Student Name
A Day in the Life

The date is 13 February of 1597.

My name is John Smith, but everyone around here callest me Sheriff Smith. I’m the sheriff of the village, a position that I have held for only four years. I am currently at the age of 39, but within another thirteen days, I shall turn 40. It seems as though these past nearly five years have flown by. Why, thine own self can remember back when I was apprenticing to be in this position, there was this one time when… oh, pray, pardon, I went off of thine own subject for a moment there. This journal entry shall hence forth be about today, not the ages of thine past. I wrote about those days in bygone years in forgotten journals.

Today was a normal day for a sheriff. As usual, I awoke at 6:25 in the morning and was dressed. I slipped out of my night rail and put on my doublet. I rode to the lord’s house, for I knew that I must attend a certain trial for thou earls. With the duty sheriff, I must be present at all of thine village’s trials and executions. Today was the trial of the Earls of Essex and Southampton. I knew it woulds’t be a long day.


Whence I arrived at Lord Grey’s house, I was met by one of his servants. Thy servant informed me that Grey had been waiting on me, and that he was ready to leave for the trial. As sheriff, I was assigned the job of protecting the men present at the afore-mentioned trial, just in case. I was in charge of thine muskets in the area, and I distributed them among thine soldiers. The trial proceeded well, though endured most of thine entire day. That is all to which I am able to disclose of the situation right now, until a conclusion is drawn. I will most assuredly write of it in tomorrow’s entry.

After the trial, I left for home to enjoy my evening meal. Thy servants prepared a regular meal. It consisted of fresh manchet, a goblet brimming with perry, and a chicken from mine own coop. Thy meal was exquisite! The chicken tasted good and felt warm in my empty stomach. 

Following my evening meal, I left for the tavern, a place quite visited by I to see my friends and talk of the week’s events. Among with conversing with my friends at the tavern, we also gamble and play dicing. I normally stayest only several hours, as the night grows old and I must awaken early to be ready for the next part of thine trial the next day. So I went home.


Shortly upon arriving home, I prepared myself for bed. But before I was ready to sleep, and started writing in mine journal. And that is all that I can account for in my day. I will now end this entry that I mightest have the slightest chance at some sleep and be ready for tomorrow. Well, that is all that mine old memory can recollect. Good eventide!
End of 13 February of the year 1597 
