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     It had started raining by the time she boarded her bus outside Walham Green. Heavy 

droplets battered the glass; insistent as a bully who taunts and prods their victim all the way 

to school.  

     It was a brutish reminder to the passengers that they were still trapped in the wettest 

March in three hundred years. Floods had followed on blizzards and industry-killing heavy 

snowfall. It was an exclamation mark on one of the most wretched, blustery Winters of the 

century. 

     Evie’s “demobilisation” had come at a time when it was already easy to feel glum. The 

whole nation seemed to have sunk into misery, if the silence and sagging shoulders around 

her were an accurate indication.  

     Morale was at rock bottom. Rationing was stricter than ever before. Shortages of fuel and 

electricity dominated the headlines. The Labour government with its austerity measures was 

loathed. And on top of it all, the very weather had turned against England, like some Biblical 

punishment. 

     At least during the War there had been an attitude of “Us versus Them” to unite the 

population. A shared spirit of perseverance and pride had carried them through, unbeaten. 

They were back to business as usual now though, and the unifying spirit had gutted out. It 

was every man and woman for themselves.  

     For years they had been doing their best and making do with determination, but in the end 

the reward for all that sacrifice was just more sacrifice. Faced with the bleakness of more 

everyday struggle, people were understandably fed-up. Exhausted.  

     Evie felt it acutely. 

     The energy and excitement stoked by the War had gone out of things. Leaving only 

gloom. And row upon row of blackened, bombed-out house husks that did a damn fine job of 

capturing British sentiments just then. 

     The only speck of light to brighten Evie’s Wednesday was the discovery that her wages 

envelope included earnings for the rest of the week. A small but appreciated present.  

     Her second gift took the form of a free newspaper. When the man next to her stood to 

disembark, he left a copy of the Daily Telegraph on the seat cushion. 

     Times demanded she be even more frugal. So she snatched it up. 

 


