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LUCY AND WILLIAM
CUPID'S ARROW FLIES
She replaced the gardening magazine on the table in the doctor's waiting room after looking at the pictures. She went back to her chair and glanced round at the other patients.

He was directly opposite her and she was taken aback when, without any warning, he winked at her.

She looked at her neighbours assuming the wink was meant for one of them. She dismissed that idea when she saw the man on her left was doing his crossword puzzle and the one on her right was reading a book.

The bell rang for the next patient and the man got up and before going into the surgery paused in front of her. 
This time there could be no doubt.  He looked her full in the face and winked again before going into see the doctor.

 She reddened up, took a quick glance round the room and calmed down when she realised no one else had seen the episode.

She could not understand why he had winked at her. She was in her sixties, on the plump side and was well aware that by American standards had what would be called homely features.

She could not recall any man ever winking at her before and was far too aware of the many faults in her appearance that had led to this. Yet he had winked at her. 

For a brief moment her heart leapt at the thought he might fancy her. Almost instantly, she repressed the thought as far too unlikely to be possible.

On the other side, however he was no oil painting himself. He had pointed features with merry eyes, but he was skinny and was very obviously a hunchback.

She was still puzzled when it was her turn to see the doctor and by the time the consultation was over had other things to think about. 

It was brought back to the forefront of her mind abruptly when the receptionist asked. 

'Lucy what have you been up to ?'

'What do you mean ?'

'There's a man waiting for you. He asked me what your name was. Of course, I didn't tell him. As he left he said. 
"Well I will have to wait and ask her myself.''

'You mean the hunchback.  Do you know who he is ?'

'Yes and No. He's been here several times. I think he travels round sharpening knives and scissors. He stays in the neighbourhood regularly at this time of year. 

He has beautiful manners and is a bit of a charmer. I think he's smitten.'

'Don't be silly.' 

Her denial did not restrict her feminine instincts to pause in front of the mirror and check her hair, of which she was rightly proud. Then clutching her handbag with a trembling grip, she went out to meet him.

He was sitting on the wall and when he saw her, his face lit up and he got to his feet, came towards her, bowed, and said. 

'There is a caff down the road, will you let me give you a cup of tea ?'

She thought fast, every fibre in her being urged her to accept, but she wanted to be sure. She replied.

'Only if you tell me why you winked at me. Do you do that to every woman you see ?'

'I have never done it before. 
I did it because I was so pleased at seeing you.' 
She was shocked when he added.

'Besides you weren't wearing a ring. I hoped that meant you weren't "spoken for." '
Clearly he had looked her over before he winked at her, the impossible really had happened. The sincerity in his voice convinced her. He did fancy her. 

.The thought was overwhelming. Never in her forty-five years of enforced spinsterhood, had any man taken so much notice of her.

As he put his hand on hers and drew it underneath his arm, her excitement bubbled over. Eagerly, with almost indecent haste, she gripped him tight.
'I would love to have a cup of tea with you. My name is Lucy.'

'I'm William.'

At the café, she sat at the table while he fetched the tea. It was the first time she had an opportunity to size him up and was pleased at what she saw.

Because of his deformity, he could never pass as handsome. Standing beside her, his head only came to her chest, and he had to bend his head backwards to look up into her face.

But his eyes and his soft attentive, almost proprietorial manner, was intoxicating and made her feel a cared for woman.. Only one man had ever made her feel like that before and he was long dead.

He returned carrying the cups, rattling on their saucers for his hands were trembling slightly, and as he put hers down in front of her their eyes met.

In that moment, unlikely as it may seem, their love for one anther was sealed. While they lived they would never be alone again. The fallow years had gone and in their place were everlasting fields of golden waving corn. 

Her first question floored him as she asked. 

 'What sanatorium were you in ?'
'How on earth do you know that ?'

'I worked as a ward orderly in the Sanatorium at Margate for over thirty years. I know what Tuberculosis of the spine does to you.'

'What ward ?

'Nine and ten.'

'I was in ward Four. From 1920 for six years. I wonder if we ever met.'

'It's possible but I wouldn't have noticed you. I was in love with another man then.'

It was a bad slip of the tongue, which he noted though she did not. He decided to ignore it for the present and asked.'

'What happened  ?' 

'He died of wounds in France, two days before the war ended. We were going to be married on his next leave.'

'Oh my God. How awful for you.'

It was her turn to change the subject.

'Tell me something about yourself. What happened when you got out of the hospital ?'

'I was living with my parents. It took me two years to come to terms with living outside an institution. 
When I was ready to start work again, there wasn't a hope. No one wanted a cripple and hundreds of men were still looking for jobs after the war.'

Without either of them realising it, her hand was now holding his across the table.

'So what did you do ?'

'Metal was in my blood, Dad was a blacksmith and when I left school I was apprenticed to a cutler in Sheffield. I had done a lot of sharpening of knives and scissors and of course bayonets. 

My old boss, couldn't take me on, but he put me on the right lines. He told me to set up as a travelling knife and scissors grinder.

'I haven't seen one for years.'

'I am almost the last properly time served grinder and have stuck at it ever since. I've been at it for over thirty years.  

Dad helped me build my first travelling bench, out of an old ice cream trolley so I could pedal from place to place looking for customers.

'And you are still at it. Surely nobody uses a knife grinder these days.'

'You'd be surprised. I had a stroke of luck. 
I'd been on the road for a couple of years and was spending a few days off at home when the local squire brought his hunter in for shoeing.

He was one of the old school, always held his horse's head himself while it was being shod and he spotted my bench and asked my father who it belonged to.

Dad told him and they sent for me.

The Squire looked me up and down and asked if my back was healed. Then he said. '

'What would you say to a week's work at my place ?

I'm looking for a knife grinder, mine's retiring soon. If he thinks you're good enough, I'll take you on.'

I wasn't too sure what he meant but I gave it a try. It was the best bit of luck I could have asked for. The old grinder took to me and when he retired, I took over his stately homes run ' 

'What on earth's that ?'

'All the gentry with old money, use old family knives and forks  and most still have gold and silver handled knives with steel blades at table. They are family treasures and heirlooms.

Then there are the chef's and kitchen staff knives, the dress making scissors, the gardeners' scythes, and the forester's saws. There's plenty of work in a big house.

I'm due at  the old Manor House at Warter next week and the week after at Burton Agnes Hall, Then in August, I'm off to the big shoots in Yorkshire and Scotland.' 

'Where do you stay ?'

'At the big houses they often give me a room and seat at the housekeepers' table. Guest houses sometimes put me up for a night in return for sharpening their kitchenware. But I carry a tent and that's what I prefer.'
He took a drink of tea and put it down. 

'It's cold. I've been blathering on talking about myself. I'll get a fresh cup.'

There was a note of hero worship in her voice as she said. 

'You must have had a fascinating life.' 
Then greatly daring, she added. 
'I live in a cottage, just down the hill from the doctor's. Why don't we go back there and I'll make a pot for both of us.'

'I'd love that. I'd hate to split up so soon after we've met.'

The look in his eye and his obvious interest made her spine tingle.

Hand in hand, they strolled to her cottage. She put the kettle on and turned to him. She could not restrain herself from holding her arms out to him and hugging him tight.

It was as well the electric kettle turned itself off. They were quite oblivious to anything else but cuddling and hugging, first standing up, then sitting on her little two seater sofa.

He had just asked her if s he would marry him and she had said 'Yes' when the phone rang.

Reluctantly she answered it. It was the doctor's receptionist. 

'Lucy, it's Monica. Is that young man of yours still with you ?'

Almost incoherent with excitement she burst out.

' Yes he is and he's just asked me to marry him.'

'And I suppose you said "yes".'

Monica took the excited 'glug' that followed to mean 'Yes' and said.

 'Congratulations but could you tell him he's left his moped outside the surgery. He must have forgotten it. I wonder why. '

 Lucy called. 'William you've left your bike at the surgery.'

It startled him, it was the first time she had called him William, and it would take some time to get used to .

 'Tell her I'm coming to pick it up.' 

'We'll be with you as soon as we can.'

'From the sound of your voice may I suggest you take a moment to comb your hair before you do.' 

Both women laughed.

William looked serious and said. 'There's a snag. 
'It's got my bench and gear in it. It's too heavy to push it home. I'll have to ride the bike and have to go too fast for you to keep up with me on foot. 
I'll push off on my own and be back as soon as I can.'

Her face fell. 
'I don't want to let you out of my sight. Can't we push the bike together ?'

Unhappy he said. 'I hate the idea as well, but it won't work.'

Lucy had other ideas. She gave him a long goodbye hug and watched until he was out of sight. He had not known her long enough to be suspicious when she gave into him without a fight.

Then she went to the shed, started up her own moped, and set off after him. 

Walking fast, daydreaming of her, William was unaware of her approach and the first he knew of it was the imperious note of her horn as she came level with him. 

He jumped out of her way and as he realised who she was he was delighted to see her, but was a bit shaken, as laughing she put out her tongue at him as she swept past. 

He just had time to admire the rounded curves of her bottom on the saddle before she stopped. As he caught up with her, he said.

'You cheeky monkey. You wait until I get you home.'

'So my little cottage is our home now is it ? I like that.' 

She got off her moped and walked beside him arm in arm, pushing it with her free hand, until they reached the surgery.

There they found Monica and the doctor in the doorway waiting to greet them. Monica rushed to embrace her and Dr. Thompson held out his hand to Lucy and said.

'Congratulations to both of you. 'Well done Lucy you've got a fine man there.'

To William he said. 'She'll be a bonny bride, look after her well.'

William smiled at him and said. 

'She's done me a good turn. Now I've got someone to rub that ointment you gave me for my back well in.'

They rode back side-by-side and at the cottage cleared out the shed to make room for his moped and trailer. While he pushed it in, she said.

'I'm off to make us a cup of tea,' and added emphatically. 'In our new home.'

On the sofa, she put her head on his shoulder and pulled his arm round her as close as she could. Wordlessly they revelled in that long, long moment of togetherness.

He poured out a second cup of tea, added the milk, and said. 

'Lucy my darling. I've never been so happy in my life.'

She snuggled even closer and whispered. 'Me too.'

The streetlights going on alerted them to the lateness of the hour. She sat up sharply saying. 

'We've got to get down to the shop before it closes. I have only got a slice of ham and remains of yesterday's salad for my tea and it won't stretch to both of us.

They scampered out to the shed, started up their Mopeds, and arrived outside the village shop with a few minutes to spare.

The shopkeeper, appropriately named Mr. Bacon greeted her as she entered the shop.

'You're cutting it fine. I was just about to close up.'

'Don't blame me I had enough in for myself. Then this chap, William is his name, decided to stay the night.

I've just agreed to marry him and you know what they say about the way to a man's heart.'
 Mr Bacon looked startled as she went on. 

'Dearest do you want bacon and egg for breakfast.' 

'Yes please.'

Remembering his manners, Bacon said.

 'Congratulations to both of you,' and asked 'Streaky, back or collar ?'

'I'll have my usual, half a pound of lean smoked back please. Halve a dozen size 1 eggs, a loaf of bread and half a pound of best butter please.'

He wrapped up her purchases, cut the butter from the mound, and using butter pats moulded it into shape before turning to William. 

'And you Sir. 

'Streaky please, as it comes.'

As he sliced the bacon, he looked at William and said.

'You've been here before haven't you ?'

William nodded.

Bacon went on. You're the knife grinder, William Blundell ?'

It was William's turn to be surprised. 
Bacon turned to Lucy saying.

'You've picked a decent man there Lucy. He's been sharpening Sykes the butcher's knives and mine for as long as can remember. He always makes a first rate job of it.

William picked up his knife, examined it and said. 

'It could do with another go. Give it me and I'll have it ready for the morning. What time do you open ?'

'Be alright if I send the boy round at half past eight ?'

William looked at Lucy who nodded.

William said. 'Shut your eyes I want to ask him something.'

She did so, and turned her back and did not see Bacon take down the bottle off the shelf

'You can open them now luv.' 

She saw the bottle in his hand and said.

 'Ooh Port, my favourite. Yum.Yum.' 

To Bacon she said.

'You see why I said 'yes' when he proposed. Better still he's says he intends to start the way he means to go on. He's paying.'

'Have you got something in for tonight  ?' 

William said. 

'No we are alright, we're picking up fish and chips so she doesn't have to cook tonight.

Lucy surprised at his intervention, and pleased at this evidence of care for her, coughed and asked.

'Have you one of your specials in the back ?'

'Just one left. 

He went to the fridge and returned with something wrapped in a plain bag to hide its identity. Then he wrote down a list of the items on the pile of wrapping paper and said.

'That comes to Six pounds, five shillings and sixpence please.'

William handed over the money, picked up the bottle and tucked it in his shirt for safety. Bacon put the other items and his knife wrapped in a cloth into a box, and went to the door with them, saying. 

'Welcome to the village William. I am sure we wish you both all the very best.'

 She put the box in the basket on her handlebars, and they went home to lay the table and go out later for the fish and chips.

While she got the table ready, he went out to the shed and she heard the high pitched note of steel on a grindstone and smiled to herself. 

They had known each other for just eight hours and it had transformed her life. They had already settled seamlessly into a domestic routine as though they had been married for years. 

Now the man who had captured her heart had brought with him the feeling she had not had since her father died. Because there was a man in the house it was once again a home not just a house..

When he returned he saw the chocolate cake Bacon had fetched from the fridge. He put his arms about her and they had a long soft  kiss, a gentle application of his lips to her cheek.

After the meal, they took the port into the front room and toasted each other, not once but several times. It brought a mischievous gleam into her eye and she said.

'Where are you sleeping tonight, on the sofa or are you setting up your tent in the garden  ?'

He fell for it. His face dropped and she said.

'You didn't expect because I had to agreed to marry you that you would get into bed with me on our first night'.

That was of course exactly what he had in mind and then she made a fatal mistake saying. 

'Besides it's only a single bed.'

He smiled broadly. On his way to the bathroom earlier, her bedroom door had been open and he knew that it contained a double bed.

Getting his own back, he got up off the sofa and announced. 

'It's a nice clear night. I'll just go and fetch my tent. It will only take a few minutes to set it up in the garden. See you in the morning.'

The dismay on her face caught his heartstrings and he sat down beside her put his arm around her and said.

'The game's up my darling. Your bedroom door was open when I went to the loo.'

He went down on his knees looked up at her and said.

'Lucy my darling, please can I share your bed tonight, and every other night of our lives. There won't be anything wrong before we're married.

She clutched his head to her breast and said. 

'I know that' and added.
'It would break my heart if you weren't beside me in the night.' 

.He scrambled up beside her saying.

 'There is a problem though. I haven't got any pyjamas, I'll have to sleep in my vest and trousers until I can get to the shops tomorrow and buy a pair.'

That's alright by me. I haven't got a decent nightie. I'm coming to bed in my dressing gown. 

He collected his overnight bag from his trailer and they took a final glass of port up with them, to drink while they washed and then ran into their first dilemma.

He was the first to ask the question.

