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Patricia Donoghue, writing under the nom de plume of G.B. Carmichael, and I have never met. Regardless, the bond between writers seems to transcend all distances, even the breadth of the ocean that is between us. We first became acquainted with each other through social media and a mutual friend – who insisted that I, as an independent publisher and mentor to other emerging authors, take a look at Pat’s work. 

What I discovered were stories full of feeling, emotive language, and visual images that tugged at my heartstrings. She writes about her perceptions of the visceral experiences of those affected by military conflict, going as far back as World War I. She writes about disasters that took place in the UK and elsewhere.  She writes about... well... to tell you more would spoil the story lines! 

As an added bonus, Pat has also included a couple of her poems and four novellas. Each of her works in this compilation drew me into the stories and into the lives of her characters – to the point that I was at times absorbed into the stories and distracted from the process of editing and formatting. 

We also had to deal with the idiosyncrasies of British vs. American English. As George Bernard Shaw put it, “Two countries separated by the same language.” There are differences in spelling, differences in punctuation, and even differences in word meanings that we simply had to talk through. Regardless, the book is Patricia’s, so the “Queen’s English” won out – except for punctuation of dialogue.

I truly hope that this is not the only book that I publish with either Pat’s true name or nom de plume. In fact, I have heard a rumor – from a qualified source – that at least one full-length novel is already in the works and that a second is floating around in the creative spaces of her mind. I hope, after reading this compilation of her works to date, that you, too, will look forward to her future releases.

Michael Paul Hurd

Editor/Publisher

Lineage Independent Publishing
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Now I am Old
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Now I am old, my thoughts are mostly spent revisiting the past as opposed to imagining what little future there may be left. And please, dear reader, do not think I am melancholic at the idea of my approaching demise. Since childhood, death has held no terror laden thoughts for me. The manner of my passing is of some interest, but only in as much as I’d like it to be as pain free as possible. There are some deaths that do fill me with horror, but that is another story for another day.

Today, I shall deal with one episode where I experienced fear at a level I wouldn’t wish on anyone, even those perpetrators who brought hell to my life and fear to my heart. Echoes of that day are with me now. In all my senses I see their faces, smell my sweat, taste the bile as it rose in my throat, feel the trembling of my knees, and I can hear the click as the safety came off our weapons.

Allow me to walk you through my descent into a world of hatred, bigotry, and bloodshed.

It is 1973 on a cold, windy, wild January day in Crossmaglen, Northern Ireland. We are walking in a diamond formation down a beautiful country lane. Intel had come in earlier in the morning from a local driver who reported seeing a group of men on a quiet lane when on his way in to pick up his load before setting off for the day’s deliveries. Him being an Orangeman, and all for Her Majesty’s troops, he thought to tip them the wink, to keep an eye out for trouble on that stretch of road. He was thanked for the intel, and he left the sanger and disappeared off the face of the earth, though we didn’t know that then. We later discovered he’d flown to Boston that morning at 11.30am, after landing there, he disappeared from all official records. 

A Company, that’s us, were assigned to go and investigate the report. There were six of us.  Me, Troopers, Steve Little, Andy Manktelow, Dave Smith, Lance Cpl Ian Blackie and Sgt, Rene Villiers, aka, Killer, Bucket mouth, Adonis, Nig, Frenchie and me, Pill 

We were all very verbal, teasing and taking the mick out of each other, it covered our anxiety. Going into bandit country was never just a pleasant drive through the beautiful countryside. It was fraught with a variety of ways to die. Ambushes, IEDs (improvised explosive devices) and snipers. No-one ever wanted to be sent out on one of these shouts.

Anyway, there we were strolling down a long narrow road that rose from a bend and curled up and left. We’d had to leave our armoured vehicle at the bottom or else we’d have blocked the road.

As I said, we are in diamond formation.  I am in the rear position, Killer and Bucket-mouth are ahead left and right, with Adonis and Nig also left and right about 5yds further ahead and Frenchie is our tip of the sword. I’m walking backwards and only turn to face the front if one of the guys have eyes on rear, and only so that I can see where the road is heading. We were now very quiet, and the tension palpable. It was very stressful, walking in the glorious green countryside of Armagh back in the 70s, especially if you were a squaddie or a member of the R.U.C. (Royal Ulster Constabulary)

The front three had stopped at the point on our maps indicated by the driver, we three in the rear held our positions.  Too late we noticed the old caravan just up ahead. 

