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A munitions-factory wife sees her RAF sergeant onto a foggy Battle of Britain
train, then finds the younger man from the plant waiting in the station café

with American cigarettes and a flimsy excuse for a red-haired baby that may
not be her husband’s. Today’s romance, women’s fiction, and historical fiction

keeps finding the cost of wanting someone close: a garden-centre widow
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choosing camellias and an invitation to La Traviata, a tango dancer negotiating
Saturday nights against a husband who prefers the dogs and a novel in bed, a

plague-year thief filling his bag in a house of the dead, and a widower who
opens his door to a barefoot stranger before dawn. Some of these pieces stay

in the present tense of milongas, honeymoons taken before a shotgun
wedding, and clown-school mothers; others return to Occupied Paris, a silk-

factory river that grows murkier by the year, and a cliff house the council keeps
condemning. Around them are a novelist learning craft from Beach Read, a

historical mystery writer defending fiction as a way to feel the past in the bones,
and an essay on romance as informal sex education. The back shelf holds

three older reckonings: a Yalta adulterer who discovers he has two lives, a New
England woman who finds she prefers her china, her still, and her solitude to

the fiancé she waited fourteen years to marry, and a Blue Vein host who
introduces the wife of his youth. Taken together, they suggest that love is rarely

a clean choice between leaving and staying, because the harder work is
deciding which parts of a life can be shared without being lost.

All links in today’s edition were checked against the linked publication,
magazine, or publisher page on October 15, 2026.

Christopher Tarbi opens on the evening fog that tiptoes into an English
town as Emma and Jamie walk to the train station, each carrying a gas
mask and helmet in a green canvas bag. Jamie, newly striped as a
sergeant, smokes Woodbines and says little, while Emma adjusts his
field service cap and knows his pass ends at midnight. Their kiss is
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I’ll Be Seeing You - Christopher Tarbi



quick and bitter with tobacco; he bolts for a compartment bound for
Dover and Spitfire repairs, and she turns into the blacked-out station
café where Robert, twenty-two and the munitions-plant owner’s
nephew, is already waiting with coffee. Robert, who once courted her
with chocolates and wine, smokes American cigarettes from a spinster
aunt in New York and grins that her husband will be a proud father in
seven months, while Emma worries about the maths and a red-haired
baby. Flashbacks show how a false air-raid siren and a spilled coffee on
her thigh began the affair; Emma now tells Robert that he, not the
pregnancy, is the mistake, and Jamie, home on leave, hid naked beside
the bed when a truck backfired. Tarbi writes wartime romance as a
tangle of duty, shame, and fog that mercifully hides Emma until she is
ready to decide what to do about the child and the woman on a farm
outside town.

Read “I’ll Be Seeing You” at The Saturday Evening Post

Sue Hassett’s Richard pushes up the sleeves of his grass-green garden-
centre sweatshirt when he notices the same elegant woman studying
the camellia labels again under a grey March sky outside Northampton.
He approaches to offer help with ericaceous compost, and Vanessa,
who reminds him of Meryl Streep, confides that camellias were her late
husband’s favourite and that she wants a small memorial bed at home.

The Discovery Desk

The Lady of the Camellias - Sue Hassett

https://www.saturdayeveningpost.com/2026/09/ill-be-seeing-you/


Richard, a former accountant whose wife Jennifer discouraged his
dream of a garden business and later left him for a self-employed house
renovator, now loves his part-time work among the plants. He offers
tea and a caramel chocolate brownie in the café, then tickets to La
Traviata once Vanessa connects the novel he mentions, The Lady of the
Camellias, to her favourite opera. Two women behind the café counter
watch them with knowing smiles while Richard feels the best thing in
years unfolding over a second cup. Hassett writes late-life romance
with small practical kindnesses, and with the quiet courage of two
people who have already survived loss.

