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Veronica Carolan

Chapter 3  King’s Baby
from Audrey’s World 

As we drove through London there was a strange feeling in our stomachs, as though 
we had been launched off  a cliff  but didn’t know what was down below or how far there 
was to fall.  Arriving in Denmark Hill, we nearly drove past the hospital because we 
didn’t know what to look for.  We hadn’t been warned about the lack of  parking 
facilities, nor that we should not drive into the entrance nearest the hospital sign, which 
was for ambulances only.  There was hardly room to swing a cat, let alone turn our 
ageing Renault 11 around.  We eventually found somewhere to park about half  a mile 
away from the hospital, and juggled with suitcases, pushchair and all the usual 
paraphernalia needed for young babies.  Audrey was twelve weeks old by then.  
Eventually we arrived in the Variety Club Children’s Hospital, Mountbatten Ward. 

The ward was very different from what it is now.  There was the six-bedder, with 
room for six beds or cots with a cupboard unit and a put-you-up bed beside each.  It was 
very hot and stuffy, being an old hospital with no air conditioning, and rather 
bewildering.  One excellent way in which newcomers were helped to find their bearings 
was through Avis, the tireless, always cheerful, parent liaison officer who helped with the 
practical things such as accommodation or washing/ironing facilities for those staying 
more than a few days.   

We were also approached by Jeanette, the Nurse Specialist on children’s liver disease, 
whose role was to provide a bridge between the consultants and the parents.  She also 
offered support through the weekly parents’ group, a forum with free coffee and 
biscuits, which enable parents to let off  steam or voice their feelings.  The paediatric 
liver staff  worked very hard to demystify all unnecessary medical jargon through the 
production of  leaflets in conjunction with the Children’s Liver Disease Foundation.   

These pamphlets explained in simple terms about the more ‘usual’ rare liver diseases.  
So much depends on parents in the day-to-day care of  their children once a diagnosis 
has been reached and treatment, that it is essential for them to understand the nature of  
both the problem and the treatment.  It is a delicate path for the medical staff  to tread, 
having to warn parents of  the possibility that their child might have some potentially 
fatal liver disease and explaining the purpose and import of  each test in understandable 
words, whilst needing to be calm and reassuring so as to prevent unnecessary anxiety or 
denial of  what might be happening to their child.  The liver is such a complicated organ, 
performing many different functions, that a symptom such as jaundice might be only a 
keyhole to peep through, so to speak, before opening the door and exploring other signs 
and symptoms.   

It was hospital policy to do all possible non-invasive tests at first, in order to reach a 
diagnosis.  For instance, we were told that Audrey could have something called Biliary 
Atresia, which is absence of  a tube for the bile to pass through from the liver to the 
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intestine, due either to malformation or to disease or blockage.  However, she might also 
have some kind of  hepatis (inflammation of  the liver) which could be treated once its 
cause was found.  First of  all there were blood tests.  Then there were X-rays and 
ultrasound scans, and a further scan called a DECIDA, which involved following the 
path of  radioactive dye through the liver over the course of  a day in order to see where 
any obstruction might be.   

I remember going down to the basement to Nuclear Medicine time and time again 
with Audrey, and seeing her tiny body strapped down on the wide metal beam, and this 
huge, heavy steel drum lowered down to within a few inches of  her face.  I was so glad 
that she had been sedated, as she had to be kept still for a photographic picture to be 
built up frame by frame.  It was fascinating to see the tiny squares fill up on the screen as 
an image of  the liver became invisible, even though it was impossible for me, as a lay 
person, to interpret what I was seeing. 

Sometimes Audrey had to stay in hospital for a night or two.  That was quite an 
experience in itself, as anyone who has slept on a ward will testify.  For one thing, 
everyone was in close proximity, so people got to know each other’s comings and goings, 
even people in and out every few days, as I was.  Avis had come round with a map and 
list of  where things were, and some indication of  ward routine, which was a great help 
in finding one’s bearings.  You could buy essentials from the Friends’ trolley or the WH 
Smith shop in the hospital but it was refreshing to get away from the environment when 
you live and breathe hospital all the rest of  the time.  I discovered how easy it was to 
become institutionalised after even a few days, so it was good to go outside, breathe 
fresh air and to find out where the shops were.   

I decided not to eat more than the occasional meal in the restaurant, so my locker was 
soon filled with teabags and coffee, bread , eggs and tins.  Rather than scoffing chocolate 
and biscuits through boredom I decided to make an effort to lose some of  the weight 
which had lingered after having Audrey, and was moderately successful.  The coffee and 
biscuits came in useful though, as we shared with each other, particularly when someone 
new came in and didn’t know where to get a drink at first.  There was one night in 
particular, when the resident parents had a midnight feast, or rather a three o’clock in the 
morning life-saver, during a particularly bad night. 

It’s all right getting up at the crack of  dawn when the hospital day begins but it’s not 
so good when the night staff  go about their work as though it was broad daylight.  The 
machines which monitor blood pressure and pulse seemed to be bleeping their 
information non-stop throughout the night.  There was only one intensive care bed at 
the time, and when a child had had surgery, all the vital signs were to be monitored every 
fifteen minutes, most other regular observations being done hourly, so you can perhaps 
imagine the cacophony of  one or two machines doing the rounds of  the ward all night.  
Add to that the telephone ringing at the nurses’ station (there were no dividing doors 
then) and the general bustle and chat, not to mention nurses calling from one end of  the 
ward to another, then a peaceful night’s sleep was out of  the question.   

That particularly bad night was the culmination of  about three nights’ broken and 
short-lived sleep and my nerves were wearing thin.  After several polite requests to no 
avail, I stormed out of  bed, gathered up my bed clothes and headed towards the parents’ 
sitting room downstairs.  I had never been down there before and I wasn’t prepared for 
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the lingering, choking smell of  stale tobacco smoke.  I couldn’t sleep there, either.  I 
stomped back upstairs again, by this time in tears of  frustration and exhaustion, to find 
one of  the other mums in tears.  We made some coffee and had a biscuit which helped 
enormously, and eventually we fell asleep, but the memory lingers on. 

It was recognised how important it was, for the parents as much as for the children, to 
have as normal a life as possible whilst in hospital.  This meant that whenever no active 
treatment was required, families could go home.  I was so thankful that we lived less 
than fifty miles away.  Kings College Hospital is a world-renown, and there were anxious 
parents there from the South West, Ireland and even Saudi Arabia.  Each time a test or 
series of  tests was done we were encouraged to return to Stevenage.  However, one 
thing which was immensely frustrating was being told that we would have results in a 
few days, only to find that we’d have to wait a lot longer.  We would get keyed up for the 
news and then find we would have to wait again.  Back home we’d go, always waiting for 
a phone call, then back to the hospital for more tests. One of  the pointers to biliary 
atresia was found in a particular eye test.  I remember going down to the clinic with 
Audrey from the ward and having to wait for over two hours with no explanation.  
Audrey was getting hungry and needed changing but I didn’t dare leave my seat in case 
we missed our turn.  Eventually we found out that the consultant had been delayed.  
Waiting around was certainly a frustrating occupation during those weeks.  We 
experienced a similar wait at Guy’s hospital, where we had been sent for another test.  
We had got up at the crack of  dawn to get Audrey to Guy’s for 9am.  If  anything, 
parking is worse at Guy’s than at King’s, so we went by train at an exorbitant cost.  
Audrey was given a place in a children’s ward because she was due to have an endoscopy 
to try to find her common bile duct.  If  anyone could do this successfully, we were told, 
this particular consultant could.  Eventually, Audrey was brought back to her cot and we 
waited.  And we waited.  And we waited.  It transpired that we had been forgotten.  We 
had to go back to King’s that evening, so in the end an ambulance was booked to take us 
the few miles down the road to Camberwell and we had to return another day. 

The endoscopy was unsuccessful.  The consultant had been unable to locate an 
opening into the liver from ‘down below’ rather than ‘from the top’.  We were no further 
forward but everyone’s mystification was deepening as tests for other illnesses were 
proving negative, and our anxieties were rising and falling according to the news each 
time.  In the end it was decided that an exploratory operation should be done.  All non-
invasive tests having been inconclusive, it was time to open Audrey up.  I can still 
remember one of  the consultants saying he believed deep down in his bones that it 
would turn out that she had hepatitis but that they had to make sure. 

The next few days were a bit blurred.  Eddie and I went to the nearby park and 
walked round and round, bearing each other up, totally unable to influence things one 
way or another.  I don’t think I have ever felt quite so helpless.  If  either of  us could 
have relieved Audrey of  the need for her operation, we would gladly have done so.  The 
time passed so slowly.  We tired of  walking round the park and found a pub where we 
could have a quiet drink and eventually returned to the ward to wait for news.   

I remember I went home later that day.  When the train arrived in Stevenage, I 
crossed the covered way to the leisure complex and stopped off  at the Gordon Craig 
Theatre, which was just across from the station.  I was a member of  the Hatfield 

Page �4



Philharmonic Chorus (now Hertfordshire Chorus), and I remembered that the choir 
would be rehearsing for their first Stevenage concert.  They were to perform Belshazzar’s 
Feast by William Walton.  I had really wanted to be there.  My friends were anxious to 
hear how Audrey was and I had to tell them that she had had an operation that morning 
and to try to explain what biliary atresia was and what it would mean for Audrey.  We 
had been told the outcome of  the operation but to be honest, I couldn’t even remember 
the diagnosis being given.   

I’m not sure that the outcome really sank in at first.  Audrey had biliary atresia.  When 
she had been opened up there was no bile duct whatsoever, so the Dr Howard, the 
surgeon performed a “Kasai” operation.  This involved taking a loop of  bowel and 
attaching it to the liver where the bile duct should have been, in the hope that the liver 
would then function relatively normally.  A kind of  bypass.  Dr Howard, a very senior 
consultant, had done the Kasai procedure as soon as it was evident that Audrey had no 
bile duct.  The other paediatric consultants were staggered that diagnosis had been so 
difficult and that Audrey had so few external symptoms.  She was four months old and 
had no bile duct whatsoever.  What must her liver have been like?   

