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Based on the real Thomas Parr who was rumored
to have been born in 1483 in Shropshire, England and died on
November 14, 1635 in London at the age of 152. When he was 80,
Thomas married for the first time. In 1635, King Charles I heard of
Old Parr and brought him to London where Thomas died soon after. To
honor Old Parr, King Charles had him buried in Westminster Abbey.
The results of a post-mortem showed that Thomas was in incredible
physical shape, including his genital organs.

 


 



Chapter 1

 


Thomas felt especially well today. So well in
fact that he decided a morning romp with his wife would set a good
pace for the rest of the day. He lay still, listening to her
breathing. In, out, in, out. It was like music, he thought. But he
wasn’t all that interested in the lyrical in-out of her breath, he
wanted the other sort of in-out.

“Oy.” He nudged her. “Would you mind?”

She grumbled and waved him away, “Not now,
I’m tired. Go milk the cow or collect the eggs.”

He sat up in bed and scratched his bristly
face as the rooster crowed at the arriving Shropshire dawn. Lucky
bugger was probably getting more than old Thomas. Slowly, Thomas
got out of bed, slipped on his worn wooden clogs and threadbare
dressing gown and clip-clopped his way to the sitting room. If only
he could afford leather shoes he wouldn’t make so much noise in the
morning. It probably wouldn’t matter anyway, as his wife’s hearing
wasn’t so good these days. She could scarcely hear a sound.

The morning sun shone through the copious
holes in the curtains, casting spots of light over the room. The
room always looked better in the dark. The rocking chair, the one
he’d made when he was just a young lad, looked like something
tossed onto a rubbish heap. The carpet on the floor had more holes
than the curtains. He’d outlived all of it.

There he stood, Thomas Parr, 100 years of
age. Any other man, if they’d lived as long, would be as shriveled
as a dried up apple, but not him. He still stood straight with
snowy white hair and a well-fed belly, and was spry and healthy
with hardly any wrinkles at all. And with the manly parts of a 20
year old to boot.

Reaching under his nightshirt, he took his
firm piece in hand. He was definitely spry. The rooster crowed
again. There was only one thing to do. Thomas slipped out of his
clogs and carefully, quietly, lifted the latch and opened the front
door. It was a cold morning with frost on the ground, but he’d only
be outside for a short time. He hurried in bare feet across the
frozen barnyard to the widow Milton’s house. Three knocks and he
was inside. Had she been waiting for him?

Her graying hair was loose about her
shoulders and her thin nightgown showed the outline of her
delightful breasts and shapely hips. Now he was even more spry. She
closed the door behind him and gave him a little kiss on the
cheek.

“You’re late, Thomas Parr.”

“Late? How’d you know I’d come at all?”

“You come every morning, after the rooster
crows.”

“Oh. Every morning?” Thomas removed his
dressing gown and saw how his night shirt bulged out. “Ah, yes, now
I remember. Silly me, forgetting what a good poke you are.”

Widow Milton giggled. “You are a dirty man,
Thomas Parr.” She pulled her nightgown up over her head and dropped
it to the ground. “Come on, dirty man, let’s have a go.” She
pointed to the bedroom. She turned and Thomas saw her delightfully
round backside, just like his wife’s. There was nothing quite like
a delightfully round backside.

By the time the rooster crowed again, he’d
finished with the widow Milton and had worked up quite an appetite.
All he needed now was a good breakfast to start the day properly.
“Well, Katherine, my lass, I’d best go about my farming chores. I’m
feeling rather fit.”

“All right, dear. Tell Jane I’ll be round for
tea later on.”

“Can’t tell her that, woman. My wife’s got a
suspicious mind, you know. She’d know I’d been over here.”

“Say you saw me out in the field, chasing
crows off my corn.”

“Ah, yes, I could say that.” He put on his
dressing gown, gave Katherine Milton a parting kiss and hurried
across the barnyard, past the chicken coop.

His chickens were already out and pecking
around for seed. Come spring, if all the hens produced at least one
viable chick, he’d double his flock. After 20 years of marriage,
he’d never had more than a pot to piss in, but with a henhouse
bursting at the seams, he might finally be able to buy his wife a
proper wedding ring. Even though she never complained about the one
he’d given her, fashioned from a penny coin that he’d cut the
center from, she deserved better.

He sneaked into the house, his feet half
frozen from the frost, and stoked the embers in the fireplace. He
added a couple of split logs to the embers and sat down in the
rocking chair, stretching his feet toward the hearth. He couldn’t
remember splitting the wood, but he must have. Nobody else around
who’d do it. Poor Jane couldn’t wield an axe even if she’d wanted
to. That meant he must have done it.

When the embers caught the logs on fire, his
feet soon warmed. The heat made him drowsy, so he closed his eyes
and rocked gently back and forth. He’d set about doing chores after
a short rest and a hearty breakfast. He was content, happy. He
wished he could spend the entire day rocking and staying warm by
the fire. But when there was a knock on the door, he opened his
eyes and sighed. So much for lazing about.

“Who’s there?” he called, easing his body
from the chair.

“Old Parr? Is that you? It’s me, ‘enry
Smith.”

