

    
        
          Lily:  A Short Story

        

        
        
          Stevie Turner

        

        
          Published by Stevie Turner, 2014.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LILY:  A SHORT STORY

    

    
      First edition. March 22, 2014.

      Copyright © 2014 Stevie Turner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386195191

    

    
    
      Written by Stevie Turner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Stevie Turner

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          The Pilates Class

          
        
          
	          Lily:  A Short Story

          
        
          
	          The Noise Effect

          
        
          
	          Ein Haus Ohne Fenster

          
        
          
	          Life: 18 Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Waiting in the Wings

          
        
          
	          Understanding

          
        
          
	          Holding Hands

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Stevie Turner’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

TABLE OF CONTENTS

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14 

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

CHAPTER 38

CHAPTER 39

CHAPTER 40

CHAPTER 41



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Dedicated to all those at the end of their lives. There but for the grace of God go I.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 1
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Lily woke up, looked at her daughter, and opened her mouth to speak.

“Lll .....hrss..pt..”  

She could not seem to get the message over to Pamela that she wanted to go home.

“You’ve had a stroke, Mum.  You need to stay in here now so that the nurses can look after you.” Pamela plumped up the cushion behind Lily’s back and put a cup of water to her lips. “Come on.  Have a little drink.  There’s a sandwich on the table here for you. You’ve had nothing to eat all the afternoon.”

Lily pushed the cup away.  If she could not go home, then she wanted to die.

“I’ll be back to see you tomorrow.  Connie’s home from school now, so she’ll come with me as well.”  Pamela kissed her mother. “We’ll come after lunch.  See you tomorrow!”  She tried to sound as cheerful as possible so that her mother’s suspicions were not aroused.

With a waft of perfume Pamela was gone.  Lily tried to get out of the chair, but her body would not obey her commands.  Out of the corner of her eye Lily could see Bridie, the horrible one, coming in.  With a few expert moves Lily’s clothing was removed and a nightdress put over her head.

“Now, Mrs Read, I’m going to put you on the commode so that you can do a wee for me before I put you into bed.”

“Essss.......uurrrrr.”  Lily tried to say that she wasn’t a child, didn’t want to do a wee, and didn’t want to go to bed.  

“You have to do a wee!  Your sheets were wet again this morning.”  Bridie lifted Lily up as though she was a feather, placed the back of her nightdress over the backrest of the commode, and put a blanket over her legs. “I’ll come back in a while when you’ve done a wee.”

Lily was stuck fast by her nightdress.  She looked around the room in despair.  How could it have come to this?  She and Artie had brought six children into the world, looked after them and given them a good life, and now they’d betrayed her.  They’d told her she was going on a little holiday.  They’d left it to Pamela to dump her here.  She would never trust any of her children again.

***
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SHE FELT HUNGRY.  HER skinny left arm reached out to her bedside table and grabbed the sandwich still sitting there from tea-time.  It tasted good.  She wolfed it down, together with a morsel of Madeira cake on the same plate.  

If only Artie were alive.  He would never have left her here.  He would have looked after her.  Poor Artie!  At the end of his life he wasn’t even able to sit on his favourite seat down at Freshwater Bay, and could only look at the windsurfers dancing on the waves through the sitting room window.  

Her buttocks were sore by the time the horrible one returned.  Rough hands freed her nightdress, and two arms that would not have looked out of place in the wrestling ring grabbed her frail body and moved her onto the bed. She felt her legs being lifted up and thrown down unceremoniously onto the sheet.  Two sheepskin heel protectors were attached to her feet.  Probing fingers invaded her mouth and removed her teeth.  She wished she’d had the nerve to bite them:

“I don’t want to hear a peep out of you until the morning.”

She looked at the clock that for 50 years had taken pride of place on the mantelpiece in her and Artie’s front room:

Half past six.  Only babies went to bed at half past six!
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​CHAPTER 2
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“Race you to that gorse bush over there!”

Lily tried hard to keep up with her big sister Daisy, but her short legs would not move fast enough.  Once again, ten-year-old Daisy had won.  Lily looked behind her; their little sister Violet had long ago given up trying to keep up with them, and was walking over High Down alongside their mother, holding her hand.

