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Wordsearch by Colin Hilliam 
 

There is a little recess in the wall, high up, tippy-toed high,  with a cast iron lattice grille instead of 

a window.  Anywhere else,  it would have been a pleasing thing,  but here it was a hated barrier, as 

well as our only source of light and air.   

A sort of heirarchy has evolved amongst us, at about baboon level.  For a sociology student or 

practitioner, it would have been truly fascinating to observe the demise of civilisation, culture and 

compassion amongst us.  All that remains is the need to be tough, whether defending one's privilege, 

to sit or stand nearest to that blessed grille, or aggressively seeking to supplant  one  so fortunate.   

No-one has yet grown a silverback mane, but I am sure it will come:an obvious precursor, we  are 

all astonishingly hairier than when this project began.   

Our acknowledged leader, the one fellow no-one nudges aside, nor otherwise bothers, is young 

Jenkins, of Sales, Internal, South-East.  He had been a body-builder  and a passionate athlete,  back          

in the real world, outside our oubliette, but has really blossomed, here.  His original scheme of using 

our combined weight to pull down that imprisoning grille, alas, failed absolutely, but he has retained 

his status by displaying his might.  He takes a run, right across our dungeon, to pick up the necessary 

momentum to run part way  up the end wall, returning to the floor by a back somersault, a feat so far 

beyond any or all of us, that  we have to acknowledge his primacy.   

Poor old Smithers, on the other hand, can barely totter, in any mode of progress, so necessarily 

spends his time huddled in the darkest corner, except when summoned by Jenkins to kneel down, to 

make a back for his current favourites to stand upon, to look out of the grille.   

It is a disappointing view, a yard full of broken things, cable drums, a burnt-out van, half a 

motorbike, but so much preferableto the greasy, mucky walls and bodies of day-to-day, that we will 

fight bitterly, for the privilege.   

Through it all, just one memory remains clear and vivid, that of our office manager, young 

Peacock, a notably voluble and demonstrative fellow, enthusing about this latest, what he 

called"|Total Immersion" team building exercise.  He was hopping about on a dais, stabbing about 

him with a laser pencil, showing us with boastful fisherman gestures just how much better was this 

scheme than any tried before.  He ended by morphing his fisherman gesture into a more preacherly 

one, encompassing us all in his armspan, then drawing us in, the team of his dreams, in a close 

embrace.   

The girls went first, a full fortnight's absence: they came back set-faced, sworn to secrecy, 

unusually quiet and moving as one.  We had no time to wheedle any secrets out of them, before we 

were off, in a hired coach, driving, we thought, south and east for at least two hours.  We could not be 

sure of anything because the coach windows reversed the usual views out and shadowed privacy 

within.  We could see nothing, outside.   

On arrival, our trainers told us we must strip to our pants for necessary physicals, and so we did, 

little knowing that it wasa cruel con.  We all trooped off to the medical room, which turned out to be 

this dungeon, where we have been ever since.   

From time to time, they shutter our grille, for hours at a time, leaving us blacked out and 

disoriented.  At such times, they introduce our food, somewhere along the back wall, near old 

Smithers.  We, none of us, know anymore, what time of what day it might be.   

I have become obsessed with yearning for the paintballing  of previous team building exercises.  

Oh, to be absurdly armored and vizored, split into unlikely teams and set to spatter each other from 

head to foot in our opposing team colours! Oh, to be out there, moving freely through the scrub and 

derelict buildings of a typical paintballing venue, knowing it will be all over, before sundown! 

I swear, I could even welcome a dose of job enrichment, that managerial ploy of delegating many 

more tasks and responsibilities, for no more reward, just to get out of this wretched place.   

Could that, in fact, be young Peacock's cunning plan? 
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Fate takes a hand by Christine Racher 

 

It was TOUGH growing up on the streets of South East London for Markey, Tommy and 

Sophie.  Their MOTHER whose name is Emma, was a MANAGER of their local café, where 

one day a week she would make this really scrummy cherry LATTICE pie. Just the thought 

of it brought back happy memories for them. Emma found some of the people who came into 

the café fascinating, and would often study them, trying to guess their occupations. She 

would have loved to study SOCIOLOGY, but circumstances prevailed. Money was always 

tight, there were no luxuries like car rides to school, the children had to walk or get the bus, 

and the family were never even PRIVILEGE to own a car.  

