
 
 



Chapter 1: Abigail 
 
The war can be a cruel place for the faint hearted. Many foes have trembled in the face 
of war, unsure of how to continue their journey towards, victory or death. This is the 
ultimate question for a soldier, it's their choice of bravery and cowardness. It's their 
choice to serve and protect their countries, to stop whatever hell that lies beyond from 
destroying the rest of their beloved country.  
 
Take Hitler, the asshole has ruined many lives, but he was a great leader. Yes, I know 
what he has done, but he motivated many people in such a short amount of time 
towards one course only very few can rally a crowd as he could. I would never say that 
aloud, in times like now it's too dangerous.  
 
To disagree with your side would be suicidal to make matters worse I am a woman.  It’s 
difficult being a woman, I mean during the war we get jobs at least, but still we are of a 
lower class to men. Objects, nothing more nothing less. I just hope that there are those 
good men out there, the ones who will be fearless, will face hell front on, staring at it 
directly in the eyes and protect their country for the great or good.  
 
Often walking to work these are the thoughts flooding my mind. Curiosity drives me, I 
am determined to prove everyone wrong that we as women are not just mothers, 
cleaners and caregivers we can do something.  
 
I get up early for work, so early the sun is only just braking over the city horizon. The 
misty coolness of the night still hangs in the air, the light tang of summer starts to take 
over. The morning rays prick at my skin making my hairs stand. As I walk to work the 
birds are brought to life by that summer warmth. All the iconic Aussie birds are out: 
Kookaburras, Cockatoos and Lorikeets, all jumbled together in that one loud chorus.  
 
Some people are out at this ungodly hour, but it's mostly work folk and a few people 
peering out of their homes for their daily walks. People don’t do that anymore, not ever 
since the war began. I keep walking taking in my surroundings, the bush, the gum trees 
and the water which, finally decided to blossom. Its yellow balls of fluff make it unique 
and beautiful.  
 



When I was younger we used to collect them and put them in dictionaries and bibles to 
flatten them out, it was calmer then. I come around the corner reaching my destination: 
work. The big gray Hospital building loomed over me: towering over me; mocking me; 
sucking all the happiness from my surroundings. I sighed and thought to myself, well 
time to start work.    
 



Chapter 2: Abigail  
 
Today was a one of those hot summer's day, my nurse uniform was drenched with 
sweat and blood. I was busy as a bee going from one task to another. All I hear is the 
agony from the soldiers, all I see is their bodies filled stains of blood. I wish I could do 
more to ensure all of them had the luck to see another sunset. Each step I take there 
seems to be a soldiers life lost with this terrible war the peace of everyone is destroyed. 
I was overwhelmed with work that I just couldn’t allow myself to drift into thoughts 
about this war.  
 
 I sped past rows of white curtains, each had a different smell and pain. I had aided 
numerous soldiers already each one of them were so unique some had love ones 
waiting for them others were ready to die to show patriotism but all leaving a small 
trace in my heart. I respected each of my patients and admired how brave each of them 
was. My hands were filled with gore as I went to the corner to freshen up that's where I 
saw him first.  
 
 



Chapter 3: Liam   
 
CRASH!  
 
Man, I thought to myself, what the hell did I run into. I looked down at the person in 
front of me and instantly froze. My gaze locked on her. Her mesmerising emerald green 
eyes pierced at my heart pulling me into a trance. Her natural beauty is nothing below 
flawless with the specks of freckles filling her gorgeous face. Her long brown curls fall 
weightlessly in front of her face. “Sorry sir, I didn’t mean-” she says looking up from the 
ground to meet my gaze. She quickly looks back down trying to regather her fallen 
papers.  
 
I reach to grab a piece of paper at the same time as her. Her touch is soft and warm, 
almost inviting. We move our hands away from each other “Sorry” we say 
simultaneously. She lightly laughs, and I can’t help but smile like an idiot. I go to stand 
after collecting all of the papers when something shiny is caught on one of my badges 
pulling us both in knocking our heads together. “Crap!” We both exclaimed rubbing the 
red marks on our foreheads. “I am so sorry” The lady said unravelling her necklace from 
my badge. Her hands are so small, tender and soft. I gave off a sheepish grin ensuring 
the lady it was alright.  
 
We both get up from the hospital floor fixing our clothes and wiping the dust from our 
knees. After she has recollected her things I decide to make the first move and 
introduce myself to this intriguing mystery woman. 
 



Chapter 4: Abigail  
 
“I am Liam, Liam Murphy, pleased to make your acquaintance.” I look into his eyes once 
more. 
 
“I am Abigail Tumble-wood, it's very nice to meet you to.” 
 
“The name suits you” he grinned.  
 
“Why do you say that?” she questioned  
 
“Well, it's beautiful, just like you of course.” I blushed. 
 
