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They came to my door. I let them in
They shouldn’t have come in my door
They, the two of them from Social Services. The Authorities, said 
I couldn’t keep her, my baby
She shouldn’t have let them in. why - why didn’t she fight them?
That woman in her tweed suit, she said I wasn’t’ fit – too young. Not married. So, I let them in, and they took her away
They took her, my baby, and she let them. She gave my baby away, like an unwanted blanket
I wanted my baby. Now she’s gone, and I let them. I wrapped her in her soft, pink blanket and they took her. You weren’t there!
I hate her.  I hate them. They took her. I don’t know where? I don’t even know who THEY are? I wasn’t there - to stop them
He hates me. I know. He thinks I should’ve fought them, the Authorities. I should’ve
How is this possible? My life - gone. Strangers came, they took my baby, and my life, 
I want to die
I want to die. He hates me. I hate me. I feel dead inside. I don’t know how to go on
I don’t know how to go on



‘Mercia, just nineteen, fell in love with Ciro, an Italian. He was tall, tanned and handsome like a film star.  She knew because she collected the photos of film stars of the day, all autographed and pinned to her bedroom wall, but they were gone. She left them behind when she ran away with her dark handsome lover. I knew this part of the story well.’
[bookmark: _Hlk30492388]‘He was so handsome and tall’. She would recall. ‘He had the most beautiful eyes, green like the ocean.’ She’d tell me with her deep, ducky voice. ‘Love, it is just a dream.’
‘I am their youngest daughter, asked to call in to see them, as they had something to tell me.  
Mercia sat slumped over the solid, pine table a cigarette between her yellow stained fingers, the ash quivering, ready to fall. 
She was so guarded and sad. See, she’d never spoke of this to anyone, ever. 
[bookmark: _Hlk30493654]She was thoughtful and gave another deep, heavy sigh, put her cigarette in the ashtray and moved it away from her, then, she moved slowly, and went to the cooker, a small gas stove with a grill above the gas rings,  just a foot or so from the table.  
She glanced at the plastic clock on the wall. ‘It’s nearly twelve o’clock. Dinner time.’ She said, ‘it’s Tuesday, today. I thought I’d cook pasta and potato.’ That was her name for it. I expect there is a fancier name for it somewhere. ‘Are you having some.’ She asked as she took a worn, yellow tea towel hanging from the cooker handle and placed this on her shoulder. I replied, ‘yes please.’ She didn’t turn around but continued with the job in hand. 
[bookmark: _Hlk30494850]She reached low into the cupboard, just to the side of the cooker, for the pan, the potatoes, and onions. these were always kept all in one place. She took a small knife from the cupboard draw then brought these to the table, and she sat down. She reached over to the end of the table for the newspaper which sat next to her packet of cigarettes and a green lighter, and she slid the paper across so it rested in front of her, flicked the pages open, and with her head tilted she began to peel, and chop the onions. Once done, she used the knife to move them to the side. Not a tear fell. She then, peeled the potatoes. I watched the peel twirl and fall; twirl and fall onto the newspaper. 
I’ve watched this a million times. Always in awe. With the knife in her left hand she peeled, sliced, and cubed the potato whilst still holding it in her right. I listened to the pieces plop into a deep bowl. 
She rolled up the peelings in the newspaper, very neatly, and placed them in the bin. Then, standing back at the cooker I watched her sway back and fore, slowly shifting from one foot to the other as she poured the vegetable oil in the pan to heat, then, scooping up the onion she dropped them into the hot oil, swirling them around with her fingers in a quick circular movement and waited while they softened. 
She added a squirt of puree, it spluttered, its oil seeped outward, and she stirred it again with a well-worn wooden spoon. She poured in the stock, added a whole palm full of salt. ‘a good palm full of salt will bring out the taste of the tomatoes.’ She said, and the potatoes were dropped into the rose -red liquid.
‘Potatoes first, they take longer to cook,’ she said, ‘only a few minutes.’ I’m happy to watch with a cupper in hand. She gave the pot a stir and took out the pasta ready. The packet crackled and tore. 
That done she fell into her chair and let out a heavy sigh. ‘It won’t be long, now, and your dad will be in, in a bit. Mercia took her cigarette from the ashtray which is bursting to the brim. It had gone out, so, she reached for the green lighter, clicked it a few times then held it steady, inhaled, and breathed out a cloud which drifted upward. I hated it, but I didn’t say anything. I could see she needed this cigarette for her nerves. 
