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T he world is our stage, we are the actors Every one of us who have lost our children

We play so many parts in public

Nobody can tell what goes on under the painted smile.

 

In private the paint cracks, the tears fall

Another day dawns, put on your make up, and painted smile

No one sees beneath the facade

After a while, does anyone care?

 

Yes, I’m sure they do, but we are too afraid to really ask

“Are you all right?”  

How to answer would take forever

There is no time to really say, so we say we are OK.

The stage light shines again

The actor recites the same lines.

 

Pamela Buckley.
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FOREWORD

by Mary Wormell

 

I first  met  Shirley  when  she  was  a  cheerful  18-year-old,  working at Bowhill stables near Selkirk.  Even though I was 12 years her senior, we got on well and gradually became close friends.

Shirley was the one who persuaded me to take part in the Common Riding as I had always been apprehensive.  She assured me it was great fun! So along with Sandra Statham (now Smith-Maxwell), Claire Webster and Shirley, I rode the marches — and she was right:  I loved it.

We used to meet regularly throughout the summer and go on long hacks together across the hills, or through the woods.  I really miss those times.  Shirley always seemed to have a new supply of jokes, so we spent most of our time laughing.

When Shirley became ill, it was such a shock to everyone.  She was so young and full of life.  Throughout her illness, she amazed everyone with her strength of character.  She made it easy for anyone who came to visit her as she was open and straight about her condition.  But she didn’t dwell on it, preferring to talk about more mundane things.

When she was able, we still met up for our rides and Shirley was the same as ever, full of jokes and making us laugh all the way.

After she had been ill for quite a while, and was obviously a lot weaker and thinner than she used to be, I remember asking how she was getting on with her treatment.  She told me it was just a matter of time:  her body couldn’t take any more chemotherapy.  I was shocked . . . I’d just never let myself believe that she wasn’t going to make it.  Shirley was so brave and matter-of-fact, and in the next breath she was telling another joke or funny episode that she’d heard.

5

I know she spent many days crying and feeling desperate, but she was so keen to be “normal” when she was out and about that we just carried on the same as before, and made the most of the time she had left.

This book is a lovely tribute to Shirley, who was a really good friend to me. I think of her every day and I’ll miss her always.
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Chapter One:

HAPPIER TIMES

 

Shirley was born at 9.20 am on 19th January 1971 — a Tuesday morning — at Selkirk Cottage Hospital.  Even then I suppose she was a very lucky baby, because my wife Kath almost lost her six months into the pregnancy.  That in itself was a traumatic time — we were living at Langshaw Farm then and Kath awoke one morning to say something was wrong and had to be rushed to hospital in Edinburgh by ambulance, its blue light flashing all the way.  At that time I did not have a car and you really find out who your friends are when you have to borrow one to make trips to and from hospital.  I will always be grateful to George Alexander for helping us in that way in our hour of need.

On leaving the hospital Kath was told she would have to be very careful for the rest of her pregnancy, but with God’s help Shirley made it safely into this world.  She was a bonny baby, and despite being the double of her mum,  I still failed to pick her out from four babies in the ward at the time, and gave everyone a good laugh as a result.

Our first home was in Bannerfield, a housing scheme in Selkirk, where we lived happily for three years.  But in our hearts we always wanted to live in the country, away from town life.  By chance I was working on the outskirts of Selkirk, laying concrete floors in the
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