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Caught in the Rain 

Colin Hilliam 

 

This is just a slice of life. A wet and soggy slice, that’s true, but no more.  

I can date it pretty well, by the hedge we'd laid, up at Hellingly. That was a Millennium 

celebration, for us volunteers, something other than dragging and burning brushwood, after 

Andy Mitchell's tree-fellers had done their work. He was-probably still is-the County Council 

Ranger looking after the Cuckoo Trail and he relied heavily on us volunteers, to stretch his 

budget and keep the trail clean and clear. Apart from gnawing back turf on the trail surface 

and lopping back briars and hazel and dogroses, leaning over the path ready to snare the 

unwary rider, our main task , nearly every month, when we would meet for our workday, 

would be to clear and burn the twigs and small branches left by the fellers.  

Andy's aim was a simple one; he needed regularly to fell numbers of good sized trees, 

forever sprouting on the old railway embankments bordering the Cuckoo Trail, so that trail 

users had some views to enjoy. Left to themselves, the trees simply closed in on the track till 

there was no more than an apparently endless green tunnel, very dull and dispiriting, after a 

while.  

So Andy took pity on his volunteers, on this occasion. We would not have to break our 

backs while burning our faces black, not this time. We could instead break our backs and 

shred our fingers, splitting, laying and lacing the most unfriendly hawthorns, the most whippy 

hazels, into a kind of palisade that, he assured us, would soon be a really beautiful hedge, 

bordering the old railway sidings area beside the former station, at Hellingly.  

I was well pleased with our efforts, by the end of the day, a good long run of what looked, 

more than anything, like a derelict beanframe and I took to checking it out, every time I rode 

that way. By late spring, it looked much more promising, with little twigs everywhere, 

thickening and filling in the frame. By early summer, it was beginning to fulfill that promise, 

growing now into three dimensions.  

By high summer, in July, I thought our hedge would be a thing of beauty, a haven for 

wildlife and a genuine barrier to the cattle next door. I packed my sandwiches, I filled my 

flask and wedged it mostly inside a pannier and set off from my then home, in Langney, up 

through the estate, over Willingdon Drove and onto the shared leisure trail, alongside the 

Jubilee Way.  

It was so, so hot. I was very glad to be wearing only shorts and a tee-shirt. Even so, I was 

riding gently, ambling along, to avoid breaking a sweat. I was glad to get in amongst the 
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trees, beyond Polegate. I was even happier when I popped out on the old sidings at Hellingly, 

and could view our masterwork.  Our hedge really had taken off, thickening already, the 

different growths and greens very visible, birds busily working in and out.  

I sat at the picnic table to eat my lunch, basking in the view and the feeling of a job well 

done, when it occurred to me that I really should photograph our work, my own Millennium 

souvenir. Then pride set in. My little snaps would show only a section of hedgerow, not the 

heroes who’d made it so. Well, I'd settle for one hero, so accosted a lady walking her dog on 

the green opposite to immortalise me. She duly took a couple of shots of me, astride my bike, 

with our hedgerow behind me.  

I thanked her and commented how strongly the hazels had sprouted, in our hedge.  

She looked at them sourly. "Be no good to man or beast, "she ventured. "Those wretched 

squirrels will strip them bare." She glared at me. "I have a nut orchard," she said.  "Not had a 

nut off it, not in five years.  Those little hooligans pluck them all, in the green, useless. They 

gnaw their way in, find nothing much there, then pick another. And another." She glared 

across the trail at our hedgerow, the empty promise of all those hazel wands.  

I excused myself and scuttled off. I knew they must be a pain, those squirrels, but I found 

myself in sympathy with them. The classic definition of folly, to carry on endlessly doing the 

same thing in the hope of a better outcome. I knew I'd gnawed on enough green hazels, in my 

time, metaphorically, of course.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

I cycled leisurely homeward, down through Hailsham and on to the Old Loom, where I 

paused to take another little thermos cup of coffee, while admiring the views, out over the 

fields, open all the way to the distant downland.  One of Andy's triumphs, I thought, 

remembering our efforts to clear the encroaching scrub around the massive trunks framing 

the prospect. I sat there, sipping and idly peering further and further out towards the hills, 

when I suddenly became aware of   a dark shadow, racing towards me across the fields. An 

enormous, quite black cloud was approaching, filling my view as far to the left or the right as 

I could see.  

