
Tuesday 7th November 2090 

My love, when I am gone you will have this to remember me by. 

Sunday 19th January 2091 

I fear the air is worsening, the dust thickening. They're making us wear filters even though 
we’re underground now, and my voice is muffled. As if I'm underwater; barked orders are 
warbled on their way from the speaker to me, bouncing off the walls in my mind. It's cold 
here; lonely. And I remember; God I miss your voice, your warm touch, your gentle breath 
on my neck. 

Monday 23rd February 2092 

Towards the end I couldn’t even feel you, not through the thick Teflon suits. Fly heads, glass 
goggles obscure your face, and I can’t find you in there. I was losing you before you were 
gone. To breathe I had to lose you. To live I had to leave you. And I miss you more than 
words can describe. 

Friday 29th March 2093 

You mean the world to me, but that world is rotting. I'm sorry for the melancholy -- I always 
have been a bit of a pessimist haven’t I, my dear? So, I’m sorry. I’m sorry for the bony 
elbows, I’m sorry for the burnt pancakes, for stepping on your toes as we waltz, for laughing 
when you lose, cheating at chess, the odd socks, and I’m sorry that I never say what I mean. 

Thursday 18th April 2094 

Love is always more painful than in books or movies, they never manage to show the ache 
you feel when you’re apart. Darling, you were made for my embrace and I for yours. In this 
collapsing world I hope to find you once more. 

Sunday 20th April 2094 

Reading this back makes me so much more aware of how incoherent it is; this is your fault 
you know. My mind is addled with thoughts of you, and you only. 

Friday 14th May 2095 

Hugs for too long make adults laugh, “you’re not going to war!” they say, chortling to 
themselves about young love. But dear, now that we are we’ve been torn apart by concrete 
walls; I wish I had hugged you for longer. Our love is timed, I can feel it with every minute 
that ticks by, and the deadline is fast approaching. They blame the Russians; as they always 
do, but we both know it’s America, it always is and always has been. Either way, the tension 
is palpable. The fuse has been lit and there’s no stopping it. 

Monday 22nd July 2096 

There are so many things we haven't done; but I'll focus on the good. Foggy mornings with 
coffee; yours is black no sugar, and mine is barely coffee. Laughter at the most 
inappropriate times. Wishes on dandelions. Silly dances in the kitchen. Long hours at the 



bookstore. Rom-com marathons. Tearful goodbyes. Stolen kisses during air raid drills. And I 
hope for many more moments just like this.  

I must go now; the light is fading and the electrical curfew approaches. 

Saturday 16th August 2097 

The sickness is spreading; you can see it in the children, the animals, and the plants. The low 
grumbles and whines of the sick are my lullaby. I grow more and more worried for you each 
passing day. 

Tuesday 3rd October 2099 

I dream of the day when I can see you again; safe and happy.  We’ll live together in some 
cheap city apartment; filled with half-dead plants; monstera deliciosa, dracaena, and the 
like. Oh, and of course we’ll have pets; cats or something equally fluffy. I’ll make you 
breakfast in bed, and you’ll read me our favourite poetry. We’d do the most utterly 
mundane things together, like grocery shopping, and I’d enjoy it because it would be with 
you. Maybe we’ll be ridiculously rich so we can have picnics on yachts, lush gardens, a grand 
piano, and a tv in every room (or whatever rich people have). Of course, I’d buy you the 
most extravagant outfits in royal purple, rich blues, and deep greens. Bouquets on your 
birthday, and books for Christmas. We’d have all the time in the world to surround 
ourselves in each other's presence.  

Wednesday 7th November 2100 

I could stare at your face all day you know; studying all your details and loving every single 
one, even the parts you don’t like; your freckles, your nose, the way your face creases when 
you smile. I'm losing your features; which have become oh so blurry, has it already been a 
decade, my love? Oh, what I would do to see you again, even just for a second. That would 
be cruel though, wouldn’t it? After all, I’m to leave tomorrow.  

You don’t know it yet, but I’ve been writing these in between training. Time to myself is 
scarce, but each second to myself is spent thinking about you; so, I write, sporadically 
though, and almost always nonsensically due to fatigue. You must be pained that I have not 
replied to a single letter of yours, but I’m certain you’ll understand. Or you’ll hate me; I’ll 
never know.  

I’ve kept every single one of your letters; they are my mantra, and you, my religion. My faith 
in you has never wavered, I know that you’ll be waiting. I’m sure of it. 

I’m aware my writing grows more frantic as the time for me to leave draws nearer. I’ve 
stopped crossing my t’s or dotting my i's, there’s barely any time to think. Perhaps these will 
be my last words. A desperate attempt to remain conscious in your mind. I wonder; do you 
still blush at the mention of my name? Do your friends know about me?  

And as I slip this letter under your door; I think to myself, maybe someday when this is all 
over, and we are both dead, this will be the only trace of our love. 


