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SHORT STORY/HISTORICAL FICTION: 4 DAWN OF PEACE by TOM HEEREN

Avd . chaores 7
The story focuses on a mother of three children who faces the haunting reality of the
end of the Great War on November 11, 1918.

N f-rr’;f‘x'uw. —_— o L{h_fu/,,sawé./
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X Dl’,\'}ﬂ' "4 (Ve Rt Jistocbtd o
\’S\r r‘} Mary Hopkins, recently widowed, was knitting a scarf for one of her best friend’s son

who was at the Front whe@utside interrupted the peace of her study. Her heart beat
heavily as she put the knitting aside on the sofa and went to the window, Mary slowly opened
the window and leaned forward to observe her neighbors going out of their houses to find what

N ‘was going op.
W

Not sure what was going on, Mary closed the window and pulled the curtains shut. She
~O SUre Whdt was golng on,

e
\ w was overwhelmed with sadness and guilt as she walked to the door. Bad memories caught
A ’/J L g bead
| Mary’s shaking hands on the door. A peal of sweat began to appear around the face. Mary, a *,'L

BM—J /B swexts (_)#-D

beautiful woman of 35 years old with blonde hair arranged in a knot, panted heavily, imagining i 1-“8
A v

the worst.

X

My God, what’s wrong with me? Pcmﬂ‘rﬂfﬂ@‘ﬁiﬂﬂ'lhmm*—eﬂm Mary thought ‘

fo 6”’ el - _plemde) o )
A s she struggled with the knob, trying to openlit/Shepled to God for guidance while looking up 4

\ uuw.Jw‘f weh 'l’rFS.U’"""'
“goo ¢ . to the ceiling. But it never appeared. Mary returned to the sofa and broke into tears. After ten to

O ‘}‘{:‘\ fifteen minutes, she composed herself as she stood up. Mary came to the door, getting ready for a N ?
A e .
p ' or b chacl T &N
new day
LG hd

A
)((r} The passing of Mary’s husband, Alfred, at the Marne battl;lleft the Hopkins family with o v
Cornr™
a great loss. Two teenaged sons, Peter and Henry\)/and one ten-year-old daughter, Kathleen, =2t ﬂ
e

ot
(=]
helped their mother deal with the tragedy themselves. Despite the loss of their father and =

husband, the family avoided poverty through investments made by Alfred who worked as a vice
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SHORT STORY/HISTORICAL FICTION: 4 DAWN OF PEACE by TOM HEEREN

president of a bank. When the Great War began on 4 August 1914, Alfred decided to join the

Army to fight for King and Country. Two years later, he lost his life due to shrapnel hitting him

on the head, causing him toto the ground.

Thinking about the tragic events caused Mary to grieve more. After a while, she

descended down the stairs, humming a po;ular wartime tune, Keeping the Home Fires Burning.
-‘I. (0 r b0 (a8 e d

The front hall was welcom,ad’wafith numerous bouquets scattered across the room. Mary stood in

the center, contemplating the tranquility. Mr. Johnston, the butler&came out of the backstairs

door, carrying a note on a salver. He bowed to his mistress.

“Good morning, Ma’am,” Mr. Johnston said. “I have a message from your brother. He’s

at the War Ministry and will be home shortly. Anything else I can do for you?” £
5l s 4 =% ({“ LJ{;..)
Mary shook her head and took the message on the 5911/31. She scanned it briefly and b R 7
P e
— (7‘;{

returned it to the séier; Mary knew that Peter, her younger brothel;)/was working at the War

Ministry as a counselor to the Minister of War, He lost his wifm of fifteen years to the

dreadful Spanish flu in September 1918. They had two children, one 18-year-old son attending
Oxford and a 22-year-old daughter working as a VAD nurse at the front. The house had three
children and two young adults in all and both Mary and Peter had to master the responsibility of
raising them. Mary sighed and looked at her black dress, still six inches from the floor,

representing the new style of late 1918.

“No, thank you, Johnston,” Mary replied. e U o L o I NS vy

“Very well, ifia’am. May | leave now?” the butler asked. 4 Lo oisr~
*“Of course, you may go. Thank you very much.”
The butler bowed and took the cue. Mary marched to the sitting room to reflect on the

strange events outside 152 Eaton Place, her and Peter’s home. She took one of the magazines
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from a small table and went to a sofa. Mary leaned back, ﬂﬁppmg through the pages of Women s rf:ﬁ,
Q

l'\'\-h
Weekly for an article to read. The clock above the fireplace showed 11:00 a.m. d"“" et 4 i’%&,
> by ol

R

Peter’s voice echoed in the front hall. Mary’s head jerked from the magazine, causing her to be (rf’f‘

“Johnston, the war is over! Can you get the servants downstairs to the front door?”

surprised.
Mary put the magazine away and rose to open the door. She saw a deliriously happy
( Peter hug Cook, Paula and Katie, the two housemaids. Mary was both embarrassed and shocked
(‘D at the spontaneous sight. She tiptoed behind Peter, causing the housemaids to curtsey fast before
&

N Q_") \1 their disapproving mistress. Johnston was rather restrained in controlling his happiness at the

7\
4{% ' happy news. He stood near the backstairs door.

[
“Sorry about your brother hugging us. Have you heard the news?” Katie asked nervously.

/ “The war’s over, ['ﬁa’am. Aren’t you happy for all of us?”

| Mary looked at the happy servants in shell shock and felt light-headed. Peter sensed that
{ rovert M

P
. his older sister was near fainting and crossed to help—heﬁﬁem—Fﬂinthg?Mary collapsed before
Was near Impiiganc g tol

\, Peter, bursting into tears.

|
“My God, [s it true that the war is over?” Mary sobbed as she held Peter’s arms.

“Ye{@er. We're at peace at last. Do get up and we’ll have champagne to toast to
N

o]
L3
Peace. Johnston, would you get a bottle of champagne and two goblets for Mrs. Hopkins and me
3 : ‘?’3
in the library? g Jorc
“Very well, 5ir,” Johnston said, bowing to the siblings. He went back#tairs, the other
servants following him. With the household staff gone, Peter and Mary looked at each other.
(a\ _— The siblings walked to the library next door and entered it. The library has a small table,
W
A

few chairs and three high bookcases on the right and left walls. They contained many books from
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pock !