‘So, tell me then, what it is you want to tell me?’ I asked as I took a sip of my tea. Mercia had asked me to call in. she, and Ciro had something to tell me. So, here I was.
Mercia sat very quietly pondering on the greyish haze of silent breath floating about us. It felt like an age, so I blurted out. ‘Is it another child.’ I don’t know what possessed me to say it, and I was taken aback with my own words. I watched her.
She looked at me. Her eyes wide as if I had smacked her in the face. ‘How do you know?’ She said. 
‘I Don’t!’ I told her. ‘Did you lose a baby!’ I asked. I am stumped for words, but it triggered something in her.
I watched her intently. One arm holding herself, across her soft belly and her other hand shaking in front of her. Her head was lowered. She said, ‘It was a long time ago, now. Before you were born.’ She paused and looked up at me, fumbled nervously with her cigarette, raised it to her quivering mouth and inhaled, then, she blew out the fumes, like a veil of mist, it surrounded us.
‘She didn’t die.’ She whispered.
She spoke so quietly; I could barely hear the words. I held my breath and waited. Suddenly the kitchen door opened and Ciro was standing there shaking the water from his coat and stamping his size nines on the mat. He panted, ‘it’s raining, you know. Outside.’ And he laughed. He always said the same thing when it’s raining. He thinks it’s funny. Well, it wouldn’t be raining inside would it.
He looked at us both. ‘You told her, then.’  He said and dropped his paper onto the table and sat heavily into his chair opposite, Mercia. She stubbed out her cigarette in the ashtray. ‘Not yet, no.’ she said looking over at her husband. The silence enclosed the three of us. I looked from Mercia to Ciro, who began to laugh. It’s a nervous laugh, I could tell, the way his eyes looked, uncertain, and he looked at his hands resting on his paper. ‘Just tell her, will you!’ 
‘How am I supposed to say it? I can’t! You tell her.’ She retorted and shook her head. I looked at Ciro. ‘I can’t. You have to.’ He told her. 
‘What is it?’ I asked. I was feeling very worried at this point.
‘She didn’t die.’ She said softly her words caught in her throat.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Mercia couldn’t speak another word so, Ciro continued. ‘There’s five of you. Not four.’
‘What do you mean? What are you saying? I am confused and look to Ciro for an explanation. 
‘What I’m trying to say, is, there is another child. See!’  he stopped and looked at me as if I should suddenly get it. I didn’t. Ciro gave a deep breath outward. ‘Um, before you were born, yeah. Your mother had a baby. She was too young. We left; I had a contract with work. We didn’t get married and I didn’t think, I didn’t know. I couldn’t speak very good English and I didn’t understand too well, see.’ He took a breath and went on. ‘I was only thinking about work and where we could live. There was so much to think about.’ His words stuck in his throat and tears welled in his eyes. 
‘Ciro!’ Mercia said softly but firmly, and her voice stopped him in his tracks. ‘Ciro,’ she repeated, I will tell her.’ She looked at him with painful eyes, inhaled her cigarette and on the outward breath she began. ‘We found her. Our baby. She was - taken.’ She stopped on this word as though it was difficult some how to pronounce. She carried on. ‘But now we’ve found her, and she has found us.’ 
For a moment I am silent with shock then, I had to ask, ‘You have found her, a daughter, after all this time. How, and when did you know!’
Ciro, leaned forward resting his arms on his paper, ‘We were looking for each other at the same time.’ He said, his eyes watery with joy. His head shook from side to side. ‘You can’t believe it, eh!’ he put his head in his hands and began to sob. Never in my life had I ever saw Ciro cry, well there was once, just one tear. When our dog died.
[bookmark: _Hlk30505627]Mercia sat very still as she watched her husband. I could hear the potatoes bubbling away so, I got up very quietly, just in case I shattered the atmosphere, and I turned off the heat. I took a breath and a moment while I filled the kettle with fresh water and I tapped the button on, then returned to my chair, again, lowering myself gently, so not to disturb this fragile time, but to sooth the tension, I asked if they wanted tea. They both nodded at the same time. ‘Well, the kettle is on ready.’ I said. 
‘They came to my door, and I let them in.’ Mercia spoke so quietly. Her eyes glazed. In her mind’s eye, she had journeyed back to a painful time. I didn’t move - no one did. We were all transported.
[bookmark: _Hlk30504969]‘They came to my door, and I let them in.’ she breathed. I was young. Too young and afraid. See, I wasn’t married, and I had this tiny baby. She was so beautiful with a mop of dark hair and such dark eyes, and the tiniest hands.’ The memory caught in her voice and she forced back the pain.
