July, a very wet, dull day, a very low ceiling, and I was speaking to my senior grocery woman, under the canopy of the store when this German plane came over very low.





I heard a 'plop'. One of the butchers ran in from the cutting room and said, 'They've hit the roof!' So I left Florence and ran up to the office.





And the bomb exploded.





The blast of course, brought the building down and sent me flying, which I fell on my left side. If I had fallen on my back or my stomach I wouldn't be here today because I couldn't put up with the weight of the building on top of me.