\)Th» many centuries and few paper_b}pdk books. In the center there was a French window with doors

o«
(L’ leading to the balcony.

“Wow, we're lucky that we survived the Great War and the Spanish flu,” Mary replied gs- }
o denr Arael™ ’
she-held her brother tighthy?\“As for youswife, we’ll remember her from time to time, right?” A
ot o Ha éwfurvg
Peter sadly nodded and released Mary from the embrace. He walked te-the-window-and-
followed
ﬁpEﬁet'M-’:&deors" and looked at the crowds gathering in the square. Mary joirred her grieving
r’bl‘l L‘(‘— waestn, ""‘D oNes

brother M&Mwh&ppﬁmﬂm&ﬂmmm

rd! ’
MMMMG War was over now! She left Peter and walked to the

bookcase with her beloved Alfred’s portrait on the fourth shelf. He was in his official uniform of

7

LY

the Wiltshire Regiment. She smiled at the portrait, sobbing.
\ g,d\gwdd‘ “Thank God the horrible war is OVER! Your children and I will have peace at last. [ wish
‘Bﬂ“ we@ to celebrate ua-celebra*JtlZe special occasion with us, my dear. But you're in
Heaven with God. I hope you’re proud of our accomplishments,” Mary said as she swiped away

her tears. “There you go.” (E'j” o F/Lﬁ% 1 %{w{( )

Mary touched the picture with tender love. She returned to the balcony and looked at the

\ R
- happy crowds. Mary touched Peter’s arm.
e 224
“Are you okay?” Mary asked gently.
“I’m fine, thank you. God, I can’t believe that we men have to return to the jobs and the

women to being housewives again. What about you, my sister?”

Mary shrugged at the question.
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“I don’t know yet. Maybe I’ll join a voluntary organization at the Great Ormond Street
Hospital for Sick Children or something like that. I must occupy myself to help my children and
myself. It’s hard these days, you know.”

Peter nodded and turned to observe the_l}_gm)l' scene. Mary mouthed “Excuse me” to him
and walked inside. She sighed as she took her family King James Bible out of the right bookcase
and put it on a nearby table. no ol At peaet

o ffa mpetoy

Trying to find something to help her understand the mystery of Peace, Mary fumbled

J
through the pages to find a suitable scripture that d}tfl’g with Peace. She found Romans and W‘fy

scanned its verses until she came to 15:13. ( f_} :/r\
Mary read the verse aloud, *“Now the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in %ﬂj

believing, that ye may abound in hope, through the power of the Holy Ghost.” She repeated it (7
over and over to make her understand clear.
Mary smiled to herself as she put the King James Bible away and raised her eyes to God. ;V)

“Thank God for making me aware of Romans 15:13. Peace is what we should need as we ?J,v \/’*6

celebrate the end of the Great War, Praise to God!” . .
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A DL onnnetia g

The story focuses on a mother of three children who faces the haunting reality of the
end of the Great War on November 11, 1918.

Mary Hopkins, recently widowed, was knitting a scarf for one of her best friend’s son,

who was at the Front;when noise outside interrupted the peace of her study. Her heart -beai?oo (\b‘a})

heavily as she put the knitting aside-ewthestta and wentio_th@\/[arym opened
Leon Oy
the windo leaned forward to observe her neighbors @eingput-eftheir houses to find what

: <
was@oingon=__ - m\g;é\\\ '
Not sure what was g’c_)__ingdfﬁf; Mary inde pulled the curtains shut. She
\t) was overwhelmed with sadness and guilt as she walked to the@oor,Bad memories caught

Ry nande e\’ ' Ve
o " Mary’s shaking hands on the doop. A peal of sweat big-&n-te-appearqa:oundgt face. Mary, a

\J'Q

<V A_  beautiful woman of 35 years gy with blonde hair arranged in a knot, panted Wﬂy, imagining B\cboﬁ

TS x o>
& - Yhetis Yt woesh 2 LA
the worst. &
$° RS
2 - .7 . PO . - : ? a -
My God, what’s wrong with me? Am I imagining things omw W 3 ol 9;&
(.7

' b
’\2 mStruggled with the knob, trying to open it. She pled to God for guidance while looking up 59“&\9’&

- . Coamr ) P)\o.t
to the ceiling. But it never appeared. -Maryemmed to the sofa and broke into tears. After teasto

, N Y .
-Ffieerminuigs. she composed herself o the door, getting ready for a

T doatd undosslany Uhey S oo Teedey - She il fossa L)
KOOl toned e (one? Loass-

The passing of Mary’s husband, Alfred, at the Marne battle left the Hopkins family with

new day.

a great loss. Two teenaged sons, Peter and Henry and one ten-year-old daughter, Kathleen,
/an

helped their mother deal with the tragedy themselxes. Despite the loss of their father and

oho

\ne ¢ husband, the family avoided poverty through investments macie-byﬁl-ﬁred—w}mmked as a vice
Al &f\ﬁ-*%d*

a D WA
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o~ T
= S0V }J
\A()w /" president of a bank. When the Great War began on 4 August 1914, Alfred deeided-tejoin-the \

i

aing shrapne
\0?0) Qmey to fight for King and Country. Two years later, he lost his life dwuﬂmmnshm{ﬁpnﬂ hitting him

| 3 - 'Q QA \C\QC..E -
\&\Eﬁ f%amgwhum " W (rom

\09}'0 Ar(/ P AraAed s . . o sh %(mdvf‘S lo
\Df}) Thinking about the s caused Mary to grieve more. Afier a while, she Nusmmund 7
descended de the stairs, humming a popular wartime tune,” Keeping the Home Fires Buming\.\

Wl (pads :
The front hall was welcomed with numerous bouquets scattered across the room. Mary stood in
the center, contemplating the tranquility. Mr. Johnston, the butler}came out of the backstairs

door, carrying a note on a salver. He bowed to his mistress.