'My teeth are like the stars, what about yours ?'

'Yes mine come out at night too.'

Laughing happily they took out their teeth, washed them put them in water and got into bed.

They had a long loving hug and their arms about each other drifted into a dreamless sleep.

THE FIRST DAY

Both rural dwellers by birth and upbringing, they woke soon after dawn. She was the first to open her eyes and her heart leapt at the sight of him beside her.

Tentatively she put her hand out to him to confirm he was real and rejoiced.

 He was the first to quit the bed, driven by the embarrassing problem of an early morning fullness of the bladder, which afflicts so many men in later life.

Then having cleansed and reinserted his dentures, he made his way downstairs calling out. 'You stay there I'll make a cuppa.'

She was delighted to hear him whistling to himself as he did the washing up and made the tea. 

She went to the bathroom attended to her dental needs, and had the pillows plumped up ready for his return and held her arms out to him as he arrived. 

It was a long gentle embrace full of certainty and hope that heralded their first full day together. 

He put his empty cup down asking. 'When is your birthday ?'

'19th of September.  Why do you ask  ?'

'That makes your birthstone a sapphire .'

She obviously did not understand what he was saying and he explained. 

'Many women like their engagement ring to include their birthstone.'
'You're not getting me an engagement ring.'

'Most men do get their fiancées one.'

'We can't afford to buy me an expensive ring.' 

He got out of bed, went to his jacket and took out a Post Office book saying.

'Yes we can my dear. 
I've never had a wife or children to support. I live on the open road, I don't have a house, only a rented room. I rarely smoke or have a drink and never gamble. Best of all my work is well paid.' 

He opened the book held it out to her saying.

 'That's what I've got in the bank. '

Flustered she said. 
'I haven't got my glasses, tell me how much it is.'

'Seventy five thousand pounds, sixteen shillings and tuppence.'

The teacup and saucer fell from her nerveless hand, rolled off the bed and fortunately landed on the carpet without breaking.

'What did you say ?' 

'Seventy five thousand Pounds - - - . '

'You can't have. That's a fortune.' 

'I'm not sure I'd call it a fortune, but there is enough to buy an engagement ring and a new nightie for you and pyjamas for me.'

She looked at him pleading.

 'You aren't having me on. You really have got that much ?'

'Not for much longer. Only half is mine, the other half is yours when we are married.'

His remark finished her.  She burst into tears, buried her head in the pillow and sobbed her heart out.

Wisely he left her to herself, then as they sobs began to subside went to the bathroom and came back with a towel and a wet flannel.
  He sat down beside her, dried her eyes, kissed each one and gave her the flannel to wipe her face.

'It's normal for husband and wife to share their worldly good, it's right we should share all we have between us.'

'But I've got nothing to give you.'

He put his hands on her shoulders looked into her eyes and said. 

'You've taken me into your house, it must be worth a great deal of money. It's not all one sided my darling.' 

This did the trick. Feeling she had at least gone someway to giving him something worthwhile, made all the difference.

Just then the doorbell rang. He looked at his watch and said.

That'll be the boy from the shop come to pick up the knife. I'll deal with it. I've got my vest and trousers on and that dressing gown doesn't hide very much.

She blushed. 

She heard him call. 'I'll be up in a minute with another cuppa after I've dried the plates. Do you want me to look for your glasses  ?'

His words brought a look of horror into her eyes. She had deceived him without thinking. He must be told. He had kept nothing back about himself.

She owed it too him to be as open with him as he had been with her. She asked herself. 'Can I find the courage ? 

As he entered the bedroom, he was shocked to see how unhappy she was. He put the cups down and asked.

'What's wrong my darling ?'

The love in his voice made it easier for her to do the bravest thing she had ever done in her whole life. She blurted out.

'William I have a confession to make. I haven't been as honest with you as I should.'
Fearful and wondering what she was about to say he was silent. Unseen he crossed his fingers.

' William darling when I asked you to read out how much there was in your Post Office I told you I hadn't got my glasses. That wasn't true. I don't have any glasses.'
The shame in her eyes went thorough him like a knife, until almost whimpering she stammered.

'William I've got to tell you I can't - - - I can't read - - - or write.'

The laughter that greeted her words was a measure of his concern as he said.
'Is that all ?'

'It's enough isn't it ?'

'You frightened me to death I thought you were going to tell me the doctor had told you had something seriously wrong.'

'I was only getting treatment for a bunion.'

Bunion is a word that just by being said can promote humour.. Combined with his almost dismissive acceptance of her disclosure, it brought a smile to her face.

It had a deeper significance than she realised. 

For some time he had thought about giving up work, retiring and settling down. In a flash, his mind was made up. He would give up knife grinding and devote himself to teaching her how to read and write.

Her smile broadened into a great grin when he said.

'Reading and writing is no problem. It takes a bit of time but I am sure between us I can teach you how to do it.'
There was growing hope in her voice as she asked.

'You don't mean that do you ?

'Of course I do. How did it happen ? 

None of my family knew how to. Mum and Dad were canal folk. They had both been born on a boat, I was too.

There were no schools for canal children in those days, we were always on the move 

Neither of them could read or write and nor could my two brothers or my sister until she married a lock keeper's son.'
'So it can be done. It was lack of education not a family illness.
That makes it easy.  If your sister can do it so can you. 

It will take time and a lot of work by both of us, but we will get it right in the end.'

'One question. Can you write your own name  ?'

She shook her head. 'I just use a cross.'

'That's our first target then, learning to write your own name.'
'Why ?' 

'Because when we are married, you are going to have to sign the register after the ceremony. It would ruin the day for you if in front of everyone you had to admit you couldn't write your own name.'

'Do you really think we could ?' 

'Certain of it and I'm not going to book the wedding until you can.'

His confidence in her, his leadership and his determination not to be beaten, were infectious. His certainty of success inspired her.

 Whatever it took. However hard it was, she would not let him down. She would sign her own name on the day of their wedding, come Hell or High water. ' 

He saw the look of resolution in her eye and said.

'That's my lovely brave Lucy. We're going to win together.'

She was too overwhelmed to do more than just hug him to her. 

He thought it was the moment to change the subject.

'Of course it won't be much use if the groom can't make it on the day, because he is so undernourished he is too weak to get to the altar.

'Of course you haven't had your breakfast yet. I'll get down straight away.'
'You are not cooking on a gas stove in that dressing gown. It could easily catch fire 

You have your bath. I'll go down and shave in the kitchen while you do, then you cook the breakfast while I have my bath.' 

She paused in the doorway and said. 

'Let's start the way we mean to go on. You shave in the bathroom with me. Mum and Dad used it together. Why can't we ?'

'I'll just slip down and put the kettle on.' 

It was a remark, which puzzled her, until a few minutes later he knocked on the bathroom door.

From her bath, she said. 'It's open, come on in.' 

 He entered carrying a shaving mug full of boiling water, lathered his face with a shaving brush, whetted his open razor on the leather strop and with firm well positioned strokes shaved.

She had not seen a man shave with an open razor for years, and was lost in admiration at his skill and precision. 

When he had finished she got out of the bath and after drying her hand ran it over his face said. 

'My goodness you've made a good job of that.

It's as smooth as a - -.' Her voice faded away and her face reddened. 

He came to her aid saying.

'I think the words you are looking for are, 'as a billiard ball.' which set them both laughing. 

'Do you want me to empty the bath or shall I top it up with a bit of hot ?'

 It was his turn to go red and this time she came to his aid saying. 

'Don't be shy getting your trousers off. I've probably seen more naked men in the last thirty years than you've had hot dinners.'

She helped him slip his trousers down and knowing full well how men judged these matters exclaimed.

'My you're well hung. I'm going to have a problem getting that one in.'

Highly delighted at her praise, as she hoped he would be, he looked at her and said. 'Do you mean that ?'

'We're not going to find out until after we're married but I'm sure I'm not going to be disappointed.'

She left the bathroom and highly pleased with her remarks he gazed down at his private parts with a rather foolish self satisfied smirk.

It gave him a badly needed boost to his confidence. His life had been far more sheltered than hers. The parental home was the only one he had ever known. 

The six years of youthful adolescence in a sanatorium and a lifetime of lonely isolation as a hunchback on the open road, left him ill equipped to live closely with another person.

In contrast her life had made her far more street worthy  Growing up on a  canal boat had made it easy to get on with people.  Thirty years as a ward orderly caring mainly for young men deprived of female company, had left her with no corners of innocence or compassion unexplored.

Throughout her life she had been driven by a strong maternal temperament which retirement to village life for a woman with her nursing skills, made her a Godsend to Dr. Thompson's practice and the village

To William's she bought something he had never known. His deep unrecognised longing to be cared for was well matched by her instinct to protect and care for him.

They were an ideal couple to be bound together by bonds of true enduring love. It was a unity which would hold fast whatever strain it was called upon to bear, as they would one day discover.
THE SECOND DAY

After breakfast, they set off on their mopeds for the nearest market town. They bought some expensive night attire and he bought a new suit for he only had his working clothes with him. 

No mention was made of buying an engagement  ring and their last call was at a shop selling toys and educational aids. He said to the shop assistant.

'Our daughter has had to go back to work and we are looking after her two year old. We plan to start teaching her to read and write. Have you anything that would help us  ?'.

They left the shop laden with copy and picture books, crayons, pens and a large pad of lined paper. 
Prominent among their purchases was a child's chair and an easel to support their deception.  The whole was topped off by a complete set of the Janet and John Infant reading course books..

Over a cup of tea and sandwiches and a gooey cake for her, he christened their paper pad by making a list of things to eat over the next few days.

They unloaded their supplies and had a well-earned afternoon nap before he gave her, her first lesson, scribbling on plain paper to get the feeling of a pen. 

Then came joining up dots to make a picture before he took the pad of lined paper wrote her name in capital letters on the top of the page and said. ' Just copy that.

It didn't take her long to learn what he wanted. Soon pages of paper were filled with increasingly legible copies of her name.

To celebrate her achievement, behind her back he filled her a glass of port and handed it to her saying.

'Well done my darling, you've earned that.'

Amazed she said. 
'It was so easy once you showed me what to do.'

She wrinkled her nose with pleasure as she saw him stick a gold star on the second page saying. 

'That's for my star pupil.'

A perfectly cooked evening meal of chops, mashed potatoes, cauliflower in white sauce and bread and butter pudding, confirmed how lucky he was to have fallen in love with such a wonderful cook.

After a glass of port they put on their new night clothes and were soon fast asleep. 

MAKING PLANS

She was the first to wake and excited got up and as she did, he asked her if she was all right. 

'Yes. Its my morning to make the tea.

'Don't forget we agreed to do the clearing up together.'

I won't.'
He made his trip to the bathroom got back into bed and dozed off and was unaware how long she was taking to make the tea. 

Thirty minutes later he heard her coming up the stairs and got up to greet her and was surprised to see the pad of paper under arm.

She put the cups down, took an apple from the pocket of her new dressing gown and gave it to him saying. 

'That's for my wonderful teacher.'

Proudly she showed him the two additional pages of her name, which she had written while he slept.

'That's excellent. It's perfect, but don't work too hard my dearest.'

'It's not work. It's fun, and so easy.'

The morning embrace was enthusiastic and exciting as she looked forward to her next lesson. This followed breakfast 

He cleared the table and put down a copybook with different types of joined up writing and asked to work through the book finding the one she found easiest to draw.

Two hours later she had made her choice and he asked her to write down the letters of her name in the lettering she had chosen and copy that as many times as she needed to be satisfied. 

Her growing confidence allowed her to carry out this in just fifteen minutes.

Then he closed the copybook, gave her a blank sheet of lined paper and told to write down her name from memory. So automatic had the task become she got it right first time and was awarded with two gold stars 

After a sandwich lunch and an afternoon nap, satisfied she would be able to sign her name on the register, they strolled down to the empty parish church to discuss whether they would be married in the church or a registry office.

They had talked it over and both felt they would like a quiet church ceremony where they could make their vows of faithfulness before God, when the vicar arrived to lock up the church up for the night.

They stood up as he arrived and said.

'Hullo Lucy what are you doing here ? 
This must be the gentlemen who everyone in the parish thinks is to marry you and settle down. 

I hope I'm right because you both look made for each other.'
He asked William his name, invited them to sit, and sat down himself in the pew in front of theirs, with his arm stretched out along its back.

William looked at her and when she nodded her head in approval, said.

'Yes we do want to marry. We came here to make up our minds whether it should be in the church or in the Registry office. Just before you arrived we had agreed we would like it to be here.'

'That's excellent news. Would you like me to call the banns next Sunday ?'

'Yes please.' said Lucy 

'That would make the date of the ceremony in about a month's time.'

William said. 'That would be fine. I have one or two calls booked and perhaps we could come to see you and fix the date.'
Hesitantly Lucy said. 

'Neither of us have been married before. Where would we find some information about what we have to do ?'

Deliberately putting her mind at ease, the Vicar said.

'I often get asked this question. My wife has a list of does and don'ts for new brides and grooms. I'll drop a copy in for you and then we can make an appointment to sort out the arrangements.'
William said.  'When its ready if you ring, I can collect it.'

The vicar smiled at Lucy and said. 

'You've been too wrapped up in William. You haven't told we live in the house opposite you.' They laughed. 

He was glad to see they paused to put a note in the offertory box, and unseen blessed them.

They strolled to what was now their home and when they arrived, William shut the front door and asked.

'Is there something wrong my love ? You've been very silent since we left the church.'

'Can we sit down and have a talk' 

They went through to the front room and sat down on the settee and he said. 'Is it serious ?'

'Yes and no. It was when the vicar spoke about us marrying and settling down. William how old are you ?'
'Sixty one.'

'So when did you plan to retire ?'

'It never really crossed my mind. I've been paying for a pension to be paid when I'm 65. 
But I have enough money to stop work straight away, go on paying for it and start drawing  it in four years time.' 

'Is that what you want to do ?'

'Since I met you "Yes".' 

 'It's no life for a married couple with the man away all over the country. Since we met I've been thinking. What I'd really like to do is to retire, live with you here and teach you how to read and write.

She nodded.

 'I don't know why, but I had a feeling that was what you had in mind.'

'Don't you approve ?'

'Not completely. When you told me about your plans for the next few months you said that in August you went off to the big shoots in Yorkshire and Scotland.

 You sounded as though you looked forward to it. What did you mean ? Is shooting so important  ?'

'It is to me. It's very English. Shooting marks the start of the most important season of the year. It leads to harvest time, and the build up to Autumn and the climax of Christmas and the New Year.

It starts in August, shooting grouse and partridges and in September pheasants and of course, there are always hares. 
Part of the ritual associated with shooting is that in the big houses and moorland shoots, special cutlery is used to carve game when it comes to table.

They are smaller lighter and more pointed knives and forks with antler or ivory handles and steel blades. They have often been in the family for hundreds of years.

 They last so long because they are used for less than a month or six weeks a year, but because of their age can easily be broken when they are sharpened.

Have you ever broken one ?'

