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“Give ’er one! Give ’er one!”
Up on the bronze plinth of Eros a soldier with a red beret em-

braced a blonde, his leg locked around hers. She strained into him, 
their lips fused: an erotic sculpture against the leaden sky. His hands 
entered her blouse. Th e crowd below roared and clapped. Will they 
fall off  or copulate? Right there, in the place of Eros, carted off  years 
ago to be hidden from German bombs. Th e el der ly drunk shouted: 
“Give ’er one! Give ’er one!” as she lurched toward a beer truck inch-
ing by, honking, while men and women swarmed over it, pulling bot-
tles from the stacked crates. Th e driver took a swig, waved his bottle 
and yelled, “Where’s Jerry now!” Th e call to give ’er one faded as the 
drunk staggered away, waving a beer. Th e truck backfi red and a man 
in a red, white, and blue paper hat called out, “It’s okay, it’s one of 
ours!”

Th ere was somebody up every lamppost in Piccadilly Circus, 
hanging from every balcony, dancing on every car, denting their 
roofs, people yelling and screaming and kissing strangers. At the top 
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of Pall Mall two boys banged dustbin lids when they could, for there 
 wasn’t space to spread their arms, there  were so many Londoners 
pushing toward Buckingham Palace. Under the plane trees, soldiers 
in khaki kicked their legs and nurses in white lift ed their skirts, danc-
ing, holding hands, and shouting, “Knees up, Mother Brown, knees 
up, Mother Brown,” while others pulled their hands apart to join in 
“Knees up, knees up, knees up, knees up, knees up, Mother Brown!”

Th e red glow over London  wasn’t burning buildings but bon-
fi res of joy, and the fl ashes streaking through the sky  weren’t V-2 
rockets but fi reworks. London was ablaze with celebration; the 
searchlights no longer hunting Nazi bombers but burning a V for 
Victory in the clouds over St. Paul’s Cathedral. Buckingham Palace 
shone in fl oodlights for the fi rst time since 1939. Dots appeared on 
the distant balcony and a roar erupted from the crowd: “God Save 
the King!” King George VI, with a chest of medals on his Royal 
Navy tunic, waved and smiled, the Queen at his side in powder 
blue, while the two princesses, coats buttoned against the chill, 
beamed down at the people. Th eir prime minister joined them. A 
man yelled “Th ere ’e is, the bald old coot!” and called out, “Winnie, 
Winnie,” and everyone joined him, and broke into a chorus of “For 
He’s a Jolly Good Fellow.”

A hushing sound like a gentle wind silenced the people, and they 
crowded around their wirelesses to hear their monarch’s victory 
address:

For fi ve long years and more, heart and brain, nerve and 
muscle have been directed upon the overthrow of Nazi 
tyranny. Th ere is great comfort in the thought that the 
years of darkness and danger in which the children of our 
country have grown up are over, please God, forever.
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“Hear, hear!” could be heard along the Mall and around the foun-
tain, followed quickly by “Shut up, mate, let’s listen!” But nothing, 
certainly not George’s hesitant lisp, stirred the British like Winston 
Churchill’s splendid growl when his speech to Parliament was re-
layed by loudspeaker:

Almost the  whole world was combined against the evildo-
ers, who are now prostrate before us . . .  but let us not for-
get for a moment the toil and eff orts that lie ahead. Japan, 
with all her treachery and greed, remains unsubdued. Th e 
injury she has infl icted on Great Britain, the United States, 
and other countries, and her detestable cruelties, call for 
justice and retribution. . . .  Advance, Britannia! Long live 
the cause of freedom! God save the king!”

“God save the king!” Th e roar rolled across the capital and the 
country and before the palace the crowd burst into yet another cho-
rus: “For he’s a jolly good fellow . . .  For he’s a jolly good fellow . . .”