“Good morning, ma’am,” Mr. Johnston said. “I have a message from your brother. He’s N
N\
at the War Ministry and will be home shortly. Anything else I can do for you?” Y \ba’ e
noYe Semm AT SO
Mary shook her head and took the message-en the-sgkeer. She scanned it brefty and
returned it to the salver. Mary knew-thet Peter, her younger brothel)was working at the War
L=
.w\\%t%\ Ministry as a counselor to the Minister of War. He lost his wife, Angela/of fifteen years to the
(-
N
u)/"o) dreadful Spanish flu in September 1918. They had two children, one 18-year-old son attending e
), %%
¢ d\o N1 Oxford and a 22-year-old daughter working as a VAD nurse at the front. The house had three \, o >
W vf 1 ) e €€
X & l3 On y“'}l
Y

I T)J children and two young adults in all}and both Mary and Peter had to master the responsibility of A oa 2’0
» AN S RN

Wow hed

099)‘\ raising them. Mary sighed and looked at her black dress, still six inches from the floor,
A

S 1 (G1€ 7 T4 new Cooly Angle
H ¢ | ; { agctedy
representing the new style of late 1918. ", \%‘10" A2-Y 1 Shetue> oAty

‘?
e Cof ars .
“No, thank you, Johnston,” Mary replied. Pkt (s f

5 \\\a,\\h\s “Very well ma’am. May 1legve now?; thellrbiltlg‘q_taj%dj\_
X K LA ., ; *\. F Kok ) / .I \ I"' | .
M Of course| yomlhlaxéo. T\lyinke;pu \\fjr}zl jnu .

The butler bowed and took the cue. Mary marched to the sitting room to reflect on the

. o .
strange events outside 152 Eaton Place, her and Peter’s home. She took one-efthe magazines

\)\\l\“} 2 N \&\5”” \ A
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[+ [
from a small table and went to a sofa. Mary leancd-baek, ﬂappiﬂ% through the pages of Women’s

\\
Weekly for an article to read. ThexlotRabavethe Treplivs sHowedA00GA,

“Johnston, the war is over! Can you get the servants downstairs to the front door?”

\_Peter’s voice echoed in the front hall}Mary s head jerked from the magazine,eausing-hestobe -
;c»( Ngs SoClose dy ome Lty g1 Ve Send a Nl

W‘\ﬁ\b 5nl?o\tr already 1o ~
Mary put the magazine away and rose to open the door. She-eaw,é deliriously happy e nevse -
WL

Peter hug Cook, Paula and Katie, the two housemaids. Mary was both embarrassed and shocked

at the spontaneous sight. She tiptoed behind Peter, causing the housemaids to curtsey fast before

oygoler
their disapproving mistress. Johnston was reat#er restrained 1M his Rappingss at the \\J\I/

> ¢ o
' news. He-Steed near the backstajrs-deors (‘qq‘ g

9 _.
“The war’s over, ma’am. Aren’t you happy femall-ofus?” -L\\\Ao SQ'JS’WM
Mary looked at the happy servants in shell shock and felt light-headed. Peter sensed-that \\b&\ ;}!‘(

de e-was Ticar 'J-!.I.lllu*"" d crossed to help her from .Mary collapsed before \D %l\ ¢
ko Qb\tc SACtS and DUioh Who deacs %9: ! "g'
e Xy
| . by \\'\
“My God, Is it true that the war is over?” Mary sobbed as-she-tretd-Peter*s-arms. L)
\\

“Yes, sister. We're at peace at last. Do get up and we’ll have toast to

V Tpayo

Peace. Johnston, would you get a bottle of €hampagneand two goblets for Mrs. Hopkins and me

in the library?” 1

“Very well, sir,” Johnston said, bowing et the-siblings. He fmaenj_ﬁ_gg@t_ajr_sythe other

_U ..
servants followisg him. Withrtheiousehelds : _ et ares
Pedes Macy g\ o hoﬁa
The siblings walked to the llbrary it. Thetibrarchas a small table,

few chairs and three high bookcases on the right and left walls. They contained many books from
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(T
oD
many centuries and few paper book books,. In the center theresuas a French window with doors

1LY ’J
leadiidto the balcony.

Ty g
Mary-and-Peter walked to the table and embraced each other. Mary-toekee up from tie

“Wew\é re lucky that we survived the Great War and the Spanish flu,” Mary replied as
she held her brother tightly. £Asferyour-wife; welllrememberher-from-time 10 Time, Tight?
Peter sadly nodded and released Mary fremrthe-embraec. He walked to the window-and—

opened the doors and looked at the crowds gathering in the square. Mary joined her grieving
W wo5 &
: o Sparen on \

brother on the balcony. Sheleckedat the happy armosphere,feeling relieved. 1ook, Wyu T A

You o’
Mary could not believe her eyes. The War was over now! She lefi=Eererand walked to the

bookcase with her beloved Alfred’s portrait on the fourth shelf. He was in his official uniform of
the Wiltshire Regiment. She smiled at the portrait, sobbing.
“Thank God the horrible war is OVER! Your children and I will have peace at last. I wish
2y08 Wel & . .
you tbe here to celebrate te-eelebrate the-special-oceasien with us, my dear. But you're ir
~Heaverr with God. 1 hope you’re proud of our accomplishments,” Mary said as she swiped away

her tears. “There you go.”

“Are you okay?” Mary asked gently.

NS
)
“I'm fine, thank you. God, I can’t believe that we men have to return to Fhejobs)and the
e o
women to being housewives again. What about you, my sister?”

Mary shrugged at the question.
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o)
“I don’t know yet. Maybe I'll Jama\-)vmam at the Great Ormond Street

Hospital for Sick Children or something like that. I must occupo help my children and
yself) It’s hard these days, you know.”
AR AR

Peter nodded ali-tumned o observe the happy scene. Mary mouthed “Excuse mei}’ to him
and walked inside. She sighed as she took her family King James Bible out of the right bookcase
and put it on a nearby table.

