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Sword Beach by Tadpole. 

  

                                               The piper on the beachhead 

played ‘Road to the Isles’, 

and as his comrades died around him 

he kept playing all the while. 

Any fear we may have felt that day  

was banished by the pipes 

and we shouted “Good on you Jock” 

as we rushed to join the fight. 

  

He played ‘Highland Laddie’ 

whilst he wore his father’s kilt, 

and through storm of lead and shot and shell 

never did he wilt. 

As he played the regimental march 

and cocked a snook at death 

the foe looked on in wonderment 

and the whole world held it’s breath. 

  

The bullets whistled round him 

leaving him unscathed 

and many a bold man died that day 

piped to an early grave. 

But there was never such bravery 

in the face of death and killing 

and that then is the legend 

of mad piper WILLIAM MILLIN.. 

  

  

Piper Bill Millin 

Bill Millin, who died on August 17 2014 aged 88, was personal piper to Lord Lovat on D-

Day and piped the invasion forces on to the shores of France; unarmed apart from the 

ceremonial dagger in his stocking, he played unflinchingly as men fell all around him. 
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Sweet music to my ears by Christine Racher 

Dedicated to Val: This story is based on true events which occurred in 2000. 

 
 

Alexis was on holiday in Melbourne, Australia with two friends Jane & Tracey.  

One day Tracey suggested “Anyone fancy going on a penguin cruise to Phillip Island 

tonight?” 

“Well…….. How big is the boat?” said Jane. 

“Look it’s that one” Tracey pointed to a blue boat moored on the Southbank of the Yarra. 

“Tell me more” said Jane. 

“It’s an Aussie BBQ cruise to Phillip Island to see the penguins” said Tracey. 

Jane raised her voice slightly “I’m not always good on small boats, how far is this 

island?” 

“On this leaflet, it says 87 miles” said Tracey. 

“I’m up for it, what do you say Jane?” added Alexis. 

“Ok, let’s do it then”. 

That afternoon Tracey checked the weather forecast before buying the tickets. Back at the 

hotel later that evening the girls were changing for their excursion. Before leaving the hotel 

they decided to have a drink at the bar. 

As they were walking along the Southbank Alexis said “Do you think we were wise to 

have those Margaritas before going on this boat trip?” 

“I don’t see why not, we’ll be fine” replied Tracey. 

As they boarded the boat they noticed the beautiful sky, it was a pinkie blue. There was a 

warm breeze, ideal for a river cruise. A dozen people were already on board, so with them, 

that made fifteen. 

Jane said “There are a lot of people going on this penguin cruise and on such a small 

boat”.  

“Don’t worry, they wouldn’t have sold me the tickets if they were full” said Tracey. 

They all thought the boat ride along the Yarra was great, having had a delicious BBQ and 

listening to some aboriginal music. 

Then Jane said “Did you see how quickly they cleared away the glasses and dishes?” 

“Not really I’m just enjoying the boat ride” said Tracey. 

By now the evening sky had turned to total darkness apart from the masses of stars.  

Then suddenly Alexis notices a shooting star and said “Oh wow, did you see that?” 

“See what” replied Jane.  

“A shooting star …………. it was amazing”. 
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The boat begun to rock from side to side, as it left Port Phillip Bay, heading onwards to 

Phillip Island. 

Alexis nudged Tracey and said “Well, Trace did you see it?”  

But Tracey was, gripping the handrail like on a white knuckle rollercoaster ride. Alexis 

and Jane look at one another and both said “Tracey, are you alright?” 

The rocking motion intensified “I think the boat’s going over any minute, there won’t be 

time to get a Mayday message off, and no one will know the boats gone down” said a 

panicky Tracey. 

The rocking motion continued for what seemed a lifetime ……………. and Tracey felt 

her life flash before her as she was convinced by now that this was the end! 

Jane said “Look Tracey, the boat won’t roll over”.  

“How do you know?” 

“I just do”. 

Just then the boat stopped rocking, they had finally arrived at Phillip Island. The 

spotlights went on and they sighted two very small penguins. They were keeping watch for 

about twenty minutes, but had no more sightings. The engines were switched back on and 

revved up ready to start their return journey.  

“Oh no, here we go again” said Tracey. 

“We’re both here with you nothing’s going to happen” said Alexis.  

They finally arrived back at the Southbank. As they disembarked large flames shot up 

from huge columns on the bankside, the heat was intense. 

“Thank God we’re back” said Tracey as she fell to her knees and had a Pope moment. 