‘They should never have come to my place!’ Ciro, spoke now, anger in his voice. ‘Why were they there? These people. There were two of them. Two women.’ He said with disdain in his voice. He waved his hand at me showing two fingers. ‘They had no right.’
‘Yes, there were two of them.’ Mercia said. These women were from Social Services. The Authorities.’ They said I couldn’t keep my baby,’ She looked so sad. Her cigarette had gone out and the tea towel on her shoulder was twisted in her hands.
[bookmark: _Hlk30505223]Ciro took his tobacco pouch and papers from his cardigan pocket to make a rollie. He sprinkled the tobacco along the paper then, licked the edge and rolled it gently to stick. He pointed at Mercia, ‘You should never have let them in.’ he told her. ‘Why? Why, did you, eh?’ he went on. ‘You should’ve fought them. Kicked them out the door. There’s something wrong with you!’ He banged his fist down hard on the table, that everything on it jumped and rattled, including Mercia, who didn’t look at him. Ciro stared hard at his rollie which was completely crushed. 
The silence fell over us in a wave. 
I touched Mercia’s arm. ‘Go on, please.’ I asked her. She began, ‘That woman, in the tweed suit. She said, I wasn’t fit to have a baby. I was too young. Not fit to raise a child. They knew I wasn’t married.’ She twisted her gold band on her finger. ‘I wasn’t married. Not then.’ She said. ‘I was young. I didn’t know anything. No one told me anything. They didn’t in those days, see.’ She looked at me. ‘Not like today. Everyone knows everything today, but I was stupid.  I let them in, and I let them take her, because they told me I had to. Because they were the Authorities, and I wasn’t married, and they took my beautiful baby.’ She stopped. Put her face in her hands and she sobbed and sobbed, and I choked back the pain that I felt for her, for them both. 
‘It’s ok,’ is said trying to comfort her. 
[bookmark: _Hlk30503677]Ciro’s eyes flashed.  He was angry. ‘Those bastards, they took my baby and she let them,’ he screamed over the table, ‘she let them take her – gave her away like an unwanted blanket, or something.’ He choked. 
‘I wanted my baby!’ I loved her. I wrapped her in her pink blanket, the one I knitted for her,’ she told him, ‘and they took her out of my arms. Yes, I let them.’ Mercia hung her face and she trembled as though she was terrified. This was the first time she had admitted to her feelings of grief, and guilt. It was raw and she was terrified.
‘How could you have done it, Merc.’ Ciro said looking at his wife, ‘I hated you for it for so long. I still hate those people, ‘He went on, ‘they just took her away. I didn’t know where they’d taken her,’ he stated. He was exhausted. He shook his head and put his hand to his mouth then the tears flowed down his cheeks and dripped off his chin. He took out his handkerchief from his trouser pocket and placed it over his nose. He blew hard then, he folded it and wiped away the streaming river of tears. For him this was the first time he had spoken to anyone about what had happened that tragic day. 
I said very softly, ‘I don’t understand what happened?’
‘I’ll tell you,’ and Ciro cleared his throat, ‘we were, all three of us, in bed together that morning. She had to sleep with us because we didn’t have anything for her to sleep in. The caravan was small, see. It was all I could find at the time. No one would take us. Me being Italian and Mercia having a baby. Well, I found this caravan in the back of this man’s garden, he said I could rent it. It was surrounded by mud and when it rained you were up to your knees. It was bad, but…’ he stopped to recall those many years before. Then, he continued, ‘do you remember it Mercia,’ he looked over the table at her. ‘I remember well,’ she said, holding onto her cigarette. 
Ciro continued, ‘it was freezing in there, and it was - ooh you should’ve seen it!’ He waved his hand in the air dispersing the steam and smoke encircling us, ‘and the roof, well, it groaned when the wind hit it and it leaked, letting the rain in, but it wasn’t going to be forever. Just till I got some money to buy our own house.’ He looked up to see us watching him, so he bowed his head, and took his mug in his hands. It was cold. 
 I remember that day. ‘It was early morning, about five or so, and I had work. I remember. I put the lamp on and looked at Mercia asleep on the edge of the other side of the bed, and the baby was in the middle.’ He took a breath as he stared into his cup. We waited, holding our breath. ‘The baby, my baby, she was lying on her back. Her hands were closed together on her chest,’ he placed his hands together to show us, ‘like this he said, ‘like she was praying.’ He said, ‘Like she knew she was going away, and she was praying to God.’ He choked away the lump in his throat.
