
The secrets in the box
Abbie was up in the attic, she had found the key to an old chest and started looking through it, mostly 
clothes it seemed, she would look at these later. At the bottom of the chest she found a beautiful wooden
box, was it rosewood? It was highly polished with an inlaid floral design on its lid and around the 
keyhole. She ran her hand over its smooth surface, could it have had playing cards in it? It was about the
right size for two packs to fit in. She looked in her pocket for the bunch of keys; she was sure one of 
these would fit. She took a small brass key and marvelled  at how easily it turned in the lock. She was 
tempted to open it there and then but she felt that it would be better to sit down with a cuppa and savour,
what she hoped, would be an interesting experience.
At the kitchen table she carefully laid out its contents, some photographs, a dried red rose and a box 
containing a ring. The ring was an exquisite antique, was the stone perhaps a sapphire, it was 
surrounded by tiny diamonds? She'd never seen her great aunt Maud or her grandmother wear it. The 
photographs proved just as intriguing. A wedding group, a family picture taken in the garden, with her 
great grandparents, her grandmother, no groom and who was the bride? She looked carefully at the 
woman holding a bunch of garden roses and beaming broadly. It was Maud.
No, Maud had never married or had she?  She looked on the back it only showed a date. Abbie looked at
the other photos. A picture of  Maud cuddling  tiny baby, obviously in hospital after the birth, on the 
back it simply said 'Richard' and his date of birth, so this baby was her father. The next was of Richard's 
christening with Granny and Grandad holding him in an over the top, lacy gown, while Maud and the 
great grandparents looked on; there was only a date on the back. The last photograph was of a man in 
RAF uniform, who showed a striking resemblance to her father.
Abbie was totally mystified by these photographs but who could she ask about them? Apart from her 
father, whom she was sure would know nothing about this, all the other people were now dead.
Perhaps Maggie might know, she'd been Maud's housekeeper for years.
“Did Maud ever marry?” were Abbie's first words on the phone.
“You know she didn't, I take it you've found some photographs.”
“Yes. What can you tell me?”
“Nothing. You have to discover what happened all by yourself.”
“Really, but how?”
“All the answers are in the house, use the keys Maud left you to find out.”
“I've been through all the paperwork.”
“You've only read the papers needed for probate, you'll have to be more imaginative to find the stuff that
matters.”
“You're very hard, can't you give me a clue as the where to start?”
“You've got the keys she wanted you to have and you've got brains put the two together.” With that 
Maggie put the phone down and Abbie sighed, she had no idea where to start to uncover this mystery.
She found the answer, weeks later, in a safe hidden behind a painting. She turned the last of Maud's keys
to find all her diaries.
She wept as she read Maud's diaries of the terrible events during the war. Maud's fiancée had been killed
in an accident the day before the wedding, the news came as the family were taking photos in the 
garden, and then she'd found out she was pregnant. The family rallied round and both Maud and her 
sister Betty went up to London to do 'war work'. Betty had been married for five years and was 
desperate for a child so the baby, when it was born, was passed off as hers. Abbie wondered how Maud 
had coped with this, there always seemed to be a certain coolness between the sisters. Today Maud 
could have kept the baby and to hell with what anybody thought. Maud's diaries revealed her 
disappointment in her son. He was spoiled and only seemed to visit her when he wanted money, for she 
had become a wealthy and respected business woman. Abbie had loved her and they had been close, 
much closer than with  her own distant and often absent parents.
“Did you get a surprise when you learned about the contents of the box?” said Maggie over a cup of tea 
in the kitchen.
“Yes and no. It was nice to know she was my granny but then we'd always had that special feeling 
between us, and  it seemed right.”


