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Flat Share 

. . .The Boyfriend 

I glance at the clock on the bedside table.  The red LCD shows it is 3.30am. I've got an early start 

tomorrow and need to be up by 5am, but this rate I won't get any sleep.  I've been seeing Isabel for over a six 

months now and it was my idea that she moved in with me.  Up until now we have never actually slept - as 

in actually fallen asleep, shared an entire night together, I only wish I had found out she snored before I gave 

her the key to my flat four days ago. 

She's been wheezing, snuffling and snorting since we came to bed two hours ago and it is driving me 

mad.  I've hardly had any sleep over the last few days and it is beginning to affect my work as I am feeling 

sleepy all the time, find it hard to keep my eyes open during meetings and am grumpy and short tempered 

with people. 

She lets out a really large snort and I jab her in her ribs.  She wakes up. 

‛What’s …. what…?’. I can hear the slurrines of her voice and she wobbles on the brink between being 

awake and falling back to sleep. 

‛You're snoring,’ I tell her.   

‛No,’ she says sounding more awake. ‛I don't snore, must have been you waking yourself up.’ 

‛Isabel,’ I say, trying not to snap at her.  ‛It's you. You are lying on her back and you are snoring. Just 

turn over on your side will you.’  

‛Okay,’ she mumbles and does as I tell her.   

I sigh and punch my pillow to make it more comfy and get ready for some shut-eye at last. I am just 

drifting off when I hear a jumbo jet go over the house.  Then I realise it is Isabel – she has added 

impersonating aeroplanes to her snoring collection.  I feel the rage building up inside of me.  Won't she just 

shut up.  I elbow her again. 

‛What now,’ she growls, not opening her eyes. Our noses are almost touching and I feel like pinching it 

really hard.  Instead I clasp my hands tightly together and say forcefully, ‛you are snoring again.’ 

‛Sorry,’ she replies, and promptly turns on her back and starts up again. 

I sit up, flinging the bedclothes back and go into the bathroom.  There is no way I will get back to sleep 

now, might as well have a shower and eat some breakfast.  I will walk to work – it will take me over an 

hour,  but hopefully the fresh air and exercise might clear my head and calm me down.  

Isabel and I haven’t talked much about our past relationships, but she did mention she spilt from her last 

boyfriend about ten months before she met me.  I wonder if he had same problem with her snoring. 

Standing under the warm shower, the water pulsating on my weary body I realise that this thing with 

Isabel and me just isn't going to work.  But I dread telling her.  Can envisage the tear's; the hurt I will cause 

her.  Perhaps I am being a bit hasty after all she has been here for less than a week.  I rinse the soapsuds off 

and step out of the shower.  It is dark outside and the flat is quiet.  The bathroom is at the back of the house 

and I can't hear any traffic.  It is peaceful.  Then I hear the rumble and crash of Isabel snoring again.  I grit 

my teeth. I can't stand it.  She has got to go.    

I towel myself dry and sneak into the bedroom and get some fresh clothes, then make my way down to 

the kitchen.  I am in need of a strong mug of coffee and maybe some toast.  Sitting at the kitchen table I 

make the decision to ask her to move out.  I will suggest we keep on seeing each other, but just as friends, 

meet up for a drink now and again, that kind of thing.  She probably won't agree though and will just grab 

her things and storm out.  My name will be mud with all our friends.  But they just try and sleep with her, 

they'd soon understand why I chucked her out so soon.  Still it’s no good suffering; best break it off now, 

while the relationship is still only a few months old.   

I rinse out the breakfast thinks, dry them up and put them away, then grab my jacket and briefcase and 

quietly let myself out the front door.  It is 5am and barely light outside, and most of the commuters are still 

fast asleep in their beds.  I relish in the peace and quiet.  I’ll break the news to Isabel about her moving out 

when I get home tonight.  I yawn.  Right now I need to wake myself up. I take a deep breath and set off to 

work at a brisk pace the horrible sound of snorting and snoring replaced by the relaxing sound of bird song. 
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Flat Share . . . Isabel 

Isabel is woken by something jabbing her in the ribs. Still groggy with sleep she turns, opens her eyes 

and sees her boyfriend staring at her.  ‛What….?’she mumbles. 