In less time than it took Frenchie to yell a warning, the door flew open and a hail of bullets poured forth inviting us to hit the decks pretty damn sharpish. At what seemed the same moment, a group of about a dozen men came from the tree line to our left. Rene yelled, “Everyone, back to the pig!” (that was our vehicle, our armoured Humber Pig). It would be our only hope! Rene yelled again, “Run, come on, run ya bastards!” He turned, firing from the hip as he shoved a stunned Nig into a run. In what was really only a heartbeat, but felt oh so much longer, we all finally burst into action. You might think I should be the first back, me bringing up the rear like, but that’s not how it works.

I dropped to one knee and gave covering fire for those up front as they raced toward the Pig. Frenchie has just about reached the cab door when a bullet catches him in the shoulder and spins him away from the door and he falls to his knees. His rifle at his feet having fallen from his useless fingers. But he’s yelling, “Come on guys, get back here.”

There’s no cover to use, the odd bush or shrub, I see Dave smile as he races past me, then I hear a thud and a grunt as he catches a bullet too. It must have been a dum-dum bullet as there’s a hole the size of a melon in his back, the contents of said hole were splattered all over me! I ran to him, scrabbling for my field dressing pack on my belt, but as I reach him, I can see from his eyes, he’s gone, I check his pulse to be certain. I confirm we are a man down. 

Before there was time to register that I’d lost a friend, Ian reaches me, and between us we drag Dave back to the Pig. Rene and Andy are grappling with Dave’s body and Andy’s firing over Rene’s shoulder as they load the dead and injured into the back. I can feel the whoosh of bullets as they zing past me, my knees have gone to jelly, my mouth is dry, my palms are sweating, and I’m cold. 

Everything seems to slow down. I notice a wee rabbit on the grass to my left dive down into his warren. I note the warmth of the sun.

At last, it seems Rene and Steve are now in the back, Andy and I are giving covering fire as Ian jumps into the driver seat.  Andy throws himself into the back and I’m piling into the now accelerating Pig.  Ian is reversing at speed, attempting to get us out of range.  We hear the ‘ting’ of small arms fire hitting the bodywork. We are about 500yds away from them when Ian pulls his infamous hand-brake turn, then we really are speeding along the roads.  Dave’s body on the floor between our feet give us pause and restrains our urge to whoop and holler in celebration of our survival. 

Rene is still bleeding a bit, but he is vocalising his pain in fine colourful language, so that’s a good sign. We stop about five miles down the road, and as one, we exit the vehicle and vomit.  This now joins the urine, blood and bone that decorate my uniform. I have to fight the urge to tear it all from my body in horror of having Dave as some psychedelic pattern on my jacket!  We are all cold, shivering, and shaken as we mount up and return to Sanger Barracks and safety.

Our first taste of enemy contact, it’s 1-0 to them, such a loss for us.  Adonis was a big part of our life, had been since training at Bovington.  We had lost an important member of our team, but more importantly, we had lost a friend.  We were the bearers to carry Dave onto and off the plane taking us to Brize Norton then on to Dave’s hometown. We’d again be his bearers at his full military burial, he would have done the same for any one of us, and we all knew that it could just as easily have been us. 

Even today, over forty years later, a backfiring car can put me right back on that Armagh country road, the only time in adult life that I lost control of my bladder. We encountered contact with enemy forces more than once in Ireland and other hot spots around the globe, but I was never as afraid as I was that day.

And now that I am old, the only thing that frightens me is that I might live too long.
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The Rifles
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I have watched,

and I have wept.

As Wootton's saddest

Vigil’s kept.

I have seen the faces,

of those heroes of today.

And wonder at the courage,

and the sacrifice they pay.

Whilst sorrow fills my heart,

for those families bereft.

I share a moments pride,

with all those who are left.

And I'm filled to overflowing,

with such gratitude to all,

who serve and stand, and

offer, to stand and fight or fall.

––––––––
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So today I'm saying thank you,

to every serving member,

but especially tell the Rifles,

here's one who will remember.

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: A picture containing text, outdoor, sky, clouds

Description automatically generated]

Photo by Robert Pender from Pixabay

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Revenge is Mine
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Eleanor stepped off the plane; the Iraqi heat was oppressive. 

