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The Grumpy Old Git 
by Terry Page 

 

“Buzz off! Oh, It’s, it’s…, you I’m sorry. I thought it was the kids doing trick or treat. I 

can’t abide it. I mean celebrating evil; it’s just wrong.” 

The response didn’t entirely surprise me. I had got to know him over the past year and 

was well aware that some of the kids from the youth group had labelled him a ‘grumpy old 

git’. Despite that I had persuaded them to come along with me to invite him along to a supper 

at the church. 

“It’s only me George, and a couple of guys from the youth club. We’re having a supper 

next Friday night, and wondered if you wanted to come along. The guys are cooking up a 

fantastic meal and all the proceeds are going to a charity working in Africa.”  

Through my brief acquaintance with George I had discovered that Africa was a country 

close to his heart. 

It was a little over a year ago that we had been passing his bungalow. When I say ‘we’ 

that included Des, Carol and Ginny from the youth group. We were approached by a worried 

neighbour. 

“Can you help? I’m concerned I haven’t seen my neighbour all day. He’s had something 

delivered but I can’t get any response from ringing the doorbell.”  

After ringing the bell and hammering on the door Des and Carol wandered round the 

bungalow to see if they could see any signs of life. 

“It doesn’t look too good,” said Des, “there’s a meal half eaten on the kitchen table.”  

Then a cry went out from Carol. “Here, here! I can see somebody on the floor.” We all 

ran round to the window where Carol, on tip toe, described the scene. We hammered on the 

window but there was no response. Ginny was quickly on her mobile calling the emergency 

services.  

“We need to get to him quick.” Said Des.  

“Give me a leg up and I’ll get through that window.” Responded Carol. 

“You’re joking. It’s much too narrow.” Replied Des. 

I interrupted, “Look, look, I’m not sure that’s such a good idea guys. The police will be 

here soon.”  

“Oh don’t be an old stickler.” Said Carol, already sliding through the window. “That guy 

needs our help …… ouch! …and he needs it quick.” She landed awkwardly on the floor but 

quickly ran to open the front door. 

  

George, we had got his name from the neighbour, had collapsed on the floor.  

“There’s no pulse,” said Ginny “but he’s still warm. I’ll try CPR.” 

 

First Ginny had a stint at resuscitation then Des and they weren’t going to give up easily. I 

was about to take over when the police arrived and then right behind them the medics. 

There was some discussion with the police as to what happened. Carol explained about 

getting through the window and was about to get a lecture from the young policeman about 

breaking into property. When an angry young medic piped up. 

“Sometimes you police talk a load of crap. By breaking into the house that girl probably 

saved this old guys life.” And with that passing remark he and his colleague stretchered out 

George to the ambulance. 

It was touch and go with George and on the first few visits to him in hospital I wasn’t at 

all sure if he was aware that anybody was present. He seemed to be in some sort of a coma. 

He did, after a few visits start talking or at least mumbling about his past life. At first I 
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received no response to any of my questions but clearly George had led a fascinating life but 

also one of much sorrow. 

He had come from a very privileged background. Educated at Eton and then graduated 

from Oxford with a medical degree. That medical knowledge was then put to good use with a 

spell in the marines. I was later to discover the various medals he was awarded for bravery at 

that time. As far as I could make out it was also during this time that George got his first taste 

of Africa and fell in love with his first wife, Sonya or Sandra, I could never be quite sure of 

the name. They had been very happy and worked together in a hospital at Kijabe in Kenya’s, 

beautiful Rift Valley but sadly she had contracted some disease from which she eventually 

died.  He then returned to England and a medical practice in Brighton. However the lure of 

Africa never left him and he returned to work in war-torn central Africa with Medecins Sans 

Frontières. It was in this unlikely setting that he was once again married, to a Countess, The 

Countess Sylvia de Mondford a doctor with the same organisation. They had clearly been 

very much in love and despite their combined wealth had devoted their lives, medical skills 

and much of their fortune to helping the needy in Africa. Sadness and sorrow were to strike 

again however and in a strange and horrific way. The countess, Sylvia had gone out to help a 

woman in labour and safely delivered twins. Twins, however were a bad omen and there had 

apparently been a battle of words between Sylvia and the village witch doctor who lashed out 

at Sylvia with his stick, striking her and drawing blood. The witch doctor called down curses 

on her and in the following weeks she became weakened with fever with her arm becoming 

hideously swollen from the poison of the witch doctors stick. 

George had remonstrated in his semi-comatose state. “Evil, they were evil, evil, evil. I 

remember her pain. We had to amputate her arm but the fever just went on and on. Mission 

doctors eventually came. They prayed. The fever left. The evil left.” 

In the weeks that followed, as George slowly got better I gently quizzed him about these 

events and he reluctantly relived the horror of that time. I don’t think he had a faith but he 

firmly believed in the power of the Christian missionaries at that time. He believed they had 

the power over the evil of the witch doctor and saw this demonstrated in the eventual healing 

of his wife. He related a number of other stories of his time in Africa; some of sadness and 

horror, some of good cheer and happiness. Perhaps the final sadness was the tragic death of 

his wife almost a year after the event with the witch doctor. He never said quite what 

happened and I never pressed for details but he clearly felt there was something evil involved.  

