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Wednesday 24th January 19—

Joe,
I miss the mornings we used to spend together. Mother says you left for a job in the city and 
I’m so very happy that you found employment, even if it is so very far away. 

I guessed that you didn’t say goodbye that evening because you had realised that I am 
not the girl for you. Father says I’m such a silly girl for caring about you. 

It did not take long for me to find the address that you are staying at now, I saw it in 
Father’s book of accounts, with a note by it that he’d sent you twenty pounds. I cannot think 
why he would feel the need to send you such a large amount of money when my sister’s 
wedding is coming up, but then he is such a kind man, and must only want the best for you in 
the future. I just wish he would only want my happiness now, and that he had begged you 
stay here with us. 

I must go now as we are to have the vicar for lunch to discuss Mary’s wedding. 
So long, my love. 
Maggie
xoxox

*

Friday 31st January 19—

Joe,
I cannot hide my disappointment to have not received a letter from you in reply to my letter 
dated last Wednesday. I suppose though, that you are very with your new job. I asked Mother 
if she had heard from you and she had the strangest reaction, as though she expected that I 
would simply forget you. I think that she does not understand how deeply I feel for you.

Mary tried on her dress today for the wedding, oh she looked a picture! Mother has 
been feeding her up so that she is beautifully plump for the day, oh, Joe, she looked divine! I 
hope that someday I can gather enough money to come and visit you and we can talk the way 
we used to about our little cottage in the countryside with the big garden. The pond, the big 
tree with the tyre swing for the children, my flower patch next to your vegetable patch…

I cannot stress enough how much I miss sliding into your bedroom in the mornings 
and putting my cold hands on your warm back, giggling quietly at the way you used to 
shudder and take me in your arms hours before breakfast. I do wish you would come back to 
me. I am sure it is not only myself who misses you, I am sure father was glad of there being a 
man around the house. 

My love, forever,
Maggie
xoxox

*



Tuesday 11th February 19—

Joe,
I have tried to be understanding about your lack of any reply to my letters, however I cannot 
shake the idea from my mind that I should have liked at least a crumpled note of love from 
you these past few weeks. You left so quickly without goodbye and I just thought that 
perhaps you would feel at least a little guilty at having caused me so much upset, you know 
how well I think of and feel for you.

I wish you had not had to leave. Would you believe Father’s company had a job come 
up just last week, if only you could have stayed a little longer you may have been able to stay 
here forever. We could buy that big plot of land on the edge of the next village and built our 
little cottage. I always liked the idea of a blue front door, I’m certain our house’s name would 
look fabulous in gold against that door, Joe. Oh, how I wish you’d write me back, I miss you 
terribly. I feel so silly for writing again so soon without having heard from you at all.

I hope all is well with you, I bought some pansy seeds for our future window boxes at 
the market on Saturday.

Yours always,
Maggie
xoxox

*

Wednesday 19th February 19—

Joe,
I went with Mary and Mother today to look again at Mary’s dress. She’s filling out 
beautifully. I also had the chance to try on my own bride’s maid dress! Oh, you’d have loved 
it! Salmon pink satin with lace, and a beautiful hat to match! It fits a little more snugly than it 
did in the beginning, which Mother was thrilled about, she always did say I was such a wiry 
girl, and so pale. I am pleased to report I have a nice colour in my cheeks now which I have 
not had for years.

I hope work is going well for you and that I will be fortunate enough to hear from you 
soon.

All my love and affection,
Maggie
xoxox

*

Friday 21st February 19—

Joe,
I have been feeling so unwell lately, particularly in the morning. It is such a sorry state of 
affairs that I have been put off of my breakfast! You know how fond I am of Mother’s 
scrambled eggs in particular, and today I could not even face half of what I would usually 
care to eat. Mother is concerned and is insisting she takes me to see Doctor Fitzwilliam 
tomorrow. I for one hardly see the point in troubling the man with such a petty bother, I am 
sure it is just my missing you, you see. 



I shall write again with news of my visit to the doctor, not that there will be any news 
at all! 

Goodbye for now,
Maggie
xoxox

*

Saturday 22nd February 19—

Joe,
I am with child. 

Maggie
X

*

Wednesday 26th February 19—

Joe,
I apologise for being so blunt and uninformative in my last letter, you deserved more 
information than that, I am simply in shock about the entire thing. 

Mother and Father are distraught, and are saying that I must go and live with my aunt 
Elsa in Cambridgeshire until the child is born. Her daughter and son-in-law have always 
ached for a child but have this far been unsuccessful. I am glad that I can do them this 
service, if nothing else positive may come out of this.

Usually I would beg for your return so that we may raise our child together, however 
Mother and Father—especially Father—are both so upset with you for making me this way. I 
do not blame you, it was me as much as you who brought this about, if not more. It was I who 
crept into your room each morning, after all.

I feel I will always wish that things could have been different, that we could have 
made ourselves a life together. I wish that someday you will have your vegetable patch and 
you’ll plant some pansies alongside it, so that you’ll think of me when you harvest your 
marrows and carrots. I will think of you fondly at every opportunity, darling. The memory of 
you will never fade, I am sure, and having to say my goodbyes to you will never become a 
simple memory to deal with. You will always be my first and truest love, Joe. 

I wish you every happiness. I will enclose my aunt’s address in case you wish to 
contact me there, I will only write to you once more, when the baby is born so that you may 
see him or her, and learn its name.

I am sure they will look just like you, maybe they will even have your laugh, or your 
soft nature. I hope that they will always be as happy as you made me on those December 
mornings.

My love always
Maggie
xoxox

*



Friday 24th September 19—

Joe,
Our daughter was born in the early hours of the morning. She is dainty and soft, already with 
some fluffy curls around the base of her head. She will look beautiful in the summer with 
flowers in her hair.

It breaks my heart that she will never call me ‘mummy’, but sometimes life is cruel, 
and I suppose we have to atone for our sins in one way or another. I do wish mother was not 
so strict in that sense.

Julia—my cousin—is so fond of the child already, and let me name her. I called her 
Daisy, after your mother.

As usual, I hope that you are well and happy. 
I hope that our paths may cross again one day.
For the last time, I bid you farewell. As before—I love you, and I am yours, always.
Your Maggie
xoxox

§
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