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One 
A woman with a menagerie of animals - 
Cat, dogs, parrots, chicken and a snake. 

Christine Racher 
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Two Single Mum with a young son and a Lodger.   

Three Young couple with a new baby that won’t sleep.   

Four 
A Couple in their 80’s with a 50-year-old son still living with them.    

The father has had a hip replacement and can’t walk. 
 

 

Five 
Couple with twin school age daughters. 
The Husband has an unusual hobby. 

Colin Hilliam 
3 

Six 
Husband and wife in their 60’s.  

The husband is caretaker for the church. The wife is the organist. 
 

 

Seven 
A family of four.  

Husband, Wife and two children who are moving to Australia 
 

 

Eight A Couple in their 60’s.     The Husband has just retired Alan Griffin 5 

Nine 4 people house sharing  - possibly squatters Bettina Kulsdom 7 

Ten Widower lived in house for 50 years.  He is a hoarder   

Eleven 
A family of six. 

Father,  Stepmother and 2 children from each marriage 
Jacky Long 

9 

Twelve 
A Husband and Wife. 

The Husband is a musician. The wife a Singer 
Marylyn Palmer 

11 

Thirteen 
Family of Immigrants.  Mum, Dad,  Son in 30’s, daughter in 20’s 

and a Grandma(Dad’s mother) who refuses to learn English 
Terry Page 

14 

Fourteen 
A husband and wife in their late 50’s who run a small bed and 

breakfast from their house. 
Adam 

16 
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The house at No.1 Inkspot Avenue, used to be known as ‘The Lodge’ to Morden Manor. 

Many years ago the Lord of the Manor used to own some tin mines in the area, until his 

demise. The mines closed and all of the workers cottages fell into disrepair and were 

demolished. Now only the Manor House and Lodge remain.  

There have been buildings on the site of the Lodge since the 1650’s, and according to the 

deeds this particular house dates back to the 1860’s. A lady called Jenny Farthing moved into 

the house some 6 months ago with her menagerie of animals.  

Jenny shares her house with a cat called Cloud, two dogs called Oscar & Emmy, two 

parrots Kiwi & Mango, Zeus the snake and a chicken called Henrietta. Looking to expand her 

property Jenny had decided to convert the rundown cellar into a workable room. It was dark 

in places down there, with only a single light bulb hanging from the ceiling, and a stream of 

sunlight beaming through a small window. Oscar & Emmy were helping Jenny pull old rags 

out of a box, until they became bored. Oscar found an old ball which he tossed in the air for 

Emmy, this was becoming a hindrance to Jenny, but all the dogs wanted to do was play.  

Oscar kept tossing the ball about until it rolled out of sight under a wooden panel. Both dogs 

started to bark and scratch at the panel until Jenny stopped what she was doing. Kneeling 

down she couldn’t see a thing as it was pitch black beneath the panel. As she tried to find the 

ball she felt a sudden blast of cold air on her hand which startled her. She told the dogs to 

wait, but they just kept on barking. There was a torch just within arm’s length, so she grabbed 

for it. Shining the torch underneath the panel, to her surprise she saw there was another room. 

Prising the boards away with a jemmy, she let out a gasp of amazement, exclaiming “Oh my 

god, I feel like I’ve stepped back in time”. 

The secret room was like something from a museum. There was a musty smell in the air, 

lots of cobwebs and dust everywhere. As she stepped through the opening, she could see 

from the light of the torch a captain’s chair in front of a large roll top writing bureau with an 

oil lamp sitting on top. She rolled up the top of the bureau and inside was a book, pen and 

bottle of ink. Dusting away the cobwebs from the chair she sat down. With torch in hand, she 

picked up the book, there was a name on the front, it was Caolain Farlhino, and she thought it 

a strange name. The torch began to dim just as she was about to open the book.  

In the meantime, Jenny had forgotten all about the ball which had rolled under the panel 

but Oscar eventually found it and carried on playing. 

She needed to find some batteries. Getting up from the chair she swung around and 

noticed a door on the opposite wall of the secret room. Feeling a cold draught coming 

through the keyhole, she tried to turn the knob, but it wouldn’t budge. Jenny decided 

whatever secrets were hidden behind the door could wait for another time. She started to go 

back upstairs, then noticed a box of batteries on a shelf. Well, that was handy she thought. So 

with new batteries in the torch, she sat down in the chair again and begun to read, but it 

wasn’t a book, it was a diary.  A number of hours passed as Jenny was absorbed into the 

world of this fascinating person. The diary started with a date of 1660. 

Whilst Jenny was reading, Oscar & Emmy had been rummaging about. Emmy had found 

an old rag doll and Oscar managed to uncover what looked like a trap door. What with the 

door in the room, goodness only knows where that leads, and now a trap door. What other 

secrets does this house hold? 

After a while Jenny heard a noise upstairs, so went to investigate. Cloud had been 

annoying Kiwi & Mango, Zeus was out of his box and he’d slithered through the cat flap and 

into the back garden where Henrietta was making a racket. Normally the pets were quite 

placid but they seemed agitated. She went to check at the front door, everything seemed OK 

at first but as she stepped outside and looked down the street she couldn’t believe her eyes. 