“Says you, smooth talker,” we burst out laughing. Strange, our laughter seemed to ring 
through the halls, echoing off all the walls. We immediately to stopped, laughing during 
time of war was rare but, still it felt good.  
 
We stood there awkwardly for a few minutes, staring at anything else but each other. 
Then Liam speaks: 
 
“Since you’re so beautiful I must ask you to join me for a dance?” 
 
 I was shocked I had not known that people still liked to dance or even liked me. “Ah… 
W-w-e-ll sure” I haven’t met someone had not made me stuttered in a long time.  
 
“That's good” he sighed with relief. “What would you like for dinner?” 
 
“Could we go to diner, it's called, The Rocking Diner. It's my favorite” I wondered if he 
knew how to dance.  
 
“Then it’s a plan.”  
 



Chapter 5: Liam 
 
The night that we had organised to go dancing arrived. The days leading up to it were a 
game of being restless and very happy. During the times what I was restless I made so 
many mistakes. My accountant job is surely down the drain now, thanks to my 
clumsiness.  
 
Tonight, would be the night. I would dance with a woman, who was as beautiful as she 
was charming. Getting ready is no easy task, I had to find something to wear and get my 
hair looking presentable for such a fine lady. I picked a suit that was black and blue, and 
did my hair like every respectable male would, in a Pompadour. 
 
Walking up to her doorstep, I did the last-minute adjustments to my suit and hair. I 
knocked on the door and waited for her to come out. And when she did, I wasn’t let 
down. She was wearing this beautiful bright red polka dot dress that made her emerald 
eyes glimmer in the moonlight.  
 
“Good evening, my lady. You look stunning tonight.” 
 
“And you, you don't look too bad yourself.” 
 
“Shall we go?” I questioned, restless to get going. 
 
We walked down the street together, towards her favourite place to dance. The 
‘Rocking dinner’. 
 
The music was calling us. The ‘Jailhouse Rock’ playing in the background, the beat 
traveling up through our toes and to our hands sending us a feeling of electricity that 
would not leave for many days to come.  
 
We boogied, for lack of a better word. We let the music take over us. We let it control 
what we did and what we thought. We moved closer, danced, moved apart, and moved 
back together again. Her body melding with mine, like it was meant to be.  
 



As ‘Jailhouse Rock’ came to an end she broke apart from me and swayed from side to 
side awkwardly. It was followed by ‘Can’t Help Falling in Love with You’ a beautiful song I 
might add, and she looked beautiful in the lights of the dinner, so I took a step, well, 
more like a leap. I asked her to dance.  
 
She shot me a look like we hadn’t been inseparable just a minute before. She then 
glanced down to her feet and fiddled with her hands, I thought it was the cutest thing 
that I had seen a girl do.  
 
She peered up at me with diamonds in her eyes and I couldn’t help but want to kiss the 
girl.  
“Yes.” was all she said. 
 
The night ended with her giving me a kiss on the cheek when I dropped her home, the 
way that I had collected her. 
 



Chapter 6: Liam  
 
As the months passed, we grew closer and more intimate. I collected her from work 
almost every night, took her home and protected her from all harm. I never thought 
myself to be a selfish or jealous person, but she has shown me a side of myself that I 
never knew I had.  
 
Every night I would kiss her goodnight before I left, and she would kiss back. The first 
time that I tried to kiss her, she had tensed up and then didn’t talk to me for a week. 
After that, I apologised every day until she forgave me and my simple ways.  
 
We went out on many dates where we bonded even more, building our relationship. 
The bond we shared now was an unbreakable, one that would take a bullet to separate 
us.  
 
We indulge in the moments that we share; the ones filled with banter, laughs and love. 
Soon I would be giving in to her feverish touch and that would be when the fire would 
start and ignite our relationship. It would take it to a new and uncharted land filled with 
new wonders and joys. I couldn’t wait for the day to come. 
 
I had just taken her out for ice-cream: Baskin-Robbins, the all-time best ice-cream place 
in the whole of Darwin. We stepped inside and were taken back by a wave of heat 
emitting from the waffle cone machine. The sweet fragrance filled the entire room 
reminding me of my childhood. Abigail chose Vanilla and Strawberries and cream and I 
chose choc mint and Jaffa. I prayed for the ice-creams and walked outside to sit at a 
park bench nearby.  
 
We sat in silence enjoying the night sky filled with thousands of tiny stars twinkling in 
the moonlight. “Would you like to try?” she said holding the tiny pink spoon in front of 
my mouth. I gladly accepted enjoying the sweet taste of strawberries and cream. As I 
gave her a spoon full of mine I looked at her transfixed at her beautiful complexion. So 
pure and kind that I had to say something, or I would risk losing her forever. I cleared my 
throat getting her attention. “Abigail, I have been wanting to ask you something for 
some time now and I would like to confess to you that I love you Abigail, with every 
bone in my body. Do you love me?” I waited for her answer whilst she took in 



everything I had just said to her. She took a breath and said, “I love you Liam, with every 
part of my body as well and I want to be with you for years to come.”  
 
