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My thoughts on Timothy Knatchbull’s book ‘From a Clear

Blue Sky’.

| read Timothy Knatchbull's book, ‘From a Clear Blue Sky’ from cover to cover
with mixed and powerful emotions. At an historical level, | found it an excellent
insight into the workings of the IRA at that time. | felt rather ashamed that |
knew apparently so little about the sensitive situation that surrounded Ireland
during that period. | loved his descriptions of the family's southern Irish ‘idyll’. |
too had endlessly happy family holidays such as he so eloquently describes —
in my case on the west coast of Scotland. However, it is the dual content of the
book that left me needing to write about my thoughts. My own much-loved
father drowned over 40 years ago off the north Norfolk coast. His sudden
death completely devastated our family and irrevocably altered our course in
life. Our mother never really recovered from the shock of his death.

Nearly three decades later my beloved identical twin Elizabeth died (in 1997) of
a very rare form of cancer. Reading Timothy’s book | felt not only absolute
empathy with him over Nicholas'’s death - his haunting, beautifully written adieu
to Nicholas, calling out for him and wiling him to reply, feeling it was
‘impossible’ for him to be gone (how | understand that) — but also the ‘chill’ that
| experienced in confronting, albeit in different circumstances, the sea, the
same ‘enemy’ that had claimed Nicholas as had claimed my father. The void
left by sudden death is so hard to understand.

In some sense | was reliving my life through his book. The sea and the loss of
a twin. It was through the painful evocation of long forgotten memories of the
details (carefully written by Timothy) of drowning that | allowed my thoughts to
focus on our terrible day, and so remember my father. Strangely, when my
twin-sister was already gravely ill, she turned (in itself a massive effort) to look
at me and said ‘is daddy coming’? It took my breath away. We hadn’t spoken
of our father for years not for any other reason than perhaps the passing of
time and life moving on and there, suddenly in her bedroom, with her life
ebbing away, his name was mentioned. Perhaps he was waiting for her, just
out of sight, to be reunited as Nicholas and his father finally are.

The purpose of writing is not to dwell on the traumatic experiences in my life
but to draw on Timothy’s book as a connection on the dual loss of a much
loved and desperately missed twin and the shocking effects of sudden death
where the sea was involved.

Julia Chambers




