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Origins

This happened to my parents in war-blasted London. My father worked in the 
docks and my mother worked as a seamstress close to St. Paul’s Cathedral. 
They had both survived the Blitz, but this could be the story of any young couple 
innocently caught up in war. My mother had a great fund of stories of ordinary 
people caught up in that conflict. I always meant to get her stories down on 
tape, but to my eternal regret I always working away on the other side of 
Europe.
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but it’s cost us our clothing coupons for the next
couple of months. Now, don’t bother me for a
while, everything is reaching a critical stage.
What’s in the bundle?”
“Open it and see,” said the young man.
She cut the string around the package, and

“How did you ge
from the living roo
“The family at the
children, have a 
somewhere. I pes
pedestrians to stumble the last few minutes of
their journey home, and enough light to show a
flock of thundering bombers the landmarks they
needed to deliver their cargoes.
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“Dinner is almost ready,” the young woman said.
“What have we got with the chicken?” 
“Potatoes, a turnip, some cabbage, nothing
special, but they’re good quality. I think the
greengrocer found a new source.”
“Maybe he had a chicken to swap,” sniggered
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coupons. I need to feed for two, don’t forget,” she
said patting the new life growing inside her, “and
their two little girls need new dresses for spring.
I expect the boys need new boots too.”
“They’ve got a bargain. Who else knows about
the chickens?”
“Most shopkeepers I’d guess. Chickens are hard
to come by these days. I wish we had more to
swap.”
He cocked his head to one side trying to catch an
inaudible rumble just at the edge of hearing.
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“They must be ours,” said the young man,
“otherwise the sirens would be wailing by now.”
He went out into the kitchen again, to collect the
precious chicken. It was laid out on a serving
dish, roasted skin glowing golden. She put a
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the house and opened the blackout curtain to
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drone of advancing bombers. He shrugged,
‘Must be ours, setting off on a raid’. He closed the
curtain, went back to the living room, and
finished laying the table.
The young woman served out the vegetables
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young man. He carried them with great cere-
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The young woman stared at the ceiling as more
bombs dropped further up the road. The light
dimmed momentarily and the house shook as
more lives disappeared in a fan of leaping
orange flames.
“They can’t,” muttered the young woman in
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elderly, all destroyed by the fickle flight of a
falling bomb. No time to run for shelter, no time
to think last thoughts or crave final forgiveness
for sins committed or suffered, no time to seek
redemption for a wasted life, no time to pray for
children innocent of the ways of the adult world.
Only time to hear the scream of death tearing
down through a cold winter sky. Brilliant orange
flames leapt high in supplication to the bomber
above, as if confirming the casual murder it
wrought below.
“Incendiaries,” muttered the young man. “Fire
bombs,” he screamed at his young wife as he
rushed back to the living room, “the bastards are
dropping fire bombs.”
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them. Dervish flames leapt and danced as the
air-raid siren broke at last into life, its warning
now a requiem.
High in the sky, young pilots flew their aircraft
home, duty done, safe to fight another night in
the service of their country. That night, whether

devastation, still w
wiped them clean 
knife, and cut off
husband. The you
“I couldn’t eat it no
He nodded towa
leapt high in ecstatic proclamation to the
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Minutes later, they stirred and moaned, unable to
believe that they were still alive. He brushed
debris off the young woman and crawled out
from beneath the still-standing oak table. Orange
light flickered across the wall, but the fire was not
inside.
He looked out through the shattered window
frame and saw the house at the back in flames.
In that house a family had had no time to run for
shelter. The parents had just seen their children
to bed with their last bedtime story. They had
heard the faltering siren and wondered whether
to take the children to safety. As they paused on
the stairs, listening both to the scream of falling
bombs and the disturbed murmurings of waking
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back, where two little girls wouldn’t have pretty
new dresses for spring, and two young boys
wouldn’t know the thrill of kicking stones along
the street with new leather boots.
“We have to,” said the young woman, touching
me where I grew inside her womb. “For him.”
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