One day when their mother went into work, the owner announced he would need to make 

some staff cuts – could this be a PRECURSOR to the café closing? At the end of the day he 

told one girl that she was no longer required, and another one that he was cutting down her 

days from four to two. Well, two weeks passed then the owner came in again and told all the 

staff that the café was to close the next day. What a shock for everyone, with no money 

coming in, what would they do? Emma arrived home in tears, the whole family were 

DEMONSTRATIVE in their actions to her.  

She now needed to pull in the purse strings, but wouldn’t let the situation get her down.   

The next day she walked to school with the children, to find out if there were any jobs 

going, but alas, there were none. A few days passed, she was getting desperate for a job, and 

then having been out all day looking for jobs in cafés, she happened to be near the school so 

decided to wait for the children.  

As she met the children Markey said “Let’s go home a different way mum”.  

“Ok, why not”. 

Markey and Tommy wandered a short distance ahead of their mother who was hand in 

hand with Sophie. The boys stopped to wait for them. Tommy turned to look at a huge 

building, there was a statue in a RECESS, and the boys went to have a closer look. The statue 

looked like it was made from CAST IRON, and it was of a soldier DEFENDING children 

from harm. There was a plaque which read ‘In honour of our men in the home guard, who 

looked after us during WWII’. As the boys were looking at the statue a lady suddenly 

appeared, she had a piece of paper in her hand. 

“Allo lady, I’m Markey and he’s Tommy, we’re bruvers” 

“Well, hello boys” 

“Wat’s that?” said Markey, pointing to the piece of paper. 
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“I’m just about to put up a notice – there’s a vacancy for a cook, here in the Children’s 

Home”. 

Tommy shouts out “Our muvers a cook”. 

“Well, you tell her to be here from 10 O’clock tomorrow morning – she may have to wait 

in a queue before the interview”. 

“She’s coming” said Markey. 

“I have to go now, but remember you tell her”. 

The boys were calling their mother very excitedly and pointing to the notice board “Mum 

there’s a job, there’s a job”. 

“The lady said be here at 10 tomorrow” said Tommy. 

Emma read the notice, she couldn’t believe it, if Markey hadn’t said about going a 

different way home, she might never have known about the job vacancy. So, Emma returned 

the next day, there were already about 20 to 25 people in the queue. After a long wait, it was 

Emma’s turn to go in. The interview went very well and her name was added to the shortlist. 

The next day she returned, along with two other people. They were given a task to make 

something worthy of themselves. They all had a chance to look in the larder. Emma checked 

that all the ingredients were there to make her famous cherry lattice pie. Well, she managed 

to outshine the other two, so the job was hers.  

It paid extremely well. In time she was able to save up to attend evening classes and study 

sociology. When Emma wasn’t working or studying she still had time to spend with Markey, 

Tommy & Sophie. Emma eventually passed her exams and received a degree. She was able 

to use her degree to work at the local university. The family were very proud of her, and able 

to afford a few luxuries.   

As they were growing up fast, and off to college and university, Emma had free-time on 

her hands. Looking back on how her life turned around, she decided to give something back 

to the Children’s Home, by fostering then eventually adopting one of the children. To think, 

this all came about by Markey asking to walk home from school a different way, those many 

years ago.  

It just shows how fate takes a hand! 
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High Jinks at the University by Ronald Fhotter 

  

“Hurry up Ryan, it’s down this passage!” 

 “What is Frances?” 

“The Sociology department, of course Ryan, It’s where we’re supposed to be for 

the next lecture. 

Frances’ Mum had read an Arts degree at the University and had received a Bachelor 

with Honours.  

“Mother is certainly a tough act to follow,” she ruminated. 

Frances had settled for Sociology because she had found most of the other subjects either 

too difficult or un-interesting. Frances hoped that she could put the subject to good use at the 

end of the course, although she had no idea to what, while Ryan was only going to use the 

subject for a short period; because he was thinking of training for the Priesthood as soon as 

his church felt he was old enough. 

