Lecture 10
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Americans landed on Omaha beach on Normandy


“Are you ready to go?” A baby lay in hospital. A nasty infection was creeping through its system, a hooded figure loomed above. But the baby didn’t want to go. He had only just got here. With a kick of the legs and a wail, the baby made it clear to the hooded figure that he was not ready to go yet, that his choice was to stay here. The figure vanished, replaced with nurses that fussed and fretted the illness away.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Now he was 7, climbing up a tree. Higher and higher he went, hauling himself to new heights on that ancient oak that had stood there longer then the farm his family had built around it. Momma always said don’t climb that tree, but she was busy with the hens, and Clive had a few minutes to himself. He was determined to reach the top of it. He put his hands on a branch that at first looked strong. The branch began to crack. Clive let out a sharp gasp, grabbing on. A hooded figure was beside him now, standing in the air like he weighed nothing at all.
	“Are you ready to go?” The figure asked. Clive was not ready to go. He shook his head fervently, clinging to the branch as it began to crunch and bend. He wouldn’t! He made a desperate choice and swung his arm out, grabbing the branch beside him. He got a grip on it just in time. The breaking branch finally gave up. His hand was suddenly supporting all his weight, and Clive found himself dangling from the tree. The branch crashed down, smacking onto the old shed and crushing it under its weight. Momma was furious, but she was more relieved that he hadn’t fallen with the branch.

And then he was 15, plunging into icy water of the pond near his farm. His friends were with him, leaping in, having fun, trying to impress the girls that watched. He had his eyes on one girl. Peggy. The beautiful girl that had stolen his heart. He loved seeing her worry about him. Those cerulean eyes would turn on him, a mix of relief and anger when he walked away from a stupid stunt. Like this one. He plunged into the cold feet first. He sank down. His feet touched on something slimy. The something slimy was trying to cling to him. Clive struggled. He looked up. The surface was so near, just he just couldn’t reach it. Through its rippling surface, he saw a hooded figure. 
	“Are you ready to go?” The hooded figure’s voice sounded through the water, clear as a bell in his head. Clive wasn’t ready though. His choice was to get back up there, and to leap back in. He kicked his legs furiously, dislodging the weeds that were trying to drag him down, and swam to the surface. He broke through with a gasp, flicking his head back. His friends had hardly noticed. All apart from Peggy. She rushed to the edge as he tried to clamber out, grabbing his arms and helping him get out.
	“Are you okay?” She asked, big blue eyes looking into his own with concern.
	“I’m fine, Peggy. I’m just fine.”

Then he was at the station. He was stood with his family, just one little unit among hundreds of others that were gathered to bid their loved ones goodbye. “Are you ready to go?” Momma asked. There were tears in her eyes.
	“Just about.” He wasn’t. He didn’t think he could ever be ready to go. But he made his decision when he signed the papers.
	“You can still back out.” Peggy said, grasping his hand. “There’ll be a way.”
	“We can say we need you on the farm.” Momma said, nodding.
	”I’ll be back momma, don’t you worry.” He kissed her on the cheek, then kissed Peggy’s forehead. “I’ll see you soon.” She smiled. It was a sad smile. She was trying to mask tears. He left them with a smile and a wave, climbing onto a train filled with excitement.

And now he lay upon the rocky Omaha beach. He had travelled so far from home, only to die here. Something scuttled across the edge of the blanket laid over his head. A young couple walked past. The woman was crying. The man looked sombre as he took a drag on his cigarette. Clive watched from a rock a few feet away. He didn’t know what they were saying, but you didn’t need words to understand pain.
	“Are you ready to go?” The hooded figure asked. It was stood behind him now.
	“I wasn’t.” He said, standing. “But I don’t think I have a choice this time.” The hooded figure was silent again. “Can I ask ya one question? Will I ever see Peggy again?”
	“That will not be my decision to make.” A skeletal hand extended to him. Clive took it, feeling the last ounce of warmth drain from his body. The world began to twist around them, taking on the shimmer of a fine misty morning on the farm. The kind he would never share with Peggy. He thought of her while he walked towards a gathering darkness, walking across the sea as though it was the street at home. The reaper led him into nothingness.
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