Trying to find something to help her understand the mystery of Peace, Mary fumbled
through the pages to find a suitable scripture that dealf with ﬁeace. She found Romans and
scanned its verses until she came to 15:13.

Mary read the verse aloud, “Now the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in
believing, that ye may abound in hope, through the power of the Holy Ghost.” She repeated it
over and over, io~make-her-understand Clear.

Mary smiled to herself agshe/put the ¥ifig-34mes Bibleuway and raised her eyes to God.

“Thank God for making me aware of Romans 15:13. Peace is what we sheuld need as we

celebrate the end of the Great War. Praise to God!”
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E/ﬁ The story focuses on a mother of three children who faces the haunting reality of the
end of the Great War on November 11, 1918.
l -E.{—“S'F‘b“"‘
Al oul
4
. ’lt P w51 Mary Hopkins, recently widowed, was knitting a scarf for.one-sffher best friend’s son -—""_‘_aiz{' ~
/0161"5 tans”? = K____ ‘?Siz b-t)g”
}t’ \,5[:, l:,;!L_,ifWhO was atqthe Fron@henutside interrupted the p_eff?_(_)f her study. Her heart beat 7"2: hor;.‘—_’

Lyt i hheres
heavilb)‘//asyshe put the knitting aside on the sofa and went to the window. Mary slowly opened eis she

the window and leaned forward to observe her neighbors going out of their houseﬁ find what
IL ? % ] f 'S" é“"(
wmo e L Al T e
¥l 7"’“& ¢ Lafbhy o \‘jﬂ ” »2*? s ohd

S . W
Not sure what w% oing dn, Mary closed the window and pulled the curtains shut. She
g_ s . A b dorv? vop Mhsuse 5

why: :
was overwhelmed with sadness and guilt as sﬁle walked to the door. Bad memories cgught >

bubey s, W, b LSS
Mary’s@aking handsjon the door. A@of sweat began to appear around the face, Mary& SS9y,

by &

beautiful woman of 35 years old with blonde hair arranged in a kncit]panted heavily, imagining
g bout Aat! aboantwhon?
the worst.

2? ™
My God, what’s wrong with me? Am [ imagining t'ﬁ‘i'ngs out of the world? thought
IR E] b T s
as she strugglec?l with the knob, tryi Y;ze {:]-:rto God for guidance while looking up
why' 7

to the ceiling. Bu@wver appeared. Mary returned to the sofa and broke into tears. After ten to

fifteen minutes, she composed herself as she stood up. Mary came to the door@tting ready for a

ng wiad anl"H‘}'V +
vew day.| il s b Uy e B <5 B

ovwrdls vevy il
The .@, Mary’s husband, Alfred, at the Lhm&haﬂeﬁgﬁ the Hopkins family with arile v

wn f be "' : #

&1a great los§ fwo teenaged sons, Peter and Hen d ore ten-year-old daughter, Kathleen,
AN 1 7 / Lech IAvens

mbu 7 {lech o tddven
v it helped their mother deal with the tragedy themselvgs. Despite the loss of their father and 4e -
by ';’f:? o _ while Lo .
oV fc husband, the family avoided poverty through investments made by Alfred whe worked as a vice
Y — et s oo mot setn volnes Brtlish e ot Lo
- v

vl ’ VI(LA 7 T 3 .
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Wit d K how 4
local

president of a/]bank. When the Great War begang 4 August 191} Alfred decided to join the 5D, JAs s

S TS Snthe
Army to fight for King and Country. Two years later, he lost his lift due to shrapnel hitting him i Ve

‘P’ / - a v My "lp( ,é LY
on the heaggausing him to ﬁ’.l-i'io the ground| ¥ tlert? 190y o Sep Vi
wbit dnit e

hese?

[ [
Thinking about the tragic events caused Mary to grieve more. Aﬁer a while, she
‘c m(
descended dawif the stairs, humming a popular wartime tune, Keg@_;gﬁlgic;me Fires Burning.
% E&.}?

The front hall/was weicomed with numerous bouquets scatterehe room. Mary stood in

the center, contemplating the tranquility. Mr. Johnston, the butl me out of the backstairs '--aw(fz" 2t
@a Loy e oo iy 4T

door, carrying a note on a salver. He bowed to his mistress. Fgn'q vorts iﬁ .

w-ff}
*Good morning, ma’am,” Mr. Johnston said. “I have a message from your brother. He’s

at the War Ministry and will be home shortly. Anything else I can do for you?”

Mary shook her head and took the message on the salver. She scanned it briefly and

returned it to the salver. M&ghkﬁevﬁﬂmq\?eter, her younger broth@s working at the War

1
Ministry as a counselor to the Minister of War. Hgflost his wife, Angela of fifteen years to the

J’s«ﬁ"

dreadful Spamshﬁu in September 1918. They had two children, one 18-year-old son attendmg 2'7 i s
f:ﬂ'oﬂb /7 {/-""
Oxford and a 22-year-old daughter working as a VAD nurse at the@;’mt e house had three
children and two young adults in a @ d both Mary and Peter had to master the responsibility of
.
raising them. Mary sighed and looked at her black dress, still six inches from the floor, ~
f'?

representing the new style of late 1918. ,

“No, thank you, Johnston,” Mary replied.

“Very well, ma’am. May I leave now?” the butler asked.

“Of course, you may go. Thank you very much.”

The butler bowed and took the cue. Mary marched to the sitting room to reflect on the

_F-—ﬂﬁ'_'_"“-..h\
outside 1 52 Eaton Plage, her and Peter’s home. She took one of the magazines
v bea] BVE i T

Yoy 1
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from a smail table and went to a sofa. Mary leaned back, ﬂ}ﬁping through the pages of Women’s

—_—

Weekly for an article to read. The clock above the fireplace showed 1 1:00&?4{.