 Round a bend they passed a recess which looked like it had once been an entrance, 

but had since been bricked up. Most of the students tried to speculate on where it once led. In 

the recess stood a knight dressed in full armour, which was in a pose giving the impression it 

was defending someone or something. During the students’ rag week a lattice screen was 

erected around it, because the statue ended up with all manner of clothing adorning it, 

including on one occasion a large pair of ladies pants; and although all the students had cast 

iron alibis as to where they were at the time the outrage had taken place, the Dean was sure 

he knew who had committed the crime. 

Ryan felt it was a very great privilege to be at a University because none of his family 

had ever done so. Ryan’s father was the Manager of a local hardware store. Ryan saw the 

courses he was doing as a precursor for his eventual role as a clerk in Holy orders and 

although he took his studies seriously he wasn’t expecting to use the results for very long in 

the realms of work. 

 They rushed into the lecture room with just five minutes to spare and hurried to their 

seats, just as Professor Simmons entered the room.  

 “Today,” he intoned we’ll………………………..” 

 Everyone had taken up their notebooks ready to take notes and barely heard what the 

professor had said. The Professor droned on in his usual way and Ryan who had been 

celebrating his friend Trevor’s twentieth birthday until one in the morning, was beginning to 

feel his eyelids growing heavy. 

 Frances gave Ryan a sharp poke just as his head went forward and he came alert with 

a start. He looked down on the page of his notebook which was completely blank. Frances 

had written a whole two pages of notes. 

 “I’ll let you copy mine after the lecture,” she whispered. 

 Ryan nodded his thanks and tried to keep awake. He did manage to write some notes 

on the page before the lecture came to an end. Everyone gathered up their books and rose to 

leave with Frances and Ryan bringing up the rear. 
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 “I’m glad you didn’t snore Ryan!” 

 “Did I sleep practically all the way through then Frances?” 

“You did Ryan, it was a good thing we were at the back of the hall and you 

weren’t seen by ‘Drooling Sims.’ 

Ryan just laughed and they proceeded back down the corridor. When they reached the 

knight statue, they found that it had been encased with the latticed screen. It seemed the Dean 

and other members of staff hadn’t forgotten the rag week outrage of five years ago. 

Ryan face fell when he saw that it had been covered up, he had thought that this year it 

would be a good chance of draping it with a number of pieces of clothing he’d accumulated. 

But Frances whispered in his ear, “They never think of the statue out in the grounds.”  

“Oh yes!” agreed Ryan, feeling slightly happier. 

Next day after supper while the Dons and members of staff were imbibing on port and 

other tipples Frances and Ryan crept out of the building and made their way to the statue in 

the grounds. It was of a former Dean during the Victorian period and its left foot was raised 

from the plinth and its arms raised as though he was conducting an orchestra; dressed in top 

hat and ttails. Frances and Ryan clothed the statue with three pieces of clothing and then 

returned to the halls of residence. 

Next morning when the students who lived outside of the main building arrived, they saw 

that the statue of Dean Sutherland, now had round his trunk a pair of frilly knickers, a bra 

across his chest and a bonnet tied round his head. Frances had undone the outside seam to 

allow it to go over the other leg; and then tacked it up again. All the students snickered as 

they entered the college for their lectures. At each one the Don asked who had committed the 

outrage; but no one owned up. 

Professor Simmons intoned at his lecture, “If I find out who did it, I shall insist 

that, that student or students are expelled.” 

Frances and Ryan heard about it, and became a  bit worried. But Frances told Ryan they 

still couldn’t own up to it. 

“Not now at any rate,” hissed Frances as they left the lecture hall. 

When Ryan and Frances went back outside later that day, they saw that the clothing 

had been removed.  

“What a shame,” declared Frances to Ryan, “he looked positively improved.” 

Ryan laughed, “Yes Frances, but don’t let the Dean hear you.” 

After a week with the Dons continuingly trying to discover the culprit, they gave up 

the struggle of trying to find out. 
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My Heath Robinson moments by David Cullis 

 

During the recess between “Inkspots” I racked my brain to think of a subject.  I thought it would 

be tough task to work even ten of the words in the list into credible piece.  Then, I had a “light bulb” 

moment and realising that “Necessity is the Mother of Invention” I have chosen to bring you a slice 

of my life, as per my usual practice, for, as any student of sociology will tell you true life is much 

more interesting than fiction.  My chosen subject is “My Heath Robinson Moments”. 