‛You are snoring,’ he replies curtly.  

‛I don't snore,’ she says, ‛it must have been you waking yourself up.’  She finds it hard to talk, still half 

in and half out of sleep and once the words are out she begins to drift off again. In the distance she can hear 

the boyfriend speaking again, catches a few words, ‛you, back, side.’  She turns onto her side and disappears 

into the land of dreams once again. 

Another jab in the side.   ‛What now,’ she growls, irritated at the boyfriend for keep waking her up. 

‛You are snoring,’ he snaps.  She knows she doesn't snore, but can't be asked to get in an argument at 

this time of night.  Instead, she utters a contrite sorry and switches herself off. 

A little while later, she is forced awake again, by a loud sighing sound, followed by a cold draft as the 

bedclothes are thrown back, then the movement of the mattress.  Isabel realises the boyfriend is getting up.  

What now. She wishes he would just stay asleep. He is such a restless person.  She wonders how she didn't 

notice his annoying habits before.  After all they had been going out for six months before he asked her 

move in.  But then she thinks they never actually spent the night together as such.   

She’s awake now, which is annoying.  She thinks about her decision to live with the Boyfriend.  The 

lease on her flat had just ended and she had begun to look for somewhere else to live, when the Boyfriend 

came up with the idea of the sharing a flat - his flat - together, it seemed the ideal solution.  There was the 

added bonus that her bills would half and she would have someone to share the shopping, cooking and 

cleaning with.  His flat was nice too, with a balcony overlooking the harbour.   

So she packed all her stuff and moved in.  That had been five days ago and now having been woken by 

him every night, sometimes as many as three or four times she thinks she might have had made the wrong 

decision.  But how to tell him.  He was such a nice guy, a bit too fond of food, especially spicy and garlicky 

meals and crisps.  She thought about her last boyfriend, he had liked to drink.  All he wanted to do was go to 

the pub every night and he got really loud after a few drinks.  She stuck with him for a couple of years, but 

when he started coming home all hours of the night, then lost his job, she knew it was time to leave.  New 

Boyfriend is kind and considerate.  Though saying that he is a bit too easy going really and rather fussy.  A 

bit of a perfectionist.  Probably why he couldn’t believe it wasn’t her making all the racket at night. 

  She hears clattering coming from the bathroom.  Sounds like he has decided to get ready for work early 

– she glances at the clock it’s only 3:45am.  Well that was his choice.  She doesn’t need to be up for another 

three hours.   

She wonders how he would take it she told him it wasn't working out.  She hopes he isn’t one of those 

clingy types.  She’ll suggest they stay friends, meet up as a group now and again, make out is isn’t all his 

fault to make him feel better.  He probably won't agree though, won’t see the point of staying friends.  Her 

friends will say she didn’t give it  a chance,  but they just try living with him, they'd soon see why, she’s 

given in so soon.  Anyway, she tells herself, it’s best break it off now, while the relationship is still only a 

few months old.   

She hears the front door closing.  At last a bit of peace and quiet.  She’ll break the news about her 

moving out when the Boyfriend gets home tonight. She yawns. Right now, she needs more sleep.  She 

snuggles down under the duvet and within moments is fast asleep, with no-one to complain about her 

snoring. 

 

 

Marylyn Palmer – October 2014 
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Something good out of something bad... 

It was in English composition that Mr.   Persimmon came up with this idea, last Wednesday afternoon,   

before the half-term.   

"I want you boys “he said, "To write a story, during your holiday, to keep your brains in gear." 

Then he smiled, one of those funny grown-up smiles that made it plain that he didn't expect for a moment 

that we really would write his story, let alone keep our brains in gear,   but I was keen.  I'd had my bike slip 

out of gear more than once.  The results were usually painful, so I thought I'd best keep my brain in gear.   

Mr.   Persimmon went on.  "I don't want a standard cops and robbers, nor cowboys and Indians, nor us 

against the Germans or the Japs.  Be warned, Horrors"-he called us Horrors, most of the time-"Terrible 

things will happen to the boy who turns in a chase story.  What I want is something completely different, the 

tale of something good coming out of something bad.  I'll give you an example-and I will skin alive the boy 

who uses it as his own.  Imagine, for a moment,  that you are out on a cross-country run when someone 

jostles you in the pack.  Over you go, but, worse,  you trip over the kerb,  crash through the hedge and 

tumble all the way down to the stream.  You're battered, bruised and left far, far behind.  Oh Dear, not good.  

