30th of October, Day 1
I’ve found an old notebook behind my desk. I remember its cover from somewhere… I think that my dad bought me that notebook when I was little girl and I forgot about it. I have the notebook, so why can’t I make it my new diary? I think that this is good idea.
Should I write something about me? That is boring, but why not? I am sixteen years old. My name is Marie, but I call myself Gabby. I don’t like my name. I don’t know why my parents called me like this. For my classmates I am just “Weirdo”. Maybe that’s true? I’m different. I am not interested in fashion and make-up or other things for girls. I have my own world. It sounds strange, but it’s true. Why should I cry everyday because of school, friends and other sad things if I could be happy in my imaginary world? There I can be a boy or a girl, a prince or a poor boy from village, a hero or an antagonist from my own story. It’s not like I’m psycho or something like this. I have a vivid imagination and I want to do something with this. I want to be a writer. But if I want be famous, I must work hard. If I want to work hard, I must spend a lot of time to train my skills. If I want to spend time training my skills, I have to sacrifice something. I sacrificed my relationships with my peers. Talking to them was boring, so I didn’t loose something important. That’s all that I wanted to say.
31st of October, Day 2
Today is Halloween. Sounds boring. I see nothing interesting in wearing a sheet and calling myself a ghost. It’s funny, but only for little children. My classmates love this day. They are running around the school and they’re scaring younger children. For them it’s funny, but for me it’s pathetic. But if they want have fun, I can’t forbid them.
My plans for today? I want to start writing new crime novel. I have and excellent idea! 
1st of November, Day 3
Nothing interesting today. School, Rita’s birthday party and sleeping. 

2nd of November, Day 4
I don’t feel good, so I stayed in home. Day without my classmates was amazing. Peace and quiet. 
I wrote some new pages to my new novel. I’ve finished three chapters. 
3rd of November, Day 5
I feel worse than yesterday. My mother took me to the doctor and he told me something about taking care of my health. I must take some medicines and I should stay in home for a week. Should? No. I must stay. I’m happy, because I don’t like school like other teenagers. 

4th of November, Day 6
I’m taking medicines, but I am still ill. Why can’t I fell better? I want to. 
I’m alone in home, because my parents are working all day and I don’t have siblings. I’m spending all my time for writing new pages for the crime novel. I found a good title for it. What about “The Killer from Doubletown?”. Sounds great, does it? I can’t wait for the day when my first book will be released! 
5th of November, Day 7

Grandma has visited me in home. She told me that she will take care of me for some days. When she left my house, Mike came to visit me. He told me that he was worried about me. That’s strange. We were talking sometimes when I was in school, but I preferred to listen to music, especially my favorite band – Nirvana. I wasn’t born when Kurt Cobain committed suicide, but when I’m thinking about it I fell sad. It isn’t normal for normal people, but not for me.
6th of November, Day 8
I was talking with grandma today and now I feel angry. Why? She told me that writing books is something not important in our lives and I should do something more useful. That’s not fair. Why can’t I do something that I want to do? Being writer is my dream. People say that we all have dreams, but it’s not true. Someone thinks that they want do something, but only one think that they want to do is just survive. I don’t want to just survive, I want to live. I will live if I do something that I love. I will not be happy in my life, if I do something just to earn money. It’s not like I think that money are not important. They are important, like family or friends. But earning money isn’t goal of our life. We all have our own destiny. Everyone was born to do something in his short life. Someone was born to be famous politician, someone was born to be a great singer, someone was born to discover a medicine for hitherto incurable disease. I think that my destiny is being writer. Maybe not famous and rich, maybe poor and forgotten, but active writer. I will be happy in my life only if I write novels.
7th of November, Day 9
I fell much worse. My parents took me to the hospital. Doctor said that I must stay there for some days. I don’t want to. I’m bored. I want to talk with unwise people from my school and laugh because of their unused brains. 