Dressed in a long-sleeved lemon shirt and navy linen trousers, she moved down the steps with long, loping strides. She was 5’ 9” with high, sharp, cheek bones.  Not beautiful in the accepted sense, but attractive in an elegant, ethereal way. Large green eyes, a strawberry blonde and skin like rose-tinted alabaster. She looked like most European women visitors to the most inhospitable place in the world. 

She had flown from Paris, ostensibly to meet with the head of the antiquities department to discuss a possible archaeological dig. It would be an important discussion, but neither she, nor the Paris Museum, believed they would get a permit.  But then, that wasn’t her primary reason for being there.

As she proceeded through customs she smoothed her hand over her left eye lid, it twitched when she was anxious.  She was ushered through by officials who made no secret of their contempt for European women and her wild uncovered blonde curls.  She pulled her scarf from her bag and covered her head and neck before moving into the baggage collection area. The man waiting, as she emerged having collected her small steel antler case, was Sa’id. They’d met years before at Cambridge, where they were on the same archaeology degree course, she worked in Arabic antiquities in Paris, and he was now head of the department for antiquities in the Iraqi government.

As soon as they stepped outside, both the heat and the noise hit her in a physical way, like an explosive wave, she hated it. Both the environment of distrust and noise, and the heat especially. It asked so much more from her than the same job in any European country.

Her son, Rhodri, had wanted to come with her on this trip, but this wasn’t a sightseeing trip.  She had another job - the reason she was here - to bring down gun runners. 

Rhodri was disappointed and he’d still been cool with her when she dropped him at her brother Iain’s house in Callander. Eleanor’s mother had moved her and her sibling there from Stirling where she was born after the death of her father, when she was eleven. Only her brother had stayed local, he was a passionate Scot who loved his homeland. And in 2006 - after 5 years in the Argyll’s - he was standing as SNP candidate for Callander. He had his own advertising web business, promoting Scotland in all her guises to the world. 

Iain was the eldest sibling. James, her junior, was with Greenpeace somewhere near Resolute and the north-west passage in Canada.  Aileen, her big sister, was in Virginia, USA, her husband was in law enforcement, and she was a forensic pathologist. Her son and Iain had been close since Rhodri’s birth eight years ago, and he was the only one who knew who her son’s father was. Her son hero-worshipped his ex-soldier uncle who served in many of the modern-day war zones, including Iraq, which was another reason Eleanor had accepted this assignment.

Jeff had been Iain’s best friend and Rhodri’s dad. A large number of illegally trafficked guns had made their way into the insurgent’s hands in the same area their unit had been posted in 2004. An IED was reported by the lead vehicle and Jeff was next up on the rota to defuse any devices found. He had done his job well and made the device safe. He was walking back to the rest of his crew and their ride, grinning and shouting to Iain that the first beer was on him when the hail of bullets almost cut him in half. Iain reached him and had just enough time for Jeff to whisper, “Tell Eleanor I’m sorry” before the light went out of his beautiful blue eyes. This job was personal, she wanted to make sure no-one else lost their man, son, brother, or father to these unconscionable men who sold armaments they’d usually stolen from military bases to fanatics.

Sa’id delivered her to a small, but clean, hotel in the old quarter. As she signed in, a woman selling ayran approached her, “Salaam alaikum” she said, and smiled as she pressed a bottle into her hand. Eleanor didn’t miss the drop of something into her pocket from the seller’s other hand. “Alaikum salaam,” replied Eleanor smiling and popping the bottle in her bag and handed the woman a dollar from her back pocket. 

Her room was beautiful in old Moorish style. She flicked on the aircon unit, kicked off her shoes and flopped onto the very comfortable divan positioned by the balcony doors. The light breeze was very welcome.

She pulled out the note.  It was her contact, Layla. It was good news; she reported having intel that 100% confirmed the property served as HQ for this cash-and-carry gun trade. Also, they had turned one of the men who worked there, and he’d revealed only this morning that there was a big ‘pow-wow’ tomorrow night between the Mr Bigs. The top men on both sides would be there. 

The suppliers were coming in after dark to effect delivery of the biggest shipment yet. The shopping list they’d filled was long, lethal, and expensive. Layla’s note said she’d meet her on the corner at 9 pm, and to call in a drone strike for half past ten.  The note ended with the co-ordinates for the strike. 

The hieroglyphics looked like a child’s drawing, only her and Layla knew their code which she held momentarily over the lantern on the balcony table, then dropped it into the sink until it was ash and washed it away.  She sent an email in another code to her handler in the UK.