—
# L‘

“Johnston’ the war is over! Cagﬁ'ou get the servants downstairs to the front door?” - —_

E;ter’s voice echoed in the front ha@ Mary’s head jerked from the magazine@lsing her to be

f g f'A@\//u/ 7 w Lo
surpnsej '%:/7 w vy tats ?M (At dpes Le [wL['[.?

Mary put e-magaﬂn a and rose to open the door. She sawa deliriously happy

Peter hug Cook Paula and l?‘atl the two housemaids| Mary was both embarrassed and shocked

aba.
Fthe spontaneous sngﬂ. She tlptoed behind Peter, causing the housemaids to curtsuﬁast before

their disapproving mistress. Johnston was rather restrained in controlling hi@t the
_,—'—'—'_'_'-'_‘_'_ ——

e S e e—
news. He stood near the backstairs door,

“Sorry about your brother hugging us. Have you heard the news?” Katie asked nervously. |
/
_*The war’s over, ma’am. Aren’t you happy for all of us?”
293
Mary looked at the happy servants@ shell shocﬂand felt light-headed. Peter sensed that

his older sister was ne crossed to help her fro. Mary collapsed before /

Peter, bursting into tears.

“My God As it true that the war is over?”” Mary sobbed as she held Peter’s arms.
*“Yes, sister. We’re at peace at last. Do get up and we’ll have champagne to toast to
I
Peace. Johnston, would you get a bottle of champagne and two goblets for Mrs. Hopkins and me -
Ly Ah L ast §. YL 5e0ncls
in the library?” bty & S
“Very well, sir,” Johnston said, bowing to the siblings. He went backstairs, the other
servants following him. With the household staff gone, Peter and Mary looked at each other.
Jelms {u Le
The siblings walked to the library next door and entered it./The library has a small table,,, .o/

7.
few chairs and three high bookcases on the right and left wzﬁ They contained many books from
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ark) B3 gfwhal?

many centuries and{few paper book books| In the center there was a French window with doors
Ll‘./
leading to the balcony. "/’/"’7 ve an te 517%‘?’
Mary and Peter walked to the table and embraced each other. Mary looked up from the
hug and looked at Peter. st VE e jf\“P‘f i /

‘&ow, we’re lucky that we survived the Great War and the Spanish ﬂl” Mary ¥¢plied

fnsong/ e
she held her brother tightly. “As for your wife, we’ll remember her from time to time, right?”

/'w'?'é"

Peter sadmand released Mary from the embrace. He walked to the window and
opened the doors and looked at the crowds gathering in the square. Mary joined her grieving
brother on the balcony. She looked at the happy atmosphere, feeling relieved.

Mary could not believe her eyes. The War was over now! She left Peter and walked to the

bookcase with her beloved Alfred’s portrait on the fourth shelf. He was in his official uniform of

the Wiltshire Regiment. She smiled at the portrait, sobbing. ~
“Thank ¢ horrible war is OVER!Eour children and I will have peace at last; | wish

you’d be here to celebrate KUtETéBFaT&\the special occasion w1th us, my dear. But you’re in

{o FWT ! VAL
Heaven with God. I hope you’re proud of our accomplishments,” Mary said as she swiped away
her tears. *“There you go.”

Mary touched the picture with tender love. She returned to the balcony and looked at the
happy crowds. Mary touched Peter’s arm. leh
|£ha upptv class 9
“Are you oktiy?” Mary asked gently.
“I'm fine, thank you. God, I can’t believe that we men have to return to the jobs and the

women to being housewives again. What about you, my sister?”

Mary shrugged at the question.
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“I don’t know yet. Maybe I’ll join a voluntary organization at the Great Ormond Street
not u.c.
Hospital for Sick Children or{something like that! I must occupy myself to help my children and

Ao’
myself. It’s hard these days, you know.”

Peter nodded and turned to observe the happy scene. Mary mouthed “Excuse me” to him
and walked inside. She sighed as she took her family King James Bible out of the right bookcase
and put it on a nearby tabie.

Trying to find something to help her understand the mystery of Peace, Mary fumbled
through the pages to find a suitable scripture that deals with Peace. She found Romans and
scanned its verses until she came to 15:13.

Mary read the verse aloud, “Now the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in
believing, that ye may abound in hope, through the power of the Holy Ghost.” She repeated it
over and over to make her understanc'iI ; ear.

Mary smiled to herself as she put the King-Jame® Bible away and raised her eyes to God.

“Thank God for making me aware of Romans 15:13. Peace is what we should need as we

celebrate the end of the Great War. Praise to God!”

"9 \ﬂ'll":' %JWU/”
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/ This is a story that takes place during an inleresting time in history It’s a formula that

works in most cases. We have a Jamily before, during, and, I assume, afier the transition. in this
case, the transition is the end of World War 1. No matter what the story, these studies have to be
done with kid gloves. If too sentimental, you lose a large portion of an audience. Readers want to
root for the strong protagonist and not a sniveling wimp. So far, I have no sense of Mary. This is
a problem. A major character has to be brought out early and powerfilly.

Her brother, Peter, adds litile to this section, other than to be a vehicle Jor information.

Both of them have suffered losses. We have 10 expect that we, the readers, will watch as
they fight through seemingly impossible emotional and Physical obstacles in their way and come
out at the end in control of their lives.

Clearly, they have money. Sympathy for the wealthy is difficult to elicit. Too many
readers are suffering their own battles with money and will have little concern for the ‘poor little
rich kid.’

In addition to the problems with establishing character, you have many sections that are
difficult to follow. I've embedded my thoughts on these places. I hope they point out a weakness
and give you a place to begin some revisions.

You've chosen an interesting time period. Now you have to take it and make it work.
Good luck.

PS. 1 just noticed that this piece is the beginning of a short story. In that case, you have o
bring the character and the action in much earlier. So far, in the first 5 pages, you 've established
the setting and named a couple of characters. That might work for a longer piece, a novel, but a
short story has to begin with a bang. We have to know the reason we 're reading it right out of

the pate.