 

Inventiveness is part of my DNA.  My dad was a skilled dental technician who invented soft 

linings for dentures and “made to measure” gum-shields for boxers and rugby players (his most 

famous client being Henry Cooper).  My eldest brother is a physicist, chartered patent agent, 

university lecturer in intellectual property law and author of text books including a weighty tome 

entitled “Patents, Inventions and the Dynamics of Innovation”.  His youngest daughter is an 

intellectual property lawyer. 

 

Whilst I don’t claim to be a scientist, engineer or even a craftsman my greatest joy, “My Heath 

Robinson Moment”, is when I am faced with a particular problem and I delve into the depths of my 

sanctuary, otherwise known as my garage, and devise a fantastical construction from the multitude 

of “useful items” lurking in the depths and thus provide an elegant solution to the problem to be 

solved.  From the basic building blocks of scrap wood, foam plastic or even a rusty cast iron bracket 

or hinge I visualise the solution held together with some of “My Favourite Things”.  If I could sing 

like Julie Andrews maybe I could set the list to music.  As I can’t sing like Julie here are a few of 

“My Favourite Things” (most of which I wish I had invented): 

 

Zip-Ties, Gaffer Tape, Jubilee Clips, Steel Mending Plates, Nuts, Bolts & Washers, Insulation 

tape, Wall Plugs, Plastic Tubing plus anything else that I have salvaged to up-cycle from discarded 

items that I have saved “in case it comes in useful sometime”.  When we moved from Bracknell two 

years ago I reluctantly had to part with nearly a garage full of “useful items” in order to achieve the 

down-sizing exercise from three garages to one! 

 

W Heath Robinson (1872 / 1944) was an eccentric cartoonist and illustrator known for drawings 

of complicated machines for achieving simple objectives.  I differ from him in that my devices are 

practical and uncomplicated.  The term “Heath Robinson Contraption” came into common parlance 

in relation to fixes using ingenuity and materials to hand during the Second World War when Britain 

was faced with various shortages and the need to “Make Do and Mend”.  Today’s Up-cycling 

Movement and my devices share this culture. 

 

I have described below two of my favourite “Heath Robinson Moments” 

 

When I was working as a Housing Manager I was tasked with pre-contract consultation and 

tenant liaison on the installation and commissioning of a new access control barrier to the 

underground car park to Bracknell’s only tower block, known as Point Royal.  This block had been 

designed in the 1960’s by O. Arup & Partners, designers of the famous Sydney Harbour Opera 

House.  All the tenants of Point Royal were to be issued with a chip card to present to a reader on the 

level of the car driver’s window, thereby opening the barrier.  I received a distraught letter from a 

lady living in the block.  She had a cherished classic car which was left hand drive and as she didn’t 

possess arms like Inspector Gadget or the Man in the Kiora Advert, she wondered how she could 

comfortably reach the card reader from her driver’s seat.  Her plea got the pre-digestive juices 

flowing in my little grey cells.  I felt it was a great privilege to be asked to find a solution and 

joyfully set about the task with my initial foray into my inner sanctum.  From a jumbo battery 

terminal crocodile clip and the old arm of a helping hand litter picker I was able to construct a card 

holder (precursor of the today’s selfie stick?) which enabled the dear lady to present her card to the 
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reader from the driver’s seat, without having to exit her car.  She was effusive and demonstrative in 

her gratitude and penned a glowing letter of thanks, which earned me several “Brownie Points” with 

Customer Services. 

 

We used to have a touring caravan van parked on a seasonal pitch on Littlehampton’s White 

Rose Caravan Park.  When our friends asked us where we were heading for the weekend we used to 

say, “Oh we’re just off to L.A.!”. (Little(h) Ampton).  Dave, the site owner, was always intent on 

defending against the excessive use of the hot water supply to the shower block.  He had fitted those 

annoying push button shower valves which meant you had to be a contortionist to get a decent 

shower, having to keep one arm extended to maintain the flow!  Like Archimedes in the bath I 

pondered a solution in the shower and took some careful measurements of the circular mounting 

plate surrounding the valve button.  Back in the lab (garage) I produced my “No Hands Shower-