8th of November, Day 10
Mom visited me in the morning. She didn’t look good. She looked worried. Something bad is happening to me, but I don’t know what. 
After morning my father brought me my laptop with flash drive. Now I can continue my works with crime novel. I’m so happy.
9th of  November, Day 11
I decided not to worry and just work with my crime book. I stopped in one of the most important moments, I’ve lost vein. I need to read or watch something. I need an inspiration.
Mike wrote me the SMS and he told me that he had time to visit me. He promised that he will take some comics and books that I could read.
My new friend visited me at 5 o’clock. He showed me a lot of interesting books and amazing comics. All the time I was looking at small Japanese books called mangas. He told me that they’re comics, That’s funny, because they are black and white and I should read them from the rear if I want to understand the plot.
10th of November, Day 12

Today doctor told me some words about my disease, but I couldn’t understand anything because I don’t understand the language of medicine – it’s full of Latin words. I know a lot of languages: English, German, Russian, French, Chinese, Korean, Turkish, but not Latin! 
11th of November, Day 13
Dad didn’t visited me, but mom did. But when she thought that I wasn’t looking she was crying. I don’t want to see her tears. That’s true that I don’t feel emotional bonds with other people, but she is still my mom. She is the most important person in my whole life. I don’t feel good when she is crying. I don’t feel safe. It hurts.
I wasn’t working with my book last time, but today I’ve done some new chapters. I found the inspiration in “Future Diary” manga. It’s silly, but very interesting. This is story about two teenagers from Japan. They’re playing the game called “Future Diary” and they must fight with other ten players. They are killing themselves, because the winner is the person who will survive the game. Finally Yukiteru has won the game, when his girlfriend killed herself for him. He became the God but he wasn’t happy, because his beloved Yuno died. I didn’t like Yuno because she was a psychopath and yandere (yandere is a person who is going to kill everyone who can be dangerous for his sympathy). After all I have only one question – what’s wrong with Japanese people?!
12th of November, Day 14
I’ve done my book and I gave it to Mike, because I wanted to know what is he thinking about my writing style and the plot in my novel. I hope that he like it.
I still don’t feel good and I still don’t know what is going on with me.

13th of November, Day 15
Today is Friday. Amazing. I don’t like Fridays, especially when they are 13th day of the moth. But it’s not important for me know, I should relax.
Mike visited me again and he told me that my novel was amazing, but quite short. I know… just over one hundred pages. I’m glad that he visits me everyday. He’s very kind. I think that he is more interested in my life than my parents. I really like him… as a friend, of course. 
14th of November, Day 16
I told a nurse to call to someone from publishing house. One of editors came to the hospital and visited me. I gave him a copy of the document with my book and an manuscript. I really want to release my first novel.
15th of November, Day 17
Only Mike visited me today. He bought me bananas. I have never been as happy as today when I saw some fruits. I started to sing something about wild islands and bananas. That was strange, but funny.

16th of November, Day 18
I feel sick and not good. Much worse than yesterday. What’s wrong with me? That’s really annoying. 
My editor came to me and he told me that his boss accepted a plan to release my book. That fact has made me so happy! They are going to release “The Killer from Doubletown” in a week.

17th of November, Day 19
I feel sick. Nothing interesting.

18th of November, Day 20
Parents don’t have time for me. They told me that my grandma’s sinster’s sister in law died and they must spend time for planning her funeral. OK, if they don’t have time for their strange daughter I can understand it.

19th of November, Day 21
Mike hasn’t visited me today, but all the time I was typing with him. He told me some jokes and stories from his childhood, when I was talking about my own world. He was excited when I was describing him the palaces, castles and green parks in small towns. He really like some of my characters, too. His favorite was prince Albert Victor. I’m not surprised. He is really funny and wise character. 

20th of November, Day 22
I feel like I’m dying. I’m white as a wall, I don’t want to eat and I fell tired, although I’m still sleeping and relaxing. Thinking about dying doesn’t make me sad. We all die. It’s as natural as living. What was started must end. 

21st of November, Day 23
I asked doctor what’s wrong with me. He told me nothing new, but he added that it’s true that I am dying. I am suffering from an unknown disease. They can’t cure me.

22nd of November, Day 24
All the day I’m listening to “Sappy”. It’s my favorite song made by Nirvana. Kurt’s voice sounds so sad and nervous… 
It rains. It winds. Day is really, really gray. Everyone are like puppets of their lives. They are not trying to living. They are not happy, because they are just surviving. 
I wrote a farewell letter. 
23rd of November, Day 25
They finally released “The Killer from Doubletown”. This book is my child. I’m happy. Finally.
Now I can rest in peace…
My life was short. Very short. I hasn’t got children, I hasn’t got husband, I hasn’t finished school. But I was happy. Why? Because I’ve done my destiny.
I didn’t survive, but I lived.