'Keeping my fingers crossed not yet.' 

How many visits do you make ?'

'Between late July and September, probably about a hundred calls 

She did a quick calculation and said. 

'That's about twelve or thirteen jobs a week. Are there many days when you make more than one visit a day. 

It isn't a full grinding of all the knives, it's just the Game and Christmas poultry knives, Some places there are only one or two pairs to sharpen. A lot of the time is spent travelling.'

'So where do you sleep ?'
 'In a tent.' .

Every night for seven weeks  !'

'Lucy I love camping out so much that I find those seven weeks really set me up for the winter. 

There's nothing to beat sleeping out at night under the stars and being wakened by the dawn chorus. You should try it.' 

'Come with me to the shed. I want to show you something.'

Puzzled he followed her. In the shed, she pointed to two objects hanging on the wall. 

'Do you know what they are ?' 

'They're panniers to hang on the back of a bike. What are they doing here ?'

She put her hand on one saying.

'This holds my tent, cooking stove, frying pan, billie and swimming costume.

The other holds my sleeping bag, towels, pyjamas and plimsolls. I carry everything else I need in a rucksack or in the basket on my handle bars'.

'I don't get it.'

She held him at arms length looked down into his eyes and said.

'William I love camping as much as you do. 

If you hadn't winked at me and turned my whole life upside down I would have been touring the Dales this week.'

He laughed as he said. 'You're a sly one. You had me fooled.'

'Would you take me with you ?; 

'Of course. It would be wonderful.' 

There was a mischievous look in her eye and he asked.

'Now what's going on in that pretty head of yours ?'

She bent her head and whispered into his ear. 

'It would be rather fun to make it our honeymoon. '

'What a splendid idea.' 
He put his arms tightly round her waist. and leaning backwards lifted her of the ground, whirled her round and round until they were so giddy they nearly ended up on the floor.

Then hand in hand, they closed the shed door, locked up, went to bed, bubbling over with excitement and love, and slept like logs.

SETTLING IN 

They woke to a lovely bright sunny morning and the mutual desire to have lazy day together. 

Over breakfast he said 

'I've told you about me, tell me something about you.'

'I was born on the boat and by the time I was fifteen, there wasn't much for a girl to do. I looked after the horse, helped mum keep the boat clean and learned a bit of cooking but I wasn't earning my keep. 

I met Frank when I as sixteen, he was the son of a lock keeper north of London, but we didn't meet very often, only when our boat went through the lock . 

He was conscripted on his eighteenth birthday. That night  he asked me to marry him, and of course I said 'yes' 

I needed to get a job to help support him and one weekend some of the girls did a trip down to Margate. As we passed the Sea bathing hospital, there was a notice outside saying. 'Staff wanted' and as a lark the others egged me on to try.

The hospital was pretty desperate there was a lot of T.B. about among ex soldiers, and though I couldn't read or write they took me on. 

It was a good job, live in, a room of my own and food was excellent. Pay wasn't all that good but I didn't have much to buy and every penny saved would go to Frank and I when we were married.. 

I was there for six months before Frank was given embarkation leave, just forty eight hours. We had one night together in a B and B in separate rooms. We never went to bed but sat up all night . That night he gave me an engagement ring 

We went up to London to see him off. It was Victoria Station I think. It was crowded with men in uniform and women there to see their men folk off. 

The last I saw of Frank was as he waved out of the window. Ten days later the telegram came to say he was dead. 

I've never looked at another man until I met you.

I stayed on working at the hospital until my father lost an eye when a kid dropped a brick on him from a bridge. That finished him on the canals.

We owned two boats, he and mother ran one and my brothers ran the other and we were all ready to pack it in and settle down. 
Dad sold the boats. We got a good price because they were big enough to be converted for holiday makers.

He gave the boys a third and they set up a business in a boat yard near Gainsborough. He bought this cottage.'
'Why did he come here ?'

'It was cheap, it had an acre and a half of land, and he had always wanted to have a large garden when he retired.

 He spent two years landscaping it and made such a good job, he began to get orders to carry out gardening for other people.

Soon he was making a good living out of it. 
Several years after they settled in, Mother had a stroke. I left Margate and came home to look after her. She died a year later and Dad took me on as his gardening mate.

Then Dr.Thompson's nurse fell ill and they asked me if I would take on some of the heavier work for her. It was no problem to me I'd been doing it for years .

He had listened to her story with increasing admiration and said.

'Well done my darling. You've made the very best of a poor start.  Do you want to go on doing the nursing care when we are married ?''

She smiled. 'Not really, it depends on what my husband thinks. 

Having cleared the breakfast table they turned their attention to her next lesson which lasted until lunch time 
'Can you detach your gear from your Moped ?'

'Yes.' 

'How about a ride out together what would you say to a trip up to Sewerby, near Bridlington. It shouldn't take more than forty minutes, lunch in the café there and a lazy afternoon in the park.

'Do you want to go out for a meal tonight, to save cooking ?'
' No I like our being together in the kitchen at night.'
FRANK 

Without either of them realising it the ghost of Frank the man Lucy would have married if he had not been killed in the war, was beginning to play a part in their lives

It was in no way a malign intrusion, more like a tiny piece of grit in a watch, which can grow big enough to stop the watch if not cleaned out.

Lucy had loved Frank, the son of a lock keeper for the three years before he died. Their meetings had been infrequent depending on when her father's boat passed through Frank's father's lock.

Their goal had always been marriage and they had saved every penny they could for him to buy her an engagement ring. On his last leave, they had chosen the ring and he had placed it on her finger.

She could never totally forget that moment and she had nursed it out of love and loyalty for Frank over forty years. Nightly she took the from its box kissed it, and thanked him for watching over her. 

Apart from a snapshot, the ring was the only memento she had of him, for neither could read or write a love letter. 

As her love for William grew ever stronger the fear grew in her mind that somehow she was being more and more disloyal to Frank.
 She began to ask herself the question whether it would be right for her to marry William.

William puzzled over Lucy's lack of enthusiasm for an engagement ring. One night during an early morning arousal to empty his bladder he thought he had solved the problem.

It was her morning to go down and make the tea and having no idea of the forces he would unleash was eager to tell her what thought.

She handed him his teacup and fortunately put hers on the table before getting in beside him so she was not holding a cup when he asked.

'Lucy darling is the reason why you don't want me to buy you an engagement ring, that you are afraid history will repeat itself and one of us will die before we can be married ?'. 

In all honesty, this had never crossed her mind, and she was  sorely tempted to agree with him to prevent having to go into her real motives 

Then she recalled how only a few days before, he had brushed her fears aside of telling him she could not read. She had known from that moment she could trust him. 

To deny him the truth over the ring would be an unthinkable breach of that trust.

The length of time before she spoke answered William's question. The lack of an engagement ring was not just a matter of superstition but went far deeper.

His agile mind and  increasing understanding of the way her mind worked, prompted his next query.

'Do you still have Frank's engagement ring?'
The pleading look in her rapidly filling eyes confirmed her slight nod of agreement, and he realised how much she had loved the dead man.

It was almost certainly instinct, not experience which drove his next question and it was a blessing he did not think about what he was about to say.

'Would you show it to me ?'

In that moment all the fears and embarrassment, which had been roused in her mind when the subject was opened, disappeared.

She could hardly get out of bed quick enough, she hurried to her bedroom and returned a few seconds later with a tissue wrapped ring box containing the ring. She unwrapped it and with pride in her eyes passed it to him

The sight of the ring hit him like a hammer blow. Over the years since Frank had put it on her finger wear and tear had taken its toll. The gold plate had worn off in places, the tiny stone was so dulled it was unidentifiable and to his eye it had one message.

It reeked of the poverty of the young couple who bought it as a symbol of their faith in the future so cruelly denied them. 

As he looked at it he felt his heart would break. It looked so cheap and gaudy to be so precious to the woman he loved so much.

His hesitation led her to say apologetically.

I'm afraid we couldn't afford proper gold. It's plated and some of the plating has come of

'May I pick it up ?'

She handed it to him and as he looked at it he could not stem the tears. It was such a little thing to have sustained so much love.
He sniffed and said. 'It's a lovely little ring,' and added. 

It's plated with true gold, the gold of love. You must have loved each other so much 

Pleased by his response she said. 
'It cost £25 pounds in 1918. Frank was on a shilling a day. He didn't go to the canteen for a whole month then sold his bike to pay for it. It was a lovely one it had a very special type of gear.'

'He must have loved you very dearly.' 

He gave it to me the night he went back to France for the last time. It would not have been safe to wear it at work. .I promised him I would not wear it until he was  home safely.' 

A blank look came into her eye as she muttered. 

'That never happened. I have never worn it since.'
He put his arm around her and felt her wriggle as close to him as she could and he willed so hard for his love to reach her. Without thinking he blurted out.

'Do you think Frank would be upset at you and I being in love and my wanting to marry you.

The forthright nature of his query brought her face to face with the question she had never faced up to asking herself.

She thought long and hard before saying.

'I don't know. He has been my guardian angel so long.

Sensing an opening William asked. 

'What did you say – Your guardian angel  ?

Don't answer this question if you don't want to but can you tell me what you say to him when you say 'Goodnight' to him ?'

'I don't mind answering that. I thank him every night for watching over me.' 

William needed time to think over what she had said and its implications for their love.

He got up saying. 'Excuse me, nature calls. 

As he returned, she was wrapping up the ring and said. 'I'll just go and pop this back in my room.'

 William was an intelligent but not very forceful man but there was a bit of steel in him that was to come to their aid. He had survived the isolation and heartbreak for a young man of six years in a sanatorium.

He done better than most of his contemporaries. Of the ward of thirty he was the only man still alive. He had faced life, buckled down and survived because he refused to be beaten.

 His sojourn in the toilet led to the conclusion that as the man of the house he should take the lead in overcoming the crisis their lives faced.

When an unhappy bewildered and frightened Lucy, trailed back into their room she found a man transformed. He exuded confidence and said.

'Darling you and I have some talking to do. We are going to sort this out. You are too precious to me for our lives not to end happily. I am determined we shall win. 

His leadership was just what she needed. Excited by the prospect she said. 'I'll do anything you say. Anything.'

'Well the first thing is for you to have your bath and me to shave and have my bath. Then while I get dressed you get a simple breakfast, something easy like scrambled egg and lots of toast and coffee.' 

Then it's off to church for us. The vicar will be reading the banns for the first time and I think we should be there.'

The vicar's calling of the banns sent a ripple of excitement through the congregation, heads were turned in their direction and dozing husbands nudged by wives to make sure they heard. 

The vicar thoughtfully waited for things to calm down before continuing the service..

The response of the congregation alerted William to Lucy's popularity and their departure from the church had many of the features of a Royal progress, so many wanted to wish them well.

They had intended to have Sunday lunch in the pub but both wanted to get home and out of the limelight. After embracing behind the closed front door, He looked at her with admiration in his eyes and said.

'The people here must love you very much. They seemed so pleased for you 

'They wouldn't have been so kind if they hadn't taken to you too.'

'I'm so sorry I wasn't expecting to cook lunch today The only thing I've got is sausages. I can make you a bacon and egg pie for tonight.

Tonight I am getting your pack up for the trip to the Manor House tomorrow and Tuesday.

'Sausages will do me fine.  Are you going to tell me what you are making  ?' 

'Certainly not it's a surprise.'

The visit to the church had put their discussion about Frank onto the back boiler. They had a nice long afternoon snooze and he got his bench and tools in order for his two day visit the next day.

She got his pack up ready before making hot dogs followed by a trifle.

THE SEPARATION

It did not take them long too discover the truth of the adage 'Absence makes the heart grow fonder.'

 The next morning she got up early to cook his pack up so he would have a hot dinner. 

She gave him a good breakfast, and handed him a package wrapped in greaseproof paper and a serviette.  She told him not to open it until midday, kissed him fondly and watched him ride of away. 

He stopped turned and waved, before the turn of the road took him out of sight, and she blew him a farewell kiss.

She closed the door, went upstairs, aired the rooms and bed linen, collected the laundry, and went downstairs to make their usual morning cup of coffee.

She called. 'Coffee's ready darling.' 

There was no answer only silence. 

The lack of the customary 'I'm on my way,' the preliminary to a little hug and cuddle took time to sink in. It was a deceptive start to what was to be a harrowing day.

She finished her coffee, put the mug in the sink to, and reached for his full, now cold mug. Something stopped her. She drew her hand, away washed up her own mug, dried it and looked at her watch. 

It read 7.45. He had been gone less than three quarters of an hour. Yet she had already finished her morning chores. By now if he had been home, they would normally be planning their day together and today this was not going to happen.

She had never been prepared to put her feet up when there was nothing better to do and she was restless. 

She went round the house doing a second dusting, went to the shed, checked her Moped, pumped up the tyres, hung up some garden tools and returned to the house.

Her watch showed her it was just five past nine.

 At least the shops would be open. To fill in time, instead of riding, she put on her outdoor shoes, and walked to Mr. Bacon's

'William not with you today ?'

'No he's working at The Old Manor House outside Warter.  He'll be there until tomorrow night.

'That's not very nice for you.' 

She replenished her stores, picked up a loaf, asked for six ounces of cooked ham, selected a few tomatoes, radishes and half a cucumber and one of Bacon's specials for William's home coming meal the next night.

Then she went to the butcher's to buy some lamb chops. Mr Sykes was most apologetic. The lambs had gone for slaughter that morning, but wouldn't be ready for sale until next day.

Disconsolately, she made her say back home and as she arrived it began to rain. She went through into the kitchen and seeing William's untouched mug on the table, feeling lonely without him, burst into tears.

William had made good time and set up his bench outside the kitchen at the Old Manor House. One of the kitchen maids kept him supplied with knives and scissors to grind and took away those he had sharpened.

About half past eleven, the Housekeeper Mrs Travis came out to see him and asked. 

'Will we have the pleasure of your company at table today Mr Bullard ?'

There was a pause before he said. 
'I've got a pack up with me today. '

He had been sharpening knives there for over thirty years, and had never brought a pack up with him before.
 Mrs. Travis's feminine antennae began to twitch.'

'You don't usually do that. Has something happened ?'

Glad to have the chance to tell his news to what he knew would be a sympathetic ear, he described his meeting with Lucy and their intended marriage  

Mrs Travis who had always had a soft spot for William, was delighted at the news and invited him into her room to tell her all about it over coffee after he had had his pack up.

Until her departure, he had been engrossed in his day's work. Now his mind was full of thoughts of Lucy and wondering how she was.

They had known each other just ten days and it was the first day they had been separated. Suddenly he too felt lonely and longed to put his arms around her.

Lucy's day dragged on. She was paying a heavy price for the way she had kept her house so clean and tidy so successfully for so many year. 

Now she had time on her hands she was lost, for she had nothing left to do to fill in time. It was too wet to do any gardening. 

She got out the Janet and John reading books but without William, to encourage her, had no real interest in them.
Lunch time came, she settled for boiled eggs and toast soldiers but her mind was elsewhere. She ended up with hard boiled egg sandwiches.

