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The Present 

 
They said he'd never walk erect 

a cripple he would stay. 

He vowed that  they would eat their words, 

that he would find a way. 

 

Now well before the birth of time, 

in the earliest of days, 

a plan was made for everyone 

to mend their twisted ways. 

 

All bent legs would be straightened, 

all arms that went askew, 

all fingers, toes and twisted feet 

would all be made anew. 

 

This would be their Present, 

a gift from Father God, 

that everyone should walk erect, 

and tread where Jesus trod. 

 

Such joy within their hearts arose, 

now they could dance on twinkling toes 

and fingers could their hands inspire 

to play crescendos ever higher. 

 

How glorious is this Present, 

awaiting every man. 

This gift from God all wrapped in gold, 

receive it if you can. 

 

  Adam. 
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A Present for Nan 

“Move over missus” comes a voice next to me, from a young man who has just got on the bus. I notice 

he’s wearing a diamond earring in his left ear. I shuffle across on the seat. The bus is busy considering it’s 

early in the morning. I’m on my way to work, some ten miles away, I like to get there in good time as I have 

to change before starting work.  

I was day dreaming and getting carried away with my thoughts.  Then someone talking loud brings me 

back to reality, just as well as my stop was next.  

“Excuse me, please this is my stop” I say as I ring the bell. 

The young man next to me has his headphones on, “Excuse me, I need to get off” I say again. 

He’s oblivious to what I’m saying, so I nudge his arm “Can you move please I need to get off”. 

Becoming more frustrated with him I try to move past. By now the bus is at my stop. 

“Right, move it now lad”. 

“What?” 

“I said move it now or you’re nicked”. 

“You can’t do that”. 

“You want to try me”. 

“Stop going on, I’m moving” he says begrudgingly. 

The driver is just about to pull away, when I call out “Wait a minute Ted I’m just getting off”. 

“Left it late today didn’t you?” 

“When people are in your way it’s difficult to get passed”. 

“Tell me about it, people are so rude today”. 

“I know things aren’t what they used to be Ted”. 

“You’re not wrong there see you tomorrow Jo, take it easy on the streets today”. 

I jumped off the bus and walked along to the police station where I work. Once changed I go on parade. 

We are all in the briefing room and are shown a picture of a prisoner. 

The sergeant says “The mug shot is of Clive Morton, who’s absconded from Steeple open prison, and was 

serving 6 months, for Common Assault. He’s describer as 5’11” tall with light brown hair and blue eyes, and 

normally wears a diamond earring in his left ear. Also, be on the look-out for a group of youngsters, pick 

pocketing along the High Street”.   

“Well I never, I’ve seen him before, he was on my bus this morning” I say. 

“OK, WPC Simmons, contact the bus company, check the CCTV from the bus find out what stop he got 

off, everyone else on patrol” 

. 
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“Ok sergeant”. 

Just thinking to myself, why would anyone want to get on a bus, which goes past a police station, when 

you’re on the run?” 

The sergeant says “Wait a minute Simmons, take PC Peart with you, there’s a Morton family not far from 

here, I think he may be related to them……… the address is 25 Cavendish Road”. 

We make our way to the address. We arrive at the house, and can hear shouting coming from inside, I dash 

to the front door, while PC Peart makes his way to the rear of the property.  

I ring the doorbell “Police, open up”. 

A voice replies “I’m just coming”. 

The door is opened by a woman, she says “I believe you’re looking for Clive”. 

“Is he here?” I say. 

“Yes, he remembered it was his old nans birthday and wanted to bring her a present”. 

“And you are?” 

“Oh, I’m Sally his sister, I told him he shouldn’t have gone walk about. He’s upstairs, nan’s ninety today 

you know”. 

“That’s a wonderful age” I say. 

“Nan was more like a mum to him, when he was growing up, than his own mum. Nan’s been quite poorly 

lately, so he felt he must see her, and bring a present”. 

“Ok, do you think you can call him now please?” 

“Let me go upstairs and get him”. 

While Sally went upstairs I radioed for PC Peart to come round to the front. 

Clive came down stairs he said “I know I shouldn’t have done it, I’m a big softy really, Nan’s not been 

well you know, and it’s her ninetieth birthday today”. 