‘Then they came and took her. Stole her away.’ and he cried, and he couldn’t stop crying. With his face in his hands he shook all over. Mercia looked over at this man, her husband for almost forty years. This man who was always tough, who never cried, instead, he’d argue and shout or hit out. Now, she saw him for the first-time break into a hundred pieces of glass, in front of her. ‘I feel numb,’ she said. ‘look at us! We’re ruined’ she bent her head low and let out a painful moan. 
I had no words so, I decided tea was needed and I got out of my chair and left the table, gently.
Gently, I searched for three mugs. Refilled the kettle and tapped the on button. I waited and listened to the water as it began to boil. It sounded like my own stomach, full of emotion, it rumbled and churned. The steam caught my attention and I was glad of the distraction. I watched it rise and swirl and I thought of these two people, of their agony and their hatred of authority. 
Mercia had always hated the Social Services. She had to deal with them because her life, and her health had kept her door open to them. While Ciro, was a rebel. He was brought up on the streets where authority is not to be trusted and now, he had every reason not to trust. The switch of the button tapped off, bringing me back.
I made up three mugs of tea, all with two sugars and milk. I placed these in the centre of the table. Mercia was holding the tea towel and staring blankly at it. Ciro had made up a new rollie. They took a mug and immersed themselves in the comfort of the warm, sweet tea. 
‘I know you hated me,’ Mercia spoke not taking her eyes from her mug. ‘I know you think I should’ve fought them; kicked them out the door. You are right I should’ve.’ she said. She held the mug between her hands. 
‘How was this ever possible?’ Ciro whispered, ‘my baby was suddenly gone. My life inside me was gone.’ Ciro tried to make sense of it. ‘strangers came into my life and took it. I wanted to die,’ he stopped and gave a moan. ‘Something inside me did,’ he breathed. 
‘I know,’ Mercia uttered, and suddenly Ciro was furious. ‘How do you know?’ he spat, ‘you did this. she was my child!’
‘She’s my child too, you know,’ she shouted back. ‘I died too on that miserable, horrible day,’ her eyes blazed red, her voice cracked under the strain, ‘when my baby girl was taken, I died inside,’ she cried. Tears poured down her face. She never cried. She couldn’t, she told me once. Now she couldn’t stop. 
No one moved and Mercia found her words again. ‘I know you hated me; you still hate me. Well, I hate me, and have forever,’ she said. ‘she was my baby as well,’ she shouted,’ she raised herself from her chair, and leaned over to face Ciro, then softly she said. ‘I didn’t know I would, go on; after all these years I don’t know how I’m still here.’ They were face to face. Both worn out with it all. Eyes wide and locked onto each other, they searched for some sense of it all, then, Ciro spoke in a low voice. ‘I didn’t know how I would go on!’
Time froze, for a split second.
Mercia sat back into her chair. She reached for her cigarette and with the lighter she lit it and took a slow drag. Then, slowly she passed the lighter to Ciro who took it and he lit his rollie. They smoked and pondered on their own thoughts and not a word was uttered. 
They flicked their ash into the full ashtray. They puffed and watched the smoke float about them, and they meditated. I didn’t dare interrupt that moment of calm.
Then on her last outward breath, cutting the quiet, Mercia spoke. ‘The two women, they stood there, and they made me feel like I was a criminal,’ she said. ‘I told them that we were getting married, soon, but the woman in the tweed suit and the thin mouth, with her hair stretched tight from her face, she sneered,’ Mercia was thoughtful, ‘I remember her well as though it was yesterday. She wore glasses with thin wires, and I can see her eyes now, steely grey, they were. Like stone. They looked through me,’ 
she stopped, then looked blankly at her mug and continued, ‘that woman did all the talking. The other just sat on the stool and stared about that old caravan. She wore a dark mac and carried a satchel bag. It was the woman in tweed that wanted my baby.’ She stopped to look for a cigarette, but she held onto the box and continued. ‘I told her NO! I told her she’s MINE! 
They kept on. They weren’t angry and they spoke softly all the time I held my baby close.’ She looked up at Ciro then she carried on. ‘I kept telling them I was getting married. That this place was only till we got our own house. I pleaded with them, but it was use.’ 