Some of the houses had disappeared into an enormous hole. 
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The colour drained from her face as she rubbed her eyes in disbelief. Jenny began to panic 

thinking her house might disappear next, but nothing happened. 

As she went back indoors everything went hazy. 

~~~~~ 

Rubbing her eyes and giving a load yawn she woke up. Was it all just a dream she asked 

herself? It seemed so real to her. 

But no, it couldn’t all have been a dream. She was sitting in the captain’s chair and on the 

bureau next to her was the diary. She went upstairs to check on her animals, they were all 

safe and sound. She looked outside the front door, all the houses were still standing. Jenny 

wondered why she would have a dream like that, maybe something to do with diary. It was so 

weird. She had the diary in her hand and looking at the front she could see the lettering was 

raised. She rubbed her fingers over the letters and could make out the name of ‘Captain 

Farthing’. Jenny couldn’t believe it, he had the same surname as her, and wondered if he was 

related. She went back down to the cellar. Before she could do anything the animals were 

making a commotion, the same as in her dream.  

But no, it must have been a premonition! 

She ran outside, down the road shouting “Get out of your houses, they’re going to 

collapse.” 

Her neighbours thought she had gone raving mad. She was crying out. “Please believe 

me, you have to believe me, they’re going to collapse down an enormous hole.” 

One by one people came out of their houses looking very puzzled. 

Joanna, her next door neighbour, was concerned and said “Why would you say such 

things?” 

Jenny replied “I found an old diary, it mentions about some tin mines in the area and there 

was a collapse, I believe it’s where your houses are now.” 

She was becoming hysterical saying “Please help me get everyone out.” 

Joanna thought about it, nodded and said “Let’s do it.” 

They managed to get everyone to a point of safety. Then suddenly a thunderous roar was 

heard and one by one the houses disappeared. 

The present Lord of the Manor knew nothing about the tin mines, as they were never 

charted. In good faith he offered all those affected a safe haven at the Manor House until new 

accommodation was found. 

~~~~~ 

Sometime later Jenny researched the history of the Manor House and grounds. She found 

out that there was a tunnel linking the Manor House, The Lodge and a small church in the 

grounds. In the church was a tomb to Captain Farthing, who was a distant relative of Jenny’s. 

He lost his life trying to save the miners families during the first mine collapse. She thought 

to herself ‘she was just meant to be there at that time’. And, if it hadn’t been for her animals 

she might never have connected things. 

Sometime after the dust had settled Jenny decided it was about time to investigate the 

cellar further, and find out what lies behind the door, as well as checking what’s under the 

trap door? And so, Jenny’s adventures were just beginning. 
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It's a cliche,I know,but hardly my fault.My parents  thought it witty and waggish to 

christen me Tommy.Tommy Atkins,of number 5,Inkspot Avenue,where I live with my  wife  

Joan and our two girls,Melanie and Rebecca.It's a nice enough place,Wonchester,and a nice  

little road,though absurdly over-titled for a single line of houses,along the brook.We all get 

on well enough,though most of the residents are quite old and don't get about much.The  only 

ones we see much of are Peter and Gladys,the Hancocks,who run their Band B at number 

14,one of the older houses in the road,a pair of farm cottages knocked together generations 

since. 

It was the Hancocks,in fact ,who set the ball rolling on this affair,in simple 

desperation.They had a lodger,at the time,an American called Hiram Rickenbacker 

Goldberg.If you gave him his name,he would solemnly correct you.He was to be known as 

Hiram Thingy Thingy the Third,he insisted. It was part of his Saxon heritage, you see,the 

same heritage  he was seeking to explore by choosing to stay in a Band B rather than an 

hotel,though he made plain that he could well afford to stay at the very best place in town.He 

did have a bunch of wonderful cameras and his wardrobe was vast,a great embarrassment to 

the Hancocks  as  it overflowed from his room and piled up on the landing, billows  of 

astonishing long shorts  and technicoloured shirts. 

Came the day that Hiram was going on to the bemused Hancocks about his roots in the 

area,how his Royalist Saxon forebears had fought those Norman roundheads,right 

here,through the wealden forests of the time until,backing the wrong horse,they had to escape 

to the New World.He was desperate to find the site of their battle,or,at least,some memento 

of it. 

Mrs Hancock suddenly remembered my hobby,at least,the public face of it,the metal 

detecting I would essay,by day.Neither she,nor her husband,nor any of my neighbours  

knew,nor could ever know, of the other side of my hobby,the guerilla archaeology-

alright,treasure hunting-that had me creeping and digging around their gardens,by night. 

"Tommy Atkins at number 5 knows a bit about local archaeology"she exaggerated"I'll  

bet  he could help you,locating your roots"It was,as I mentioned before,pure 

desperation.Anything to get their lodger away for a while. 

Now,I'd had no real success with my treasure hunting.I had the usual treasure hunter's 

dreams,of course,of locating the physick garden of the local,totally lost and destroyed 

monastery.I had worked out,to my own complete satisfaction,that this must be the place 

where the Abbot and Prior had hidden and buried their renowned altar plate,before the King's 

men arrived to desecrate their priory and to loot everything saleable,the only  secure and 

private place left to them,safe behind its high windbreak walls from any prying eyes. 