“Yes, I know Clive, I need to take you in now”. 

“Ok copper, I know I done wrong, I’ll come quietly”. 

“Sorry Clive I need to put the cuffs on you”. 

“Fine”. 

We arrive back at the station with Clive Morton. We book him into custody, before he’s returned to 

Steeple open prison. It is also possible he may be charged with the offence "escaping from legal custody" that 

carries a sentence which may be added to the time left to serve from the original sentence. 

I told the sergeant that Clive came without a struggle and the reason for his escape. “Let’s hope they’re 

lenient with him sergeant”. 

“Good work. Right Simmons, back on your beat now, let’s keep those streets safe”.  
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“Ok sergeant”.                                                                  Christine Racher 

                                                                          

Surroundings 
 

The alarm rouses us from deep, contented sleep 

as the watery winter sun  

peers through our curtains, 

showcasing the frosty landscape 

beyond. 

 

Driving in companionable silence  

across the waterlogged Levels 

we admire bulrushes stiff and straight 

guards of honour 

encouraging us on. 

 

Above, the sky, peppered with flimsy cloud 

Sun, dancing in and out, 

tantalising, 

pretentious 

on this December morn. 

 

Mist rising, smoke-like 

as the sun performs her duty 

warming the frost off the fields. 

Sea to port, grey-blue 

Down lands of every hue to Starboard. 

 

We marvel at our luck 

at Nature granting us such a fine winter's day 

on which to embark 

our Nautical adventures. 

 

Sue Barrell 
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Present 
 

George didn’t think Christmas was all it was cracked up to be. After all Santa didn’t always come up with 

the goods. One year he’d written to Santa and asked him for a bicycle like the one in the film E.T.  He got a 

bike alright, but when he went hurtling up the road on it and crashed into old Mrs. Mold who was speeding on 

her mobility scooter, Mum gave him a right rollicking. Not to mention the state of his handlebars and knees, 

and to make it worse he then had to take the old dear some flowers and apologise. It wasn’t his fault that the 

bike failed to take off and fly in the sky just like the one in the film. 

Then there was the year he had requested a James Bond car complete with ejector seat. Edward, the class 

bully was always calling him Georgy Porgy, so George would just love to shoot him into outer space. Well he 

got the car, but it was only a model. A brilliant replica but not the full sized real mccoy. 

This year George really longed for a baby brother or sister. Most of his friends had them after all. Kate, the 

girl next door said that he should ask Jesus for one because he never lets  you down. So George was going to 

make doubly sure and ask Santa and Jesus this time. At school they were busy preparing for the Nativity play. 

George was to be one of the three kings, the one with the gift of gold. He had to wear a red cloak and a silly 

crown that kept slipping over his eyes. He would rather be spiderman or batman, but Miss said they weren’t 

around when Jesus was born. 

Anyway if his Mum didn’t get out of hospital soon she would miss the play and he really didn’t want to 

take part if she wasn’t there to cheer him on. She had been in hospital for weeks now. George had heard his 

Dad and Gran whispering. He caught snatches of conversation and odd words such as “high blood pleasure, 

plenty of vest and special dare units”. But he didn’t have a clue what they meant. Dad had assured him that 

Mum would be home for Christmas so that cheered him up. 

Gran was helping Dad look after him whilst his Mum was absent. George did love Gran, especially her 

lovely cuddles and yummy cakes, but she was always dabbing the corners of his mouth with her hanky which 

she had just licked, Yuk!  Sometimes Dad took him to the hospital to visit Mum. He noticed that she seemed 

sad and didn’t look as pretty as she usually was and she was getting rather fat.  

The day of the school play arrived, Dad said Mum was coming home today so all being well she may be 

able to come to see him act his part. 

At school, the stage was set as a stable with a real manger at the front full of clean straw. George thought 

that it was an awful pity that they only had a silly plastic doll with huge blue staring eyes to use as the baby 
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Jesus. He was just putting on his costume when Miss called him outside the classroom. There was his Mum, 

Dad and Gran wearing huge smiles and Mum cradling a bundle in a blanket. 

She knelt beside him and showed him his new baby brother and said that Miss wanted him to be the baby 

Jesus in the Nativity. 