“I won!” 

Daisy’s long chestnut hair blew over her face.  Her cheeks were rosy in the stiff breeze. Victorious, she threw herself down on the ground, laughing.

“It’s not fair!” Lily came along and plonked herself down next to her sister. “Why can’t you let me win sometimes?”  Her voice came out as a whine.

“I will next time.  I promise.” Daisy smiled and Lily knew she would. Daisy always kept her promises.
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“MY THREE LITTLE FLOWERS!” Evelyn Roberts found a grassy knoll, sat down with Violet and her two older daughters and opened her capacious bag. “I’ve got some lunch for all of you and a drink of lemonade before we walk back home.”

Lily sat contentedly on the grass nibbling at some bread and cheese.  She looked back along the downs the way they had walked:

“Will we see Lord Tennyson today Mama?”

“Maybe we will.  Everybody knows he walks along High Down every day.” Evelyn sipped her home-made lemonade.

“But he doesn’t like seeing people, does he?”

“No Lily, he doesn’t. He’s had a special door built into the garden of Farringford House so that he can escape from people who wait outside wanting to see him.”

“We’ve learned about Lord Tennyson at school.” Violet piped up in her childish voice. “Our teacher read us ‘Maud’.  It’s got my name and Lily’s in it, but not Daisy’s.” Violet stuck her tongue out at her eldest sister and pushed her long flaxen hair away from her face.

“Violet – mind your manners!” Evelyn admonished her daughter and gathered up the leftovers. “It’s time to walk home.  It’s Saturday and Papa will be home early today.”
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VIOLET COMPLAINED BITTERLY on the long walk back as the wind whipped her hair and the downhill slant made her legs ache.  All was forgotten though, on reaching the garden gate and catching sight of her father.

Charles Roberts stood in the doorway to greet his family.

“Papa!”  Violet flung herself at Charles, who picked up his favourite daughter and spun her around.  Violet shrieked with delight.

“You’ll make the child dizzy!”  Evelyn smiled at her husband.

“There’s sweets somewhere in the garden for all my little flowers!” Charles kissed his wife, and watched his daughters fondly as they rushed off to seek the hidden tasty treasures.

“How is Lord Bedbury? Have you heard?”  Evelyn gratefully noticed the full trug of vegetables on the kitchen table.  

“He’s sinking fast.  There’ll be a new master of the house before long.”

Charles wondered if young Henry was ready to assume the heavy mantle of responsibility.

“Well, he’ll still need a head gardener I’ve no doubt!”  Evelyn began peeling the carrots, safe that her husband’s position would stay secure. “Let’s hope he’s as generous to us as Lord Bedbury is.”

“Depends if there’s any money left when all the gambling and drinking is done.  He’s well over the age of consent now, so it can’t be held in trust.”  As Charles nibbled on a raw carrot he had a mental image of Lord Henry lying paralytic outside some London whorehouse.
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“PAPA! I FOUND THE CHOCOLATE beans first!  I knew where to find them!” Violet came running to Charles, who had sat himself down in his old worn chair next to the range. 

“How did you know where they were, my little princess?”  

“I just knew.  Can we do some painting today please?” Violet climbed onto her father’s lap, the treasured bag of sweets still in her hand.

“Yes.  After you share the sweets, we will paint some flowers together.”  Charles kissed the little girl, who ran off to find her sisters.

“The child has a talent.” Charles sucked on his pipe contentedly. “She gets that from you.  You could have been an artist.”

Evelyn rolled out some pastry, making more noise with the rolling pin than usual:

“And who would cook the dinner while I’m out painting then?  My days of sitting down and drawing poppies blowing about in the breeze are over.  And who would see to the children?”  Evelyn sighed with the unwelcome news she was about to impart: “Before Easter there will be another child.  I’m about two months’ along.”

Charles rose from the chair to hug his wife as she stood at the kitchen table:

“We must thank God for our good fortune.”

Evelyn could not share in her husband’s delight.  All she could see in front of her was more backbreaking, soul-destroying work, and yet another unwanted pregnancy ageing and distorting her once youthful body even more.
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