I can remember looking at the huge dressing on Audrey’s tummy, and tubes to which 
she was attached – intravenous painkillers and drips – and wondering what lay ahead.  
But Eddie and I were amazed at her resilience.  Soon everything was out and she was 
smiling again.  We were allowed to take her home after a week, and the scar, an inverted 
arc going across her tummy, began to heal very neatly.  The hardest thing for me, I think, 
was not being able to explain to Audrey what was happening.  Sixteen weeks old and she 
couldn’t tell us how she felt.  All we could do was talk to her and hold her and reassure 
her.  We also had to learn how to feed her.  That almost deserves a chapter of  its own:  
”Progestamil – blessing or curse?” 

Time would tell if  the bile started flowing properly and Audrey lost her jaundice.  
Such an operation stands the best chance of  success if  it is done within the first eight 
weeks of  life and Audrey was sixteen weeks old when she had her Kasai.  However, 
given her general health and lack of  symptoms, we were hopeful that the operation had 
been successful and that no more surgery would be required.  The alternative scenario 
was that the liver had already been too damaged by the build-up of  bile and that sooner 
or later she would have to have a transplant. 

––––––––––––––––––––

VERONICA
I'm aware of  several typos in this - sorry.  In particular, p4, 'King's College Hospital is a world-renowned 

centre for the treatment of  liver disease…' 

SUE
This is vivid and gripping – and it’s a story that’s jumping up and down to be told. Please keep writing; I want to 

read more! 

IAN
A meticulously observed episode in the life of  one who is fated to be a very special daughter. As a memoir, 

and a piece of  social history, I can’t fault it. 
A children’s surgical ward is beyond the experience of  most of  us – and we’d all like it to stay that way. But 

once there, on that alien planet, the description of  the detail intrigues me. This is a world where Great Goodness 
and Great Evil roll up their sleeves, in a manner of  speaking, and get down to work side-by-side on a daily basis, 
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with advanced science and carefully crafted routines choreographing the daily round of  a huge elite institution. A 
war machine, indeed, but one fulfilling Wilfred Owen’s dream of  a war in which each proud fighter boasts he 
wars on Death, for Life – not Men, for Flags. 

And amidst it all lies little Audrey. Too young for all the suffering in store for her. But yet managing to smile. 

LESLEY
An absorbing account of  the trials and tribulations whilst waiting for a diagnosis of  your baby’s condition. I 

think you have explained things, such as the investigations, so that anyone not familiar with ‘medical’ jargon will 
understand. 

A few comments on wording: 
‘...forum with free coffee and biscuits, which enable parents...’ should be enabled as the account is written 

past tense otherwise. 
This sentence is confusing: ‘So much depends on parents in the day-to-day care of  their children once a 

diagnosis has been reached and treatment, that it is essential for them to understand the nature of  both the 
problem and the treatment.’ 

‘...as an image of  the liver became invisible...’ I think you meant visible? 
‘Kings College Hospital is a world-renown...’ I’d suggest saying is world-renowned. 
‘...so the Dr Howard...’ - the isn’t needed here. 
I look forward to reading more. 

ADELE
I was totally gripped by the writing here.  It seems that, without forcing or seeming to exaggerate anything, 

you paint a vivid picture of  what must have been a truly unimaginable experience as new parents.  I’m not sure if  
it’s because I know it is a real account, but whatever it is, I feel drawn into the moment all the time you recount 
the experiences.  I really hope that you can keep going with this and I’m sure it will be of  interest to many 
people.  Just for your editing purposes – when you mention Dr Howard about to operate, you say ‘so the Dr 
Howard’ and I think you mean to say ‘then’.  Hope to see more of  this. Thank you. 
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Adele Duffield
I have extracted a few entries from my Coronavirus Diary.  These are written impromptu and have not been edited or 
checked so may be in need of grammatical correction as well as some editing.
I hope they are interesting, in some way.  If I do nothing else, at least this will be a means to look back on this event and 
have real-time investment in my words rather than reflection.  So far I have written approx. 16,000 words.  Some facts, 
some personal items.  Any comments would be appreciated.

Coronavirus Diaries, 2020

Saturday 4th April 

3735 cases today and a total of  41,903. Deaths today 708 and a total of  4313. 
Start of  what would be the 2-week Easter holiday period and the weather is set to be 

gorgeous for the next week or so at least.  Could be difficult.  It’s the people who live in 
flats with kids I feel sorry for the most.  At least we can get outside all day in our garden, 
if  we had to lock-down even further.  We went for a walk after lunch though.  Neil did a 
bike ride on his own and I did food shopping for Neil’s Mum and Dad and us.  Janette 
doing the shopping for Mum and William today.  Queue at Sainsburys even worse than 
the other day and I went later as I thought it might not be as busy.  I was right back 
along the back edge of  the car park.  Glad I took my coffee with me to drink while 
waiting.  I’d been for a run (only 25 mins) so had done my exercise for the day.  Queue 
went down really quickly which surprised me.  Only 20 minutes to get to the door, then 
suddenly at my turn there was a lull in exits.  It works on a one out-one in basis.  Never 
mind.  It was a lovely sunny day if  a little windy but there are worse ways of  passing the 
time.  No flour to be had for Dorothy – drat.  That was the only thing though.  I tried 
Lidl, The Spar in town and then the Spar in Sleights and nothing anywhere – the flour 
shelves were all bare.  Using wipes and hand-sanitizing four times was a little tedious for 
no good outcome.  Will have to wait for another day.  Everyone has obviously taken up 
home baking either rout of  boredom or need, or maybe they are embracing the chance 
to do it.  We all live such busy lives that maybe it’s not for the want of  living healthier 
and more naturally, but it’s the pace of  life and our normal working/socializing lifestyles 
that prevent people from doing it.  I thought most people who didn’t do their own 
cooking or baking were probably just lazy or had no skill.  Maybe it’s simply just a matter 
of  not having the time.  Reminder to self  not to judge people without the full 
knowledge of  the situation.  Be nice to everyone and think of  the good, not the bad. 

Sunday 5th April 

5914 cases today and a total of  47,806.  Deaths today 621 and a total of  4934. 
Spent all day in the garden working today.  Beautiful weather.  Back-breaking work.  

Had a bit of  a scare with Averil next door.  She seemed to want to leave quickly after a 
long chat across the fence, but hardly made a few steps without becoming disorientated.  
She sat down but fell backwards and knocked her head on a wall behind her, in a faint.  I 
ran around to her house and Neil talked to her at the fence while ringing Chris, her son, 
to let him know.  I rang 111 but when I got to her, she had come round, so I hung up 
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before getting through.  It was strange, but I daren’t go any closer than the 2 metre 
social-distancing because she had come around.  Got me thinking, what would I have 
done if  she hadn’t?  Would I risk infecting her, if  I am infected, by helping her physically 
into the house, or even giving her mouth to mouth if  she had been unconscious?  My 
mind would have told me that the greater risk was to not help her, and I think I would 
have just got on with it.  Frightening thought really and, I suppose, just like these things 
do happen all over the place publicly, what would any of  us do?  In a lock-down world 
there might not have been anyone around to see someone fall in the street, or be there 
to help like most other times.  People out doing their ‘allowed’ exercise or going for 
essential shopping might actually be more vulnerable in such circumstances as there’s 
hardly anyone around, except in the queue at the supermarket of  course, but that would 
never be where it would happen, would it – Sod’s Law!  Anyway, she had just done too 
much that day and the heat had got to her, so she’ll be alright, thank goodness. 

Apparently, Boris Johnson has been admitted to hospital for tests as he’s had it for 10 
days now and symptoms haven’t gone away.  Scottish Health Minister has resigned after 
being found visiting her second home for two weekend’s running and not observing the 
government’s own ‘stay-at-home’ rules dished out to everyone else.  Blatantly shocking 
behaviour in the circumstances.  One rule for them and one rule for us.  No wonder 
people are going to parks in twos or close family to do a bit of  sun-bathing – they live in 
blocks of  flats and have nowhere to go.  All the parks are shut and they are caged like 
animals. 

Saturday 11th April  

917 deaths today and a total of  9875.  New cases 4624 of  74,895 tested positive. 
Gardened all day – ordered a few things from Perrys and went to pick them up at the 

gate at 12.30 – he is giving half  hour gaps for collection of  goods at the gates on the 
roadside.  It’s weird – we can either leave cash, a cheque in the wheelbarrow for them or 
agree to pay direct into the bank.  Our plants are left in the wheelbarrow.  We have to 
trust that no-one would steal the money or the plants – but we do – gladly we live in a 
safe place and there’s not many people about anyway.  City might be different of  course.  
We are so lucky.  Neil did essential shopping for us and his Mum and Dad. No queue at 
5pm.  Good to know. 

Monday 13th April – Bank Holiday 

717 deaths today of  11,329 so far.  3543 new cases of  82,888 positive tested cases so 
far. 

Cold again today so decided to do some writing.  Managed to complete my Chistiania 
poem (probably needs some editing at the very least), and also sent feedback on all 
poems to the WWG poets.  Some lovely poems.  Mine seemed out of  step with the 
others, being an angry poem about domestic violence.  Will have to see what everyone 
says. 
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I read a piece today saying that moving forward when we return to ‘normality’ 
whatever that is, we may have to start wearing masks.  This seems so post-apocalyptical 
and useless, if  what they say about masks is true, so I hope it become a reality. 