So,  you start to climb painfully back up to the road when-what's that,  your hand has landed on? It’s paper,  

good paper,  crisp,  square corners,  a picture that you well know.  It's a pound note!"Mr. Persimmon paused, 

his tiny glasses glinting on the end of his long nose.  "You get the picture, boys.  Something awful, with 

something good coming out of it.  And remember,  a shocking fate awaits the boy who finds a pound note.  ! 

" 

So,  off we went and forgot all about our holiday task.  We'd remember it on the last day of our holiday,  the 

Sunday,  but we'd do nothing about it till after tea.  Not while there's bikes to ride and trees to climb and 

street football.   

But I had a cunning plan.  I knew we'd have a few wet days, in our fortnight,  so I reckoned to use one of 

them.  Knock off a story,  easy-peasy,  before lunch,  then back down Dad's shed,  to mess about,  if it was 

still wet.  There was a problem, though, that I hadn't seen coming.  Two whole wet days later, I still had no 

idea what to write about.  I'd thought about a tale of Spacemen and Aliens, from my Dad's science fiction 

magazine, but I worried that Mr.   Persimmon might think that was cops and robbers in disguise.  Then, I 

had the idea of a tadpole,  in a panic because he was losing his tail,  before he found two great strong legs,  

in its place.  But that went nowhere.  I can't write funny: when I tried, his story came out like a shopping list.  

But it had served a turn.  I knew, now, that I could write about something very small and ordinary.   

That is how I remembered my Mum's Christmas cake.  It was quite small and unkind people said it was 

pretty ordinary, but I knew better.  It all started back in the war, when I was really little.  My Mum wanted to 

make a Christmas cake, to go with the bottle of sherry that came out of the sideboard for our Christmas 

visitors, then went back in again,  till next year.  The trouble, she told me,  was that 'Itler and Tojo had all 

the fruit.  That,  I saw then,  accounted for the really tiny bread puddings she sometimes made,  that my 

brother and I could see off in a minute.   

"I can get fruit" I offered "Well, apples and pears,  anyway" Mum wisely did not ask where I might find 

them-they'd be a sight better start for a cake than parsnips and carrots.  So, off I went to old Mr.   Downey's 

garden, where the bombed house at the back gave an easy way in to his garden, where there really were 

apples and pears, there for the taking and,  if you weren't filling a big bag,  he wouldn't even chase you.  

Well,   I don't know what my Mum did with those apples and pears, but she got hold of some raisins and 

things from somewhere and even an egg or two,  so she made her cake and all of us kids-and my cousin-

came to see it,  straight out of the oven.  It was quite a sight, but not like a cake.  It had high, jagged and 

crusty sides,  diving down,  down,  down to a leathery,  gooey centre.  Mum just shooed us all out, like it 

was a bomb,  sitting there,  but she had no choice but to serve it.   

So,  when my Auntie Gin and cigarettes came along,  at Christmas,  with Uncle Horse and Khaki - Oh,  I 

hadn't said,  back then,  when I was little,  I knew grown-ups by their smells-so,  when they came to tea,  out 

came the sherry and out came the cake and Mum pulled one of those funny,  grown-up faces,  with her 

eyebrows right up and her mouth up and down in different places.  After awhile, my Uncle started to laugh,  
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then my Auntie joined in,  then,  in the end,  my Mum as well.  And all of us kids got a little bit of the 

middle of that cake,  all sticky and leathery and sweet and absolutely super.   

Then, when Uncle Coal came in his turn,  with Auntie Mothballs,  it all happened again,  the same face 

pulling game,  the same lots of laughter and the same little pieces of toffee cake,  for us kids.   

Well, Mum was no great baker,  but she was determined.  We had that same toffee-middle cake every year 

until last, when Mum got a new cooker and her cake came out cake-shaped, without that lovely gooey 

middle.  I was afraid it would mess up everything, but everyone laughed out loud, remembering the toffee-

cakes, and it was still good to see everyone at Christmas,  even my cousins from just down the road.   