Read “The Lady of the Camellias” at Micromance Magazine

Dawn Kane’s Leah dabs red lipstick, checks her silky green dress in the
mirror, and steels herself for the circular argument with Sam, who sits in
bed with a novel and two sleepy dogs and says she looks nice in a
mournful tone. She loves Saturday-night Argentine tango; he loves
staying in, and leaving still fills her with guilt even after an AI chatbot
reminds her she is not solely responsible for his happiness. At the
milonga, Troilo soothes her nerves, Rodrigo’s cologne announces his
arrival, and she dodges partners she would rather save for later until a
wiry out-of-towner with a well-worn shoe bag lifts an eyebrow toward
the floor. They dance to the strains of Farol without exchanging names,
matching turns and pauses until the cortina breaks the trance and he
thanks her in a lovely Italian accent. She stays for a snappy milonga
with a friend, partners those still waiting, and goes home when her body
aches. Kane writes marriage as a negotiation between movement and
stillness, and takes seriously Leah’s belief that these nights keep her
heart from turning bitter.

Read “Tango Time” at CommuterLit

Tango Time - Dawn Kane
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Ailsa Fraser sets Nick in August 1665 London, where plague has
emptied the streets and a quote from Defoe’s Journal of the Plague
Year hangs over a house left open because everyone inside is dead. He
enters by the servant’s door, steps over a bloodied dog, and hunts silver
candlesticks he cannot sell, then a lady’s purse of coins and jewellery
that will fit in his pouch. Portraits seem to move; a lapdog on a sofa
turns out to be as dead as the rest; fleas swarm from a study rug beside
another dead dog where the master seems to have fallen at his desk.
Nick decides there is no waterman to bribe on the way to Heaven, so
the fortune is his, and he walks home in bloody sunset light with a bag
that clinks at every step. Fraser keeps the theft procedural and the
dread bodily, down to the red flea bites already rising on his skin. The
story never needs a ghost when the city itself already feels haunted.

Read “A Coin for the Waterman” at Retrospect Journal

Steve S. Saroff’s narrator is woken before dawn by pounding on his
back door and finds a young woman he has never seen, barefoot and
muddy, asking to come in. His late wife used to call him reckless; since
her sudden death from a burst vessel two years earlier, he has gone
“straight and true into the dull world of success,” yet he still lets the
stranger sit at his kitchen table under a blanket while the kettle boils.
She has run half a mile from Toole Street across freight tracks and a
creek, fleeing a husband who hides her shoes and phone and sometimes
hits her. Over coffee she tells him about cupcakes iced with her mother;
he answers with Spain, fish and potatoes, and reading by candlelight
with the woman he met sitting against a tree outside a party when he
was twenty-three and fresh from war. Saroff keeps the encounter

A Coin for the Waterman - Ailsa Fraser
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ordinary and exact: a cat smelling of mice, questions about favourite
food, orange fog at the window. The title quietly frames her flight as a
beginning rather than an ending.

Read “Leaving Is a Start” at Fictive Dream

Thank you for spending some time with this afternoon’s edition. Below this
point are six more works of romance, women’s fiction, and historical fiction,

three pieces about reading and writing in these genres, and three special
recommendations from the back shelf.

Special Recommendations can be found near the bottom of the article.

Sophie Hampton’s Willa jams a salt-rusted key while her daughter Alice
chases a hat toward a cliff edge, then finds her father thinning in his
armchair with council condemnation letters and a whale-tooth letter
opener. She begs him to leave before the next storm, a fear she has
tracked on the Met Office’s alphabetical table of named storms ever
since a flint wall, a potting shed, and the cherry tree planted on her
mother’s ashes fell onto the shore. A dead sperm whale cast up half a
mile away drew dark tourism, a TikTok stunt, and sellers of plastic
souvenirs before its guts ruptured; each time her father uses the antique
opener, Willa pictures the animal’s lacerated mouth. After the cliff takes
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the house, police give her six hours before high tide to salvage what
she can among starfish, a smashed piano, and an empty wedding-day
champagne bottle Alice insists he drank to join Grandma. Hampton, a
Cambridge writer whose fiction has been broadcast on BBC Radio 4,
writes women’s fiction as inheritance and weather. The letter opener
warming in Willa’s hand is the piece’s quiet centre.