George, quite naturally had a healthy abhorrence to any inkling of voodoo, magic, evil 

spirits and -Halloween. Kids coming to his door to ‘trick or treat’ were sent packing.  

“I don’t think I can come to your supper but I’ll give you something for the charity.”  

He disappeared returning with an envelope. “Here, I hope your supper raises a lot of 

money.” 

When we got back to the church we opened the envelope. There was a cheque for £5000. 

“Wow, perhaps he isn’t such a grumpy old git after all.” Said Des   
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      Remember ? 
       by Adam 

 

It all began in a garden, 

a garden filled with trees, 

a presence filled with silent sounds 

and a carpet strewn with leaves. 

 

It's trees were tall and graceful, 

with Sycamore, Oak and Pine, 

with Mountain Ash and Redwoods 

and vineyards promising wine. 

 

Came joy long ago in a garden, 

 a garden filled with trees, 

where gentle whisperings did sigh 

of a joy among the leaves. 

 

Now silent stalks the autumn time. 

It's entrance ushered in 

amid the sound of whisperings, 

so silent was the din. 

 

But, oh! Eden's tree, Eden's tree, 

such sorrow came of Eden's tree. 

Forbidden fruit you gave to me 

and I did eat, remember!? 
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Remember 
     by Bettina Kulsdom 

 

 
 

She looked through the CDs on the shelf wondering which to play this morning.  It was an 

emotionally charged day for several reasons.  In a week's time she would be packing for 

another long haul holiday, but for now it was a sunny morning, maybe one of the last of this 

beautiful Indian summer. 

Already there had been the early morning swim in a still warm sea followed by the delicious 

hot shower back in the caravan.  A breakfast of toasted home baked bread led to renewed 

energy and the determination to plant the tete a tete daffodil bulbs ready for next Spring.  But 

first, a CD. 

The problem with music is that it brings back memories and could she handle this today?  

Yesterday her last grandchild had celebrated her twentieth birthday in Oregon, all seven now 

out of their teens, and today her daughter was running in a marathon in Portland, Oregon 

together with twenty three year old son.  They had raised more than thirty five thousand 

dollars for their charity, exceeding the target, twenty six thousand, two hundred - one 

thousand for each mile.   

So which CD? 

Memory number one.  Michael Crawford singing Andrew Lloyd Webber.  No, not a good 

choice.  That was the only CD she had when she left her husband.  Played over and over 

while she came to terms with the huge step she had taken after thirty three years of marriage.  

Definitely not that one today.   

Bob Marley?  No.  Tina Turner? No.  Beethoven? No.  Cleo Laine? Well that might be gentle 

enough to complement the sunny day and the turmoil of memories already tumbling through 

her mind. 

Memory number two.  Harvest camp, 1950.  Remember?  The first kiss.  He was a handsome 

young man from St. Albans.  They danced together to Glenn Miller.  She remembered how 

he told her that he saw Cleo Laine on the station each morning as they waited for the train to 

work.  What if?  Oh well, she had gone to New Zealand and he had married, had three 

daughters and gone to live in New York.  But not until they met a few more times, he did his 

national service and they exchanged letters during the next three years.  Happy memories. 

CD on the player and the first song.  "He was beautiful".  Oh dear.  Yet more bitter sweet 

memories.  As she dug into the planters to bury the bulbs a vision of her brother came to 

mind.  The strains of Cleo Laine's voice through the warm early Autumn air took her back to 

his funeral when this was played.  He was a really gentle man, brain damaged at birth, and 

died too young. 

Sweet memories and so many of them. 

But remember the good times.  A life fully lived.  And look forward to the daffodils coming 

into bloom next Spring. 

The CD finished.  Maybe just switch over to Radio.  That was enough remembering for one 

day. 
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Black thunder 
By Christine Racher 

 

It had been a long and difficult week in the foreign department at the bank, on Wall 

Street. Every Friday our section would go for a drink at one of the local bars. I’ve been 

working at the bank for one month now, I’m getting to know my colleagues. My job is to 

check all monies moving to and from accounts. I’m Alexis Cohen and am working 

undercover for the FBI, trying to track down an international fraud ring, laundering money, 

my cover name is Georgia Levinson.  

Our informant at the bank knew that something was wrong, after an internal audit. The 

FBI’s expert analysts were working on the figures and accounts as well as checking on the 

people working there.  In the meantime, I was trying to find out what I could, on the inside, 

so needed to keep my eyes and ears open for anything strange.  

I was in the bar one evening, with my colleagues from the bank. We only had a few 

drinks and I was feeling a bit woozy, but I knew I hadn’t drunk enough for that. The next 

thing I remember, is waking up in bed, in my own apartment; it was 9am Saturday morning. 