We still had a great time together and great memories of those Christmases before, starring Mum's failed 

cake.   

And-I nearly forgot this bit-the good thing was, I figured out what that funny grown-up face meant,  with the 

high eyebrows and the crinkly mouth.  It meant "I've done something rather silly, but I'll let you see, because 

I know you,  and it might be good for a laugh  

Oh Lor-now I've got to write this all out, for Mr.Persimmon.   

 

 

C.  C.  Hilliam  

25/9/2014 
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The Rent Man’s Tale 

 

This is a true story from the early 1970’s when I was working as a young, newly married, housing officer 

in Bracknell New Town for the Bracknell Development Corporation. 

 

In Bracknell the Development Corporation had retained a rent collection service for OAP tenants as they 

recognised this was more than simply a financial service but would provide social contact, help and advice 

to elderly tenants, with a “human face” visiting on a regular basis.  Help could be given with practical 

matters, it might be changing a light bulb, posting a letter or sign posting the tenant to other support agencies 

etc. 

 

On my “patch” I collected rent from the aged parents of one of my work colleagues, Mr & Mrs Denyer.  

They had moved from London to be near their daughter.  They lived in a designated OAP bungalow. 

 

One day disaster struck, Mr and Mrs Denyer had absent-mindedly left an electric blanket switched on all 

day in their bedroom.  The blanket over- heated and had been smouldering all day.  Mr Denyer opened the 

bedroom door and, with the sudden rush of air, the blanket ignited and started a serious fire, which soon took 

hold.   Mercifully the Fire Brigade were quickly on the scene and were able to evacuate Mr & Mrs Denyer 

via the front door of the bungalow.  The Fire Brigade soon brought the fire under control but the resulting 

smoke damage had rendered the bungalow uninhabitable. 

 

Mr and Mrs Denyer were able to be rehoused in an identical empty bungalow in the next street.  This 

bungalow had just been re-decorated, ready for re-letting!  I visited Mr and Mrs Denyer in their new home 

and found them naturally traumatised by their recent experience.  In dealing with the fire the Fire Brigade 

had deposited the damaged contents of the bedroom on a nearby street verge.  The charred remains of the 

furniture and bedding were piled high.  Mr and Mrs Denyer had been told by their insurance company that it 

would be their responsibility to dispose of these items! 

 

I volunteered to deal with this for them by taking the charred remains to the rubbish tip in my old Ford 

Anglia Estate car.  I arranged to do this on the following Saturday, with the assistance of my brother-in-law 

Pete. 

 

When we arrived to do this job we found Mr and Mrs Denyer in a distressed state.  Mrs Denyer said her 

wedding ring had been on the dressing table when the fire broke out and was therefore presumably 

somewhere in the pile of charred bedroom effects.  They had searched, in vain, for the ring but asked if we 

could keep “an eye out” for the ring when we were clearing the pile.   Pete and I said we would but secretly 

doubted that we could find such a “needle in a haystack” 

 

We started to load the pile into the back of the car when Pete shouted out that he could see something 

shining in the midst of the burnt remains!  It was the lost ring! 

 

Mr and Mrs Denyer were overjoyed by this discovery and the restoration of this cherished item became a 

symbol of hope for them to rebuild their life in their new home, where they lived out their days in happiness 

and contentment. 

 

This is truly a story of something good coming from something bad! 

 

David Cullis  

9th September 2014 
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Something good out of something bad 

 

I was born during the war in Beckley near Rye, Sussex an only child of Dorothy and Harold. 

 

One day I was happily playing dollies with my friend at her house and her mother who was a simple soul 

said “did you know your  mum had Jean”, I just carried on playing dollies, but the seed was planted in my 

head I was 7 at the time 

 

Then over then next few years when ever Jean was mentioned my mum would say she was just Jean and 

tossed it aside and didn’t want to elaborate.  

 

I hated being an only child  

I joined the brownies, guides, rangers, the church choir …. Any thing to be with friends   

 

When I was at guide camp I talked to one of the rangers, I asked her about Jean and she said “yes your 

mum had her” 

 

My mother was in service when she about 15 and that was when she was made pregnant as often 

happened in those days.  