Read “Matter Out of Place” at Fictive Dream

M.D. Smith IV returns Nora to Seabrook on an icy Valentine’s Day three
years after Chris told her she should see other people and she fled to
Charlottesville to finish her art degree. His letter, retrieved twice from
the trash, explains he had a ring and news that shattered him: his father
dying of lung cancer, his mother of pancreatic cancer, and a fear that
pity would blur her love if she stayed. Chris now keeps the lighthouse;
Nora climbs the icy path past cliffs that smell of wintergreen and finds
him brushing snow from a railing. He tells the whole story she was never
given, and the years lost hang between them like frost until he pulls her
close. Smith, a Huntsville writer of more than 350 flash stories, keeps
the reunion spare and sincere as the lighthouse casts its familiar glow
over ice and rock. The storm has passed, and neither of them steps
back.

Read “Lighthouse Memories” at Micromance Magazine

Kayla Jean Murphy’s couple takes their honeymoon a month before the
shotgun wedding, winding through old coal country toward a Poconos
resort that calls itself the land of love. She bought a lace babydoll that

Lighthouse Memories - M.D. Smith IV
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parts for her round belly and imagined marriage would staple-gun her
heart tight like pretty cloth on a wood frame; November mountains are
dull and dirty, and the Valentine tub is candy-apple red against peach
walls. They are the youngest diners by decades, eating soft carrots on
melamine, and on a trail he shows her buck scrapes on young trees
while she does not feign interest. By Saturday she is homesick; Epsom
salts swirl in the heart-shaped tub under tiny ceiling bulbs meant to
imitate stars, and she feels connected to something vast and old rather
than to a new world. On the drive home they stop at the country’s
largest Cabela’s, among taxidermy dioramas, where she reads about a
world-record buck stored in an attic until a garage sale. Murphy, whose
debut novel is forthcoming from West Virginia University Press, writes
women’s fiction that watches animals, pregnancy, and the slow turn
toward a different way of being on Earth.

Read “Buck Scrape” at Virginia Quarterly Review

Mark Doyle’s Agnes Botrel feeds chicken necks to Étienne and to
Raquin, the greedy cat she calls Herr Hitler, drinks sugarless tea that
tastes like tree bark, and walks to the Place des Vosges because she
must trip Germans where she is not known. In occupied Paris she has
already felled a dozen Germans at least with her walking stick,
apologizing with her mouth and daring them with her eyes. This morning
she catches a short German at the ankle; he seizes a schoolboy, and
when Agnes falls and cries out that she did it, a Frenchman with a pipe
speaks their language while a large woman, a bookseller, two young
laborers, a waiter, and a street sweeper turn the park into a sudden
melee. She rides home in a rubbish cart without her papers, sleeps
poorly on a throbbing leg, and wakes to a knock that finds her ready
with her stick. Doyle writes historical fiction as small war and civic

The Last Battle of Agnes B. - Mark Doyle
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courage. Agnes’s personal front is a gravel path, a black shawl, and the
refusal to stay useless.

Read “The Last Battle of Agnes B.” at The Saturday Evening Post

Y. M. Pang’s Wuyin fishes a murkier river while factory silk money
remakes his village, mourning a childhood he can sometimes reenter as
a second, younger body among children who never ask his name. When
Milu, the magistrate’s daughter, asks who he is, he calls himself Shui; as
she grows, so does the phantom, until kisses among ginkgo trees and a
pregnancy undo the miracle and leave him kneeling as an old fisherman
to confess. Fifteen years later Fei returns as his ward after Kongde,
proven sterile, kills Milu and himself; she strips Wuyin’s factory wages,
marries council member Yan as first-wife, and drives second-wife Li-nah
into the attic. Yan rows across to hear the requiem story, believes him,
then buries Fei in Wuyin’s worm garden after Li-nah fells her with a
frying pan and strangles her. Pang’s 7,150-word Strange Horizons story
braids romance, women’s ambition, and historical change into a long
song about what a person owes the past. Content notes include abuse,
violence, and body transformation, and the piece earns its length.

