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      What The Book World Thinks


      A true tale of serendipity, love, and second chances. A 


      captivating book that takes readers on a journey of


      unexpected connections and the transformative


      power of love. When two strangers cross paths in a


      serendipitous encounter, their lives take an


      unforeseen turn. This enchanting true story follows


      their unfolding relationship as they navigate the


      complexities of the past, confront their fears, and


      embrace the possibility of a shared future. "I Saw Her 


      Standing There" is a tale that explores the magic of 


      fate, the resilience of the human heart, and the joy of


      discovering love when least expected.
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      The golden age of future comes


      That which was dreamed in the past


      Minds rich in wisdom to the last


      Where freedom reigns on minds at peace


      We are the Children of the Sun


      And this our inheritance


      No longer chaos and confusion


      But love and laughter, song and dance


       


       


      (Hawkwind: Children of The Sun)


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      The Beginning


      When The World Was Young


           “Jimmy Page & Robert Plant”


       


      Sometimes we put off or postpone projects and


      things for later or maybe we get a bit lazy. Well


      my excuse over the last four decades is that we


      moved flats and houses several times and each


      time a rather large packet of enveloped letters


      tucked away in a box found itself stashed away in


      a series of cellars, attics and garden sheds …….


      until that is recently.


      On a big tidy up and sort out during the start of


      the 2020 Covid 19 pandemic and obeying (to a


      degree) the “stay at home” directive I opened


      that old Pickford’s Removals storage box and


      rescued a giant sized Liverpool University brown


      envelope stuffed with two large bundles of


      rubber banded handwritten letters starting in the


      summer of 1979 between two ordinary people


      otherwise known as correspondence d’amour or


      love letters.

    

  


  
    
      This new 2026 revised edition of the book has


      been updated and expanded by a good few


      dozen pages from the original publication due to


      the discovery of further hidden away late 1970s


      greetings and post cards and some forgotten but


      full of memories pocket size diaries that reveal


      additional tales which perfectly augment the


      original book and this new version also includes a


      selection of photographs of Her Royal Highness -


      Diana Princess of Wales that have never been


      published before.


      This latest book also has an unexpected surprise


      in store but that you will have to discover for


      yourself as we head towards the brand new


      ending.


      When looking back as though it were yesterday,


      is it a case of growing older and becoming more


      wiser or knowing what I know now would I have


      done anything different or taken another path.


      Not likely!


      It was 1979 and forgetting the politics, protests


      and strikes the music was ace. The glam rocker

    

  


  
    
      and electric warrior Marc Bolan had kick started


      the decade riding a white swan and ten years


      later AC/DC were taking off on the highway to


      global domination with their powerfully loud and


      exciting live performances … the future of rock


      was in safe hands and whatever the music genre


      the 1970s had it in overdrive. Those were the


      fondly remembered long lost days of no social


      media, no mobile phones and no texting just


      biro’s and inky finger fountain pens and a bit of


      Basildon Bond or a Woolworths writing pad with


      the red spiral bound card cover and everyone


      worked hard during the week and partied till


      dawn at the weekends.


      Everybody has a year, a time or a place that


      means something. For me it was 1979, Led


      Zeppelin’s great epic last ever gig at Knebworth, I


      was there and it was an era of magic and


      mystique, a time when the world was young and


      I fell in love with a girl from a distant shore.


      This autobiographical account of back and forth


      letters is both a glimpsing snapshot and decibel

    

  


  
    
      loaded soundtrack of the times. The songs of the


      chapter headings were already there, embedded


      within the pages of the letters, waiting to be


      released four decades later. In 1979 you could


      post a ten page letter for 9 pence or buy a round


      of five pints up north for just £1.


      So sit back but whatever you do, do not relax but


      dig out that old turntable and some great vinyl


      from the past … or go on then they're all there on


      iTunes, Amazon Music or Spotify and see what


      you make of it all today.


      I make no apologies to the reader as it would


      have been quite easy and save embarrassment


      perhaps to discreetly edit, sanitise or airbrush


      some of the letter’s tales but this was the late


      1970s when it was still cool to be children of the


      revolution and in a quest to fill our lives with


      freedom and peace there had to be a whole lotta


      love, other stuff and rock and roll and plenty of it


      there was.


