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Red Ink 

By Emmanuel Lachlan 

 

I linger over each delicate page of the diary, turning the memories, 

one upon the other. The leather is cracked, and the spine is broken, 

but many of the pages are mercifully intact. I press the diary to my 

face. A faint smell. Oranges. Suffering. I trace the neat, but childish 

script with a grey forefinger, and though the November light is 

fading, there is enough from the high, barred window to catch the 

red ink. Paler now, but defiant, still. Touching the indentations in the 

last few pages, from a pen pressed hard into the parchment, there it 

all is, the whole story, for anyone who cares to understand. The diary 

explains better than I can, now, why I am here. 

Should I read further? Or close the diary, casting it away with the 

torment? I hesitate, because on the next page is the list. The list I 

know so well; clinical and precise, but then it was written only 

moments after. A Roman numeral assigned for each squelching blow 

of the hammer: I, II, III, the head; IV, V, VI, the face. And VII, VIII, IX, 

X, for the eyes. I resist, but like countless times before, I am in the 

sprawling farmhouse on that languid afternoon in late summer. 

Yes, I was calm. I walked up to my room and locked the door, the 

better to write neatly and accurately. But soon I heard screaming, 

followed by wailing and shouting. Footsteps everywhere. Sirens drew 
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me to look out my window: police cars, policemen and policewomen 

running. An ambulance arrived, and the courtyard glowed from their 

coloured lights. For a moment, the shouting subsided, but then a 

voice struck up louder than ever. I could hear my name, each time 

higher and more desperate. I looked down at a policewoman 

stretching yellow tape between the pillars, even though the 

ambulance and police cars were blocking the entrance. 

The ink was barely dry when I carried the diary down the three 

flights of stairs, across the entrance hall, and into the kitchen. I 

waited, silent, behind five or six grown-ups standing around a blue 

tarpaulin. When they noticed me, they froze; I don't know why. They 

stared at my hands, pressing the open diary to my chest, then they 

stared at my splattered face. In that moment of suspension, I 

announced, to no-one in particular, the diary would explain 

everything; they must read it, all of it, then they would understand. 

There would be no need for an investigation. But the tallest just 

snatched the diary from my arms and dropped it in a clear, plastic 

bag with a yellow label. A nurse and a policewoman marched me to 

the ambulance, and so we were parted, my confidant, my 

companion, my consort. 

The loss has been grievous indeed these long years, but 

yesterday, without explanation, I was handed a large, brown 

envelope, opened of course, and I was reconciled with my one, true, 

friend. 
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