 

I remember Jean being around and she tells me now that I was a fussy little girl and many other stories of 

my early life.   

 

Jean left Beckley when she was about 16 to join the land army. 

 

We visited Jean when she was living in Wiltshire she would have been in her 20’s by this time, married 

and with two boys and she always called my mum Dorothy. 

 

My mum was visiting her grandchildren but not acknowledging them as her grandchildren … which I 

find really sad. 

 

When Jean moved from Wiltshire to Faversham in Kent .. My future husband and I went to pick cherries 

and stayed with them. Jean and I talked in the evenings and discussions took place along the lines of…. 

“what do you know” .. I told her what I had heard and she told me the bits that she knew.  

We realised that we must be sisters 

Jean remembers being told by some one in Beckley that they brought her home as a baby from London 

and took her to our gran who brought her up as her own child so Jean called her “Mum”  and she called her 

real mum, our mum, Dorothy. To this day from time to time I have to remind her that Dorothy is her mum. 

 

Jean also remembers going to Rye monthly to a solicitor where her “gran” who she called mum was 

given an envelope which Jean thinks contained money .. Jean didn’t know why but one surmises that it was 

money from the father to support her.  

 

Our mum was taken ill and was in hospital in Hastings, she was very ill with cancer. Jean and I visited 

her together but Mum still didn’t acknowledge Jean as her daughter ..  

As we left, Jean was the last one to give her a kiss and by the time we had got home Mum has died age 

61. 
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When my mothers will was read. I was just so relieved and delighted to find she had written it to be 

shared between Jean and I, both her daughters.            

 

When Steve was about 11 I approached the subject of the bird and the bees as he was going to senior 

school … He said don’t worry mum I think I know all I need to know. So I told him about Jean and 

subsequently my other son Russ was told she was Auntie Jean. 

 

My husband Rick and I celebrated our silver wedding with lots of friends old and new. I introduced Jean 

proudly as my sister, many of the friends that knew my Mum thought she was my mum reincarnated 

because she was so similar to her. 

 

Jean was brought to the party by one of her sons who was about 30 and he said on the way home  

“what’s this sister business” and Jean then had to explain to him as her husband had told her not to tell their 

sons about her past life. 

 

Jean used to come and stay with Patrick my partner and I ….she always said “I wonder who my Dad 

was”  and Patrick who was interested in family history found Jean’s birth certificate on line  

He had a copy sent to Jean the sad thing was that the Father was not named. 

 

Jean, my sister, still lives in Faversham  

I love her dearly and we regularly chat on the phone, she will be 90 in December. 

 

 

Marie Boreham 
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The Flooding of Crossway at Wheaton 

in DuPage County, Illinois USA 

By Christine Racher 

 

'Crossway', is an internationally recognised not-for-profit publisher of Christian books that exists to 

proclaim the gospel, they are located in Wheaton,(near the City of Chicago)Illinois. In 2013 'Crossway' 

celebrated their 75th anniversary. 

 

Also in 2013, they faced two days of storms causing an excess of heavy and substantial rain that hit the 

Chicago area. 

 

The date was Wednesday April 17, thunderstorms with heavy rain had been forecast, this weather 

continued on into April 18. Storm sewers were overwhelmed by the flood waters. 

 

ON THURSDAY APRIL 18, 2013 

 

PRESS RELEASE: 

  

WHEATON DECLARES A STATE OF EMERGENCY; AVOID FLOODED AREAS. 

  

The National Weather Service issues a flash flood warning until 8pm with a flood watch in operation 

until Friday April 19. 

 

The County shelter had opened at Krasa Center, Benedictine University, College Road in Lisle. It was by 

order of the DuPage County Office of Homeland Security & Emergency Management, in cooperation with 

Benedictine University. Some of the major roads and secondary streets had been closed. 

 

 

ANOTHER WARNING WAS ANNOUNCED: 

  

PLEASE USE CAUTION & DO NOT DRIVE THROUGH FLOODED AREAS. 

 

 

'Twitter' was used to help inform residents what was happening. 

  

* Sandbags were available at the City of Wheaton's Public Works Facility. 