       

    

  


  
    
      Rory Gallagher one of Irelands greatest ever rock 


      guitarists and singers of all time recorded “Can’t 


      Believe it’s True” on his 1971 debut album and is a 


      long seven minute plus song that I revisit many


      times these days. And so what you are about to


      read are our direct words exposed to the light for


      the first time in over 40 years and yes it’s wild to


      believe that it all really happened … believe me it


      is all true … and this book has come to life


      because we didn’t throw those letters, cards,


      photographs or diaries away.


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      June 1979


      I Saw Her Standing There


       “The Beatles”    


       


      These letters would never have been written but


      for a decision to go on holiday that wasn’t even


      suggested or planned by me. I had started work


      as a photographer at the University of Liverpool’s


      Department of Forensic Science and Pathology


      in 1976. I was offered the job on the same day


      straight after the interview. Out of six candidates I


      was the only one who made it through the


      specimen room containing large formalin filled


      tanks of human arms, legs, heads and torso’s. The


      starting pay would do at £20 a week before tax


      and buying a vinyl LP for £1.80 was just about


      affordable.


      So I spent my days commuting on those ferries


      across the Mersey and photographing the scary


      stuff of todays “Silent Witness” and one day and


      evening each week for the next four years was

    

  


  
    
      taken up at the Laird School of Art across in


      Central Park, Birkenhead.


      If there were no parties to go to and Tranmere 


      Rovers didn’t have a home game then a Friday


      night was given up to pints of creamy headed


      black Burtonwood Mild ale at the Royal Oak in


      Liscard, Wallasey but if anything was fixed in


      stone it was every Wednesday evening at the The


      Ship Inn (now sadly demolished) at 208 Breck


      Road, Wallasey. We had our own unofficially


      reserved table in the corner for four or sometimes


      five of us: me, Mark Evans (aka Evo), Jim Mackie,


      Smidge (aka Pete Smith) and our sometimes fifth


      man Dave Owen. We sat right by the jukebox


      which only seemed to have three decent 45rpm’s:


      Blondie’s “Heart of Glass” or “Sunday Girl" and 


      The Doors - “Riders on the Storm” which seemed 


      decent value for money because of its long


      running time. A night out would set you back no


      more than a quid that could just cover a round of


      five pints that we rotated each week if we could


      remember who bought the last round last

    

  


  
    
      Wednesday! Alternatively if we imbibed less there


      would be enough left over in the modest budget


      to buy chips and curry sauce on the way home.


      In the 1970s holidays abroad were a rarity, money


      was tight and the Labour government only


      allowed travellers to take £99 out of the UK and


      any amount you did take out was hand written in


      your passport.


      Into one of these Wednesday evenings Evo


      brought in just one brochure from the Belgium


      Tourist Board and offered it to the table and so for


      the fact that this option number one was the only


      option, the four of us agreed to leave Britain for


      ten days in the last week of June into the first


      week of July and so the prospect of a reason to be


      cheerful looked promising.


      We had no idea if our estimated £9 per day


      budget would last and we each packed around


      half a dozen cans of Spam into our cases and


      bags as a back up in the event that we ran out of


      cash and on Saturday 30th June my dad agreed


      to ferry all four of us nineteen year olds through

    

  


  
    
      the Mersey Tunnel to Liverpool’s Lime Street


      Station to catch the early 6.00am train to London


      Euston from whence we would swiftly connect to


      Victoria Station and then on by boat from Dover


      to Ostend, Belgium and by that early Saturday


      evening we had made our transfer to the


      delightful old Belle Epoch Hotel George V, 


      Vlaanderenstraat 42, Ostend. Within twenty four


      hours my life was going to change forever. And


      on that following Sunday morning I saw her


      standing there.


      I was passing through the hotel lobby door and


      my attention was caught by an exotic looking girl


      who I guessed to be Japanese, studying in vain a


      large poster sized Belgium railway timetable. I


      stopped and offered to try to help decipher the


      bits in Flemish. This seemed a bit difficult so off


      the top of my head I said:


      “Where are you going to?”


      Then before I received an answer and not


      thinking about any consequences I came out


      with:

    

  


  
    
      “I’m going to Bruges today do you fancy coming


      along?” And that was that.


      Ostend would remain our base but I had to


      temporarily abandon my companions over the


      first few days to accompany my new (not


      Japanese but Japanese looking) Malaysian


      girlfriend Magdalene known as “B” which is short


      for Beng Imm meaning “clear bright sound” as


      we travelled to Antwerp, Paris and Amsterdam ……


      that was some chance meeting and some


      doorway.