The pack up she had made for William of a still warm pair of generous sized Cornish Pasties went down well for Lucy was an excellent cook. He smiled as he saw, following tradition, on one corner she had  put a 'W' on it.

Then he saw that on the other corner was the letter 'L' and he went pieces. Until than concentration on his work had filled is mind. Her little loving touch made him realise how much he missed her.

He couldn't get her out of his mind and was terrified that without him she might be in trouble and he would not be there to help.. It was a fear that separated lovers know too well and he was near to panic.

More distracting was the realisation that their separation was become more than he could bear.

Fortunately, at that moment the kitchen maid arrived to say Mrs. Travis was ready for him to join her for coffee

She realised at a glance what a state he was in and took charge.

'Is this the first time you've been apart ?'

Glumly he nodded.

'And it's hitting you hard. I'm the same when my Alistair is away.

'Were you planning to go back tonight and come back tomorrow morning ?'

'No. I was going to sleep in my tent.'

'That's not going to be all that pleasant. The rain's set in for the night. You won't sleep a wink worrying about her.

Why don't you do your afternoon stint, pack it in and get off home before dark.

It will be a lovely surprise for her. She'll be just as lonely as you are 

'But I'm supposed to be here tomorrow as well.'

'The knives can wait another day. Push off about four, leave your gear here, have a day off tomorrow and come back here on Wednesday.'

'Could I bring her with me ?' She's got her own moped.'

'Of course you can, I'll be delighted to meet her.'

As the afternoon wore on, he knew in his heart he could not face he night without her. He packed his gear and told Mrs Travis he was going to take her advice and go home for the night. 

Lucy's retirement to bed for her afternoon nap only deepened her misery, sleep would not come and when she did drop off, a loud clap of thunder promptly woke her up again.

Though she had a radio, she hardly ever used it and when in desperation she turned it on, she was soon reminded of why she never bothered. That day's episode of Mrs Dale's Diary dealt with the grief of the recently bereaved.

It was not until the sun was setting that a sinister element of what was becoming a feeling of imprisonment, began to fill her mind. 

Rural street lighting in English villages rarely lends illumination to the night time scene. Low voltage supply, struggles vainly against encircling curtains of untrimmed foliage from nearby trees. 

When to this is added the gloom imparted by rainwater steadily streaming down windows, it is not surprising residents prefer to huddle behind closely drawn curtains for warmth, rather than light.

Having drawn the last curtain and completed her solitary confinement, thoroughly disgruntled, she began to stop thinking straight. 

 Experience reminded her that sharing her worry with Frank would help. 

As she had done for many years when in trouble, she went to the drawer in her bedroom and took out Frank's engagement ring ready to tell him what a rotten day she was having.

It was not to be. The reassuring image of the snapshot with his gentle eyes staring at her from beneath his service cap, which had sustained her through so many crises before, was nowhere to be seen. 

In vain, she struggled to summon up the familiar image, until in a heart stopping moment she realised she had completely lost contact with the man who until then had been the rock of her life.

Frantic in her distress, she tried to summon up an image of William and here there was some real hope. The image of him forming in her mind was hazy but definitely there. 

She may have lost the support of one man but she was not wholly alone. She flung herself face down on the bed and cried, until worn out with emotion, she slept 

It was the sleep of shallow mental, not physical exhaustion, which is why a distant sound woke her. Sound on a dark night in the normally silent country travels for miles. It sounded familiar but she did not recognise it.

She realised that though it was far away the sound was slowly but surely getting nearer and nearer.  She was curious enough to go to the front door to try to identify it.

However, it was not until the headlight on William's moped rounded the corner at the end of the road, that she recognised that the sound was of his engine.

She flung open the front door, and ran down the gravel path to the gate and threw it open. 

So great was her eagerness to get her arms around him that he only had time to switch off the engine, before her bullet like arrival dislodged his hold on the bike. It clattered loudly as it fell to the ground.

She started to drag the poor man towards the house and gave a loud cry of pain as her bare foot kicked a stone.

Looking down he saw she had no slippers on, and without thinking, he lifted her off the ground, lifted her into his arms and carried her like a baby along the path and across the threshold into the hall.

He put her down and they clung together, striving to get as close to one another as they could until the phone rang.

He answered it and heard the vicar say.

'Are you all right ? We were just going up to bed when we heard you drive up. There was a loud clatter and your moped is lying on the pavement. Have you had an accident ?'

William laughed as he said. 

'I'm so sorry. I've been away all day and Lucy wasn't expecting me. It was all her fault she was so pleased to see me, she knocked the bike out of my hands and dragged me indoors.'

'Ah .! Love's Young dream eh ? Don't let me interrupt anything.'.

'Thank you for calling. I'll  move the bike at once. Sorry to have troubled you.'

He retrieved the bike, waved up at the vicar and brought the bike into the hall.

The spell broken she asked.

 'What have you come home for my darling. Has something gone wrong.?'

'No nothing like that. I was all right this morning. It was the Cornish Pasty that did it'

'Didn't it taste nice ?'

'Nothing like that, it was delicious. However, when I saw you had put a 'W' on it beside an 'L' on it, it hit me that we were so far apart. If anything happened to you I wouldn't be there to help.

'Oh I missed you so much too, my darling. 

She put her arms around him and hugged him as tight as she could as he said.

'I had to come to you as quickly as I could .I could couldn't face the thought of sleeping on my own. Lucy I love you so much.'
Her heart sang. He had missed her as much as she had missed him. 

'I missed you too, I had a miserable day. I was never so pleased to see anyone in my life before as I did, when I saw you coming down the road.

What decided you to come home ?'

Mrs. Travis, the housekeeper spotted you'd given me a pack up.

I told her about you and I .She realised how miserable I was and said it was the same for her when she and her husband were apart.

She told me the knives could wait a day or two. I was to pack it in, come home and have the day off tomorrow.  She's invited you to come with me on Wednesday.

'She's very kind.'

She collected her thoughts and took charge, asking.

'Haven't you had any supper ?'

He shook his head and she said.

 'Neither have I,' She busied herself at the stove frying eggs and bacon and setting out the chocolate cake she had bought for his return the next day while he brewed the tea and laid the table.. 

Physical tiredness after a long day's work and two journeys, led to his falling into a deep sleep. 
He was not to know that he would need every moment of sleep God could give him, to prepare him for what awaited him when he woke. 

She took some time to drop off smiling happily at an idea that had come into her head as she lay awake..

MARRIAGE Country style

She was the first to wake, lazily she put her hand out to him and thought back over the events of the evening. It made her feel very much loved.

She thought over the idea that had come to her before she went to sleep recalling how, when he saw she had forgotten to put on her slippers, he had carried her in his arms into the house. 

She remembered the story her mother told of how she had been married.
 Among country folk living before the Church got involved in marrying people ,the custom had long been, that the groom carried his bride across the threshold of their new home. 

It was a ceremony regarded as being a legally binding, declaration of marriage between the man and woman.

Did that mean, though there had been no church ceremony she and William had been married from the moment he carried her into the cottage.

At first it was a little teasing idea to be savoured as a piece of fun, but as she thought more about it, the more attractive the idea became. 
It had suited her mother and her sister for they had both started married life that way.
She began to wonder what William's response would if she told him they were already married. Would he become angry or upset, and just laugh or become grumpy.

 As she was not sure she kept her idea to herself for the time being. 

He was still asleep at half past eight, two hours after his usual time. and rather than wake him she let him have his lie in. It paid off.
He began to stir at around 9 o'clock and promptly disappeared into the lavatory. She went downstairs made the tea and came back to find he had tidied up the bed, plumped up her pillows and had a relaxed loving smile on his face.

She wriggled up close and said. 

'Coming home last night was a lovely idea. When I woke I felt it was already Christmas morning.'

She felt she would never have a better chance of telling him what she thought and said.

'I am so lucky to be married to such a wonderful husband.'

'Hang on. We're not married yet.'

'Oh yes we are. After what happened last night.'

Shocked, with fear in his voice, he asked.

'Did I do something I shouldn't last night ?'

'No. It was all above board and now we are married.' 

'What do you mean. 'Now we are married. We are not yet married.'

'Oh yes we are.'

'We can't be.' Hysteria was entering his voice.

'Oh but we are.
Now thoroughly roused and increasingly upset at the way the conversation was developing, he said. 

'I saw the vicar last night before we came to bed. He rang because I left my bike on the pavement. He didn't say anything about a wedding.'

'It was over by then. He wasn't there when it happened.'

'Are you mad ? We can't be married without him.'

'Oh yes we can and we are. Now we are married can we go out and buy me a wedding ring.

'Stop playing games.'

She looked at him and decided he had had enough teasing. She got out of bed walked round to his side took his hand in hers and kissed him gently on the lips.

Love being what it is it produced a transformation. He looked like a great big pussy cat about to purr. He started to speak and she stopped him by putting her fingers across his lips.

''Now listen to me. Last night you carried me up the garden path in your arms and into our house.'

'You'd had forgotten to put your slippers on. I wanted to save your feet.'

'Which you did very well particularly when you remember how much I weigh.

 What you didn't know was by carrying me 'across the threshold ' as the saying goes, you were following a centuries old custom 

'What custom ?' 

'In the days before the church marriage if a man carried his intended across the threshold to their new house it was regarded as a legally binding marriage'

'That's a  load of superstitious nonsense.'

'It isn't. It is still legal. It was how my Mum and Dad and my sister were married. 

He listened open mouthed as she added.

'Dad picked Mum up in his arms on the deck of her father's boat and carried her onto his own boat moored alongside. From that moment on they were married in the eyes of their community.

'And you say it still goes on  ?'

'Yes its very uncommon but it still happens in remote places where it impossible to find a priest, or neither of them can settle in one parish for the three weeks, while the banns are called.'

There was a long pause while he worked out the meaning of what she had said before he asked.

'Could we still have the wedding in the church as we planned ?'

'Oh yes Mum and Dad did. They didn't get married in Church for another five years and that was only so us kids could be properly christened.'

'Do we have to tell the vicar ?'

'We don't have to but I think he ought to know. We don't want to get on the wrong side of our neighbours.

'Excuse me.' 

He went downstairs made a phone call and returned saying. 

'I've confirmed I'm not going to the Old Manor House until tomorrow. 

'Why ?'

'Because you've got to get your best bib and tucker on, when we go to buy the wedding ring.

'You mean that. You'll get me a wedding ring today  ?

'I won't get any peace if I don't. 

You tell me you are now my wife. I believe you. Therefore you ought to be wearing my ring. 

Laughing he added. '

Though I am not sure whether it shouldn't be put through your nose, you hussy you.

'Just one thing. After we get the ring. Can we wait until we are married in church ?'

They both knew what they meant and she said.
'I think we should.' 

The agreement to avoid making love before the church ceremony brought a rather naughty thought to his mind. He felt this might be the best time to raise it
It led to the development of one of those little secret foolishness lovers often enjoy in the privacy of their loving moments.

He asked. 

'Have you ever thought of wearing a pair of slacks ?'

Shocked she said. 'Of course not.' 

'You have the figure for it.' 

'Nonsense my bum is far too large.'

'Not for me it isn't.' 
Very gently and tentatively he put his arms round her slid his hands down and gently stroked her bottom.
She jumped and asked.

'What do you think you are doing. Stop it at once.' 

There was a knowing look in his eye as he took his hands away 

There was a pause as she realised how much she had enjoyed his touch however inappropriately and she said 

'No put them back. It felt so loving 

Replacing them he said.

'That's why I did it. You have a very tempting bum .I've been wanting to fondle it ever since I saw how inviting it looked when you were on your moped.'

'William I am shocked.'. She wriggled delightedly as she added 

'Not just at you and your cheek but at how much I liked it. It wasn't sexy but it's made me realise I had better listen to my new husband. He seems to know a lot more than I do.

Teasing she added.

'I don't know whether I have agreed to honour and obey you or not but if you want me to show off what you see as my best feature I think we ought to get that pair of slacks after all.

I don't want your eyes wandering of at other women.

They giggled together as they got ready for their outing 

They took a taxi to Beverley bought the plain ring of their choice, and had a very enjoyable well-lubricated, celebratory lunch at the Beverley Arms Hotel.

Then they went to Jaegar's to buy her a pair of slacks, which left her giggling in the taxi all the way back to the village. 

A  little sobering up was called for when they reached home for the Vicar, shears in hand was trimming his hedge, and stopped to pass the time of day with them.

Made talkative by her unaccustomed mid day drink, she told the vicar William has taken her out to buy her a wedding ring then blurted out. 

'It's because last night William and I were married.'

The vicar stopped hedge cutting.  Until then the two before him had been model elderly parishioners, the last pair in his flock likely to go off the rails. He was fearful what might come next.
William came to his aid and explained. 

'Last night Lucy came running to meet me and forgot to put on her slippers. So I lifted her up in my arms and carried her into the house.

'I saw you.'

'She tells me when I carried her over the threshold I was marrying her in the old way.'

'It was how my Mum and Dad got married. He carried Mum from her father's boat onto his own.'
There was a strong sense of relief in his voice, as the vicar said.

'Lucy's quite right. Though I haven't heard of it being done for years.'  A twinkle came into his eyes as he said. 

'Don't tell everyone. I might lose my fees for marrying people.'

'Well you won't lose from us. We are determined to wait until we are properly married in church.' 

William took the shears from the vicar, ran his finger along the blade and said.

'You haven't had these sharpened for a long time. Leave it to me. 'I'll tidy them up for you tomorrow, when I get my bench back.'

'That's very kind of you.'

The vicar was concerned that there had been no response to his wife's typed advice to the bridal couple. Loyalty to her made him feel she had perhaps been slighted. 

He was not to know that Lucy could not read what she had been given.

He asked, 'How are things going for the wedding  ?'

'I am finding it a bit confusing. When I get in I am going to ring my sister to ask her to come and help. She's married off two daughters and a son 

'She'll know the ropes then.'

'Let me know how things go.' 

They parted and as they opened the front door, heard the vicar's wife laughing heartily at what her husband had told her about their unorthodox wedding ceremony.

RETURN TO THE OLD MANOR HOUSE

         Lucy rang her sister. 'Hullo Cissie how are you  ?'
'We're alright. How are things at your end ?'

'Doctor says I've got a bunion.' 

Cissie called her husband. 
'Ernie it's Lucy. She's got a bunion.'

'Tell her to bring it on down here. I've got a new knife that will make short work of it.'

Cissie sounded puzzled as she might well be, and asked firmly. 

'What are you ringing for ? Not just to tell me you've got a bunion.'
'I need your help can you and Ernie come down this weekend and give us a hand.'
Give who a hand. Who is "us" '  ?'

Lucy's next words torrented out. 

'I'm going to be married and I don't know what to do.'

Cissie shrieked. 'Have you found him  ?' 

'Yes. His name's William.'

'Tell me all about him.'

Lucy's reply took at least twenty minutes and Cissies only grasped about a dozen coherent words so excited were they.

