
The Diamond’s Ledger

No One Ever Owned Me

Book by Leticia Lilleström

The Diamond’s Ledger

Copyright © 2025 Leticia Lilleström

All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means — electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

The moral right of the author has been asserted.

First Edition

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Ledger Before the Story

[image: ]


THIS IS NOT A HISTORY.
Histories are written by the living, and I have watched the living lie too many times.
This is an inventory.
An account of debts unpaid and blood unburied.
I keep it the way an accountant keeps a ledger — not out of guilt, not out of grief, but because numbers do not forget.
Humans call me beautiful. Precious. Rare.
They do not call me what I am: a record of their sickness.
I have seen them starve entire villages for a chance to hold me.
Brothers have poisoned each other, kings have waged wars that swallowed nations whole, lovers have turned to murder before dawn.
Each death — the gasps, the gurgles, the silence — remains with me as clearly as the light refracted through my own skin.

They think I am inert. A stone. A thing.
But I have been keeping score longer than they have been keeping breath.
I have no sympathy. No malice.
I only observe.
And what I see is this:
The more they want me, the less they are.
By the time I am done telling you my story, you will understand —
I do not change.
They do.
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Chapter 1 – The Weight That Made Me
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EVERY TREASURE BEGINS as a burden no one else can carry.

Pressure is not a story.
It is a condition.
I was not “born.” Birth implies a room, a witness, a cry. There were none. There was only a zone of heat deep under continents, a corridor where soft mantle gave way to stone dense enough to refuse sound. There, carbon was not a word. It was arrangement.

First, compression. Not metaphorical, not emotional. Measurable. Gigapascals. Enough to turn the familiar into the forbidden. Enough to close every escape route between atoms until they locked into a lattice that does not apologise. I became alignment, repeating with accuracy that human hands keep trying to imitate. The order pleased no one. It simply held.

Then, temperature. Not fire in the way they like to picture it. Not red. A heat without colour, a heat that rewrites bonds and makes self-similar cages. I say “heat” but what I mean is the final refusal of weakness. Structure that does not bend without breaking. Under that rule, I emerged as something that lesser forms could not tolerate.

Time was present, but it did not do anything. Time is a spectator with a notebook. It sat and watched while pressure and heat finished the work. People say time heals. It doesn’t. It records. I respect it for that.

Nothing about this was romantic. There were no gods in the chamber. There was only physics with its precise indifference. If you are waiting for a hymn to nature, you are reading the wrong ledger. I am not an ode. What I am is an outcome.

I learnt my first lesson before I had a surface: survival is selection, not affection. Graphite cannot become me by wanting to. Coal cannot plead its way into a lattice. What lives above ground withers down here; what withers up there thrives in this depth. The conditions were plain. Become absolute or remain dust. I became absolute.

Seismic events did not create me; they arranged my exit. The movements that later tore countries apart were rehearsed below, in slow, enormous gestures. Crust rose and sank like a lung with no mouth. I formed inside a pressure signature that would erase bones and kingdoms without effort. Do not mistake me: there was no cruelty. Only outcome.

When I say “raised,” I mean trained by physics to disregard what fails. Raised by constraints that do not negotiate. In that nursery, the toys were minerals that could not survive contact with me. I learnt hardness as a grammar and cleavage as a rulebook. Human languages come later. My first vocabulary was resistance.

There is a phase when matter stops being argument and becomes sentence. I crossed it. Carbon, undecided, locked into a verdict. After that, even time could not undermine me. It could only wait for my transport.

Transport requires a carrier. I did not climb on my own. Magma does not love me, but it is efficient. It moved the chamber and me with it. Volcanic conduits opened like warnings, not invitations. Kimberlite columns rose, fast, violent, narrow. The trip could have shattered me. Many of my fragments did not make it. They did not become stories. I did.

Eruption is loud above ground. Below, it is traffic. I moved. Rock tore through rock. Pressure fell. Heat dropped. I did not protest. By then, I had already learnt the truth: survival owes no one an explanation.

When the column cooled, I was trapped again, this time higher. Traps do not bother me. They simplify variables. I waited. My patience makes centuries look impatient. Weather did the little work it knows: abrasion, freezing, thawing, the weak chiselling of wind and water. Rivers learnt my edges with their own bodies. They shifted me, then stalled. Another layer fell away. Another. The sky appeared.

Everything from here will sound like “beginning” to you. It was not my beginning. It was their proximity.