      And at some point the beginnings of all true


      stories must contain a modest amount of drama.


      B and her girlfriends Amy and Vicky had misread


      the date on their return boat ticket to the UK and


      on their last morning in Belgium had just 60


      minutes to pack and get to the quayside and


      embark. In this hurried melee and hasty


      departure, unbelievably neither of us during the


      previous week had actually exchanged contact


      details other than I was in Liverpool and B was a

    

  


  
    
      nurse, training somewhere in the Sussex


      countryside … and so that ship had sailed!


      It would have been very easy for both of us to


      walk away with the memories of an intense but


      brief encounter …… but then later that day a


      hastily hand scribbled note on a scrap of paper


      that had been passed to a ships Purser then


      relayed when he returned on a later crossing


      back in Ostend Port to Gilbert at the Belgium


      Tourist Office who in turn tracked me down to


      that George V Hotel …… Yes, I know it sounds like a


      series of slickly edited scenes from a film but this


      was real life and so the letters begin somewhere


      in the middle of the English Channel.


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      On the Sealink Cross Channel Ferry


      30th June 1979


       


      Dear John Paul,


      I never expected to leave today as I am so looking


      forward to the Europa Tower trip with you, I just


      hate it that my holiday has got to end today, a


      real disappointment.


      Sorry! I had to rush off like this but there's no


      alternative.


      Hope to see you again some day.


      Wishing you all the best and I'm keeping my


      fingers crossed for you about the success of your


      interview with the TV company.


      Just hope that I can get this message delivered to


      you before you leave Ostend.


       


      I enjoyed seeing all the places with you.


      Magdalene Beng Imm (B)


      c/o Edward VII Hospital


      Midhurst, Sussex.


       

    

  


  
    
      I received this note very late in the afternoon and


      it was over to me now. If I hurried I could just


      make the large retro looking neo modernistic


      Central Post Office before closing time including


      snatching a two tone purple and clear click biro


      from a tobacconists on the way. Entering


      Eysselinck’s 1950s architectural masterpiece


      design creation, a striking emporium of


      communication I looked for a counter and any


      symbol that remotely suggested “Telegram”


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
       


       


       


       


      POST OFFICE TELEGRAM


      OSTEND BELGIUM


      30th June 1979


       


      MY DEAREST B. I RECEIVED YOUR NOTE AND AM


      MISSING YOU VERY MUCH WILL CONTACT YOU


      AS SOON AS I GET HOME LOTS OF LOVE. JOHN


      PAUL.


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      July 1979


      No Second Thoughts


      “Tom Petty and The Heartbreakers”


      Liverpool 8th July 1979


      Dear B,


      I had no second thoughts at all about sending


      that telegram across the wire, across the sea and


      hope you share my feelings. Unfortunately I


      couldn't say much then due to the limited space


      on the telegram sheet. After long delays on the


      Sealink ferry and trains in London we all finally


      arrived home in Liverpool after a tiring day and


      are looking forward to a proper meal. Ever since


      the day you left Ostend I couldn't stop thinking


      about last week with you and all the places we


      went together. I just loved every second of it and


      you. The day you left you took the sunshine away


      with you for all it did from Monday was rain, rain,


      rain. I did however go to Brussels on Tuesday but


      visiting the Chinese Pavilion and the Atomium


      with its nine spheres then returning through the


      City of Ghent just wasn't the same without you

    

  


  
    
      there. And when I woke on that first morning in


      July, the first day without you by my side I just


      had to see you again or my life just would not be


      the same.


      I too was looking forward to our Europa Tower


      trip but I couldn’t face the ascent of going up


      there on my own and I still have our two tickets in


      my back pack. Now that I am back in England I


      do very much want to see you again and I will be


      trying to sort out how to get from Liverpool to


      Midhurst on the train. It will probably be via


      London I would think, anyway we can work it out.


      If you could write and give me details on how you


      get to and from London that will be an enormous


      help and hopefully we can arrange something


      next month. Till then it’s back to work on a


      miserable Monday.


      Missing you a lot … 


      Love, John Paul (JP)


       


       

    

  


  
    
      August 1979


      Born In The 50s


      “The Police”


      Midhurst 3rd August 1979


      Dear JP,


      I am so happy to receive your telegram from


      Ostend and now your letter from Liverpool.


