A letter to a father in war.

Dear Fafher,

Ifiw&ngﬁ&n,ﬂhm?wdugé.
Imiuyoummueﬁ,awffmmtfﬂnffwmamg,ﬁgﬂﬁgfwﬁsw.r
mMMﬂwugﬂform&ﬁcﬁw.HﬁMdﬁomw
you, the anow is 10 cold, and how quick our €own is Because of aff the men
I¢'s hard Raving five hids, me, Marie, Fefix, Vivien, and Elsie. UWe aren’t
wwdﬂgmucﬁw,anﬂm&n%ﬂmmwﬁ&eﬁ.Tqu,uwwm
wuch fun! We plaged in the snow, then acf By the smal? fine! Buk when I
wenf € Bed, I nememBered thaf you wenen't there, and gof upaef.

Marie read us a sfory of a soldien who went & wan. He had survived, and
m&n&v“ﬁwﬂmffwwwﬁdf&hﬂ
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ought € be more mafure, buf #'s Rarnd €o nof cry when I Chink that you'tl
&th,mﬁwifﬁm%ﬁ&wy!mh%wﬂm&mlm
wﬂé&ﬂgfﬁk%&mIMb&thMIm'ﬁmwgm
m&ng!%mﬁ&&hm&om&wﬁ&fnmﬂc&ﬁq&&fm&
ol you they said, “36 daddy.”



These days just scem €o 8e geffing colder, and colden. Darken, and darken.
Ukat is i like where you ara? I Rope i ian'€ as cold, and sad. Though it
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I Rope you are fhappy €o hoar Bhat!

Anyways, I'd ke o €l you more about how i is, here in Rone- i,
(People are abways inside, and &'W never Be the same with the wan.

I love you s0 much!

“Maura Jennings, and family.



