
 

 

 

 

The Diaries of Isabella Land 

by Jean Wong 

 

These diaries were released to the public in 2083 by the family of Isabella Land. As most of you 

may recall, she was, in 2047, one of the early passengers to go on an Era Flight after noted 

scientist Joyce Heffel had perfected time travel. Isabella was able to go to any time period and 

country of her choice. Ms. Land, a screenwriter for many E.M. Forster and John Galsworthy 

films, chose the Edwardian age. 

 

 

Friday, July 20th, 1905  

 Dear Diary:  

  Arrived —glorious sun shining —all that hogwash about gloomy overcast weather. 

England is supremely beautiful—can there be anything greener than an English countryside? No 

cell phones, power lines, leaf blowers, not a hint of over-population—sheep baaing, cows 

nibbling bucolically in spacious meadows. Beautiful horses all over the place—pulling carts and 

carriages, the sound of hooves on cobblestones with gentlemen in gorgeous boots and bulging  

thighs—happy, glad, joyful, Merry England! Why did I sign up only for six months? This is 

home, this is where I belong, this is forever. 

 



Monday, August 5
th

,  

 Dear Diary:  

 Simply no time to write—the gowns, the balls, the music—and the most delicious 

Yorkshire tea you could ever imagine—not like that phony English Breakfast stuff they put in a 

paper packet back home. Am so glad I signed up for the lord and ladies level rather than the 

dreary squire or country gentleman world—little more expensive but where else can you hear 

those darling accents and adorable curtseys. 

  Okay it took a while to get the hang of it but I got to wear my first corset! Not sure how 

anyone is going to feel me up when all they get is a little whalebone in their hand. Of course 

everyone is intrigued with me, the novel American heiress (that was also a part of the upgrade). 

Rumor has it that my candor is a breath of fresh air. Of course my breath would be much fresher 

if I had some nice minty Colgate rather than the tooth powder (is it twigs ground up with chalk?) 

these people use on their teeth. And I think I caught the eye of a duke—he's a bit seedy and 

jowly faced, though one overlooks defects when it comes to royalty.  

 

Friday, August 9
th

, 

 Dear Diary:  

Oh my god—two dukes, a baron, and a viscount. Can it get any better than this! And they have 

marriage proposals written all over their faces. Oh dear, hope they’re not wanting to marry me 

for my money, ‘cause England’s not the place to hold on to the dough. Really need to stop the 

gambling, but how else can I compete with all the gowns and jewels. They’re so into emeralds 

and rubies 'cause of all that India influence. Last night I met a charming maharaja and heard that 



horrid Lady Sithop ask if he was a “niggah,” and her frumpy friend said, “if he isn’t white, what 

else could he be?” Can you imagine that kind of talk back home! 

 

Thursday, August 22nd 

 Dear Diary:  

  I don’t know—some of these lords are a little creepy. They’re really into the bosom 

staring, but the strangest thing is that for all their buzzing around the flower stuff act, I’m not 

sure if they really like women. Okay, Dear Diary, just between you and me, I totally couldn’t 

resist trying out one of the  dukes—I mean sex with the royals—how juicy can that be. But was 

that a bummer—a real wham bam thank you ma’am. Then of all the nerve, he started suggesting 

the kinky stuff—my god, I was terrified that he was going to tie me to the bed and take out his 

riding crop. Must be the boarding school whack ‘um in the ass routine—that will screw up the 

ole libido signals for sure. Well, no matter, I’ve been invited to Sandringham—the King’s estate! 

 

Tuesday, Sept. 3rd  

 Dear Diary: 

  Now we’re talking—green, green, with green. These trees are magnificent—bracing, 

fresh air—so good to get out of London though I have to say those carriages do get a little 

bumpy—haven’t they ever heard of shock absorbers? I really need an acupuncture, but I'm afraid 

if I ask for a doctor I'll be in for some bloodletting. This diet isn’t helping my circulation at all. 

Seems like every time I ask someone what it is I’m eating it’s always tongue or kidney. I know I 

can’t very well expect my curried tempeh, but organ meats—isn’t that a little primitive? 

  



Wednesday, Sept. 4th 

 Dear Diary:  

  I met the King, Edward the VII! His real name is Edward Albert, but the royal family 

calls him Bertie. Oh my god, I think my curtsey was lopsided. My eyes were smarting from all 

his shiny medals —he's gallant and charming, though slightly overweight. Bet they’d love 

weight watchers around here. His wife Alexandra is gorgeous, stunningly beautiful. You don’t 

have to worry about what to say to her as she’s deaf and just smiles and nods her head. They say 

she knows all about his affairs and does the stiff upper lip routine. Isn't that charming? 

 The biggest problem is conversation. Nothing too controversial. God forbid we should 

talk about his cousin the Kaiser who is such an insufferable snob and warmonger, never quite 

forgiving the world for his withered arm just like Richard the III. Nor do I dare ask him what he 

really thought of his late mother, the formidable Queen Victoria who disliked babies and thought 

they were “very nasty objects...with that terrible frog-like action.” Such a shame they don't have 

child development classes here. 

 I'm afraid of what might come out of my mouth if I hear another comment about the 

weather. What kind of topic is that? Now if I could mention global warming—that would liven 

things up. 