      Glad that you arrived safely in England. The


      Sealink I came back with was 1 hour behind


      schedule as well and I must admit that I was so


      glad to be back in England again. It just seems


      like home after being on the Continent. We left


      Ostend at 11.35am (Belgium time) and reached


      the nurses home in Midhurst, Sussex around


      11pm.


      If I ever took the sunshine away from Ostend I


      certainly did bring a lot of rain back to England as


      well. Ever since I came back it has been so


      gloomy and cloudy. I have to run through the rain


      to get your letter from my pigeon hole in the


      main hospital building as my own room is in a


      separate annex away from the main block.

    

  


  
    
      This is the last week of my holiday. Yesterday I


      was up in London around Oxford Street, Covent


      Garden, Bond Street and Leicester Square -


      looking at the shops.


      I go to London at least once a month because


      Midhurst is so quiet and at times extremely dull.


      I feel homesick if I don't get out of Midhurst.


      Perhaps next time I can meet you in London and


      we can do some more sight seeing.


      From the map of England which I looked up,


      Liverpool is so far away from Sussex like the end


      of the world. You'll be very tired by the time you


      come down here unless you can get long


      weekends off.


      Sussex is beautiful especially the green fields with


      cows grazing on the pretty wild yellow and white


      flowers.


      There is no station in Midhurst. Instead


      Haslemere is our gateway by train. It is about


      twenty minutes by car from our hospital.


      Normally it takes an hour to get from Haslemere


      to Waterloo Station. Anyway I can always see you

    

  


  
    
      in London as I have learned how to get about


      with the guidance of my pocket London Tube


      Map.


      I may not always get to have the weekends off,


      John, but I can request for it to see London with


      you.


      Just wishing that I could see Brussels again but


      with you. I was really so disappointed for not


      having gone up the Europa Tower. Actually is was


      our fault too for not knowing exactly the date and


      time of our departure. We just followed an


      itinerary and I took everything for granted. I left


      some of my belongings behind in the hotel room


      in my haste packing.


      Can I let you know that ever since I left Ostend I


      too couldn't stop thinking about those lovely


      places we visited. Lovely because you are there


      with me. I shall cherish these memories of those


      long, loving days forever.


      Looking forward to hearing from you again. Do


      take care of yourself and I miss you too.


      Fondly, B

    

  


  
    
       


       


       


       


       


      Isle of Wight Postcard 6th August 1979


       


      Dear John,


      Just came back from the Isle of Wight. Spent the 


      weekend there with Amy and Vicky. It was hot


      but not as hot as the Continent. Spent all of the


      time mostly walking by the beach and the sea.


      Did you have a nice weekend. Will write when


      free …….. Love B


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      Liverpool Wednesday 8th August 1979


      Dear B,


      I was so glad when I got your letter. I guessed it


      was from you when I saw the flowers printed on


      the envelope, the colour of the wildflowers


      reminded me of you and the flowers in your hair.


      By the sound of it your journey from Ostend must


      have been tiring, twelve hours, even after all our


      delays we were still back in Liverpool by 8pm on


      the Wednesday night, mind you, our arms were


      just about dropping off with the weight of our


      bags.


      I too was happy to be back in England because


      now only part of Britain separates the two of us;


      when I was still in Belgium the Channel seemed


      such an ominous obstacle as it appeared to


      stretch beyond the horizon forever.


      One place that our Belgium gang did visit before


      we came home was to take the train (well two


      trains as we had to connect in the city of Ghent)


      and spend a day in Ypres where you can see for


      miles and miles the World War I British

    

  


  
    
      cemeteries that stretch out and surround the


      town with all the clean white grave stones


      glowing in the light of day. It was a very sombre,


      silent and sad town holding all of the many


      thousands of souls of fallen soldiers. Sadder still it


      was a sort of pilgrimage for us as Jim’s Grandad


      was killed here right at the end on the very last


      day of the Great War. He was in the Royal


      Highland Regiment. We searched and searched


      for his grave looking at all the record books which


      are kept immaculately in each grave yard wall


      behind little glass doors. As the day progressed


      we finally found his name etched within the huge


      memorial called the Menin Gate. As the sun sets


      each evening a lone bugler plays the “Last Post”


      and Smidge insisted on staying right to the end


      as a mark of respect. It was both beautiful,


      emotional and melancholic under a shimmering


      purple sky at the end of the day as dusk gently


      falls.