Dressed in black stretch jeans and trainers and a reversible fushia-coloured shirt with black buttons, she left the hotel; the desk clerk didn’t even look up. She hit the corner exactly at 9.00 pm.  She was efficient in everything, including time keeping, was never late for anything. Her colleagues at the museum would describe her as cautious and precise, as well as helpful, shy, and friendly. They’d never have believed her capable of the other life she lived. That she was a top markswoman and had been asked by another government agency to join them as a sniper in their wet unit. But coldly taking a life like that was something she shied away from, it just wasn’t her, no matter who the target was.

Layla stepped out of the shadows. “Hurry, the car is just down here.”  Moments later she climbed into a battered old Skoda.

Eleanor was certain that under the bonnet sat a pimped up powerful engine. As they pulled away, she removed her shirt, turned it inside out to complete her all-black outfit. Both had black balaclavas and gloves which allowed only their eyes to be seen, nobody could tell what colour their hair or skin was, and only Eleanor’s eyes gave any suggestion of non-Arabic origins.

They pulled up in a small garage and Layla got out and pulled the doors closed behind them. As Eleanor got out Layla said, “It’s just around the corner.”  They headed onto the roof, a small drone which had been delivered to Layla lay beside Eleanor’s feet. Once assembled it would be able to allow them to hear and record what was going on in the building concerned and was the only access to it. They would position it near the corner, close to the main living room window, this also gave them an excellent eyeball on the street. It was Eleanor’s job to get it all on tape as evidence of the ‘righteous’ kill. 

By 10.00 pm, photos of men arriving in expensive 4x4s and elegant low-slung saloons that intimated bullet and blast-proofing had been added to its specifications. By 10.15 they had all they needed. Five of the world’s most wanted ISIS leaders and five very prominent businessmen, including a retired US Marines Colonel, had said enough to sign their death warrants for treason and terrorism. 

Eleanor made her final call from a throwaway mobile to an untraceable number, “Blue boys are home” was all she said. Then she and Layla ran down the stairs and into the garage.  Eleanor threw the doors open as Layla started the car. They were five miles away when the sky erupted in flashes of red, orange, and blue flames and plumes of white smoke, the strike was right on time. Eleanor cried for ages, she’d recognised one of the men in the video she’d shot, he’d been the local boss responsible for the attack on Jeff. It was done, she’d avenged her son’s father. Rhodri would know when he was older, that the men responsible for the loss of his father was brought to justice. 

She had a long and interesting lunch the following day with Sa’id about the proposal for the expedition, he said he’d let her know soon what their department’s decision was. She was booked on a 7.00 pm flight, as she handed her keys in at the desk, the receptionist handed her a letter. As she waited for a taxi to take her to the airport, she sat and opened the envelope.  Well, what do you know, the dig had been approved. However, she would not be the one to lead it, she’d delegate that, nothing would make her come back here. 
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Novella One: Poppy
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Casualty Clearing Station: Merville, France, 1914
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Len had been in the army since 1911; he joined up to give his family a better life than that of the alternative, mining. His unit was one of the first of the B.E.F units to arrive in France in Autumn 1914.  Now, just months later, he and his pal, Bert, were all that were left of those seasoned soldiers who were first into the diabolic inferno of WW1 on the western front.

He listened to the nurses moving around the ward of the clearing station where two magnificent boys from the stretcher bearer teams had carried him to, in the early hours of last night.

They had cut most of his uniform from his filthy, mud-caked body, to clean and dress his wounds. Lying in the mud, blood and moonlight, he’d recognised the note of weary sadness that invaded the voice of the RAMC medic who was going to get him back to safety. 

Sgt 26483 Leonard Baird was no fool, he knew his number was up.

“Nurse, when you have a minute, would you write to my wife for me please?” in a broad Scots accent.  A voice replied, “Of course Sergeant Baird, I’ll be with you in about five minutes, so get thinking on what you’ll be wanting me to write.”

“Will do nurse.” Len relaxed back and pondered on it. He’d pressed a lovely scarlet flower last week in his bible, he’d planned to send it to Nancy in his next letter, he’d ask if his tunic was here. His bible lived in the breast pocket.

“Right Len, are you ready?”

“Is my tunic here nurse, I’d like my Bible if you wouldn’t mind.”