Nice walk this afternoon around the village. Chatted to a few villagers out on the 
lonely streets.  It’s quite surreal to think it is Easter Monday and there is no bustle of  life, 
families, tooting of  steam trains along the lines.  There is an eeriness to the peace.  On 
the one hand it is delightful to hear the birds all day rather than just at dawn in the 
garden, yet there is a human sadness weighing heavy on the mind.  The suspicion of  
people not known and averted eyes, distancing of  a street width if  choice allows.  Seems 
strange to see someone coming and cross the road to avoid them. It’s not in our nature 
to avoid contact.  I wonder what we will return to once this is over.  Will it really ever be 
over? Can the normality we once knew, actually return?  This virus has touched every 
one of  us somehow.  By the time it is done, we will all know people lost to it, and for 
some, the losses will be numerous among family and friends.  Those people we have not 
been able to mourn, not been able to bury and send off  with the usual relief  of  a 
funeral service and wake.  The celebration of  a person’s life – that saying so often said, 
‘Well, at least she had a good send-off ’ or ‘At least he had a good innings’.  People are 
grieving silently, alone, in isolation.  Funerals are minimal affairs with only a couple of  
family members allowed.  No touching, shaking of  hands, or a hug for comfort between 
friends and loved ones. 

In New York, apparently, they are burying the dead in mass graves on Hart Island.  I 
don’t understand this.  Unless there are lot of  homeless people or people who cannot 
afford a funeral, and this is some kind of  pauper’s graveyard.  Apparently, these graves 
used to be dug by inmates from a prison but they are now too numerous and others 
have been drafted in to do it.  The death toll exceeds 20,000 now in the USA – higher 
than anywhere else in the world, though of  course it is bigger. 

Thursday 16th April 

Have to do a building inspection of  Filey library today. Seems strange that it hasn’t 
been opened for several weeks now.  Quite skeptical of  what to expect and of  the whole 
experience.  I haven’t driven further than Whitby since lock-down so it will feel like I am 
escaping, finding freedom, when actually I’m only doing what I used to do most days, 
and all the delivery drivers out there are doing it all the time.  Apparently, Filey has police 
check points as you go to the town.  It will be interesting.  I’m also popping into town at 
Scarborough as Mum needs an item returning to M & S.  That may be an interesting 
experience as well.  Will Scarborough centre be as dead as Whitby?  We will see. 

Well, it was an interesting afternoon.  The only vehicles between Whitby and 
Scarborough were delivery vehicles or police and emergency vehicles.  The town itself  
was a bit busier with a few people around.  I parked beside the library in town to go 
down to M & S to return an item for Mum.  On turning the corner from the library 
there was a long queue outside Iceland.  No-one looked happy.  I gave everyone a wide 
birth, obviously, and walked on the main street.  Virtually all shops were shut but a few 
people were wandering around.  There was a strange lack of  both road noise and people 
with the usual hustle and bustle of  town centre during the Easter holidays.  An 
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overwhelming screech from the skies above, the windows at first and second floor levels 
to the sides of  the street and settling on the paved areas in front and around me, as gulls 
appeared reckless and angry.  The pigeons were being intimidated by the gulls and 
sheepishly being rounded up.  I started to get a feeling of  the birds taking over the 
human race when a man dressed in black in front of  me was walking down the centre of  
the street and suddenly he was mobbed by the gulls from above the sides.  I think he 
must have had food because one gull swooped down at his head and he spun round only 
to be attacked from the side by another.  He was really angry and started reaching out 
with his fists to punch them.  They kept attacking him and he punched one to the floor 
and started to stamp on it aggressively as another one carried off  half  a bread bun.  The 
scene was quite disturbing and thankfully the gull flew away so appeared largely 
unharmed.  I turned the corner as soon as I could and went to M & S.  Strangely easy to 
deal with the returned item.  When I left the store, I turned right and went back to the 
car the quiet way so as not to have to go back up the main street.  That experience was 
not one I relished having again and seemed frighteningly dystopian. 

Filey was quiet and there was no police checkpoint, however there were police out and 
about checking on people and chatting.  Perhaps they were just keeping an eye on things.  
Didn’t seem like any trouble anywhere.  I was glad to get away finally and get home.  
Quick drink before going to give blood. 

861 deaths today of  a total of  13,729.  4618 new positive test cases out of  103,093 so 
far. 

Thursday 30th April 

Inspection at Filey library – roads were very busy – it was commuting time but 
nonetheless busier than I expected - and I came back at lunchtime – still quite busy….  
Maybe people are ignoring the stay at home principle a bit too much.  Difficult decision 
for people when the government said you can go out and exercise now by driving to a 
destination to train, as long as your exercise is markedly longer than the drive time.  So 
ambiguous.  No wonder people get confused, and take advantage.  Same as people being 
stopped for sitting on a bench working.  Really, if  someone is allowed to run around 
outside for an hour, what is the difference if  someone works outside for an hour?    No 
wonder people get frustrated.  I understand that as of  today, more than 9000 fines have 
been issued in England for breaches of  the lockdown restrictions.  Although 400 of  
those are apparently repeat offenders, so that’s just not acceptable, and one individual 
has actually had 6 repeat offences!  These people are really not helping the cause.  Police 
have the power to issue £60 fines (reduced to £30 if  paid within 2 weeks).  This fine is 
doubled for each repeat offence to a maximum of  £960. 

Calls about anti-social behaviour have more than doubled against this time last year. 
Calls about domestic violence have increased by over 50% since lockdown and the 

government pledges £76 million to help abuse victims. 
So, while the majority of  people are being wonderfully helpful, giving their time freely 

to volunteer to help neighbours and their communities, this minority group of  people 
are as usual creating bad feeling and going against society as a whole.  I suppose, no 
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matter what the time or the crisis, there will always be people at both ends of  the 
spectrum. 

Meanwhile, it’s Captain Tom’s 100th birthday today.  What an example of  how one 
man, our country and the power of  social media works.  Since his pledge to walk around 
his garden with his walking frame, in order to raise a few hundred pounds for the NHS 
for payback because of  the wonderful work they are doing now and also back in the war 
when so many of  his colleagues and himself  were hospitalized, he has now been 
honoured by the Queen.  He has had a personal delivery of  his birthday card from the 
queen.  He has had a fly past by the original spitfires from the war, he has been made a 
Colonel, and he has raised a staggering £32,796,245 (updated 06.05.2020) for the NHS.  
Unbelievable! 

Friday 8th May 

626 deaths today of  31241 so far. 
VE Day bank holiday today. A poignant comparison on TV between WWII and 

Coronavirus.  Lots of  wonderful war stories on TV, social media etc, but the 
juxtapositions between then and now make me squirm slightly.  I totally see how, as a 
nation, we have been coming together to fight this virus.  How volunteering has become 
a natural thing for people to get involved with in order to keep the country going.  The 
enemy is the virus as opposed to the Germans, but I cannot reconcile the connectedness 
between the enemy we face now and the fear of  losing loved ones who were sent to war 
with no options as cannon fodder to the enemy.  And so young.  The dying then were 
young, the dying now are mainly over 70 and even more over 80, where the percentage is 
approx. 85% of  deaths to Covid-19.  Some of  those have had other illnesses as well as 
just being old and frail so, contributing factors will have assisted the virus in its deathly 
task, weeding the weak and old.  War with Germany was cruel, futile for the individuals 
who lost their lives for the greater good of  the country.  Medals awarded for bravery 
were not sought, but given for undertaking acts put upon people by requirement.  Many 
honours were awarded for status.  I am sure that much of  what was done in that war, 
was done out of  instinct and hope, trial and error, and those successes were counted, but 
there were failures too.  Similarly, our government have failed in areas, during their trial 
and error period early in this crisis.  Anti-Boris or anti-conservative people in society are 
quick to pillory the actions or lack of  foresight for those in charge, but who could have 
predicted this?  Yes, there have been mistakes.  I still can’t understand why we have not 
been quarantining people coming into the country from flights abroad. What is the truth 
about whether we should wear masks or not?  Did they lie and say we could be in as 
much harm by wearing them as not, just because they didn’t have enough to go round?  
The sceptics will always have questions, along with the conspiracy theorists.  It won’t 
change the death toll.  Generally, a day of  reflection, but on the whole, we appear to 
have accepted that this virus is comparable to our previous wars and that by sticking 
together, virtually or otherwise, rallying our troops (the NHS, care-workers, retail staff, 
volunteers and delivery drivers etc) we take pride and share in our strength as a nation to 
defeat the enemy. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 
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VERONICA
Adele, I salute you for your dedication to this.  It is indeed a sponaneous reaction to events as they unfurl and 

the style is not too truncated grammatically to make sense and to flow for the reader.  I have to confess that I am 
not a person who can easily take statistics and compare them on a consistent basis.  Perhaps I have an inate 
distrust of  such things, so the numbers at the start of  each paragraph just go over my head, although the curve 
of  the trend is quite clear. [I'm glad Averil is ok - I had a chat with her about 3 weeks ago.  Please pass on my 
best wishes.]  You raise a really interesting and challenging point about social distancing and the effect it had on 
you when it came to deciding how to react to Averil's faint.  People are often loath to get involved in someone's 
collapse, although it's different if  you know a person.  On the top of  p8 I couldn't quite make sense of  what you 
wanted to convey, as you seem to posit the uselessness of  masks but go on to say that you hope it (wearing 
masks?) become(s) a reality.  I'm glad you anchor the time of  year with the mention of  Easter Monday as well as 
Bank Holiday on 12th April, as such details can be disregarded.  Interesting details about the contrast between 
funerals here and the situation in New York. And just a typo to mention at the bottom of  the page - berth rather 
than birth!  Your description of  the gulls has made me decide which poem to send next week as a similar thing 
happened to me on West Cliff  a few weeks ago. 

SUE
It is interesting to read of  someone else’s experience; the coronavirus lockdown and subsequent events are 

something that we’ve all now been through, but we will all have had somewhat different personal experience and 
it will have affected all of  us differently. So it’s good to be able to compare notes. This is a very clear account; I 
am interested in the way details of  your life differ from mine (for example it would never occur to me to drink 
coffee in a supermarket queue; portable coffee isn’t part of  my life at all), and in the way experiences overlap 
(how absolutely essential daily exercise outdoors was for me, and how grateful I was – and am – that I like in a 
National Park, not in a city-centre tower block). I would be interested to read more of  this. 