Apart from the wedding, she was equally delighted William was teaching her to read and write.

Fortunately, The main message did get through and it was agreed she and Ernie would come down to stay with them at the weekend. 

Originally the visit was intended to be a short stay. In the end they were still there when the wedding took place. It was therefore lucky that William suggested things might go better if they bought a second bed. 

He went to the post office, bought a copy of the local paper, and found one on offer at a furniture shop in Beverley. A telephone call confirmed it could be delivered in time for the weekend.

The return trip to the old Manor House went off well. While William finished his grinding, Mrs Travis took Lucy under her wing. Their meeting was to have unexpected and welcome consequences 

Over morning coffee, they discovered they had one thing in common. Both had lost the first man they loved during the War. 

In 1916 the estate owner, Sir Edward, set up a platoon of estate workers to serve as a unit under his command. The man she loved, Jack Macaskill, was the under butler and became the platoon sergeant.

Before the platoon left for France they had been married and six weeks later news came that Jack had been killed in a skirmish in which Sir Edward lost his arm.

She never forgot that the first thing he did when he was fit to return to England, was to come to see her in her estate cottage, to tell her how Jack died.

She told him she was carrying Jack's child and his response was to arrange for the cottage to be given to her as a tribute to Jack and with it went a promise that she would always have a job on the estate.

She still remembered his final words before he left 

'You and I would not be here if it had not been for men like Jack who died for us.'

Ten years later her son Jack came into the kitchen to tell her that Mr. Travers his scoutmaster, had asked to see her and he had put him in the front room.

Angry because she was in the middle of baking and was up to her elbows with flour which had wafted into her hair, she assumed Jack had been misbehaving.

She prepared to defend her son and confront the intruder.

Anger turned to joy when they met. For both it was love at first sight, just as Lucy's meeting with William had been. 
Before they parted Alistair had told her he had asked Jack to bring him to see her. He asked her to marry her and got a very flour laden hug and kiss for an answer

. After Alistair had left doubt set in. If she did marry him would it not  betray her love for Jack.

 She had just told Lucy how she had exchanged the love of her first husband to love for her second when William arrived to say, he had finished and was ready to take Lucy home.. 

Her meeting with Mrs Travis gave Lucy much needed confidence. She no longer felt guilty at Frank giving way to William. 

Before packing his bench away William sharpened the vicar's shears and as they arrived home before dark they managed to finish the hedge for him, before returning his shears.

As he did so the vicar said to Lucy. 

'William is going to be the star attraction at the village fete. If he does a knife grinding spot he'll make hundreds for the village and its charities.'
GETTING READY FOR THE WEDDING
William struggled to come to terms with solving a problem of Frank because it was outside the realms of his experience. He rejected the idea of letting things slide altogether but was glad that Cissie and Earnest were coming to stay.

 It gave him a chance to put it on the back boiler for a day or two.

The bed duly arrived but before it could be installed the spare room, which had not been used for years, needed putting in order. That took a hard day's work for both of them 

On the Friday they planned the menus, bought food and drink bed linen, towels and bedside lights. In the confusion Lucy's problem and its solution got overlooked.

  William and Ernie took to one another at once for they shared a common interest.. William had a collection of hand held metal tools while, Ernie who loved working with wood, collected old wood working tools

Unfortunately, he lacked the skills needed to repair and sharpen his collection. William's offer of help was a Godsend. 
Later in the week he went back home and brought back a case full of tools for William to work on 

They were so engrossed that to the delight of their wives they took no part in the organisation of the wedding. 

Lucy showed Cissie the list of advice the Vicar's wife had given her saying ruefully. 'I couldn't read any of it.'

The Vicar doesn't know you can't read ?' 

Lucy shook her head  Cissie said.
'It's all here. All we have to do is the things she's put on the list.' 

They talked over the items in the list and once again William was off the hook.

The family went to morning service next day to hear the second calling of the banns. As they left the church Lucy, introduced her sister and said she had asked her to organise the wedding, for her. 

The next day Cissie and Ernest met the Vicar and his wife and got a shock. They knew William and Lucy had intended to keep things quiet and have a quiet private wedding. That was now out of the question.

 The vicar told Cissie that Lucy was so popular in the village that the Parish Council planned to organise a reception in the village hall after the wedding, open to all who wanted to come and wish the newly weds well.

The central feature would be the cooking of an ox roast, paid for by Dr. Thompson, as his wedding present to the couple. Caterers and the W.I. would handle arrangements on the day. 

The Chairman of the Council, Mr. Bacon would preside over the informal reception after the ceremony and this would be followed by dancing to a Disco run by the presenter of the cottage hospital radio programme.

The announcement and the amount of work already in hand faced Cissie with a dilemma.  She left the meeting wondering how to tell Lucy and William. 

The absence of their guests gave Lucy and William the first opportunity to be alone to discuss the problem of dealing with Frank 

After seeing Cissie and Ernest safely out of the house, they adjourned to the sofa.

Lucy had kept her own council very well and William was highly relieved and not a little shocked when she said

'William darling. This is the first chance I've had to tell you I've solved the problem of my love for you and Frank.'

William mouth open was dumbstruck.

She went on. 

'It was Mrs Travis that helped me so much. Her husband was killed in France six weeks after they were married, leaving her pregnant. 

Ten years later she fell in love with another man, Alistair, her  son's scoutmaster, and faced the same problem when they decided to marry.

When she told Alistair she was worried about being disloyal to her first husband, he said his father had been killed in an accident at work and his mother had refused to marry again. 

What had changed her mind was the advice of her widowed grandmother that deep down she had never accepted that her first husband was really dead.. She made me see that was my story all over again.'

William said. 
'I remember you said yourself you saw Frank not as the man you were still in love with but in your own words. 'He was your guardian angel. Perhaps deep down you knew he would not return though you could not admit it to yourself

'What convinced Mrs. Travis in the end  ?'

'Alistair contacted the War Graves commission and was able to show her a picture of Jack's grave. From that moment on, every anxiety she had about marrying again disappeared. 

'Do you think it would work for you ?'

'I'm convinced of it but I need your help.'

'What can I do ?' 

'Would you write to the commission and see if you could get me a picture of Frank's grave ?'  Sorrowfully she added. 

'You haven't taught me enough for me to do it for myself yet.'

He took her in his arms, looked long and hard into her eyes, saw there her utter belief that what had worked for Mrs. Travis would work for her and knew what he had to do.

He gave her a kiss and said. 

'You make us a cup of coffee and 'I'll get on the phone straight away.'

Ten minutes later, he put the phone down. 

'His grave does exist, they are putting a form of the details they need to know in the post for us to fill in. We should get it tomorrow and if all goes well we'll have the photograph in a few day's time.'

Laughing he added.

'I can fill in the form for you but best of all you'll be able to sign it with your own name.'

That night Lucy turned to him before he turned off the light saying.

'I think you are right, deep down I know Frank is dead. When you were at The Old Manor house on the first day, like you I was very upset and I did what I always did when I was in trouble .I went to talk to Frank.

I got a dreadful shock, when I looked at his photograph I could not see his face. I stared at it for hours, than slowly your face began to appear instead of Frank's 

'That fits,' said William.

'I'd always been puzzled how we came to meet. Neither of us could have planned it and yet it happened. I began to think God meant us to meet.

When you said you thought Frank was your guardian angel it made sense. God would leave the task of arranging our meeting to your guardian angel.

To me that clinched it. I saw that as proof Frank approved of me but I couldn't find the words to tell you.'
There was a long pause as his words sank in until she snuggled close to him and said. 

'I am sure you are right. God wanted us to meet, now all we have to do is to look after one another to keep us together as long as we can.

The next morning Lucy was so pleased with life that Cissie felt she could tell her there would not be a private wedding but a full blown 'do' with all the trimmings. 

Lucy was so happy she couldn't have cared less and promised to do all she was told. William was very pleased for Lucy and promised to help in any way he could.

Cissie then outlined what would happen and said to Lucy.

 'I'll give you a hand with your wedding outfit and trousseau.

Turning to William she said. 
'Ernie's going to be your best man, he'll sort everything for you.

'All you two have to do is to polish up your dancing and leave the rest to Ernie and me.'

Dazed they agreed to do so and that evening they enrolled with the local dance school to make sure they did not make fools of themselves on the 'Big Day' 

Practice took place nightly and kept them busy

THE BIG DAY

The big day went off very well. The weather was perfect, nothing was left to chance, and the efforts of the best man, Cissie's husband Ernie, led to a reception no one would forget.

The night before, Daniel, Lucy's eldest brother, his wife, Minnie, her bachelor brother Clifford, Lucy, William, Cissie and Ernie had a  meal at the pub.

It was the first time they had met as a family since Cissie's wedding thirty-two years before. Much of the talk was of the events of their life on the canals.

Drink flowed freely but nobody had too much. The meal was excellent. Pea and bacon soup, Roast loin of pork and fresh vegetables followed by Spotted Dick and Custard. 

The meal was so good, William nearly missed going to his room before midnight, so he did not see Lucy before the ceremony. 

There was time enough for them to have a long loving embrace before Cissie and the ladies took Lucy back to the cottage for the night.

Clifford, Derek and William had stag night drinks before going to bed and Ernie poured out large glasses of port to help the ladies sleep.

The village was astir early, as men set up the ox roast in the darkness before dawn. The smell of cooking beef throughout the morning, reminded everyone this was a very special day.

In the hall, members of the W.I. set out the tables at which over two hundred and fifty guests would eat, 

On Ernie's orders, husbands and wives or partners were to sit together. Widows, widowers and those without a partner were placed a table of their own close to the top table.

Ladies decorated the church while the choir had their final rehearsal and at a quarter to twelve, Ernie and William took up their places in the front pew.

Five minutes later the clop clop of horse's hooves, pulling a landau, lent by the local riding school, stopped outside the cottage. It was time for the bridal party to leave...

Clifford, who was to give the bride away, escorted Lucy and Cissie, her Matron of Honour to the coach and as he did, said to Lucy.

 'I'm so pleased for you. William is a very lucky man.'

'Do you think Dad would have approved of him ?'

'They would have got on like a house on fire.'

And Mum would have loved him too,' added Cissie

As the landau moved off the church bells began to ring.

 On their way, they overtook a number of latecomers hurrying to the church to get there in time. Hands were waved, kisses were thrown,  and regrettably, some cheeky but well deserved wolf whistles were heard.

The strains of the Wedding March on the organ heralded the arrival of the bride. 

Many heads were turned to watch her including her groom's. Open mouthed at her radiant beauty, Ernie had to nudge him to face front, as she arrived at his side.

The carefully rehearsal ceremony, went perfectly

However, the highlight for Lucy was not the moment William put the ring on her finger. It came as she wrote her name in the register.

As she did, she looked adoringly at William and said.

 'Thank you so much my darling.' 

To which replied in loving tones.  

'Well done Mrs. Blundell.' 

Photographs followed. This gave time for the congregation to line both sides of the pathway to the village hall, and throw vast quantities of confetti and rose petals.

The vicar had no objection. He knew that when line broke up the Scouts and Guides would be on their hands and knees, picking up the pieces for which the going rate was sixpence per fifty salvaged.

 It took thirty minutes for the wedding party to greet all their guests and for ushers to get people seated in their proper places.

At the top table, Mr Bacon, as Chairman of the Parish Council took charge. He rapped the table, called for order and said.

'Welcome to you all. We must of course first thank the vicar for having used his influence to give us such lovely weather. (Laughter and some clapping, but not a great deal, most of the audience having heard it before.) 

I also want to thank all those who have given their time and energy to preparing and serving the village's first ever Ox Roast, kindly donated by Dr. Thompson. (Applause and shouts of 'Thanks Doc'.)

He went on. 

'We have two tasks today. The first is to give the village the chance to say thank you to Lucy for all she has done for so many of us.

Lucy came here with her parents, seventeen years ago. Since then she has always gone out of her way to help other people. 

After she became assistant nurse to Dr. Thompson, all of us have benefited from her compassion and skills. 

You all know this meant she and her patients were often involved in degrading, and embarrassing tasks.

He turned to her bowed and said.

But whether it was changing filthy dressings and incontinence pads, bed bathing or even cutting toe nails she was always there and cheerful with it.
For the more serious cases you always found time to spend many hours comforting dying lonely patients with no one to care for them, through their last nights.
Above all no one was ever made to feel a nuisance or a burden by you.

I for one will never forget the selfless way you cared for my dying father in the last days of his life.'

 Gratefully he took the handkerchief his wife handed him. It took a short while for him to recover,

He cleared his throat turned to Lucy and went on.

'You never let anyone down. You were always ready to help. For this, we thank you.

'It is with great pleasure that I have to tell you that by a unanimous vote of the Parish Council we have decided to have a plague hung on the wall of your cottage so all may see how much we love and respect you.'
As the audience got to its feet to give Lucy a prolonged standing ovation, she was overcome. William put his arm around her to comfort her in her ordeal.

When the applause died down, Bacon then said 

We are also here to wish Lucy and her husband William, long life and happiness as they start their new life together.

To assist matters please use the seats allotted to you.

The meal will end with the cutting of the cake and there will then be an adjournment for everyone to help clear the tables and assist in laying out the table and filling the champagne glasses in readiness for toasting the bride and groom.

I now call upon the vicar to say Grace.'
Much relieved, mopping his brow he sat down and received a congratulatory kiss from his wife. 

After grace, the guests lined up to collect their plates of perfectly cooked beef and return to their tables of which there were four stretching the length of the hall . 

While they queued, the ladies of the W.I. had placed great piles of home cooked slabs of proper Yorkshire Pudding, mountains of cooked vegetables and great jugs of onion gravy.

After the first course deep filled, apple lattice pies and great wedges of Wensleydale cheese were brought to them. 

The meal eaten, the best man announced that the bride and groom would cut the three tier wedding cake.

William's hand encased that of his bride as the first cut was made. It was obvious from the simplicity with which this was done that William had sharpened the knife beforehand.

The bride then sat down while Ernie laid the three tiers of cake side by side on a wooden carving board and invited the groom to complete the cutting of the cake into serving sized helpings.

Everyone watched open mouthed in the space of less than a minute, the razor sharp blade was wielded so speedily that no one saw how William divided all three tiers into portions in so short a time.

Ernie, showing for the first time his gift for showmanship encouraged the guests to applaud the feat.

As the cake was taken away Ernie said 

'Before you start to clear the tables I have to tell you that when my late mother in law died, she left her life's pin money savings to be divided equally between her two daughters, to pay for their wedding receptions. 

There will be no charge for drinks thanks to her.

There was applause, half full glasses were hastily emptied and while wives cleared the tables, husband lined up at the bar..

Until this moment respectful solemnity and a genuine wish to honour Lucy had made the reception a rather stodgy affair.

Ernie, a keen amateur dramatics enthusiast, then transformed the atmosphere. His personality and earthy sense of humour, to some reminiscent of Max Miller went down well. 
It helped that the guests were very happy that drinks were free,

Everyone settled back on their chairs, glasses in hands, looking forward to being entertained. They would not be disappointed

 Ernie began by announcing that he was the man who came after the Lord Mayor's show. He illustrated his role by placing a bucket and spade on the table. It was a start that appealed to his audience.