* City of Wheaton responding to flood. 

* All City of Wheaton Emergency & Public Works crews were out in the community addressing traffic 

& flooding. 

* Health Dept. offers food safety tips following flooding. 

 

* Wheaton Police Dept. offers tips for residents who experienced flood damage to prevent becoming 

victims of fraud.  

 

This was an ongoing situation, the City was addressing the weather as well as the flooding. They had 

received more than 300 calls. To help document the effects of the heavy rainfall, the City of Wheaton had 

asked for photos that were taken during the event that depicted the flooding in their area, to send them in any 
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form, to stormweather@wheaton.il.us. They also needed the time and location of the photo. Any information 

would help assess the storm event.    

 

'Crossway' and beyond was under water for many blocks. The building had substantial water damage, the 

first floor (ground floor) being under 20 inches of water.   In all 35 offices were ruined by the flood. There 

was no way the employees could continue to work in their offices. The building was closed for two days, but 

work still continued with many employees working from their own homes. The published items waiting to 

be despatched had recently been relocated, so this had minimal impact, losing only one day in fulfilling 

orders. 

 

When the 'Crossway' staff were able to get back into their offices, they could see that they had to make 

the best of a difficult situation, but they were very enthusiastic and loyal, and responded magnificently. 

Makeshift offices had been arranged from whatever space was available and this meant they were working 

more in an open plan environment rather than individual offices. Vital IT resources were moved, and a 

customer service team was set up at the off-site warehouse. 

  

ON TUESDAY APRIL 23, 2013 

 

Many homeowners and business were under water, prompting Gov. Pat Quinn to declare 38 affected 

counties, disaster areas. A comment from Gary White, Wheaton Communications Manager "This is up there 

as one of the big ones". 

 

A REPORT BY QUAN TRUONG OF THE CHICAGO TRIBUNE 

 

Wheaton officials are working to assess the damage, which many have called the worst in the city in 

recent memory. 

 

ON FRIDAY APRIL 26, 2013 

 

PRESS RELEASE:  

 

FLOODING RECOVERY UPDATE 

 

It was announced that The Federal Emergency Management Agency (FEMA) would send 2 preliminary 

damage assessment teams into DuPage County the following week. These teams would be travelling 

throughout the county for the purpose of determining whether or not the County can be declared a Federal 

Disaster Area. The FEMA representatives would determine which municipalities & locations they would 

visit. They may or may not visit all of the DuPage County municipalities & would not visit each and every 

location where flooding had been reported. If a disaster declaration is approved by the federal government, 

all residents who suffered damages from the flood will be able to apply for any assistance that may be 

available to them from FEMA. The best source of information for residents regarding the FEMA process & 

finding resources that covered flood-related issues was www.dupage.org/protectdupage.  

 

In the first 3 days of curbside debris clearance, Advanced Disposal had removed 330 tons of debris from 

the city. It was estimated that the city would incur more than $100,000 in costs to cover the disposal effect. 

 

 

The City of Wheaton had engaged the services of a few engineering firms to provide elevation 

measurements on several of the water retention facilities in the City. 

 

file:///C:/Documents%20and%20Settings/mazz/Local%20Settings/Temp/www.dupage.org/protectdupage
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At 'Crossway' a workforce had already begun the demolition of the first floor. All the flooring, debris, 

books & furniture which had been damaged had to be removed. The rebuilding and restoration was likely to 

take about 6 months. All furnishings needed to be replaced. The repairs continued inside as well as outside. 

The costs were being assessed. There would be a significant amount of construction costs to make safe the 

building so as to "flood-proof" for the future. Now the damage has to be assessed and negotiated with the 

insurers. 

 

In the mean time work went on. As they were now working in an open plan environment they found they 

could bounce ideas off of one another. 