IAN
It’s hard to know where to start commenting on this journal. I think it is marvellous. We’re living through one 

of  the wildest SF/Fantasy/Adventure stories ever told: all other authors merely hold the reins. And Adele is 
finding the time to record it, while the rest of  us lament our woes. Like the tales told by the Black Rabbit of  Inlé, 
Adele’s agonising story of  post-apocalyptic streets, thousands of  avoidable deaths and trillions of  profitless 
pounds will have the unique power of  being ALL TRUE! 

Let me encourage Adele to persist with it. It won’t be over by Christmas – that much is becoming clear. 
When? – perhaps a decade hence – it will be in the past, and few people will have much recollection of  how it 
got started. Tiny hands will tug at our apron strings – not so tiny ones – all the little hands we gestated during the 
lockdown. “Please Mummy, what was Covid-19?” 

And only Adele will be able to say: “I’ll tell you when you’re older.” And then to add: “I’ll write you a book 
about it. ALL about it.” 

LESLEY
Your accounts are an interesting record and whether or not you do anything more with the Diary, what you 

have written will be a reminder. 
A few comments on wording: 
‘...home baking either rout of  boredom or need...’ - meant to be out? 
‘...working/socializing lifestyles...’ - this is the Americanised spelling. We usually use ‘s’ rather than ‘z’ in UK 

English. 
‘...visiting her second home for two weekend’s running...’ - should be weekends, don’t need the apostrophe. 
‘This seems so post-apocalyptical and useless, if  what they say about masks is true, so I hope it become a 

reality.’The last part of  this sentence doesn’t make sense - did you mean to say ‘I hope it doesn’t become a 
reality..’? 

‘Captain Tom was made a Colonel’ - to be pedantic, he was made an Honorary Colonel. 
The incident with the man attacked by seagulls in Scarborough must have been like a scene from Hitchcock’s 

‘The Birds’ - scary! 
I think people are getting more and more confused, as time goes on, with ‘advice’ we get from the 

Government and various ‘experts’. Personally, I can’t make sense of  the fact that (as a single person) I can go and 
stay with someone else in their home but I can’t go and stay on my own in my second home in Whitby. 
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Ian Clark

Anitra’s Petition
In the Court of  the Goubernator: 3rd Day 

I really am writing this novel backwards. I know what’s going to happen, and the plot has remained stable in my mind for 
a year now. It’s simply a matter, as one well-known writer said, of applying the seat of the pants to the seat of the chair.
If you look at the manuscript, you see sections in green which give a short synopsis of the missing scenes. If my literary 
executor (Max) comes into possession of the ms before completion, and feels it’s worth completing, it will be a relatively 
simple task to fill in the gaps.
So let me begin this extract with the synopsis in my ms of the court hearing of Anitra’s Petition…

–––––––––––––––––––––– 
Dr Galax, head of  the Vratch (the Martian medical police) contacts Petra Persson. They discuss why Anitra’s 

Petition must be opposed, and how. At first Petra sees Galax’s approach to her as unethical: she is the legal 
counsel of  TMG (“The Master’s Genes”), not the Vratch. But Galax explains that the Vratch cannot legally 
oppose a petition for human rights: this has to be done by an injured party, viz. TMG, who holds the exclusive 
contract to develop the star children for Project Tahiti (the mission to colonise the galaxy). At stake is the future 
of  humanity. 

The court hearing begins.  The court follows a Kemetic system of  law, going back to the days of  the first 
human colony on Mars, established under Pharaoh Hatshepsut at “Meluhha” (Nix City) during the Eighteenth 
Dynasty. The entire courtroom is shielded from the Intensor, so all the proceedings are verbal (and recorded on 
papyrus). The Goubernator sits blindfolded (like the goddess of  justice: Maat) as the Zati (vizier) in the thone of  
Pharaoh. He is attended by three Fanbearers, who act like the three assessors who assist the judge in a European 
court of  law. Admitting to his father that he loves Anitra has got Hermes (son of  the Goubernator) appointed as 
Fanbearer Behind The Thone (the foremost of  the three), as his father’s way of  grasping the nettle of  conflict-
of-interest: he is de-facto the galactic expert on stellans. 

Petra, opposing the petition, argues that Anitra cannot be human, on account of  the way she came into being. 
She may not have been conceived in a laboratory, but all the preparatory work was a scientific experiment, not a 
human courtship. There is no legal precedent for it, and the act of  conception was anyway a serious crime 
against the Transgenic Laws (which forbid the creation of  any more chimorgs: part-human chimeras). 

At the second hearing, Dolpou (as Anitra’s counsel) argues that the Groubian nation has accepted Anitra as 
an adult groubian, and she is therefore entitled to full human rights. Petra responds that every groubian alive has 
read the Book of  Titan (BoT) Anitra can only be an adult groubian if  she too has read it. 

Back at Fort Rainbow (the HQ of  the Groubian Echelon, commanded by Nanoud), Anitra begs to be 
allowed to read the BoT, but neither Dolpou or Nanoud will hear of  it. Dolpou feels confident she can defeat 
Petra’s objection without Anitra risking death. But Nanoud and Anitra doubt she can. 

In a desparate attempt to resolve the impasse, Anitra purloins Nanoud’s copy of  the BoT (which Nanoud 
first showed her on the Moon), and tricks her groubian bodyguard into letting her go to the Areopagus, 
nominally to meditate in the court surroundings, but actually to read the BoT. In the Areopagus she meets 
Hermes, also there to meditate on his and Anitra’s forthcoming ordeal. Hermes helps Anitra to escape in his 
marscar to an Olvoi safe-house: the log cabin on the rim of  Valles Marineris we first encountered when Anitra 
arrived on Mars. 

Nanoud learns that Anitra is safe at the log-cabin. But she lets slip to Hermes that Anitra has gone there to 
read the BoT. Hermes, plus his friend Viktor, race to the log-cabin to stop Anitra in effect killing herself, getting 
there just before Nanoud. In the ensuing fracas Anitra explodes the Pu pellet in Hermes’s head (as she believes) 
which Peter put there back on Earth. But it is Viktor who dies. 

Dr Galax contacts Petra again, telling her the gaian brain cannot possibly survive reading the BoT. Anitra’s 
apparent wellbeing is an illusion: she is suffering from post-traumatic stress and her brain simply hasn’t got 
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round to processing what she has read. Petra agrees to compel Anitra to do so by getting her to explain the BoT 
aloud in open court. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

“Anitra has studied the book of  Titan on the rim of  Valles Marineris, and she is 
standing here alive and well in front of  you.” 

“This is a court, not a cabinet of  wonders,” replied the judge. “We must have proof  
of  that.” 

“Excellency,” demanded Dolpou, “what proof  can possibly be presented – in a court 
where there are gaians present?” 

“The petitioner has a gaian brain – and a gaian voice. That should be sufficient to 
explain her understanding of  the Book of  Titan to those present. Opposing counsel, 
please proceed.” 

Petra thumbed through her notes. “Miss Starr. I will read out the Last Verse of  the 
Book of  Titan in its official M1 translation, over which there is no debate.” She turned 
and bowed with fake deference to Dolpou. “My learned friend the counsel for the 
petition must be credited with furnishing the world with a definitive translation of  this 
staggeringly ancient spatio-color document. It is appropriate therefore to use it to reach 
a decision in the present case.” 

Petra then read out the doom-laden Last Verse in Dolpou’s enigmatic M1: 
Vérnaia mat’ terpít détstva outrátou. 
Poust tvoiá liubóvka nanósit oudár; 
Shto est’ valiúta ou zhízni samói? 
Otvét: nishtó, ésli lish ni plestís’ 
Détskim peshkóm po dolíne poustói. 

 “Do you understand the content of  what has been read out?” the judge demanded. 
Anitra nodded. 

“Please speak up clearly.” 
“Yes… yes I do.” 
“Ti govorísh po M1?” Petra saw fit to challenge her affirmation. 
“I understand enough M1 to explain the Last Verse.” Anitra’s nails bit into the palms 

of  her hands, so tightly was she squeezing them. “And enough spatio-color too.” 
A gasp went up. No gaian had ever claimed to have understood the Last Verse. Or if  

they had – they had never lived to tell anyone about it.  
Clutching the rail of  the witness box, Anitra’s eyes roved around the court. Everyone 

was staring at her. Their eyes seemed to glow like wolves round a campfire. 
Suddenly she spotted Nanoud in the visitors’ gallery, smiling encouragement at her. 

With Nanoud present, she had one friendly face. It was enough. There was something 
she was here to carry through to the end, though it might be the end of  her. 

“The first line in M1: Vérnaia mat’,” she said, “becomes in English “The True 
Mother”. This is taken to mean the mother who has actually given birth to the child, or a 
person genuinely expressing the feelings of  motherhood. It goes on to say, if  you will, 
that such a mother will happily suffer the loss of  her child.” 

She looked round the courtroom. All eyes were boring into her. “Well that’s just silly. 
What true mother is happy to lose her child?” 
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She looked down at her hands, clawing at each other, gripping each other for comfort. 
How could she, Anitra, be saying such lofty things? Looking up, she anxiously glanced 
round the courtroom again. “Everyone still with me?” 

Nobody moved except the judge, who nodded slowly. 
“The original spatio-color doesn’t mean that at all.” As Anitra uttered those words, 

she heard another collective gasp. Everybody, even Dolpou, strained forward to listen 
harder. 