Halfway up the Mall, a speck in the crowd, Georg stood behind 
Edith, his arms around her waist, nibbling her ear, as she jiggled her 
shoulders and tapped her foot and sang along, “And so say all of us, 
and so say . . .” Th e nape of her neck felt damp and her loose hair 
itched his nose. He smoothed it back and whispered again, “Dit, 
please, I keep asking you.” Edith jumped and waved her arms in the 
air and shouted “Winnie!” Georg put his mouth into Edith’s ear to 
be heard above the crowd: “Dit, you know you must be careful, this 
time.”

“Ouch!” Edith jerked her head away, and her shiny auburn hair 
settled with a wave. “You almost made me deaf, I told you, Schorschi, 
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I’m fi ne!” She swung him round so that he stood before her, took his 
hand, pulled him tight to her body, kissed him full on the lips and 
pushed him away again, swinging her hips and shouting, “Come on, 
let’s dance!” Georg apologized to the soldier whose foot he stood on, 
but the man only laughed and yelled, “If you don’t want to dance 
with the lovely lady, I will!” and took Edith’s hand and twirled her 
round.

She threw her head back and they jigged, as best they could in the 
crush, Georg trying to join the fun but fearing for Edith. Now all 
three had their arms around each other, kicking their legs, and Edith 
pulled in Ismael, their Egyptian friend from the boarding house, who 
hadn’t sung a word. He was as reluctant as Georg but when two other 
women grabbed his hands and joined the jig he smiled at them and 
also raised a leg. Th ey laughed and teased him: “Where you from 
then, handsome? Arabia?” Ismael grinned and shouted to be heard, 
“Guess!”

“Oooh, mystery man,” one said, laughing. “I do like a good mys-
tery!” Her friend elbowed Ismael in the side. “Me too!” and they 
shrieked with laughter. “My name’s Doris,” the redhead said, “and 
this is  Rose— she’s blooming mad!” Th ey hooted and pulled Ismael 
between them, dancing and singing.

Th e dancing tapered off  as a song rippled across the Mall, rising 
high, fi ft y thousand voices calling to the skies, which would no lon-
ger rain bombs and death. Everyone knew Vera Lynn’s ode to the 
marching boys; it had been a hit throughout the war.

We’ll meet again,
Don’t know where,
Don’t know when.
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But I know we’ll meet again
Some sunny day.

Doris and  Rose sang with Edith and Georg, and the nation joined, 
calling for the safe return of their fi ghting men and women.

Keep smiling through,
Just like you always do,
Till the blue skies
Drive the dark clouds far away
So will you please say hello
To the folks that I know,
Tell them I won’t be long . . .  

As they sang the fi rst verse again, Doris looked with sympathy 
toward Edith and Georg. Th eir accents had given them away:

Ve’ll meet again
Don’t know vere,
Don’t know ven
Ve’ll meet again,
Some sunny day.

“Jewish, are you, then?” Doris asked, putting her hand on Edith’s 
elbow. “You’re from Germany, are you?”

Edith shook her head. “Austria.” Her body stiff ened, her shoul-
ders seemed to drop.

“Same old, same old. But why you suddenly looking so sad, then? 
We won the war!”
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Edith tried to smile, but it didn’t work anymore. Her face tensed 
and she felt nauseous as she thought of her family, everyone. Who’s 
alive, who’s dead? Georg put his arm around her shoulder. “Th e war’s 
over,” he said. “You celebrate, you mourn.” A great roar  rose from 
the crowd as the song ended: “Some sunny day.” “Doing both isn’t 
easy.”

“You what? You feeling queasy?” Doris shouted. “I can ’ardly ’ear 
you.  Wouldn’t wonder at all. But cheer up! We won, we won!” She 
shook Edith’s elbow hard and peered into her face. “Ve von, ve von,” 
she shouted, “you can go back to Austria now, ducks, it’s all over! Ve 
von! You can go ’ome!”