How did I get there? My mind was a bit foggy, what happened last night?  I don’t remember 

getting home, let alone undressing. Some of my clothes had been folded very neatly and the 

rest were in the wardrobe. That’s strange! My shoes were on the shoe rack, wow, I’m not 

normally that tidy. I contacted the people I was drinking with last night. They all said the 

same thing, we had a few drinks and went our separate ways.  

Ok, I decided I had to retrace my steps back.  

The previous night. 

Sarah Casey, Terry Hanlon, Jake Clarke and Clare Jones were waiting for me by the lift. 

I remember Terry calling “Come on Georgia, you’re wasting valuable drinking time”. 

I answered “Ok, I’m coming, don’t rush me, I’ve had a terrible day”. 

Then Clare said “Oh dear, we’d better do something about that”. 

Jake piped up with “Why has it been terrible”. 

Then I said “Well, I’m going through some files and notice one account in particular, it’s 

called ‘Black Thunder’. I seemed to be going round in circles with it, maybe because I felt 

tired. 

I remember it all went quiet at that point, or did I just imagine it. I get the impression 

someone, if not all of them, may be involved with the account. We arrived at the bar. Sarah 

found a table near the back door. I know I had two margaritas, then everything seems hazy. 

I’m guessing I had my drink spiked, but why? Thinking back it was obviously the words 

‘Black Thunder’ which triggered someone’s actions, so I must be onto something.  

Back to the present time. 

The time is 9.45am on Saturday, I put a call into my Supervisor, Special Agent Saunders, 

to inform him about ‘Black Thunder’. I still felt a bit groggy from the previous night, and was 

just about to have a shower when, there was a knock on the door, I looked at my bedside 

clock it was 10:00. I made my way to the door, looked through the spy hole, it was Clare. 

1 

“Hi Georgia, thought I’d check on you after last night, you were a bit out of it when I 

left”. 

“I don’t remember a thing after the first two drinks, so what happened, do you know?” 

“Well you only had the two drinks, and then you seemed as though you were drunk – 

you’ve been ok other times when we’ve had a drink”. 

“Thinking about it, I did take some tablets as I had a headache, maybe they reacted with 

the drink”.  

“Suppose that could be the answer”. 
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“By the way Clare, I don’t remember getting home last night let alone undressing. Do you 

know what happened”? 

“Well, I think Jake was still with you in the bar last night after I left, so…..... I guess he 

helped you back home and undressed you”. 

“Oh, right. Clare I need to go out in a minute, so do you think you can meet me later 

about 5 say at that new Italian restaurant down on 42nd Street”. 

”Do you mean Nuovo’s”? 

“Yes, that’s the one”. 

“Sure, that would be great Georgia”. 

I decided to go to the local hospital to have a check-up. I told them who I was and what 

had happened, they took some bloods, and I waited for the results. They suggested that I 

should also consider having an examination to rule out rape, and asked if I had showered, I 

said no. The results of the blood test came through, I had been given the date rape drug 

Rohypnol, but rape had not taken place. 

I’m guessing it was Jake who drugged me and took me home, and he must have 

undressed me. Or, did Clare tell me that to throw me off from the right person. Whoever it 

was, they were looking for information. I checked my computer, someone had tried to access 

it, but had locked out on the third attempt. I keyed in my password to unlock it.  Right, let’s 

do some checking; I accessed the FBI site and typed in ‘Black Thunder’, together with the 

names of the people in the department and the section head, his name is Charles Jackson. I 

can see the account had been bounced all around the world, very clever. Someone called CJ 

was the last person to handle it………….… maybe, Charles or Clare? 

I looked at my watch, it was 4.30pm it would only take me 10 minutes to get to the 

restaurant. I shut down the computer and left. 

I arrived at the restaurant early, chose a seat by the window so I could see Clare coming. 

Here she is now, 5 minutes early. 

“Hi Clare, how are you”.  

“I’m fine, how about yourself”. 

“Couldn’t be better”. 

“I’ve been doing some checking on that ‘Black Thunder’ account, you know the one I 

mentioned last night. Well, I was able to access it on my computer at home”.  She went a 

deathly white “Why did you do it Clare?” Not knowing if she is actually the person I’m 

looking for.  

2 

She starts crying and says “I’m being blackmailed, someone has photos of me”. 

“Why didn’t you ask for help?” 

“They said if I go to the police the photos would go on the internet, and within seconds 

everyone would be able to see them, I couldn’t have that”. 

“So, who’s blackmailing you?” 

“I don’t know”. 

“What’s on the photos, is there anyone else involved”. 

“I can’t tell you what’s on the photos! Yes there is someone else involved and it would 

ruin his career as well as his family”. 

“The first time they contacted me, I was at work, one Monday morning. When I arrived 

there was an envelope on my desk with copies of the photos, and a message 

DO AS WE SAY 

DON’T TELL POLICE 

FOLLOW INSTRUCTIONS  

OR ELSE”. 