George couldn’t believe it. He was flabbergasted and overjoyed all at once. And to think, not only had he 

got a baby brother, but he was going to star alongside him in the school play. 

As George led the other two Magi onto the stage he laid his pretend gift of gold in front of the manger and 

knelt beside it. The baby was awake, waving his little arms around. George very gently touched one tiny hand. 

The baby grasped George’s finger so tightly. George was filled with such awe and pride he felt as if his heart 

would burst. He whispered, “thank you Santa and o thank you Jesus,” and just knew he was going to love his 

precious little brother forever. 

 

Mary Larlham 
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The Calf  
 

I long to stroke the soft folds  

of furrowed skin, massage ears;  

feel the warm breath, a lick of tongue;  

become part of the perfect rural picture. 
 

I wish to know the simplicity  

of air and grass;  

of sleeping, waking, watching, eating;  

listen to buzz of fly and flick of tail. 
 

The Braunvieh cow bells resound  

through the Engadin, but for us 

a steady rumble of Sussex traffic  

on the A22 that does not perturb you. 
 

Your gaze assures me of your ease 

and I cannot think of anything on earth 

to make you more complete, 

or enhance your loveliness. 

 

 

Jill Parker 
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The Christmas Box 

 I can’t believe you have volunteered to work over the Christmas period, Wendy 

pouted. 

‘I feel sorry for the younger drivers and thought they should be at home with their families,’ Derek – a 

taxi driver – explained. 

 ‘So it doesn’t matter about your family then,’ Wendy said sourly. 

 ‘Of course it does’, Derek replied.  It’s just that we’ve been married an eternity, we’ve had a lot of 

Christmases together. 

 ‘You call thirty years an eternity, charming’.  Wendy scowled and stormed off to bed. 

 A couple of hours later, Derek crept into the bedroom and got into bed beside her, putting his arm 

round her.  ‘I’m really sorry, I didn’t mean what I said, it came out all wrong,’ he whispered. 

 Their noses were almost touching. ‘We’ve been married an eternity you said.  Then what about buying 

me an eternity ring for Christmas.’ Wendy said in a hushed voice. 

 The sound of snoring was all the answer she got. 

 

 Christmas Eve and Wendy sat watching TV alone when she heard the sound of the front door 

slamming and Mark,  her son, came into the room and slumped down on the settee,  his face as long as a 

fiddle.  ‘I can’t believe it he said, Ellie’s broken up with me.  I was going to propose tomorrow - even bought 

the ring.  Then tonight she tells me, it’s not working out between us and actually, she has met someone else – 

apparently he swept her off her feet and it’s as if she has known him all her life.’     

 Wendy got up and sat next to him on the settee, putting an arm round his shoulder.  I’m so sorry 

darling. 

He jumped up, eyes clouded with tears.  ‘Well I’m not sorry. Good riddance to her that’s all I can say.  

I’ve had a lucky escape.’  With that, he left the room and ran upstairs, slamming his bedroom door with such 

force it made the house and Wendy shudder. 

Wendy was upset at Mark’s news.  Not only for her son, but she liked Ellie and had looked forward to 

her coming for Christmas Dinner.  She sighed.  It was turning out to be a disappointing and miserable 

Christmas.  With Derek working and their daughter, Linda - who was a single parent  - and five-year-old 

Grandson spending Christmas Day with her boyfriend Nick.  Who she and Derek had yet to meet - it would 

just be her and Mark celebrating Christmas Day and he wasn’t exactly the life and soul of the party at the 

moment. 
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Christmas morning arrived and Derek was up at 5am to start his Taxi job.  Wendy awoke to find a note 

on his pillow, saying he was sorry, he loved her and he had left her a special present under the Christmas Tree.  

Wendy rushed downstairs – at least there was something to be excited about.  She laughed at the sight of the 

medium sized gift addressed to her from Derek.  Obviously wanted to make her think he hadn’t heard her hint 

about the eternity ring, by putting it in a bigger package.  She ripped of the wrapping paper and pulled out the 

box inside.  An expensive bottle of perfume.  She tried to not feel disappointed.   After all, it was a lovely 

present, just not what she had hoped for. 

 ‘So how was your day,’ Derek asked when he got home later that night. 