Having disposed of his props, he had his audience where he wanted them. It was time for his next move. As the cheers died away, Ernie dropped his voice so people had to strain to hear him say.

'Weddings are strange affairs when inevitably memories come back to many of us of our own wedding day. 

Whatever happened later in their marriage it was a day wives never forget. It is their very special day of love and hope tinged with pride as they look at their wedding ring and their marriage lines.
But wedding days could also raise happy memories for men. He looked fondly at Cissie and added. 

'I am one. Our wedding day was the happiest of my life.'

Gently he picked up her arm, kissed her hand and replaced it on the table.

The sighs of approval that spread across the room gave him confidence for his next move.

Today in the church, I believe most of the wives, and many husbands, recalled their own special day with fondness and love.
 What I am now asking you to do is to recreate that experience here and now.

You have been deliberately seated beside the man or woman with whom you shared your wedding day. Here I must thank the vicar for his help in doing the checking. 

Then in ominous tones that brought a laugh he added.

'He was very thorough 
In the name of love, I now ask you to turn to that person and spend a few silent moments together, thinking back to that unique very personal day for both of you.

On the faces of most of the woman a dreamy smile appeared. Eyes that had not met for a long time became glances of reawakened love.

Hands held out for reassurance were grasped and almost imperceptibly, many couples moved closer to one another.

Ernie then played his final card saying

'I hope many of you will join with me in exchanging with the one we love, a very special wedding day kiss. 

It was a risky thing to attempt. It could so easily have ended in laughter and derision. Luckily, or perhaps because God was on his side, Ernie's gamble paid off.

He had however not left much to chance. 

For two hours on the previous afternoon, he had cajoled and drilled those who were to sit at the bride's table, into a united action of husbands and wives embracing to encourage the others.

He tapped the table twice, turned to Cissie and gave her a right thumping kiss, which could be heard, across the room. She pulled him down onto her lap and their kiss continued 

Daniel took Minnie in his arms, Lucy put her arms about William neck, Dr. and Mrs Thompson looked fondly at each The vicar decorously hugged his wife and everyone at the 'top table' had a long lingering kiss.

Regrettably Mrs Bacon got carried away. She pulled her husband onto her lap, whisked his chain of office out of the way and cuddling him, showered his face with kisses until the poor man had to come up gasping for air.

A gasp of disbelief spread round the room. The sight of so many usually staid and aloof prominent citizens letting their hair down in front of everyone, was the catalyst for the guests to join them.

And they did so slowly but surely, starting with one or two widely scattered couples, then their neighbours and soon the room was filled with husbands and wives kissing and hugging one another.

It was a demonstration that for many there were still embers of romance waiting to be rekindled in the most unlikely breasts.

At the 'top table' Ernie's carefully planned scenario of a single mass embrace fell apart at the seams, as love went its own unruly way.

Having come up for air Mr Bacon returned to his wife's arms with obvious enthusiasm. There was no sign of Cissie and Ernie as her chair had collapsed and deposited them on the floor behind the table.

The vicar's attempts to maintain respectability were continually hampered by his wife's remembering the early days of her life with a muscular Christian, Eventually he gave up trying and responded in kind. 

Mrs. Thompson stirred by memories of her wedding day when her groom insisted on playing Rugby for his hospital in the morning and his safe arrival on time, battered but unbowed, snuggled so close to her husband, it was a miracle they did not end up on the floor.

It took nearly half an hour for the excitement to die down and Ernie now back on his feet was able to say.

'As I said this is a day for the celebration of love. 

'However It is also a lonely time for those sitting at the table below me who no longer have a partner or have never had one?

Are there any ladies or gentlemen who would be prepared to offer them a hug or kiss or even both ?'

There was no lack of volunteers including Cissie and Lucy who made sure Uncle Clifford and other lonely ones were not overlooked.

When seats had been resumed, the best man concluded his remarks. He raised his glass and announced. 

'The toast is to the bride and groom, Lucy and William Blundell, which left Lucy blushing furiously.

After the toast had been drunk, William rose.

My first duty hard though it will be for her is to invite my wife to say a few words.

He helped her to her feet and put his arm around her.

In a voice, quavering with emotion Lucy bravely faced her guests and addressing Mr Bacon said.

'I'm not very good at making speeches but I want to thank you and the parish council for the plaque. Each time I enter the house I shall remember this day and the kind things you said.

I shall never forget your words and the kindness and generosity of everyone in the village has always given me.

Thank you all.' 

Her voice broke she turned Cissie beside and wept on her shoulder as she repeated. 'Thank you all so very, very much.'

The clapping and applause went on even longer than before.

When it died away, William stood up, gave her a little kiss on the top of her head, and said.

'It is now my very pleasant duty to thank you to everyone in the village for the hard work they have done to make this day such a  success'

No one worked harder than my brother in law Ernie. On your behalf, I would like to thank him, not just for efforts to entertain us but the way he reminded us how important a wedding day is to all of us.

Ernie thank you. You have given us all a day we will never forget.'

The audience clapping and cheering rose to its feet and their ovation lasted a full five minutes. It ended in a heartfelt lusty rendering of 'For he's a jolly good fellow.'
When the guests had settled back in their seats, William concluded his remarks in an exchange between him and his bride rehearsed the day before

'Against my wishes my wife today declared she would not only love and care for me but she would also obey me.

I am not very pleased with her for I believe strongly that in marriage, wife and husband are equally responsible for making it a success.

To offset her foolish loyalty I now add my own pledge.'

He turned to Lucy saying.

'For the whole of our married life I promise I will always allow you to have the last word.'

There was an audible indrawing of breath and some clapping from ladies and frowns and head shaking from sceptical men.

This changed dramatically as Lucy got to her feet, faced William and in loving tones declared.

'And I promise that that last word will always be. 

'William I love you. 

Amid loud cries of 'well said', banging on tables, prolonged applause, and a reprise of 'For they are jolly good fellows.' followed 

 She kissed him and hand in hand, they sat down. 

The proceedings ended William asked his bride to excuse him and coming out of the washroom met a young boy of about ten looking very unhappy.

Recognising him as the boy who delivered his morning papers, he said.
'Hullo Derek. You look a bit miserable what's wrong, didn't you enjoy the meal  ?'

Almost in tears, Derek Baynes said.

 'I haven't had anything to eat yet.'

'But you and your mother had seats. What went wrong ?'

'Mum had one of her fits this morning and couldn't come. I took her dinner back for her and she enjoyed it. I washed the plates and brought them back but when I got here the tables had been cleared.'

'That's awful  ! '

'Putting his arm across his shoulders William said. 'Come with me.' 

He led Derek to the room at the back of the hall where the W.I. volunteers were washing up and getting things ready to send them back to the caterers. He said to the lady in charge.

 'Mrs. Bond this poor young man hasn't had his dinner yet.' 
He explained what had happened and she said.

'Mr Blundell there's still plenty of beef on the carcase. If I get your knife will you carve him a plateful .

While he was doing that, Mrs. Bond, warmed up some onion gravy and half a dozen slices of Yorkshire pudding and set Derek down at a table to start tucking in.

Mrs. Bond said. 
'We've an unopened apple pie. I'll wrap it up for him to take home.

'And will you please add two slices of wedding cake, one for him and one for his Mum.'

The only thing to go wrong was there was so much beef on the plate, Derek could only manage three slices of pudding. 
Mrs Bond dealt with that by adding three more slices and more beef to take with him for  the next day.

'Where have you been ?' Asked Lucy.

'Tell you on the way home.'

The landau was waiting to take them back to the cottage.  On the way, he told her about Derek. She thought for a moment and asked the coachman if he could make a call to Mrs. Baynes' house.

There she and William went in to see if she was alright. They told her about Derek, before Lucy went into the kitchen, found a vase and arranged half her bouquet of white roses and put them on the table. 

At that point Derek whistling cheerfully arrived home calling out.

 'Mum they've sent you a piece of wedding cake - - - '.

He stopped when he saw the size of his audience 

Satisfied Mrs. Baynes was well enough to be left they completed their journey home.
As they did, William said 'No wonder they love you so.'

THE DANCE 

When the landau arrived at their cottage, William helped Lucy out and with the approval of the driver, gave each horse two lumps of sugar and a carrot.

They watched the coach drive away, waved to the vicar and as they reached the front door he said.

'I don't have to carry you over the threshold again do I  ?'

'Once was enough.'

Inside they closed the door, put their arms about each other and had a calm long lingering embrace to celebrate.

'You looked radiant as you came down the aisle,'

'I was glad I had Clifford's arm to hang on to. I was trembling like a leaf until I stood by your side.

Then the fear and anxiety went. I was so proud and felt so secure.'

'What next marital duties or a cup of tea ?'

They laughed as they said together.

 'Cup of tea. '

To which she added. 'Getting my shoes off and having a lie down.'

As they faced one another across the kitchen table over steaming mugs, they went over the highlights of the day and agreed things could not have gone better.

Their tea drunk, arm in arm they climbed the stairs, took off their top clothes and lay down on the bed in each other's arms.

They woke as the church clock struck five. Before he went downstairs to boil the water for his shave  she asked him

'What would you like me to wear for the dance  ?'

She assumed he would want her to put on her slacks and was prepared to do so to please him.

His reply stopped her in her tracks as he said.

'Would you please wear that lovely blouse you had on the day we met. It was so you, cheerful, merry and you looked so lovely. The flowers on the blouse matched the colour of your eyes. You looked so inviting.'

'You gave me a good looking over before you winked at me didn't you.'

'I knew deep down I had to get it right. I was terrified I would upset you or put you off. When you said you would come and have a cup of tea, my life changed for ever.'

She had a bath, he followed her and dressed went downstairs to give their specially bought dancing shoes, a final polish, and pour out two glasses of champagne. 

Ten minutes later, dressed in her blouse and slacks she posed at the top of the stairs and asked. 'How do I look.'

He nearly fell as he ran up the stairs two at a time to give her the father and mother of a cuddle, hug and kiss. She had to go back to comb her hair and reapply her make up but felt it was well worth it.

Dancing was a popular winter evening pastime in the village, which is why it was included in the reception. The village hall was well wired for music though the floor left something to be desired.

The D J, Peter Harris, was a local man in his fifties who knew the musical tastes of his followers, most of who were by now beginning to reach Senior citizen status. 

As a result, the music had wartime and Forties flavour.

 Items ranged from Roy Fox and Bing Crosby, through the King of Swing, Benny Goodman, and the Dorsey brothers, to Doris Day, Peggy Lee,  Chris Barber and Lonnie Donegon.

Promptly at half past six, Peter struck the gong beside him and addressed the guests lined against the walls. Pointing to a pile of papers on the table, he said.

'We have a lot of requests tonight. I am hoping to be home by midnight and need your help if I am to avoid my wife's rolling pin.

 As she was sitting beside him, this went down well.

'The first tune rightly on this her day, was chosen by Lucy.

It is the Mary Martin version of.
 'I'm in love with a wonderful Guy.'
William led her onto the floor and they did a circuit on their own to the accompaniment of cheers, wolf whistles, clapping and feet tapping to the music. 

Skilfully William made sure they reached the centre of the floor at the end of the second verse .and were then surrounded by other dancers.

At the half time break, Peter left the table and when he was safely at the bar, being rewarded for his efforts his wife Gwen, a Latin American fan, played three Edmundo Ros records in a row. 

She did this knowing Peter did not approve of her type of music and when in mock anger he threatened to switch the machine off she raised her rolling pin in defence of her choice. 

The last three records ended a very successful evening though the choice was quite a mixture. The last but two disc was Chris Barber's 'Petit Fleur.' 

This was followed by a pause, as Peter led Gwen on the floor to dance The Wedding Samba amid cheers from the onlookers, and some very loving looks from his wife.

As people lined up to have the last dance, they found Peter had fooled them. Instead of the traditional Victor Sylvester version of the last Waltz, they got Vera Lynn singing. 'We'll meet again.'

Vera got three encores, Peter was mobbed in the nicest possible way, and as the dancers dispersed the strains of 'We'll meet again ' came from countless throats.

Before leaving, they said good-bye to their family guests who would spend the night in the pub and returning home next morning.

Lucy, William, the vicar and his wife hummed. 
'We'll meet again,' all the way home. At the gate as they separated the vicar gave a gentle cough and said

 'I've not yet had my traditional kiss from the bride.'

Lucy hastened to correct the error.

DOING WHAT COMES NATURALLY
In the cottage, Lucy and William went straight up to bed, pausing only to collect the champagne and glasses from the fridge.

Standing beside the bed William was at last free to do what he had been itching to do all evening, he fondled her bum and she wriggled with pleasure before he said. 
'Lucy will you sit down for me, there is something I want say to you on this very special night.'

Apprehensively she sat down beside him on the bed. He took her hand and said.

'You have said many times how much your confidence has been boosted because I told you I loved you.' 

'And I meant it. Not many woman of my age, after forty years alone, can hope for such a wonderful compliment.'

'I want to say you were not the only one.

Since I came out of the Sanatorium, I have been a cripple, deformed and hatefully ugly. I had always been convinced no woman would ever look at me twice.

You've proved me wrong. From the moment you brought me to this house, I can say in all honesty every doubt I ever had has gone.
You treated me and made me feel like a normal healthy, even upright man. You have put the past behind me for ever. I can never thank you enough.'

My darling Lucy I thank you from the bottom of my heart
She grabbed the sheet to mop up her tears and said.

  'Oh William I love you. I love you so much.'

They drank a toast to each other then after he had switched off the light, they snuggled tight in each other's arms and fell asleep.

His overfull bladder woke him early in the morning.

Her long experience of nursing young and older men had made her well aware how important it was for men to be proud of their sexual performance and she was ready.

After over sixty years of virginity, curiosity and it has to be admitted an element of lust, she was more than ready to move things along on that front. 
Returning to the bedroom, he was surprised to find the light on and his wife sitting with her legs over the edge of the bed. He was even more startled when she said.

'Come on let's have a look at him, 'and pulled his pyjama trousers down.

She looked at it, nodded approvingly and said. 

'He looks good and ready.'

As though flattered by her tone, his John Thomas began to stretch up and up towards her.

'He's making a good job of that bit.'

She took his now fully erect John Thomas and laid it gently on her cheek, let go, slipped her nightdress over her head and said

'I know just the place for him.'

She swung her legs onto the bed, he threw his pyjamas off and joined her as the song says. 'Doing what comes naturally.'
Twenty five minutes later throbbing with warmth and love, they lay together and fell into a very self satisfied sleep.

About nine she woke and was a little surprised to find though he was fast asleep, his John Thomas was still in place.

He woke, took a minute to sort out what was happening and feeling the stirrings of renewed life, returned to their mutually highly enjoyable task of an encore of  'doing what comes naturally.'
When they had finished she added the words she knew would mean so much to him and was able to do so without artifice and genuine sincerity 

'William my darling. Thank you for making me a real woman and being such a wonderful husband. 