The story focuses on a mother of three children who JSaces the haunting reality of the
end of the Great War on November 11, 1918,

Mary Hopkins, recently widowed, was knitting a scarf for one of her best friend’s son
[whe-wes-at-the-Frent] when noise outside interrupted the peace of her study. Her heart beat
heavily as she put the knitting aside on the sofa and went to the window. Mary-S/ie siowly
opened the window and leaned forward to observe her neighbors geing-eutof running,
escaping, leaving - something more than ‘going out of their houses to find our what was going
on,

Net-sure-what-was-goeing-en; Mary closed the window and pulled the curtains shut. She

was overwhelmed with sadness and guilt as she walked to the door. (sadness and guilt from
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what?) Bad memories (of what?) caught Mary’s shaking hands on the door. A peal of sweat
began to appear around the face, Mary, a beautifid blond haired woman of 35 years, eld-with
blende hair-arranged-in-aknot: panted heavily, imagining the worst. (You have fo give us a hint
of what the worst might be.)

My God, what’s wrong with me? Am | imagining things out of the world? Mary thought
as she struggled with the&, I%mb, trying to open it. She pled to God for guidance while looking up
to the ceiling. But é.. }l;a?fer a\ppeared. Mary returned to the sofa and broke into tears. After ten to
fifteen minutes, she composed herself as she stood up. Mary came to the door, getting ready for a
new day. Very confusing paragraph. She couldn 't open the door? Hard 1o believe, unless there's
something wrong with the door handle. She returned 1o the sofa to cry? Very odd behavior. She
composes herself, approaches the door, getting ready Jor a new day. Where did the new day

thought come from? Very confusing,)

The passing of Mary’s husband, Alfred. at the Marmne battle left the Hopkins family with

a great loss. Two teenaged sons, Peter and Henry and one ten-vear-old daughter, Kathleen,

helped their mother deal with the tragedy themselves. Despite the loss of their father and

husband, the family avoided poverty through investments made by Alfred who worked as a vice

president of a bank. When the Great War began on 4 August 1914, Alfred decided to join the

Army to fight for King and Country. Two vears later, he lost his life due to shrapnel hitting him

on the head, causing him to fell to the ground. (4// of this paragraph is back story that should

come first to give the reader a platform to understand the situation war, husband’s death, three
kids, not poor, etc. Important stuff but out of place here.)
Thinking about the tragic events caused Mary to grieve more. After a while, she

descended down the stairs, humming a popular wartime tune, Keeping the Home Fires Burning.
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(She left the bedroom? Descended the stairs to the first floor? Help us with the change of

settings.) Fhe-front-hall-was-weleomed (passive voice, Try 1o avoid it.) with-numerous-bouquets
seattered-aeross-the-room: Bouguets of flowers scented the front room. (- something like that)

Mary (reached the bottom of the stairway and walked to steod-in the center, contemplating the
tranquility. New paragraph. Mr. Johnston, the butler came out of the backstairs door, carrying a
note on a salver. He bowed to his mistress.

e ————

“Good morning, ma’am,” Mr. Johnston said, “I have a message from your brother. HeZs

Mary shook her head and took the message on the sia_]_v_e_r; She scanned it briefly and
returned it to &%Mary knew that Peter, her younger brother was working at the War
Ministry as a counselor to the Minister of War. He lost his wife, Angela of fifteen years to the
dreadful Spanish flu in September 1918. They had two children, one 18-year-old son attending
Oxford and a 22-year-old daughter working as a VAD nurse at the front. The house had three
children and two young adults in all and both Mary and Peter had to master the responsibility of
raising them. Mary sighed and looked at her black dress, still six inches from the floor,
representing the new style of late 1918. (7his is an awkward paragraph with three elements
death of brother's wife, two kids in addition to her own, new style of black dress. Decide what is
essential and cut the rest,)

“No, thank you, Johnston,” Mary replied.

&4 3 23
3

&&, bx
3

The butler bowed and teek-the-cue- /cff. Mary marehed (Really? Marched?) enteredte

the sitting room to reflect on the strange events outside /ier iome. 452-BatenPlace-herand
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Peter"s-home: (1 don't think she's going to Slip through a magazine when there’s a big
commotion outside her house.} She took one of the magazines from a small table and went to a
sofa. Mary leaned back, flapping through the pages of Women’s Weekly for an article to read.
The clock above the fireplace showed 11:00 a.m. (Really think about this bit of action. Try to
have a more rational way to establish that the war has ended Mary would certainly want to find
out what was going on outside. What was the reason Jor the commotion?)

C% “Johnston, the war is over! Can you get the servants downstairs to the front door?”

Peter’s voice echoed in the front hall. Mary’s head jerked from the magazine, causing her to be
R e

surprised. (Jerking didn’t surprise her. The news did. )

- She saw a deliriously happy
Peter hug Cook, Paula and Katie, the two housemaids.(Who did he hug? Two or three? Cook?
and the housemaids) Mary was both embarrassed and shocked at the spontaneous sight. She
tiptoed behind Peter, causing the housemaids to curtsey fast before their disapproving mistress.
Johnston was rather restrained in controiling his happiness at the happy news. He stood near the
backstairs door.

“Serry-abeut yeur-brether hugging-us- Have you heard the news?” Katie asked nervously.
“The war’s over, ma’am. Aren’t you happy for all of us?”

Mary looked at the happy servants in shell shock(who was shell shocked and light

headed?) and felt light-headed. Peter sensed that his older sister was near fainting and crossed to
help her from fainting. Mary collapsed before Peter, bursting into tears. (47 odd sequence of

events and description. Need to revise or eliminate.)

“My God, Is it true that the war is over?” Mary sobbed as she held Peter’s arms.
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“Yes, sister. We’re at peace at last. Do get up and we’ll have champagne to toast to
Peace. Johnston, would you get a bottle of champagne and two goblets for Mrs. Hopkins and me
in the library?”