 Wendy put a plate of re-heated Christmas Dinner in front of him.  ‘Not marvellous. Mark hardly left 

his room and barely touched his food.  Linda phoned, but got cut off – due to a snow storm so I didn’t even 

get to speak to our Grandson.’ 

 Derek gave her a sympathetic smile and tucked into his meal. ‘I hope my present didn’t disappoint 

you, - I notice you’re not wearing it.’ 

 She flushed, feeling guilty and ungrateful. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. ‘Yes it is 

lovely, but I’m saving it for when you take me out somewhere special,’ she bluffed. 

 

 Now twelve days later Wendy plucked the Christmas ornaments off the tree, put them in a box and 

shut the lid, glad that the so-called Festive period is was over.   She was impatient to get rid of the tree and its 

messy pine needles too.  She couldn’t wait around for Derek to do it – he was still busy working and as for 

Mark, well she doubted he would be any help - he was still in his room sulking over Ellie.  As grabbed hold of 

the tree a small box fell to the floor.  She picked it up.  It was a red velvet ring box.  Her heart started 

pounding, recalling the conversation with Derek. He must have referred to the ring not the perfume, when he 

said she wasn’t wearing it.  No wonder he had seemed upset and had been frosty with her ever since.   Her 

throat felt dry as she opened the box with anticipation, only to find what looked like an engagement ring.  Her 

shoulders drooped as she realised it wasn’t intended for her.  It was Mark’s.  He must have hidden it there 

when he was going to propose to Ellie.   

 But it wasn’t. ‘I took the one I bought back to the shop the other day. No point in keeping it,’ he said 

morosely. 

 ‘That’s strange,’ Wendy said. ‘Perhaps your dad did buy it for me after all.’  But when she quizzed 

him later he declined any knowledge if it, suggesting it must belong to someone who went to the forestry like 

them - to get a tree - and it had somehow got caught in one of the branches.  

Tracing the person seemed impossible until Mark said he would put something on Facebook.   
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A few days later a message came back on from a ‘Father Christmas’ describing the ring in detail.  He 

claimed it must have dropped out of his pocket as he flew over the forest in his sleigh and added that the ring 

was intended for the Love of his Life, who he had proposed to on Christmas Day.   

 

The following day, Wendy, with her grandson Jack beside her, opened the door to a large rotund man. 

‘Father Christmas,’ Jack screamed in delight flinging his arms round the smiling man with long white 

beard, white hair, and red outfit.  

‘Jack.  What a surprise.  How lovely to see you again.’  

‘So he is the real thing,’ Wendy said. 

‘Of course’, replied Jack astonished that Wendy couldn’t see that. ‘Mum he called come quick, it’s 

Santa,’ and he ran off down the hallway to find her. 

‘Well here is your ring,’ Wendy said.  ‘And you say it is for Your Love of Your Life.  How lovely.’ 

Father Christmas grinned.  ‘She’s had to do with a ring out a cracker.  She says she is quite happy with 

that, but I think she deserves to have the real thing and I can’t wait to give it to her.’  But before I do that I 

have something for you.  Your husband sent me a message on my facebook and asked me to deliver this.’  He 

pulled out a small box from his pocket, almost identical to the one Wendy had given him, and handed it to her. 

Wendy opened it to reveal an Eternity Ring.   A lump rose in her throat and tears clouded her eyes.  

 ‘He really does love you, you know.’ 

     ‘I know,’ Wendy replied hoarsely, wiping her tears away.   ‘And I’ve behaved badly. Your Love of 

Your Life has shown me that it is not all about the presents – she is happy with just a toy ring.  There is a 

lesson to be learnt there.  Anyway, it is a bit of a mouthful calling her the Love of Your life – what is her real 

name.’ 

 Her daughter appeared in the hallway, with Jack beside her.   

 ‘That’ll be me Mum,’ she said, a beautiful smile on her face.  And this, she said coming up and kissing 

Father Christmas on the cheek is Saint Nicholas, Santa or Nick for short – your son-in-law to be. 

 

Marylyn Palmer 
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The Present 

 
The Present is a gift so use it well 

What tomorrow will bring only God can tell. 

Yesterday is gone,it is in the past. 

Count your blessings for today, 

for today will not last. 

 

 

Each day is a gift from Heaven above, 

so don't miss the chance to share God's love. 

