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 Preface






Language: British
English including British spelling has been used throughout.






Story basis:
Despite being identified as falling within the ‘Biographical
Fiction’ genre, this tale is essentially true, though some of the
dialogue and thoughts have had to surmised.






Disclaimer: As
stated, this tale has been inspired by and is based upon actual
events. Therefore, to protect those still living, whether they
deserve it or not, as well as the descendants and friends of those
referred to, names of people and places have either been changed or
omitted.
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 1 The Slither






How could I have
been so taken in? So fooled? So trusting when deep down I knew
better?






I remember the
first time she massaged my poor old aching feet. The wonderful
relief; the euphoric sensation; the freedom from pain. Could
anything have been better or more enjoyable? It all created the
promise of, hope for, better things to come. But was it to be? I
thought so but ……






On that day my son
Gordon and his wife Lucy had been making one of their rare visits
to us in our distant country home. They resided in the city where
they’d made their home after marriage. I’d been disappointed my son
would be so distant but also pleased he’d secured profitable
employment after his honourable, successful naval career.






I’d rested back in
my chair enjoying all the new sensations that’d been prevalent. For
as long as I could remember my feet had troubled me. Probably due
to the rough ground we had to constantly traverse to get to our
holdings and the long, long walks I undertook when working in the
hotel. I’d insisted upon having some employment of my own, if for
no other reason than to gain a small pension at the end.

“Thank you dear,
that was lovely. I can hardly believe how wonderful my feet feel.”
She’d smiled as she got off her knees. A sweet innocent smile, or
so it seemed.

“Good. I’ll just
go and empty the bowl.”

“All right dear.
I’ll just stay here for a while and enjoy this remarkable sensation
of pain free feet. It really is wonderful.” She’d smiled again as
she left with the bowl in hand. I rested further back, closed my
eyes and relished in the relaxation that’d now filled my whole
being. It’d really been wonderful.

“Right, that’s
done.” She’d returned from emptying the bowl. “I’ll just pop out
and fetch your medicine from the pharmacy.”

“That’s kind of
you.”

“Anything else you
want while I’m at the shops?”

“No thank you
dear. Other than my medication I’ve got everything I need.”

“Okay, won’t be
long.” She’d then left me to my relaxed enjoyment.






“Hello mum. You
okay?”

“Hello Gordon.
Yes, I am. I don’t think my feet have ever felt so wonderful.”

“You do look
relaxed.”

“Yes, I feel quite
sleepy now. Quite unlike me for this time of day. Must be due to
Lucy’s ministrations.”

“Good. You’ll be
able to have a snooze in a minute. We’re going to have get going if
we’re to get back at a decent time.”

“Such a shame you
can’t stay longer. But we do understand.”

“Won’t be too long
before we’re back again.”

“I’m glad. Your
papa and I are getting on and we’d like to see as much of you as
possible before it’s too late.”

“Don’t be silly,
you’ll both go on for years yet.”

“We don’t know
what may happen. It’s in God’s hands.”

“Yes it is. Now,
do you know where Lucy is?”

“She’s just popped
out to get my medicine. Shouldn’t be long.”

“Okay, I’ll just
put our cases in the car so we can get off when she returns.”

“All right
dear.”






We’d watched,
admittedly with a degree of disappointment and sadness, as they
pulled out of the drive. We remained on the doorstep until the
taillights disappeared from view as they headed toward the
city.

“I think we may’ve
been wrong about her Tom.” Tom was my husband of many years. It is
difficult to convey how much we still loved each other. Though
there’d been a few flirtatious young men in my early years, there’d
never been another man for me.

“How do you
mean?”

“She’s been really
good to me whenever they’ve been down recently.” When Gordon had
first brought Lucy to meet us we’d been horrified. She’d been quite
common in her language, behaviour and dress. Sounds snobbish I
realise but we’re a long established respected family who’ve always
accepted the requirement upon us to provide an example for others.
Lucy had a tendency to flirt, smoked and dressed in a rather
inappropriately revealing manner. In the close rural parochial
society of our village she was seen as quite scandalous. Neither
had it helped when we discovered her family were hardly
respectable. It’d eventually transpired they were a very rough lot
with most of them having spent their lives in begging and cheating
wherever possible. Some were also suspected to be thieves. For us
to be associated with, let alone related to, such a background had
been anathema. Nevertheless, somehow, I confess I’m at a loss to
fully understand how, she’d got her claws into my son. He’d been
like putty in her hands always doing as she asked, or rather
demanded, and never confronting, contradicting, arguing or
refusing. It had upset us to see but he was a grown man and we had
to allow him to pursue his own path, though I’m sure he must have
known how we felt.