Alexis and Jane noticed there was a Casino and bar nearby “Come on Tracey, let’s get 

you a stiff drink” said Jane, as they dragged her inside. 

On entering the bar, they noticed a sign ‘KARAOKE HERE TONIGHT’.  

“Should be good for a laugh” said Jane. 

Alexis brought a round of drinks and just as they were about to chink their glasses the 

music started. On stage walks a Chinese man, he starts to sing an Elvis song ‘All Shook Up’.  

Tracey joins in “Ha ha ha, ha ha ha I’m all shook up” and couldn’t stop laughing.  

The Chinese Elvis followed that with ‘Memories’ and Alexis said “Well, we’ll certainly 

remember this day for a long time to come”.  

Tracey said  “Those songs were both sweet music to my ears,  

Let’s all raise a glass & say out loud Cheers”.          

Thank you for being there. 
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Whiter Shade Of Pale by Jill Parker 

 

No tear was shed when it finally happened. 

There was no break in the voice when breaking 

the bad news to family, or making arrangements. 

She did not cry on the day, or on the way in the car; 

neither during the funeral nor on the way back 

or later, after everyone had gone. 

Composed in the days that followed, 

she politely acknowledged the polite 

enquiries into how she was coping. 

 

It was weeks later, when the radio transported 

her back – back to a Sixties' festival 

and a fresh faced sibling, suddenly grown up 

and strangely exotic in flowery kaftan. 

She remembered their passionate arguments 

about war and music; her sister's laughter; 

the air – heady with promise and marijuana; 

the hit by Procol Harum 

being played again and again. 

 

Overwhelmed by the evocative melody 

and with the tap still running, she froze by the sink; 

ashen faced, hands suspended motionless, 

arms chilled with goose bumps. 

As the haunting song invaded the kitchen, 

she became mesmerized by an overflow of water 

cascading down the front of a cabinet, 

seemingly synchronized with A Whiter Shade of Pale – 

and it was then! Oh then, oh dear God, then! 

 

 

Blaming Barry White by Jill Parker 

                          Oh the voice! The words! The rhythm! 

                        The romance, wine and food. 

 

                          The kiss! The sex! The timing! 

                         The man, the woman, the mood. 

 

                            Oh the youth! The joy! The vigour! 

                              The passion, free and wild. 

 

                              The singer, the song, the music made them 

                              a husband, wife....and child! 
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My Music memories by Melita Cullis 

 

As a little girl …. Oh how I loved to sing in Redhill chapel standing next to my Dad right 

up the front Grandad was the pastor there ….. Dad sang alto, I loved to listen to him as he 

sang the parts of the hymns and I would copy Him as he sang the lower notes … I am now 

singing in the voices choir and am in the alto section. Love you Dad keep singing, I will one 

day, stand and sing with you again. 

I am afraid I used to tease my mum …. She had a lovely voice but would sing the higher 

parts and would put all the twiddley bits in and I would then take the micky out of her singing 

by copying her too.  Love you mum you made me not afraid to sing loud and put in the 

twiddley bits. I do it now especially when singing Happy Birthday to any one…..  

 

In my teens I was a Sunday School teacher at my church in Horley, Surrey and loved 

singing with the children and even now I love to have a sing of the old Sunday School 

Choruses like…. Wide wide as the ocean and the Wise man build his house on the rock….  

I joined a choir in my late teens and loved going to the practices and perfomances in large 

London churches and at the Royal Albert Hall …. Here in my late 50’s for only 3 more 

months I joined the Voices Choir and have sung in the Royal Hippodrome twice and several 

random places around Eastbourne and Pevensey Bay including Morrisons !!!….advert alert… 

Come and hear us at the Aqua Club on the 31
st
 July at 5 ish…..  

 

I sang to our children when they were small and our grandchildren at bedtimes … yes 

some of those old Sunday School choruses especially the one that goes “Two little eyes to 

look to God, two little ears to hear his word and ends with “one little heart to love him 

still”…. 

 

Ever since I can remember we have sung grace before meals and much to our 

grandchildren’s delight and now embarrassment sing “Thank you for the world so sweet” ….. 

and one of our best things to do is to have a time round the table or any where we are and 

have to sing all that we want to say for the next few minutes …doing it as we want to then 

changing to opera style and then a rap etc … it is some of the times we have laughed the most 

at family times.  
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I also just love to sing in echoey places and especially tunnels. I am known by my family 

to sing out very loud when we enter a tunnel and will roll down the windows if we are 

driving through one ….  