Edith looked up at Georg, who pulled her closer, feeling her shud-
der. Home. Th at graveyard. Sicher! To live among those Nazi swine? 
Where? And who with? Who’s left ?”

We’ll meet again, don’t know where, don’t know when.

Oh, I hope so!

Th ey’ll be happy to know that as you saw me go I was singing 
this song.

No, I  wasn’t. Edith didn’t even dare wave good- bye as her parents 
saw her go; she had been too scared of the plainclothes Nazi police at 
the Wien Südbahnhof, and she hadn’t heard from Mutti and Papi for 
nearly three years, since September 1942.

We’ll meet again,
Some sunny day.



 The  Lis t  7

Another roar erupted: a black Humber was inching through the 
crowd, heading for the palace. From the backseat a large man rolled 
down the window and waved to the crowd. People swarmed forward, 
calling out “Ernie, Ernie, bless you, Ernie!”

“Who’s that, who’s coming?” Edith asked, standing on her tip-
toes. “I  can’t see.”

“It’s a cabinet minister,” Georg said. “It’s Ernest Bevin.”
“Who is it?” Ismael, a head shorter than Georg, but twice as stocky, 

asked. “It’s Bevin, really?”
“Yes.”
“You know why he hates the Jews? Because . . .” It was the setup 

for another one of Ismael’s tiresome anti- Semitic jokes. Georg was 
about to interrupt when Edith gripped his arm and yelped.

“What? What is it, Edith?”
Her face contorted as she bent over, putting her other hand be-

tween her legs. “Oh, no,” she said, “oh no!”
“Edith, what?”
Her eyes brimmed with tears. Her mouth trembled.
“Edith, please, what is it?”
“I think I’m bleeding.”
“Oh, please, no! Not again!”
Her knickers felt warm and wet beneath her stockings, thickness 

oozing on her skin. “I think so. Oh no! I need to see. Quickly! Get me 
out of  here.” She gripped Georg tighter. He looked around, his eyes 
wide in alarm. Th e crowd was massed all the way to the Palace one 
way and up to Trafalgar Square the other. Revelers  were packed in all 
directions, singing, swaying, dancing, laughing, shouting. It would 
take hours just to reach the trees.

“You all right, ducks?”  Rose said.



8 Mart in  Fle t che r

Oh, why did they come, he told Edith she needed to rest. Why 
didn’t she ever listen?

Georg bent down and yelled into Ismael’s ear. “Ismael. Let’s go, 
Edith is bleeding.”

Ismael looked Edith up and down, surprised now by her tears. 
“Bleeding? Where?”

Georg shouted, “We already lost one baby in the fi ft h month, get 
it? Please, help.”

Georg’s arms supported Edith while burly Ismael forced his way 
through the crowd shouting “Emergency, medical emergency!” Two 
strangers helped, one shoulder- to- shoulder with Ismael, ramming 
through the people, clearing a path, the other linking hands with 
Georg to form a seat for Edith. Georg and Edith looked in shock, white 
and drawn. Panting and terrifi ed, they fought their way to a medical 
team close to Kensington Gate. Th e young medic in white pushed 
Georg back and rushed Edith into his tent. Georg thanked the En-
glishmen, who left  with knowing pats and nods, and waited outside 
with Ismael, who held his hand. Georg could barely stand. “She’s only 
in her eighth week,” he said to Ismael, with tears in his eyes. “We’ve 
had bad luck in the past.” Ismael nodded, tight- lipped.

It didn’t take long. Edith reappeared, walking unaided, shy and 
tentative. Georg and Ismael rushed forward. “Are you all right?” 
Georg asked, his voice catching. “Please, tell me you’re all right.”

Edith glanced at Ismael, shrugged one shoulder with a sweet smile, 
and took Georg aside. Behind her the medic grinned. She raised her 
chin and pulled Georg down so that she could whisper into his ear. 
“Schorschi, I’m fi ne. I was just getting too excited. I’m afraid I wet 
myself.”
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