“Good. I admit I’m
still not sure of her but as long as she treats you properly I’ll
tolerate her.” Tom had always been very protective of me.






“Gordon, papa
isn’t very well. Could you come down?” A couple of weeks later.

“What does the
doctor say?”

“He thinks papa
needs to see a consultant but he doesn’t want to. You know what
he’s like about such things.”

“Okay, I’ll come
down tomorrow.”

“Thank you
dear.”






“He really ought
to see one of the consultants in the city.” Our doctor, Gordon and
I’d been standing round my dear Tom’s bed the next morning.

“I don’t want to
go to the city.” Tom had been content to spend his whole life in
the village with only the very occasional trip to the local town
but only when absolutely necessary. Unlike me, he’d never had an
ambition to travel. I’d always found the idea of foreign lands and
cultures intriguing but had never left my dear Tom’s side.

“If the doctor
thinks it the best thing for you, we should go.”

“If you take me
there son, you’ll bring me back in a box.”

“But the doctor
thinks there’s something serious. We should at least go and see if
anything can be done.”

“I don’t want to.
I’ll be all right if I stay here, in my own home.”

“But dad.”

“I’ve said my
piece. Now let me rest.” I’d been sad to see my beloved looking so
tired and worn.

“Come Gordon,
let’s leave him to rest.” I’d ushered both him and the doctor from
the room.






“What do you think
doctor?”

“I’ve made my
opinion clear. I fear the worst if your father doesn’t see a
consultant very soon.”

“Thank you doctor.
How much do I owe?” I’d decided it pointless to continue the
debate. I’d paid the requested amount and the doctor left. We’d no
national health service like other countries and had to pay for all
appointments and treatments as they happened.

“We need to get
him up to the city as soon as possible.”

“But you heard
your papa Gordon. He doesn’t want to go.”

“That’s just his
foolishness. He’s never liked leaving the village.”

“It’s more than
that. I think he really does believe we’ll bring him back in a box
if we go.”

“That’s just
silly.”

“Maybe. What’re
you going to do? He’s very weak these days and now tends to leave
the important decisions to you.”

“I’m sorry but I
really believe he should go. I’ll make an appointment.” Though I
admit I’d also been concerned, I’d also worried about forcing Tom
to do something he didn’t want to. Would the stress and upset make
him worse? Probably; he could be stubborn. In the end I’d also had
to accept my son’s decision. He was now the effective head of the
family and it was understood he’d have the final word in all
important matters. So we took him to see the consultant but sadly
his prophecy proved accurate. We had to bring him back in that
awful box.


 2 The Turn


Tom had never been
one to show off and was by nature thrifty. That didn’t mean he’d
been a mean man, he wasn’t. He’d regularly shared his good fortune,
healthy crops, livestock and produce, with others. Enjoying the act
of giving. I knew full well he’d only want a simple funeral where
his family, friends and neighbours would have an opportunity to say
their own farewells as he had at the funerals of others. As was
traditional I’d intended a service in the village church followed
by the burial and then an invitation for mourners to join us in one
of the cafes for a drink and small snack. However, my son, or
perhaps more Lucy, had decided upon a rather pretentious, sumptuous
wake.


“Gordon, I can’t
afford anything extravagant.”

“We’re going to
give papa a good send-off.”

“He’d not want
anything special. You know what he was like. He’d just want his
friends to have the opportunity to pay their respects, that’s
all.”

“I’ll not have
them laughing at us.”

“They won’t.” But
he’d not listen. As said I’m not entirely sure it’d been his
decision. Lucy, fully aware of her poor background, has a tendency
to want to prove she’s someone. In the end, instead of the usual
coffee or small drink and light snacks, a full-scale sumptuous
lunch had been ordered for all. Naturally, though surprised by the
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