The next thing I knew, I was pelted with hail, enough of it coming down to whiten the 

field in front and the trackway behind. The trees  beside me offered no protection: even 

standing behind the biggest one I could find, I was shot-blasted with  ice. I took off down the 

trail, to get a high embankment between myself and the weather, but, by the time I reached 

the old cutting, the hail had turned to rain, pouring straight through the thornscrub thickets I 

had relied on, for shelter. I rode a little further down, my teeth chattering by now, what with 
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the ice and the ensuing deluge. A little way ahead, I found a truly huge clump of treetrunks, a 

pollarded oak which had resprouted probably eight or ten good big trees, off the one 

rootstock. Not an entirely successful shelter, but the best I had. I cowered in against the slick 

and dribbling trunks, water running on my skin, inside my teeshirt, down through my pants 

and on down my legs to fill my shoes. It was very cold water indeed, but still marginally 

better than being out in the open, suffering the full force of nature's water-cannon.  

It was then that everything turned briefly blue, then white, followed immediately by a 

rolling and pounding thunderclap. I knew enough to leap on my bike and pedal furiously on, 

beset by flashes and bangs like an ill-timed firework display, through all these dangerous 

woodlands, down to the open path  beside the Jubilee way. I was so cold that my hands had 

clawed on the handlebars that my legs and arms were beginning to cramp and I felt quite 

hollow. To this day, I don't know how I carried on, till I got home, dropped my bike in the 

garden, my clothes, in the hall and fell into a bath, where I skulked until life had returned to 

my limbs.  By the time I emerged, I saw that the storm had passed, the rain had ceased; it was 

again a wonderful summer's day. A great day to ride up to Hellingly, to see how our 

Millennium hedgerow was coming on.         
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Caught in the rain 

Mary Larlam  

 

 

A thousand diamonds dancing on the thread 

Of a lacy humble spiders web. 

Petals aplenty falling free 

Scattered beneath the apple tree, 

Pink and white like a bridal veil 

Tossed aside in a shower of hail. 

 

Tulips stand, their cups awide 

Of natures drink to imbibe. 

 

The grass snake slithers from his abide  

To stretch and bask, then quickly hide. 

As droplets plop upon the earth 

To refresh winters withered turf. 

 

The daffodils so yellow bright 

Remind us of the sun alight, 

Trumpets bobbing and bowing in the breeze 

They wave goodbye to winters freeze. 
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A true Story 

Caught in the Rain –another “Rent Man’s Tale” 

David Cullis 

 

I’ve used a bit of license to write this tale – it is really of story of being “Caught by the 

rain” rather than being “Caught in the Rain” 

 

Back in 1968 we find our “Story Teller” working as a trainee housing officer in 

Leatherhead, Surrey, situated in the Mole Valley, five miles from his home town of Dorking.  

In those days our “Story Teller” was a fit young man, cycling to and from work each day 

along the cycle path which runs alongside the A24 through the beautiful Mole Valley, 

bounded by the “twin peaks” of Box Hill and Ranmore Common. 

 

August in 1968 had been a very hot and dry month, with no rainfall during the first three 

weeks, consequently the ground had been “baked hard” with the threat of an imminent hose-

pipe ban looming from the East Surrey Water Company.  On Sunday morning of the third 

weekend there was a mighty thunderstorm and cloud burst, when a whole month’s rain fell in 

the space of two hours.  The hard baked ground could not soak up this deluge and it ran off 

directly in to the River Mole and its’ feeder streams. 

 

On Monday morning the sun rose into a cloudless sky, so, at 8am, our young man set off 

for work on his trusty steed, blissfully unaware of the chaos ahead awaiting him on his 

journey.  Just a mile down the cycle path he approached the Burford Bridge, where the River 

Mole used to flow under the A24, only now, all he could see ahead was a vast expense of 

muddy brown fast flowing flood water.   An abandoned lorry on the bridge was stranded with 

the flood water lapping up the widows of the cab. 

 

The young man thought I’m not going to get through this flood so he cycled home and 

then made his way on foot to Dorking North Railway Station, hoping to reach work by train.  

He knew that the line between Dorking and Leatherhead ran on an embankment so there was 

a chance the trains might get through.  His optimism was rewarded and he was able to board 

the first train to run to Leatherhead that day.  He reached the offices of Leatherhead Urban 

District Council, where he worked, about 10am.  Only two of his colleagues had made it into 

work that morning, a lady housing colleague and the Town Clerk, Mr L A Stray. 
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He learnt from visitors to the office that the Council’s emergency staff had been up all 

night sandbagging vulnerable properties and attempting to bring relief to the suffering 

residents whose homes had been flooded.  The Army had been called out to launch rescue 

missions using their amphibious vehicles, appropriately called “ducks”*.  Nearly all the 

surrounding villages had been cut off.  He later learned that a former school friend, whose 

family ran a pig farm, had been rescued from the roof of their bungalow!   All their pigs had 

perished, drowned in the flood waters. 

