Drôle de guerre by Sally Spedding 

Balazuc. Sunday 2nd September 1939. 11a.m.

It’s that sky-touching height which brings bile to her

throat, atop a limestone cliff guarding the ancient

Ardèche River way too far below. 

Stone-built homes cheek by jowl, now stand empty while  

their able-bodied  men brave the snowy Alps, and those  

who dare not sleep, await the drôle de guerre after too many 

nights spent on cold, damp floors, clutching their well-worn 

rifles. Recalling wives and lovers they might never hug or hold again.

She sees their twitching, hears the screams. Sniffs leaking    

bowels and stale, dark blood. Powerless, helpless, while old   

church bells still chime the passing time on September’s second   

day, with all the bread too swiftly gone since Balazuc’s sole 

baker fled his wife and boys to join the fight. 

These huge, cold ovens stand agape, as yet more footsore

refugees arrive. Gas masks still in place. Fearful not only

for themselves but also loved ones, while German  

Messerschmitts circle ever lower overhead, releasing death,            

all too easy, leaving too many dying. 

Most already dead…