“Have you still got the note Clare?” 
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“Yes, I have it in my bag, I’ve carried it around, since I received it eight weeks ago”. 

“Clare, you need to trust me. I’m an undercover FBI agent, if you give me the note, we’ll 

check it for prints, and the photos, where are they?” 

“I destroyed them” then she said “But what if they find out?” 

“Don’t worry, if you pass me the note in that newspaper you have, no one will know, will 

they”.   

Clare passed the note hidden in the paper. 

I left her having a drink, while I went out the back to make a call.  

As I got up I dropped a homing signal into her bag. If she contacts the other person in the 

photo, that may help us.  

I made my call to Special Agent Saunders and informed him what was happening, and he 

mentioned something of interest. 

When I returned, Clare had disappeared………...her coffee hadn’t been touched. I asked 

people nearby, they said “A tall grey haired, distinguished looking man came in, words were 

exchanged. The woman was crying, he grabbed her by the arm and took her to a car that was 

waiting outside, and they drove off”. I rang my boss immediately to activate the signal. 

This mystery man must have been following her, so he would have known she visited me 

this morning, and then meeting me this afternoon. If he saw her pass the note to me……..she 

could be in danger! 

3 

At the moment he’s only blackmailing her, but if he feels threatened, who knows what he 

could do ………..…… I remember something Special Agent Saunders told me, I think it’s 

…………………………………...... Charles Jackson who’s blackmailing her.  

Two hours later. 

I receive a call, to say, Clare has been found safe and sound at home. No one knows what 

happened in those two hours, Clare wouldn’t say.  

Apparently, Charles was blackmailing her because she found out about an alias he goes 

by, which is Angelo Ramos. The ‘Black Thunder’ account is registered to this person. By all 

accounts he has many aliases and obviously didn’t want anyone to find out. The name Angelo 

Ramos is known to the FBI and he had previously operated out of Chicago.   

 

Our next move is to locate this person of interest. 
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Remember 
by Colin Hilliam 

 

Dear Diary,here's another one to startle the offspring,when we're gone.Call me aged 

parent,eh? 

I'd given up on the telly,that night.It was all "entertainment" programmes making my 

blood boil or run cold.Professor Brian Cox had been on earlier,talking cosmology and 

ignoring the only question worth asking-so,what had set off their Big Bang?Irritating public-

purse financed  bunch of...but,I rant.How many cosmologists to change a light bulb? 

Then,bless 'er,Little  Ferret pipes up."I'm going to swop the fishtank and the telly 

around"She announced "You'll never burst a blood vessel watching those little fellows sail 

around'But the telly does you no good at all!" 

She grinned at me,and   her face was suddenly the face she'd worn when she earned her 

nickname,Little Ferret.It took me back,it took me reeling back,it took my breath away,to see, 

to remember. 

"You looked just like that,that day with the red squirrel,when we were walking up in the 

woods,back of Shirley." 

"The day I won my honorific,Colonel Hathi?"She grinned again,parked her crochet things 

on the coffee table,shoved it with one long leg from halfway between us,sitting on the sofa,in 

front of the telly,somehow landed in the same movement right beside me.More 

breathlessness,some confusion:it was not Saturday.. 

"You'd been so concerned to look after me"she went on"Every slope,every stile,every 

fallen tree to cross,there you were,offering support."She wrinkled her nose,delightfully,back 

in the piney woods long since built over."I felt like my own Grandma"she finished. 

"So you took off,to show me.." I said,sweeping my arm around her shoulder. 

"To show you?" she interrupted."I just took off.'Course,I knew you'd follow." 

"Lord,yes..You just disappeared,under the briars and the rhododendrons,popped up 

here,popped up there.You Little Ferret!" 

"While you went crashing and trumpeting about,above me,Colonel Hathi." 

We both chuckled at the memory,then she planted a kiss on me,was gone before I could 

reciprocate. 

"I might just hide again" she mused"In a thicket of duvet." 

Clearly,not a night for cocao.I took up a bottle of froth and two glasses,found her,found 

my delight,the leaven in my lump,the saviour of Colonel Hathi from his morose and rogue  

elephant moods. 

I paid her   homage. 

The bubbles held up very well,we found,despite their being  forgotten awhile,till  the time  

came when we sat back in bed,mellowod and mellowing. 

"Funny thing"she said,quite suddenly."Tonight took me back to when we moved in 

here,our first real home.Lord knows why" 

"Heh"said I"No connection,surely.There were no Colonel Hathi nor Little Ferret,then,just 

Flo and Jim,frozen stiff and working our socks off." 

She turned on me suddenly,fixed me with a terrible stare.|"Not quite what I remember,of  

that night! I was chasing around,lugging electric fires and my hairdryer,trying to get the damp  

out of our bedroom.." 

"I do remember that"I conceded"And a good job you did,even though we still had to 

sleep, each in our own sleeping bag,under a pile of blankets." 
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 "But what were you up to,that night?With the house freezing cold and dripping wet from  

being empty  for a whole year?And my  Mum and Dad and  the whole family coming at the 

weekend,for Christmas?" She poked me fiercely in the ribs."What was your contribution?" 

