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 I see him coming from a long way off. Jed Richards, the man who delivers the 

telegrams. 

 LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊǎΣ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ 

very moment it happened. They were in the middle of some every day task when suddenly 

ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜΣ ƻǊ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ 

couple of days later when they got the news, ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ ƳŜŀƴǘΦ aŜΣ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘat means I have no heart. Of course I think about 

the boys all the time, both of them, and listen to the radio for any reports about their units, 

ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ 

 {ŀƭƭȅΩǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ YŀǘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ 

ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ƎǊƻǳǎƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƙƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴƛƭƪ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

ŎƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘΤ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ LΩƳ 

standing at the sink, rinsing out a cup, when I sŜŜ ƘƛƳΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ speck on the 

horizon ς the darkest blight possible ς ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ L ƴŀǊǊƻǿ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ 

ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳ ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ 

me for the morning off or to ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ L ǎŜŜ 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƛŎȅŎƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ƪƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΦ wƛƎƘǘ 

there and then. 

 L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻȅǎ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ about. 

 Sally mutters somethiƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ōǳǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ 

find any words. Looking at Jed Richards in the distance, I know I have about two or three 

minutes left of this old life, two or three minutes before the inevitable happens and 

whatever comes fǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜƎƛƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ {ŀƭƭȅ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƴƻ ƎǊƛŜŦΣ ŦƻǊ YŀǘŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ 

Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǇŀǊǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ōƻȅǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ 

ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ a 

ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŀŘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ƛǘΦ LŦ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƘŜŘΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ 

after them; LΩǾŜ ŦŀƛƭŜŘΦ 

 My hands grip either side of the sink and I let one of the cups fall; it crashes loudly in 

ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊŎŜƭŀƛƴ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ōǳǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪΦ {ŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪǎ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ LΩƳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎǳǇǎ LΩǾŜ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƛǘƘŜǊŜŜƴǎΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ 5ƻ L ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ 

ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƭŀǎǘŜŘΚ 

 ΨLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣΩ L ǎŀȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘŜŀŘȅΦ L ƭƻƻƪ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ If it had cracked, I 

would have taken a shard of the china and cut into the palm of my hand and watched as the 

ōƭƻƻŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƭƻǿΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǳƳƳƻƴǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘƛŎƪŜr until it covered 

my fingers and the wound itself would not be seen. I would have stood there and pumped 

my fist over and over until as much blood had poured from me as possible and then turned 

on the water to wash it away, enjoying the stinging pain as it hit the open wound. IΩd have 

made it worse by flexing my hand or better by placing a bandage across it and allowing it to 



clot. That pain, I reason, would have been good pain, pain I could have felt and controlled 

and that would have been mine and mine alone.  

 They go on talking between themselves, not knowing that the old days have come to 

an endΦ {ŀƭƭȅ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿŀǎ ŘǳŜ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ŀƎƻ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ 

ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΦ YŀǘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƻǿƴ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƭŀǘŜ ŀnd Sally says 

ƴƻΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ 

ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ YŀǘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ Ǉƭŀƴǎ 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ {ŀƭƭȅ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǎƘŜ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǇƭŀŎŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ YŀǘŜΩǎ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ 

selfish attitude and shirking of responsibility. Some of the words reach me and settle; others 

drift away, unnoticed and already forgotten. 

 bƻǘ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ƴƻǿΦ IŜΩǎ ǎƭƻǿƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƘŀƭŦ ƳƛƭŜ 

towards our house. He must dread long driveways like ours where he can be seen from a 

distance. Where people might come spilling out the door at any moment, screaming, crying, 

pulling at him to tell them, tell them quick, who was it, which one, injured or dead? His job is 

an ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΦ Lǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ Ŝŀǎȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƘŀǘŜŘ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΦ L ƪƴƻǿ 

that Jed ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ local bar any more on account of how, when he steps inside, 

intent on nothing more than sinking a cold one, the place grows silent and grown men put 

their hands to their mouths as they press back in their seats, thinking that if Jed ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ 

ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴȅ ōŀŘ ƴŜǿs either. He makes us want to run and hide, 

like children; the things we do when our boys are in jeopardy. 

 IŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ IŜΩǎ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ƎŀǘŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

to close it behind him again. My head turns slightly. I wonder whŜǘƘŜǊ {ŀƭƭȅΩǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜ 

ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ǎǘŜǇǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ that LΩƭƭ know 

what to do if she stands up and looks out the window or says hello, is there someone coming 

ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΚ LΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎhout out loud. My legs might give way beneath me. 

 !ƴŘ ŘŜŀǊ DƻŘΣ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

doesƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǘ ŘƻesƴΩǘ, ōǳǘ LΩƳ ōǳǎȅ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ 

taking care of my boys, taking care of Sally and Kate, taking care of everything and I know 

ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƛŦŜ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ DƻŘΣ ƛŦ 

ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘŜǾŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ǿŜƭƭ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

make up a beŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻƻƴ ƻǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƘƛƳ 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƘǳǊǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ ƻǊ ŀ ƭŜƎ ƻǊ 

ōŜŜƴ ōƭƛƴŘŜŘΣ L Ŏŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōƭƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ōƻȅΣ DƻŘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ōlind 

ƘƛƳΣ ǘŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΣ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ Ƴȅ Řǳǘȅ ōȅ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ 

ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ L ŀƳΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƭƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ōƻȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘŜǾŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ǘŀƪŜ ŀǿŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻǊ 

his arms or his legs, let him not be able to walk, cripple hƛƳΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ L ǿƻƴΩǘ Řƻ 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƻƴƭȅ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ DƻŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴ ǳǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ L ς 

 The door is standing wide open and he taps on it and looks inside and his lips are 

pressed together because I know the poor mŀƴΩǎ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƎŀǎǇ ŀƴŘ 

clutch my stomach and I fall down onto a chair and I bury my face in my hands ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩǾŜ 

ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ōǳǘ Ƴȅ {ŀƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ YŀǘŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǎƘƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ LΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ Ƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŀƭǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ 

²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀǎƪǎ {ŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛƭƭΚ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘǊŀƛƭ ƻŦŦ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

she looks across the kitchen and sees Jed Richards standing there and she shouts out no, no, 



NO! as if JedΩǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǘǊǳŘŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎ ƻǊ ŀ ōǳǊƎƭŀǊ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ Ǌƻō ǳǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ [ƛƪŜ ƘŜΩǎ 

ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊƛŦƭŜ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŎƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ L Ŏŀƴ 

do is pick my head up long enough to say Jed, Jed, tell me quick, which one, which one, Jed, 

which one is it? 

 !ƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦ 