I had actually found a little goblet,which I had an antiquarian friend appraise.Pinchbeck, 

he told me,possibly 18th century,but of coarse design and workmanship,of little interest and 

less value.I had stuck it away in my Diddy  box,under the bed,where Rebecca had found it, 

while playing hide and seek with her sister.Both girls had demanded to know,what it was,and 

why,and was I still creeping about digging,even though I'd promised Mummy  I  had 

stopped,before getting arrested. 

"Do you want the plain truth?"I asked them"Or would you like a good story?"Of course, 

they chose the story,so I told them how the Abbot and Prior of our lost monastery had known 

that King Henry's men were on their way to close it down.They knew that their altar plate 

would be taken,for the King, along with everything else worth stealing, so they sent the 

Brothers away,to be safe,and set about trying to bury the gold and silver church vessels,safe 

from the King.The two old men could hardly make much of a hole,wherever they tried to 
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dig,so,in the end,they stuffed everything in a wooden chest,with some loose stones from a 

broken wall,and dropped it down their well,then dropped on top of  it the rest of the broken 

masonry.Their failed holes,all over the garden,so confused the King's men,when they arrived 

,that they never did find the treasures,in the well,so they beat the Prior so hard,to make him 

talk,that he died.The Abbot survived  long enough for the  King  to have him hanged, for 

treason.He should,of course,have known that crossing King Henry was the very worst sort of 

treason,in those days.I put my finger to my lips,at this point, took back the little goblet from 

Melanie, and made a great show of wrapping it again in my best handkerchief,for safe  

keeping,under the bed. 

Now,when Hiram Thingy Thingy the Third turned up,I was still at work,so Joan offered  

him  a cup of tea and left him with the girls,while she went on with dinner.She wondered 

what they would make of him,with his ridiculous long and baggy shorts in many startling 

colours and his whole string of cameras around his neck,but he seemed harmless enough,even 

if rather odd,and the girls,bless them,would be polite and do their best to put him at  his  ease. 

I arrived to find him actually hopping about with impatience,begging and almost  

demanding to see my wonderful find.The girls chose this moment to bow out,whilst Hiram 

elaborated on his request.As a fellow Saxon,I owed him sight of my find,he opined.Mentally  

cursing  the Hancocks for setting this fellow on me, I dug out my mean little goblet,which he 

took reverently in both hands, gazing in awe and making little gargling sounds of delight. 

I told him what I knew of its nature and origin and he looked blankly at me,then a 

cunning grin suffused his face.Of course it was a mean little drinking pot, property of some  

Georgian tosspot, he conceded-but,sotto voce,he and I knew it for altar plate.Why, he could 

plainly discern the gold lining in this silver vessel. John Bull would never miss it, as a pub 

measure,nor would Uncle Sam need to know its real nature ,while he smuggled  it home, into 

the States.The upshot was that I abandoned my efforts to correct him, accepting  rather his 

cheque for a larger number than I had ever seen. 

I was bemused that he had repeated to me the very story I had made up for the girls, but I 

was past arguing.There was more than one very nice family holiday wrapped up in his 

cheque,I decided,as well as a new and better metal detector for myself, if only I could  get  it 

past  Joan. 
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Jeremy retired on his 65
th

 birthday. He would have liked to have stayed on for a few more 

years but they made him an offer he couldn’t refuse. 

 

His wife, Anne, was still working though, on the check out at Lidl. She loved it and like 

him was reluctant to retire. 

 

What would they do with themselves?  They rarely went out and only took the occasional 

holiday. Neither had any hobbies to speak of. Most evenings were spent in separate chairs in 

the living room gazing at the television or reading a book. That is, apart from Wednesdays 

when Anne went off to the bingo hall. 

 

In fact, the more Jeremy thought about it the more he realised that  over time they had 

drifted apart. 45 years of marriage- no children- and interests that weren’t shared. All in all, 

after a year of retirement, he was already totally bored and disenchanted. 

 

But he had a plan. Something that could change his life completely and for the better. It 

had been slowly maturing in his head. 

 

Three years ago, all the neighbours had got together and held a street party to celebrate 

the Queen’s Jubilee. The weather was awful that day and frankly the party was a bit of a 

wash-out but one thing made it a very happy day for Jeremy.  

 

He met Suzie. 

 

She was handing out teas and coffees and immediately he set eyes on her his heart began 

to pound. Anne had got fed up with the weather and in any case was not much of a one for 

royal celebrations. “What’s so special about them?” she would say. “A life of Riley if you ask 

me.” She went back to No. 8 to get warm, leaving Jeremy on his own. 

 

Seeing an opportunity he got chatting to Suzie and soon found they had a lot in common. 

She was a bit younger than him but had clearly looked after herself. She had a vivacity that 

Anne had lost years ago. 

 

It turned out Suzie’s husband had died two years earlier and her children lived a long way 

away so she was quite lonely. That was why she had volunteered to help out at the party in 

the hopes of making some new acquaintances. 

 

As Anne always went to the bingo hall on Wednesdays, Jeremy suggested he and Suzie 

could meet up somewhere while Anne was out bingoing.  And so a weekly rendezvous 

began. 