It always impresses me,how a woman can remember a grievance,the facts and the feelings  

of it,with such exactitude,even over generations. 

"I was fixing the lights"I protested"The Christmas lights the Smithsons had kindly left 

us." 

"With an elephant's sense of   priorities" she almost snarled."In and out of the house,with  

your stepladder and your toolbox,letting the fog in and the heat out." 

"But,I had to,I protested"I had to get those lights up and running,for your Dad's sake." 

She shuffled around in the bed,the better to glare at me."For-my-Dad's-sake?" 

"Er,oh,er-yesYes.You know,he always thought I looked down on him,thought him a 

vulgarian?" 

"He did,he was,he is,  my Dad."  And there he was,in both our minds,booming and 

bonhomous and always,OTT.  

Bless,as we now say. 

"Yes,I know.But he felt it,he really did.You and me both,Grammar school products,you 

and me both,in clean hands jobs,so,I thought,put up that tacky Santa with his reindeers and 

his elves,just like your Dad would,given the chance." 

"It was the tackiest Santa ever"shuddered Little Ferret"And it really was for Dad,you put 

it up?" 

"Cross my heart"said I,feeling a little safer now."Really,really truly.Of course,it turned 

into a family tradition,after that,till it blew up." 

  More chuckles,more sliding together. Reprieve.The indoor climate once again,frost-free. 

"There you go"murmured Little Ferret,snuggled up."I remembered one story and 

you,quite another." 

"It's just where you stand"I offered"I mean,neither of us is the centre of everything,not 

even you,my sweet,but that is how we see it." 

"Well"she purred.Glad that's sorted out.I think I'll accept your apology.And,I've just 

realised what it was,took me back to our arrival,here.It was those icy drips on me,when you 

poured  the bubbles." 

"Whoops,sorree..." 

"Never were a good pourer"she concluded"Especially with your mind elsewhere." 
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Memories of mum 
by David Cullis 

 

At our thanksgiving service for my mum we sang the hymn “Morning has Broken” and 

mum was truly a “morning person”.  My earliest memories of Mum would be when she rose 

about six to read her Bible and pray for family and friends.  In this way she was in tune with 

her Heavenly Father who counts His periods, not as a man does from night to night, but from 

evening until morning (Genesis 1:5).  Not first the light, and then the dark; but first the dark 

and after that light.  He saw that each night would end in daylight, and that the end of all 

nights would be the eternal day in which there could be no darkness at all. 

 

After her “quiet time” Mum would set about her daily round with much vigour and 

enthusiasm.  When I was a little boy I used to accompany her on her daily shopping 

expeditions.  I remember us having to queue patiently for each item in our (pre supermarket) 

Sainsburys and I remember especially being fascinated at Home & Colonial by the cheese 

monger’s skill cutting precisely our portion of cheese on the marble counter with his cheese 

wire!  Having completed our shopping we used to march home with two large bags.  I used to 

help Mum by being a “strong boy” and carry one of the bags for some of the way.  She would 

not be persuaded to use a wheeled trolley for many years! 

 

As a family we had the privilege of growing up in a town surrounded by the beautiful 

countryside of the Surrey Hills which surrounded our home town of Dorking.  Mum and Dad 

led us to love the simple delights which revealed themselves with each season.  Primroses at 

Ockley, bluebells at West Humble, wild blueberries at Leith Hill, blackberries on Ranmore 

Common and chestnuts at Tillingbourne.  These excursions were supplemented by picnics at 

Holmbury St Mary and paddling in the brook at Wooton Hatch.  Mum taught us to love the 

countryside and cherish God’s beauty and provision for our recreation.  At the end of the day 

when tired little bodies were tucked up in bed Mum would read us stories from our Sunday 

school books and helped us to say our prayers before we fell asleep.  When we awoke 

refreshed the next morning mum would greet us with a cup of tea to welcome us into the new 

day. 

 

When I was 13 I started doing a paper round for a local newsagent.  My last delivery was 

to my own home where I was greeted by the aroma of fried eggs and bacon which Mum had 

prepared! 

 

Mum and Dad would always extend a welcome to all, both family and strangers alike.  In 

the early days of our marriage we often spent weekends at Dorking.  When Mum and Dad 

retired to the Isle of Wight it became our regular holiday venue, often accompanied by some 

of our new friends from Bracknell!  After morning church it was always “chicken for Sunday 

lunch” and there were often other guests invited; one of the friends from church or a visiting 

minister.  When our children Amy and Graham arrived it was the start of wonderful 

memories of holidays with Granny and Grandpa.  Amy first went to the island when she was 

just three weeks old! 