Public Toilets ….oh my word …..what lovely places they are …. But one of my lasting 

memories is of making my little granddaughter cry when I sang in one in Littlehampton … 

didn’t cure me though I will always sing when I find a particularly echoey toilet  

 

One final thing from me on the subject of singing is that God loves us to “make a joyful 

noise to the Lord” …. No mention of a tuneful sing here at all ….so no excuse for any one to 

have a good old loud sing in Church or any where else that you desire to sing   

 

Let’s Keep singing. 
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My musical roots by David Cullis 

 

My musical roots began, when as a young boy, I would watch a children’s TV 

programme called “Tales from the River Bank”.  It wasn’t so much the tales that inspired me 

but rather the theme and the background music, provided by a guitarist called Freddie 

Phillips, who played with a unique melodic style on a classical guitar.  I knew from hearing 

Freddie that I wanted to learn to play the guitar.  I started out with a “instrument” made from 

a card board box and elastic bands. 

Then, with the onset of adolescence, came the purchase of my first, very basic, acoustic 

guitar.  It was a very cheap instrument with a very high “action” and strings which cut into 

my tender finger tips like a cheese grater!  With perseverance and guided by Bert Weedon’s 

classic manual “Play in a Day”, I mastered the ancient Chinese art of “Tu-Ning” and started 

to pick out simple one note melodies.  I then became acquainted with the mysteries of the 

“three chord trick”. 

My progress was slow and somewhat painful into my teens when I discovered the delta 

blues of Sony Terry and Brownie McGhee.  These artists inspired emerging British bands 

such as the Rolling Stones and Manfred Mann.  I saw the Stones play at the Epsom Baths 

Hall for the princely sum of 12 shillings and Sixpence!  Under this influence I added a 

Hohner Echo Super Vamper harmonica to my guitar, which I purchased from Bells Music 

store in Surbiton for 10 shillings and 9 pence.  (an equivalent instrument today retails at £26!)  

My progress with the guitar was some-what spasmodic until I started work, and in 1972, 

purchased my first quality guitar, a USA made Harmony Sovereign.  This cost £67 and I 

purchased it from the St Giles Music Centre located in London’s Charring Cross Road.  At 

this time I was helping to run our church youth group so I had a good reason to improve my 

playing and to advance from the “the three chord trick” to learn more exotic chords in minor 

keys with augmented sevenths and sustained fourths etc!  I was greatly helped in this by a 

friend from church called Tim Hollands who had been playing the guitar for many years.  

Tim has a beautiful singing voice and a talent for writing new songs and Christian lyrics to 

well known pop and folk tunes.  We would practice, once a week, in Tim’s front room and 

soon became Dorking’s answer to the Everley Brothers. 

Tim’s dad was a keen amateur sound recordist and he owned a studio quality Revox “reel 

to reel” tape recorder.  Tim was able to borrow his Dad’s beloved machine to record our 

sessions.   Once a year our church held a sale of work on behalf of the Strict Baptist Mission 

in Dorking’s Oddfellows hall.  The sale purveyed such wares as Miss Sanderson’s knitted 

bed socks and Mrs Mason’s legendary home made fudge!  Tim suggested that it would be 
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good to bring “The Mish”, as the sale was affectionately called, into the twentieth century, 

and produce something which would appeal to the younger generation. 

Over the weeks before the sale Tim and I recorded an “album”, entitled “Gospel Music”.  

The album was “mastered” on the Revox and copied on to audio cassettes.  The album’s 

sleeve cover was “professionally” printed with letterset and duplicated on a photo-copier.  On 

the day of the sale we set up a stall with a tape player and headphones.  Sales were booming 

and the tapes seemed to appeal to the older as well as the younger generation.   When we had 

sold out we took orders and went to a second “run”. 

My son followed in my footsteps and learned to play the guitar.  When he left home he 

went to live in Brighton and joined with some friends to form a band known as the “Young 

Soul Rebels”.  They were a semi-professional outfit and reached their zenith by supporting a 

major recording band, also from Brighton, called the “Ordinary Boys”, on a national tour.  

We saw the band play at the Bournemouth International Centre amongst a throng of excited 

teenage girls! 

