























up into the sky and its gases reached as high again and more. |t was a
sight so spectacular and horrifying that the well known effect of an
atom-bomb explosion becomes relatively lesser. As the fire's super-
heated gases boiled upwards, they passed through a stratum of
cold air high above the city. The debris in the soaring flames and
smoke attracted moisture and caused a meteorological reaction. The
natural elements combined to reject the debris which was trans-
formed and fell to the earth once more in big greasy black rain
blobs.

For those still trapped in the city there could be no escape but
being human, many tried. Some judged that it was better to attempt
escape through the blazing streets than to take their chances in the
stifling heat of the oxygen-deprived shelters. Perhaps they had been
deceived by seeing an acre or two of relative calm, minor crackling
fires. Such areas were as deceptive as the calm eye of a hurricanr
storm. Rushing out into the streets, they would soon run into .
wall of flame. Retreating, some would look for another way and
perish whilst others realising the hopelessness of their situation
would stagger back to their shelter's door. Battering uselessly on th2
door for admission as the flames licked around the corner and dow!
basement steps, their twitching bodies were consumed by the flames

For those in the shelters the heat became unbearable. They gasped
for air uselessly. Some fainted and weaker, especially older people
had heart seizures. Children became hysterical and mothers were out
of their minds with fear and horror. They had only one overwhel-
ming urge and that was to flee and they did so. ripping open doors
and rushing blindly into the heat-seared streets. There was no escape.
They were doomed.

Firebrands rained down on them. The air was filled with choking
gases and whirling embers of fire. One might as well try to to dodge
raindrops in a thunderstorm. The 't)lazmg firebrands stuck to
clothing and to flesh and mothers, their children — and children who
had lost their parents — ran screaming through the blazing streets.
Such was the heat that as they ran, many simply burst into flame.
They beat madly at their hair, their eyes, or whatever parts of the
body was on fire and they ran in directions that no longer had any
meaning or purpose. Out of their minds, they staggered, often
running blindly into walls. They would stumble, pick themselves
up and run a few more feet and the least fortunate ones lost their
reason and became demented in their final moments. Others burst
into flames. Some, beside themselves dashed unseeing into fires and
many just ran until they could run no further and collapsed to fall
twitching in the bubbling street tar,

There is no cause in the world save that of satanism which justi-
fies the horror that was callously inflicted upon Hamburg during
that ten day period. It was more than a blot on Britain's coat of
arms. |t was a reminder that in mankind dwells the devil himself as
well as the Lord, and that the arbiter between the two is our own
conscience.

When innocent people and in particular, children, become an
enemy to be disposed of using the most refined methods of torture,
then whatever cause is championed is degraded. It no longer serves
idealism or freedom once evil is recruited as an ally. There are many
people motivated by high and noble ideals who will become so
enslaved by those ideals that they lose all claim to nobility or even
humanity. They will commit any crime, sell their souls to the devil
to see victory theirs. Those who declare war on children declare war
on God, and in Hamburg that night, and in tens of other German
cities, children suffered as children have never suffered before.

Of the children during these dreadful nights, what can be said?
Their fright became horror and then panic when their tiny minds
became capable of grasping the fact that their parents could no
longer help them in their distress. As Martin Caidin surmised, they
lost their reason and an overwhelming terror took over. Their world
had become the shrieking centre of an erupting volcano from which
there could be no physical escape. Nothing that hell offered could
be feared more. By the hand of man they became creatures, human
in form but not in mind. Strangled noises issued from them as they
staggered pitifully through the streefs in which tar and asphalt ran as
streams. Some of these tiny creatures ran several hundred feet.

Others managed only twenty, maybe ten feet. Their shoes caught

Corpses found in the shelters. Most likely carbon monoxide was the
killer: the increasing heat afterwards blackened the bodies.

fire and their feet, the lower parts of their legs became flickering
sticks of flame. Here were Joan of Arcs... thousands of them. All
who had perished unjustly on the fires of the Middle Ages were as
nothing when compared with what was happening this night. The
sounds of many were unintelligible and undoubtedly mary more
called for their parents from whom they were parted by death or by
accident. They grasped their tortured limbs, their tiny burning
legs until they were no longer able to stand or run. And then they
would crash to the ground where they would writhe in the bubbling
tar until death released them from physical misery.

How | wish that this were nothing more than sensational writing.
These are not my words but a descriptive account by Martin Caidin
who as an academic is not given to sensationalising emotive subjects.
In his book The Night Hamburg Died he describes how, "... the fire
instantly embraces them in curling tongues, sets aflame their clothes,
their hair and their skin, rushes into their mouths and burns out
their tongues even as they scream soundlessly from throats already
blackening, already steaming with the evaporation of the body
liquids.” Oh, what a price is paid for national self-righteousness.
But for whom does the till ring?

There was no end to the horror. For those on the streets still,
heat was a constant goad to movement and move they did until
they too were consumed by the flames and heat. Those who were
destined to escape were tragically few. Deprived of shelters for many
reasons, thousands of civilians ran without reason or direction and as
they did so, superheated air rushed past tongues that had become
swollen and blackened. Air passages to the lungs rasped through
having become as crisp and dry as leather bellows. Lungs seemed to
explode agonisingly with each tortured breath. Imagine the horror
of those last to die in such groups. They dashed in a frenzy along
open spaces and in front of them, @ man, a2 woman, a child burst
into flames
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