“Would you like to go to my place?” I took my chance, playing it cool, obviously. We 
walked down the dimly lit footpath hands entwined walking in step with one another. 
We reached my front steps and I inserted the key hearing the latch being unlocked 
opening the doors to possibility. We step inside and I helped her take her gloves off 
revealing her glossy red nails. I stared at her for a moment “What are you staring at?” 
she said with a puzzled expression plastered on her face. Nothing but have I ever told 
you how beautiful you are? I said with a smile. She swatted my hand away laughing at 
my remark. 
 
She looked at me with affection in her gorgeous emerald eyes, and the room instantly lit 
up. The mood was there, and I was definitely not messing up this to make her mine and 
make me hers, in both body and soul.  
 
The passion in her eyes became more intense when I led her by my hand to the 
bedroom. I treated her gently and sweetly, soothing her with words that I know she’d 
like to hear. The moon outside shone through the curtains onto the bed, giving a whole 
new meaning to the word love, and with that I held her until the morning broke.  
 



Chapter 7: Liam 
 
Abigail Tumble-Wood. She drives me insane! Just the thought of her fills my heart with 
plethora emotions. Each time I see her, she is the one I want, she’s caring and loving to 
every person she meets. I am afraid I will lose her to the destruction of this war. Any 
minute in the battlefield I can be attacked, one bullet is all it takes to lose the one you 
love. I promised in my heart that till the day I will love her with all my soul.  
 
As soon as I whispered the words ‘I have to leave now’ her eyes were filled with tears of 
sorrow. I reassured her that I will be fine as long as she sends me letter sealed with a 
kiss from her sweet lips covered with ruby-licious lipstick. Whenever I am around her 
there is a magnetic pull that helps me survive life’s most difficult challenges. Without 
this feeling I don’t know what I would do. Life without Abigail is like a rose without its 
petals.  



Chapter 8: Liam  
 
“READY MEN! FOR THE KING!”  

 
Heart pumping, the ship’s back ramp banged open onto the new country. I was pushed 
forward by my fellow mates around me. The sand Our crunched underneath our boots, 
my mind was filled of thoughts, to go forward, the stress, toxic feeling climbing up my 
throat forcing to take over me. Into the forest, birds scatter into the sky. Sticks 
crunching under our boots, we stopped. Silence fell upon our shoulders, weighing us 
down. The youngest of the boys shook as they fumbled with their ammo. Then the 
shooting happened. The bullets tore through men around me. The sound was 
deafening.  

 
“PRIVATE MURPHY! FOCUS! THE ENEMY IS ATTACKING!” someone shouted in my ear. I 
looked down at my gun. Thoughts raced through my mind, the devil and the angel 
fighting over one thing. Should I do it? Should I shoot these men? Then an image flashed 
before my eyes; Abigail blown to smithereens. I loaded the gun, aimed and let the 
bullets loose.  
 
Time flew past me; walking, shooting, death and the letters. What should I tell her? That 
I’m facing death every step I take or that I’m eating this crap they call food. How the 
men are getting well together, or how I wake up thinking of her, screaming? Maybe that 
the birds’ songs remind me of Darwin. Should I tell her how a roommate sneaked in a 
puppy, he looked just like my Staffie, Barnie. And maybe how he died in a landslide, last 
night. No, that’ll just upset her.  
 
I’ve torn my sleeves off my uniform, it’s too hot for sleeves. Most men wear boxers 
instead of their pants. I’ve lost my hat, too bad the mozzies are getting worse. The 
buzzing mixed with gunshots it’s hard to concentrate.  
 
“Private Murphy, letters.” the senior handed me a pile of letters. I nodded in thanks. I 
ripped them open. I read every one, the tear stains, the signature lipstick kiss at the end. 
The questions she asked, the brambling of words, the crossed-out words, even the tea 
stained. The shaky handwriting still formed her memorising words. Her love in every 
word. I flipped open my notebook, I had twenty pages left. I answered her questions, 



with caution, asked her questions. But still it didn’t match her love. I shouldn’t drop out 
of school.  
 
Senior asked for the letters, we had to burn them, so the enemy couldn’t get hold of 
them. Men handed letters from parents, girlfriends and wives, we sat around the fire of 
letters as we ate maple and oat biscuits. Gunshots firing the in the distance, like the 
New Year’s Eve.  
 
 
 

 



Chapter 9: Abigail  
 
As time passed, days got longer, and I got lonelier. I took longer shifts at the hospital, 
trying to make time go by faster, but by treating people who are dying makes me think 
of Liam. My perfect Liam, his perfect eyes, his perfect body, the one that held me tight, 
and the one I want to hold me again. 
 