His reply with a laugh was.

'You said you'd find room for him and you did, it was a perfect fit.'

About midday, they were fully awake and very pleased with themselves. He said.

'This afternoon I wanted to take you into Hull. I have an idea for our wedding present.'
'Ooh that sounds fun. Can I wear my slacks ?'

'That would make it twice as much fun. As it's our honeymoon. instead of cooking breakfast, we'll have a meal in Hull when we get there.
The taxi dropped them off at the Gainsborough, and an hour later, full of fish and chips, another taxi took them to a van dealers in East Hull 

The salesman greeted him saying. 

'It's ready Mr. Blundell.  He turned to Lucy saying. 'Now we have to see if your wife approves.'

He led them to a gleaming light blue Volkswagen Camper van.

'Are we getting that ?'

'If you like it dear ?'

'It's lovely.

'I thought it would be a lot more fun than going on our honeymoon on our Mopeds. We can take our camping gear to sleep out at night or in the van if it's wet or cold.'
'What's that thing on the back  ?

'It's a rack. When it's lowered it will take my work bench.' 

The salesman showed them all the gadgets and amenities and helped her into the passenger seat.

'Can we take it home.'

'If you like it.'

She wriggled down in her seat and said. 

'Home James and don't spare the horses.'

'Twenty minutes later he got into the driving seat, tooted the horn at the salesman and they were off.

Out of sight of the garage she said. 'William stop the car.'

Tears of joy were streaming down her cheeks she turned to him and said. 

'It's the most wonderful present any one could ever have. Thank you so much my darling.'
She lay racked by sobs with her head on his shoulder and his arms about her before she let him go and they drove home.

Two days later they set off on their honeymoon tour and by mutual agreement made a diversion to the Old Manor House to show Mrs Travis the van and thank her for all she had done for Lucy.

That night as they got into bed she said.

'It was so clever of you to find one with a double bed.'
'They had to send over to Germany to get a van fitted with one specially.'
The honeymoon lasted for four weeks as they drove round the 'shoots'. It was the happiest time of their lives. His work was not arduous, and they always found a suitable site to park for the night.

The weather held up almost every day with long hours of sunshine and gentle winds. 

On the few days it rained they retreated  to the van for cups of tea and cuddles or when they felt like it, retirement to their double bed.

He was so familiar with the routes he was able to concentrate on driving leaving her to sit back and enjoy the ride and admire the scenery.

His time schedule was flexible, He could stop when asked so she could get out of the van to explore, just lie down in a field and gaze, enjoy a pub meal or tuck into a picnic 

She was delighted at how popular and respected he was.       Often  while he worked, she was taken round great houses behind the scenes, by the downstairs staff. 

Their return home was not a let down. The garden was in need of attention, but once the heating was turned on, they were back in their warm and cosy 'nest' together, just enjoying their own company.

They had such a happy time they agreed that he should give up his 'stately home runs' and the separation this involved but continue the autumn round of the 'shoots', together for as long as they could.

She resumed her reading and writing lessons and made such good progress she was able to write all her Christmas cards in her own hand. It was the first of many more successes to come.

DISASTER STRIKES

They had been happily married for four years when in common with the rest of the village they fell victim to the arrogant disdain of their country's Lords and masters for the common folk.

Work commenced on the nearby road to make it into a motorway with the inevitable result. The previously quiet safe village main street became a raging noisy, fume filled rat run for traffic.

Day and night the road was blocked in both directions by hordes of determined drivers intent on getting through the village as fast as possible.

They drove horns blaring, nose to tail without a moment's thought for the damage they were doing to the road and the lives of the villagers.

Things became so bad that Mr Bacon could not find a single errand boy or adult to make his deliveries for him. His shop was virtually empty except at the week ends.

The weekly market selling local farm produce switched from Wednesday to Sunday and as a result church and chapel attendances and collections fell. 

The two village pubs struggled on gamely. Fortunately they were located on opposite sides of the road. However this left patrons who could only get to them on pavements, no choice if they wanted a drink. 

The mayhem lasted for over two years and towards the end of that time, what everyone had predicted happened. Disaster and tragedy struck.

William and Lucy's house stood on a sharp bend in the road and soon the pavement outside their garden and the vicar's opposite was damaged beyond repair.

Kerb stones had long disappeared, the road and pavement were filled with pot holes as drivers hastily applied their brakes and skidded round the bend, spraying gravel and dirt in all directions.

Derek anxious to buy himself a new bicycle had been getting up at five o'clock, before the road became too busy, to deliver papers. 

Ted Peters the local copper turned a blind eye, to the fact that illegally for one so young, he was also delivering tobacco, cigarettes and confectionary as well.

Everyone in the village was anxious that Derek's brave enterprise should not be stifled but many like William fearful for his safety made it their business to be up to collect their deliveries from him to protect him from danger 

The morning after Derek achieved his ambition of saving enough to buy his new bicycle, after delivering the vicar's papers he was about to cross the road to show it to William 

At his gate William could see a white van approaching out of sight of Derek who, by then, had his bicycle front wheel on the roadway.

Without hesitating William ran across the road flung himself at Derek and threw him against the vicar's hedge falling on his face on the pavement as he did.

The driver put on his brakes as he saw William run into the road but a pot hole tipped the van off balance and it started to topple over, its door flew open shedding its load of propane gas bottles.

One of these landed smack onto the hump of William's back before the van completed its fall.

William was only saved from being crushed to death because the side of the lorry was propped up on two of the gas bottles.

The noise of the crash woke Lucy. She rushed to the bedroom window and all she could see was the lorry on its side with Derek against the hedge and no sign of William

The vicar and his wife were the first to reach the scene. She took Derek into her arms and hurried him into the house. The vicar followed picked up the phone and rang the local police house.

 Then on Ted Peters' advice he rang the fire station. The officer in charge, Jack Summers, listened to his description of what he had seen and asked 

'Are the gas cylinders full or empty ?'  

'I don't know. Give me a moment to check.' 

He ran back to ask the driver only to find he had disappeared

He tried to lift one or two of the loose bottles and concluded they were full.

As he turned to run back to the house he saw a Lucy face down up to her waist on the pavement under the lorry and for a moment thought she had been involved in the accident.

'Are you alright Lucy ?'

He heard her muffled voice say.

'I'm alright and so is William but he's trapped under the lorry. He's conscious but he can't move. 

Respect for his cloth stopped the vicar from saying 'Oh my God.' Instead he said 'I'll tell the fire brigade,' and ran back to the phone.

'I think the bottles are full. I can't smell any gas but there's a man trapped under the lorry, his wife's with him. He's conscious and I couldn't see any blood.'

'Right I'll have my men with you in about twenty minutes. Meanwhile can you get the loose bottles cleared away so we can use our cutting gear when we arrive.

The vicar returned to the lorry and found Ted Peters had arrived and had already organised a chain of men to clear away as many of the gas bottles from the van as they could.

This was a dangerous task as each time a bottle was lifted out the van wobbled and volunteers had to keep the van stable while the unloading went on.

The Fire officer's estimated time of arrival was way out.

What he had not allowed for was that the accident to the van led to the vehicles behind, all of which had been driving far to close the one in front, ending in a multiple pile up.

Lorries, cars and vans were slewed all over both sides of the road along which the firemen and an ambulance men were approaching .

At the same tome all the drivers were out of their vehicles blaming the man behind for driving too fast and the man in front stopping without warning 

Those at the scene became aware of what had happened when the sound of the siren on the fire engine and the bell on the ambulance, stopped some three quarters of a mile short of their goal. 

The constable got down beside Lucy and sidled forward under the lorry and asked. ' How are you two doing ?'

'I'm alright but William's trapped and he's only dressed in his pyjamas and dressing gown.' 

'The fire brigade are on their way but they seem to have been held up on the outskirts of the village I suppose the road is blocked 

I'll try and muster some blankets.'

He had just handed Lucy some blankets from the vicarage when the fire officer and his men, short of breath after their long run carrying equipment, arrived.

He took the fire officer on one side told him what he had seen and dropping his voice added. 

'I think I can smell gas.'

'Oh My God  !'

The fire officer got down beside Lucy and stood up again saying 

'You're right.  At least one of the bottles under there is leaking and that means we daren't use cutting or lifting gear.

'It's a lifting job then. I'll get a gang together.' 

Summers told him what was proposed. Ted recruited more volunteers to line up along the side of the lorry and lift it up so that they could get William and Lucy out.

By now the road was crowded with spectators and Ted went among them selecting those he knew were strong enough to lift the lorry.'

However things were held up when they found a pair of trousers protruding from under the lorry beside Lucy

Ted said. 'I recognise those legs. They belong to the doctor.

Dr. Thompson was making as thorough examination of William as he could given the cramped accommodation and having done so said 

'William They are going to lift the lorry up.. I think it will be safe when they've done so for us to pull you out by your legs. What do you think ?'

'I can move my arms and legs it's my confounded hump that's stopping me. It's caught fair and square under door mirror. Once the weight's taken off it should be easy enough.'

William had been a little optimistic. The first tentative lift revealed that the lorry was likely to slide across the road and things were held up while other helpers were called for to stop that.

The second attempt went well though Lucy who planned to stay beside William until he was free was glad she had done so .He had her hand to grip as the weight was taken off him sending a sharp pain through his hump.. 

Dr Thompson superintended William being laid face down on the stretcher and ordered the party to move off to the cottage hospital. 

As he pointed out the bearers had less walking by going direct than carrying the stretcher back to the ambulance.

During the journey willing helpers were on hand to take over from the ambulance men in carrying the stretcher.

AN UNUSUAL CASE CONFERENCE

While the vicar and his wife comforted Derek over the loss of his new bike and took him back to his mother, P.C. Ted Williams escorted Lucy to the hospital and sat with her while Dr.Thompson did his examination.

An hour later he ad the Matron and the Ward sister came out and Ted left.

Thompson said to Lucy.

 'You can see him now. He has no major injuries but he'll need to stay in for a few days. There are no other patients on the ward and Matron wondered if you would like to stay with him in the next bed at least for tonight 

It was the best news she had had on that horrible day and she could not keep the tears out of her eyes as she said 

'Thank you so much. We've never been separated be before.'

Matron said. 'It's the least we can do. Now we'll leave Dr. Thompson to talk you and William.'

Seated beside the bed Dr. Thompson began.

'I've examined him thoroughly and had an X ray. His only injury seems to be an eggshell fracture on the top of his hump. There's no involvement of the spine and naturally he has a lot of bruising 

His voice took on a grave note as he went on

There is no point in beating about the bush. You both know as well as I do what the risk is.

The six years William spent in the sanatorium in the days before we had drugs to help, did not necessarily kill the tuberculous germs. It only walled them off in a protective bony cocoon.

We have no means of knowing whether the break in that bony covering will a have released some active germs into the blood stream or increased their  activity within the vertebra. 

Frankly I am out of my of depth here and I shall have to get a consultant to see him to tell us how best to treat him and that may take a day to find the right man.

The trouble is these cases are so rare these days finding him is the first problem. Getting him here particularly if he has to come from another country is in the lap of the gods.

Until he arrives William must stay in bed lying on his face so as not to put pressure on his spine and he needs complete bed rest. That means help with feeding, bed bathing, emptying balder and bowels and every personal detail of living in bed.

Lucy cried 

'I can deal with that. It's what I was doing for twenty four years. I may be a bit rusty but I can pick it up again.'

The gloom slide away from Thompson's face and he smiled 

'Thank you Lucy I hoped that would be your answer and Matron and Sister hoped so too. 

They are in the dark about how best to care for William and will be very happy if you could take over nursing care for a day or two 

'Here in the hospital ' 

Yes I've spoken to the Chairman of the Hospital Management Committee, though it will be highly irregular, every one will turn a blind eye .'

'That's wonderful  !'

So its back to being the Florence Nightingale again

I'll just tidy him up, give him a wash down then I'll help him with his breakfast.

Then if you don't mind I'll get home and get some clothes on.  I have only got a nightie on underneath this dressing gown 

We don't want people thinking naughty thoughts about what's going on in their hospital.'

She thanked him and went to Sister's office to do so the same to Matron and Sister. They were as pleased as she was that she had the expertise they lacked, in dealing with such an unusual case.

On her way out she encountered the Vicar coming to see William and tell him that though Derek was very upset at the loss of his bicycle apart from that and being a bit shocked he had no injuries.

On their way home Lucy asked him.

'Do you think we could have a whip round in the village to replace Derek's bike .He worked so hard and today was his first day he was using it and now it's wrecked.

'You always think of other people first. I am sure we can do something. I will announce that Sunday's offerings to the church will be used to start a fund 

'That will go a long way to starting things off.'

'We'll find the money somehow. Everyone in the village admires his pluck and knows how hard he worked to buy it.'

' There's something else. The police are putting a ban on the use of the road by anyone except people in the village. 

It's only such a pity they didn't do it month's ago.

Lucy divided her day into nursing William and going back home to have a bath and cook some special titbit then returning to spend the night in the bed next to him 

Next morning a car she did not recognise stopped outside the house and she saw Dr. Thompson getting out and ran to the door to let him in

As she did she saw the driver of the car and could not believe her eyes 

Dr. Thompson said. 'I've bought someone to see you we are on our way to see William and thought you would like a lift.'

She could not take her eyes off the man following Thompson and with tears steaming down her face rant to him threw her arms about him and said 

Oh Dr. Wallace it  is so wonderful to see you again. Have you come all this way to help us 

When Dr. Thompson rang me you couldn’t keep me away . My best nurse and my star patient were in trouble and I might be able to help you

'And me.' added Dr. Thompson.

In the car she asked.' Are still at the sanatorium 

Yes I'm Medical superintendent there but not got long. I'm due to retire in a month or so.'

'It's so kind of you to come William will be as thrilled as I am to see you. If anyone can help him get through this, it's you. 

What did you mean. 'William was your star patient' ?'

Ward 4 was my first job as house surgeon . When I got there, there were thirty patients. William is the only one still alive.'

He was a fighter he was just 22, his whole world had been turned upside down but he never grumbled. He was determined not be beaten.

 He was the only one who every night whatever the weather slept on the verandah without complaining. He thought it would help him get better and worked to make it happen..

When he was discharged he got himself the perfect job. In the open air without a lot of pressure and when I saw him for his last check up in 1934 I had high hopes for him

How right I was. He is now well into his seventies and still alive. The others all died before they were fifty.

He's done everything we asked him to.. He did his best and I must do my best for him now but I think I'm going to need your help.

'Me  !'

'Yes I'll tell you more after we've examined him.'

Full of trust in Dr. Wallace, and hope that if anyone could help William, he would be that man, she sat waiting for the verdict.

An hour later the five of them, Drs.Wallace and Thompson, Matron, Sister and Lucy sat in Sister's office 

Wallace said.

 'I think he has been very lucky. That eggshell fracture is not very deep, it doesn't involve the vertebra. Whether it has opened up access to any T.B. I can't tell.

