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Maybe she did her best to love them equally, her first-born, waist deep in trench mud, her
second, at sea off Scapa Flow. Maybe she lit candles to guide them home, knitted them socks
by the fire as the little ones sang carols in sweet falsettos. Maybe she shuddered as the
candles guttered, set down her needles, heard in her head the clanging of the bell, the
‘abandon ship’ command, the cry, ‘Mam, Mam, help me, Mam.” Maybe she did a deal then,

with some cruel god, sacrificed her second to save her first. Maybe none of this was so.
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