
The Long March Home 
He stood there not knowing what to expect next, he had never been in this situation before 
and was so nervous because he knew his training wasn’t complete and he had to do this 
through necessity rather than choice. 

“Private Alexander Williams are you ready!!!” 

“Yes sir, I’m ready”, he gasped. 

“Then what the hell are you waiting for man?” yelled the lieutenant whilst grabbing hold of 
Alex’s jacket sleeve. 

“Jump boy! Go on! NOW!” Screamed the lieutenant over the roar of the propellers. 

He looked out the door, a nervous sweat appearing from his forehead only to evaporate 
instantly because of the velocity of the wind. Alex closed his eyes and took a few running 
steps forwards. 

It was like nothing the previous training could have prepared him for. The adrenaline was 
pumping around his body; if it were possible he would have been shaking. 

He descended, soaring like an eagle swooping on its prey from above. He could see only 
cloud and darkness with the occasional blast of light from below, orange, red, bright white. It 
was as if he was descending to the very pits of Hell itself to meet the devil and his minions. 
He had a mission that would not only bring him face to face with death but also possibly take 
on the devil himself in a way; his mission was to take part in the final battle to end the 
destruction of the German war machine, to help to reinvent the world into a new mould for 
peace. 

“Ten…nine…eight…seven…six…” he hoped he would make it, not long now he thought, 
“five…four…three…two…one…” he thought. “OPEN!!” he screamed as if the parachute 
was alive and could obey his desperate command. 

With much panic, he pulled on the cord. His panic was in vain since the parachute opened 
easily and effortlessly. Just like a puff of smoke. Up it went. It spread open like the hood of a 
traditional mushroom he descended gracefully below without control of his exact destination. 

Alex opened his eyes, through his goggles he could see but a glimpse of the devastation and 
destruction caused by this war. In the distance, fires raged, and he could hear…BOOM…. 
BOOM…. BOOM! It was the ceaseless barrages of mortar fire being showered upon the 
enemy from strongholds that the allied forces had been able to capture and raise their flag 
too. 

“Three seconds left…two…one,” he thought, then he hit the rough muddy wet ground with a 
THUD, rolled a few times wrapped in bits of parachute and cable. 



He quickly gained cohesion. Checking his surroundings quickly, he gathered the parachute up 
and placed it in his backpack. 

He dashed for shelter and awaited the signal from his comrades who jumped after him. When 
fully certain that he would not give away his position, he prepared his gun and led under an 
overturned fruit cart. He lay in the darkness in a cat-like state of readiness. He tried not to 
think of home and concentrated on his mission. He waited for the signal. 

Some of the fruit was still fresh he noticed. He collected some with only having to move his 
arm. Slowly, quietly and expertly he placed two fresh French red apples into his outer coat 
pocket. He looked around slowly as not to make a noise. He felt secure now, so he reached to 
grab a banana. He opened it and ate it ferociously. It went down easily he thought. He 
wondered to grab another? He reached out carefully and then…THUD. 

Straight in front of him, about three feet forward he could make out the uniform of his 
regiment half under an open parachute. Apparently, this chap wasn’t as fortunate as Alex in 
his descent toward the Earth. 

Alex came out of his hiding place quickly and bolted over to the person seeming not to be 
moving. He knelt in the wet muddy ground next to the body. He got closer. He slowly moved 
the parachute from the upper half of the unfortunate body to reveal this person’s identity… 

It was the lieutenant. Lieutenant Phillip Dutton, father of three. Who had served his king and 
country since he left formal education twenty years previously!  He was the one person who 
had the vital knowledge of how to continue the mission. He was the one person who knew the 
next destination of the squadron. Gone. 

Alex looked around quickly to check he was the only person in the vicinity who saw this 
happen. He took the lieutenant’s gun, ammunition and supplies. He took the signal flares. He 
took his map and compass. He took the lieutenant’s Bowie knife. He took his outer jacket. He 
knew it was going to be a cold night. 

He put the body where he was once hiding. Packed as much fruit as he could manage into his 
backpack and set off walking North. 

He wanted to go home, he had enough of this war and he had enough of this mission. He 
longed for the warm touch of his wife. 

He started walking and didn’t look back. 

End 

 