      The weather up here has been cold, dull and rainy


      and only today has the sun come out. And

    

  


  
    
      starting work was so hard to do after an exciting


      holiday.


      I was so sorry to hear that you left some of your


      personal belongings back in the hotel, I hope


      they weren't valuable. I am still waiting for my


      Middleburg trip refund from the Belgium Travel


      Service to come through but with old Gilbert


      handling it I think that I may have to wait some


      time yet.


      But the most important thing I have to say is that


      I can get down to London to see you any


      weekend even given short notice, so all you have


      to do is tell me when. I'd get an early train on a


      Saturday morning which would get me in to


      Euston at 9.15am and I could be at Waterloo soon


      after that, say around 10 o’clock.


      The only thing I want to do right now is to see you


      again for as the night comes down over Liverpool


      and the golden sun sets, my thoughts go back to


      the warm calm evenings without a breath of


      wind we spent walking along the beach


      watching the night fall and Ostend lighting up

    

  


  
    
      casting a peaceful shadow over the small fishing


      boats in the harbour, oh how I wish we could live


      it again.


      In two and a half weeks there is a bank holiday


      25th, 26th and 27th of August which means that I


      am on holiday on the Monday. This long weekend


      means that I could come down to Midhurst to see


      you and your description of the countryside was


      charming and I couldn't ask for more beautiful


      guide to show me around.


      So I am looking forward to you letting me know


      when I can see you in London. I do hope it is soon


      because I miss you so much B, and look after


      yourself.


      PS: I’ll give you my phone number so you can


      contact me if any problems arise.


      Home phone number 0151 639 8970


      Work phone number 0151 709 0141 Ext 2835


      Lovingly, JP


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      Liverpool 10th August 1979


      Dear B,


      Thanks for the postcard from the Isle of Wight


      and I hope you received my letter I wrote last


      Wednesday. If you did get it, your card and my


      letter must have passed each other in the


      opposite direction on their respective journeys.


      Yes, I did have a good weekend. I went to the


      Knebworth Rock Festival at Stevenage in


      Hertfordshire. Jim managed to borrow a hippy


      bright orange Volkswagen (VW) Beetle that got


      us down there. The fab highlight was Led


      Zeppelin who came on stage at 9.45pm and


      rocked for nearly three hours. The show was really


      spectacular with lasers shooting into the night


      sky. Luckily it stayed sunny all day although it


      went a bit cold at night. But we didn't mind as we


      hitched up with a pony tailed old flower power


      medicine man kind of guy and we lit a small


      camp fire to keep us warm under the stars as he


      passed his "peace pipe” around and the herbal


      resiny sweet smoke hung dreamily and then

    

  


  
    
      floated away. Led Zeppelin was just the most


      amazing gig ever under that clear indigo


      midnight sky. The performance ended with


      “Stairway to Heaven” then three encores - “Rock 


      and Roll”, “Whole Lotta Love” and “Heartbreaker” 


      … Sheer brilliance.


      We drove back through the night stopping for a


      brief kip in a lay-by then had breakfast very early


      at a motorway service station …. there were so


      many fans returning home that the girl on the till


      couldn’t cope and we had eaten our full English


      while waiting to pay at the self service, so to help


      others and keep the queue down, all those who


      had finished, quietly but quickly returned their


      empty plates and trays to the racks and a free


      breakfast was had by all.


      After a bright and sunny week it is now raining all


      day long but fortunately there isn’t a great deal of


      work to do at the moment. Anyway I hope you


      have brighter weather and that we can see each


      other soon.


      Forever yours, JP

    

  


  
    
      Midhurst 11th August 1979


      My Dear JP,


      I've got two letters from you this week and the


      one about the Knebworth Festival sounded like


      you and the gang enjoyed your Led Zeppelin


      weekend a lot.


      I started work again on the 6th August and have


      been transferred to a surgical ward. Everything is


      so new to me as for the past few weeks I was on a


      medical ward. I’ve got to find out the routine and


      procedures of the ward and adjust to the way the


      ward is being managed but am doing fine now.


      This week I had Wednesday and Friday off. I was


      disappointed that that I was not given the


      weekend as days off or else I could have gone up


      to London to see you.


