering why? Why would he do such a horrid thing? Well, diary I cannot tell you exactly but I can tell you my guess and my guess is that it was Nancy who told the police. That’s what made Bill so angry , in my opinion. He beat her to death. I can’t even imagine how it must have felt, let alone how she felt, it makes me shiver even writing about it. Well, after the wicked glances of the boys, there was a row between Bill and Dodger, then a gun fire was shot at our window. All of a sudden Dodger runs to the window and shouts out that Bill is here and to help us, then Bill grabs me, shoves me out the window, and uses me to protect him. Rotten old man. Then he caught me by the collar and made me scrabble up the old, broken tiles, I really, truly and honestly thought I would never make it. He pulled me over the roof, the crowd followed. Just then when I thought we were stuck and he would have to let me go, a bright idea came to this man’s head as to tie himself in a rope and lift me across to the other side of this platform. Then, at this moment, is when Bill got what he deserved he took Nancy’s life, now it was time for his to be taken. He was removing the rope when he stopped at his neck because he heard a dog bark. It was Bullseye, Bill turned quickly, too quickly, his foot just slipped of the platform, and his face flushed white, I will never forget that moment, I backed away, feeling sick to my stomach. 
         That’s when it was all okay, Mr. Brownlow took me in, and fed me and gave me things to drink, but it didn’t feel right without saying goodbye to Fagin. The whole town at this point already knew that Fagin was to be hanged. I couldn’t imagine it, he was so kind, he never took anyone’s life! Why did his need to be taken? I requested to see him, to offer  prayer with him before, you know, his death. I went there, in my new clothes, accompanied by Mr. Brownlow, he was mad, like literally, mentally mad, it hurt to see him like this. He was huddled up next to the wall talking to myself, when he noticed me he and I embraced in a very strong hug, then I asked to pray with him, he said first, if I got him out, I may have all those pretty things in the wall, the hauled me out of the cell without a proper goodbye, the last thing I saw of Fagin was him at his worst state. He doesn’t even know what’s coming. My heart aches for him. I start to tear as I pass the place where they plan to hang him. Despite the cruelty, the kidnapping, the pick-pocketing, Fagin was nice to me, and I just cannot get over the fact that he is gone, he is completely and utterly, gone. 
           




         


Wanted : 

  JACK DAWKINS 
a.k.a : “The Artful Dodger” 
Cunning pickpocket .It is suspected that he works with Fagin . 
[image: ] 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Age : Around 10/11      Usually wears : Top hat , long coat , handkerchief . 
Jack Dawkins a skillful pickpocket , He is quite small , a very young boy . He has brown hair , mostly covered by a top hat , His clothes are usually battered and unkempt . He usually walks the streets of London , around markets or shops . He is wanted for theft of food , drink handkerchiefs and many others . Have you seen this boy ? , Please contact the police if you have .   A reward is available . 
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