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to explain something about spatio-color, because I can’t 
see many groubians here. Now I was taught at school that ‘language’ – any language – is 
basically nouns and verbs. In a non-European language it’s not always clear which is 
which. Americans say that every noun can be verbed…” 

There was a rustle of  suppressed mirth. Anitra managed a weak smile because it was a 
weak joke. She hadn’t meant it to amuse. She had never pictured herself  as an 
entertainer, someone who could hold an audience spellbound by words alone. Much less 
a comedienne. 

Perhaps they were just being kind to her? Or perhaps not. Perhaps they were really 
being cruel? They weren’t the slightest bit interested in what she was saying, but what 
was likely to happen to her as a result of  her saying it. She could sing, tell jokes or babble 
incoherently – and it wouldn’t matter in the least. They were all just waiting for her to fall 
over and die. 

But the urge welled up inside her to speak the truth, as she knew it. For the first time 
in her life she felt that what she had to say was more important than what she was 
herself. It was as if  she’d been born for no other purpose than to speak her truth to the 
world. 

Here. In this courtroom. 
The truth as she knew it. As she now knew it, after reading the Book of  Titan. 
“Groubian languages are different. They are very rich in conjunctions. We say: this and 

that, this or that…, this plus that… there’s only a handful of  conjunctions we use. Spatio-
color on the other hand has thousands of  ways of  conjoining two things. And you can 
multiply that by thousands when it comes to conjoining three things.” 

The court was in absolute silence. Not a sneeze, not a cough. Had they all gone to 
sleep? “I hope I’m not boring you…” 

She stopped talking and the seconds stretched out in silence. They showed every sign 
of  marching on until the end of  time. Then the judge said “Of  course not, Miss Starr. 
Please continue with your explanation, just as you are doing.” 

“Where was I? Yes. Nouns and verbs don’t matter much in spatio-color. They are just 
things – placeholders – that take their meaning from how they relate to one another. All 
the information resides in the conjunctions. It is only conjunctions that are able to carry 
colour and pattern. The whole of  spatio-color is colour and pattern. Without 
conjunctions to relate them, nouns simply vanish to a point, and verbs don’t do 
anything.” 

At school there was a classmate who always used to tease her afterwards for the things 
she said in class. She could almost hear what she’d have said to her after all this. If  her 
audience – sorry, the highest court in System Sol – could swallow that, then they’d 
swallow an elephant. 

Page �15



Which didn’t stop it being the case. 
“It follows,” she went on, “that the words ‘mother’ and ‘child’ – or ‘childish’ – are not 

what’s important here. What is important is the pattern you make when you show them 
both together on your face at the same time. Let me demonstrate.” 

Anitra made the shapes for “mother” and “child”. Then she swirled them around, put 
one inside the other and made scores of  patterns out of  these two simple shapes. How 
many of  those present were able to make sense of  that? – she asked herself. Were they 
even trying? 

“‘Suffering loss’”, she went on, “doesn’t mean ‘suffering’ in the sense of  feeling bad, 
but in the plain sense of  letting go of  something. It would be better to say: to be a 
mother, really and truly, means you’ve got to let go of  childhood. Nothing about being 
happy to lose a child.” 

She took a deep breath and glanced at Dolpou. The arch-groubian actually looked as 
if  she was experiencing an epiphany. Could she, Anitra – the cotton-headed eighteen-
year-old – have possibly explained something to her?  

She carried on with her explanation. It was becoming easier now. “And that is 
something I’ve had to do myself  over the last few days. You’ve been a child for all your 
life. It seems such a long time, at least it does at the time. Every year seems to drag by. 
Then all of  a sudden you’re a grown-up. And the way grown-ups talk, you’d think twenty 
years could pass without them paying any attention. Much less learning a single damn 
thing.” 

Nobody moved. 
“It’s different for a groubian. For ‘twenty’ read ‘twenty thousand’. But in the end it’s 

just the same. The ‘real mother’ is one of  those people for whom time is passing. There 
isn’t an endless amount of  it… but it’s passing just as quickly as if  there was.” 

Anitra tutted and sighed. What would her audience make of  that? She could see 
people nodding in the gallery. It was almost as if  her explanation had gone straight to 
the heart. However could an eighteen-year-old do that? But of  course the wisdom wasn’t 
her own. It came from the staggeringly ancient Book of  Titan, as Petra had called it. 

“Now for the second line: Poust tvoiá liubóvka nanósit oudár. ‘Suppose it is your lover 
who strikes you the blow’. That’s how you’d translate the M1 into M2.” 

Again she glanced round the courtroom. She saw a wall of  eyes, like pearls shot with 
black holes. Nobody blinked. 

“The original doesn’t mean that at all. Liubóvka means a female lover, which makes 
gaians think it is something to do with edulation. Because as everyone knows the edulee 
never survived the act of  mating. But really it is all about opposites. If  ‘X’ stands for 
something – anything at all – then what is ‘minus-X’? What happens when you mix them 
together? Do they always cancel out and leave nothing? At my old school the physics 
teacher would have said yes. But the maths teacher said no…” 

She paused again. It was pointless to stop. They were taking it all in. That or… it was 
going clean over their heads and that could never be remedied. 

“Well, most of  the time they do cancel out. Only if  ‘X’ goes on-and-on forever can 
they not do so. If  the series stops, you always end up with nothing. If  the series is 
infinite yet converging, you still end up with nothing. But if  the series doesn’t converge, 
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like one, minus-one, plus-one, minus-one, plus-one,… there is the possibility that ‘X-
minus-X’ might not be zero. In fact you can add it all up to make anything you like.” 

The audience was still not making a sound. Anitra wanted to shout: Is there anyone 
out there? But instead she pressed on.  

“The third line explores this possibility. Shto est’ valiúta ou zhízni samói? ‘What is the 
face-value of  life itself ?’” 

She paused, took a breath and shut her eyes. She didn’t want to look at that wall of  
pearls again – pearls shot with deep black holes. 

“Nothing… which makes it all sound like a romantic teenager who has just been 
dumped by the bloke she’s crushed on. Of  course there is nothing about any of  that in 
the spatio-color. Which simply invites you to consider, then ignore, the result of  
summing a non-convergent series to a finite number of  terms… Sorry, folks, if  you 
weren’t very good at maths in school like me, I don’t think you’ll get what I’m saying.” 

She stared straight at the blindfolded judge. The Fanbearer To The Right Of  The 
Throne noticed her despairing gesture and nudged him. 

“Enough people do, Miss Starr,” said the Goubernator. “Personally speaking, I think 
you have explained it very well. I even admit that I’ve learnt something today. Please 
proceed.” 

Such gentle encouragement from the judge was something Anitra hadn’t counted on. 
But of  course wasn’t he just easing her along to her doom? He could afford to be gentle 
about it. 

One more step, my girl… and over the edge you go. 
She felt her heart pounding and heard the rush of  blood in her ears. The thundering 

of  waves – billions of  years of  waves – on desolate seashores, with no one to watch, or 
hear. The washing away of  endless grains of  sand, of  which she was just one. The sheer 
absurdity: to imagine you could ever amount to anything in this vast endless, godless 
universe. 

“Under finite conditions, not surprisingly, the answer is nothing: nishto. What comes 
next is an awesome construct, even for spatio-color. ‘Unless there exists the possibility 
of  finding some way forward…’ maybe that’s a way of  putting it in English – I’m sorry, I 
mean M2.” 

She heard her own voice as if  it was someone else’s. The moment she tried to analyse 
what she’d just said, she stopped, paralysed with fright. The seashore noise had grown to 
a deafening boom. The giant waves were dashing down, gnawing away at the land, the 
world, the universe. Immaterial waves, gravity waves, the waves of  space and time, 
swallowing matter as if  there was an endless amount of  it… and yet there isn’t. 

The piercing voice of  the judge untied her tongue. “…And the last line, Miss Starr?” 
The last line? The last line of  what? 
She felt she had woken out of  a deep sleep to find she wasn’t in her nice warm bed, 

but standing up in the witness box in a courtroom, everybody looking at her. Feverishly 
she raced in her mind through the words of  Dolpou’s M1 translation. Détskim peshkóm… 
to go on childish footsteps – or to go childishly on foot? – the M1 was ambiguous. But 
really it couldn’t be otherwise… it was the skin-memory of  the original spatio-color 
which began once more to submerge her gaian mind in horror. 

Po doline poustoi. Through The Empty Valley…! 
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In spatio-color, it was not the carefree saunter of  a child setting out to walk along a 
primrose path, with nobody bothering her. It was the act of  floating and then tumbling 
into a searing vortex, leading down to an end which was forever out of  sight. A 
headlong tumble through space and time into nothing. Nothing, that is, if  nothing was 
what you believed in.  

But what if  you refused to believe in nothing? – might there be something at the end 
of  it all? Or was it a groundless fancy: a trick of  borrowing terms at the outset, knowing 
you’d never have to pay them back? 

As the vortex of  overwhelming nothingness engulfed her gaian brain, a stunning 
vertigo seized her. Knuckles whitening, she clutched harder at the rail around the witness 
box. Her arms began to shudder violently.  

She had no idea what her face looked like, but it horrified her to imagine it. Those 
poor people out there! Starkly revealed on her face at this very moment must be the 
actual spatio-color of  the Last Line – at which point the gaian brain, stricken with grief  
and terror, implodes. 

“Don’t look at me…” she cried out aloud. “Don’t look at my face. You might… 
die…!” 

Some of  her audience heeded the warning: they were now gazing fixedly at the floor 
between their feet. Not Petra though. She was eyeing Anitra as a lioness might eye a 
wounded antelope. “And the meaning of  the last line?” she urged. 

“It means… it means…” 
Anitra’s legs were turning to jelly. A shaft of  fire seared up through her very core. It 

was about to burst up through the stratosphere of  her mind and send it spattering on 
the ground in black rain. She tried to focus on the eyes of  the people in the court – 
those pearls shot with holes black as sin – but now she couldn’t see them. Instead rows 
of  heads sat in front of  her, each one pale and blank, like the numbered heads used to 
identify people in a group photograph. 