We just have to wait and see.

Is there any point in giving him an antitubercle drug as a precaution ?' asked Thompson.

It's tempting but it means a six to twelve month's course for something we don't know whether he has got or not.

My suggestion is that he should be on complete bedrest and as a precaution fit him with a spinal cast to prevent movement

Lucy went white with fear.

'Not a plaster cast please. They are terrible for the patient 

What does Lucy mean ?'

In the old days we used a plaster cast from toe to neck made of Plaster of Paris. They took twenty four hours to set and all that time the patient was shivering with cold as the water in the plaster evaporated 

He looked at Lucy and smiled 

'Not any more. Now we use a thermoplastic cast which doesn't have the same drawback. William doesn't need to a whole, body cast, only one covering the vertebra on either side of the hump. No more than fifteen inches and no freezing cold.'

Lucy relaxed and said. 'Thank God.'

Thompson asked. 'Is there anything we can do ?' 

Yes but it been out of fashion for twenty years since anti tuberculous drugs were invented 

Lucy and I are probably the only two people in England who still know to carry out the test of erythrocyte sedimentation rate.

'An ESR  !  Cried Lucy while the others looked blank. 

'Got it in one.

That will tell us if the T.B.'s escaped,' said Lucy. 

Excited she added.  It's a brilliant idea. I could do it if you'll let me.

'That is what I've been banking on You must have done hundred's if not thousand's in your time. You did all ours on every patient, once a month for over twenty years.

He smiled. 'Of course it was totally illegal. On paper you weren't  qualified to take blood but she did it so well the patients mutinied when any one else did it.'

'That's not true.' said Lucy blushing furiously which gave her denial away.

Matron asked 'This test how is it done  ?'

Two millilitres of blood are taken from the patient, are mixed in a dry sterile test tube with Sodium citrate to stop the blood clotting 

Then the blood is transferred to a tube of narrow gauge glass about a foot long and that is the tricky part. There must be no bubbles in the blood. 

If there are any you have to start all over again with another needle and syringe. That's where Lucy was so good.

 She was so neat and careful and had such a steady hand she hardly ever had to take a second sample. Other nurses and doctors might have to have several attempts

'But you could.' said Lucy. 'You never made a mistake.'

'That's because when I was a house officer you taught me how to do it,' said Wallace He went on.

Then the tube of blood is then stood upright and after an hour a measurement taken of how much the red cells have sunk. Normally it amounts to between 4 and 7 centimetres in an hour, 

If it falls more quickly you know trouble is brewing and in William's case that T.B. germs have probably escaped 

How often is the test done ?' asked Sister.

'For William I suggest every three days for a month.'

Turning to Lucy he smiled and said. 'You could manage that .'

'Of course I could if Matron will let me.'

'Thompson asked Matron. 'We could let her do that couldn't we 

Matron thought before saying 

'I think the best thing would be to employ Lucy as an agency nursing assistant for a month. That would cover the regulations

Of course and there was a twinkle in her eye and a smile on her face as she added.

'The patient would have to agree and we would have to have a reference for her 

That's settled then.' said 'Thompson. To Lucy he said 

'You had better go and ask the patient if he would agree.'

Lucy looked first at Sister then at Matron not sure who should ask to let her leave the room .Both nodded their heads and she scuttled off as fast as her legs would carry her.

  She returned after some delay looking like a cat that had been at the cream and smiling said  

' He was dubious but I talked him round. Shall I go home and get out my old uniform. It will need washing and pressing and I'll have to iron my cap'

Wallace said.

 'Keep in touch Lucy if there is anything you or Dr.Thompson are worried about let me know . To Matron he said 

'May I come back to see the patient in a month's time.

It was a polite well mannered request naturally received a smiling assent

The month passed quickly though every third morning Lucy woke with dread in her heart wondering what that day's test result would be.

In the third week of normal levels their hopes were rising and continued to do so as the last week showed no change and a relieved happy meeting took place between Lucy and Wallace as he said 

'I reckon that that young man of yours has a good strong constitution and a nurse who knows her business.

'Can he come home now  ?'.

If Dr. Thompson and Matron agree.:

Naturally they did and that night she took off William's cast helped him in and out of the first bath he had had for a month, then dried his back for him 

They had a very happy night in each other's arms at last. Normality was restored the next morning when he was at last allowed to get out of bed to answer nature's early morning call

He returned to find the tea made. They had a very hearty and loving 'Good morning' kiss and a long, long lie in together.

There were two happy endings. Sister asked her to come to see her and handed Lucy her wage packet.

I don't want to be paid. Then she said 

'I'll give it to the vicar for the fund to buy Derek a hew bike,

The second was a long letter full of thanks to Dr Wallace every word of which was in her own hand 

SOLDIERING ON

The accident to William had a sobering effect on both of them. Their confidence in living into a ripe old age together had been hit 

They managed to have their autumn trip to the 'shoots' but kept it low key. They did the same for their participation in the village's Christmas festivities restricting themselves to church attendance and the traditional school Nativity play.

The next year they felt they might safely return to 'doing what comes naturally' . This revival of the ultimate expression of their love for each other, helped to raise their spirits throughout the year.

The autumn trip was far more relaxed and back in the village, they turned out for the Guy's Fawkes bonfire and fireworks. 

At Christmas they joined the carol singers, took part in the  Boxing Day Dance and the first foot parade on New Year's Eve.

It was shortly before  Easter that an event took place which was to make a major change in their lifestyle.

Dr.Thompson came to see them and over a cup of tea told them that Derek's mother was terminally ill and wondered if Lucy might feel able to help out with sitting with her from time to time

Of course she agreed and while she was caring for his mother William devoted more and more time to supporting Derek now aged sixteen.

The accident had brought them together and when he found Derek had a flair for metalwork enthusiastically encouraged him. For the first time in his life William had found a mate 

Shortly before she died Mrs Barnes asked to speak to them both and told them that after she died Derek then just 16 would have no one to care for him. 

After a lot of hesitation in case they said 'No' she asked if they would agree to become his guardians. She feared that the alternative was that Derek might be taken into care. 

She stressed it would only be necessary until Derek reached eighteen and after that legally he would be allowed to fend for himself.

By now  William had become very close to Derek who in some ways he saw as the son he never had and he said. 

'If Lucy agrees I would be more than happy for us being his legal guardians

 Lucy said ' I agree but what do you think Derek will say ?' 

Mrs Barnes confessed she had discussed this with him and told them how pleased he was at the prospect.

She added.

 'The house belongs to me I want you to sell it and put the money towards paying for his keep.'

William said. 'That's nonsense |Derek and I are mates. We can afford to look after him.

I would prefer you to leave the house to Derek. When he is 18 he can  decide whether he wants to keep it or sell it.

Derek when told of their agreement went to Lucy put his arms around her and hugged her burying his head on her chest.

It was a moving moment for everyone and when they were on their own Mrs. Barnes said to Lucy

'I am so grateful to you both. He's been a wonderful son to me .I would have ended up in a home if he hadn't done everything for me.' 

After the funeral, the three of them returned to the cottage where Derek had his own room, which he had helped to get ready.

Living with them added a much needed element of domestic normality to his life which helped him get over the loss of his mother. 

William and Lucy felt their lives had been enriched by Derek's arrival and one night after Derek had gone up to bed William let fall an idea as a passing thought.

'Derek's made this a real family home. He's almost like having a son in the place.'

Lucy put down the book she was now able to read and said.

'Funny you should say that. Yesterday without thinking he called me Mum.'

There was a long pause and simultaneously they said.

 'Do you think - - William said 'Ladies first, carry on.'

'I know he's nearly a grown man but do you think we might ask him if he would like us to adopt him as our son ?'

William sighed. 'That's the other side of being in love. We seem to know what's going on in the other's head. I was just about to say the same thing.'

Smiling broadly she said 'Great minds think alike.'

William said.

 'It would sort out where the money goes when we die .Some of it you will leave to your family but if I go first you will be able to leave half to him.'

Lucy was now in her late eighties and death was not a subject to be frightened of, only its manner. She said

'And if I go first you can do the same.

'Let's ask him. We'll  think it over tomorrow, have a word with the solicitor and if he says its O.K. put it to Derek himself.

The solicitor confirmed it was legally possible but it would be unwise to tell the boy about his possible legacy in case it was misconstrued and seen as a tax avoidance scam or paying Derek to agree.

To Derek who had scarcely known his father the idea of being William's son had instant appeal. He took longer to make up his mind about his relationship with Lucy. He asked her 

' What do you think mother would say.'

Lucy knowing he had called her 'Mum' the day before noted he referred to his mother as 'mother' and not 'Mum' sensed Derek liked the idea but didn't want to upset his real mother. She said 

'If its what you want and it would make you happy I am sure she would be pleased for you. 

I think if things were reversed and I had been your real mother it's what I would have wanted for you.

Now you go away and think about it and take your time over it.'

Three day's later on a Saturday morning after a family breakfast looking really relaxed and at peace with himself said.

'I've thought it over. 'The fact that you've suggested it tells me you love me enough to ask you to become your son.

I'm all in favour.'

He asked Lucy 'Can I call you Mum  ? 

Turning to William he added. 'And you 'Dad'

His words brought hugs and a kiss from her and a manly embrace from William and smiles all-round. After lunch he and William went off as they usually did on a Saturday to Boothferry Park for the Hull City home game.

Left alone Lucy singing happily to herself went shopping and when they got home cheered by a home town victory, they found a celebratory meal of Roast Chicken and all the trimmings with an apple pie to follow 

On the table the first thing they saw was the bottle of champagne.

Things moved fast the adoption was legally approved made easy by the fact that Derek was now 18 and an adult in his own right 

The next day he started his apprenticeship with the owner of the village cycle shop. This too was to have a happy ending.

He and his master's daughter fell in love and on his twenty first birthday William and Lucy gave him the money to go into partnership with his father in law to be.

The young lovers spent their time redecorating the cottage in which Derek had been born and a year later he carried his new bride across the threshold of their new home.

THE HAPPY ENDING
William and Lucy saw the newly weds off on their honeymoon, and hand in hand strolled back, to the cottage.

They took some time. She was now 92 and he was 94 but as they agreed they were sprightly enough for their age because of their love for one another. 

They were in reminiscent mood and as they sat down to drink the cup of tea they had been looking forward to all afternoon, William with the repetitive memory peculiar to the aged, said.

'I shall never forget the day we met. My heart thumped and I could not believe my luck I was shaking like a leaf. When you came out and saw me, your face lit up

'I couldn't believe you might fancy me. I was wrong. The look in your eye told me I had at last met the man I knew I was in love with.

'I couldn't grab your arm quick enough to walk beside you to the café.'

'I remember I had a bruise on my arm for a week. And when you saw it you said, "all is fair in Love and War" '

'And here we are thirty years later and even more in love now than we were then. '

They had long given up driving the van and camping but sometimes slept in the garden for old time's sake. 

t was a glorious warm clear summer's night, without a breath of wind. After a light supper feeling like naughty children they decided to sleep outdoors. 

He set about pumping up the double LiLo. She went up to the bedroom and dropped sheets, blankets, pillows and an eiderdown out of the window and made their bed on the lawn. .

 They undressed, took out their dentures put on their night clothes and snuggled down gazing up at the stars, blissfully happy.

Some time later almost in an afterthought he said.

'I wonder which star we shall end up on ?'

'What do you mean. 'What are you talking about ?'

There was a long pause before he said.

'I don't want you to laugh but I've spent many might's sleeping out looking up at the sky.

I have always wondered why God made so many stars and planets .He had created one world why make others. Then one night it dawned on me. 

When you are dead the only bit of you that goes to Heaven is the bit of himself he gave you when you were born: Your soul.

That can't be destroyed because he is immortal but when you remember how many millions of people who have been born and died since the world began you realise he had a storage problem

It seems to me he solved that by creating lots of stars and planets to accommodate the souls of those who die. 

The Bible tells us Jesus said. "In my Father's house are many mansions." I think he did that so each soul could have its own place in heaven.

'On a star or planet  !' 

'Yes, why not'

'But they are uninhabitable.' 

'Only to bodies. The soul is immortal it cannot be destroyed by heat or cold, it needs no food or drink. It doesn't matter which star or planet it ends up on, the soul will survive.

There's one other thing. The soul can travel; where God wants it to go. 

It is perfectly possible that when you are dead and your soul is on one star, for God to let you meet and recognise the souls of your dead loved one's, and go back to your own afterwards .

To me seems a simple explanation of God's purpose.'

'What an extraordinary suggestion ! Have you ever talked about this to anyone else ?'

'No it's my personal view but I believe you and I will be together after death for eternity. Maybe that will be the way we end up.'

'It's a wonderful idea.' 

It was her last conscious thought. As fate would have it as he had promised, she had the 'last word' as she said 

'I love you so much my darling William.'

Then they both fell into a sleep from which neither of them would wake.

 Was it just coincidence that at about three o'clock that morning, several astronomers saw two shooting stars cross the sky.

RAY HUNSLEY WRITES 

Of course this is only a fairytale but could William be right ?
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Readers Aids

To me reading from a website is a task to be avoided, fonts are too small, lines to close together, coloured back grounds destroy contrast making words unreadable.

Transferring print direct from a book to a screen is easy, too easy. It fills the screen with great slabs of uninviting, print, boring, hard to grasp material rather than words, destroying the pleasure of a leisurely read.

AIMING FOR AN EASY READ
This is a subject close to my heart. Reading should be a pleasure not a chore. All my stories have been edited to make life easy for the older reader. Print is in black against a white background to improve contrast, letters are large, lines wide apart with short sentences .set in generous margins.

Paragraphs are kept short, under thirty words to assist concentration. Dialogue is given single lines to make it stand out and ’said’ and ’says’ avoided where possible. Stories are broken up into sections and an index of these added. This meets the desire of many readers to just pick out familiar passages, before turning out the light.

A readability index is added This is based on the Flesch Reader Ease assessment. I interpret this to mean the percentage of the population able to understand what I have written. Word and page counts indicate length of stories and are for these days unfashionably high. But my generation liked to get its moneysworth.

PUNCTUATION
Punctuation is used in the same way as stage directions in a play. It is very helpful for those who want to read the story aloud, to make their own audio book for the visually or physically handicapped.

Commas and stops indicate suitable places for taking a breath. Like most authors I have my foibles. I have an almost Freudian attitude to the use of full stops outside the narrative. I suspect at my age that the term full stop carries unwelcome hints of approaching mortality. I am a great fan of the apostrophe used, as it should be, to indicate leaving out of individual letters.

It is an invaluable for writing dialogue. e.g. Jill coloured up and said.’ It’s a lovely skirt,’ sounds normal and right. So does Jack’s reply. Wanting to be emphatic, he uses the full version saying ‘It is a lovely skirt.’ Inverted commas. Single ones indicate what the person is saying at the time. Double commas are for words actually said or written previously. I rarely use colons and semi colons and use a dash mark – instead.
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