 

As the relationship grew stronger he realised that a different future could be there for the 

taking. 

 

But what would become of Anne? She had no family. Her parents were dead and she was 

an only child. “What would be the kindest way to end this long relationship?” he began to 

ponder. 
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Before his last job, Jeremy had worked in a pharmacy for several years. He could still 

remember very well which medicines were dangerous if taken in large quantities.  

 

Gradually, he began to buy small supplies of pain killers in various pharmacies around the 

town and further afield. 

 

When he had amassed a good supply, enough to kill an elephant- twice, he started to think 

about digging a large hole in the garden…. 
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Lyn stood at her upstairs bedroom window watching her neighbour tidying his already 

immaculate garden. Recently retired, he seemed to be searching for something to occupy his 

time.  She looked across at no. 10, on the other side.  What a contrast!  George had been 

living in his house for fifty years and the garden was full of car parts, dismantled motor bikes, 

old washing machines and fridges. 

She sighed.  They were lovely houses, Edwardian terraced, nicely proportioned rooms and 

built for family living.  There were still families in the street at numbers 4, 5, 7, 11, 13 and  at 

no. 3 there was a couple with a young baby, but all in all they were a motley crowd. 

Lyn turned away.  They really should get out in to the garden this weekend and tidy a bit.  

But how was she going to motivate her house mates?   

They had all come together when Ellen, her New Zealand friend, went on a whistle stop tour 

of Europe.  Fourteen countries in three weeks.  She came home with a request that Lyn might 

be willing to give temporary accommodation to Andrea and Christine.  Well there was one 

vacant bedroom upstairs and they could turn one of the downstairs rooms into a temporary 

bedroom.  It was only temporary after all. 

Temporary?  That was seven months ago. 

Lyn looked back over the time.  She was in her fifties and the "girls" were  all in their 

twenties.  Andrea, in love and emotional spent a lot of her time at home telling them the ups 

and downs of her affair.  Seldom to be seen in the kitchen, but often found sitting by the gas 

fire toasting her feet, the other three despaired of her.   

Christine was a practical girl.  She kept her room beautifully tidy and herself neat and 

businesslike.  She had been lucky and landed herself a good job in a local insurance office 

and was saving for her next foray into Europe. 

"Lyn," came a call from downstairs. 

Lyn went to the door of her room and saw Ellen standing at the bottom of the stairs. 

"We're just going to get a take away, do you want something?" 

That was another thing, they never cooked. 

Lyn sighed. 

"No, that's fine.  I have some left overs from yesterday." 

What was she going to do?  It was her house, but it didn't feel like it any more.  She had 

brought up her own three children and they were now spread around the world.  John was in 

Canada with his girlfriend working in a gas station, Dawn in the US with her husband and 

Bill travelling himself in New Zealand.  Her husband was long gone,  

She certainly had no idea that she would have another set of twenty year olds to contend with. 

Well, even if they stayed out late on Saturday night, she was going to make sure they all 

spent some time on Sunday helping her to clear the back garden. 

The bell rang and Lyn went to open it, muttering about forgotten keys.  The woman from 

number one was standing there, ginger hair wildly sticking out.  Short, plump with vividly 

hennaed hair, Elsie was the eccentric owner of a cat, two dogs, parrots, a chicken and a snake. 

She was distraught. 

"Have you seen my snake?" 

Snake?  Lyn stared at her. 

"He is not in his tank.  I've tried all the houses but no one has seen it." 

There were seven houses between them and the likelihood of it finding its way through all 

those gardens was unlikely, but Lyn felt she should at least try to help her neighbour. 

"Come through and we can look". 

The two of them rummaged around in the long grass that Lyn was so determined to get cut on 

Sunday.  If the snake wasn't found, she knew that she would not have any chance of help to 
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clear at the weekend.  She wasn't keen herself.  What if she came across it suddenly?  Oh no, 

this could definitely be the end of a garden make over. 

The sun was still shining, although late, and she glanced over the wall into number 10.  There 

was the snake, curled up on the top of one of the abandoned washing machines, warm on the 

white metal, basking in the last of the sunshine. 

Elsie was ecstatic.  They returned to the front and off she went to ring the bell of number 10. 

"We're home" chorused her three house mates.  "Plenty of Chinese for you if you want it". 

Lyn turned gratefully to the table.  Yes, after her snake adventure she was more than ready to 

enjoy the food and the company. 

There were some consolations to sharing your home and they were a great bunch really. 

They would all go home one day and she would be back to rattling around in the house alone.  

"Cheers," they raised their glasses and she began telling them about the snake. 
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Molly lived with her father and sister, her stepmother Ruth, and Ruth’s two sons Adrian 

and Ian.  It wasn’t that she didn’t like her own family, or the family she had acquired through 

her father’s remarriage; it was just that she felt suffocated, frustrated, irritated most of the 

time.  The house was crowded.  She longed for space.  She lay back in the bath with her eyes 

closed.  A loud banging on the door made her jump.  ‘You gonna be in there long Mol?’ 

asked Adrian.  I need to shave!  She sighed and slowly climbed out of the warm water.  