Except there weren’t any numbers. Nor could there possibly be. 
The courtroom shrivelled and grew dark. Then, like a sheet of  paper placed on 

embers, it suddenly burst into flame. Shrieking into her hands as they clawed at her face, 
Anitra sank to her knees… 

# 

“Look to the petitioner!” cried the Fanbearer To The Right Of  The Throne. 
A welter of  voices. People knocked over chairs as they stumbled to their feet. The 

gallery seethed in uproar. 
Two officers of  the Vratch in their uniforms of  white ovals on green entered the 

courtroom and made straight for the collapsed witness. The rearmost paused to shout 
over his shoulder “Hibernator – quick!” 

Among the lawyers argument was joined like a clash of  sabres. 
“It is not the business of  the court to intervene…” 
“The witness is entitled to basic medical attention…” 
“The witness is not entitled to be saved from the consequences of  her own 

actions…” 
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“Your actions, you mean… you murderess!” 
Petra had risen to her feet, but was borne over backwards as Dolpou lunged at her 

throat. Hermes was torn between maintaining the dignity of  his post and forsaking it to 
dash to Anitra’s side. But at this point Nanoud, thrusting her way out of  the visitors’ 
gallery, appeared in the main body of  the courtroom and elbowed her way towards the 
witness box. Nobody tried to stop her. With a cry of  desolation she threw herself  onto 
the limp body of  Anitra, now bleached of  colour, and covered it with tears and kisses. 

“Order! Order!” cried the judge, pounding his gavel. Eventually the hubbub subsided 
and gave way to deep silence. 

“What is the state of  the petitioner?” asked the Fanbearer To The Right Of  The 
Throne. 

The first vratchnik spoke up. “Breathing has stopped and the heart is weakening,” he 
announced. “Resuscitation isn’t working. She’s slipping away.” 

A hibernator was scrambled through the door. Nobody made any protest as Anitra’s 
insensible body was crammed into it and the lid snapped shut. All eyes turned towards 
Goubernator Krov’, who was conferring with the three Fanbearers. Two were grave, yet 
composed. But the third, Hermes, was white and shaking. 

The Fanbearer To The Right Of  The Throne called for silence. The Goubernator 
spoke. 

“Let her be taken to hospital and resuscitated under surgical supervision,” he said. 
“She should be accorded basic medical attention. Artificial means of  maintaining a 
semblance of  life in the clinically dead are not to be employed. The normal criteria for 
withdrawing life-support will be applied.” 

“I call for an adjournment!” It was Dolpou speaking, looking up from the crumpled 
body of  Petra. 

“That will not be necessary,” said the Goubernator. “Judgment is about to be passed.” 
He struck his gavel. Once more the court fell silent. 
“The petitioner, Anitra Starr, also known as Depesh Snezhinka, has shown to the 

court’s satisfaction that she has in truth read the Book of  Titan. In consequence she is 
hereby recognised as being of  the groubian kind… and in consequence of  that fact she 
is entitled to full human rights.” 

A burst of  voices filled the court. Goubernator Krov’ tore off  his blindfold and, 
steadied by those about him, staggered stiffly to his feet. Eyes wide with significance, he 
murmured to the three Fanbearers: “A judgement from which she cannot possibly 
benefit.” 

There was no trace of  triumph in his voice. It was as if  he himself  stood in awe, 
indeed aghast, at the outcome of  the momentous proceedings he had judged. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

IAN
The plot has a central problem to solve: however can a poem kill its reader? Fantasy readers have met the 

conceit before and just accept it. There’s a technical term for this plot device: a McGuffin. Nominally a McGuffin 
is central to the plot but the audience don’t want to know the details and get impatient with any attempt to offer 
an explanation (Veronica makes the point clearly). 

The Maltese Falcon has a McGuffin: the bird itself. To his credit Dashiell Hammett does offer half  a page of  
history saying where it comes from, but it’s just a placeholder – you could slot in a different history and it 
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wouldn’t alter the story one bit. Pulp Fiction has a McGuffin: the briefcase which lets out a golden glow when you 
open it. Not only are you never shown the contents, but you’re sternly warned-off  even wanting to know. 

But this isn’t good enough for the hard-SF writer, who is obliged by the very genre to suggest a plausible 
mechanism for a lethal poem. My solution is the Empty Valley Paradox, a sort of  logic bomb which poses an 
unsolvable existential problem to the gaian (=human) mind. 

Trouble is, the Empty Valley Paradox is not a McGuffin. It’s the backbone of  the novel, just as the Marabar 
Caves are the backbone of  A Passage To India: a metaphor for the hollow relationship between Englishmen and 
Indians which surfaces again and again in different forms. And just as in E M Forster’s novel, the petitioner is 
challenged in court to face the memory of  the Caves, at which point she suffers a catastrophe. 

Now the only formulation I know of  the Empty Valley paradox is mathematical. The maths itself  is enough 
to blow most people’s heads off. Which I suppose makes my case by example, if  not by exposition. I spend 
nearly half  a chapter of  The Titan Kiss explaining it. Feedback from readers has been negative. I put a highly 
compressed statement of  it into the mouth of  Anitra in this courtroom scene. Feedback is still negative.  

But I can’t simply omit it. 
I console myself  with the thought that most people miss the point of  the Marabar Caves too, in A Passage To 

India. Me too, I have to admit, until it was pointed out to me. 

VERONICA
I suspect that those who will gain the most from your book will be those with a wide knowledge of  semantics 

and of  myth and fable.  The narrative is very compelling, and the metaphysics (is that even the right word?), and 
concept of  Spatio-color (colour?) in the explanation of  the Last Verse are mind-blowing!!  Are there real 
languages that are constructed in this way?  I find your interpretation of  suffering interesting - it also means to 
undergo rather than to let go, which is very different from both your explanations.  You lost me with the physics 
of  X and minus-X and the significance of  opposites - I couldn't relate this to the story.  We are taken to the edge 
of  our seats at the end of  the chapter - it seems that all is lost, but Anitra's petition is upheld - to what benefit 
indeed? 

SUE
This works well as a tense and climactic scene, building to the revelation that the thing Anitra must do to 

prove her right to life, will kill her. (Increasingly, I really do want to read the full narrative through the right way 
round…) 

LESLEY
I think I’m following the general plot here but not the details. I still find it confusing as to who is who, i.e., 

the different groups of  ‘beings’, and now the different languages have me perplexed. 
Perhaps my brain isn’t able to compute the intricacies of  SF/SFF. Maybe it’s because we are working 

backwards in the story? I shall have to revisit the chapters you put on the website, when I have time. 
But...well-written, Ian. You have shown the machinations of  those who are ‘for’ and those who are ‘against’ 

Anitra’s Petition. 

ADELE
This section is really quite gripping Ian.  Even the strange language doesn’t get in the way of  enjoying the 

tension build.  The reader is quite hooked on what the translation is and you make us feel the courtroom is on a 
knife edge waiting in anticipation.  Very good.  Couple of  editorial things - I’m not sure Anitra’s nails would ‘bite’ 
into her palms, and creates a slightly odd image for me – what about ‘stung’ or ‘sliced’ or just simply ‘dug’? 

I’m not sure you need to repeat the pearls shot with deep black holes – perhaps just end it after ‘She paused, 
took a breath and shut her eyes.’  Ah, just read the third repeat – however, in rereading, I think it still works 
better without the middle one, it seems more honest to me. 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Lesley Pemberton

Merlin
from: TIME SHIFT (another random chapter):  

I am writing about some of the characters and events arising from Arthurian legends and currently this is in random order. 
I will piece it together as the chapters progress. Further editing will not be a bad thing. 
My story will not necessarily incorporate the legends in the same way as ‘traditionally’ presented. After all, much of the 
previous work is subjective and speculative, written after the time that King Arthur (or an amalgamation of possible 
historical characters) existed. 
I am still undertaking a lot of reading around available information and hope to glean snippets that will add to the story. 
The chapters are not very long at the moment but I don’t think there are hard and fast rules? I could enlarge on some of 
the chapters – for example, the one I have submitted here could continue with what Morgana wants to talk about with 
Merlin. 
However I think it is more important to end a chapter leaving the reader wanting to know more. 
I would value your opinions/comments on this. 

‘Are you immortal, Merlin?’ Gwen posed the question as she and Merlin were walking 
through the fields outside the compound of  Tintagel. 
‘Immortal? How can I answer that?’ Merlin mused. ‘I do not know.’ 

‘I feel I know you, Merlin, not only now but also the time in the future that still 
intrudes into my mind.’  

‘Ah...well,’ said Merlin, ‘there is an explanation for that, although you may not fully 
understand it.’ He steered her towards a small outcrop of  rocks where they could sit. 
Gwen digressed a little. ‘The future – I have flashes of  it. I am anxious. If  I suddenly 
disappeared from then, I fear that Owain, my husband, and all the other people I know, 
will be frantic. How did I so suddenly vanish? They’ll be searching, asking questions, 
suspicions...no trace of  me.’  

‘Gwen, dear Gwen,’ Merlin offered comforting words, ‘let me try to explain... 
Mortals exist in a linear timeline, like the one experienced now and the one you recall 
from the future. Time is not linear – it revolves in circles, it loops and twists, it spirals. 
Sometimes it crosses from one place to another. You are one of  the few who are caught 
up in the anomalies. 

I could say I am like that too – but I know where there are bridges that I can cross 
from one point to another; I know where there are tunnels that I can enter and leave 
safely at the other end. I can disappear and reappear without people realising. 
Regarding your first question – does that mean I am immortal? I reiterate – I do not 
know. In your future time there are learned people who talk of  black holes in the 
universe, there is conjecture of  ‘worm holes’ that enable travel to places it is not possible 
to conceive of  being able to go in one’s own lifetime. Those people are close to 
discovering a truth, but not close enough. 