      Spent Wednesday indoors because of the rain


      and gloomy weather. Most of the time I studied,


      slept and rested. All my friends were working, so I


      had a very lonely day.


      On Friday (yesterday) I followed my room mate


      Vicky, remember from Ostend, to Heathrow

    

  


  
    
      Airport. One of her friends from Lebanon went


      there to meet his brother. It was a tedious journey


      and I almost wish I hadn't gone along. We got


      lost so many times because this Lebanese guy


      was not sure of driving in London.


      The airport looks different to me compared to the


      time I landed three months ago. Everything was


      so strange at that time, the people, the hugeness


      of the airport etc. I felt like Alice in Wonderland


      back then.


      John (JP), I am very surprised and pleased to see


      so much diversity and many international


      travellers, hundreds of overseas nationals pouring


      into the airport with a plane landing every few


      seconds. Planes from Cairo, Beirut and the Middle


      East and all over the world. London must be a


      non stop city with thousands of passengers


      arriving and departing all day long.


      Have you got your Middleburg refund yet from


      Gilbert?


      I wouldn't be surprised if you never see that


      money again. But we did have a marvellous time

    

  


  
    
      in Meli Park along the Belgian coast at Adinkerke


      didn’t we?


      I enjoyed everything we saw and it was all so


      lovely. There is another place on the Isle of Wight


      - the Blackgang Chine. Haha I took a photograph


      with Humpty Dumpty, he was so cute and angry


      looking we’ll have to meet up with him some


      time if he hasn't fallen off his wall.


      I shall be looking forward to your visit. But I forgot


      to mention in my previous letters that King


      Edward VII Hospital is approximately 2 miles from


      Midhurst town centre and has about a mile long


      entrance driveway through a wood. I have a


      friend (he’s a Taiwanese doctor and attached to


      the Midhurst Research Institute) and he has got a


      cottage on a temporary basis in the hospital


      grounds. I have asked him and he’s glad to let us


      use it as he is away a lot of the time. Another


      alternative away from the hospital is Midhurst


      itself, there are a few Bed and Breakfasts for


      around £4 (and that does include a full English


      breakfast).

    

  


  
    
      JP, just to confirm again that I can get away to


      meet you at Haslemere Station. I have requested


      to have at least one of the Bank Holiday days off


      but this all depends very much on the Sister. We


      have a long list of ward staff requesting for the


      bank holiday weekend off.


      The following week I am having Wednesday and


      Friday off again (on Thursday I go back to the


      classroom for studies) so I can’t come up to


      London to see you this week but there will


      certainly be other days to come. I’ll just let you


      know.


      Hopefully I shall take you to Arundel and


      Littlehampton when you visit. I have not seen


      these places properly but have passed through a


      few times and I like what I have seen. Or we can


      go to Chichester with its grand Cathedral and


      Priory Park.


      I am going to make your visit a very “enjoyable”


      one.


      Waiting to hear your plans.


      All warmest thoughts, B

    

  


  
    
      Liverpool 14th August 1979


      Dear B,


      Thank you very much for the birthday card and as


      you already knew I am a Leo. The actual date is


      this coming Monday 20th August and I will be 20


      on the twentieth! But I’m just so glad that you


      were the first to wish me a happy birthday.


      If you are getting any sun all I know is that


      Merseyside is making news headlines over its


      summer storms, winds and wetness. Well


      autumn is just around the corner, only it seems


      like winter up here already.


      I got all of my films back that I took on the


      Continent, an incredible two hundred colour


      slides. The first ones I looked at was the Paris


      collection, some of my best shots were among


      these but there was one very special one, I don’t


      know if you remember but I took a picture of you


      backlit against the Eiffel Tower, this out of the 200


      is my favourite.


      Before we went to Meli Park I didn't know that it


      was bee themed which must make it unique

    

  


  
    
      perhaps in the world. We can’t live without bees


      my nan says as they pollinate the planet and


      make it all so colourful. And another tip from nan


      … at the first sign of a cold or sore throat then a


      regular spoonful of honey and a small glass of


      whisky only it has to be a single malt and not a


      blended one. My boss at work Alan is his own


      expert on two things - Guinness Irish Stout and


      Scotch Whiskey. He seems to know some


      interesting people on Liverpool’s vast dock


      network who regularly supply him with wooden


      crates of export strength Guinness and I have to


      say that Balvenie Single Malt is a whiskey that is


      remarkably golden and honey sweet and does


      the job!


