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The crowds push, swarming up the stairwells,                                    like buffaloes stampeding through the station – 
fleeing from a platform spewing smoke, on 
July’s seventh morning. It’s rush hour! 

Concrete chunks, corked exits, trapping                                            commuters, from street level. Once an air-raid shelter,                  today, a volcano venting gas. New terror mantles its prey, in the tunnel shield. A suicide attack! 

An explosion. People on the floor, heat                                            contorts metal. A man screams, his arm ensnared, in a window blown out, his child, a youngster, lies                          rooted, and raises her head and sees

her father, collapsed, inside                                                         the carriage, his one leg lost, fused                                                     to the ceiling. A crippling moment. She                                                      crawls to him, over a chorus of voices. He was                                                                                     

infrequently inhaling and choking. Daddy, speak,                                              speak to me.  She wrapped him                                                    in her most treasured possession, the birthday scarf                                            he gave her that morning, before their trip to see                                                              

her mother; hours stretched, minutes extended, then,                                             clutching each other, their eyes closed. And                                                                the suicide bomber, perilous with hate,                                      not worth our while, did he have no regrets?                                                              We will never know.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Above the labyrinth,                                                                                                                     London’s open spaces, the squares, the parks, the gardens,                                                                                and the child’s mother,                                                                                          still wait for her.
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