Turner On and Offerer”.  It was basically a strip of wood, at either end was mounted an angle 

bracket, (one fixed and one adjustable; in the centre a hole was drilled to accept a knock-in bolt 

thread.  A bolt was threaded through with a disc at one end and a pressure pad at the other end.  In 

practice the device would be mounted on the edges of the circular mounting plate of the shower 

valve button, with the pressure pad touching the shower valve button.   When the disc was turned 

clockwise the pressure pad opened the valve, like a volume control on a radio, to provide a non-stop 

shower!  When I emerged from the shower I would often receive quizzical looks from whoever was 

emerging from the adjacent shower.  I wonder if they ever examined the shower I had vacated to 

discover the secret of the non-stop shower.  The secret was, of course, concealed in my shower bag!  

When we gave up the caravan I put the invention away (in case it came in useful later) and last year 

passed it to my brother, who had a camper van.  As he has just sold his camper van I can now offer 

this wonderful device to another happy camper! 

 

Time does not permit detailed descriptions of my other HRM’s so I have listed below some of 

those achieved in Bracknell and some achieved more recently, here in Pevensey Bay. 

 

Notable HRM’s in Bracknell 

include…………………………………………………………………… 

 

(i) A Bike Part Storage Canopy / Cupboard combination fixed over my garage door 

(ii) This was needed as I had converted the original “up and over” to a side hung door to 

increase the internal storage space.  The door was secured, when open, by a cabin hook 

fixed to our garden wall. 

 

Recent HRMs in Pevensey Bay 

include…………………………………………………………….. 

 

(i) A wooden “hurdle-like” frame to sit on the concrete apron of our greenhouse to support a 

sweet pea growing frame consisting of bamboo canes and a lattice of chicken wire. 

(ii) A cordless microphone holder and mount for the church. 

(iii) A Window “Black-Out Put Upperer and Take Downerer” (for film screenings at the 

church) 

 

I hope you have enjoyed sharing my “Heath Robinson Moments” and maybe feel inspired to 

look into your sheds and garages at home the next time you are faced with a problem for which there 

is no apparent “Off the Peg” solution. 
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Selling the House by Bettina Kulsdom 

 

She looked around the empty house with sadness and regret.  It must now be sold.  Selling 

her mother's  house had been a precursor to this, but that had not been so tough.   That had 

been in the family for forty years, too, and had a history worth writing one day.   

"Would make an interesting look at sociology", she thought.  So many people had come and 

stayed in it through those forty years.  Friends from all over the world had been there, using it 

as a step in their own histories.   

Her thoughts strayed back over houses lived in through a lifetime.  Gran and grandad 

Frost's in West Norwood was only what is now called a "purpose built maisonette", rented 

throughout their lives, but with a garden using every inch for produce.  Lattice against the 

shed walls held the sweet peas and each side of the path was crammed full with tomatoes, 

potatoes, beet root, carrots and lettuce. Her job was to collect the manure from the street to 

feed the soil.   

"Manure from the streets?"  Well, yes.  All the trades people at that time delivered 

with horse and cart and you had to be quick to be the first one with the bucket and shovel to 

get any manure dropped by the horse.  Before the neighbours got there.  Her Grandad may 

not have been able to read, but he was an excellent manager of his garden. 

"What a privilege," she thought, "to have grown up at that time, when you only had 

radio and the street to play in.  School clothes and best clothes, knickers and vests, tin bath in 

front of the black, cast iron range with its kettle always close to the boil." 

Not usually demonstrative, nevertheless she knew she was loved by them.  In her 

mind she found herself defending the lack of hugging and kissing in her childhood.  Life was 

simple.  There was a war on.  Her parents worked long hours in the factories and she only 

saw them at weekends.  But that presented the opportunity for buying the first house which 

brought her back to selling the present house. 

How many houses had there been?  Three rented flats in West Norwood, the first, 

bomb damaged house, but bought for £700, then the caravan at Crystal Palace, to provide 

funds for her father's business.  Then out into the world on her own.  Rented rooms in New 

Zealand in the 1950s, shared family houses in Canada later, and finally back to England and 

her parents' house til she and her husband bought the one now about to go on the market. 