 

When the time came for Mum to leave the island she first moved to the Wilton Nursing 

home at Hindhead and then on to the Bernard Sunley Nursing Home at Woking.  Melita and I 

felt greatly blessed to have Mum so close to home in Bracknell and we used to look forward 

to visiting her on Sunday afternoons.  We often used to read with Mum, share family 

photographs and talk about the old times.  She very much enjoyed watching the video of her 
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90th birthday celebration and other clips from past years on the Isle of Wight dating back to 

1987.  We used to take the route from Bracknell through Chobham village and we would tell 

Mum of the signs of the seasons as they emerged.  We would leave at the time for Mum for 

to go down to supper and before we went down with Mum we would each pray in turn to 

thank God for each other, for those who cared for Mum and for God’s peace in our lives and 

those of our families and friends.  Mum would often pray again for us a second time so we 

received a double blessing! 

 

 

At the morning service before our last Sunday visit to Mum, our pastor encouraged us to 

share communion in the home setting.  We shared communion with Mum that afternoon and 

read the familiar passage in Mark’s gospel (1422 - 26) which ends   “….when they had sung 

a hymn they went out to the Mount of Olives”.  Melita suggested that we should sing a hymn 

and so we sang together “There is a Green Hill”  Mum was able to remember each verse and 

helped us sing it right through. 

 

On Saturday, 10th March 2007 I was at our caravan at Littlehampton preparing it for the 

summer season.  Melita rang me with the news that Mum had passed way.  I completed my 

jobs by the late afternoon.  It had been a sunny day and I walked to the end of the site to 

watch the sun set over the fields and the Arun valley.  I just missed the sun dipping down 

below the horizon but there was a beautiful after glow in the western sky.  I felt that God said 

to me “Mum has left us but there is the afterglow in our hearts like the beautiful reflection of 

her life in our lives”.  When I got back to the van I read these words in my daily reading book 

for March 10th from a hymn that Mum knew well: 

 

“I came to Jesus and I drank 

Of that Life-giving stream; 

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

And now I live in Him”  
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Poor 'ol 'orse. 
by Tadpole 

 

Poor old horse in the paddock 

Watching the young horses race 

Remembering the time when he was young 

No wonder he has a long face. 

  

  

              

  

It’s funny the things you remember,                                                                                       

It’s strange all the things you recall, 

from one snowy day in December 

to one windy day in the fall, 

from one perfect day in the summer, 

to one sunny day in the spring  

but I cannot remember the things that I  should 

when I’m putting my pin number in. 
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Remember 
by Sue Lewis 

 

The day I was born was the happiest day of her life she told me.    Her time on this earth 

hadn't been easy .   Married at 18 with two step children and then her new husband off to war, 

every day was a challenge.   I was her first born arriving as the second World War ended.   

My Mum, Joy, as she was known to all, was one of life's saints.  She never said a bad 

word about anyone and oozed love for her family. 

 

Today, I am saying goodbye for the last time.  She died quite suddenly and I never had 

the chance to tell her how much I loved her or thank her for being such an amazing human 

being. 

 

My brain has been in a kind of fuzzy place since she died.  Caught up with all the plethora 

of paper work and form signing, telephone calls and arrangements, little time is left for 

precious thoughts. 

 

It's early morning and before all the rush of mourners arriving and cups of tea to make, I 

am taking time just to remember.  I put the dog's lead on and step out into the frosty air.  I 

love the crunch of the frost under my feet and walk briskly down the lane.   "The world is just 

for you and me Mum" I say out loud.   I have learnt to pray out loud and talking to Mum 

didn't seem odd at all.   

 

I start to speak as I walk. "Mum, I want to thank you for always being around to pick up 

the pieces of my life when things went wrong".  "You never judged me and only ever wanted 

me to be happy". "I can still feel the warmth of your arms and the feeling of being completely 

safe with them wrapped round me". 

 

I feel a tear trickle down my cheek.  I have found it difficult to cry over the past couple of 

weeks and now I can let go just for a while.  The tears flow like a torrent and as they trickle 

into my mouth I find it hard to speak. "I wanted to say so many things to you Mum".  "I 

regret not telling you I loved you, yes we both knew it but we hardly ever said it". (I vowed at 

that moment not to make the same mistake with my child.) "I am sorry that I didn't give you 

more of my time, talk to you and have more fun times together".  "I just can't imagine my life 

without you and I know that from now on I have to just imagine what you would say to me 

when I have a problem".  "I see you sitting at your dressing table getting ready for an evening 

out with Dad, then coming in to tuck me up in bed and smelling so lovely".  "You were a 

beautiful person both inside and out and loved by so many people". 

 

I turn round and walk back home.  The sun's rays are gradually working their way through 

the morning mist; it's  going to be a lovely day.  I will say goodbye to my Mum today with 

the dignity she deserves and remember that to have loved and be loved is the most precious 

gift of all. 
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Believe to Achieve 

Remember 

Before anyone else  

can believe in you  

and what you want  

to accomplish, 

 you must  

first and foremost  

believe in yourself 

 

A Question of Belief 
by Marylyn Palmer 

 

‘Hello dear,’ Eileen said, as I passed her door on my way to my flat upstairs. ‘I just 

wanted to let you know if you see a strange man coming and going it will be my Grandson.  