“Henry?” Thomas opened the door. “Ah, it is
you, Henry. What are you doing around here so early in the
morning?”

“Morning? It’s after midday.” Henry stood
back and eyed Thomas up and down. “You’re still in your night
clothes? Have you taken ill? Don’t tell me the famous Old Parr is
feeling poorly. I’ve never known you to be sick a day of your
life.”

“Midday?” Thomas looked over at the fire. It
was a pile of smoldering ashes. He’d fallen asleep. “Where’s
Jane?”

“Dunno. I came round to ask if you’d come to
the public house for a bit. My cousin’s come here from London just
to see you. I’d told him ages ago how you’ve lived longer than any
man in Shropshire. He didn’t believe me. Now he’s come here to see
you with his own eyes. Came all the way from London, he has. Come
on, what do you say?”

“Oh, not sure if I should. I’ve got loads of
work to do. Milking the cow, collecting eggs, chopping
firewood.”

“Come on, it’ll do you good to get out for a
bit.”

“I really shouldn’t.”

“I’ll treat you to an ale and cider.”

“Hang on while I get dressed.”

Thomas pointed to a cane back chair with half
of the canes missing and waited until Henry sat, then went into the
bedroom. Jane wasn’t there. But her nightgown was folded up on the
pillow. “Jane!”

He hurried to get dressed, not wanting to
keep Henry waiting. Thomas always enjoyed chatting with curious
strangers, although it was getting hard to remember details of his
youth. He knew he was born in 1483, a hundred years ago, but he
could only clearly recall the last 50 years or so. Who could blame
him? At a hundred, he was bound to forget a few things.

After buttoning his shirt, he went back to
the sitting room and found Henry and Jane talking. Had she been
there all along? Jane saw Thomas and smiled. “There’s my man. I let
you sleep by the fire, dear. What’s this about you going to the
pub?”

Just the sight of her plump, round body made
his trousers tighten in the front. But he didn’t have time for a
romp. Henry’s cousin was waiting, and so was the ale. “I shan’t be
long, my beloved. Then I’ll get round to the chores.”

“They’re already done.” Jane sidled up next
to him and whispered, “Fix your trousers. It looks as if you’re
keeping a giant eel under there.”

Henry burst out laughing. “If I had even half
of Old Parr’s stamina my wife would never let me leave the
house!”

Thomas couldn’t help laughing either. He’d
always enjoyed a good laugh. “It’s a curse you know, Henry. A good
curse, but a curse nonetheless. My dickie-bird is always up for a
little peck. Drives Mrs. Parr round the bend.”

“That’s true enough,” Jane said, nodding. “Go
on then and have a nice visit. But you behave.”

Thomas slipped on his clogs and followed
Henry outside. Henry had on a pair of soft leather boots. They
looked a lot more comfortable than clogs. “Oy, Henry. How much did
those boots set you back?”

“Not a penny. I found old Mr. Hobbs dead in a
ditch. Bashed over the head and robbed likely. He wasn’t in need of
his boots any longer, you see.”

“Why can’t I be that lucky? To find boots, I
mean, not die in a ditch.” Thomas stumbled and almost fell out of
his clogs.

They crossed the barnyard and walked down the
lane, past widow Milton’s house. The sun was warm, perhaps a bit
too warm. It had heated a pile of cow dung she must have raked up.
The stench hung heavy in the air. Thomas wrinkled his nose and
waved away some flies. Henry didn’t seem to notice the smell and
kept his stride in his leather boots. Maybe leather boots made you
not care about cow dung, Thomas thought.

By the time they reached the pub, Thomas’
feet hurt. A nice cider ale would certainly take the edge off the
pain. Henry opened the door and shouted, “Here’s Old Thomas
Parr!”

A cheer rose up as Thomas crossed over the
threshold. How good it felt to have so many of his friends happy to
see him. For a moment he couldn’t remember why he was there, but
when Henry grabbed him by the arm and pulled him to the counter, he
remembered just fine. “Cider ale, if you please,” Thomas said with
a lick of his lips. He didn’t indulge much in ale, but on the
occasion when someone else was buying, he wasn’t about to say
no.

They sat down at a small table where another
man was already seated. He was pale with red hair and a bristly red
beard to match. At least he looked pale in the scant light. The
windows were filthy, sooty and oily from the lamps that lit the
place at night. Thomas waited while Henry introduced his cousin,
George somebody. George extended his hand so Thomas shook it. It
wasn’t a good hearty shake, but a weak, limp, womanly sort of
shake. The sort of shake that made you not trust a man.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Parr.”

“Pleasure’s mine.” Thomas took a guzzle of
ale and kicked off his clogs under the table, wiggling his sore
toes. He wouldn’t have sore toes in leather boots.

“Mr. Parr, is it true that you’ve lived to a
hundred?”

“Sure as I’m sitting here. My birthday was
about three months back. Or was it four. No, it was three.”

“Is there a secret to your extensively long
life?”

“Secret? No secret I’m aware of. Just good
clean living. Oh, and cheese and onions. The wife makes a green
cheese that’ll put hair on your chest and make you stiff as a
board, if you know what I mean.”
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