‘Something’s got to change’ she thought, ‘before I go mad, or kill someone, or kill myself.’ 

 

She dressed, went downstairs and, without saying a word to the family busy eating their 

breakfast, quietly closed the front door behind her.   Directly opposite 11 Inkspot Avenue was 

a gateway into the park.  She opened the gate and the narrow path led her between huge 

rhododendron bushes, their leaves blocking the sun and making her shiver.  She hurried along 

and within a few moments she reached the lake.  She shaded her eyes and looked across to 

the opposite side.  ‘Good’ she thought.  ‘He’s there’.  She had seen him there on several 

occasions when she had taken a walk in the park to escape the noise of home.  But she had 

not spoken to him, choosing instead her own company and time for her own thoughts.  It took 

her nearly ten minutes to walk around to the other side of the lake, past displays of daffodils 

and early tulips.   An elderly lady in a thick tweed coat was bent down next to a bed of 

wallflowers, drinking in their scent.  Molly stopped for a moment to watch two grey squirrels 

chasing each other madly, in some kind of mating ritual probably.   She approached the bench 

he sat on.  ‘Hello’ she said.  ‘Hello young lady!’ he replied cheerfully.  ‘And how are you 

settling into your new house?  What’s it been, two weeks now?’ ‘Three actually’ she replied.  

She had met him very briefly, on moving in day.  She was carrying a black sack full clothes.  

It had split just as he was approaching the house next door.  He stopped and helped her pick 

up the clothes from the pavement.  She had looked into his eyes, past his unkempt and 

dishevelled appearance, and she had seen something which she did not know how to define.  

A kindness, she thought, and wisdom, and a sparkle she might have expected to see in the 

eyes of a much younger man.  That one look had made an impression she had not been quite 

able to forget. 

She stood in front of him now, a little awkwardly, shifting from one foot to another.  ‘Do 

you have time to sit down? He asked, picking up his coat to make room for her on the bench.  

They chatted, small talk to begin with, but there was something about him which made her 

feel ready and willing to talk to him, honestly and openly.  ‘So how long is it since your mum 

passed away?’ he asked.  ‘Five years now, when I was 12.  Then Dad met Ruth and they 

decided to get married.  Soon after that we all moved here because our last house was way 

too small for six of us. But this house isn’t that much bigger really, it doesn’t seem bigger 

anyway; I still have to share a room.’   

‘I don’t know your name’ she said.  Mine’s Molly.  And I’m Stanley’ he replied, ‘Stanley 

Shipton.  I’ve lived next door to your house for 50 years.  Most of them with my wife, but she 

left this earth around the same time as your Mother.  So we’ve a lot in common you and I 

Molly.’  ‘Yes’ she said simply, and gazed out over the lake.  ‘There’s a wind getting up 

Molly’ he said as ripples began to form on the water and the sun hid behind the clouds.  Shall 

we take our thoughts back home now?’  She smiled and nodded, and together they wandered 

back to 10 and 11 Inkspot Avenue.  She was glad she had spoken to Stanley.  She felt she had 

found in him an ally, and certainly had spoken more with him during the last hour, than she 

had probably spoken with her own family in the last three weeks.  She felt sad for him, felt 
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his loneliness, and understood now why he sat on that bench so often, remembering the hours 

he had spent in the park with his wife. 

 

Around 3am the following morning she was woken by the sound of sirens, and soon she 

smelt the smoke.  She jumped out of bed and raced to the window.  Below she saw the 

emergency vehicles and fire engines preparing to put out the flames in the house next door.  

‘Stanley’ she gasped.  She threw on some clothes, and by this time the rest of the family 

were/was out of their beds too.  There was a hammering on their front door, and a policeman 

standing there, advising them to leave the house.  Number 11 Inkspot Avenue was well and 

truly ablaze.  ‘He was a hoarder you know’ said a husband and wife from number eight.  This 

was an accident waiting to happen.  Something should have been done about him years ago.’  

‘Something should have been done about him’ repeated Molly to herself in her mind.  She 

choked back her tears; unsure if they were tears of indignation about the callous way they 

were talking about Stanley, her Stanley, or tears of terrible fear for his safety. ‘Please God let 

him be ok’ she prayed.  She was unaware of it at the time, but this was the first occasion since 

losing her Mother, that she felt more concern for somebody else, than for herself.  But God 

couldn’t save Stanley from the acrid smoke and vicious fire. 

 

Two weeks later, dressed in black, she sat on a hard wooden pew in a little chapel not far 

from the park.  It was a simple service for Stanley.  He’d had no children, and apart from 

herself, only a few of his remaining cousins were in attendance.  There was no gathering 

afterwards.  The cousins went their own way, and Molly went to the bench.  She imagined 

Stanley sitting next to her, and she spoke to him, kindly, gently, as he had spoken to her.  She 

told him it hadn’t been his fault about the fire.  Squatters at number nine had started a fire, 

which somehow had caught Stanley’s chimney alight.  She promised she would bring him to 

the park in her thoughts.  She gazed over the lake, feeling still inside like the lake itself.  She 

closed her eyes, and once again she could see into Stanley’s eyes.  In her mind’s eye she saw 

the kindness and wisdom, she felt the caring, she sensed the love Stanley had had for his 

wife, and she knew that the hour she had spent with him had caused her to do an awful lot of 

growing up.   
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‘The legs will have to come off.’ 