There are many who believe in ghosts, phantoms, spirits coming back from the dead. 
Glimpses from the past. There are some who truly believe they have a past life. Those 
are but fragments of  existence, of  vague memories.’ 

Gwen interjected, ‘Yes, but what of  my disappearance from the future time?’ 
Merlin tried to reassure her. ‘As I said, time is not linear. You are now in another time, 
experiencing what is reality. Your future time is frozen at the point you crossed over. You 
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will not have disappeared, no-one will be searching for you. You will return as though 
none of  this has happened.’ 

‘But I want to remember it,’ said Gwen. ‘I know it is part of  me.’ 
‘You will remember what is important. It will answer some of  your questions in the 

future. Not everyone will agree with what you believe but you will know it to be true.’ 
‘Merlin, you are a man of  mystery, of  magyk. Mortal or immortal – I do want to meet 

you again in the future.’ 
A thought suddenly flashed into Gwen’s mind...the man with the white dog at 

Tintagel. He carried the same long stave with an intricately carved head. That man was 
Merlin; she had already met him in her future time, albeit fleetingly. 

Merlin interrupted her thoughts. ‘I know all of  this may be difficult for you to 
comprehend, but think of  the moon – it changes from crescent to full circle and back 
again. Sometimes it is nearer, almost kissing the earth; sometimes it is higher, seemingly 
floating high above us. It is still the moon, however it appears in the sky.’  

‘And sometimes it disappears, in a lunar eclipse,’ added Gwen, ‘overshadowed when 
the earth is aligned between it and the sun, blotted out temporarily, then it gradually 
reappears on the other side as the earth moves in its orbit.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Merlin, ‘and the sun, in what you know as a solar eclipse, does not look like 
the sun as we normally see it. For a short time it appears to be a huge black disc, but it is 
only obscured by the moon. It is still there.’ 

Gwen thought she understood what Merlin was saying. Her life, or lives, were her 
experiences from a different perspective. Things may appear to have changed but she 
was the same Gwen.  

Merlin stood and took hold of  Gwen’s hands, drawing her to her feet. His pale, 
smoky blue eyes looked deep into her emerald green eyes. She swayed slightly, aware of  
nothing else but his gaze. 

‘Gwen,’ Merlin spoke softly, ‘you must now forget about your future life until you 
return to it. The here and now is reality. Live it without fear or guilt. Let it play out its 
course, for without you this time could not exist.’  

He let go of  Gwen’s hands and in that moment she felt free. Of  what, she wasn’t 
sure, only that it was like a burden had been lifted and she was happy. 

‘Merlin. My mind went blank for a short time. I’m sorry – what were we talking 
about?’ 

‘Magyk and the mysteries of  the universe,’ Merlin replied.  
‘The universe - what’s that?’ asked Gwen. She laughed. ‘You say some strange things, 

Merlin.’ 
He wagged a finger at her. ‘That’s why people say I’m a man of  mystery.’  
Their conversation was interrupted by someone calling. A woman’s rich, deep voice. 

‘Merlin, there you are. I’ve been looking for you.’ 
Merlin turned to to see the woman scurrying towards them. ‘Well, now you have 

found me,’ he said. ‘What do you want?’  
‘To talk about something,’ she nodded an acknowledgment towards Gwen, ‘if  I may 

interrupt you and the lady.’ 
Merlin introduced the two women to each other. ‘Lady Gwen, meet Arthur’s sister 

Morgana.’  
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Gwen bowed her head slightly. Morgana nodded hers briefly. A pause, then Gwen 
said, ‘I’ll go back to the compound. Leave you two to talk.’ 

She stepped away and headed back in the direction from which they had come, 
musing about Morgana. This was the raven haired beauty she had heard about: Morgana, 
Arthur’s half-sister. Also said to have mystical powers that she had learned from Merlin.  

Morgana watched as Gwen walked into the distance. 
‘So, Merlin, she is the newcomer everyone seems to be talking about. I can see why 

Arthur is taken with her...or so the word goes.’ 
‘It’s true,’ responded Merlin, ‘and a good match they’ll make.’ 
‘Hmm,’ was almost a snort from Morgana. 
‘Anyway, what is so urgent you wish to talk about?’ Merlin prompted. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

VERONICA
I am becoming more engaged with this story as you make more explicit Merlin's overview of  past and 

present and the need for Gwen to fully live in one or the other.   I had been feeling a bit dissatisfied about Gwen 
being really 'there' in your earlier chapter, I think, Lesley. However, I can't help thinking of  Nicholas Lyndhurst's 
character in the tv programme 'Goodnight Sweetheart', which uses the same principle.  I like "The here and now 
is reality. Live it without fear of  guilt. Let it play out its course, for without you this time could not exist."  
Thought-provoking. Does this take us into string theory?  I hope you fill out the sketch of  Morgana in future 
chapters. Have you come across Marilyn Floyde's books on King Arthur:  "King Arthur's French Odyssey" and 
"King Arthur, Riotimus"? I was at school with Marilyn and lost touch after she left the arts centre in Stockton (is 
it still there?). She moved to France, near Avallon in Burgundy....I will try and order this from the library as it is 
quite expensive at £15 for 96 pages. 

https://books.google.co.uk/books/about/King_Arthur_s_French_Odyssey.html  
https://books.google.co.uk/books?id=7ay5MQEACAAJ  

SUE
(Technical discussion about chapters and chapter length (because you asked for comment on this). I don’t 

think you have to have “chapters” as such at all, if  you don’t want to. Some novels have labelled “chapters”, 
others just run straight through in what looks like an uninterrupted narrative (but if  you look at the construction, 
you will see you can chop the story up into discrete scenes). If  you decide you want chapters, I don’t think they 
all have to be the same length (although if  you end up with a standout chapter that is vastly longer or shorter 
than the others, you may want to think about splitting it up, or combining it with another chapter). As you are 
writing story segments as they come to you, and not working chronologically through the story, it might be 
useful if  you labelled them with brief  scene descriptions, not chapter numbers – in case what’s now Chapter 5 
turns out to come chronologically between chapters 14 and 15. So this chapter would be labelled “Gwen’s first 
conversation with Merlin”. If  I were writing this story, I would then put scene titles on index cards, so that I 
could a) work out what order they might best be read in, and b) work out what’s missing; scenes that I need to 
write. 

 This scene, for instance, introduces a new character – Morgana – and the end of  the scene moves away 
from Gwen’s point of  view (PoV) and gives us a snatch of  conversation between Merlin and Morgana that 
Gwen can’t have witnessed. So you need to think about point of  view. Most of  what you’ve previously written 
has been seen more-or-less through Gwen’s eyes; a 3rd-person PoV tightly focused on Gwen’s experience, what 
she has felt and witnessed. It is okay to move to a more omniscient PoV but you should be aware that you’re 
doing this – maybe alternate “what Gwen experiences” scenes with “what else is going on” scenes, and end each 
scene with a deliberate shift to the PoV that follows? 

IAN
There’s one minor problem with this scene, which is easily fixed before it gets out of  hand. In the frame 

story, as it’s technically called, Gwen (alone) goes back in time to view King Arthur’s court through the eyes of  
Guinevere. It violates the frame story to wheel in the Omniscient Author to eavesdrop on Merlin’s conversation 
with Morgana – after Gwen has absented herself. The tale should be seen to unfold exclusively through Gwen’s 
eyes, just as if  it were Gwen’s dream-sequence. 
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When going on a journey back to Arthurian times, a long talk with Merlin is not to be missed. But it seems 
Merlin, being a transpersonal individual, prefers to converse with Gwen, not Guinevere. Were he talking to the 
Guinevere of  Thomas Malory, it would have been a sour conversation, supposing him to be the prophet he’s 
cracked up to be. Mind you, in Malory’s account, by the time Guinevere goes off  the rails Merlin is dead and 
buried – or, strictly speaking, buried alive by Fay Viviane for getting too fresh with her. But perhaps Malory got it 
all wrong…? It’s the author’s privilege to say so, and not slavishly follow previous accounts. 

There’s excellent scope for a “secret history” in Lesley’s story (a revisionist history, indeed!) and I look 
forward to seeing which of  the many branching paths Gwen chooses to take. Or is fated to take (if  we see it from 
Merlin’s pov). 

ADELE
I like the piece you have written here.  You do make more of  the difficulties that were mentioned initially 

about her not thinking about the future and you have provided some back (or forward) story which works well 
for the reader to feel her confusion.  I think you work that it quite cleverly here without it seeming false or 
forced on the reader. 

It is quite a short passage, as you say.  Maybe too short if  it is to be a full length novel, but then I don’t see a 
problem with a mix of  chapter lengths, though a short one is usually quite an eye-opener, but it can have several 
purposes: to change direction in the story, to reveal something quite alarming, but at this stage, I would not 
worry.  You will be able to edit this later and still make sure you fit in the cliff  hanger you say you like to end on.  
I would let it write itself  in this respect.  For now, get the words down and then sort the order and breaks later.  
Coming on really nicely. 

LESLEY
I introduce Morgana at the end of  this piece as Arthur’s half-sister, a concept in some of  the previous 

writings by other people about King Arthur. As I don’t want to ‘stick to the script’ of  previous authors, initially I 
did have Morgana as Merlin’s sister and think I may change back to that. She is portrayed in different accounts as 
being ‘good’ or alternatively being ‘evil’ - or both. 

My thinking is that if  she is Merlin’s sister in my story that there is a reason for her hatred of  Gwen, because 
she (Morgana) loves Arthur. 

The things she wants to talk about with Merlin (to follow) relate to the invading Saxons in the East and the 
encroachment of  Christianity in the country. 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Sue Thomason

On Angels
Angels have been an interest of  mine for some time, but I really started to think about 

them seriously in 2019, when I was asked to facilitate the creative writing component of  
a “Be Inspired!” retreat week at St. Oswald’s Pastoral Retreat Centre in Sleights. My two 
seed-ideas were: 

• a story told about Michelangelo: that a boy once saw him hammering at a block of  
marble and asked him what he was doing; Michelangelo replied “There’s an angel 
trapped inside this stone, and I’m trying to let him out”.  