Over the years which followed I would occasionally pick up my guitar or harmonica and 

play at home for relaxation.  Often months and even years would pass with my instruments 

laying dormant in their cases.  Two years ago, now in retirement, we moved to Pevensey Bay 

and joined the Baptist Church.  I was recruited to join the “Scratch Band” (known now as the 

“Music Group”) 

In the church band I have re-discovered the joy of playing.  The Delta Blues have 

“morphed” into “The Last of the Summer Wine” and I’ve added some more “Twiddley Bits” 

to my repertoire.  Like Eric Morecombe the band usually plays the right notes but not always 

in the right order.  Nevertheless, we have formed into as happy band of brothers and sisters 

and trust the congregation are blessed with our playing. 
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The song, the singer and the music.A Stream of consciousness piece. 

by Bettina Kulsdom 

 

The song?  Well there is no hesitation about that.  "Smile" written by Charlie Chaplin.  I can't 

remember when it became my all time favourite, but somehow it springs immediately to 

mind when asked what song I would like to hear. 

Of course, I like lots of other songs, too. 

"I get a kick out of you", "They tried to tell us we're too young", "Answer me". 

Are these dating me?   

 

There are lots of Doris Day, too.  "Que sera, sera", "It's Magic", "Fly me to the moon". 

 

All of these date from my time in New Zealand.  We used to ride along on the motor bike 

singing "Answer me" and "Too young" at the tops of our voices.  No crash helmets then, at 

least at first.  Hot, sunny weather, short sleeves.  Were we really so careless of our safety?  I 

remember falling off once on to the gravelly road on the way to Lake Tutira and having a 

very grazed arm.  My future husband checked out the damage to the bike before asking me if 

I was OK.  Our salad days. 

 

They were the early days of long playing records and my first was the music from the 

London production of "South Pacific" with Mary Martin and Wilbur Evans.  I had seen it just 

before going to New Zealand in 1953 and took the record with me.  It continued to travel 

with me until 2006 when I moved to Normans Bay and I sadly disposed of all records to the 

dump. 

 

What is it about music that is so important in our lives? 

I tried looking that up on Google.  It comes before speech, all cultures have it, it evokes 

memories, it expresses emotions for which there are no words but also the words of songs say 

for us what we find it awkward to say for ourselves.   

 

Through the years and life's ups and downs, different songs have been important.  Frank 

Sinatra and his "My way", Diana Ross with "Ain't no mountain high enough" and "I will 

survive", Barbra Streisand singing "Memories" - all have their place. 
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There is that tingle factor, too. Tchaikovsky's violin concerto, some of Elgar's Enigma 

variations, arias from operas. 

 

So, what is it about Smile that makes it my first choice. 

 

Smile though your heart is aching 

Smile even though it's breaking 

When there are clouds in the sky 

You'll get by. 

If you Smile through your fear and sorrow 

Smile and maybe tomorrow 

You'll see the sun come shining through 

For you 

Light up your face with gladness 

Hide every trace of sadness 

Although a tear maybe ever so near. 

That's the time you must keep on trying 

Smile, what's the use of crying 

You'll find that life is still worthwhile 

If you just smile. 

 

Sentimental?  Yes.  But it works for me.   

 

The music was Written originally by Charlie Chaplin for his film "Modern Times" in 1936 

but the lyrics were added in 1954 and he asked Nat King Cole to record it.  

There are many versions sung by Judy Garland, Barbra Streisand, Michael Jackson (for 

whom it is said to be his favourite song and was sung at his funeral). 

 

Now that I have started, I could just go on and on.  The hymns from my youth, "For all the 

saints" takes me back to the school hall, "There's no business like show business" and I am on 

the Captain Cook sailing to New Zealand aged nineteen. 

 

But I will stop there.  You will all have your memories of songs - sad, joyous, classical, rock. 

 

Just keep on smiling! 
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The Music by Mary Larlham 

 

Music can be different things to individuals. To me it is as vital as breathing. It has a 

healing element. It can lift you from the darkest mood and has the power to transport you 

back into the past, resurfacing memories as if they happened yesterday. 

 

I never knew my Grandfathers’. My father was from Cyprus and sadly both his parents 

passed away before he had an opportunity to return. Travel was unaffordable to most in the 

50’s and 60’s and the world was a much larger place than it is today. My mother grew up 

without a father, but my English Nan married a gentleman when she was in her 50’s, who I 

knew as my Uncle Walter. 

He was a very educated man and a wonderful pianist. I was the apple of his eye and 

adored him. I remember bouncing on his knee as he taught me nursery rhymes. Later when I 

was at school he would help me with my maths, a subject I still struggle with today. 

He instilled in me a love of literature by giving me wonderful books for birthday and 

Christmas and as I grew older and his eyes grew dimmer I would spend hours reading to him 

from the classics. 

But it was his love of music which influenced me the most. He taught me to read music 

and would play wonderful pieces on the piano for me. When I progressed to Secondary 

school he encouraged me to study music. Hence I have a huge appreciation of music ranging 

from opera to rock. 