Jeremy took a step back from two men standing on his doorstep threatening him.  

‘I’ll be fine.’ The man said, seeing the alarmed look on his face. ‘We’ve done it 

before.’   

Jeremy gulped. Not at all comforted by the thought that he was going to be murdered 

by actual experts ‘So where . . .’ 

‘Where do I want it done?’  Jeremy cut in.  His mind racing now, trying to work out 

how he could escape the villains.  

‘No,’ the man said rolling his eyes.  ‘We’ll do that in the van.  I need to see where you 

want the piano. Make sure after we take off the legs we can fit it through the door.’  

Jeremy looked past the men to see a removals van parked in the street.  Relief they 

weren’t Assassins. Just delivery men.  At the mad mix-up he started laughing hysterically.  

But hang on . . . He stopped laughing and hiccupped. ‘We didn’t order a piano,’ he told 

the man.  ‘You’ve got the wrong address.’ 

The deliveryman sighed.  They had a right one here.  ‘This is number 12 Inkspot 

Avenue. And you are Mr Bonniface.’ 

‘Well, yes,  but . . .’ 

‘So where do you want this ruddy piano.’ 

‘I .  .  . Can you just wait one minute,’ Jeremy said.  ‘I just need to speak to my wife.’ 

‘Well hurry up mister.  We haven’t all day.  We do have other deliveries to make.’ 

Jeremy left the man standing on the doorstep and hurried back inside, pounding up the 

stairs two at a time, to bang on the bathroom door. 

‘Priscilla,  there is a man downstairs, says he has a piano for us.  Do you know 

anything about this?’ 

The door opened and his wife stood here in a floor-length dressing gown, her hair 

wrapped in a towel. ‘Oh dear,’ she said.  ‘I thought it was due tomorrow.’ 

‘Hey Mister,’ the delivery man’s voice came from downstairs.  ‘Can you please tell 

me where the piano is going.’  

Priscilla pushed past her husband and lent over the banister.  ‘In the lounge, to your 

left,’ she called out. 

Half an hour after much huffing, puffing, downing two cups of tea, four digestive 

biscuits and pocketing a £20 tip the deliverymen departed – leaving the large grand piano 

wedged in the Boniface’s lounge. 

‘We haven’t got room for a piano,’ Jeremy moaned.  ‘There’s barely room to move in 

here now.’   

‘Well I did say we needed an extension built,’ Priscilla said, climbing over the coffee 

table to squeeze herself in front to the piano.  It’s got lovely legs hasn’t it,’ she said. 

 ‘Don’t change the subject,’ Jeremy snapped.  ‘Putting aside the cost. What on earth 

possessed you to buy this ridiculously expensive piece of equipment.’ 

‘You don’t listen do you,’ Priscilla said.’  Propping up the piano lid and peering 

inside at the workings.  ‘I told you I am going to start giving singing lessons. And for that 

I need music.  Hence the piano.’  

‘But you can’t play the thing.’ Jeremy said.  

‘No, but you can.’  Priscilla  pecked him on the cheek. 

Jeremy shook his head.  ‘How long have we been married,’ he said.  

Priscilla frowned.  ‘Fifteen years – why.’ 

‘Have you ever seen me play a piano in all that time.’ 

‘Well no, but you are a musician.’ 

12 Inkspot Avenue 
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‘Yes I am, but obviously you haven’t noticed I only play stringed instruments.’ 

Priscilla shrugged and ran her hand over the piano keys.  ‘Never mind.  I’ll just get 

the woman from number six to help out.’ 

‘The organist at the church you mean.’ 

‘Yes, I’m sure if she can play the organ then she can master the piano.  And she’s sure 

to be interested when I tell her I am going to set up an Inkspot Avenue Choir.  I’m sure 

everyone will want to join’ 

‘A Choir.  Jeremy shook his head again. ‘So you reckon the people who run the B&B 

at number 14 will have spare time for singing practice do you.’ 

 ‘Why not. Besides if  this choir takes off then I am going to suggest Singing Holidays, 

which might make them a bit of money.’ 

‘And what do you think our next door neighbours will think of all the noise.’ 

‘I’m sure we won’t make any more noise than the four kids in number 11. Yelling 

their heads off.  Besides some of them might like to sign up for singing lessons.  They 

probably go to school with the twins in number five and might get them to come along 

too.  And I think family on the other side – in number 13 might get their Grandmother to 

join in to help her with her English.’  

‘Okay. I see where you are going with this.  You expect the wife in number 8 might 

like to join to get away from her husband who has just retired, or maybe he fancies a new 

hobby.’   

‘Yes.  You got it.  I reckon everyone in the Avenue will have some reason to want to 

join Inkspot’s Choir.’  Priscilla said, clambering over the armchair to get to the desk 

tucked in the corner of the room.  ‘Look at this.’  She handed her husband a piece of 

paper. I found this on Internet and I am going to print it on flyers and drop them through 

the letterboxes. 