“Very well, sir,” Johnston said, bowing te-the-siblings. He went backstairs, the other
servants following him. With the household staff gone, Peter and Mary looked at each other.
)\é‘; \?\r The siblings walked to the-Jibrary-next-doer-and entered it &-The library has-e wit) ifs
h small table, few chairs, and three high floor 10 ceiling bookcases on-the-right-and-lefi-walls. They

A

2/ QJ A French window with its windowed doors leeding /ed to the balcony.
%553 "~Mary and Peter walked-to-the-table-and embraced each other. Mary looked up from the

ug and looked at Peter.

e-walked to the window, and
opened the doors, and looked at the crowds gathering in the square. Mary joined her CERVIRE
brother on the balcony. She looked at the happy (See if vou can come up with something more
descriptive than happy. Jatmosphere, feeling relieved.

Mary could not believe hereyes— The War was over now! She left Peter and walked to
the bookcase with her beloved Alfred’s portrait eﬂ—ﬂae—fbaﬁh-shelf—?He-was in his official

uniform of the Wiltshire Regiment. She smiled at the portrait, sobbi\ng.

ast- | wish

yourd-be-were here to celebrate to-eelebrate the /s special occasion with us, my dear. But
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you're in Heaven with God. I hope you’re proud of our (Our? Your?) accomplishments,” Mary
said as she swiped away her tears. “Fhereyou-go-2

Mary touched the picture with tender love. She returned to the balcony and looked at the
happy crowds. Mary touched Peter’s arm.

“Are you okay?” Mary asked gently.

“I'm fine, thank you. God, 1 can’t believe that we mer have to return to the jobs and the
women to being housewives again. What about you, my sister?”

Mary shrugged at the question.

“I don’t know yet. Maybe I'll join a voluntary organization at the Great Ormond Street
Hospital for Sick Children or something like that. I must occupy myself to help my children and
myself. It's hard these days, you know.” (Volunicer. How does that help her children. Are they at
that hospital?)

Peter nodded and turned to observe the happy scene. Mary mouthed “Excuse me” to him
and walked inside. She sighed as she took her family King James Bible out of-the right bookease
and put it on a nearby table.

Trying to find something to help her understand the mystery of Peace, Mary fumbled
through the pages to find a suitable scripture that deals with Peace. She found Romans and
scanned its verses until she came to 15:13.

Mary read the verse aloud, “Now the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in
believing, that ye may abound in hope, through the power of the Holy Ghost.” She repeated it
over and over to make her understand clear. (7his sentence isn't clear.)

Mary smiled to herself as she put the King James Bible away and raised her eyes to God.
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“Thank God for making me aware of Romans 15:13. Peace is what we should need as we

celebrate the end of the Great War. Praise to God!”
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The story focuses on a mother of three children who faces the haunting reality of the
end of the Great War on November 11, 1918,

Mary Hopkins, recently widowed, was knitting a scarf for one of her best friend’s son
whe-was-at-the-Frent-when noise outside interrupted the peace of her study. Her -heart beat
heavily as she put the knitting aside on the sofa and went to the window. Mary slowly -opened
the window and leaned forward to observe her neighbors geing-sut-efthelr-housesleaving their
homeg-+=-Fmh s v,

Not sure what was going on, Mary closed the window and pulled the curtains shut, She
was overwhelmed with sadness and guilt as she walked to the door. Bad memories caught
Mary’s shaking hands on the d_of_)r. A peal of sweat began to appear around the face. Mary, a

beautiful woman of 35 years old with blonde hair arranged in a knot, panted heavily, imagining

S ind erfufvﬁ\nj AN '.mf'o/'Jraﬂ-{ momen w/ Somed hr‘/rj
1ite

My God, what's wrong with me? Am [ imagining things out of the world? Mary thought

the worst.

as she struggled with the knob, trying to open it. She pled to God for guidance while looking up
to the ceiling. But it never appeared. Mary returned to the sofa and broke into tears. Afier ten to
fifteen minutes, she compased herself as she stood up. Mary came to the door, getting ready for a
new day,

The passing of Mary’s husband, Alfred, at the Marne battle had left the Hopkins family
with a great loss. Two teenaged sons, Peter and Henry, and one ten-year-old daughter, Kathleen,
helped their mother deal with the tragedy themselves. Despite the loss of their father and

husband, the family avoided poverty through investments made by Alfre.d who had worked as a
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Comment [s1]: This first phrase, despite the
reference to her being widowed, made me think
that she was having an ordinary moment. It set the
tone kor knitting p fully, and then
samething happens. I'd start it off differentiy.
Maybe, Mary sat in the kving room, her knitting
uttouched, staring out the window, etc etc. Also,
just say Mary, no last name. Makes the reader have
a more intimate connection with her.

Comment [52]: Oiay, now that Pveread 3
couple of paragraphs, 1 know she’s upstairs. But at
first, | thought sha was opening the front door of
the house.
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SHORT STORY/HISTORICAL FICTION: A4 DAWN OF PEACE by TOM HEEREN

vice president of a bank. When the Great War began on 4 August 1914, Alfred decided to join

the Army to fight for King and Country. Two years later, he lost his life due to shrapne! hitting

him on the head;-eausing-him-te-fell4o-thearound. [ Comment [s6]: | wouid ]
| page o a couple of sentences, and then move intna |
e . . . | scene. Let s find out through d with
Thinking about the tragic events caused Mary to grieve more. After a while, she |omcire s Soress uwmm,,"m,‘ et
passing} or through her actlons (picking up a

h |
descended down the stairs, humming a popular wartime tune, é&eeping the Home Fires Buming) : ',“G " (e P e
1

The front hall was welcomed with numerous bouquets scattered across the room. Mary stood in 3
the center, contemplating the tranquility. Mr. Johnston, the butler, came out of the backstairs
door, carrying a note on a salver. He bowed to his mistress,
“Good moming, ma’am,” Mr. Johnston said. I have a message from your brother. He’s
at the War Ministry and will be home shortly. Anything else | can do for you?"
Mary shook her head and took the message on the Mhe scanned it briefly and

returned it to the salver. Mary knew that Peter, her younger brother, was working ai-the-Was

hdinistry-as a counselor to the Minister of War, He'd lost his wife, Angela, effifieenyears-to the
dreadful Spanish flu in September 1918. They had two children, one 18-year-old son attending
Oxfor.d and a 22-year-old daughter working as a VAD nurse at the front. The house had three
children and two young adulis in all and both Mary and Peter had to master the responsibility of

raising them. Mary sighed and looked at her black dress, still six inches from the floor,

representing the new style of late 191 8. [ comment [57]: By the time | was done reading
this paragraph, | forgot Mary was talking to
*No, thank you, Johnston,” Mary replied. e S -

“Very well, ma’am. May [ leave now?” the butler asked.
“Of course, you may go. Thank you very much.”