• a drawing by Paul Klee, called “Forgetful Angel”, made during the last year of  his 
life, when he knew he was dying from scleroderma. (Images easily found online.) 

I had a Christian-by-default upbringing, but I don’t currently identify as Christian (I 
put myself  down as Pagan on the last census; I think I’m probably a bit of  an animist 
and/or nature mystic, if  one can be a non-theist animist). Nevertheless, I find the idea 
of  angels quite compelling. I don’t think there needs to be (one or more) species of  
invisible winged humanoid superbeings in existence in external reality (the physical, 
material universe, the universe of  science) in order for the idea or symbol of  angels to 
be powerful and relevant, or for someone to have a meaningful subjective experience of  
receiving a message from an angel. I think “the angel” is an archetype; a significant 
story-idea that affects me deeply. Our lives are shaped by stories that “aren’t real”. 
Angels don’t need to be externally real for me to be moved by them; it’s good enough 
for me that there is the Idea of  angels. 

I think the poet Rilke received a message from an angel when he heard a statue of  the 
god Apollo say to him “You must change your life”. That’s just the sort of  thing an 
angel would say – that’s what angels do say, over and over again. If  you look at what 
actually happens in most of  the Biblical stories of  angels, what happens is that 
someone’s life is turned upside-down, with profound consequences, for the individual 
concerned if  not for the universe. Someone is pottering along in the usual way, and then 
an angel turns up and says something like, kill your son. Or, you’re pregnant with God. 
Angels are not like New-Age-y flower fairies; they are powerful and terrifying, and they 
say appalling things. Meeting an angel is not nice. 

Reaching as usual for my etymological dictionary, I find that angelos means 
“messenger”. Old Testament angels are numinous beings, but they are also sometimes 
indistinguishable from humans. (Abraham famously can’t tell the difference, and there is 
the injunction “Be not forgetful to entertain strangers, for some thereby have 
entertained angels unawares”.) So the first problem with angels is recognising them. The 
second is hearing their message, and the third is acting on it.  

My poem “How to Wrestle with an Angel” is indeed based on the (weird and brief, 
Genesis 32:26 - 32) story of  Jacob spending a whole night wrestling with A Stranger 
(who in one interpretation of  the text is actually God; later Jewish commentators found 
this idea disturbing and decided the Stranger must have been an angel) who dislocates 
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Jacob’s hip during the struggle... and at dawn, renames him. On the surface, this is a 
place-name story about “why this ford is called Peniel (i.e. “Face of  God”)”, and a food-
rules story about “why we don’t eat the sciatic nerve”. Those are the story’s external 
referents. But the brief  story as a story is about terrible struggle; about surviving a night-
long ordeal to be reborn with a new name, a new identity, maybe a new purpose in life. 
And the thing we struggle with is unique to each of  us I guess; our own personal Room 
101 of  the moment: despair, addiction, writer’s block, bereavement, loss, mortality... The 
angel is a Hard Teacher. NB I am TOTALLY NOT saying the New-Age-y thing that 
you should regard your terminal cancer as a lovey-dovey angel because on a Higher 
Plane you choose your own reality and everything’s lovely really. Your terminal cancer is 
the Angel of  Death – who will kill you. I think it’s possible to wrestle with an angel and 
lose. Maybe Jacob lost. 

So I think maybe Veronica is right and the angel one wrestles with is the Shadow – 
provided it is understood that the Shadow is also shining. The Shadow is not “bad stuff ” 
– that’s too simple – the Shadow is the thing you can’t face (but must), the thing you 
can’t see or understand. For Jacob, Room 101 turned out to contain God (whatever God 
is or means – I am not a theist; my brain can’t handle this concept, and that’s probably 
ducking out and avoiding the issue).  

So my poem “How to wrestle with an angel” is an attempt to write about confronting 
the thing that has to be confronted, which is simultaneously the thing one can’t 
confront. I think it fails (as an attempt at communication) because it’s written in some 
kind of  private symbolic language; maybe one problem with multicultural societies is 
that we don’t have a common symbolic language. The symbolic language of  Christianity 
is certainly a minority interest at present; much less well-known than it was a generation 
or two ago. 

–––––––––––––––––––––– 

VERONICA
Thank you for the two seed-ideas, Sue.  I hadn't seen the Paul Klee. What simplicity.  I like the way you have 

tackled a subject which is very hard to approach.  Angels have become victims of  sentimentality exploited by 
commercial cynicism. However, angels remain powerful agents, whether metaphysical or metaphorical, if  that 
makes sense and are certainly archetypal.  As such they have reality and power.  I wouldn't just define them as the 
shadow - wrestling with that is work that we all face as human beings - but I think they have a wider remit.  
Certainly, Biblical angels are created beings with particular powers and are well-attested to in the Bible in both 
testaments.  For instance, Rafael is the archangel of  healing (anyone can look these up).  The symbolism of  
religious language (is it actually the language or the world-view which is so alien?) is designed to describe the 
energies which  make up reality.  The way we access and harness those energies or are controlled by them 
depends partly on how aware we are of  the meaning of  language (I find myself  thinking of  Anitra!). 

LESLEY
A thought-provoking essay on ‘angels’. It is a topic that could be explored further (which you may have done) 

and certainly goes beyond the Biblical stories. There are so many variations - angels, archangels, guardian angels, 
angel of  death, the concept of  angels being extraterrestrials, etc., - and, I woukd ask, does an angel have to have 
wings? 

I find the concept of  an ‘angel of  death’ intriguing...maybe not to be feared, but as something (we don’t 
understand) that prepares the way/takes one to whatever is next. Which, of  course may be nothing, depending 
on your view. 

I, too, was brought up in a Christian environment and for many years was an evangelical - but I won’t go into 
why that changed - too lengthy an explanation here. 
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Regarding your point about ‘a non-theist animist’, weren’t the ancient beliefs that earth, air, fire and water 
‘ruled’, that plants, trees, animals, etc., as well as humans, possessed ‘a soul’? The ideas of  pantheism, from my 
limited knowledge, was rooted in these concepts. 

I also found some of  this interesting because for my Time Shift story I need to explore the ‘old beliefs’ - 
Paganism if  you will - that Merlin and Morgana practice. At the time my story is set (in the past), it was when 
Christianity was being introduced and seen as a threat by those who wanted to maintain their own beliefs. I’m 
doing some research but may get back to you for some suggestions/answers! 

By the way, I am not against anyone for whatever religious views/faith/beliefs they have. I still have many 
Evangelical Christian friends and respect what they want to believe. 

IAN
Thought-provoking essay, which certainly “facilitates the creative writing component” in me, thereby fulfilling 

its stated objective. But I won’t go into what thoughts it provokes, just confine myself  to remarks on the data: i.e. 
the essay itself. But I can’t resist a bit of  meta-data: Sue, in her covering note, queried that if  angels were pure 
fiction, was it possible to write a non-fiction article about them? 

This reminds me of  what happened to a friend of  mine: a very nice pagan lady who has reclaimed the 
pejorative term “witch” to apply to herself. In the newsagents she casually observed “it’s the moon that causes 
the tides, you know”. 

“Trust a witch like you to believe a thing like that!” came the reply. 
Which leads me to conclude that, from the newsagent’s perspective, a book of  tide-tables based on moon-

phases is a work of  pure fiction. 
But I must take issue with Sue’s (or Veronica’s?) contention that the sort of  angel that assails people is the 

(Freudian) Shadow. Sue herself  undermines that identification with “…the Shadow is also shining”. Now the 
most dreadful things happen in the shadow of  a church. Someone was murdered not so long ago near me in the 
shadow of  St Hilda’s, West Cliff  – and that seems par for the course when it comes to streets next to churches. 
I’ve heard it explained like this: the church is a concentration of  the divine grace that beams down with the 
sunlight. It follows that in the shadow of  a church there is a dearth of  it, in which dark things collect. And that’s 
how the Freudian Shadow was explained to me. (The Jungian Shadow is rather different, fuzzier, and may indeed 
be “shining”). The radiant energy that bathes your Ego and expresses it, projects a shadow onto the visible 
world. If  the Ego is a concentration of  I-ness, then the Shadow is a dearth of  I-ness, which collect things that 
are not-I. Thus if  my Ego is assertively male, then my Shadow will collect assertively female things. Now females 
are not bad in themselves, but my Shadow is definitely my dark side: everything my Ego is not. It follows that the 
(Freudian) shadow maps onto the Christian demon, not angel, unless you go using oxymorons like “dark angel”. 

Which reminds me of  a poem by Gustav Dehmel which ends with (my translation)… 
As yet no one has flown up to God 
Who flees from God’s devils. 

…a less-judgemental view of  angels and demons than the popular Christian one, and chimes a lot better with 
Jacob’s experience. 

Also Zechariah: his angel struck him dumb. And Mary: her angel left her pregnant. A welcome thing in ideal 
circumstances, but not if  you’re betrothed to be married. 

ADELE
I wasn’t at all sure what this piece was – a story, an article, a memoir extract – but then I realised it was an 

explanation for your poem.  It is good to hear of  its origin. Thank you.  Unfortunately for me, I am still as 
confused, I think, and since beliefs in angels, or their manner and purpose, are personal, both this intriguing 
commentary and your poem, are open to interpretation.  Perhaps it is better that we all see in the poem what we 
want to see in it, and either like it, or not, as a result. I was brought up Church of  England and remember many 
stories from the Bible, but certainly not all of  it as I have never read it completely.  I certainly did not know this 
story so, you may be right blaming generational interpretation of  your poem as the reason for losing your 
original point, but I’m not convinced even that is the case, though I would agree, there seems to be less emphasis 
put on Christian religious readings in our education system and, as such, ignorance of  such will prevail. 
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