Jeremy read the printed words ‘Group singing is cheaper than therapy, healthier than 

drinking, and certainly more fun than working out. It is the one thing in life where feeling 

better is pretty much guaranteed.’ 

‘And the widower in number 10 is probably lonely, joining our choir with be good for 

him.  It might even help him break out of his hoarding obsession,’ Priscilla went on.   

‘Shame he isn’t that bit younger you could have done a bit of matchmaking with the 

woman in number 2.  Her being a single parent.’ 

‘Oh stop it,’ Priscilla said, batting Jeremy on the arm.   

‘I can’t see the couple in number 3 with the new baby, having time to take singing 

lessons.’ 

‘I’m sure they will.  I’ll tell them to bring the baby along, I expect it will be lulled to 

sleep with all the singing.  I am thinking too that the son in number 5 might like to join us 

to help ease the stress of having to look after his elderly parents.’ 

‘Or maybe he could put his dad in a wheelchair and bring him along,’ Jeremy 

quipped. 

‘That’s a good idea I’ll suggest it to him.’ Priscilla said.   

‘Well The family in number 7 won’t be able to take part.  The wife told me they are 

moving to Australia.’ 

‘No, but perhaps when the new people move in I’ll be able to sign them up.’ 

‘You’re amazing,’ Jeremy said. ‘Don’t tell me you are going to invite the woman in 

no 1 to bring her animals along.’ 

‘No of course not, that wouldn’t be practical, but I am sure she will love practicing 

her singing to her animals when she gets home.’ 

‘Right . .. and don’t tell you are thinking of asking the people in no 9 to get involved.  

I’ve heard they are squatters.’ 

‘They might be,’ Priscilla, ‘but that shouldn’t count against them.  Maybe including 

them in our little community might be a good thing for everyone.’ 

‘Well I hope you are going to charge for these lessons. We need to pay for this piano 

somehow.  And by the way how do you intend to get everyone in here.    
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‘Yes that is a bit of a problem. I didn’t realise the piano would take up so much room. 

Like I said we could really do with an extension.’ 

‘You must have been thinking you ordered a toy piano then,’ Jeremy said 

sarcastically.  And there is no way we can afford an extension, especially now since you 

have spent most our savings on this monstrosity, he said, slamming down the lid of the 

piano in frustration.   

Just then there was a loud creaking noise.  The next moment a huge hole opened in 

the floor and Priscilla, along with the piano fell through it.   

‘Priscilla, Priscilla are you okay,’ Jeremy shouted, getting to his knees and peering 

into the darkness below. 

‘I’m fine,’ she called back up.  ‘No broken bones, and believe it or not the piano is in 

one piece too.  Even the legs are intact.   And guess what I think we’ve found a hidden 

cellar and I reckon, with a few alterations, some stairs and maybe a window put in, that 

this will be the ideal place for Inkspot Choir.’   

‘Jeremy stood up and stepped away from the gaping hole.’ 

‘Can you get me out now,’ Priscilla called from her new choir room.   

‘Just a moment dear,’ Jeremy said, coughing, ‘I just need a drink.  All that dust from 

the floorboard collapsing has made my throat dry.’ With that he opened the front door and 

made his way to the pub to get legless. 



 

14 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 “Sources within The Home Office believe that an eighty six year old woman who flew 

out to Turkey has joined Islamic State militants.”  The blurry images of somebody, 

presumably a woman,  in a burqa, limping along with the aid of a walking stick cut back to 

the studio with John Snow of channel Four News .  He was finding it hard to keep a straight 

face despite the gravity of this news item. At number 13 Inkspot Avenue it was greeted with 

dismay and foreboding. 

“Oh the shame on us that Mama Gee has joined these fanatics” cried a tearful Mama 

Afama. 

“I say good ol’ Granma. There’s no shame in what she’s done” regaled grandson Steve. 

“She’s gone out to fight Assad and his butchers.” 

“It’s not Assad I’m worried about, it’s western folk having … having nasty things done to 

them” responded Hamid, father of the troubled Siddiqui family.  

This brought another tearful response from his wife, Mama Afama,  with woeful sobs of  

“Oh the shame, the shame.”  

“Oh do shut-up the sobbing, woman,” protested her husband, Hamid. “Mama Gee has 

gone and there is nothing we can do to get her back and if she came back she would just be 

arrested.”  

More sobs from Mama Afama. 

Daughter Sarah joined in the debate. “I told you she was looking at some dodgy stuff on 

her computer.  Castles and military stuff. She’s been radicalised, that’s what’s happened.” 

 “I knew we should never have let her go to that silver surfer group” responded Father, 

Hamid. “I wanted her to learn English and she goes off to a bloody Hindi computer class.” 

“I can’t see ow she’s gonna be much used to ‘em cause she don’t speak any Arabic, 

except bits she’s learnt from the Mosque an’ Quran” added Steve. “Unless she’s been learnin’ 

that on ‘er computer.”   

“Perhaps she’s gonna become a sex slave” added a rather unhelpful daughter, causing 

further sobs from Mama Afama.   

“Oh don’t be so bloody ridiculous” responded an irate Father Hamid an,  as an 

afterthought, “I hope she’s taken a good supply of her pills.”    

