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                                                      50 West Meadows,
                                                                     Chopwell, 
Tyne and  Wear
                                                                      NE391AF
22nd of October, 1943.                                                                

Dear Mother,

                    I’m sorry I haven’t written in a while, but the person I’m staying with, Mr Crocks, says that I am only allowed one piece of paper a week. He is horrible! He just smokes and sleeps and shouts. He’s always grumpy; the man never smiles. His wife is no better. Always moody, and he neglects me dreadfully. She has me up at six every morning to scrub the floor, and do the dishes. Don’t you think that is ever so cruel to have a child of my age up at those hours? 

           You’ll never guess what she said to me last night. These were her exact words: “Get to bed you bag of cow dirt! I’m in charge here”. 
           I had cried myself to sleep that night, thinking of the warm cuddles you would have given me. Wouldn’t you feel better if I were home with you? I know, I would.

 
           Getting up at six really builds my appetite. But all I get is a bowl of watered down gruel, and I don’t even get to finish. Mind you, it is horrible. How much I long for one of your pies, fresh from the oven or a Sunday lunch with home grown vegetables. When I go outside, the foul smell of pig manure makes me choke. The sky was always as dark as a train tunnel, and I am expected to clean out the pigs out every morning (including before I go to bed). With the smoke from Mr Crock’s pipe blowing in my face, I try my best to please him.
          In spite of it all, I have gained a friendship with their neglected dog Sammy. He seems to understand.


A week ago, some war planes came over the farm, in broad daylight. It made me feel worried about Father, but I also feel angry with him for leaving me, though I know it’s not his fault. On a usual day, I would just sit around the dingy cottage, polishing ornaments or Mr. Crock’s boots. Even with all I do, I am still shouted at over and over- Mrs Crock bellowing in my ear. 
            I think I am ill. Maybe it’s the dust, or how dirty it is here. I keep sneezing and I was sick yesterday. I don’t think I am ever going to be happy and if I am … when. I miss you so much. Can’t you come get me? You could nurse me back to health. I could kill for a cuddle, or at the most love.

From your loving daughter,

 




Rosie 