Mercia was right back in that caravan with those women. ‘That woman told me It was too late.’ She hesitated then. Ciro shifted in his chair and watched her. ‘That women, in tweed, she said I was too young, and I wouldn’t be able to look after my baby properly, that, I brought shame to my family, and they wouldn’t want me, not now,’ she thought on this as she turned the cigarette box in her hand, she nodded and continued. The other one, in the mac, she said because we were foreign, that we’d never be accepted. She told me my baby would never have a good life. so, I told her. I was Welsh, and she said that was just as bad. I didn’t know what to say.’ Mercia shook her head and tears welled in her eyes. 
‘For the best,’ she said, ‘that my baby girl should go to a respectable family. One that could give her a clean and honest life. I was angry with her, and I told her, I am clean and honest,’  ‘well, child,’ she said, ‘you’re not are you, because you have had a baby out of wed lock and that is a sin, it’s a wicked thing.’
Ciro raised his head and jumped out of his chair.  he paced the floor. ‘what a load of two-faced bitches,’ he snorted. ‘They had no rights!’ his face contorted with anger. ‘if I saw them now, I’d show them who’s wicked, the no good filthy...!’ he stopped then, took the back of the chair and pulled it out so he could sit down. He was tired. He rubbed his head. ‘They took my baby girl – they stole her!’ he shouted. 
Mercia began to shake. She wiped away the tears that had welled in them, ‘yes they were evil – evil to do what they did. They told me that I had no rights and by law I had to give my baby up for adoption. It was expected when I was put into the mother and baby home. I didn’t know anything, and they treated me like I was a wicked child. 
I was sent to the home, by the doctor. As soon as I saw the place, I thought it looked like a prison. It was a gloomy, stone building with high gates and walls all around. That day had a freezing, cruel wind that went through to the bone, and the nun’s, in their dark habits were just as cruel. The sister eyed me with distain, she was like this with all the girls in there. it was because we had sinned and so we were not to treated with respect at all. We were to be punished for our sin. For having a baby!’
‘These were nun.’ I questioned. You would think they’d have compassion and care. It’s unbelievable.’ I said.
‘Yes, anyone would’ve thought so.’ She went on. ‘I was afraid of them. I didn’t know what to expect. My room was small with two narrow, hard metal beds, a small locker and a basin, and old faded curtains hung at the window. 
I had a roommate; she was due about the same time as me. Helen, she was tiny with large blue eyes. She was nice, and we became friends. We were given jobs to do, to earn our keep. But it was part of the punishment. Mine was scrubbing floors. From early morning till late evening. It was hard and lonely. And lights went off at nine. Just like a prison.’ Mercia looked up at me. ‘It’s hard to believe it,’ I shook my head. What could I say? I was horrified.
‘Babies were kept in a nursery, in rows of cots. Mothers were only allowed to see their babies to feed and change them, no breastfeeding, mind. Only formula, and all the babies were left on their own. It was so hard for the mothers. It was terrible!’  She looked sad. Ciro sat quietly and listened while he smoked another rollie.
She went on, ‘visitors were allowed, with permission, and Ciro came to see me,’ she looked at Ciro. He nodded, ‘yes I remember. It was clean, well, it would be with all that free labour.’ And he puffed on his rollie, ‘those nuns were scary, mind, ugly and scary with hard, skinny lips,’ he sniffed. ‘You wouldn’t treat a dog the way them nuns treated Mercia. Supposed to be people of god, my arse.’ He glared. I’m closer to god and that’s something!’ he paused. ‘I’ll have a cup of coffee, I think. Want one,’ he said as he raised himself from his chair.
‘Sit down, I’ll make it,’ I offered. I collected up all the cups, glad to be busy. I rubbed my eyes they were stinging. Mercia also got up from her chair. She stepped up to the old gas stove and fussed with the tomato sauce, took a knife and pierced a potato. Nodded and she stirred and tasted the liquid with the spoon she had taken from the side of the pan, she gave another nod of satisfaction and put the spoon back on the surface, then,  she moved across to the kitchen window, it was steamed up so she lifted the latch and swung it open. She looked out onto the garden. She was deep in her own thoughts. Ciro picked up his paper, it rattled softly, and he turned to the sports pages. 
I waited by the kettle for it to boil. It felt forever. The kitchen was quiet. It smelled of tomato, sweet and warm. With a hint of garlic. It was a comforting smell. 
I found new cups, and I placed the others in the sink. I measured the coffee and took in its earthy aroma, then I poured in the milk and water. I poured sugar in a bowl and put it on the table this time, and I took the filled cups to the table. ‘coffee’s up,’ I called. 