 

Thursday, Sept. 5th 

 Dear Diary: 

  I’ve just got to figure out this wake up in the morning schedule. Can I help it if I like to 

 wake up at five or six? It’s not like I can just jump into a hot shower—I have to wait around 

until my bath is drawn. You can’t imagine the look of horror when the butler caught me with a 



book in the library at seven in the morning. Of course I looked a little deshabille, as you've got to 

have a maid to figure out the inexplicable array of petticoats, chemises, camisoles, petticoats, 

corsets, drawers, knickers—to think there was a time when my undergarments consisted of 

panties and a bra! Everyone actually wears a different gown and the proper accompanying jewels 

five or six times a day with a different hair style (imagine winding one's hair in balls of padding 

called “rats”!)  It's a good thing you do have to keep changing or when would you ever get a 

chance to  pee with all these layers of clothes.  

 Then there's all these servants lighting the fireplaces, drawing water, scrubbing floors. 

The other day one of the servants saw me coming and rushed into a closet. I was a little lost so I 

opened the door after her. She stood there in absolute terror holding a rag in one hand and bucket 

in another. When I tried to ignore her mortification and asked her to direct me to the doors 

leading to the garden, she just stood there trembling. At that point I realized there was no way I 

was going to chat her up. The point is everything is utterly perfect and immaculate, but no one 

wants to see the downstairs help and get ideas that they are human beings with lives. Imagine: 

employees that can't be seen. Is that employment discrimination? 

 

Friday, Sept. 6 

 Dear Diary: 

 
What the hell are women supposed to be doing when the men are out hunting. Really am 

 running out of topics of conversation. This evening I had to sit next to that bore Lord Bosley 

during dinner. When I tried to steer the topic to something interesting like politics, he zapped me 

with the frosty English stare and turned his back on me. After that he would only speak to  dim 

bulb Lady Airhedge on his left. Then they’ve got this deal after dinner where the men go into 



one room smoking cigars and the women have to go into another. So there I am stuck in a room 

full of silks and fans pretending it's natural to flutter about and be inane. One of the ladies is 

pregnant and I started talking about breathing during labor. I actually saw her snorting her 

smelling salts when she  excused herself to get some fresh air. Will have to re-read Magna Carta. 

Are women free in Great Britain?     

 

Saturday, September 7th 

 Dear Diary: 

  In bed with a terrible cold. These Brits are fanatics with their “carry on” come rain, sleet 

or snow. They’ve always got the windows open even though it’s totally freezing and how is 

anyone supposed to enjoy a picnic in the rain. But the deafening sound of guns going off all day 

is a total hell hole. They shot over 500 birds yesterday and this slaughter continues throughout 

the week! What’s gentle about these gentlemen? Well what can you expect? These whack jobs 

are the ancestors of Haliburton, Chevron, Dow Chemical, British Petroleum. My head hurts and 

my heart feels like it’s full of gunshot.  

 

Sun. September 8th  

 Dear Diary: 

 Sat next to the King! Luckily I already read all about his love life and know not to feel as 

if you have to be so brilliant when talking to him. He just likes to hear little chit chat around 

him—amusing and light. On the other hand, you're not supposed to initiate conversation, but 

must wait until he deigns to address a question to you. So there's a bit of shuffling about to pick 

up on cues. Still, was I a success or what!? Or should I say my tits were a success cause his eyes 



sunk to my bodice and lay there like lead. Ah well—one mustn’t be critical of his majesty’s 

sensibilities—after all he is the royal stud! Droit de signeur—let me get in line!  

 

Mon, Sept. 9th 

 Dear Diary: 

  Did it with the King. I didn’t really mind the cigar smoke and I grinned and bore it when 

he went to the water closet and had this unbearable gaseous and loud session. But how am I 

supposed to close my eyes and think of England when he flops on me with the full force of his 

250 pounds. I swear I heard a few ribs crack and no way were my lungs going to have any space 

to pump. Somehow I managed to mount him from the top and he actually turned red and said, 

“My dear, a real lady would never do a thing like that!” 

  So he flips me on the bottom and to tell you the truth—I really couldn’t feel a thing 

‘cause I think I passed out. Miraculously, when I came to, his majesty hadn’t noticed and seemed 

fairly content. So we were sort segued in this cuddling mode (if you can imagine curling up with 

 a whale). Luckily, I had overheard that snarky Madame di Florian mention that you must 

continue to address the royal personage as “Sir,” despite any previous or current intimacies. So 

we had a nice comfy exchange about today's weather, and tomorrow's forecast, and conjectures 

about the remaining soggy season. It was a little disconcerting when he'd reach out and grab a  

piece from the whole roasted chicken set on the night table and polished the whole fowl off  

during our cozy chat. Finally, I ever so gently began to steer him towards my animal activist 

views. I thought it was important that he know about being a good steward of the land and 

refrain from cruelty to animals, including geese and pheasants. Well, to sum up the evening, the 

King was not amused. He rang his bell and the lord chamberlain scooted me away from the 



delicate royal presence. Now I am persona non grata and getting masterly cuts that only the 

English know how to execute.   

 I can’t believe I have more than three months before I can go home. I sure hope Heffel’s 

machine works so I can get back. Can hardly wait to hit the sack with my boyfriend Harvy and 

get back to his tantric positions. To think I accused him of being too refined and nerdy in his 

love-making! Take me home to emails and central heating, costume jewelry, jeans and tennis 

shoes, the Sierra club,  yoga, coconut water, edamame, kale, quinoa, and sushi. Bring it on! 

 

### 