When I was very young I would sing along as he played his piano. I would imagine that I 

was a famous diva performing to an audience as I warbled and crooned. 

Most of all I remember Uncle Walter playing ‘ The Waltz of the Flowers’ from 

Tchkovsky’s Nutcracker Suite. Whilst he lost himself in the music I would dance, leap, spin 

and twirl imagining  that I was a ballerina wearing the prettiest frilly tutu. Pink of course. 

This was no mean feat as the room was vastly overfurnished in typical 50’s style.  

I know he enjoyed those precious times as much as I did.  He passed away many years 

ago, but whenever I hear that lovely piece of music, I am transported back to those happy, 

halcyon days of childhood. 

And to this day the Music has never left me. 
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I learned the Meaning of Harmony by Lynne Woods 

 
She came, suave, sophisticated and elegant 

Interestingly exotic, with an artistic temperament. 

An approach was made, but she at first said no 

It was not her scene, she would have you know 

Some months went by and she settled in 

‘Yes’ she then said ‘I’ll give it a go 

Let's hope this is not merely a whim. 
 

My ears pricked up – was this my chance? 

From childhood I had wanted to sing and to dance 

But all through my schooldays I was never allowed 

‘Just mouth the words dear, don't sing them aloud 

Have my mouth work soundlessly just like a fish 

No way, I thought. I am much too proud 

Filled with resentment, not a tasty dish. 

 

Thus music for me, became a subject, taboo 

No concerts, no records, as my antipathy grew. 

But, perhaps now is the time to give it a try, 

Oh please, please, please don't make me cry.  

I'm older now and I will find the courage 

Oh why am I doing this? Why oh why? 

But I stiffen my spine, And I’ll not take umbrage. 

 

That very first night, over seventy trooped in 

They were confident,  loud, and making a din. 

I sit,, legs trembling, quiet and fearful 

I can't do it I can't do it, I was suddenly tearful. 

Let's stand and sing this simple note 

‘Sit down when you can no longer reach it’ 

So they  stand and they sing, as if by rote. 

 

I open my mouth, but no sound comes out 

Half have sat down, what is this all about.? 

Some of you sit here and some of you there, 

Me, I just sit frozen in to the chair. 

‘Here are some sheets, let's sing a song’ 

The words are so strange, it just isn't fair 

Everyone knows it, and they all sing along 

 

But I pluck up my nerve and I give it a trial 

She looks across, and rewards with a smile. 

Now this group here, sing this tune instead, 

We call it a harmony, well that’s what she said. 

Harmony I thought, meant working together, 

Not singing differently, oh my poor head! 

Cacophony more like, I’m at the end of my tether. 

 

Three years later, we are still going strong 

And Last Friday I realised I got it all wrong. 

We are now  one hundred and twenty voices 

Whom to stand with? There were so many choices. 

The choir comprised people who had all been strangers  

But when we’re together we’re all just ‘VOICES’ 

Singing differently, it brings us no dangers. 

 

The music starts, and as one, we all soar 

Some low, some high, some just oohing, (a bit of a chore) 

So many sounds, each one making the whole 

All melding together, it's food for the soul 

Singing in our choir, is what harmony’s about 

All one for each other, that is our goal 

Harmony, not unison, of that there’s no doubt. 
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Let’s be Frank by Marylyn Palmer 

6 weeks to go 

‘We’ll never make it to Britain’s Got Talent if you keep fluffing your words,’ Sammy 

moaned. 

‘Well you had better go without me then.’ Frank slunk away to the corner of the room. He 

didn’t need anyone telling him, he was rubbish - he knew it himself.   

‘Now come on.’ Nancy chided Sammy, ‘Frank is trying hard. You’ve been with me a 

long time, you’ve got the hang of it.  He only arrived a few weeks ago, it’s hard enough him 

learning to speak, let alone sing.’  

‘Nancy is right,’ Dean chipped in. ‘ Anyway, we need you Frankie mate, after all, we are 

billing ourselves as the Rat Pack and it wouldn’t be right if the main man – Mr Sinatra 

himself wasn’t part of it’. 

Frank gave Nancy and Dean an appreciative smile and came back to join the group. If 

only he could sing like the great Mr S, he said to himself. But there was much chance of that 

as the three of them winning Britain’s Got Talent.  If only he could get rid of his stupid 

squeaky voice and annoying speech impediment, then at least he would have something to 

feel good about.   