 

* Army Amphibious Landing Craft’s Official Designation is D.U.K.W.S. 

 

Both the housing rent collectors and also the housing cashier were marooned in their 

homes.  The main road to the village of Great Bookham, where the Council had two large 

estates, had been cut off by the flood waters.  The rents for Great Bookham were scheduled to 

be collected on Monday.  Our intrepid young man knew that there was a higher level route 

into this village from Dorking over Ranmore Common so he volunteered to take the “rent 

round walking strips”, float and rent bag home to Dorking and to attempt to carry out the 

round on his bike the next day. 

 

On Tuesday morning he set off early on his bike and arrived safely at his first call.   He 

knocked on the door and was greeted by an incredulous look of amazement from the lady of 

the house. 

“The Postman can’t get through! 

The Milkman can’t get through! 

The Baker can’t get through! 

BUT THE COUNCIL MAKE IT THROUGH FOR THEIR RENT!!!!!” 

(Albeit a day Late) 

Fortunately the lady had a good sense of humour and could see the funny side of being 

greeted by a “cycle clipped” earnest young man on her doorstep at such an early hour! 

PS 

With true dedication to duty the young man banked the bank notes and cheques he 

collected for the Council at the local branch of Lloyds.  The balance he took home to “cash 

up” and bank the next day at Leatherhead.  He was amazed that his receipts balanced “out to 
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the penny” using only the assistance of a mechanical “pound, shillings and pence” adding 

machine. 

(You may remember in 1968 we had pre-decimal currency and no electronic calculators.) 

PPS  

If you are ever visiting Leatherhead take a walk down Bridge Street to the bridge over the 

River Mole and you will see (if it is still there) a marker pole which records the level the 

flood waters reached in 1968, some nine feet over the top of the bridge! 
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Caught Out In The Rain 

Christine Racher 

 

I’d taken a train to London town 

To see all the sights up and down 

I had a long journey on that train 

When I got off I was caught in the rain. 

 

People walking down the street 

Some of them making hasty retreat 

In shop doorways they did make 

To stop off for tea and cake. 

 

It was time to be on my way 

Then someone calls out “Hey” 

I looked around and who did I see 

It was Angela dressed up as a bee. 

 

Well I couldn’t believe my eyes 

In that outfit she had big thighs 

I told her she should get out of it 

As it wasn’t a very good fit. 

 

She got absolutely drenched in that kit 

I took her in a shop to sit 

We decided to stay awhile 

Until I made sure she had a smile 

 

It was time to say “Bye, bye” 

The rain has stopped, so now it’s dry 

We had to return home on the train 

Oh no, it looks like it’s going to rain. 

 

Maybe, I should have stayed home instead 

I could have been relaxing in bed 

But I have had a lot of fun 

It would be better in the sun, 

 

If only I’d had an umbrella today 

Oh it’s so cloudy and grey 

It looks like I’m going to get wet again 

Yes, you’ve guessed I got caught in the rain! 
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Caught In The Rain 

Terry Page 

 

He might have been obnoxious but perhaps he didn’t deserve all that happened to him on 

that wet Saturday morning, or did he? 

They were about to close for it was just about midday and certainly on this wet Saturday 

there would surely be no further trade. They were a coffee shop/breakfast bar serving a small 

industrial estate but Sally wondered why her boss, the owner of the establishment, bothered 

to open for the meagre trade on a Saturday. Although they still had two customers finishing 

their coffee, (probably waiting for the torrential rain to abate) she was half way to the door to 

put up the closed sign when it was flung open by a sodden, dishevelled young guy wielding a 

rucksack. Well he had opened the door but in his haste his rucksack caught the door handle 

swinging the door shut again propelling him straight back into the street into the overflowing 

gutter. It wasn’t funny but he looked such a sight that it was all she could do to stop herself 

dissolving into laughter. She opened the door and ushered him in. He straightened and pulled 

himself together, retrieving his rucksack and trying to regain his dignity. He plonked himself 

into the nearest seat and proceeded to rudely, demand breakfast.  

