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'Morag - Morag! - Where is
that girl! She’s never there when you want her'

Looking around the
shop, Mrs McDonald’s eyes rested on the untidy shelves, the boxes
jutting awkwardly at all angles, annoying to someone with her sense
of order. ‘But that’s what the young are like now - they don’t have
that sense of pride like we had in our day. Our day; such a long
time ago - strange how life is. I still feel like a young girl
until I look in the mirror or climb the stairs.’

'Morag!' There was
still no reply. ‘What’s the use of paying
them if they’re not going to do the job - perhaps it’s time I gave
her a warning.....filling her head with romantic ideas of someone
coming in and whisking her away. Time she came down to
earth.’

‘Ah well may as well
do it myself, at least it will be done properly’ she thought. In a
few moments everything was as she intended. Boxes were straight and
in the right order, the clothes hanging nicely on the rail. That’s
better!

Giving the counter a
once-over, her eyes rested on a tiny ornament which stood next to
the till. A small porcelain rose, the surface now crazed with tiny
patterns; ironic she thought, just like my face. Suddenly, her mind
catapulted her back fifty years - there they were her and Cameron,
him tall and fit, his strong blue eyes staring back into hers,
their souls merged into one. Oh my, we were so in love in those
days - how I still miss him!

Reluctant to let the
image fade from her mind, she painfully dragged herself back to the
here-and-now just as Morag entered the shop from the street. 'Where
have you been girl?' she demanded, unable to disguise the annoyance
in her voice.

'Did you not hear Mrs Mc?
Surely you must have heard the bang?' Morag looked startled, and
then remembered that Mrs McDonald was hard of hearing.

'What are you talking about
girl - what bang?'

'The motor accident - that’s
why I went out' Morag replied. 'Two cars just collided in the
street - I went out to see what I could do.'

'Oh my goodness - I never
heard a thing' said Mrs Mc. 'Anybody hurt?' - her tone had changed
immediately she heard the reason - she wasn’t such a bad girl after
all, going out there as quickly as that, wanting to help.

'Yes - one man - he’s hurt
his leg, and he’s still trapped in his car' said Morag, 'But Willie
Stewart’s already directing traffic waiting for the ambulance to
arrive.'

'Oh my' said Mrs Mc, 'can we
make some tea or something - the poor, poor man.'

Immediately she bustled to
the little kitchen at the back of the shop and put the kettle on.
Then, having given Morag instructions to make at least three cups,
she hurried out.

Her shop was right in
the middle of the High Street, and right enough, twenty yards down
towards the post office there were two cars still intertwined, one
clearly more damaged than the other. Inside one of the cars, a man
sat patiently at the wheel, staring ahead, and teeth clearly
gritted against the pain he must be suffering. Going up to the
driver’s window, she looked in. He was young, about twenty five,
dark haired and handsome.

Putting her hand over his,
she said 'Now don’t you fret yourself son, the ambulance and the
fire people are on their way, and a hot, strong cup of tea - that’s
what you need at this time.'

He turned to face her, his
ice-blue eyes staring into hers - eyes that seemed so familiar -
how could they be? She’d never seen him before in her life.

'I’m fine' he replied
'It’s nothing; I just can’t get my leg out from under the pedal.'
She looked in and saw that his left foot was jammed in what
appeared to be a tangle of twisted metal. It looked
serious.

Just then, Morag
materialised by her side, three cups on her tray. 'Just give one to
Willie Stewart - and if he tells you he’s too busy directing
traffic, you just tell him that it’s an order!'

Taking two cups from
the tray, Mrs Mc handed one gingerly through the car window to the
young man. 'I’d give you an aspirin or two, but until a doctor has
seen you, I don’t think that’s wise' she said. Again, their eyes
met; a shiver ran down her spine as if she’d been under a mountain
waterfall.

At that moment the siren of
the ambulance cut across her thoughts. Within seconds, it was
followed by the local fire crew. She stood to one side, enthralled
by the calm, efficient manner in which they worked. Ten minutes
later, the young man was released and on his way to the hospital in
Inverness, just eight miles away.

As she looked at the back of
the now departing ambulance, Mrs McDonald was just turning back
towards the shop when she noticed a leather wallet on the ground by
the driver’s side of the car. Picking it up, she looked around for
Willie, the local policeman. Willie was down the street, measuring
the skid marks and negotiating with John Robertson from the local
garage who would move the wrecks as soon as Willie gave his
permission.

Without thinking, she
opened the wallet and a plastic card fluttered to the ground.
Feeling embarrassed that she had even thought to pry she stooped
and retrieved the pink piece of paper. It was a driving licence and
just as she fumbled to get it back into the wallet she saw the name
- Andrew Fraser. What a strange coincidence! That was her name
before she married Cameron.

'Willie - that poor wee man
in the car must have dropped his wallet - will you please take care
of it?'

Willie turned to her,
pad and tape measure in hand 'Thanks Mrs Mc, it’s a good thing that
you found it, what with the way of the world these days - I’ll make
sure he gets it back.'

Retracing her steps, she
picked up the cups, and walked back into the shop, just as Morag
was finishing the cashing up.

'How is the poor man?'
Morag asked concern in her eyes. 'Have they managed to save his
leg?'

'Goodness, yes child!', Mrs
Mc replied, 'What with all these clever tools, they had him out of
there in moments, he’s probably tucked up in bed as we speak. Time
you were home, leave everything to me.'

Feeling a tinge of shame for
wrongly judging Morag, she finished the cashing up almost
automatically, her mind still going over the events of the last few
minutes. Finally she locked up and, noticing that the cars were now
being moved, walked round the corner to her little bungalow.

All she could see that night
were the blue eyes of young Andrew Fraser, how like her Cameron’s -
but there was never a son, more’s the pity. Oh, they tried, but in
those days
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