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Thomas Augustus Hawkins never much liked his name. He’d tried Tom, Tommy, and 

Thomas, but that was mostly when he was but a little boy, and his nickname was no more up to 

him than was what he’d have for lunch. When he’d gotten old enough to start making some 

decisions for himself, he’d finally settled on ‘Gus’. The diminutive of his second name was 

short, unassuming, and easy to remember. It was far from the regal, high and mighty name that 

Gus’s parents had tried to bestow upon him in the hopes he’d use it to rise above the semi-

impoverished vortex his family had spent generations living in.  

 They’d scoffed and wrinkled their noses at him, saying he’d wasted the perfectly 

respectable name that they’d given him.  

 You could be a politician, with that name.  

 Only, he’d never wanted to be a politician. He’d never been one for speeches, or for 

dressing up and standing in front of people he’d never really know.  

It was the quietly sociable quality about him, and the fact that he enjoyed being 

forgettable that had gotten him started in bartending. He’d gotten started at fourteen, and looking 

back, he was shocked anyone had ever given him the job. He’d never let a kid tend bar. Then 

again, that was back in 1910. Nobody much cared about the age of their bartender, so long as he 

served their drinks on time.  

He’d kept that job for a few years - managed to find a nice girl, too. When the war broke 

out, he’d had to leave it all behind. He’d quit his job, told the old man that owned the pub that 

he’d a duty to fulfill, and a country to serve. He’d told his girl that he wouldn’t be gone long - 



that Britain and her allies would win before she could even say goodbye. He’d left her at the bus 

station with a peck on the cheek and a plea for her to wait for him. She’d said she would, and the 

warm feeling that’d settled in his chest right then just about lasted him the entire war. 

He’d come back about four years later, a little worse for wear but more-or-less in one 

piece. His girl was there when he got back, right at the bus stop where he’d left her. They’d 

written constantly through the war, and he’d grown to love her more than he’d ever thought he 

could.  

They’d gotten married ‘round about six months later. It was less than a year after their 

wedding before they’d had their first child - in the winter of 1920. Benjamin, they’d called him. 

Until Benny was about two, Gus still worked at the same pub he had before the war. Then, the 

old man died. He’d left the pub to Gus.  

Gus’s first instinct had been to sell the bar to somebody else. What did he know about 

running a business? He’d probably run it straight into the ground.  

It had taken a good deal of persuasion on the part of his wife to convince him to at least 

try his hand at running the pub. If the business went belly-up, she’d said, they could just sell it to 

somebody else. Plus, she’d added, it would be a place that Benny would grow up to inherit.  

The idea of having something set up for his son - even if that something was a pub - 

buried some sort of determination deep in Gus’s heart.   

It had taken a little bit of getting used to - and a whole lot of learning on the job - but Gus 

had managed to not only run the business, but to bolster it to a better place than it had ever been 

before. 

Rosemary was born in the summer of 1926. She was Gus’s little princess - she deserved 

only the best of everything.  



Rosie wasn’t even two when David was born, in the spring of ‘28.  

If Gus’d thought that raising one kid was tough - three was some sort of unforgiving 

behemoth. All the same, Benny, Rosie, and Davey were his world. His wife’s, too. Benny was 

the leader of the three. He made executive decisions and directed the actions of the siblings as a 

group. Rosie was the brains, and would dispute Benny’s executive decisions, if she didn’t agree 

with them. Davey - being the youngest - wasn’t much more than a tagalong. Any disagreement 

he’d try to make would be immediately shot down by his elder siblings. He had quickly resigned 

himself to either going along with their plans or electing to not participate. 

The kids grew up helping Gus with the pub. Benny - or Ben, as he’d insisted on being 

called upon his entrance into adolescence - was the biggest help by far. He had the unassuming, 

personable demeanor that had made Gus successful at bartending, but he’d inherited Gus’s 

wife’s head for business - something Gus himself couldn’t do more than wish for. 

The dynamic between the siblings hadn’t changed, by the time World War Two broke 

out. Ben - at nineteen - was the only one old enough to enlist. He’d gone with a hug for each of 

his family members, a stoic look, and the same sense of duty that had driven Gus to fight in the 

Great War. Gus had failed to grasp the similarities between himself as an up-and-coming adult 

and his eldest son, until he caught a glimpse of a kiss that Ben shared with a girl that he hadn’t 

mentioned to anyone in his family. The look he’d given her before he’d gotten on his bus was the 

same one Gus had given his now-wife, before he’d gone off to war.  

It’s difficult to come to terms with how war affects those involved, until you’re not the 

one fighting. Gus had spent nearly every day of the war behind the bar, serving the inconsolable 

wives-made-widows, the unsure adolescents who couldn’t pass for eighteen for the life of them, 

and the stressed-out parents - like himself. 



Everybody acted differently, when war came along. Gus’d seen couples dancing as 

though each day was their last, without a care in the world. He’d seen mothers, wives, and 

girlfriends of serving soldiers spending the time in between letters on the edge of an emotional 

cliff, and he’d seen children take up the same sense of patriotism displayed by their soldiered 

siblings and their we need to be strong for the kids parents. 

He had failed to understand the emotions of those with loved ones lost, until he’d had no 

choice. The day the letter had come in the mail was the day the world came crashing down 

around him, around his wife, around Rosie, around Davey. Benjamin Thomas Hawkins - killed in 

action. November 15th, 1940, aged twenty years. 

It’s been just over nine years, since that day. Benny would’ve turned thirty, today. Gus 

can’t help but wonder what sort of man his son might have become. Would he have brought his 

girl home?  Her name is Margaret, but Gus and his family didn’t learn that until after Benny’s 

death. Would she have become a role model for Rosie, or a standard for Davey? Would they 

have gotten married? She’d gotten married to the butcher’s son, a few years back. Would those 

blond-haired, blue-eyed kids of hers have been Benny’s? Would they have looked different? 

Would they have had Benny’s head for business? His passion for the pub that - these days - was 

barely staying afloat? Would they have been able to grasp what Gus, his wife, and his two 

remaining children still failed to, why war was necessary? Why people fought? Why it had taken 

but two years for another international threat to surface, after the fall of the Third Reich?  

Perhaps most of all, though - it’s around this time of year that Gus wonders if his name - 

Benny’s name - anyone’s name, is really up to its owner. Despite protest, Gus is always called 

Thomas or Tommy when he goes to visit family. Benny will always be Benny, to most of the 

people in Gus’s little corner of London, both inside and outside his pub. It’s even written on his 



tombstone. It’s been nearly twenty years since Benny decided - quite adamantly - that he wanted 

to be Ben, or at least Benjamin, yet every regular patron in Gus’s pub still refers to his son as 

Benny. Heck, even Margaret referred to Benny that way. 

Gus - as usual - has to have these sorts of truths thrown right at his face, for him to 

comprehend them. Our names are not really our own at all, in the same manner that our hearts 

start out belonging to us and slowly get dismantled and given to other people. Gus’s heart and his 

name belong to those who love him, and it’s taken him over fifty years to come to terms with the 

fact that the best way that he can love them back is by letting them have it. 

 