He’s coming to stay while I visit my sister for a couple of days’ 

‘Okay, well have a nice time,’ I said, making my way towards the lift. 

‘Hang on dear,’ Eileen called, ‘I have something for you. 

 I gave in inward sigh and turned round and she placed a small card about the size of 

credit card in to my hand.    Since moving in three weeks ago, she had given me one of her 

‘Angel cards’ every time she had seen me. I had about a dozen of them now.  All the same 

with a picture of a handsome male Angel on the front and a sentiment on the back.  Still she 

was a sweet old thing and meant well, I didn’t like to refuse.  I thanked her and made my way 

to flat.  Once inside I threw the card on the kitchen table and turned on the kettle. Then from 

depths of my bag, I took out a large bar of chocolate I had just been out and bought to cheer 

myself up.   

I had spent the morning trying to write out a business plan and juggle figures to give to 

my bank manager in the hope of getting a loan to realise my dreams to open a little café.  

After a couple of hours, I had given up the idea. Telling myself there were too many cafes out 

there already telling and no-one would want to buy my homemade cakes when there were so 

many choices out there. I had nothing new to offer. It would be a complete disaster and I had 

decided I would phone and cancel the appointment.  

 Sitting down at the table with my cup of tea, I broke a chunk of my comfort food off and 

popped it into my mouth, idly picking up the Angel card.  For a moment I was fixated on the 

blue eyes looking out at me - it almost felt as if Mr Angel was studying me.  Okay I said, let’s 

see what wisdom you have to impart and I turned the card over to read the message on the 

other side.   

I read.  I turned the card back over and looked at the Angel again.  

It’s all right for you Blue Eyes.  You don’t have to worry finding 

yourself in debut because your idea fails and I don’t believe I can 

make a success of running a café. Thanks for the thought though, 

but it isn’t much help.  So you might as well go and join your 

friends.   I dropped the card in the drawer onto top of the others.  

Eileen might think Angels could solve her problems, but I didn’t,   

The next morning was Saturday and I was having a lie in, 

grateful that I didn’t have to go to work, when the sound of music 

came floating up through the floor.  It was an old Frank Ifield song.   

 I remember you, ooh 

You're the one who made 

My dreams come true 

A few kisses ago 

 

When my life is through 

And the angels ask me to recall 

The thrill of it all, then I will tell them 

I remember you, ooh. 

 

It must be Eileen’s grandson. Strange. I thought the song would be a bit old fashioned for 

him.  Maybe he had just turned on the radio and it was a station Eileen had been listening to.  
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He must have wound up the volume though for it to be so loud.  I had never heard Eileen’s 

music or the sound of her television before – I hoped he wasn’t going be a nuisance. 

The music came to a stop and I lie there bracing myself for another noisy song, but it was 

all quiet.  Still I was fully awake now, so I got up, thinking maybe I would go and check out 

the Grandson anyway, make sure everything was okay.   

Within seconds of my ringing the doorbell, it opened, and a young man in his early 

thirties, stood there.   

‘Hi,’ he said, his blue eyes twinkling, reminding me of the Angel on the card.  ‘You must 

be Francesca from the flat upstairs.  Sorry if the music disturbed you. I’m Gabe, Eileen’s 

grandson. Come in. Would you like a cup of coffee?’ 

 He led me into the kitchen and I sat down at the breakfast table, while he busied himself 

making the drinks. ‘So what are you going to do then,’ he demanded, before I could even 

open my mouth. 

‘Do,’ I frowned.  ‘Do about what.’ 

‘How are you going to convince the Bank to loan you money so you can open your own 

café.’ 

‘How do you know about that?’   I hadn’t recalled telling Eileen. 

He placed two mugs of steaming coffee on the table and took the seat opposite me. ‘You 

haven’t answered my question,’ he said, avoiding answering mine. 

I picked my mug of coffee up and stared at the brown liquid before answering.  ‘Nothing. 

I am going to do nothing.  My idea was stupid.’ 

‘How come you think it is stupid now, but when you came up with the idea you thought it 

was great.’ 

I shrugged.  

Gabe took a sip of coffee. ‘If you’re are thinking there’s too much competition out there. 

You’re right. But when you go shopping aren’t there lots shops that are alike – take clothes 

shops for instance.  There isn’t just one is there?’ 

I shook my head.   

‘Imagine,’ he went on, ‘how it would be if you only had the choice of one place to buy 

your clothes.  How could they cater for everyone’s taste.  They can’t.  And nor will you, but 

you will give people a choice to try something new or different, or even the same. And when 

they do they may decide they like your cakes and biscuits and sausage rolls etc the best.  

Then what will happen.’ 

‘They’ll come back for more,’ I said smiling, ‘and hopefully bring their friends.’ 

‘You got it,’ he said.  ‘Now there are only two questions. Do you like people and do you 

like to bake.’ 

‘Most definitely, yes to both,’ I laughed.    