The days without Liam’s letters grew further and further apart, but then, when they 
came, I was back to my old self again. The ache that his presence has left on my heart is 
slowly tearing me apart from the inside out. 
 
People say love can change you, and they are right, they are so right, love can change 
you. It can change the way you live and the way you interact with people around you. It 
can change everything about you. My love was less than innocent, the burning passion 
that he and I felt that night is still scorching, keeping me going every day.  
 
The letters I wrote to him were definitely challenging. Pouring my heart into a small 
letter to be read by my true love wasn’t a simple task. 
 
October 22nd, 1955 
 
To My Darling Liam, 
 
It feels like years since you left my grasp, slowly slipping to the front of war. I would give 
anything to see you now; to feel your beautiful blonde hair; to gaze into your hazel eyes; 
and to hold you tight to my heart. Words cannot describe the ache i feel when you are 
not by my side. How is the war? Any progress? I pray to God that you are safe and well 
while I await for your return. Always know that I love you as big as the world, to the 
stars and back. You will forever have a piece of my heart and not until you return will I be 
complete.  
Be safe my love and I await for your return. 
 
Love, 
 
Abigail 



Chapter 10: Liam 
 
The men are corralling between each other discussing the current situation and our next 
plan of action. The phone-boy was the last to die. Who’s next? All i can see is sorrow 
and heartache between the men. The gruesome sights that all have had to go through 
will forever be a tragic memory etched into our minds. I think over this as darkness 
slowly fills my surroundings as I drift off into my slumber. 
 
I wake up screaming her name, the senior watching me. Telling me to let her go. How? 
Each time I shoot, I see her at the receiving end. My mind spiraling down this black hole; 
her, death, her dying, mum… I haven’t visited her grave in three years. She looked like 
Abigail, those green eyes, the same brown hair. Got to focus on this walk and this letter. 
It’s fifth time I tried to write the letter, I don’t want her to worry. 
 
December 12th, 1955 
 
To my dearest Abigail, 
 
How is home? I miss it dearly, the wind lightly brushing my face with my hand entwined 
with yours walking on the pathways. I miss the fresh air; the freedom; the happiness of 
being alive; but I miss you the most. I hope soon that I will be with you again and we can 
be happy again. How are Barney and Ginger? I hope they are not giving you grief. My 
dear you have no idea how badly I want to leave this place but I will tell to you that I am 
planning my escape as we speak. Unfortunately, I have to leave this letter short as I am 
being called upon. Please hang in there a little longer my dear I will be with you soon. I 
love you and take care. 
 
Love, 
 
Liam 
 
Someone’s yelling from a distance, probably singing. I finish signing the letter placing it 
in an envelope and placing a kiss on the seal when something pierces my chest knocking 
the wind from my lungs. The letter slipping from my grasp weightlessly falling to the 
floor. 



Epilogue:  Abigail  
 
Soon the letters stopped coming through the mail. I checked my mailbox every day for 
the last year but all I got was bills until one day, a crumpled small yellow piece of paper 
lay at the bottom of the mailbox. It was from the Army. Instantly dred drowned my body 
coursing through my veins. I took a shaky sharp breath and unfolded the slip of paper. It 
read: 
 
Dear Miss Tumble-wood, 
 
We are sorry to inform you of the loss of Mr. Liam Murphy. Sincere apologies for the 
delayed communication you however, Military soldier Murphy is currently M.I.A. we are 
still unable to find his location. We send our condolences for your loss and wish the best 
for you. Understand that we are doing everything we can and that there may be hope in 
finding him. In the envelope is the letter that one of the soldiers found on the ground we 
thought it was best that you be the owner to this. 
Apologies and have a lovely day. 
 
Signed, 
Commanding officer Kelly 
 
I stood at my mailbox speechless. So many emotions were running through my head as 
my breath quickened. One tear began to escape, followed by another, until the 
waterworks finally burst leaving me a crying heap on the ground. I cried myself to sleep 
for many nights with that one thing on my mind that I regretted the most. Not telling 
him that he was going to be a father, but now he will be but a cherished memory etched 
into my heart. And the child, his child. How am I, a single mother of the 50s going to 
raise going to raise it? Can? I will need a job, to supply food, shelter, love, education and 
most importantly kindness. Kindness towards the child’s potential and lostness.   
 
For years I struggled through raising not just one child but two, they turned out to be 
twins. Both Boys named after something significant to their father, Xavier and Sopatra. 
They’re names all have the meaning of saviour.  
 



Now as I look back on the past it was the memories of me and Liam that we had 
together that I will always remember. Then in our boys his face is reflected like a mirror 
except for their eyes they have my eyes. 

 