Read “Endless Requiem” at Strange Horizons

Beth Sherman’s teenage narrator is on the verge of popular when Mom
enrolls in clown school at the YMCA for $290 and starts picking her up
from soccer in a checked coat, fright wig, and red nose. Mom, an
aesthetician who prefers the name Petunia to Susan, practices juggling
and stilts in their basement apartment and arrives in white pancake

Endless Requiem - Y. M. Pang
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makeup with store-bought cookies for a soccer fundraiser during Mime
Week, while Dad chatters through weekend pickups without noticing his
daughter has stopped speaking to him. A handkerchief trick that keeps
changing colour almost earns forgiveness, until the girl asks what the
point is and Mom says she is trying to keep eye contact and connect
with the audience. “How about connecting with me?” collapses Mom’s
face, and a tear that is probably not from the plastic flower rolls down.
Sherman, a Best Microfiction and Best Small Fictions contributor, writes
women’s fiction as slapstick that suddenly hurts, and the narrator’s
wondering why Mom became a mother at all sits right beside the plea.

Read “Slapstick” at Fictive Dream

Rowan Beaird recounts August 2021, after a second miscarriage in six
months, when she could not finish Kazuo Ishiguro’s Klara and the Sun
yet raced through Emily Henry’s Beach Read after a friend bought it at
Women and Children First in Chicago. While preparing her first novel,
The Divorcées, for submission, she began sketching the wedding-
weekend novel that became Tenderness, rereading Susan Minot’s
Evening and James Wright’s The Branch Will Not Break while realizing
how much the romance she had once arrogantly dismissed had taught
her. She names three craft gains: not fearing useful cliché setups,

Beyond the First Shelf
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treating sex scenes as character work rather than fade-to-black, and
writing as a conversation with audience expectation. Maternity-leave
reading mixed Patricia Lockwood with Ali Hazelwood, Katie Kitamura
with Talia Hibbert, and she remains a student of the genre rather than a
ready practitioner. The essay is craft criticism without condescension. It
treats pleasure reading as serious apprenticeship.

Read “What Romance Novels Taught Me About Writing Literary Fiction”
at Literary Hub

Jonelle Patrick, author of The Samurai’s Octopus, argues that historical
fiction teaches because it entertains: the Great Meiwa Fire of 1772 feels
urgent when you are escaping a crime scene, and eighteenth-century
Japan arrives as charcoal, moat water, roasting tea, and platform
sandals. She contrasts Hilary Mantel’s Wolf Hall with university
cramming, Colson Whitehead’s Underground Railroad with a dozen
biographies, and the shift from Clavell’s Shōgun to the 2025 screen
adaptation that moves the gaze from Western saviour to Japanese
strategy. Fiction, she writes, concentrates many lives into a few,
amplifies short pivotal periods, and stores knowledge more like vivid
memory than grey fact. Patrick writes as both novelist and researcher
who has highlighted tax records and disease statistics behind courtesan
economies. The piece is a clear defence of genre reading as study. It
ends by telling readers not to apologize for a page-turning historical
mystery.

Read “Tomes That Teach: Jonelle Patrick on Learning the Past Through
Historical Fiction” at CrimeReads

Tomes That Teach: Jonelle Patrick on Learning the
Past Through Historical Fiction - Jonelle Patrick
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Caroline Eubanks maps romance from grocery-store Harlequins and
Danielle Steel paperbacks to #BookTok’s spice levels, regency, dark
romance, and fantasy romance, arguing that while traditional sex
education often skipped pleasure, consent, communication, and desire,
novels became an informal classroom. She is clear about toxic
dynamics in older titles and about imperfect mainstream gateways from
Fifty Shades to ACOTAR and Heated Rivalry. She describes her own
friends discussing a Meghan Quinn scene over cocktails, and quotes
one interviewee on women growing louder and prouder about their love
of romance online. Eubanks writes cultural criticism that neither sneers
nor romanticizes. The essay sits usefully beside today’s fiction about
wanting and being wanted. It treats smut as vocabulary and as a public
conversation still unfinished.

