The Post-stamp Killed Amelia
2nd November 1845 – Amelia's Diary  
     Dear diary, I can finally feel the winter coming to Cambridge. Today, I have experienced the frosty charming gifts of the dark ash-like clouds for the first time at Cambridge University. I have to remind myself to buy a new winter coat!
    The day at the university was usual as always, except for one thing, we got a new professor! His name sounds super Polish and he couldn't stop talking about the literature in Poland all day. I mean yes, it's great that I'm getting to know various Polish authors like Adam Mickiewicz, but I'd rather learn about our literature in Britain.   
     However, professor Anderson did not allow me to take a few days off in November, which means I will have to wait till the Christmas holidays to visit Edward in York. I was really looking forward to our vacation in France. I guess it will have to wait until December... I can't forget to go to the post office and send the letter to Edward!
12th November 1845 – Edward's Diary
    The tickets to France finally arrived today! Oh, diary! I cannot wait until I see the love of my life! I bet my darling is already on her way to York. Oh, how I can't wait until I kiss her soft lips, hold her as pale as the moon skin in my arms! Touch her dazzling blonde curls with her cute pastel blue bows in them! Oh, my god, this vacation is going to be the best! I'm planning to propose to her when we are in Paris. I have just bought the ring today.
The day when Amelia was supposed to arrive to York came. It was midnight already and Edward was feeling miserably. He didn't know how or what to feel. He was partly scared, because the reason behind Amelia's absence could be perhaps that she got hurt. And the part of him was kind of depressed that his love might have forgotten about their vacation in France, or that she no longer wanted his love, and has found someone else...
16th November 1845 – Amelia's Diary
    Beloved diary, we were supposed to walk together in those splendid French streets in Paris, hand in hand with Edward... Oh, how I miss my love.
    The weather in Cambridge is absolutely amazing! The snow has formed a blanket over Cambridge!
    Mr. Chalkovskij is still torturing us with the works of authors from his treasured native country.
As the days went on, Amelia did not appear yet. Edward was sitting at a local pub in York with one of his close friends Thomas.
''How come you're not in Paris right now with Amelia?'' Thomas asked.
''She hasn't appeared, I don't know what has happened...'' Edward added desperately while drinking a glass of Scottish whiskey.
''How many days is it since her disappearance?''
''About three weeks now...''
***
Six hours after the conversation Edward had in this local pub in York with Thomas. Edward was found dead in his apartment. He couldn't bear all the uncertainty surrounding his love, Amelia, so he shot himself.
About a month later...
20th December 1845 – Amelia's Diary
    My lovely diary! I'm so excited to visit Edward! As from now I'm sitting on a train to York. However, I haven't received any reply from Edward to my last letter. Maybe he didn't find it that important to reply.
When Amelia arrived at Edward's apartment, she found out that Edward was no longer living there. An old lady opened the door,
''Hello, ma'am, how can I help you?'' she added.
''Hi, doesn't a man called Edward Lockwood live here?'' Amelia asked.
''Oh, no, that young man killed himself a few weeks ago. The apartment is available now for rent.''
''Are you sure about that? He couldn't have killed himself, we were supposed to go to France together,'' Amelia was shocked.
''Pardon, what is your name?''
''My name is Amelia Are, why?''
''Come in, please...''
The old lady gave her the letter that Edward had written to her right before he shot himself. Amelia was in dread. She couldn't even read the letter properly, because she immediately started to cry.
She thanked the old lady and said goodbye. On her way home, she found out that she put a wrong post-stamp on the letter, so the letter got lost and was never delivered to her dearest, Edward.. She couldn't bear all the pain and loss. Amelia was found dead in the Ouse River in York....
THE END
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