‘You’ll get there,’ Nancy said, as if she could read his mind.  ‘You just need a bit more 

practice that’s all.  Now come on boys back to work.’ We are going to try ‘Let’s Fly Me to 

the Moon.’ 

4 weeks to go 

 Nancy was in the garden tending to her brood, when she saw her neighbour hanging up some 

washing.   

‘Hello Jacky, the girls have laid some eggs - too many for me, would you like some.’ 

‘Yes please,’ Jacky was delighted with the offering.  ‘What a treat, fresh eggs from your 

lovely chickens.’     

Nancy handed Jacky the still warm eggs.  ‘By the way, I hope you haven’t been disturbed 

by the music and singing.’ 

‘You mean the Frank Sinatra songs you’ve been playing.   No, I’m loving it.  I am a huge 

fan.’ 

‘Actually, it wasn’t Frank singing.  It was my boys, rehearsing.  They’re going to be 

contestants on Britain’s Got Talent and are doing a medley of Sinatra’s songs.’ 

‘How exciting.   I love the show and I’ll be voting for them without a doubt.  They are 

sure to be winners with superb singing voices like that.’ 
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‘Would you like to come along to cheer them on,’ Nancy said.  ‘I can get you a ticket.’   

Jacky beamed with delight. ‘I’d love to. That would be wonderful.’ 

The day before the Big Night 

The trio finished rehearsing their Musical Medley and Frank looked anxiously at Nancy.   

She patted him on the back. ‘That was brilliant.  Just perfect.   She gave all he boys a big 

hug.  You were all wonderful. When I closed my eyes for a moment, I almost thought you were 

the real thing.’ 

‘I’m scared,’ Frank said.  ‘What if they don’t like us.  What if I lose my voice, it turns into 

a squeak again.’ 

‘You’ll be fine,’ Nancy said. ‘Just be yourself, try not to let the audience faze you.  

Pretend you are just singing to me.’  She turned to the other two. You both okay?’ 

Sammy nodded, ‘but I must say it is a bit more daunting now, with just one day to go.’ 

‘We can do it,’ Dean said. ‘I mean a flipping dog won it last time.  And what about the 

bloke who won the X-Factor.  Gareth Gates I think his name was, didn’t he have a stammer.  If 

they can do it, then why can’t we’.   

‘Dean is right,’ Nancy said.  ‘It just goes to show you can do anything if you put your 

mind to it and have faith in yourself. You boys have worked so hard to master the English 

language and have so much to be proud off.  You will wow the audience and the viewers at 

home - I know it.’   

 The Big Night 

The boys stood waiting in the wings as the Britain’s Got Talent compare introduced them. 

‘And now Ladies and Gentleman please welcome . . . The Rat Pack.’    

There was a thunderous round of applause.  The boys scampered onto the stage and 

hopped upon the three stools placed there for them.  The clapping died, the crowd stared in 

silence.  A single scream reverberated round the theatre, followed by another and another.  Then 

within moments the theatre was empty.   Just two lone figures remained in their seats – a look of 

shock and disappointment on their faces.   

Frank looked in dismay at the now deserted theatre.  ‘All that voice training and singing 

gone to waste,’ he sighed. 

‘No it hasn’t.’ Dean said, ever the optimist. ‘Jacky and Nancy are still here. And as they 

say the show must go on.  So let’s sing for our number one fans.’  

‘I agree,’ Sammy said. ‘And at least we made it onto Britain’s Got Talent, if it hadn’t been 

for Nancy we’d never got anywhere near this far, and we will never have a chance to sing on 

stage again, so let’s give it a go’  

‘Then this you Jacky and Nancy,’ Dean said, and he Frank and Sammy burst into song. 
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We’ve got you under our skins. We’ve got you deep in the hearts of us 

So deep in our hearts that you're really a part of us. We’ve got you under our skin 

The day after - Nancy and the boys were in the kitchen eating their breakfast, ruminating over 

the previous nights events, when Jacky came bursting through the back door waving a 

newspaper in her hand.  ‘Have you seen this?  You are front-page news. You won.’ 

‘Frank twitched his nose.  ‘How on earth . . .’ 

Jacky spread the newspaper out so they could all see. 

Rat a Tat Tat 

The Rat Pack Get Under Our Skin 

and win Britain’s Got Talent 
There was drama at the Britain’s Got Talent Contest last night, when boy band The Rat 

Pack emerged on stage and scared almost the entire audience away.  Undeterred the trio 

carried on with their performance, singing their Sinatra Medley of songs to the two 

people who remained in the theatre – Nancy Songster and Jacky Long.  