 

MORE THAN ONE YEAR LATER 

 

ON FRIDAY AUGUST 8, 2014 

 

It was announced that DuPage County was to receive $18.9 million in federal flood relief money, 

because of the widespread flooding. The funding is in addition to the $7 million previously approved for the 

county. 

~~~~~ 

 

Thousands of properties suffered flood damage in April 2013, officials had said they were planning to 

use the $18.9 million from the US Dept. of Housing & Urban Development to pay for flood-prevention 

projects & buy homes that chronically flooded. 

 

Back at 'Crossway' there is an outside wall now featuring a new barrier which can be activated, should 

there ever be need to use it in the future in times of flooding. On entering the building there is a very stylish 

and welcoming reception area with plants, easy chairs and art work, and is sympathetically decorated. The 

interior design is very sleek. Grey walls, mahogany coloured woodwork, these colours work well together. 

The first floor now incorporates a chapel, large conference room, a room for meetings, also a library area, 

shop, and an area for archival materials.  

 

The staff worked so well in their new style environment that they decided to stay with the open-plan 

system. It's bought them closer together as a workforce and change how they interact with each other. It's 

definetely a change for the better and shows that good has come out of a bad situation. 

 

Lane Dennis, President of 'Crossway' wrote to staff after the flood;  

"When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; and through the rivers they shall not overwhelm 

you." (Isaiah 43:2) 

 

 

Christine Racher  

October 2014 
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Something Good from Something Bad 

 

The day started like any other.  I let my tea go cold on the bedside table but still appreciated my husband's 

thoughtfulness; I lay in bed looking at the ceiling and cogitating on the day ahead. 

 

My thoughts wondered to my beautiful niece Anna who was to be married in two week's time.  I had the 

outfit, hat and wig.  Oh yes, I forgot to mention, I had breast cancer and had just had my first chemotherapy; 

one of 8 treatments.  I had agreed to take part in a clinical trial which meant I would have four more 

treatments than the normal four.   

 

I can't say I leapt out of bed but I did feel quite energised by the steroids prescribed and would continue to 

be necessary over the next few months.  Into the shower, everything very normal.  Decided to wash my hair 

and that was when everything changed.  

 

I had hoped to keep my hair at least until after the wedding. I hated the wig and knew it 

would itch like mad, but it was not to be.  As I stood there in the shower, clumps trickled with the soapy 

water towards the plug hole.  Funny really, I knew what to expect at some point but when it actually 

happened it was still a shock.  I had made the decision to shave off any remaining hair once it started to fall 

out. 

 

At this time my church minister's daughter was trying to raise money to join a team working 

with homeless youngsters in Manchester.   The funds were for accommodation etc.   

This was an opportunity for me to turn a negative into a positive.  I would get sponsorship to shave off my 

hair and help her.  Let's face it, the hair was coming out anyway! 

 

The following weekend my stepdaughter visited and she shaved my head.  I had already bartered with the 

hat man in the market and got three for the price of two pretty straw hats. 

As it was summer I had to keep my head as cool as possible and try and look human at the same time. 

 

The sponsorship forms were printed and the money poured in.  The local paper got involved and gave me a 

front page spread!  It was an amazing time.  I was moved to tears at times by the generosity of people, some 

of whom hardly knew me.   At the final count I had raised £1,500.00.  Enough to give to my minister's 

daughter help with her charity work and half to Cancer Research. 

 

Finally, having no hair was really convenient when I was baptised some months later no bad hair day for me 

as I emerged from the water dripping and smiling! 

 

I have survived for a reason.  If nothing else, as I speak, I am supporting a dear friend just diagnosed with 

breast cancer.  No one can possibly know how it feels unless you have had this insidious disease.  I am there 

for her and can support her when I am needed.  Laugh and cry, wherever our emotions take us. 

 

Yes, something good from something bad and I'm still here 12 years later. 

 

Sue Lewis 

October 2014 
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Autobiographical fragment. 

 

September and time to register for the new evening class.  Year? 1968 or thereabouts.  Mother of three, the 

annual evening class was my night out.  I had checked out the brochure and decided on piano lessons this 

year.  I had done woodwork, craft, car maintenance and a few other random choices.   

 

I set out for a new venue - this one in Streatham, Dunraven school, built over two sites, and this fact was 

crucial to what followed.  With a limited time to achieve my registration, I was thrown, on reading on a 

board in the entrance hall, that piano lessons were being registered in the annexe.  That would make my 