Read “How Romance Novels Filled in the Gaps Left by Sex Ed” at
Literary Hub

Anton Chekhov’s Dmitri Dmitritch Gurov, under forty with a daughter of
twelve and two sons at school, notices a fair-haired young lady in a
beret walking the Yalta front with a white Pomeranian. Anna
Sergeyevna, married to a man she calls a flunkey, becomes the affair he

How Romance Novels Filled in the Gaps Left by Sex
Ed - Caroline Eubanks

Special Recommendations
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expects to forget until Moscow absorbs him and ordinary talk of
sturgeon suddenly feels unclean. He finds her again at a performance of
The Geisha, then in secret visits to the Slaviansky Bazaar hotel while her
husband, told she is consulting a doctor, both believes her and does
not. Chekhov, in Constance Garnett’s translation on Wikisource, gives
Gurov two lives, one open and one hidden, and ends with the
recognition that the most difficult part of their road is only just
beginning. The story remains a model of adulterous romance without
comfort. Its precision still teaches how desire rearranges an ordinary
life.

Read “The Lady with the Dog” free through Wikisource

Mary E. Wilkins Freeman’s Louisa Ellis stems currants into a blue bowl,
sets tea with everyday china her neighbours whisper about, and feeds
corn-cakes to Caesar, the yellow-and-white dog on a chain. Joe Dagget
has returned from fourteen years making a fortune in Australia to marry
the woman who waited; he fills her delicate room like a bear in a china
shop, and she sweeps his tracked dust after each visit. From the
shadows Louisa overhears Joe and Lily Dyer admit their feeling for each
other while Joe refuses to break faith with the woman who waited. She
releases him and keeps her still for distilling roses, her lavender folds,
and her uncloistered peace; if she has sold her birthright, Freeman
writes, the pottage tastes too delicious for her to know it. Freeman’s
story is women’s fiction before the label, exact about small rituals and
the courage of refusal. Louisa’s future days hang like pearls on a rosary,
each smooth and her own.

Read “A New England Nun” free through Wikisource

A New England Nun - Mary E. Wilkins Freeman
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Charles W. Chesnutt’s Mr. Ryder, dean of the Blue Vein Society in
Groveland, plans a ball at which he will propose to Mrs. Molly Dixon, a
younger, lighter-skinned widow from Washington, and further his theory
of upward absorption. On his porch, fortifying toast quotations from
Tennyson, he meets ‘Liza Jane, a little woman who has searched
twenty-five years for Sam Taylor, the free-born husband she warned
before their master could sell him down the river, a warning for which
she was whipped and sold away herself. She carries his daguerreotype
on a string; Ryder studies it a long time, then studies his own face in his
dressing-case mirror. At supper he tells her story as a hypothetical, asks
what a man of honour should do, and hears Mrs. Dixon answer first that
he should acknowledge her. He opens an adjoining door and leads in his
visitor: “Permit me to introduce to you the wife of my youth.” Chesnutt’s
1899 story remains a special recommendation for anyone writing about
love as recognition rather than ascent. It is romance and social history
in one turn of a ballroom door.

Read “The Wife of His Youth” free through Wikisource

Thank you for spending part of your day among the letters with us.

Many of today’s pieces return to people deciding what closeness costs: a café
after a troop train, a milonga negotiated against guilt, a plague purse that

clinks like fairy gold, a cliff letter opener warmed by a daughter’s hand.
Romance, women’s fiction, and historical fiction give those pressures a shape
large enough to see, whether that shape is a Valentine tub in the Poconos, a
walking stick in the Place des Vosges, or a Blue Vein ballroom. Some of these

stories find a second chance at a lighthouse or a garden-centre café, and
others leave their characters alone with a choice that cannot be outsourced.
The essays and the older works on the back shelf are reminders that asking
who gets to be claimed, and on what terms, has always been one of these

The Wife of His Youth - Charles W. Chesnutt
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genres’ quieter powers. Wherever today’s reading takes you, may it send you
back to your own corner of the world with sharper eyes.

I hope one of today’s pieces gives you somewhere worth staying for a while.