“Your pockets were emptied when you arrived as we couldn’t save any of your uniform. All your belongings are here.”

She reached under his bed and pulled out an old haversack, she drew his Bible out, “This’ll be what you want” she said, pressing it into his left hand. He’d been blinded as well in the explosion that was to rob him of the right to watch his children grow and marry. Well, at least there won’t be another war after this one!  The thought gave a modicum of comfort and made his death easier to bear, his children would live in a peaceful world.

For the next thirty minutes the nurse wrote all he wished to say, and he’d asked her to send to his wife the pressed bloom, “It’s for my bonnie lass back home, my wife of eight years.” The last three and half of which he’d spent in the army, seeing her and his two children only when leave allowed. He’d missed them terribly but wanted a better life for them.  He was weary now and lay back and closed his eyes, he didn’t open them again in this world.
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Muiravonside, Stirlingshire
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Agnes saw the telegram boy lean his bike against the hedge and begged the Lord’s forgiveness for praying he’d turn to go next door. The Lord didn’t pay her no mind, and Danny Ingles opened her gate, braced himself, wiped his nose then looked up to the house. He saw Agnes drop the curtain and move to the door.  “It’s okay Danny, it’s not your fault lad. Off you go and thank you.”

The tears ran down over the downy fluff on his sixteen-year-old cheeks.  Nancy, as she was known in the village, slid down the back of the closed front door as she opened the telegram, her worst fears confirmed, “Died of wounds...”

The world lost its light for Nancy from that moment.  Only Jessie, aged four and a half, and Davy, aged three, and the bairn she was carrying, the result of his last leave, would stop her from sliding into the darkness that beckoned.

They’d been blessed with a weekend alone in the week before he left for preparations for going to the front in the summer of 1914. She’d only realised she was in the family way again yesterday.  Another bairn, another mouth to feed would arrive in the spring of 1915, around Len’s birthday of April 13th, and sure enough Poppy, named for the flower Len had sent her from his deathbed, arrived hale and hearty at 1:30 a.m. on Saturday, 13 April. She was three years and seven months old when the war ended, and a legacy was born.
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Muiravonside 1939
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Davy rarely lost his temper or raised his voice, he was twenty-eight years old, married with a child, and so no fresh-faced youth.

He knew, as did everyone, that he’d be going off - like his father had done barely twenty-five years ago - but Poppy’s talk of going too, was causing havoc in the family.

Poppy was a nurse and had - at age twenty-four - a perfect right to decide her own path. She’d joined the Queen Alexandra’s Imperial Military Nursing Service five years ago.  Now her senior officer had asked her if she’d be interested in joining her and some other nurses heading out to support our troops on the front lines.

Well, our Poppy had never been afraid of anything and had jumped at the opportunity to, “make a real difference” as she put it. Our mother was going ballistic. Our sister, Jessie, was also a nurse, but with no such ambitions to leave the hills and valleys of Stirlingshire. She was to be married next month and Poppy was intent on shipping out the following month. Mammy was in bits; she didn’t care she was being left alone.  Davy’s wife, Fiona, was like a third daughter to her and she wouldn’t be left to feel lonely. 

It was the fear... Nancy could feel those icy fingers clutching at her already-broken heart again. She knew Davy would have to go, but her last bit of Len, no! she couldn’t come to terms with that. And Davy was in the middle trying to broker peace between two of the strongest women he knew.
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October 1939
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Poppy had won, she always did. She shipped out on the last day of October, headed for who knows where.

Letters came thick and fast to Nancy for the first year that her baby was away. But as the U-boat packs built up their strength and ships were lost, so then did the mail become more erratic. She’d had a leave in early 1941 when she’d regaled them all with hilarious tales of jolly japes that had been had all over Europe’s fields of blood. Her mother didn’t miss the change in her daughter’s eyes though.

In the autumn of 1942, Nancy received a letter from Poppy saying she had a leave coming and could she invite a friend, a highland soldier whose parents were dead and he’d no one to come home to. Nancy replied in the affirmative; Poppy had never spoken of any boy before, so she knew this one was special. He’d gotten permission from his superiors, and they got a special licence whilst on that wonderful leave. They married in Polmont’s old parish chapel on a bright sunny Saturday in late autumn. Poppy Baird was now Mrs. Robertson, she didn’t inform her superiors of her new status or name. She was still Sister Baird when she boarded ship heading for Italy in 1943.