      So hope you’re well and fine and take care and


      see you soon.


      All my Love, JP


      PS: Let me know the date of your birthday


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      Liverpool 16th August 1979


      B ,


      By now you should have received my letter and


      card, I hope you like it and the sentiments as


      printed are so true …. I miss you every minute of


      each day.


      It’s good that you are settling in to the surgical


      ward. I understand how things work as our


      Forensic Pathology Department whilst being part


      of Liverpool University is actually attached to the


      Royal Liverpool Hospital.


      I can imagine your chaotic day out at Heathrow


      with that melee of the crowds. Getting into


      Belgium was quite enough for me with all that


      waiting to get through customs, mind you it was


      well worth it for what happened next.


      Liverpool (Speke Airport) compared to Heathrow


      is only tiny. I remember years ago my dad used to


      take us there for day trips to watch the old


      propeller driven airliners and I could even sit in


      the cockpit and press a few buttons and pull


      some levers. How times have changed because

    

  


  
    
      Concorde is coming to visit Liverpool next month


      (we have a super long runway for a small airport).


      No I haven’t got my Middleburg refund yet but it


      was worth me cancelling that trip so you could


      take me to Meli Park on that fab afternoon and


      evening.


      Thanks for all the extra details you sent me about


      places to stay, the doctors cottage sounds


      excellent and the hotel rates are really quite OK


      and that old “English breakfast” sounds tasty.


      As for my details, I will be getting that early train


      as mentioned and I have a giant British Rail


      National Timetable Book and trains as you know


      from Waterloo to Haselmere are 10 to and 20


      minutes past the hour so I will aim for the 9.50am


      or 10.20am and with only 30 minutes difference


      you won’t have to wait too long. I am so looking


      forward to seeing you and us spending the bank


      holiday together. Any and all of those places


      mentioned sound thrilling places but simply


      hanging out with you will do.


      The Best of My Love, JP xxx

    

  


  
    
      Midhurst 18th August 1979 10.45pm


      Dearest JP,


      Received your lovely card on Friday morning.


      Thank you so much. I like the lovable little cat and


      pasted the card onto the wall opposite my bed so


      that I can see it at all times but most of all it is the


      message that is truly touching.


      As I am having this weekend off I’m able to come


      to London to see you JP, if you are free to come


      down from Liverpool. I shall take the 10.00am


      train from Haslemere and can be at Waterloo


      Station by 10.45am (Saturday), can’t make it


      earlier because I have to depend on the hospital


      transport. The train usually comes in on Platform


      7. Waterloo is always crowded but meeting


      should be easy - under the famous clock but


      that’s where everyone meets! So Platform 7 first


      then the clock.


      Hope you had a nice birthday and we’ll celebrate


      it when we meet. As for me I am very unfortunate


      or maybe fortunate. I really don’t know but I was


      born on the 29th February. Most years I even

    

  


  
    
      forget my own birthday. Anyway birthdays always


      make me a year older which isn't too good a


      thought. But the good news is, I may be older


      than you but at the same time always younger so


      I am around 6 and a half …. so work that one out!


      My photographs taken in Europe have been


      developed but I’m not very pleased with them


      because it shows much more of us than the


      places. We will have to see all your slides one of


      these days.


      Isn’t it exciting! I’ve picked the first apple from the


      tree and I intended to give it to the horses only I


      am so scared stiff of the horses huge teeth that


      before the horse can really eat the apple out of


      my hand I quickly withdrew it. I was so afraid the


      horse might eat my hand instead. I tried several


      times to try to let the horse take the apple from


      my hand but I’m just frightened of the horses


      enormous teeth. In the end I had to drop the


      apple on the ground. I shall try again the next


      time I go for a walk in the hospital grounds and


      woods.

    

  


  
    
      It’s getting colder everyday I think - just like the


      time I landed in England. I’m waiting for the


      engineers to fire up the hospital boilers and turn


      the radiators on in our annexe of rooms.


      JP, do let me know before the end of the week


      whether I can meet you at Waterloo Station. Most


      probably I won’t have time to reply to you again.


      So until I see you next, keep warm and take the


      greatest care of yourself.


      Love, B
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