1972, they had been married for seventeen years, had three children and were about to 

finally move into their own house.  What joy, what excitement.  They didn't have to share it 

with anyone else.  The children grew up, had teenage parties, went out to work and left home. 

Now here she was, house on the market, forty years of possessions more or less 

disposed of - some spread around the family, several runs to the dump and some still waiting 

for new homes. 

It was almost unbearable, looking around, memories screaming from every corner.  If only....!  

If only...what?  If only we knew then what we know now?  How different it could have been. 

She turned and closed the door behind her.  No use looking back.  Carpe diem. 
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Verbosity Using 12 Random Words by Jill Parker 

 

As a bad sociology student  

I spent all my grant in the pub 

And my cast iron excuse for a tipple 

Was to look out from the recess snug 

 

And observe the social behaviour 

Of those with the tough privilege 

To test demonstrative joy found in drinking 

As a strong pre-digestive to lunch 

 

But I noticed the one thing in common 

Be they mother or brother or aunt 

In defending their right to be idle 

The word WORK was soon followed by CAN'T 

 

So after hearing a thousand excuses  

That grew into a lattice of lies 

I bid farewell to the Manager 

And bought a round as I said my goodbyes 

 

For this smug sociology student 

Had seen HERSELF in the people she watched 

A bitter pill that was just the precursor 

To a fact I had to swallow in truth 

 

I was lazy and inclined to hard liquor 

When I should have been reading my book 

A lesson on judgement in future to be careful 

That it's not in a mirror I look 
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Accusation by Lynne Wood 

 

I stared miserably through the diamond paned lattice window into the quad and the 

playing fields beyond. I breathed deeply to calm my nerves. Just before morning recess I had 

been summoned to see the headmaster. Simmonds and his cronies had sniggered and I heard 

one of them saying sotto voce ‘ knew he wouldn’t last.’ They were probably right I thought 

bitterly. The summons to see the head had not come as a surprise. I had been expecting it for 

some time. 

I was that most despised of boys. A scholarship boy. My father had been a  tough 

hardworking man who had died of the miner’s disease, emphysema, brought about by a 

combination of coal dust and cigarettes. I had  been just ten when he had died but my mother, 

his complete antithesis, had been gentle and educated. She had encouraged my studies and 

instilled in me a love of learning that she hoped would carry me out of the pits. At eleven I 

had passed the eleven plus and gone to the Grammar school and then at sixteen I had passed 

my GCEs with the flying colours that had earned me a scholarship to Westchester, A 

prestigious Public school. I knew of course that the scholarship was given to maintain their 

charitable status but nevertheless I had leapt at the chance and had been determined to make 

the most of this privilege. This was how I had earned the nickname of ‘ the sociology 

experiment from the Simmonds crowd. 

The scholarship paid me for the tuition and boarding fees, and people at home had helped 

with the huge cost of the uniform. There had been a grand send off at the station. My home 

town had been so proud of me and now I had let them all down. It was not that I could not 

manage the work, but rather, it was the hidden expenses that my allowance could not stretch 

to cover everything. The English trip to the theatre had been astronomical, and I had not 

expected to have to pay for lunch out at the rather expensive restaurant the other boys had 

found. Even the cost of travel to rugby matches was an unexpected expense.  

One Sunday afternoon I had been exploring the local environment on my bike. I had come 

across a pretty little village and stopped to drink my water. I saw the proprietor of the village 

shop struggling to haul  a heavy sack of potatoes through the door and obviously went to 

help. She was in despair. Her husband had broken his leg and would be off work for at least 

six weeks, she had to keep the shop open or she would lose trade to the supermarket in town. 

Well to cut a long story short, I went to help her in the shop for a little extra money to cover 

my expenses. I was not so worried about being caught on the Sundays because technically 

that was our free time and sixth formers were allowed out. The worst crime was missing 

rugby practice although as I couldn't afford to travel to matches anyway perhaps that was not 
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such a bad thing. But let's face it I said to myself that is not the real issue. Money and 

valuables had been going missing from the sixth form common room. Simmonds and his 

crowd had begun commenting loudly on who wasn't around Sunday afternoons and asking 

where I was on Wednesdays when I missed Rugby. Well of course I had a cast iron  excuse 

but I could hardly use that for defending myself. 