“Two eggs, two rashers of bacon, beans, fried bread, and coffee. Oh, and black pudding.”  

 “I’m so sorry sir, we stopped serving breakfast about half hour ago but we could….” She 

didn’t get any further. 

“Look when I come into a place that says it serves breakfast I expect breakfast and you’re 

still open.”  

She retained her cool and polite demeanour. “Sir, I really am so sorry our sign does say 

we only serve breakfast until eleven thirty and close at midday on a Saturday. I was about to 

clo…” 

“OK Sally I’ll take over.” To her relief her boss appeared. “Sally was about to explain sir 

that we would be glad to rustle up some toast and a hot drink although we are just closing.   

“You’re open and you should be serving me breakfast.”  

“I’m sorry sir that’s about all we can do for you at this time of day. We were just 

closing.”  

The customer grudgingly accepted that was the best he was going to get and then 

proceeded to remove some of his wet clothing. Having done so he then went to sit down but 

it was precisely at that moment his chair decided it was loaded just too much and tilted 

backwards propelling the customer backwards over the heap of soggy clothes. He landed, 
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rather neatly between the legs of another chair that had fallen in the melee. He was wedged 

rather firmly. The two other customers sprang forward to assist and proceeded to extricate 

him from the legs of the chair and the heap of soggy clothes.  

Sally retreated to the kitchen hardly able to contain her laughter. 

“What on earth is he doing?” exclaimed her boss. “Wrecking the joint or something? 

Here’s his coffee. Let’s see what damage he can do with this.” 

Sally, with as straight a face as was possible, made polite enquiries as to whether the 

customer was ok and “hopefully not hurt.” 

His pride and dignity were very hurt and he dismissed Sally with an “I’m ok, I’m fine 

don’t fuss just bring me some sugar and how long do I have to wait for my toast?”   

Sally hurried back to get the toast determined to be shot of this obnoxious customer as 

soon as possible. She reappeared just in time to witness another scene of chaos. The two other 

customers were returning their tray and proceeding to the counter to pay. They picked the 

wrong route, passing the obnoxious customer who was massaging his bruised legs and as 

they passed he shot one leg out tripping the tray laden client who did a spectacular twist and 

turn avoiding a fall but the tray and its contents were propelled into the air. The half empty 

teapot did a marvellous dive, turning to empty its contents down the front of the already 

sodden customer. The remains of a breakfast equally did some spectacular manoeuvres 

crowning the same customer with some fried egg and bacon. It looked as if for one moment 

some deft movement from the customer might have avoided the descending pot of sugar but 

he wasn’t quite quick enough. He was baptised in a shower of white sugar. The air turned 

blue with profanities from the obnoxious customer but only profuse apologies from the other 

who clearly was not at fault.  

Sally quickly got dishcloths, sponges and tea towels to help mop up the mess but the 

customer was not going to suffer anymore embarrassment, placed a five pound note on the 

table and left. But even the leaving was not without incident. His rucksack was once again his 

downfall. As he exited the premises he swung it over his shoulder unseating a pot plant from 

the exterior wall. After the recent cloudbursts the plants were swimming in water. The 

unfortunate customer was once again showered, this time with muddy water and a rather 

sorry looking geranium. He brushed it off, once again mouthing profanities and hurried from 

the scene of carnage. 

Sally and her boss collapsed in laughter, “Good riddance!” said her boss.  

“Well he got his cooked breakfast.” Added Sally. 
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Gratitude 

Tadpole 

  

I heard the cap’n say  

it’s the calm before the storm, 

the sky it’s angry grey 

and is far beyond the norm, 

the silver lightning flashes 

on the horizon far away, 

and my dreams all turn to ashes 

as to the living God I pray. 

  

“Oh lord don’t let this ship be wrecked 

Oh Lord please save our souls”. 

The waves break on the quarterdeck 

we are dinner for the gulls. 

I’ve sailed the sea to the Caribee 

and weathered the harshest storm 

but a greater swell I ne’re did see 

from Savannah to the horn. 

  

Please God save me from my fate 

I never more shall stray, 

I promise my wealth I shall donate 

unto your church today. 

No more I’ll go carousing, 

no more blaspheme or curse 

no more your name abusing 

I will serve your holy works. 

  

But hold my Lord 

the wind has dropped the storm has past away, 

the lightning gone 

the swell has stopped, I’ll live another day. 

