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The Fifth Commandment 

Anthea Fraser Gupta 

 

Jimmy got back from the pub. It was well after throwing out time. The pubs that were in 

easy walking distance had all banned him.  

He kicked the door open, and did not bother to close it. The little whore and the holier than 

thou lad would hear him soon enough. 

Thump on the first stair.  

“Honour thy father and thy mother.” 

Stamp on the second stair. 

“The bloody rotten buggers.” 

Albert came out of his bedroom and stood silently at the top of the stairs, looking down. 

“Honour thy father and thy mother.” 

Albert was the North of England Schools Champion for swimming, and likely to be in the 

Olympics. 

Albert with his swimming prizes 
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“The bloody rotten buggers.” 

He was in demand on the football field, strong, fast, and accurate. 

“Honour thy father and thy mother.” 

He was not a helpless boy anymore. 

“The bloody rotten buggers.” 

Albert sweated and his heart fluttered. 

“Honour thy father and thy mother.” 

Night after trembling night, year after terrifying year, Jimmy had bellowed his way 

upstairs to beat Albert and his mother. 

“The bloody rotten buggers.” 

Albert remembered the freshly-brewed tea poured over his back, where there were still 

white splashes etched on his skin. 

“Honour thy father and thy mother.” 

He remembered the cloth snatched off the table, scattering china, scones, apple pie, and 

egg salad over him and over the scullery floor. His mother’s good cooking wasted. 

“The bloody rotten buggers.” 

He remembered the chair smashed across his mother’s back, and how Jimmy used its 

broken leg on them both, and the brimming chamber pot thrown over them. 

“Honour thy father and thy mother.” 

Jimmy crashed onto the landing at the top of the stairs, ending his nightly prayers. 

“The bloody rotten buggers.” 

Albert pushed. Jimmy folded at the waist and rolled slowly sideways down the twelve 

stairs and out of the front door. The bobby on the beat broke his rhythmic tread and cast a 

lofty eye on the man at his feet. He had marched the old man off to a night in a cell many 

times. 

“Our Albert pushed me down the stairs!” wailed Jimmy. 
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“Not before time,” the policeman said, and walked on. 

Jimmy never struck his wife or son again. And Albert never spoke to him again, though 

they lived under the same roof for another fifteen years. 

  

 

  

 

[This story, set in 1934, is written as fiction, but it is entirely true. It was my 

father’s story, told to me many times. I always think how very different it could 

have been if Jimmy had fallen down the stairs differently, and been seriously 

injured or killed. I met my paternal grandfather only once, when he was a little 

old man in a rocking chair. My mother never met him and there are no 

photographs of him in existence. At about this time, in his last year at school, 

Albert went camping with a group from school, led by a gifted and caring 

teacher, John Redpath. The postcard was sent only to his mother.] 