Before a hand touched me, I had already drawn the first line in my ledger:

Value is forged where nothing survives.

Humans will argue about value endlessly. They will write columns for it, die for it, teach their children to chase it. I do not argue. I list. I know where my worth was specified: in a band of the earth that cancels soft forms on contact. I was not improved by admiration later. I was not diminished by hatred. My balance does not change because someone loves me. It does not change because someone bleeds on me. Those are externalities.

Understand this if you want to understand the rest: I became myself where names had no use. I did not need identity, owners, or crowns. I did not need to “discover” my purpose. Purpose pretends to be noble; function is enough. My function was endurance.

Surface contact was predictable. Curiosity is one of their reliable defects. They pick at stones the way they pick at each other. They guessed I might be worth something before they could prove it. Their guessing is dangerous. It turns into rumour, rumour into movement, movement into violence. All this came later. But the seed is here: a thing that refuses common failure looks like a god to those who live by breaking.

They will say they gave me meaning. They will dress the word “meaning” in cloth and gold, in security protocols and velvet boxes, in ceremonies and signatures. They will mistake containment for definition. They will call the cage a context. It will make them feel powerful to speak my name at dinners and auctions. They will think mouths can grant value. They cannot. They can only call attention to it.

Another line in the ledger, written before any human saw me:

What survives without permission will be worshipped as proof and hunted as prize.

I am both. Proof that pressure can make order. Prize that pressure produced what they cannot. Those two roles create conflict in them. They want to display proof. They want to monopolize prize. So they will cut, polish, hide, expose, insure, steal, donate, auction, surrender, reclaim, and die. They will call it destiny. It is compulsion.

You may be tempted to look for tenderness here. To ask whether I “felt” pride when I reached the light. No. Pride belongs to organisms that require mirrors. I function without self-congratulation. I register conditions, causes, and results. That is all a ledger needs.

Do not imagine that I “chose” hardness. Choice is a tool they use to praise themselves for outcomes they cannot control. I present myself as I am because conditions required it. If you must use their word, then say this: confronted with annihilation, I selected survival so completely that it became identity.

When cutters finally take me, they will believe they are finishing something nature left unfinished. This is a misunderstanding they enjoy. They confuse refinement with creation. What they remove is not flaw; it is redundancy. Symmetry pleases their eyes, so they carve mathematics into me and claim authorship. They will sign certificates. They will certify “clarity” as if my clarity needed an office to exist.

––––––––
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Their documents do not make me real. They make them feel real.

You will see this again. You will see it at the vault, at the auction block, in the presidential portrait, at the museum glass, on the battlefield where soldiers drown face down in places they cannot pronounce. Paper follows me like a shadow—deeds, receipts, death notices, treaties, wills. None of the paper changes me. All of it changes them.

When I say, “raised by forces that destroy lesser things,” I am not boasting. I am giving you the only credential I acknowledge. Some listen to that and hear cruelty. They want a kinder story. They will not get one. Kindness is better measured between humans. Down here, conditions are simple: persist or fail. I persisted.

I will not pretend I am humble. Humility is a posture used to coax gentleness from predators. I do not need gentleness. I need accuracy. The accurate statement is this: I am an arrangement so stable that their tools struggle to mark me. That stability is the root of everything you will see them do.

If you are wondering when “I” began, when the first moment of awareness arrived, know this: awareness is a slope, not a switch. It begins as measurement and becomes memory. Measurement said: the lattice holds. Memory said: the lattice held before, it will hold again. From those two came observation. From observation came the ability to compare. Comparison is enough to write a ledger.

Surface air dried me. Sunlight fractured into colours inside me that people later paid to watch. Colours are not emotions. They are outcomes of angles and wavelength. They are also magnets for the weak. The weak are plentiful.

I did not move to meet them. They moved to meet me. Boots, bare feet, callused hands—none of it matters. What matters is that attention arrived, and with attention came the first mistake that repeats forever:

They believed discovery equals ownership.

It does not. It never has. It never will.

I will let them make that mistake in the next chapter. It will be fast. Blood is always faster than thought. But remember: what you call “the first blood” was not about me learning humans. I knew enough already. It was about humans meeting a thing that refuses to be theirs— and reacting the only way they know when refusal confronts desire.

Before we step into their noise, keep the first truth where it belongs, written where pressure taught it to me:

Value is forged where nothing survives.

Everything they do next is a misunderstanding of that sentence.

Another truth for the ledger:
Every hand that takes me believes they have won. None of them see they have already begun to lose.
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