Jimmy Robertson had stolen her heart when they’d met as he recovered from his injuries on her ward of the hospital.  They both declared they knew from day one that they were meant for each other. They certainly made a handsome couple.

Nancy saw that same glow in her baby’s eyes that had once shone in hers.  She offered up a silent prayer that her youngest daughter would never know the pain of loss that she’d borne when Len had been killed in the last war, the one to end all wars.

During 1944 the starry-eyed couple had managed to grab two weekend passes whilst serving in the same area of Italy. 

Now Poppy was devastated to be on a ship and heading home to Scotland.  It was March 28, 1945. She’d been ordered home when somehow her superiors had learnt she was Mrs. Robertson. They’d allowed her a week to find Jimmy to say good-bye. She was furious, there was still so much suffering, there was still so much to be done.  she felt like a deserter.

She arrived back to her mother’s home on April 15, 1945. After the ship had docked in London she’d had to report to HQ to hand in her uniform and to sign her papers. They had not dishonourably discharged her, nor was her deceit recorded. That was her thanks for her years of dedicated service.

She was exhausted as the train pulled into the Waverley station in Edinburgh, twelve hours after leaving Kings Cross. Another three hours passed before she finally reached her mother’s home.  Fiona was standing in the door, there were tears in her eyes, “Oh Fi, not Davy?” she softly asked. Fiona could only shake her head. Poppy flew into the house fearing for her mother, but Nancy Baird was sat at the kitchen table, staring at the telegram that lay unopened on the table before her, she turned a tearstained face to her daughter.  Poppy looked from her mother’s distraught face to the telegram, it was addressed to Mrs. James Robertson.  Poppy fainted.

The next months passed in a blur of anger, grief, and sorrow.

The war ended in Europe that September, just months after Jimmy was killed.

The twins were born on New Year’s Day 1946.

Leonard, forever after known as Leo, and Poppy Lee were both healthy and complete opposites. Poppy was the oldest by only four minutes, a quiet thoughtful and introverted child who was kindness itself. Leo was brash, loud, fearless and a joy to all who had the opportunity to meet this whirling dervish.

Both of Poppy’s children went into a form of service, Poppy took her vows as a Sister-of-Mercy in Elgin; Leo went into the Peace Corps and was sent to Nyasaland in Africa.
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September 23rd, 1964
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Nancy lay in her bed.  It was too much for her to get up today, Fiona would be popping in later.  She reached for the little transistor radio that Davy had bought her.   It lit up. Sandie Shaw’s “Always Something There to Remind Me” was playing. ‘

She loved the happy, bouncy melody. She did like a lot of the new music of today. Cliff Richard’s “Twelfth of Never” was a favourite, as was Doris Day’s “Move Over Darling,” but Nancy’s all-time favourite was Matt Monro’s “Walk Away” and it was often heard on repeat on the portable record player that Poppy had given her last Christmas.  She lay back on the pillows and dozed off wondering what Len would have made of all the changes that had occurred since they were starry-eyed teenagers.

Fiona found her later, a beatific smile on her face.  She was buried next to the memorial cairn to her beloved Len, in the churchyard of Old Polmont Chapel where she and Len had been married in 1896.
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January 1965


[image: ]


Leo opened the door to the offices in Chiradzulu.  He was on a week-end pass; he’d been on duty for four straight months and he’d been glad of it.  He’d needed to keep busy after returning from his trip home to see his grandmother buried.  She’d been such a force in his life, they were always really close. He would miss her terribly, he always thought of her as his north star.  Who would steer him true now?

He stepped into the office and lost himself forever. He drowned in that moment in the ice blue eyes of Greta Andersson, the Swedish administrator. It was a whirlwind romance. They met in January and by July they had visited her parents in Flen, garnering a reluctant blessing from her stunned father. They then returned to his home in Stirlingshire where they married on September 23, 1965, in the Old Polmont Chapel.  He liked to imagine Nana Baird was there too;  it saddened him that she wasn’t.

She’d seen young Poppy take her vows ending her time as a novitiate, she was now the Serene Sister Agnes.  Nancy had cried as she watched her gentle granddaughter prostrate herself at the altar of Greyfriars convent chapel.  It was a fine sunny day as they’d walked towards the convent, she’d seen the ducks on the River Lossie. She recalled a time with Len before the war. It had been a day like this, by a river like this
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