 

Unbeknown to the crooners the camera was still rolling and the Packs’ scintillating 

performance was filmed and simultaneously beamed out live on TV. Blown away with 

the long tailed trios’ melodious medley the viewers picked up their phones and started 

to vote for them.  Michael Britain, producer of Britain’s Got Talent said, ‘the response 

was phenomenal, the phone lines were jammed, people were voting in their thousands.  

I’ve never known anything like it.’ 

 

Voice and singing coach Ms Songster, who taught the singers - named  after her 

favourite singers, Frank Sinatra Sammy Davis Jr. and Dean Martin - to talk and sing, 

was ‘delighted at her boys winning the contest.’ 

 

The Rat Pack’s faultless harmonisation earned them the winning prize of £250,000 and 

a bagged them the top slot at the Royal Variety Performance next month, when they 

will be performing live in front of the Her Royal Highness the Queen. 

 

Number one fan and next-door neighbour, Jacky Long, said, ‘they deserved to win. The 

audience were stupid to run off like that, before hearing them sing. Thank goodness, 

the people at home had more sense and saw past their appearance. The boys make such 

lovely pets and are so talented.’   

 

Asked what they were going to do with the prize money, Sammy replied.   ‘Money 

doesn’t mean anything to us, after all let’s be frank, we are just a pack of rats.   So we 

will give most of it to Nancy and some to our lovely friend Jacky, then use the rest of 

the banknotes as bedding.’ 

 

Dermot Davis, Chief Veterinary Surgeon at Pick a Pet or Two said ‘Domestic rats 

are clean, intelligent, highly social animals. They make wonderful pets and are 

incredibly rewarding animals to look after.  They enjoy the company of people and can 

form close human-animal bonds with their carers.’ Adding ‘please buy your pet 

responsibly and choose a reputable Domestic Rat Breeder or Pet store such as Pick a 

Pet or Two.’  
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The Sound of Music by Adam. 

 
The winds of peace sweep gently oe'r this land, 

a faithful path at last the patient tread. 

No longer knife  held tight within the hand, 

for man, at last,  had learned to use his head. 

 

Let's sing a song, compose a tune so rare, 

a march or hymn for every man to share. 

Inspire the rich, the poor, the weak, the strong. 

All free are born and to the choir belong. 

 

An oratorio might do, 

if scribed by Handel's quill. 

Soprano,tenor, choir boys, 

with trumpets loud and shrill. 

 

Or mother nature's symphony, 

of whispers, sighs and calls. 

Stupendous natural music, 

to waft through heaven's halls. 

 

The song of bee's as honey make, 

with sweetly sugared lips. 

The curlews cry at dawn, 

and waltz on wing'ed tips. 

 

In duet does the cedar sigh, 

with softly whistling hay. 

Conducted by the breath of God. 

As both incline to pray. 

 

Or full orchestra of strings and harp, 

a Bechstien, flute and drum. 

The hands, with love do music make, 

the many into one. 

 

All made from wood and gut and skin, 

containing beauty deep within. 

Awaiting breath,or fingers touch, 

unlocks a tear,to mean so much. 

 

Join now in glorious anthem, 

to a future free and bold. 

Reach out in love and peace and joy, 

for other hands to hold. 

 

Raise high your hearts and voices, 

in joyful salutation. 

No longer is there black and white, 

but just one glorious nation. 
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This story is from a previous meeting when the theme was Emergency 

 

Emergency by Collin Hilliam 

 

They were neither Swiss nor Robinsons, but the Smith family prided themselves on being 

a team, a winning team. 

Daddy, of course, was both coach and captain, born to it, he just knew, since he was born  

into blue bootees. 

Mummy, likewise, had her own roles; apart from looking after the whole crew, she had  

to restrain Daddy as often as she had to back him absolutely-but all without raising her 

voice,or crossing the pride lion. 

Of their offspring, Jenny was the big one, the wise one. Nearly eight years old, she was 

rather out of patience with her younger siblings: I mean, neither of them could skate, nor 

swim underwater, nor even find the bathroom, in the night, without waking her, for a guide. 

Bob was the middling little one, rising five, soon to start school and secretly quite 

alarmed by the prospect. He could not let the girls know, of course, neither big Jenny nor tiny 

little Sophie. They would both just tease the pants off him, so he kept his counsel, just 

worrying  alone how he could master reading and writing and numbers, all in one day.He had 

no plans to go back, after that. 

Little Sophie was not yet three. She had no skills to offer beyond stamping her 

foot,knitting  her brows and proclaiming, very fiercely “But I'm only little”, her surefire Get 

out of Jail card. 