‘ You may go in now’ Mrs Cushing, the school secretary, interrupted my reverie. I stood 

up and squared my shoulders. ‘In you go now’ she said putting a hand on my shoulder. 

Goodness Mrs Cushing was not known for being very demonstrative with us boys. This was 

obviously the precursor to my summary expulsion. How typical this was of the school I 

mused this was the way these people did things.. There would be no harsh loud words. 

Everything would be hushed up andpushed under the carpet. I would just be asked politely to 

pack my bags, and be escorted off the premises. 

‘ Come in boy, come in. Williams isn't it? Boomed the head. ‘Yes Sir’ I replied 

obediently, thinking that of course he knows it's me. He sent for me after all. ‘ sit down , sit 

down. How about a glass of sherry as a little pre digestive before lunch eh? ‘No thank you 

Sir’ I replied. Goodness my hands were shaking so much I was likely to spill it everywhere. 

What was this, the last meal for the condemned man? They sure knew how to rub salt in the 

wound. ‘ Now I understand Williams, that you have been having some financial difficulties 

Eh? ‘Yes Sir’ my goodness he was the master of the understatement. Why else am I here, 

why can't we just get this over and done with. Well Williams, Mr Richards, the manager of 

our new sports hall has offered you the job of assistant administrator. It means taking 

bookings for outside use. Doing our bit for the community you know. It will give you good 

business experience as well as a bit of pocket money. How about it? Mrs Banks from the 

village speaks very highly of you my boy. She says you are hardworking and a solid job. 

High praise from her as she thinks we are a namby pamby lot up here. You've done a good 

job helping her out but we can't have you missing rugby you know. I understand you are a 

good fly half and being here is about joining in, doing your bit for the school, being part of a 

team don't you know’ ‘ Well yes’ I stammer, ‘But what about the money from the common 

room?’ ‘ Ah yes, dreadful shame really, we will be saying goodbye to Mr Simmonds. Oh I 

believe I hear his taxi now. Never should have taken him on of course. Expelled from his last 

school too but had to give him a chance, opportunity for a new start you know. Of course his 

father and I attend the same club. ‘But but how? I stutter. ‘ Purple ink dear boy, purple ink. 

Old boy at the Met put us onto it. Marked the money and caught him red handed, well purple 

handed actually’ ha ha ha..  
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Stilettos & Compassion by Sue Lewis 

 

Whack, the cast iron frying pan flew through the air and sliced off the burglar's ear; he hit 

the 

floor dazed and bleeding.  My mother, who had disturbed the intruder, was a tough lady 

and had no qualms about standing over him with her stiletto heel firmly wedged in his back.  

He had no hope of defending himself.  She had only popped out for a couple of minutes to the 

corner shop to buysome flour in order to finish her lattice apple pie for tea.   Not thinking to 

lock the back door, she was now faced with this horrible situation.   

 

My mother was the manager of the local doctors' surgery and had worked for them for 

many years.Having had a good education and gaining a First in Sociology she met my Dad 

and they married young. Once the children had flown the nest she applied for the job at the 

surgery and had worked her way up from receptionist to manager.  She demonstrated a keen 

sense of empathy both with the doctors and patients and considered it a privilege to serve the 

community in her working life.  

 

As I lived quite close to Mum, I popped in for a cuppa on my way home from work and 

was faced with this bizarre situation of mum standing over this bleeding young man.  He 

looked like a frightened rabbit,  we picked him up,  bandaged his ear; preserving the sliced 

off piece of ear  in ice.  We then called an ambulance and accompanied him to the local 

hospital.  He was put into a recess with a bed and given painkillers.  I then looked at him 

properly for the first time; he was young, under-nourished and unwashed. He told us he was 

homeless with no job or money.    It transpired that he had seen mum's back door open and 

was looking for food.  The lattice pie, despite being uncooked, was so tempting and at this 

point mum had returned and his ear had parted company  

with his head! 

 

We decided that we wouldn't involve the police and once he was cleaned up and stitched, 

we took him home.  Mum cooked him a meal and yes he had some lattice pie for pudding.  

Mum found a hostel for him and the next day he visited the surgery, had an interview, and 

was given a job as a handyman. 

 

I love happy endings - having read this story again, could it be a precursor to a novel or at 

least something more entertaining? 