The butler bowed and took the cue, Mary marched to the sitting room to reflect on the

strange events outside 152 Eaton Place, her and Peter’s home. She took one of the magazines [Comment [5B]: What strange events? Everyone J
leaving thefr homes?
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from a small table and went to a sofa. Mary leaned back, flapping through the pages of Women’s
Weekly for an article to read. The clock above the fireplace showed 11:00.AMa-m.

“Johnston, the war is over! Can you get the servants downstairs to the front door?”
Peter’s voice echoed in the front hall. Mary’s head jerked from the magazine,eausing her-ta-be
surprsed.

Mary put the magazine away and rose to open the door. She saw a deliriously happy
Peter hug Cook, Paula and Katie, the two housemaids. Mary was both embarrassed and shocked
at the spontaneous sight. She tiptoed behind Peter, causing the housemaids to curtsey fast before
their disapproving mistress. Johnston was rather restrained in controlling his happiness at the
happy news. He stood near the backstairs door.

“Somy about your brother hugging us. Have you heard the news?” Katie asked nervously.

“The war’s over, ma*am. Aren't yo@@ for all of g?”

Mary looked at me@ servants in shell shock and felt light-headed. Peter sensed that
his older sister was nm@ﬁ g and crossed to help hersem-feimtimz: Mary collapsed before
Peter, bursting into tears.

“My God, Is it true-that-the-wais-over?” Mary sobbed as she held Peter’s arms.

“Yes, sister. We're at peace at last. Da-get-up-and-wWe’ll have champagne to toast to
Peace. Johnston, would you get a bottle of champagne and two goblets for Mrs. Hopkins and me
in the library?”

“Very well, sir,” Johnston said, bowing to the siblings. He went backstairs, the other
servants following him. With the household staff pone, Peter and Mary looked at each other.

The siblings walked to the library next door and entered it. The library hes-held a small

table, a few chairs and three high bookcases-an-the right-and-lefiawalls. They-contained-many
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| comment [89]: Seems strange to yell that the
war s over and then follow that with such a
sentence. it's anti-dimatic. Ao, wouldn't he find
his mother and tell her first? Maybe run into the
mam and pick her up and swing her around? That
sott of thing. Or take her hands In his and tefl her,
You need to shaw the relationship between the two
| of them.

Comment [510]: What cauted her to be
surprised? The magazine? Her head jerking? This Is
being picky but this is an example of a misplaced
moadifier, Alsn, her head jerking from the magazine
indicates she's surptised, 20 you don’t even need
| the last clause,

( Comment [511]: cook? 3

Comment [$12]: Who says this? And why would
Mary care about Peter higging them when she just
heard the war s over? Perhaps she'd watch them in
shedl shock as they hugged, but not necessarily
being embarrassed-she’d be too preoctupled with
her son's announcement.

[c«um[sﬂ]z 1 thought that Mary was Peter's]
mather?
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beeks-Books which spanned frem-meny-centuries [ined the shelves, alone with assd few paper

book books. in-the-centertharewasa-French windew-with-doors teading-led to the balcony.
Mary and Peter walked to the table and embraced each other. Mary looked up from the
hug and looked at Peter,
“Wow, we’re lucky that we survived the Great War and the Spanish flu,” Mary replied as
she held her brother tightly. “As for your wife, we’ll remember her from time to time, right?”
Peter sadly-nedded-and-released Mary from the embrace. He walked to the window,and

opened the doors, and stepped onto the balcony, leeked-aiobserving the crowds gathering in the

square.
Mary joined hergrieving-brotherhim-on-the-baleony. She looked at the happy
atmosphere, feeling relieved.

Mary could not believe her eyes. And then it reatly hit her. The War was over now! She

left Peter and walked to the bookcase with her beloved Alfred’s portrait on the fourth shelf, He
was in his official uniform of the Wiltshire Regiment. She smiled at the portrait, sobbing.

“Thank God the horrible war is OVER! Your children and [ will have peace at last. | wish
you'd be here to celebrate te-eetebrate-the special occasion with us, my dear. But you're in
Heaven with God. 1 hope you’re proud of our accomplishments;-.” Mary said-asshe-swiped
away her tears. “There you go.”

Mary touched the picture with tender love. She returned to the balcony and looked at the
happy crowds. Mary touched Peter's arm.

“Are you okay?” Mary asked gently.

“I'm fine, thank you. God, I can’t believe that we men have to return to the jobs and the

women to being housewives again. What about you, my sister?”
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Mary shrugged at the question.
“| don’t know yet. Maybe I'll join a voluntary organization at the Great Ormond Street
Hospital for Sick Children or something like that. | must occupy myself to help my children and
myself. It’s hard these days, you know.” (,JaJv/t\ U je 2 (
Peter nodded and tumed to observe th > 'f\q ﬁoj I
and walked inside. She sighed as she took her family King James Bible out of the right bookcase
and put it on a nearby table,
Trying to find something to help her understand the mystery of Peace, Mary fumbled
through the pages to find a suitable scripture-that-deals-with-Peace. She found Romans and
scanned its verses until she came to 15:13.
Mary read the verse aloud, “Now the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in

believing, that ye may abound in hope, through the power of the Holy Ghost.” She repeated it

over and over to make her understand clear. Comment [s1B]: 'm not sure what's to
understand here.

Mary smiled to herself as she put the King James Bible away and raised her eyes to God.
“Thank God for making me aware of Romans 15:13. Peace is what we should need as we

celebrate the end of the Great War. Praise to God!”
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