Right, okay, that’s settled,’ Gabe got up and indicating it was time for me to leave coffee 

un-drunk. ‘Just remember,’ he said opening the front door, ‘before anyone else can believe in, 

you must first and foremost believe in yourself.  Do that and the world is your oyster.’ 

My mouth dropped open - he had quoted almost the exact same words as on the Angel 

card. 

I was beginning to wonder if Gabe was psychic, but before I could question him, he had 

disappeared inside the flat and shut the door. 

 

The following Monday, with the Gabe’s advice ringing in my head and the Angel card 

safely tucked into my purse, I entered my local bank and was shown to a small office, to 

await the Manager.  A short while later a head popped round the door. I recognised Gabe.   

He gave me a warm smile. r Stevens won’t be a minute.  Remember, Believe to Achieve.’ 

and with that he disappeared out of the door again.   
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An hour later, I walked out of the bank on a high.  Not only had I been given a loan, but 

the Bank Manager had also given me loads of helpful advice and contacts, including the 

address of a vacant property, which he said would be ideal for my café. 

The address of the property was only a ten minute walk away, so I decided to take a look 

to find that it was right next door was the Letting Agent.  My heart gave a flutter – it was 

obviously meant to be,  I opened the door and stepped in.  Took one look at the Estate Agent 

coming towards me and fainted.   

 

I opened my eyes to see, a pair of blue eyes staring down at me.  I sat up, my head 

spinning. What was Gabe doing here.  ‘I thought you . . . I’ve just seen you . . . the bank . . .’ 

I shook my head.  It was madness. How could he be everywhere at the flat, the bank and now 

here in the Letting Agents.   

‘Well no you didn’t actually see me,’ he replied.  

I gulped.  Was he an Angel? 

He helped me up onto a chair. ‘You are confused.  I’m not surprised. It was my brother 

you must have seen at the bank, we look identical.  Sorry if we have given a shock.  I’m 

Michael by the way.  I’ll make you a cup of tea while you recover and then I’ll show you 

round the café next door.’ 

I blushed, feeling rather foolish.  Of course.  No Angel appearing everywhere,  just two 

normal human being. Brothers – well twins. Although they seemed to be mind readers, which 

was rather unsettling. 

 

Back home, still feeling dazed at the mornings happenings, meeting the brothers, getting 

the loan and signing a lease on the café, I opened the front door to the building to find Eileen 

standing in her doorway waiting for me. 

‘Hello dear,’ she greeted me, ‘you look a bit flushed.  Everything all right.’   

‘Well, yes and no,’ I replied.  

‘Come on in have a cup of tea and tell me all about it.’   

I accepted her invitation and followed her into the lounge,  blinking in amazement -  for  

there on the wall hung a large picture of an Angel - the spitting image of Gabe or Michael – 

well one of them.   

‘I see you are admiring my picture,’ Eileen said. ‘ Cheeky boy that Gabriel, he knows I 

love Angels so he had it done especially for me.  Wings suit him don’t you think.’   

So it was just a photo-shopped picture. I gave a laugh of relief.  Well he certainly 

deserves them.  He is an Angel. I told her, explaining about meeting him the previous day and 

then at the bank.  ‘Without his advice, I wouldn’t have got the bank loan or found the 

property and met your other Grandson - Michael.’   

Eileen smiled. It’s John who works at the bank, not Gabriel.  He works a Computer 

company or something like that.’ 

My head was spinning again.  I was totally confused.  ‘So you have three grandsons is 

what you are saying?’ 

‘Yes,’ Eileen laughed.  ‘The boys are triplets.  Aren’t I lucky Grandmother to have three 

identical handsome grandsons.’  

I let out a long breath.  It all made sense now.  Or did it.  How did Gabriel know I was 

doubting myself.  How did John know I was at the bank to give me the reminder to believe in 

myself and what about Michael knowing I was there about the cafe?  And . . .  

‘Eileen,’ I said, ‘taking the Angel card out of my purse.  Why did you specifically give 

me this.  Are you sure you aren’t all real Angels.’ 

Eileen looked at me and winked.  ‘That my dear is for you to decide. 

The End. 
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Remember 
by Mary 

 

Remember when we were young 

We would lay for hours in the sun 

Making pictures in the blue, blue sky 

From the wondrous clouds as they floated by 

 

Remember the days when our hearts were light 

We would laugh and play and sometimes fight 

Our youth was simple, endless fun 

O for those days back in the sun 

 

Our teenage years where such a hoot 

All those boys we gave the boot 

We shared such secrets and hearts desires 

As we lisped our way through dental wires 

 

When we married ladies we became 

We realised life was no game 

But a journey with troubles, love and strife 

Remember how we sighed, “that’s life” 

 

We watched our children laugh and play 

Just as we did back in our day 

The years raced by so very fast  

Their childhood now is in the past 

 

And now my friend we’re old and grey  

The years have swiftly slipped away 

To get around we lean on zimmers 

And can’t recall what we ate for dinner 

 