Then, one fine day in high summer, the Smiths arrived in a village by the sea, where they 

had taken a house, for their holiday. It was a beautiful house, just what they had wanted, just 

five minutes from the sea, in one direction and the village, in another, so the children were let 

loose in the garden, whilst their parents unpacked. 

There was a path, crying out to be run down, vanishing into the depths of the garden, 

between the lawn and a great border of hollyhocks - and the lawn itself tapered down towards 

that path, such that three squealing children vanished together between the hollyhocks and a 

rosegarden, little hybrid teas fronting a great sweep of ramblers and floribundas. There was 

clearly something magical beyond that narrow opening, the children knew. 

A cabbage patch. They stopped, jaws dropping, their dreams deflated, except for Sophie, 

hurtling straight on to crash forcefully into a small stand of rhubarb. Before her elders could 

intervene, she had picked the lot."I'm picking' pudding “she told them. When they pooh-

poohed her efforts, she curled her lip, knit her brows and explained, very fiercely “But I'm 

only little." 

She marched back to the house to present her trophies to Mummy who, unfortunately, 

was no more impressed than her siblings, though much more polite. 

"That's very nice,Dear" she told her youngest “But there's not enough."Well need some 

more fruit, for a pudding for us all." 

What the children heard, of course, was really shocking. There was no pudding-a real 

emergency. They shot off again, straight down the garden, straight across the cabbage patch, 

full of ghastly greens, to the field hedgerow beyond. There were brambles there, they saw-

and brambles meant blackberries-and blackberries, it was soon clear, meant mouthfuls of 

fruit, in stained and grinning faces. Only Jenny had thought to bring a mug, to pick the fruit 

into, just as she alone actually picked the fruit and missed her mouth. 

It was not enough, they decided, so they pushed through the gate, out into a field and went 

along the far side of the hedge, picking more berries as they went. They came shortly to a dip 

in the ground, the bottom of it very flat and very green, but what caught their eyes was an 

enormous bramble bush, growing right down the slope and out over the flat green below. 

They could see the berries from afar, great luscious bunches of them. 

Bob leapt straight down the slope, leaving the girls standing. There was an enormous 
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splash as he dropped into a land drain, a shower of muddy water and duckweed, a yell of pure 

panic from Bob, as he landed and floundered in the muddy depths. 

Jenny reacted swiftly.She dropped her mug and leapt down the bank towards Bob, 

grabbing  his hand with her one hand and seizing a great, black branch of the bramble, with 

her other. 

"Oowh!"she howled, as her own weight and Bob's together dragged on her thorny  

support."Oowh! Stop struggling, Bob. I’ve got you. Just hang on."She hoped he would soon 

stop tugging and thrashing, but, meanwhile, she turned to Sophie, now busying herself 

picking up Jenny's spilt fruit. 

"Sophie“she pleaded "Go and get Mummy and Daddy. Please. Leave the berries. Please, 

Sophie."But Sophie was single-minded, picking up every berry for Mummy. 

"Go in a minute, soon “she promised more than once, in response to Jenny's increasingly 

desperate pleas. But, in the end, she did go, trotting back with what was now her mug of fruit 

for Mummy."I did pick pudding” she told Mummy."I did. See? Oh, and Jenny says can you 

come quick, 'cos Bob's fallen down a puddle and she's holding him. And she said come quick, 

please."And she glared up at her Mummy, standing open-mouthed and frozen to the spot. 

Daddy leapt down the stairs, having heard her out.."Show me” he told Sophie, scooping 

her up, and she pointed him happily down the garden and through the gate and round the 

corner to where Jenny was still hanging onto Bob’s hand. Mummy had caught up, by now, 

and she took the lead. 

"You grab my hand, Dave"-her name for Daddy-"So I can reach Jenny, then you can pull 

us all out." Daddy nodded, grabbed her hand and braced to pull them all up the bank, Sophie 

joining  in by tugging at the back of Daddy's shirt, while Mummy reached swiftly but 

carefully down to take hold of Jenny's forearm. Daddy heaved and plodded backwards and 

the whole family popped up, one after the other, over the rim of the ditch, Bob last of all, a 

complete and convincing Mudlark. 

And so, the children agreed, all having been scraped clean of mud and bathed riotously   

together in warm, clean water and with Jenny's deeply scratched hand most elaborately 

bandaged, the emergency was well and truly sorted, because Mummy had stewed their 

berries with the rhubarb and found some cream to pour on the fruit and even some chocolate , 

to grate on top. There was pudding, after all. 