So please forget the prayer I made 

‘bout keeping death at bay 

there’s no need for your assistance 

but thank you anyway. 
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Caught in the rain 

Bettina Kulsdom 

 

Reflections.  When have I been caught in the rain?  Nothing springs immediately to mind, but 

wait.  Yes there was a time.  Way back.  Carl, my son, was only nineteen but already a 

proficient motor cyclist.  He had the daring idea of taking me to Holland on his motor bike 

for a weekend to visit his aunt and cousins who lived in The Hague.  It must have been about 

1983 or 4.  When I asked him details in order to write this he gave me the registration and the 

fact that he had bought the Kawasaki bike from Gedge in Pevensey Bay long before we all 

came this way to live 

Most of the memories of the trip have faded into the mists of time, but getting wet has 

certainly not. 

One talks of "getting soaked to the skin" but have you ever really been in that situation?  We 

were, on that epic journey. 

As was our custom at the time, we usually travelled on the Olau line from Sheerness to 

Vlissingen and then across the bridges which span the polders of the delta of the Rhine river.  

They are many kilometres of sand banks and rivers, very exposed to the elements. 

I was all in borrowed bike gear and Carl was still in the early days of collecting his own gear.  

He remembers he was wearing blue ski gloves which dyed his hands blue for the whole 

weekend. 

We set out from Croydon in dry weather.  The journey to Sheerness was about one and half 

hours and we had been many times.   

Ferry ports are exciting places and the beginning of the journey always carries its own 

anticipation.    We anchored the bike safely and went up on deck to watch England disappear 

via the mouth of the Thames.  It was a four hour crossing then and we made ourselves 

comfortable in the lounge area. 

By the time we arrived in Vlissingen, it had begun to rain.  Unperturbed, we mounted the 

bike.  "It's only a front passing over," Carl assured me. 

By the time we reached the beginning of the bridges it was a full on gale with the sea raging 

on either side and waves which looked dangerously like washing over us and taking us out to 

the North Sea. 
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Carl was fighting to hold the bike upright and finally put his feet down to walk it.  Even as I 

write this so many years later, I can still feel some of the fear transferring between us.  Then 

he caught up with a lorry and we completed the crossing of the bridges in its lea.   

There were still many miles to go and we were already very wet.  But remember this is before 

mobile phones and we were always doing everything on a shoestring.  I don't think it 

occurred to us to stop somewhere for the night.  We just ploughed on.  Mile after mile of rain 

and wind, approximately 100 miles in all.  Carl checked how I was surviving at each junction 

by turning his head and asking, 

 "All right, mum". 

"Fine", was always my reply.  I am still in awe of his spirit. 

Arriving at Laan van Eik en Duinen by early evening, we stood dripping onto the tiles of my 

in laws hall.  Truly soaked to the skin.  We took off as many layers of clothing as was decent 

and wrapped ourselves in towels.  Hot showers and warm food later, we recounted our 

adventure to the Dutch family.   

Just one more episode in the family history of travels, but too memorable to forget. 
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Shower Power  

Marylyn Palmer 

 

So this is what they call an April Shower 

being rained on for more than an hour 

Am soaking wet through to the core 

Fed up with this downpour 

 

It was an April Shower, they said, 

that chucked the rain down on my head 

a shower that drenched me through and through 

and confined me to bed with flu 

 

How I hate the April rain 

The so-called showers are a right pain 

I hate getting wet and feeling ill 

Of April Showers I’ve had my fill 

 

April Showers bring occasional rain 

a time for some fun and a game 

of jumping in puddles like a child 

of feeling free, happy and wild 

 

Thank goodness for the April Showers 

for giving life to trees and flowers 

for showers that rain on the hilltops 

and water the farmers’ crops 

 

How I love the April and its rain 

its showers that fall now and again 

I love the rain that bring things alive 

Those April Showers that make us thrive 
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An Easter poem written by Tadpole 

 

My name it is Longinus 

and a wicked thing I’ve done 

I killed your son upon the cross 

when his life was almost run, 

some say he was the saviour 

some say he was a fraud 

but now I know the truth of it 

he was Jesus Christ the Lord. 

  

Why then was I chosen                                 

to fulfil this destiny? 

to deliver the coup de grace 

in accord with prophecy 

for a second I was tempted 

not to strike the mortal blow 

I have asked myself a thousand times 

and now at last I know. 

  

For an instant the world was mine 

then I saw the meaning clear 

the decision that I made that day 

has echoed through the years 

I fulfilled the prophecies 

that long ago were spoken 

that your son would die upon the cross 

and not a bone be broken. 