Then when tomorrow is the Present 

You can look back and say, 

“Thank God for His gift of yesterday” 

 

 
Brenda Adams 
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Present  

Well, there’s a poser. 

Do we go down the route, the old git's default route, the present versus some mythic past? 

Or do we pick up on the seasonal meaning, a gift-or even, possibly, go for the verb, as in "Present-Arms”, 

or indeed, present your presents to your gathered kin.As the Yanks would say, presently. 

It all begins to look like the work of those old Soviet writers, paid by the yard... 

Brooding so, through many an evening, brought no inspiration. The twin sirens of telly and of nodding off 

saw to that, but then, one  night, I remembered, even whilst brushing my teeth, even whilst setting them 

carefully down by the basin, my unstated project. I took the thought with me to bed, where  I lay, sinking 

rapidly in the west and trying to ponder. 

There is that moment, just before sleep, when the brain can go into uncontrolled overdrive. It came upon 

me then. There was Voiceover, the Ringmaster and Commentator of my dreams, booming on about the 

present moment that lasts forever, and everything happens in it."His comments, as ever, were quite unrelated 

to my cautious advance through the galloping blue prawns, but as I tried to catch up, he changed tack, let it be 

known that I had to present these tokens, very formally, very correctly. The tokens were huge and beautiful 

butterflies, quivering on my hands, their wings brilliant with new grass. No, really, grass grew on them, fine as 

a baby's hair. I had to stack them on the stone steps of a room-sized pyramid. 

In true dream style, this took but a moment, when Voiceover backed off and someone else addressed me, 

from the pyramid. I could not see this person, against the brilliant sky, but could hear the third aspect of my 

project being expounded. Present as gift, the gift I hoped to leave each of my offspring, to pay off their 

mortgages and so free them from the worst of wage slavery. 

  The trouble, this being atop the pyramid reminded me, was the price of this gift. I would much sooner, he 

suggested, give it with a warm hand. 

I stood and stared, while the shadowy figure made a suggestion. All I needed was for my Ernie Bonds to 

ripen. Oh ,yes. Fine. Sorted.zzz...zzz. 

Weirdly, I remembered this exchange next morning and it gave me a wry laugh. This was really cutting 

edge estate planning, just to dream a big win. 
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I found myself wishing I'd dreamt eggs and bacon, instead, straight on my plate  without the faff of 

cooking them, but ,as I formulated this thought, I slipped the bacon alongside the eggs, on my toast. I was 

stunned. I even forgot to switch on the telly, sat there munching my breakfast,while re-running my   dream 

and wondering where the time had gone, while I cooked my meal. 

No light dawned on me, so I decided to shower, winding the heat and the pressure right up.Being pelted 

with hot pebbles brought no inspiration, either, so I dressed, still baffled. 

There was a knock at the door, rather unsettling, as I have a bell. Fierce rat-a-tat and rat-a-tat yielded a 

very small lady with a briefcase. 

Could she come in? Was that my  name and had I some documentary proof? Would I care to sit down? No, 

thank you, she would not take  tea. 

She was from the Department of National Savings, she told me, come to offer advice, if I wished it,on my 

winnings. She showed me, she passed me, the cheque. 

My throat was dry, my tummy fluttering like those emerald butterflies. I was  very glad to be sitting down 

. 

"That will make a nice present, I gabbled, thinking of the offspring freed awhile from slave drivers and 

other bosses. 

"Present?" she queried" Surely that cash will secure your future?” 

“No, no” I explained “I want to present it to my offspring, as a present  to each of them.Sliced down the 

middle.” 

“Well” she smiled, clipping shut her briefcase “If I were not present now,I’d not believe it.I’ve never seen 

anyone give away their whole winnings, in one breath.” 

I could not tell her I’d rehearsed this scenario last night, in a dream. I saw her out with small talk, well 

aware that the dreamt being, on his dreamt pyramid, was still playing with me, here, at present, presented with 

my present, that he had done me quite a favour while dragging me into his private pun-fest, all at once. The 

who, the why and the how of it, and me still weak at the knees. 

I’m not going to tell anyone, any of this, ever! They’d either laugh like drains at me, or lock me up!   

 

Colin Hilliam                                                                                                                           

 

 

 

 

 