absence from home too long.  So I made the quick decision to see what else was available in the main 

building.  Creative writing?  Had I any aptitude for that?  Well I decided to give it a go. 

 

Actually it turned out that I did not have any aptitude for it.  The teacher, Paul Sheridan, set the first 

assignment thus:  imagine you are a monkey in a cage looking out at the humans.  Write what you think the 

monkeys might be thinking about the humans.  I cringe at the thought of what I must have written.  Paul was 

obviously not impressed because he wrote that the story was the work of a schoolgirl.   

 

I don't remember the next assignment, but on the third evening, he asked what I did in the break time.  

Trying to look back over more than fifty years is not easy, but this was so important to the rest of my life, 

that I can almost be back in that classroom.  We spent the next break time in a one to one meeting.  He had 

perceived through what I had written that I had some deep yearning.  I do not want to be too dramatic about 

this.  But it was true.  I had been a fortunate scholarship girl in1945, benefitting from the 1944 education act 

that said all children were entitled to a secondary education.  This produced direct grant scholarships and I 

went to a girls' public school as a result. 

 

But my family background did not allow for university in 1952, so I went into an office. 

A quick gallop through the next few years because they contain many different stories, in 1968 I was a stay 

at home mum enmeshed in the day to day lives of a nine, seven and four year old.  Unfortunately that was 

not enough for me. 

 

Paul's advice to me was to take a blank piece of paper and write down what I wanted out of life.  I wrote a 

page and half.  That was all.  He responded with three pages.  Sadly that has disappeared.  I would so love to 

read it again in retrospect. 

 

In a nutshell, what followed was that I left evening classes behind.  The following year I took A level 

English, followed by a year doing A level French.  There followed three years attending full time London 

university and an honours degree in English. 

 

Many stories within those next seven years, but after the PGCE year, I began teaching full time, and 

continued doing so for thirty years. 

 

What began as "bad news" that I couldn't register for piano lessons, became "good news" that I now live on 

my teacher's pension.  I wonder what would have been the story if I had done the piano lessons? 

 

Bettina Kulsdom  

19th September, 2014. 
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Something Good From Something Bad 

 

'Tis a little piece of Eden 

passers by were heard to say, 

a tiny patch of emerald cloth 

blessed by heaven every day. 

 

Something good may come of it 

or maybe something bad. 

Something rich and heaven sent 

or maybe something “really sad”. 

 

Something rich in promises, 

or something real and true, 

something filled with peace and joy 

and bathed in love for you. 

 

Who knows if future years may hold  

a love or promise kept 

or maybe disappointment shares 

a bed with tears un-wept ? 

 

Or could it be that joy awaits? 

A love sincere and true 

Most inspiring of all loving words 

My children “I love you”. 

 

 

 

 

 

Adam. 

Pevensey Bay                                                                       

September 2014.                                                                      
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The Tree 

 

'Tis hard to spread the word abroad 

to an unbelieving ear, 

of a joy awaiting heavenwards, 

that the journey starts from here. 

 

Yes, the journey starts from where you are, 

not where you want to be, 

'tis a lovely story offered up, 

of a  man and an oaken tree. 

 

About a man who truly loved us all. 

Yes, He loved both you and me 

He lived a life of grace and joy 

'till He came to that oaken tree. 

 

You will never know a love like this 

so perfect, pure and free, 

a love of such sublime delight 

beyond that oaken tree. 

 

A love of peace, a source of joy, 

a gift of pure perfection. 

A love beyond imagining, 

in spite of man's rejection. 

 

So listen for that silent sound, 

'tis there for all to hear, 

You'll not mistake His loving call, 

'tis near, so very near 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Adam 

Pevensey Bay 

September 2014 
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Something Good from Something Bad 

 

They called it Good Friday 

I can't think why 

When they crucified Jesus, 

Son of the most High. 

 

Why did they do it ? 

I don't understand, 

were they so jealous 

of our God's Son of Man? 

 

The true reason was  

It was God's perfect plan 

to save sinners like me 

for eternity. 

 

He paid the price in full, 

so we can go free. 

God's word came true  

when He died on that tree. 

 

Something Good from Something Bad 

What better example can there be? 

Bad Friday became Good Friday 

When Jesus died for you & me. 

 

 

                                                                 Brenda Adams 

                                                                 Pevensey Bay 

                                                                 October 2014. 