“They’ll probably train ‘er up to be a suicide bomber” said Steve, which elicited a further 

flood of tears and sobbing from Mama Afama. 

The news item had come as no surprise to the family. Grandma, Mama Gee,  had 

disappeared nearly a fortnight earlier and news of her radicalisation had somehow filtered 

through from relatives in India. It had been a shock to the whole family who, although 

nominally of the Muslim faith, held no truck with the radical Isis group causing such terror in 

the Middle East and in Europe. The Imam at their Mosque, which they occasionally attended, 

had warned of such fanatical groups. Although aware that the Quran spoke of Jihad it was a 

subject that they chose to ignore here in England where the Siddiqui family had made their 

home many years earlier after fleeing a crazed Idi Amin in Uganda.  

Hamid Siddique had sought hard to be part of the community of Inkspot Avenue and it 

had irked him greatly that his mother, Mama Gee, adamantly refused to learn any English.  

As a governor of the local secondary school and secretary of the of the local community 

watch committee, he believed he was a respected member of the community. He also held a 

very important post at the local council offices and now all this publicity about his aged 

mother was making him a laughing stock. After the first news item on the television the 

couple from number three, with the screaming baby, had jokingly asked, 

“Has Granma taken her walking stick to fight with?” Hamid was not amused.   

13 Inkspot Avenue 
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One of the squatters from number nine had remarked that, “At least she’ll be able to speak 

the lingo” , ignorant that Mama Gee only spoke Hindi, not Arabic. 

Not surprisingly,  Inkspot Avenue was besieged by broadcast television networks from 

around the globe. At first the camera trucks, OB vehicles and well known reporters were 

quite a novelty but this soon wore off as residents had difficulty parking and getting through 

the melee. The folk at number seven had protested vehemently at this attack on their freedom 

to come and go. 

“It’s not right; it’s a diabolical infringement of our liberty to drive down our street 

without being pestered by television cameras. It wouldn’t happen in Australia.” The family 

were emigrating to Australia within the month believing it to be, the land of the free. The two 

children were very unsure about the move and more concerned that they were leaving all 

their friends behind. The current commotion was a pleasant diversion for them and took their 

minds off the move down under.  

Inevitably some of the neighbours were wheeled before the cameras to be interviewed and 

asked how well they knew ‘grandma’. 

“Well she was a quiet sort a lady, kept herself to herself really. Come as a bit of a shock 

to know she’s goin’ out to join those Isis terrorists. Never imagined somebody from Inkspot 

Avenue getting sort of involved like that” said the widower from number ten. 

The lady from number eleven seemed to attract a good deal of coverage. She was an 

attractive blonde with plenty to say, most of which was complete nonsense. Mama Gee had 

spoken to her about the state of morals in the country and the corruption in the government. 

“The West is decadent and immoral”. Quite how this conversation took place is questionable 

since the lady in question didn’t speak Hindi but it made for a good story and helped fill 

airtime.  

Some of the neighbours interviewed were disappointed that they never made their fifteen 

minutes of fame. Even media hungry news editors have to reject absolute twaddle and they 

recognised that for the most part nobody had a clue that Grandma Mama Gee was planning to 

become a Militant Jihadist Warrior. 

It seems the media are rarely called to account when they get things wrong, when hearsay 

becomes fact and fiction the stuff of the 10.00 o’clock news. There never was any 

communication from Mama Gee and, with no news of her in her new Jihadist role, the news 

channels quickly became bored and moved onto another story.  

The OB trucks and camera crews had long departed Inkspot Avenue when Mama Gee 

suddenly turned up in a taxi. She had returned from a long holiday in a remote part of 

Scotland with a male friend from the Hindi Computer class. You didn’t need a passport for 

Scotland.  Mama Gee’s had long expired and not been renewed, for she had no desire to fly 

off to foreign shores. 
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They lived in a house 

with a sweet little mouse, 

and a cat called Tibbles Divine, 

 

For thirty short years 

they shared laughter and tears 

and a love both unique and sublime. 

 

No. 14 Inkspot Avenue! 

Now who would have a name like that? 

Just a rambling, red brick terraced house, 

that didn't know it's front from it's back 

 

Though to Bill it was a simple dwelling place, 

but to Jill it was a palace indeed. 

So they lived in this house, 

with a sweet little mouse. 

'T is a little piece of Eden, both agreed. 

 

So they grilled and they fried 

as they poached and they tried 

to make welcome their guests for the day. 

They would open with prayers 

as some danced down the stairs. 

For a Christian, life starts in that way. 

 

“May I have the salt and pepper, Sir”? 

“A kipper?” “After you”. 

“Will you pass the peanut butter, dear”? 

“Oh! Yes, I'm famished too”! 

 

“Whose for eggs and bacon then? 

Whose for marmalade or jam?” 

“Do pass the peanut butter dear 

for starving, that I am”. 

 

So they grilled and they fried 

they boiled and beside 

such meals were a joy to behold, 

but they all grew fat, 

so no more of that, 

for such comments one needs to be bold. 

 

Yes, theirs was a simple duty, 

fulfilling a God given need. 

Theirs was a loving whisper 

a spreading of  heavenly seed. 

14 Inkspot Avenue 
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