Mercia collected her handbag that was sat on the windowsill, then turned and sat in her chair. ‘I’ve no more fags left,’ she observed as she looked in the cigarette packet. ‘Give me a rollie, will you, Ciro, she asked him, as she put the empty packet to the side of her. Ciro folded up his paper. ‘I haven’t much left you know.’ I’ll buy you a packet later, when I go to town.’ She told him, ‘come on. I need one.’ 
Ciro took his tobacco pouch and papers, then, set about making up two rolled cigarettes. Carefully placing the tobacco just right onto the papers. Not too much or too little. I watched as I sipped on my very sweet coffee. 
Mercia fumbled about in her handbag and pulled out a photo. She held it in both hands and looked at it. ‘I told you there was another child. Well, this is her. Just born she is there.’ She told me. She showed me the picture, in black and white, of a tiny baby with a mop of dark hair, lying on a blanket.
‘When was she born?’ I asked.
As she looked at the photo she drifted into the past once more. ‘July 1957.’ She said, ‘She was tiny when I had her. The birth was frightening. They just left you to get on with it, until you were ready to have your baby. You were left for hours on your own, in pain.’ She held her mug, ‘anyway, I did have her, and she was perfect. the next day we are sent back to the home. I didn’t want to go there. Ciro came to see me, with permission, mind. He’d bring some things for me and our baby. Clothes for her and bits for me.’ She remembered. 
I stayed for a couple of weeks.’ Then, I realised that I didn’t have a choice.’ She went quiet for a moment then continued. ‘I watched other mothers give up their babies, they didn’t want to, but they had to. It was horrible to see these mothers suffer, and I was expected to give up mine as well. I couldn’t bear the thought.  So, this one day I got permission from the sister, to go to town, told her I needed some personal bits. Then, I just went to the nursery, when no one was about. I wrapped up my baby inside my coat and left through the front door. I didn’t have a bag, cos I left my stuff there. I told no one. They didn’t suspect a thing, not until I was gone.  
I know they searched for me because that woman told me. It took them six months or so to find me because the address I gave them was the house not the caravan. So, when they called asking about me the owner couldn’t tell them anything because he didn’t know anything. He didn’t care who was in the caravan so long as he was paid.’ 
I told her how brave I thought she was. Mercia shook her head silently. She gave a long sigh. ‘but they did find me. And they used the law against me. I didn’t sign anything. I told them I wouldn’t. they told me a family had been found and they were waiting for my child. It was agreed from the moment I went to the doctors, and he sent me to that home, because I wasn’t married, see.’ She shook her head. ‘and the home agreed to have me stay, and have my child there, as I was unmarried, I couldn’t go to a normal hospital. The condition for having me was I had to give up my baby for adoption.’ She wept into the tea towel.
All this was so much to take in. what Mercia had gone through was a nightmare. I couldn’t begin to imagine.
Mercia carried on between sobs. ‘I had no idea then. Not until I was in that hell hole,’ she told me. ‘They came looking for me. They pursued me with the intent of taking my baby from me. After six months!’ she took a breath. ‘That women, in the tweed suit asked to check my baby. Make sure she was in good health she said. So, I, like an idiot for trusting them. I let her hold her. She tricked me, she did, and she wouldn’t give her back to me!’ she cried out.
‘The authorities said I would go to prison if I didn’t hand her over because I had agreed. I didn’t agree. I didn’t,’ Mercia was frantic now remembering what had happened on that terrible day.’
Ciro spoke up as Mercia was not able to speak. The emotion now was too much for her. 
‘I came home from work that evening, and Mercia was in the bed. Huddled up in the dark. Rocking, holding a pillow. She was shaking. I couldn’t get any sense out of her.’ He looked at his wife, she was sobbing all over again, ‘it was a living nightmare…’Gone,’ she said. I didn’t understand. Then I saw. Our baby isn’t anywhere about. I shook Mercia but she’s crying and crying, ‘My baby! my baby!’ 
I looked everywhere for our baby. I ran into the street. I go to the hospital, to the police. No one will help. No one!’ he is shaking. His hands are shaking.
‘My baby is gone. Taken, and we are never the same again. Mercia lost her mind when they took our baby and she’s been ill ever since. I wasn’t right, but I got on with work. I saved enough for a house. we got married. We got out.’ He said. ‘But it was too late…,’ his words trailed off.
‘I promised. I swore.’ He said, ‘No one will do that to me again, not to me or my family!’ 
Maria Panfili Roberts 0802052
 January 2020 CSCW7010
Pain in Parallel
